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WITH ROBERTS TO
CANDAHAR

CHAPTER I
The City of Conspiracies

!' WAKLR yet, major? The ponies are ready, and I

see the other fellows coming from their roomns.”
A quick rat-s-tat-tat rattled wpon the deor of
one of many rocns on the first flooy of the Balla Hissar
in Cahul, eausing the long gallery to echo with the sounds.
Rat-a-tat-tat. The knock was repeated, and the one who
stood oulside the door lifted the latch and opened it
slightly.

“Halloo!” he called out in a cheery voice. “Not up
yvet! Shame, major! I thought that you were always one
of the early birds. Come along! It's a grand morning
for a ride”

No answer greeted the officer who had knocked, and
again he repeated the summons, till the movement of a
foot was heard inside the room, and someone hurried to
the door.

“Up? Of course I am, and dressed long agc; but, I

b2

~say, Sir Louis .
The note of the voice changed swiftly from that with

9

~




10 With Roberts to Candahar

which one is apt to greet a friend, and suddenly beeame
serious.

“T’ve been on the baleony outside, looking into the bar-
rack square, and—Ilook here, you don’t fear trouble, do
you?”

“@ood heavens! Nol I cennot say that we English
are loved. Teringhees * are always hateful to these Afghans,
don’t you lmow. But they have accepted us as a necessary
evil, and it seems to me that they look wpon us as harm-
less madmen. It is not often that I see a single individual
looking really dangerous.”

“Hum! You know them better than I do, perhaps,”
wag the doubtful answer. “ But it 1s always a safe thing
to suspect an Afghan, Sir Louis, for they are {reacherous
as a naftion. Come in and lock out from the gallery.
There’s a row on in the barrack square”

By now the door had been thrown wide open, and the
two who bad been conversing were face to face with one
another. They linked arms and crossed the room, a huge
airy apartment, delightfully cool in summer, but somewhat
frigid during the winter months, Then they emerged onto
the balcony, looking strangely dissimilar; for he who had
spolken first, and had been addvessed as Sir Liouis, was tall
“and robust, with a fine beard, and a look of determination
and of great power in his face. He was dressed in a white
drilt riding suit, and wore spurs at his heels, while a switch
dangled by means of a thong of leather from his wrist,
This Sir Lowis Cavagnari was the commander of a British
mission sent to the Court of the Ameer of Afghanistan in

* A foreigner,
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July, 1879, to conler with Chat ruler, and to remain in
the country to watch over British interests.

His companion in the gallery was & short man, slim and
wiry, with grizzled hair, and a small black mustache which
made him appear fo be younger than he really was, In-
deed, his general alertness, his activity of mind and body,
and his genial ways helped to mislead strangers, so that
he was often thought to he a junior major, whereas this
gallant and dapper little gentleman was already past the
age of fifty, and had retired from the service. More than
that, he had, in spite of his modesty, seen far more of the
nation of Afghans than had Sir Louis, for he had traveled
in the country, spoke the language like a naiive, and for
many years had been stationed on the fronticr as a * politi-
cal.” Major Dennisson was, in fact, an officer of much
repute, who since his relivement had elected to travel, hav-
ing found it impossible to settle down., And his travels
had hrought him once more to Cabul, on a visit of some
importance to his friend Sir Louis. He had avrived but
two days before, and had as yet hardly settled down.

“ Come and look at the Ameer’s regulars,” he said again,
significantly., “They seem to be quarrelsome this morn-
ing, though that should concern yow in no way at all.
Besides, if I really thought that you and your men were in
danger, should T have obtained a post under you for Alec?
Look now! They are a discontented lot, and aboul as
disciptined as a collection of beggars. What’s 1he
trouble? 4

“Wages, I suppose, major. That’s always the cry with
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these beggars. The Ameer is a little tight-fisted. Holds
on to hig money a little too firmly, and attempts the impos-
sible task of having o force of trained men without sub-
mitting to the expense. A set of ruffians they are, too,
these regulars.”

By now they had emerged from the major’s bedroom,
and had issued onto a balcony outside, which ran the
length of that portion of the Balla Hissar. The latter
was the name given to a large bloek of buildings, in which
were many of the palaces belonging to the nobles of Cabul,
and, in addition, the Ameer of Afghanistan had his quar-
ters there, while there were harracks close at hand, afford-
ing accommodaticn to the soldiers, us well as an arsenal,
where ammunition and guns were stored. TFrom the bal-
cony it was possible to look down into the barrack square,
where the troops were then paraded, without their rifles,
however.

“1It looks suspiciously like a mutiny,” said Sir Louis,
after he had watched the parade for a few minutes. *“The
mien are unsteady, and there is too mucl noise altogether.
The officers, too, don’t seem to me to be checking the men
as they should. I don’t like the look of affairs.”

“ Better to warn your men to keep out of the way,”
suggested the major. “If these fellows are angry, they
might ven{ their ill-fecling upon you. There are many
who would take the opportunity if it presented itself.”

The advice was goed without doubt, and the leader of
the British mission was the first to recognize the fact.

“ Many thanks, major. I had not thought of that. Will
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you get below and ask Hamilton to see about it? And, by
the way, our ponies ara outside the gate. Better get them
in, den’t you thinlk?”

The little major gave a vigorous nod of his head. “ T’ve
scen these fiery Bastern people break into mutiny hefore,”
he said. “ An Englishman is like a red rag to them at such
a time. T tell Mamilton, and come up to you again.”

He turped abruptly and went from the baleony with
light and active steps, strapping his revolver to his side as
he passed through the room.

“I’ve not lived on the frontier all these yefnrs for noth-
ing,” he murmured. “To be armed is to be prepared to
the fullest extent. And, hesides, I think therc’s danger.
The attitude of those men is ugly.”

He would have heen more convineed that there was
trouble brewing, indeed, that a revolution wag even then
on the peint of occurring, had he been able to hear what
was passing among the men paraded in the square. Sir
Louis was an onlooker, and could soon detect where the
noige came from, and the eause of the same. TFor within
a minute of the major’s departure ome of the soldiers
stepped from the ranks and confronted his officers, his
comrades giving venl to marks of approval which ap-
proached as mearly to a gemmine cheer as people of the
Bast ever allow themselves to go to. Then he drew his
tulwar,* and began to harangue the parade,

“You say that we are not to be paid in fnll,” he eried,
his eyes flashing; * that we are to receive what iz due for
two months only, and that the remainder will be owed to

* A native curved saber,
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us Gl it is more convenient,  Are we, then, to starve that
others may live?  Are we and our wives and children to
stint ourselves while the money which our Ameer should
pay to we goes clsewhere? ‘Tell us, where does the mouey
go? Who ig it who is the receiver? ”

He turned to his comrades as if asking for theiz support,
and they gave it without stint. There was a roar of
voices, and. then, as silence fell again, onc of the men
answered—

“Why ask a question which all arve able to answer?
he shouted.  “We all know that the gold goes lo the
feringhees. I8lse how could they live here? And, more-
aver, onr meulla * has told us so. It is they who take the
money which should he ours.” ‘

“White we look on and starvel While they live in
plenty, shaming us with their presence, we shiver and
starve!  Give us this money! Give us what is our due,
and drive these feringhees from the country.”

“0Or we will do that for you,” shouted the man who had
spoken from the ranks, “Why ask to have them sent
awvay? Have we not done so before? and is this the first
occasion on which we have clamored for our wages? Death
to the feringhees! Let us drive them out ourselves! Let
us slay them till none are left!”

There was no doubt that this man had gauged the tem-
per of his fellows, for if there had been much noise before,
a howl of exccrabion now burst from the soldiers. One
snatched a pistol from his belt, and, pushing his fellow
aside, stepped out in front to join his comrade.

* A native priest of Afghanistan,
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“DBrothers” he said quictly, turning to the men, “we
have talked before. This time we will act.  Who will
cone with me to the palace in which this inission is housed ?
Who will aid me in attacking ?”

The words caused the soldiers to break from their ranks
instantly, and gather about the man. But it was only for
a few minutes. Mutinies in the Bast ran with the rapidity
of fAames, and deeds of violence are undertaken as soon as
conceived. The thought of slaying the feringhees matched
well with the sulky humor of the men, and now that they
had a leader, they followed willingly.

“Your guns and bayonets, and then attack. Come!”
shouted the man, '

In o moment the aspect of the barrack square was
changed, for the group of soldiers melled away, the men
running to their quarters. They were gene only for a
minute when they appearcd again, and, running to the
gate, burst their way info the strect. And here they met
with another clement, scarcely likely to check their de-
termination. The news that there was tronble in the bar-
racks had already brought a crowd of ruffianly Afghans
about the gate, for Cabul helds many a scoundrel. Though
but a few minutes had passed sinee their morning devotions
were finished, they swarmed to the gate, eager for some
deed of violence. They heard the cry of the leader, and
joined in the rush with fiendish delight.

“To the Balla Hissar! Slay the feringhees!” echoed
down the street, bringing yet more ruffians from gutler
and alley, Then, as if fortune were directly against Sir
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Louis and his little band, a moulla appeared, a hely man,
accustomed to hold the ear of the publie.

“Spare them not, these wicked feringhees!” he cried.
“Halt not till all are slain, for then will you have done a
service to Allah, Rush on them, and fear not their hullets,
for they shall he harmless, and shall rebound from your
bodies.”

He gathered np his trailing cotton cloak and tan after
the mutineers, shrieking to them and exhorting them to
violence. What wonder, then, that the soldiers never
pansed, that, lacking the opposition of their officers, who
should have kept them in check, and mecling with so
much encouragement, they should keep to their purpose!
They had weapons in their hands, and they smavted under
an injury, an injury done them without doubt by the fer-
inghees. The latter should suffer, while they would make
the most of the loot to be obtained.

That thought was uppermost in the minds of all; and
since the British had the reputalion of being fabulously
wealthy, there would be enough and to spare for all.

“'T'o the gate! Tear it down, and then slay them with
the sword | ” shouted the rmfian at their head. Look,
there is one of the hated hercties!”

The mob had by now arrived opposite the gate of the
palace in which the British mission was quartered, and at
once & figure appeared on the battlements above, while
some four or five ponies were seen hastily retiving within
the gates. Sir Louis had left the gallery, and, mounting
to the roof, had taken up this position so as to be able
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the better to watch the ruffions.  Indeed, he had some
thought of addressing them, for he spoke like a native, and
might have pacified their anger. But there were too many
hat-bloods in the mob, too many scoundrels who had never
failed to scowl darkly and spit upon the ground when a
feringhee happened to pass. Their hatred and the worde
of their moulla caused them to shake theiv fists or theiv
weapouns ab the figures above, and to halt while they gave
vent to one long howl of derision. Then cne picked up a
stone and flung it, & thousand following suit,

“See what a hullet will dol” cried out the leader.
“That to commence the action”

He leveled his pistol, took a hurried aim, and fired, the
bullet whizzing past Sir Louis. Then he led the mad rush
again, aiming straight for the gate. Meanwhile, the latter
had been hastily barred, the bolts being pushed firmly horme
by the pguavd stationed there, while officers and men
gathered together within, and locked out at the mob
through the loopholes left in the gate.

“ Perhaps a beam or two would help,” said Major Den-
nisson, who had arrived some minutes hefore and given
his warning, “There are a number of ruffians rushing
against us, and their weight might burst in the bolts, Ah!
that was rather unwise.”

He and the young officer whom he had addressed lifted
their heads and listencd as a dropping volley burst from
the Balla Hissar from a quarfer close by.

“Thal would have been hetter left undone,” went on
the major; “ for we are safe from harm for a time, and
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1t oay yet be possible to subdue these men by other mcans.
Those hullets have told heavily.”

“They were fired without orders. I agree that it would
have Deen better to have waited. Bub look out, major;
they are close upon us now.”

The mob, led by the big Afghan who had fired at Sir
T.ouis, was by now within striking distance, and undeterred
by the volley poured into them, they rushed right up to the
gate, and hurled themselves against it Gill the heams bent
and the holts shuddered in their cleats. Indecd, had it not
been thal a heam had been placed in position, the gale
might have been thrown open. Then came the thunder
of a hundred rifle-butts on the woodwork, accompanied by
Lanatical shouts and shrieks.

“ Better drive them oft,” said the young officer, ¢ That
door locks as if it might give way. Line the loopholes,
men, and open,”

He gave the crder to a number of native scldiers of India
belonging to the corps of Guides, of whomn there was an
escort: of soventy with the mission, and af once the men ran
to their positions, their rifles guickly snapping as they
fired into the enemy. Then the major, joined by the officer
who had given the order, and by another, tool the places
of three of the men, and emptied their revolvers into the
Taces of the enemy. Not till they had repeated the process
on four oceasions did the Afghans show signs of wavering.
Bul they were suffering lieavily from a flanking fire, and
at lemgth retived sullenly, leaving numbers of their com-
rades on the ground.
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“ A chance to breathe and to see to the gate again,” said
the major, calimly, his voice breaking the sileuce which
had followed the retivement, and which up till then had
been undisturhed, save for the whining of one of the un-
happy wrelehes outside, who had been struck down by a
bullet.  “ Better get ready, Hamilton. There will be more
trouble to mect, if I am not mistaken, for these fellows
arce hot-headed, and their moulla will never allow them to
yest.  Yes. Look at them! They are coming on again.”

A glance through a loophole showed that this was the
case, and those within the gateway again prepared to
resist them.  Seme, at the orders of Lientenant Hamilton,
hastily secured another heam in place, while others sought
for posts which wounld give them the grentest advantage.
And meanwlile the sound of musketry came from the roof
and {rom the battlements above, showing thal their com-
rades were busy.

¢ Take command for a moment, please,” said the lien-
tenant, addressing the major. “1 am going fo sce that
the gun is made ready. We may wani it.”

“ And perhaps it would be as well to make early use of
it.  If cramned to the muzzle and fired into the middle of
a rush, it might stop the enemy.”

“ While we conld take advantage of the confusion, I
see, major. It would be fing to get to work with the bayo-
net, and teach those fellows to leave us slone.  However,
this time we shall not be ready.”

The officer went off to do as he had said, two men help-
ing him load the gun with canister. Then he returned,
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to find that the enemy were almost at the gate. And om
this occasion Lthere was more method in their Tanaticism,
for while a number threw themselves against the wood-
work with fury, beating upon it with their fists and with
their weapons as before, others acted with some thought
and combination. Taking cover at the foot of the walls,
these whe could, aimed at the defenders on the batile-
meats, picking them off as they leaned over to fire, while
others raised their weapons to the loopholes in the gate,
and pulled the ftrigger, sending hullets into the men
massed behind it. In fact, the battle raged at close quar-
ters, a gate, none too strong, scparating the combatants.
But the defenders never faltered. Majov Dennisson was a
power in himself, and, fortunately, his reputation was
known to the Guides. They fought, therefore, with dogged
courage, taking but little notice of their losses. IMalf an
hour later they were successful in heating oft the enemy.

“They will come again,” said the major, “and so we
will make the most of the brenthing space. What’s the
news, Sir Louis P *

He started, and changed color, for as he tuwrned from
the gate to speak with the Heutenant, he eanght sight of
the leader of the British mission. He was deadly pale, and
a large erimson stain on his white ¢lothing showed that he
was wounded.

“The roof is no longer tenable” he said feebly.  The
mutineers have gained possession of the roof of the arsenal,
and from that position they are able to fire down on us.
We have lost heavily in defending the place. But we
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ghould not have returned had they not set the building on
fire”

“Hire!” the major gasped.

“Yes. Listen to it. "The floor above is in one big blaze
from end to end.”

The news was terrible, and for a little while the four
officers faced one another in silence, while the crackle of
burning woodwork and the roar of the flames came to their
cars, drowning the hoarse fumult of the mob.

“T lelt Kelly at the end of the gallery,” continued Sir
Louis. “Fe will join us soon, far the flames will make it
impossible for the Afghans to get at us from the roof.”

“Then we shall have to fight it out here; and as the
place is on fire, we shall soon have to move into the open,”
said the major; “in which case Hamijlton—"

“We will have a go at them. Let’s get the gun in
position.”

“We're in a tight place, T fear, Siv Louis,” went on the
major, “and 1 advise that we meet the scoundrels halfway.
If we ave to be killed ourselves, al least let us punish these
ruffians.”

“ And meanwhile we will send again to the Ameer, I
have already asked onee for his help, and that the mutiny
might be stopped; but I have had no answer. Dennisson,
give me your arm, like a good fellow.” '

The unfortunate leader of the British posted in Cabul
sat down upon a stone step somewhat suddenly, his pallor
becoming more marked. Then he almost fainted away,
some brandy being necessary to revive him,
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“Take no notice of me,” he whispered gallantly,  “I
shall be belter soon. I was hit soon alter the fighling
began, and the loss of blood makes me weak. Thanks,
major. You are good to help me.”

They did what they could for him, and then went to the
gate again, for Dr. Ambrose Kelly had pul in an ap-
pearance.  1Me was the surgeon to the mission, and had just
come from the gallery giving access to the roof. A smok-
ing vifle was in his hands, while his helmet showed a gash,
the result of a bullet. But he did not forget the reason
Tor his presence there, and in the midst of the next attack
he devoted himself to Sir Touis and to the olher wounded.
And what a scene of confusion it was; whal noise sur-
rounded the Balla Hissar! Tor the rattle of muskefry
had long cre this hrought the scum of the turbulent ecity
from the lowest hovels, and these, filled with the desive
for loet, and only too ready to wrenk their hale upon
feringhees, eagerly joined with the mutinied soldiers of the
Ameer. A few, the more cowardly ones, slunk away, no
doubt, but the majority tock up the work of slaughter with
a ferocious zest which was appalling, and only to be ap-
proached by the frantic hate and disregard of danger
shown Dby the ghazees, the white-rohed fanatics of the
nation, whe could always be relied upon to head an atfack
it the encmny happencd to he heretics. These enemies
swarmed In all divections, and already, as has been men-
tioned, they had made the roof of the Balla Hissar im-
possible, so pitiless was the hail of bullets which they
poured upon it from the higher elevation of the argenal.
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Within the gateway, which gave enfrance to a narow
courtyard roofed with stone, the scene was even more piti-
ful, for by this time a number of the defenders had fallen,
and lay in the narrow space in all sorts of ugly postures.
Others were wounded only, but so severely as o render
then helpless; and these poor fellows, hrave though they
endeavored to be, could mnot help the pleading look
which came inte their eyes as they watched their hale
comrades. Some fumbled at their rifles, feebly replacing
the cartridge which was expended, with the sure knowl-
edge that the time would come when that bullet would
be ncoded.  And overhead the flames roared, while the
crash of the roof falling in at various points could he
plainly heard. A voleano, in fact, raged round the sur-
vivors of the mission, while outside a danger lurked which
was even nore to be feared.

Within a stone’s throw sat the Ameer of Afghanistan,
lic who had given his solemn pledge to protect the mission,
to keep onr representatives safe and sound. But he made
no movement. To the messages sent him he returped bug
empty promises, which were never to be Culfilled.

“They are going to male another rash,” said Lieutenant
Hamilton, when the garrison had had half an hour’s
breathing space.  “You can see them mustering outside.
Now, major, we'll make usge of the gun. Il post men at
the deors, ready fo throw them open, and, as soon as the
gun has fived, we will give them the bayonet.”

“And drive them clear of the gates,” was the answer,
Major Dennisson. vemoving the cheroot which he was
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smoking, and answering with a calmness which was re-
markable.  “Then 11 help to lead the men. We will
stand hehind you, 5o as to give you every opportunity, and
then we'll make a vush?

e placed the cheroot back in his mouth, and went on
smoking; for he was ef a philosophie turn of mind, and
this was nokt the fivst occasion on which he had found him-
self in danger of losing his life.  And besides, like many
another, he found that a cherook soothed him, and steadied
his nerves.  Presently he tossed it aside, and sprang to his
feet, for the moment had arrived.

“They have started,” said the licutenant. “Tull the
bolts, my men, and when I shouf, throw the gates wide
open.  We will run the gun forward and fire”

There was no time for further prepavation, for if the
Afghans had come on hravely before, on this occasion their
valor was of the desperate order. They had saffercd
heavily, and had found this handful of feringhecs and
their cscort by no means easy to quell.  But this time they
would make an end of the matter. And for that purpose
their moulla led them, his cotton robe gathered up free of
his feet, and his lank hair strcaming out behind him. And
this time they came on in silence, their desperation vobbing
them of the power to shont.  All theiv ficree energies were
required to got them to the gate and burst it open.

“Now!?” shouted the licutenant. At the command the
gale swung wide, and those who had been told off to the
gan ran it forward. There was a minute’s pause—sa
pause purposely prolonged hy this gallant gunner officer,
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for he deemed that the enemy was as yel hardly close
cuough.

“Waig till the whites of their eyes show,” he murmured.
“Ts a good thing to remember.”

The time had come, He stooped, squinted along the
sighls onee more, and touehed the vent. There was a roar,
and hardly had the gun leaped back at the recoil when the
major dashed forward, the Guides, the doctor, and a third
officer sharing in the sally. They burst into the ranks of
the enemy as the latter were recovering from the shock
of the canister which had torn through their midst, and
swords and bayonets quickly completed the work, The
Afghans broke and fled, having lost heavily. Therentter
there were more sallies, more desperate conflicts, till the
garrison was miserably reduced. Death stared cach one in
the face, and they knew well that the next assault would
be successful. But they never flinched, and made no ofter
te lay down their arms; instead, they crept as far from
the flames as the surroundings would allow, and waited
—waited calmly now, for the last scene of all.  And very
soon it came.  Another gang of ghazees and scoundrels
from the city rushed at the gateway, their entrance now
unopposed by any obstacle, for the gates had Deen beaten
from their hinges. Nor could the gun offer further help
to the defenders, for it lay wseless, with breken wheels, its
ammunition expended. What other end could there be to
such an act of treachery? The Afchans, secure now in
their numbers, poured over the gun and into the gateway.
Then, for the last time, hayonet was crossed with tulwar,
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while native pistol answered the snap of the vevolver
Weight told, and erc ten minules had passed the Balla
Hissar had [allen, and the British mission was extine,

As for the dapper and gallant Little wmagor, hie fel] Jo
ueath the body of one of the Guides, with the uscless Lun
mounting guard, as 1t were, over him.  And across the
muzzle of the weapon dangled the brave Lieutenant TTam-
ilton, keeping his frenda, the major, company to the very
last.



CHAPTER II
An Afghan Rising

T was late in the afternoon of September 3, 1879, when
the last of Sir Louis Cavagnari’s mission were gath-
cered u the gateway of the Balla Hissar, awaiting their

end, that a rifie shob suddenly awakened the echoes in a
rocky gorge on the road from the Kuram Valley to Cabul.
The sound instantly bronght a small caravan traveling
theough the defile to a halt, and set the leaders talking.

“A shot!” exclaimed one, a lanky youth, spare of
frame, and of slim figore. “ You heard it, count?”

“A shot? T think so, Monsicur Alec. One of these
pestilent peasants shooting a goat, perhaps.”

The speaker, a narrow-shouldered Frenchman, short of
stature, and wearing a comical little beard, lifted his topee
from hig head, and, dropping his reins, paused to mop his
forehead; for the wmidday sun had heated the air in the
gorge, and traveling was arducus work when the road was
go rocky and difficult.

“Nothing! Mon cher Alee, a shot here is nothing!
Pooh! You Knglishmen think that everyene wishes (o
shoot at you.” :

“But I don’t” was the answer. “ Anywhere else [
should have passed the matter by, but—well, count, you

. 27
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know what these Afghans are. My father has always sus-
pected them, for they have shown treachery before. Al
another shot!”

Alec Dennisson, whose features resembled his father's,
the gallant major who had been with Sir Louis Cavagnari,
bué who, unlike his parent, was very tall, leaped from his
saddle, and, snalching a pair of glasses, eagerly seanned
the sides of the rocky gorge. And while he did so an-
other and yet another shot rang out. The reports echocd
through the gorge Lill it scemed almost as if a vegiment
were firing, And as lhe dismounted, his companion, the
Count de Bomparo, halled behind him, shrugging his
shoulders and smiling incredulously, as if to show his dis-
belief in all thought of danger; while twelve native Guides
stood about him, the thought of possible attack causing
them fo fumble ab their ammunition pouches,

Bang! bang! Dbang! Thig time there could be no
doubt that more than one piece had been discharged; and
at the noise even the count showed some concern,

“ Peste!” he murmured, with the same old shrug.
“This lad is right, perhaps. These Tnglish are always
quarreling with theiv neighbors. Who can be coming?”

e leaped from his saddle almost as rapidly as Alec
Dennisson had dene, and, shading his eyes with his topee—
a topee, by the way, which was ridiculously large for him
—stared along the gorge in the direction of Cabul.

“A fugitive, Monsicur Alec!™ he eried; “and sce the
men who fire at him! There are five—no, ten. Ah, there
are even more than that.”
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“And the man they aim ab is one of the Guides, T
think. Count, T fear that we are in for {rouhie”

“Then we can mect it. T have a revolver here, Mon-
gicur Alec”

The Trenchman opened the pouch ab his hip, and ex-
tracted the weapon, turning to his young companion as
he did so.

“Terhaps you will retire?” he asked, with a question-
ing lift of his eychrows. *These are your men, and T am
but a guest with the party.” .

“T ghall wait till he reaches us, and if he is nnable to
do that, I shall push on and rescue him,”
answer.  “ 1 tell you that he is one of the (fuides, and he
may have news for vs. The mission may be in danger,
even; perhaps already atiacked. My father oflen said
thatl a stay at the Balla Missar was highly dangerous. Ah!
the poor fellow is down. We shall go forward 17

By now the fugitive, whe had heen seen struggling along
the floor of the narrew gorge, had approached wilthin three
hundred yards of Alee Dennisson’s party, and as the latter
watched his course, théy saw him suddenly stumble and
fatl, while the ccho of a shot eame thundering along the
rocky walls. Then the fignres of some dozen wild Afghan
hillmen were seen pushing along on either side high wp
on the sky line. Qthers were scen to enter at the far end
of the gorge.

“Tix bayonets! Double!” shouted Alec over his shoul-
der as he raced toward the fugitive. “Count, we will
return in a few minutes.”

wns the decisive

il
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“There will be no need, monsieur. I shall come with
you. My weapon may be useful.”

The gallant little Trenchman gripped the butt of his
revolver, and, cramming his fopee about his ears, followed
Alec and his party swiltly, As for the young leader of the
caravan, all his thonghls were centered upon the unfortu-
vate fugitive lying face downwards in the gorge, and vpon
lis rescue.

“ Tle will have news of father,” he said to himself as he
raced forward. “ What can it he? I know that he warned
Sir Louis of some impending danger.”

This was, in facl, precisely the case, for Major Den-
nisson, besides being o soldier of some merit, was also an
energetic traveler, who had visited Afghanistan ameng
other countries, and had taken Alec there with him. Born
in India, a son of an old servant of the Fast India Com-
pany—Jobhn Company, as it was generally known—he
spoke o mumber of the native dialects fluently, and no
doubt for that reason had been selected to act as peliticel
* officer on the frontier of India, abutting upon Afghanistan.
A hard-working and zcalous officer, he had devoted him-
self to the service of his country, and whenever able to
obtain leave, had spent his heliday in Cabul, or even in
northern Herat. A widower, with one boy, he sold his
commission when Alec was fifteen years of age, and re-
turned to England to watch over the latter’s education,
and to manage a large property to which he had succeeded.

“In two yeavs, or a little more, we will sail for India
again,” he had said to Alec, when the latter was home for
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one of the Christmas Jholidays, the first which he had spent
with his father for some time. “Meanwhile, werk hard,
for wpon your success will depend the position you will
hold in India. If you do well, I have no doubt of ob-
taining a commission for you in the cavalry, and that will
be a stepping-stone {o a post uuder the political office.”
As a matter of fact, Aleg, though he did his best, did not
shine hrilliantly at school. But a boyhood spent in India
and the knowledge which he had of the life of an officer
gtimulated him so much that, contrary to his own expec-
tations, he proved successful, and when seventeen years of
age, sailed to India with his father, having heen granted
a commission in the cavalry. A year later, owing to his
own hard work, and to his knowledge of native dialects,
a knowledge oblained when he was a boy, he was so forbu-
pale as to be appointed to Sir Louis Cavsgnari’s mission
at Cabul. '
“I shall be there when you arrive,” the major said.
“Tt is some little while since T traveled in Afghanistan,
and I am anxious to see my old friend Cavagnari. You
will bo fellowing in a few days, and it will be a fine ex-
perience to come up alone. Of course, you will have an
escort, for T do not deny the fact that to the feringhce
Afghanistan is dangerous, at least in the neighborhood of
Cabul, for the ghazees have not forgolten the punishment
we inflicted in the last eampaign, and, moreover, the pres-
ent Ameer is weal and unirustworthy.  Then, oo, we have
interfercd with the affairs of Afghanistan too often, and
there is no doubt that the nation owes us a grudge”
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“Phen, will there be fighting?” Alee had demanded
with some show of cxcitement, for his cagerncss {o see
aetive service wag proneunced.

“Terhaps, my tad; perhaps not. Who can sny when
Alghans will risc? They are like water which simmers
ovor a slow fire, Tor they may go on for menths and years
peacelully simmering; then, one day, a moulla, as their
holy men are called, stirs the five, and the waler boils.
"The ghazees sce blood, as the Red Indians say, and nothing
clse will satisly them. Fowever, we will hope that trouble
is not hefore us, and for yow, you must put your back
into the work at Cabul. Remember that o young officer
is waiched, and his actions reported. Show that you have
plenty ol energy, therefore, and, above all, make friends
of your comrades. As to your journey, you will have a
dezen Guides as escovt, and my old friend, the count,
will travel with yon. Once you are installed at Cabul, he
and I propese to journey to IHerat, and then on into
Russia, if we are swceessful in oblaining passports.”

Alrvendy the reader will have learned what happened,
Tor when the gallant major fell, fighting in the gateway
of the Balla Iissar, the end of Sir Louis Cavagnari’s mis-
sion had come. In all, some seventy Guides had perished,
while Mr. Willinm Jenkins, the seeretary, Dr. Ambrose
Kelly, and Lieutenant Hamilton, V. (!, had fallen with
their leader and Major Dennisson in a vain attempt to
uphold the British ensign. One poor fellow had managed
to eseape, and now lay dying at Alec’s fect.

“Sahib, T die,” gasped the unfortunate fellow, as he
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Tooked into the young Eoglishman’s face. “They have
hunted me through the gorge, and I could not escape, for
I was weal and wounded.”

“How? Do you come from the Balla ITissar?” de-
manded Alee, anxiously. “Quick! What is the news?”

Bul the unfortunate Guide was all but speat, and, in
spite of his desire to give the news, was too weak cven to
force his lips to frame the words. Inmstead, he stared into
Alec’s eycs as if the latter could read the horrible tidings
in his face.

“Teave him to me. Tet me see to this good fellow,
Monsienr Alee, while you command the men,” exelaimed
the count. “ This news must be important, and we should
therefore do all that is possible to obtain it.”

Thrusting his revolver back into the pouch, he unhooked
the flask which dangled from his belt, and at once knelt
by the native soldier’s side. And as he did so, Alec rapidly
placed his men so as to command the gorge.

“Get behind the rocks here,” he commanded, “and
shoot whenever you are certain of hitting o man. Ahl
look at the ruffians! They are creeping along one side of
the gorge.”

“Take shelter, sahib,” called ouf the native officer with
the escort. “See, they are shooting close.”

“Then we must put the count and your comrade under
cover at once,” answered Alee, his whole frame thrilling
with excitement, which he endeavored to subdue. Indeed,
he might have heen exensed if he had shown more than a
little trepidation, for the Afghan hillmen whe had pursued
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the Guide were already within easy range, and, undismayed
by the sudden arrival of the caravan, poured in a heavy
volley, sending their bullets crashing against the rocks,
while the report went roliing and roaring along the gorge,

“T thank you,” said the count, as the bullets hissed about
him, helping Alec to lilt the wounded man. “ See, mon-
sieur, I have given him some brandy, and he is hetter
already. In a few minutes he will speak, perhaps.”

“Then we will hold these fellows back till e ean give
us the news.  Afterwards we must consider how to act.”

Alec returned to his men, and for ten minutes or so care-
fully directed their fire; and meanwhile his eye sought for
some more sheltered spot which could offer hetler pros-
peets for defense.

“There is a hollow a few paces away from us,” he said
to the jemadar,* “and we will retive into it if they try to
roll racks upon ws. Bowme of the hillmen have alveady
climbed to a point almost above cur heads, and we wmust
be prepared to rush wnder cover. Give orders to our best
ghots to wateh them, and warn all to he in readiness to
vetreat to the hollow”

It was well for the parly that he did so, for, in spite of
numerous attempts to prevent them, some dozen of the
enemy had now contrived to clamber up the side of the
gorge to a point which overlooked the party helow, and
there they could be seen loosening {he bowlders with the
object of rolling them into the gorge. The hallets sent by
‘the Guides splashed upon the rocks about them, hut they
kept carefully under cover, experience having taught them

* A native lputenant.
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that to expose themselves for more than a fow moments
was Latal.  Indeed, three of lheir number had already paid
for their rashness, and lay crushed and mangled af the
bottom of the gorge, where they had fallen.

“Lun!” shouted Alec. seeing a bowlder begin to roll.
“Into the hollow!?”

He stood where he was, watching the scene above, till
the whole party had retived, carrying their wounded com-
rade with them. Then he 1ook to his heels, and leaped
under cover as the bowlder crashed inte the gorge. And
there, collected closcly togelher, the Guides firing an oe-
easional shot, the whole party remained, while rocks and
liuge bowlders camne hurtling to the floor of the ravine.

“The noisc is great, and at fivst gives oune the alarm,”
said the count with a smile, as a mass of stone, larger than
any which had preceded it, camne from above, and falling
upon n bowlder was shattered into a thousand splinters.
“ But the danger is not so great, unless it be from splin-
tors.  Monsieur, our wnhappy friend recovers. I think
that he will speak, Take the flask and sit beside him while
I look out at these ruffinns whe attack us.”

He handed the flask of spirit to Alec, and then, showing
a wonderful amount of sang-froid under the circumslances,
he crept to the center of the Guides, and, raising his head
above an cnormous howlder which shielded the entrance
to the hollew, looked out al the Afghans.

“Peste!” he cried angrily, suddenly withdrawing.
“The fellows ave creeping so close, and I declare that one
of their bullets struck this rock omnly one hand’s breadth
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helow mry face. We shall have to stop them. Aht T will
allow Monsieur Alec to hear the news, and then I will tell
him what I have seen.”

Conscious that to raise his head again would De highly
dangevons, he sought for a crevice bebween the rocks and
applied his eye to if, having beforehand, by dint of signs
and much pointing, disclosed to the jemadar the position
of the enemy. Meanwhile, Alec had been rapidly extract-
ing the news brought by the fugitive.

“Tel] me the worst, shortlty and swiftly,” ic whispered,
bending over the dying man. “What of the mission?
What of Major Dennisson, sahib??”

“ Al are dead. The Residency was in flames, sahib,
from end to end. The major, sahib, lived when I erept
away from the Balla Hissar, but he is dead now of a cer-
tainty. I alone have confrived to escape, and I am thank-
ful that I have come among friends in time to give the
warning ere I die”

The poor fellow told his tale in tones which werc
searcely raised above a whisper, and Alec had once or twice
to give him stimulant before he could proceed, for the
(uide was mortally woanded, and past all help. Indeed,
he had hardly told the news of the massacre and of his
own escape from the Balla Hissar when he died, smiling
serenely, with his hand in our here’s. And all the while
the echoes of the firving went rolling along the gorge, while
howlders poured from above, the Afghan hillmen making
frantic efforts to reach their enemy.

“Tor the time we can langh at these madmen above,”
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gaid the eount, as Alee crepl o his side. “ But the danger
comes from the front. There | see more than twenty
Afghans, who are creeping slowly (owards us.  Doublless
they will make a charge.”

“Then we must dash out and drive them back,” cx-
claimed Alee. “ IUwill be gafe Lo do so, for the men above
will not doss stones upon their comrades.  Dul, listen (o
the news! "The British mission has mel with treachery,
The Residency is burned, and all save the poor Guide there
are slaughtered. My Tather is one of the number,”

Poor lad! though he did his utmost to speak quietly and
betray no sign, his lips twitched while he gulped down a
sob. Bul the sound seemed to restore his composure, for
his features hardened, while he unconsciously lifted his
head erect.  As for the count, he had suspected long ago
that something serions had happened to the British mis-
sion at Cabul.

“The news may be false,” he said. “The poor man
may have exaggerated.  His terror may have led him to
believe matters to be worze than they really are. Lot us
hope that our good friend, the major, lives yet.”

It was n vain endeavor to comfort his young companion,
and both knew it. At another time perhaps Alee would
have indignantly responded that he was sure that there
wias no mistake, could be no exaggeration ; but now, when
bullets hummed overhead, when roeks crashed from above,
awd hitting upon the bowlders at the foot of the gorge
splintered into pieces, bursting asunder with terrific noise,
there was no time for srgument and none for discussion,
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Indeed, a moment later his thoughts were entirely dis-
tracted, for of a sudden the crash of rocks ceased, and in-
stantly, it scomed, a dusky figure leaped upon a bowlder
at the edge of the hollow, and jumped down upon the
defenders.

Thud! A hayonet met the ghazee halfway in his flight
and impaled him. But still he strugeled, furtonsly slash-
ing with his tulwar, till a second bayonet quicted him.

“ Prepare to hold the hollow!?” shouted Alec. ¢ 'They
are rushing us!?”

e had no time for more, for hardly had the first of the
Afghans fallen to the ground and been shaken from the
bayonet of the Guide who bad met his mad rush, than
twenty were upon the little hand of defenders, In threes
and fours, ov singly, they flew at the Guides, hacking
furiously at them. Tt was a moment of wild excitement—
of tremendous peril.  Grouped together, Alec, the count,
and the escort of Guides used their vevolvers and swords
or their bayenets desperately. Men fell gripping a ghavee
caerny, struggling te hold the aym which wielded a dagger,
while, those about, when they had a moment to spare,
waited to aid their comrade with a bayonet. As for Alec,
a few seconds had sufficed to empty his revolver, and then,
sword in hand, he had endeavored to defend himself from
the enemy. DBut an Euglishman was a mark for these
Atfghan ghazees, and at onee half a dosen were upon him,

“Death to the feringhce dog!® they shouted. * Dealh
to all who enter here!”

A rapid thrust relicved him of one of his atfackers,
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THE COUNT COMES TO ALEC’S ASSISTANCE
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while one of the Guides shot a second dend al his feel,
After that, Alee Tound lomself slashing at four of the
Afghans, who, with tulwsre in one hand and dagger in the
other, waited their opportunity to dash in helow his sword
amd end the combat, Bul now they had another fo dead
with, for the little connt came pushing townrds then,

A brave fight, monsiear!™ he called not. < Buot [he
adds are too greal. | eome to aid yoo with Uvis wenpon,”

L moment he was beside Aleg, holding a rifle in Tis
hands, with bayonet fixed,

“Forward ! he shouted. “Tet us not give back to
these ruffians,™

There was something alarming in this little, navrow-
shouldered Frencliman, for as he eame 1o the front the
Alpghans gave back for a moment; then, as he and Alee
together dashed ut them, they turned and fled over (he
bow lders,

“ Now for the others! Beat them off!7 shouted Alec,
“ (Come! Together! One last rush!”?

There was no need fo encourage his men, for {hese
(tuides were mmong the staunchest of our malive troops.
Those wha still Tived and fought at the fringe of the hol-
low sprang at their enemies, and in a trice the latler were
flving.

“ Load ! ghouted Alee, cramming cartridges into his
revalver,  “ Now shoot them down as they run!  Teach
them the danger of attacking!™

Flinging himself upon a bowlder, he leveled his re
volver and sent five shots into the thick of the enemy, nnd
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as he did so his men rapidly joined him, their fire causing
five of the ghazees to fall to the ground. A minute later
all had disappeared, some fiffeen dark figures alone hear-
ing witness to the fact that an attack had been made.
Silence once more reigned in the gorge, a silence un-
broken even by the sound of firing.

“ And now we will discuss the situation, perhaps,” said
the count, coolly, as he mopped his forehead and saw to the
reloading of his revolver. “ Tor the moment we have the
victory, Monsieur Alec; but we are in a strange land, and
enemies are about us, wishing to take our lives.™

That there was no doubt of the correctness of his re-
marks was self-evident, for the bodies of four of the Guides
lay at his feet, while 1s he spoke n distant shout set the
echoes rolling, the crash of a falling bowlder just outside
the hollow proving that the hillmen were still at hand.

“Tt needs little discussion. We are here, hemmed in
the gorge, and unless we retreat at once we shall be
killed.”

“ And supposing we make this retreat, monsieur? These
rocks which fall will kill us more surely than will the
bullets and knives of the enemy. Is there any retreat?
Would it not be hetter to remain here and sell our lives
as dearly as we may??” ‘

For a little while the two locked at one another, won-
dering what course to take, and as they did so the Guides
crept back to their old positions, first having taken pos-
session of the cartridges left in the pouches of their dead
comrades.
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“To retreat through the gorge means death to all,”
said Alee at length, craning his head out of the hollow,
and pointing siguificantly to the heights above. “You
can see for yourself that there arve a hundred and more
of the hillmen there, waiting to throw bowlders npon us,
Liven the darkmness, which is already coming, would not
help our escape, for the place is marrow, and those who
managed to rush through unharmed would find a barrier
of tulwars beyond. No, there is no retreat in that diree-
tion, count.” .

“ And to remain here means to awail a final rush in the
night, monsieur. In the darkness, who will koow whether
he thrusts at friend or foe? Death slares us in the face
on every side. Tlortone is ngainst us, as it has been against
that little band of which my friend, the major, formed a
pavt.  Ah, well, we must not condole too heartily with
ourselves, for others have met disaster before. Remember
that we are from Burope, and that Frenchmen and Eng-
lishmen have died side by side hefore.”

The narrow-shouldered count stood ervect, despite the
bullets which had now again commeneced {o whirl overhead,
and smiled at his comrade; for this Frenchiman, despite
his size, had the heart of a lion, and an abundance of
courage. More than once had his sang-froid, of which he
had already given such excellent proof, cansed the wnjor
to marvel ; and, indeed, it was that—the manly fualities
of the count, his charming personality, and his light-
heartedness—which had won the esteem of Major Den-
nisson.
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“TBut we need not talk of dying yet, connt. Tt us
speak of liherty. Why should we not, after all, manage
Lo get awny from the gorge? Why sacrilice our lives use-
lessly by remaining here to be slaughtered in the dark?”

“But, mon cher, we are not bivds. In the night we
could not elimb the cliffs, and we cavnot fly above them.
Outside the vocks falt rapidly, while behind ns, eutting
us from our friends, are these hillmen, these seoundrels
who long to hutcher us. Then, how can there be escape?
Better make our adicus and die”

“Tf need be we ean do that, count,” said Alec, his eyes
dirvected along the gorge. “But let us make some effort.
To vetire is impessible; bul why ot advance? See how
thesc ghazees are creeping along the ridges on either side!
Wait, now! If you look up there, in the deep shadow,
you will sce the flash of their matehlocks. They are all
drifting behind us, evidenily thinking that we shall
retreat.”

“ And if we advance, monsienr, these ruffians will sce,
and will change their eourse. DBesides, will they not, in
any ecase, block both ends of the gorge?”

“They may; and if they do, we must be ready to push
our way through. But the majovity of the cnemy will
choose to he where the fighting will be fiercest, where the
slanghter is taking place. If we advance, we acl exactly in
the opposite manner to whal will be expected of us, and
we meef fewer enemies. We will make them think that
we are retreating. Once the night has fallen, we will
send a few men down the gorge with ovders to fire at the
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rocks above.  They will rejoin ws rapidly, and then all
will advance lo the Cabul end of the gorge.”

*And afterwards?”?

“We shall be in the open, and there will he no fear of
rocks. We shall push on over the hills and make for (he
frontier.”

Once more silenee fell between the Lwo—Dbelween this
tall, alert young Isnglishman and his comrade, the frail-
looking FFrenchman,  And as they pondered, cach seanned
the elifls above, now almost hidden in {he fast-gathering
gloom, \\'il[(']li]l;_{ the flashes of the matehlocks, or pl'('ri'ﬂ
along the gorge, first to their front in the direction of
Cubul, and then to the rear, towards the frontier of India.
It was the jemadar who at length broke in upon their
meditations.

*“ Sahib,” he said, standing stifily at attention, “we see
none to fire at now towards our front.  All seem to hawe
crept away, and my men say that they have clambered by
way of the cliffs to our vear.  Will the sahib order that wa
remain in the hollow, in which case it were well to prepare
for attack; or is it his wish that we march from the
glll‘;{l':’“

“Tell me, what hope have we of safety if we march?”
demanded Alee.  * Is there escape for any one of us? ¥

“Sahib, who ean say? It may happen that all will
reach the frontier. But if we retire, flerce fighting is in

]

store for us.’

¥

“Then advanee, monsicur,” eried the count, with some

show of excitement. * Forward, let the order be”
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Ten minutes later darkness, a deep, impenstrable dark-
ness, had settled down wpon the gorge, hiding Afghans and
British from one ancther, and bringing with it a silence
which was ominous. MHardly a sound conld be heard, but
an oceasional fall of rock told of moving feet above, while
now and then a distant shout awoke the cchoes.

“Time to move,” sald Alee, quietly. “ Come along,
count.,”

Taking a rifle apiece, the two stole from the hollow, aund,
their plan of action fully arranged, moved down the gorge
in the direction taken by the Afghans. Soon they had
traversed some hundred yards, Alee leading the way, lis-
tening intently, while the count clung to the tail of his
coat so as to keep close o him in the darkness.

“S-s-sh! I hear sounds above,” whispered Alec, at
length.  “We are in position, and had hetter prepare.
Let ws search for cover”

Sprawling upon hands and knees, he crept over the
rocky bed of the gorge, and presently came upon a spot
which gave promise of shelter.

“Right, count!” he-called. “Creep in here and get
ready. Now, I am going on a few yards farther, and will
throw a few stones to attract their attention. Don't fire
titl I am back with you,”

He was gone in an instant, and as the eount crept into
the cover provided by two huge bowlders tossed closely
together, only the faint clink of a pebble told him that
the young Linglishman was there. There it was again,
some yards farther on; and there——
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“The enemy!” whispered the count, breathing hard,
“They have heard already, aud they ave preparing to
rall rocks down wpon us. Ah, that must be our young
officer.”

There was a loud crash, which set an ceho volling along
the cliffs, and then a chorus of shouts. A second later a
volley, o straggling, spluttering volley, burst from the
sides of the gorge, while flashes came from the farther
end, from the lower Jevel. Bang! A huge mass of rock
slid into the dark streak befween the cliffs, and smashed
into fragments against the stony bed.

“Now fire & couple of shots,” said Alee, as he crept in
beside the count. “That will do for a time. Presently
we will give them a couple more. Listen fo the noise
they are making!?®

“ And let us be thankful that we are out of the way of
the bowlders,” added the count. “They have been falling
very close to us, Monsicur Alec, I begin to think that,
after all, you may find safety for us.”

“We can never be sure. These Afghans are wily fel-
lows, and may suspect. But things look promising. Come,
count, another shot, and then let us retire. The sooner we
are clear of the gorge the better, for then we shall have
longer to get to the frontier. All depends on the dark-
ness.”

A quarter of an hour later the little hand crept from:
the Cabul end of the gorge, not a single Afghan having
remained there to intercept them, for they had been en-
tirely taken in by Alec’s ruse. At once the latter led them
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towards the momntainous grownd which lay to the left,
and, nrging them to use their hest endeavors, pushed on
into the night. But Alghanistan is. an inhospitable
country, inhabitated by fierce tribes of implacable hillmen,
and broken up by inmumerable hills and mountainous
places. To march away from the roads is to meet certain
diffienlty, while to make such an atlompt during the night
is to encounter almost assuved disaster. Toor Alec and
the count struggled on valiantly, now stumbling to the
bottom of some deep ravine, and then clambering labori-
ously to the shoulder of some mountain. Drenched with
the dew, and numbed with the cold, they pushed on al-
most aimlessly, for all had now lost their bearings; and
when moring came at length, it was almost with cries
of despaiv that they realized that they had made little
way, and. that, though they were nearer the frontier and
friends, some miles still separated them from safety.

“Courage!” said the count, smiling upon them, Al
is for the best, and soon we shall be with friends. Tet us
eat first, monsieur, and then forward.”

That evening, when they were on the very edge of the
frontier, the relentless hillmen came np with them, having
searched nll day for their tracks, and then commenced a
running fight, the horror of which clung to Alec for many
a day. Matchlocks flashed from alt dirveetions—now from
their front, and then from either flank, and gradually
their numbers lessened till only the couunt and Alec
remained.

“Our fote is sealed, monsienr,” said the count, placid
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and polite even at this stage. Lot us ke a stand here
and face them.”

“But it is getling dark, and we may escape,” cried
Alee, whose stubboruniess and deteymination leael been re-
markable.  “ Come, stick to it, count! Never sy die!
We ave alveady over the frontier.”

They struggled forward again in the galhering dark-
ness, only dimly sware of their position, and of the fact
that they were at length descending a rocky chain which
hordered the Kuram Valley, At any moment they might
meet with British troops; but would thut moment be too
long delayed?  Now and sgain a matehlock flashed and a
Dullet flew past them. But wob a single Alghan dared {o
come to close quarters, for the two white men had proved
hardy fighters.  Instead, the hillinen, relentless in their
pursnit, fired at them, harassing their flight, and waiting
only for the davkness to come to fall upon them. And
presently it eame, dense blackness swallowing up hoth Alee
and {he count. ‘

“Let vs change our course,” gaid the flormer, © other-
wise they will rush in at us, Come this way.”

He took the Frenchman by the sleeve and led him, for
the latter was mow thoroughly exhausted, and, in spife
of his pluck, could barvely make another cffort. Then,
having moved some yards to onc side, the two lay down
and waited. And presently they heayd sly, stealthy feet
passing them,

“ Now forward !” said Alee, & quarter of an hour later.

Rising weavily, they scrambled on down the hill till o
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sudden cry startled our hero. Then he addressed the
count, only fo be answered by silence. Silence? Noj; far
down below his feet he heard the clatter of falling stoncs,
the rush of a stiding body. Then, groping in the darkness,
he learned that he too was on the very edge of a stecp
declivity, a precipice which he could not hope to clamber
down. ‘Three hours later, thoroughly worn out and
priserable, he fell in with a party of (teneral Massey’s
Lancers who were patrolling the country.



CHADPTER TIL
To Arms!

OUR news 18 too imporiant to Leost 38 all to

the telegraph.” said General Massey, when Alee

was hrought hefore him some two hours afier he
Ll fallen in with the Laneers.  “ 1 shall, of course, send
on-information of vour arrival at once, hut you must go
fo Simla. When can you start? Now? The matler is
mrgent, and though you have had such a trying time, a
voung fellow sueh as vou are, the son of a lried linglish
soldier, will not allow faligue fo stand in hiz way.”

“1 will go now. Give me permits and transport, sir,
and T will get to Simla as zoon as pozsible” answered Aleg,
if the truth be told, in a somewhal decamy voice, for he
was feeling Tittle better than exhausted, and the rest he
had had while being ecarvied in hy the Lancers had not
inmiproved his condition very much,

“Send for the hoy!” saiil the general, curtly, eying
fhe young Englishman curiously. “8it down, Dennisson.
Naw, boy, bring brandy, and tell my man to get o hath
ready, and a good meal.”

e turned {o Alee with a smile, nodding to o chair which
stood elose beside the table at which he sat.  They were in
a large Indian tent, one of those double-roofed tents which

49
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keep out the hotlest sun, and which are provided with
large overhanging faps to each of the doorways. Of the
latter there were four, so that, thongh the sun was now
well up, the general’s quarters were delightfully cool.

“Drink it off at once. Don’f hesitate,” he said, adding
water to the spirit which the native “hoy™ had just
brought. “That’s vight. You need a little stimuwlant, and
now & bath and some food will do you a vast amount of
good. Listen for a moment. I had the news of the
massacre at Cabul only a few hows ago, and have had
orders to hold this valley and the Shutargurdan pass.
My men heard firing, and as T knew that your party had
only crossed the frontier on the previous day, I sent oub
some of the Lancers. DI'm thankful that they found you,
and T congratulate you on your escape. And so the gallant
little count was slain?”

“He fell over the precipice in the darkness,” answered
Alee, feeling better already, and epeaking with far more
hriskness. “He suddenly disappeared, and when I feli
at my feet I found that I, too, was at the edge. I tried
to look for him, hut without suceess. 1 fear that he is
dead.”

“1 fear so,” agreed the geneval. “Bui T have already
sent ouft men to search the country, and they shall have
orders to follow your tracks, and see if any trace of him
jg left. Now the bath, and then a meal. All shall be ready
for you within an hour.”

The generai was as good as his word, for Alec had only
just emerged from his bath and scrambled into his clothes
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when horses were led up {o the tent.  Bul ihe general
would allow no undue haste.

“Tackle the food, youngster,” he said kindly, * Re-
member that you have a lTong journey before you, and will
have need of all your strength., 1 am sending an escort
of Lancers with you, with Escombe in command,  ITe will
ook after your comfort, and his orders are o push on so
long as you and the horses are able {o do =0, Rawal Pindi
is your first station, and there you will inquire for messages,
for 1 may have some (o send,  Bear in mind (hat your
evidence may be of the utmost importance to the Gov-
ernment,”

He sal beside the table watching Alee eat, and occasion-
ally glancing at telegrams and papers.  And soon, a tele-
gram having just arrived, he ogain addressed our hero.

“No doubt T shall see you within a month,™ he =aid
quietly, as he stretched the paper out on the table, * This
is from the Government at Simla.  They have already
decided to send a force into Afghanistan, to Cabul, and
that means fighting. You will be one of us, I have littlo
doubt.”

Half an hour later, feeling wonderfully refreshed by his
meal and bath, but still dazed after the stirring events of
the previous day, Alee shook hands with the general, sa-
Juted, and leaped upon a horse provided for him. A young
officer sat another, while in rear were half a dozen Lancers,
looking smart, as all British cavalry do.

“CGood-bye ! ™ called ouf the general. A quick journey,
and a safe return.”
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“Walle, mareh! Trot!” commanded {he subaltern, and
in a moment the little party was under way, their {aees
turned toward Rawal Pindi, where they arrived on ghe
following cvening. Immediately they went to the office of
the ecommandant.

“You are to vide for Sialket,” said the latter, as they
entered. “ Sir Frederick Roberts has been appointed com-
mander-in-chief of the foree which will punish the Afghans,
and he has telegraphed here that he is already on his way
from Simla. T know him very well, and so will you shovtly.
He is in a hurry, and when General Siv Frederick is in
a hurry nothing can stop him.  Get to Sialket as soen as
you can, and rest there. You will have none ence he ar-
rives, for he is bound for the Lrontier, and his energy will
carry him right throngh, traveling day and night. You
will see that he will make a move into the cnemy’s country
more rapidly than would be thought to be possible.”

The commandant spoke enthugiastically, and he had
good cause to do so, for Sir Trederick Reherts, the Karl of
the present day, was even in those times known throughout
Indin as “ Bobs,” “ Tittle Bobs,” the fighling general, whe
had won his V. C. in the Mutiny, and had since seen service
in many places. Indeed, it nay be stated now that his
setection was most popular, and that the foree under his
disposal entered upon their duties with enthusiasm, know-
ing that where “ Bobs” commanded there would be order
and movement ; that there would he fighting, of the fiercest
nature, no doubt, but well-ordered fighting, in which men
on the British side could rely upon being excellently led.
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“We'll put up for the night with a friend of e,
Skinner of the Lancers,” said Fscombe, the young sub-
altern who eommanded the escort with which Alee had
heen sent down country, * Then we will make a very early
start, and perhaps reach Sialkot twenty-four hours later.
Fortunately, we have excellent horses, and an order on Lhe
commandanis to supply us with fresh ones if we have
need of them. Al here we are. This is his bungalow,
Our men will go to the barracks.”

Tale on the following alternoon, when the escort with
Iscombe and Alee were jogging along in the direction of
Sialkot, a distant ¢loud of dust attracted their attention,
and presently they became aware of the fact that a number
of horsemen were approaching.

“ Perhaps it is the general himself, Sir Frederick,” said
Escombe,  “We have heard how he pushes along, and
travels hard.  We had better make ready to meet him.”

They drew up at the side of the road at once and dis-
mounted, both of the young officers sfaring down the road
as they did so. And very soon thir suspicions proved to be
well founded, for Sir Frederick Roberts himself rode at
the head of the cavaleade, while just in rear of him, and
occasionally drawing up beside him, wag a second officer,
Colonel Charles Macgregor, (. B., a hrilliant soldier, who
had been chosen Lo act ns chief of the stafl. A third officer,
with the badges of a general on his shoulder, rode beside
the colonel, and hastily eschanged words with Sir Fred-
erick as they drew near. They were coming along the road
at a smart trot, while in rear rode a general’s escort, their
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horses kicking up clouds of dust, in which the rcar men-
bers of the escort were smothered.

“Halt!” The general who had conversed with Sir
Trederick threw his stick into the air, and at the signal all
pulled in their horses and brought them to a standstill just
in front of Alec and Iscombe, whoe promptly saluted. As
for Sir Frederick, he remained in the background, pre-
ferring that his subordinate should conduct the inter-
view.

“ Good-evening, gentlemen,” said the geperal. “ Which
of you happens to be Mr. Dennisson ?”

“7T am,” answered Alec promptly, standing forward and
saluting again, while the officer eyed him for one moment,
but with a flashing glance which tocl in everything—his
height, his slimpess, the pinched look which his features
hore after some days of great exertion and anxiety, and the
resolute air hie ware.

“Son of an old comrade, and a hard fighter, tco,” re-
marked the general. “The telegraph tells me that you
and yeur escort accounted for thirty-six of the cnemy.
General Massey’s men made a dash over the border into
the hills, and spies informecd them of what had happened.”

“ And the count, sir? ¥ demanded Alee, anxiety for an
old friend prompting him to speak, “was any sign found
of him? Ile also was an old {riend of my father’s.”

“ And of mine, too. He was quite an old Indian, and as
fond of traveling and of shooting as your tather. But he
ig gone, and your father also, T grieve to say, We have
information that all with the mission were killad,”
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LFor a few momenis the general remained scaled upon
his horse, looking thoughtlully al Alee. Not o movenent,
nothing scemed (o escape the eye ol this dupper soldier.
[Te noted Alec’s trembling lip as reference was made Lo his
father's fate, and almost at the same moment remarked
en the condition of the horses which had brought the little
parly so rapidly from the frontier.

* Movement will be good for (he lad,” ke was saying Lo
himself.  “ 1 knew Dennisson well. e had only this son,
and no one else to eare for. T'he blow is a severe ong, and
the boy must have his thoughts distracted.”

“You speak the language of the Afghans?” he de-
manded, suddenly swinging round.  “ You could make
vour way among the people supposing there was no
war.”

“0 can speak their tongue well, gir,”” answered Alec.
“ 1 was in Afghanistan onee with my father, T also kpow
some of the dialecis used along the frontier.”

“And you have a tale to tell us, 1 want £o hear all abouk
the rising, and the news which that poor guide brought you,
and Jater on [ will hand the facts on to Sir Frederick.
Ride with me, Mr. Dennisson.  Mr. Escombe, you have
done well, Your horses have been worked very hard, but
they are capable of a good deal more, and not one scems
to be overdone. Tall in rear, please, and when we reach
the camp, arrange to rest there for two days, You will
rejoin leisurely, for we want our cattle in the best of con-
dition. Now, we will ride on.”

Shaking his rein, he set his horse in motion again, while
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Sir Frederick and his chief of staff rode some paces in
advance.

“Now your fale,” said the general. “ Give me the exact
lour when you heard the first shot, and a description of
the place in which you were traveling.”

Thus bidden, Alec told his tale, a little nervously at first,
and then with more assurance, for the general’s manner
was genial and kindly.

“Then you.fought these ghazees from late in the after-
noon till darknoess fell, and afterwards, having retired from
the gorge, you were engaged with them for the whole day,
being pursued to the frontier. There you lost your eom-
rade, the count, and finally fell in with the Lancers, who
carried you to Genernl Massey. That was, indeed, hard
fighting, and you must have been exhausted. When did
you start down to meet us?”

“Within two houre of reaching General Massey’s guar-
ters, sir. The news was urgently required, and, there-
fore, T had a bath and some food, and started off at
once.” ,

“Then you have shown great endurance and pluck, let
me tell you, Mr. Dennisson. T admire the manner in which
you have ridden, for you must have been many hours on
the road. Are you too [atigued to ride with s through to
the frontier? T have ordered dhoolies for to-night’s travel-
ing, and after that we shall push on on horseback. What
do you say?” '

“That T am quite fresh and rested, sir, and that T should
like to ride with Sir Frederick’s escort. I am anxious to be
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one of the invading army, for T was attached to the Calml
mizsion, and feel that T have a personal interest in fearn-
g their fole”

“And I will see that yme have opporlunities of ascer-
taining what happened.  But do net let lalse hopes en-
courage you to think thul any still live.  Afghans do not
give quarter to fallen epensies, and never Lo feringhecs,
Make up your mind thal your father (elf like a man, and
that the count is gone also. Now, [all in with the escort,
for we must push along.”

No amount of fatigue seemed to damp the energy of
General Roberts and his companions, for, in spite of {he
heat, and of the fact that he had been now traveling for
three days and nights, partly by rail. partly by dhoolie*
and mostly on horseback, he still pushed on eagerly, holt-
ing as the evening eame for an hour enly, when a meal
was served, having been ordered by telegraph.  As night
fell, he and his staff officers, with Alee accompanying them,
were being driven in the direction of the {rontier in Lwo-
wheeled carts, one being supplied for each, while the escort
camped for the night, to return to their stations slowly
on the following day. For the first time Alee discovered
that there are worse and more uncomfortable conveyances
than these Tndian carts, for, curled up on the floor of his,
with a thick quilted rug beneath him and one over his hody
to keep him warm, the nights being chilly, he fell into
a delightful sleep, which lasted till morning. Also, he
discovered that it is a different thing to march with a
general and an escort, and to accompany o commander and

* A Hght Htter of cunvas.
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his slaff oflicers alone; for now that the fonr found hem-
selves together, Sir TPrederick and his twe  companions
chatled with owr hero pleasintly, and more as if they were
old comrades.

“ Cowe, hreaklast, and then forward,” said the general
wheo had questioned Alec, with a gmile, ag he emerged from
liis dhoolic, rublsing Lhe sleep from his eyes, but leoking
as full of encrgy as ever. “ Tverything has heen well
arranged for the journey, and by the time we have caten,
the escort will be here.  Sit down, Dennisson,”

Alee had stood heside the table in the lungatow al which
they had stopped, hardly knowing how to acl, for he was so
very junior; hut al {he general’s words he sat down, and
was soon engaged with his hrenklast. Then the horses were
brought up, and within an hour they were off again, Alee
falling in with the cscort. T'wo days later they arvived at
the frontier, joining hands with Cloneral Massey. Aud
here all the mravgements for an invagsion of Afghanistan
were pressed forward, Sir Fredericle being delermined {o
deliver a hlow rapidly, befove the encimy could mass to
appese him.  However, there are certain difficulties which
even an abundant stock of encrgy among generals and
men cannat evercome, and for some time lack of transport
delayed the movement,

“We are alnost ready to move forward,” said Ceneral
Macgregor to Alee one day, having sent for the latter.
“To-morvow will see the last of owr arrangements com-
pleted, and T think the general will then join the advance
party at Kushi, in the Logur plain. You will ride with
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us, Dennisson.  The general has seleeted you as an exira
aide-de-camp, for your knowledge of the langnage will
be very valuable. Now, let me tell you something about
the campaign.”

He opened a leather satehel, and commenced to search
for a map, while Alee stood belore him in the entrance
of the tent, his face allame at the news which had been
just imparted to him.  Could anyone have expected such
good Lortune? Who could have prophesied a week ago that
he, Alee Dennisson, would be appointed an aide to the
general 7 What prospects it opened wp for him!  Ife was
still lost in thonght, exulting over his good fortune, when
the chief of the stall smoothed out the map and laid his
finger on the Kuram valley.

“Here we are encamped, at 411 Khel,” he said. “ Cabal
is, roughly, fifty miles from here, and therefore this route
has been decided on, We might have taken the old route,
through the Khyber Pass, but that wounld mean marching
one hundred and forty miles, and possibly fighting every
[oot of the way. As it is, we are in a position now fo
make a dash, and youw will sce that we shall do it Owr
column wilt consist of the cavalry brigade under General
Massey, and of two infantry brigades, commanded respee-
sively by Generals Macpherson and Baker. We shall have
in addition three batleries, two Gatlings, and a company
of sappers. That is the force which will Tuake the fivst
dash upon Cabul. Afterwards others will follow, for we
shall be surrounded, and once we cub ourselves adrift from
our commupications, which will he the instant that we



6o With Roberts to Candahar

move from Kushi, we shall have to rely absolutely upon
our own bayonets. Behind us, entrenched at the pass, we
have Colonel Money and four guus, while four theusand
men will garrison our base here, holding the line of com-
munication and this Kuram valley till the snow comes and
closes the pass, By that time there will be a strong reserve
ol troops stationed between this and Rawal Tindi, under
General Ross, who will be prepared fo move in any diree-
tion ; and, In addition, General Bright should be in position
on our right, and Sir Donald Stewart threatening the
Afghans from the direction of Candahar”

Tracing the positions on the map, the colonel showed
that the dispesitions for reducing the nation of Afghans
had been thovounghly thought out, and that time alone was
required to punish the nation,

“We are bound to have some desperate fighting,” he
said, “for they will resent our coming bitterly. This will
be no ordinary war, as we have in Europe at times, but 2
jehad, a haly war, something like the Indian Mutiny.
‘Lheir moullag will preach and harangue, and every ruffian
will come out, longing to destroy the feringhees. To those
will be added the regulav troops and the thousands of hill-
men, of whom, as you know, there are numerous tribes, all
of which can fight, and will fight desperately. No doubt
we shall meet with severe opposition from the fivst; but
though we have been forced to delay, yet our march follaws
very quickly upon the massacre of the mission, and we
shall find the nation of Afghans unprepared. Perhaps we
shall reach Cabul and entrench ourselves there. Then will
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come the anxious time, for the Afghans will rise to a man
when they find the feringhee in force at the eapital. We
shall be surrounded, and shall have o look to oursclves
while the other columns are being formed. Then two at
least will march, one from the south and one on a parallel
line, through the Khyber oid Jellalabad, and we ghall
march ont to join hands with them, There, you have the
plan of the campaign.”

The colonel shut up his map, nodded to Alec, and strode
outb of the tent, leaving the aide-de-camp to think out the
position.  And, as a matter of fact, though he had had
ample time fo find out all these particulars before, our
hero had not done so. Tao many other questions occupied

“his mind to the exclusion of these others concerning their
movements. Now, however, he began to realize that lhe
and his comrades, who were to march under Sir Frederick,
were to act as a flylng colmmn, and were to make a dash
into the country.

“Then we shall, of course, be absolutely surrounded.
That will be fine. We will show these beggars what it is
to fight with armed men”

“Show what beggars? Whom are you speaking about,
young fellow? Take a friend’s advice, and don’t chatter
to yoursell in such a loud voice”

1t was Fiscombe who spoke, Escombe of the Lancers, the
regiment to which Alec had been gazetted, and from which
he had been seconded for service with the mission. In fact,
he had only served four weeks with the regiment, and was
almost a stranger to them all.
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“(ome, young fellow, what’s the chatter about?* ye.
peated Eseombe, severely.

Tall and slim, like Alee, Jack Jiscombe was somewhat
gimilar fo him in other ways, for his hair and eyes were
ol the same color, while there was a small reserablance in
their features. But there the similarity ended, for whercas
Alec held himself modestly erect, Jack carried himself with
a fine cavalry swagger, to which his younger companion
had not yet attained; and, moreover, a desperate attempt
at whiskers and mustache blossomed upon his cheeks an
lip. Trom the first he had assumed an amusing air of
superiority, and had developed the habit of addressing his
more youthful comrades as * young fellow.”

“It’s the campaign,” admitted Alec. “The chief has
been lecturing me. We're to push out into the country
alone, with Bobs at cur head; and alone we shall he till
we whip the enemy, or till the cther columns march in to
join hands.”

“And you think there will he fighting?

“Rather! Bureofit!”

“Then I mean to see my share. I'm galloper to Masscy,
and you can beb that, with the cavalyy to command, he
will he somewhere near the cnemy, We'll see o lob of one
another, Alec. But—I'm forgetting. Were’s Macgregor
of the ¥2d—at school with me, you know, and just come
out to join. He’s suffering severely from cold just now,
as he’s so lately taken to a kilt and bagpipes. Oh, and
here’s Ramsey of the Ghoorkas! Tle’s seen lots of service.”

There was a roar of laughter as Jack Escombe mentioned
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the kilt and bagpipes, a roar in which Macgregor joined.
T'hen the latter came forward to shake Alec’s hand. Well
grown for his years—he was harely eightcen—Harry Mae-
gregor looked a likely lad in his Highlander costune, and
was already a favorite. Indeed, he aud Alec soon became
excetlent friends. As for Ramsey of the Ghoorkas, though
little older than Iscombe, he had already three years’
service to his credit, and could hoast of more than one
hill skirmish. Short and stout, and looking particularly
sturdy in his Ghoorka uniform, his features showed that
he was one of the pleasantest fellows possible, as all were
to find hefore the termination of the eampaign.

“ Look here,” he said, as he lit up a4 cheroot, “the gen-
eral’s galloper should know everything, and as he’s just
had a lecture, we'll ask him to hand it on. What arve the
movements, Dennisson?  Come, here’s the map, and we've
all plenty ef time to spare.”

“ Open it, and spob out the news, young fellow!” cried
Jack, handing him the map. “Now, we are the fiying
column. Where are the others?”

That evening orders were issued from headquarters for
a forward move, and on the following morning the first
portion of the little army maxched forward to the village
of Kushi, in the Logur plain, the general and his staff,
with the other portion of the army, remaining in their old
position. Alec now found every moment occupied, for
messages had to be carried here and there, while he was
sent more than once toward the transport camp to report
on the movemeats.
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“Ride after the advance brigade, and let me know how
the animals are getting along,” said the chicl of staff on
the following morning. “ And take a few men with you.
Tscombe is your {riend. T'll ask General Massey to send
him with some of his Lancers.”

Half an lour later the twe young fellows were riding
from the camp, twenty troopers following them elescly.

“There’s no difficulty about finding the road,” said
Jack Tigcombe. It stares us in the face. By the way,
Massey says we must be careful. There have been skic-
mishes. Supposing we get along, for we had better he
back before darkness comes.”

“And it would be as well to send a few of the men in
front, to avoid surprise,” added Alec. * These Afghans ave
wily beggars”

“ Ah, I'd forgotten that yon’d met with them hefore,
young fellow, Sergeant Gillows, ride on with six of the
men as an advance guard. Send two points well in advance
of your guard, with orders to keep their eyes open.”

Dipping their lances, the sergeant and his party trotted
to the front, their faces showing their delight at the pros-
pect before them. TIndeed, all who rede fromx the camp
were filled with satisfaction, for for three weeks past they
had done little else but ride through the Euram valley,
searching for draught animals, and buyitg them for the
transport, together with suitable carts, for animals and
conveyances were sorely needed. Now, however, there was
a change. This was war, on a small scale, perhaps; but
there was a real spice of danger about it, and all rejoiced.



To Armsl 63

Trotting forward, they had covered seven miles, and were
ghout that distance from Kushi, where the advance bri-
gade were camped, before anything occurred to atéract their
attention.

“ Firing somewhere in front,” reported the Lancer sent
back by the sergeant, hringing his lance to the salute.
“BShall we advance further? ”

“ Halt the advance points till we come up,” commanded
Jack BEscombe, promptly, who, te do him full justice, knew
his work, and what wes expected of him, *“Come along,
Alec. Canter.”

Away in front went the Lancer, ga]loping back with the
message, while the two young officers came cantering be-
hind, the main body of the escort riding some yards in
rear. And goon they had come up with the sergeant and
hig advance guard.

“We halted here below the ridge, sir,” reported the
former. “There is heavy firing over there, and I can see
a heliograph at work on a knoll in front. I fancy they
are trying-fo call up our camp, or the one at Kushi.”

“ Dismount! Wait here till you receive an order, and
take command.”

Again Jack Escombe’s orders were given with precision,
while at the same moment he lifted his right leg over his
horse’s neck and dropped to the ground. Alee did the
same, and at once, seizing their glasses, they ran forward.

“Mind the ridge” said the latter. “Perhaps the enemy
are near. Perhaps we shall want to surprise them. Keep
under the sky line”
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The words came just in time, for Jack had had ne great
experience, and in his anxiety to sce all that was occurring,
wonld have walked to the summit of the ridge. Now, how-
ever, he cut off 1o the left, and, drvopping on hands and
lkmecs, serambled forward.

“ Heavy firing and men shouting,” he said suddenly, lift-
ing a hand. “They ave in the valley heyond.”

“ And the shouts come from the Afghans, I have heard
them before, and well I know them. Push on, Jack.”

A few minutes later the two reached a collection of rocks,
which gave them excellent cover, and from which they
were able to loole down into the valley. And there they at
once saw the cause of the cornmotion,

“ A couple of wagous broken down,” said Jack, his eye
to his glass.  “ One has lost a wheel, and 1 fancy that the
other could not advance, as the road is blocked. Most of
ihe animals have been shot down.”

““And the men are taking cover in the wagons and
behind them,” added Alec. * That heliograph is calling
up our camp, probably to ask what has happened to the
last two wagons, 1 suppose they were delayed in the dark-
ness, and then lost sight of. There are eighteen men
and on the road are three dark fignres—the drivers, I sup-
pose.”

“Look at the enemy!” ejaculated Jack. “They are as
thick as peas, and they’ve tried a rush.”

He pointed to a number of fallen horses, and to the
bodies of numerous Afghans, which lay in a circle round
the stranded carts, and then away to right and left, ‘

—
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“They’re potting at our fellows,” he said, “Sniping *
them at close range, and gelling ready fo charge agnin.
It’sa fix. There area hundred Afghans, at least.”

“Then you'll attack?” suggested Alec, his eyes dancing
with anticipatiom. “We've twenty troopers, aud we're all
longing for a skirmish.”

“Attack! Rather! Old Harry is down there below.
Look ot him popping up behind the first of the earts.”

A mimute later the two young officers were retiving
slowly toward thie horses, engaged in animated conversation,

* Murderous picking off of iselated soldiers in esmp by con-
cealed sharpshooters.



CHAPTER 1V

The First Encounter

and to spare,” snid Jack, hopefully; “ but—er—
how to spread ‘em out, that’s the question. What
do you think, young ’un?”

“Can’t say at present. We want to decide whether fo
charge down to the carfs, or to skirmish in that divection
dismounted.”

“Not for me, thank you! We're Lancers, and we're
going to make use of our horses. Butb there’s only a lot of
rocks to be charged.” .

“ At present,” Alee ventured to remind him. “Bn
those Afghan fellows have been down in the open. You
can see where Harry and his men have bowled them over.
They'll make a second attempt, and then——

“We’ll walk into them like smoke. DBub, I sny, sup-
posing they come from either side—

“They will come from left and right only, and will
gallop to one spot,” said Alec with emphasis. “I saw that
o few had been killed on the left, but the ground there is
too rough for horses. Perhaps only men on foot made the
attempt. Those fellows are cavalry of some gort—regulars,
T should say, from their uniforms—and, like you, they

68
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TWENTY against a hundred! Of course, it’s enongh
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will wantl to make use of their mounts. They will ride Lo
the open ground to our right, and will wheel and glullop
at the carts”

«Phen we'll gallop to the right, on to the open ground,
and get them in flunk. That's where {wenty {roopers will
have full effect. Wo'll split our way into their very center.
TTow do vou like the idea?”

e turned to Alee for support, for, with all his prompl-
ness and power of deeision, Jack had o wholesomae idea
of Juis comrade’s shrewdness.  And, besides, our hero had
already had a brush with the enemy, and the numbers
whielh he bad accounted for and his own miraculous es-
cape had been common knowledge in the camp.  Besides,
he had shown his grit when he staggered over the {rontier,
utterly exhausted, and within two heurs set out lo meet
the commander-in-chief,

“Jlow do you like the plan of attack?” demanded
Jack, again.  “ Any alterations or suggestions?”

“ None! You've twenty men, and it would never do to
divide them. Besides, cven if you wished to pul one-hall
over the other side, so as to make a combined rush, they
would be seen while trying fo get into position. No, rush
them from here, and the sooner the better ! ”

“Then we'll move along up to the rocks,” said Jack
Tseombe,  “ And look here, Alee, T’'m senior, I know, but
yoiw're the man we're escorting.  DBesides, these fel-
lows are in our regimeni. So ib’s kind of half-com-
mand for us both, I we're successful, we'll share the
hongr,”
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“ Let’s beat the enomy first,” answered Alee. ““ No nead
to count our chickens before they’re hatched.”

Calling the men about him, Jack DBscombe mow pro-
ceeded to tell them of what was happening, and to instruct
them as to what he required.

“We'll erecp up there o one side of the road,” he said,
“and then we’ll mount. When T give the word, follow at
a trot on to the read. Then canter, keeping your horscs
well in hand. Yow'll get the charge when the moment
comes.”

At once they moved forward, the men leading their
horses and chatting in low voices.

“Bet yer I goes through “em clean
lanky Lancer to his friend. “ None of yer tent-pegging
this time, me lad. Real fighting, yer know, and you and
me, and the other chaps, has got to go right throngh ’em.
Pick ’em up like pegs, and carry ’em on.”

IIe shook his lance excitedly, and leered at his friend,
while the latter smiled back at him grimly.

“A ‘underd of the blokes!” he said disdainfully.
“Think of the Light Brigade! There was thousands to

]JJ

[ remarked one

one in them days
Seon the whole party was gathered behind the mass of

.. rocks, which gave excellent cover, and whicl was sufficiently

near the road to allow the TLancers to reach the latter
without less of time. And here all mounted, and as the
moment for actionr might arvive at any time, feet were
thrust far into stirrups, and lances made ready, while Alec
and hig friend loosened their sahers,
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“I shall give them the point, and put the horses at
them,” he whispered to Jack. “ A flank charge won’t give
much time for slashing.”

“Right through them, then rally, and back again.
That’s onr work,” answered Jack. “Yow're right. The
horses will do the work for us.”

“ Look out! They’re moving. Iarry is creeping along
fo spenk to his men”

Alee had fixed his glasses upon the stranded enrts, and
had noticed some unusnal movement theve. Then, sweep-
ing along on either side, he became aware of the fact that
the sniping, which up till then had gone on incessantly,
had snddenly ceased.

“There’s a fellow mounted over there. See, he’s be-
hind the hillock! And theve are others!”

It was Jack’s turn to ery out oxcitedly, for his eyes had
cought sight of a parbty of Afghans mounted. Indeed,
very soon 1t hecame certain that the enemy were massing
for another charge. Down below at the carts the flash of
bayonets came frequently, while the hare legs and the kills
of individual men could be seen as they crawled into more
advantageous positions. Harry Maecgregor, gallant fellow,
stood up behind the overturned cart, ealmly surveying the
enemy.

“ (ool for his ficst slkdipmigh,” exclaimed Jack. “T¥e
used o look like that when playing back at footer, waiting
coolly for the time to come when his worle would begin,
I wish we could warn him. But when he sces ns he'll

know. Time to move, Alec, my lad {”
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He shut up his glasses with a snap, and, followed by his
comrade, ran back to the horses.

“Ready?” he demanded, as he swung himself into his
snddle, « Feet vight in stirrups, lances up till the moment
of meeting the beggars, and right through ’em, my boys.
Trot!?”

There was no hesitation about this British officer. A
horseman from his earliest days, he rode as if he were part
of the animal. Tlash! His sword came naked to his
shoulder, while Alec fell in beside him. Bang! A rifle
shot rang out in the valley.

“ Harry talking to them,” said Jack, “Time we
cantered.”

He waved his arm above his head, and put the spur to
his horse’s flank. And soon they were on the road, clatter-
ing along it loudly. The ridge scemed to glide swiftly
heneath their feet, and in a few seconds they were in
the valley, within four hundred yards of the stranded
carta.

At once cries of satisfaction escaped the men, for a large
party of mounted Afghans had just debouched from behind
the hills, and were trotting toward the open ground to the
right of the British,

“Harry must be short of ammunition,” said Alec.
“Those fellows are within easy range, and, so far, he has
only fired one shet. Ie’s waiting till they get to close
quarters.”

“ And his boys are closing up together. Alee, we may
get down in time to cabeh the enemy as fhey are epening
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out, for they won’t attack iu close order. TTave they seen
us yet?”

The question was notb easy to reply (o, bul soon j{ he-
came evident that so far the party of Tancers had eseaped
attention.  Indeed, the Afghans were so engaged with the
carts and their escort that they failed to glance up and
down the road. Breaking into a trot, they came toward
the open ground in o elose body, their commander at their
head,  And there was little doubt that these horsemen

were well drilled and armed, for they handled their horses

admirably, keeping them well together,

“Take it casy! Steady all!” called out Jack, “We
shall be too soon for them if we arc not cavefnl. Al they
are cantering now.”

Galloping along at a fast pace, it was not long before the
cnemy were at the open ground, wheve they swung to the
right, wheeling in admirable order. Then Alee saw their
leader Lift his talwar, and at ance the lines opened out,
shrill shouts burst from the men, while the horses sprang
madly forward—-all save some forty, which, guided by
their riders, swept onward, and came in the dircetion of
the advancing Lancers.

“ Gallop1?”

Jack Tscombe stood in his stirrups HIl six inches of
daylight showed between him and the saddle, and turned
to his men.

“ Gallop!” he shouted. “Right into them, my lads!®

The command to charge was scarcely necded, for his
twenty men rode close in rear, their faces fense with ex-

-
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citomaont, their lips close shut, and their nostrils quivering.
A, and now the lamee had dropped into position, and was
tucked fiemly beneath the arm, with the leather slipped
gver the hand.  Backs weve arehed, for however creel your
Buitish lancer may ride at other times, he crouches close
to his saddle when about to charge. Iiven the horses
scemed to have eaught some portion of the excitement,
for they hardly needed the spur. Keeping in regular
order, the ling, led by its two young officers, galloped madly
at the forty Afghans, Would they stand? Was it o be
a stern fight between the two bodies of mounted men, a
crash and m@lée?

“They're giving way !’ shouted Alec, at the top of his
voice. “ Seme of the flanl men ave bolting ! ”

“Into them! Charge!”

Jack Bscombe and his friend might have led many o
charge before, for as they came within fifty yards of the
enenty they stood im their stirrups and turned to their
men, brandishing their sabers.  Then they settled into
their saddles again, gripped firmly with their knees, and
singled out an opponent. Dirceting their animals to the
very center of the Afghan line, they ignored the men who
had broken away from the flanks, and with a shout met
those who were bolder.

“Hurrah! Down with them alll®

This forlorn hope seemed to appeal to the Lancers, for
they went inte the fray with a shout, and magnificently
did they support their officers. 'Their horses simply
gpurned the lighter-bred animals ridden by the Afghans,
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while their lances did terrible exceution. DBunt Jack Ts-
comhe was less fortunate, for thrusting fieveely at one of
the epemy, the forec of the impact and the rate at which
he was traveling almost jerked his saber from his hand,
and when he withdrew it from the body of the horseman
the blade was twisted and bent. Crash! Another man
rode at him, and by great good luck the twisted saber
warded off the fierce cut delivered by his tulwar. Bul the
horse struck Jacl’s sideways, and in a mowment the young
gubaltern was in the dust, pinned bencath his mount.

Alec hardly kunew how he went through that charge,
thongli the Lancers fold the tale when they reached eamp
in the cvening. But out of the corver of his eye be saw,
as he slashed at the enemy, his friend, Jack Tscombe,
crash o the ground. Should he halt the men and rally
them to their officer? Tor a moment the idea oceurred to
liim.

“No,” he said 1o himself. “There are more of the
enemy 1o be dealf with. We must see to them first.”

With & wave of his sword he led the men on.

“We're through the first lot,” he shouted. “ Now for
the others! Straight for the carls!” ‘

There was a cheer from the men, and an answering
cheer from MHarry Macgregm’s party. Then shouls, and
the rapid discharge of musketry drowned his voice, Spur-
ring on, the little party of Lancers shuck the mass of
Afghan horsemen broadside on, and hurled them to one
side. Indeed, their arrival came as a matter of surprise,
for the leader of the Afghans had expected that the men
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e had detached for the duty would have heen sufficient
to proteet him. But the dash of these British horsemen
had earried them through, and now that the taslk was
cagier, they made light of it For five minutes there was
an cxeiting mélée, Lancers dashing hither and thither,
killing & score or more of the enemy with their weapons;
while Harry Maegregor, seeing the turn of cvents, came
[rom hehind his barvicade and charged at the head of
his men's bayonets.

“Halt!” shouted Alec. Then, tearing a whistle from
his helt, he hlew a shrill call npon it “ Rally !> he called
out. “Now, Lancers, back to your officer!”

Within & couple of minutes the brave fellows had path-
ered together, panting with their exertions, some minus
their lances, while net a few had lost their head-covering.

“ Harry, youll see to these beggars,” called out Alec.
“We'll go back over the ground. Ready, men? ‘Then
gallop!”

Meanwhile the enemy had retired from the neighbor-
hood of the cavts as rapidly as possible, for the dash of the
Lavcers nud their losses had filled them with alarm. A
few, however, hovered around, making frantic dashes at
their enemy. Then, too, those who were left of the parly
which had first met Jack Tscombe’s charge had been rallied
at the far end of the open ground, and as Alec led the men
back they were riding forward, waving to their comrades
beyond.

“They’ll bolt if we go for them,” said Alec to himself.

“ Now, men, ride through them, and then rally again.”
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It turned out as he had thought, for the sivht of {he
horsemen coming pell-mell toward them was too nvuch for
the conrage of the Afghans. They drew rein, hesitated,
and. then, breaking from their ranks, galloped round the
edge ol the clear ground to join the muin parly of the
onemy.

Alec at once pulled in his horse and leaped to the ground. '

“XKeep a good lookout,” he said, as he handed the reins
to one of his men.  “ Get your carbines out of the buckets
and pepper those fellows, Now for Jack.”

ITe ran across to his friend, and engerly stretehed out
a hand lo help him vise, for the horse which had fallen
across his leg had serambled away,

“Hurt?” he demanded anxiously. “Or only knocked
out of time? Just got the breath shaken out of your
hody ?”

“Look at that! Thal’s a saber!?”

The words were spoken in the ntmost tones of disgust,
while Jack Iscombe held up his twisted blade for ju-
spection,

“Tancy trusting your life to that tailor-mede affair,”
he said, “TI can put up with the fall, but that saber is
too much for me, But lend a hend, young fellow. My
leg feels rather funny.”

He was cheerful even wunder such circumstances, and
manfully tried to hide the pain he felt,

“ Precions near broken,” he said, as he rubbed the limb
ruefully.  “T doubt if T can ride as yet. You whopped
those fellows finely. Halloo!”
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“ITelp from the camp!” exclaimed Alec, his attention
suddenly attracted to a large force of horsemen in the
dress of the Lancers coming over the ridge.  © Jack, we're
in luek. Those Afghan beggars werent quite finished,
Look at them rallying. In a few minutes they would have
been at us, and then we’d have been in a fix.”

e called one of the men to him, and set him to work
to b his friend’s leg, Lor there was little donbt that it
wag badly bruised, his horse having fallen upon it. Then,
seeing that Harry’s men and his own escort were sofficient
to hold the enemy Lill the.arrival of the reinlforcement, he
lett Jack’s side and ran for his horse, intending to ride
back to meet the troop of Lancers.

“Help me, Englishmanl Tlave pity on one who is
helpless to move cither hand or foot.”

Alce stared about him, his eye passing from one [lallen
Afghan to another. Then he saw a figore Lifl a hand, and
at onee ran across to him.,

“You can carn the lasting gratitude of Sheer Afzul if
you will but give me aid,” said the horseman, a man ol
some distinetion by his uniform. “ Drag this heast from
off my thigh, and Allah will reward you.”

The Afghan lay face down on the sotl, his dead horse
having tumbled half across him, pinning him down. Alee
ub once clasped the hoof of the animal, and throwing
all of his weight into the werk, tugged at it with all his
might.

“ One moment,” he said, using their language. “The
beast is heavy, I will eall a man.”
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“And he shall not touch me? My life will not be
{aken?

“Tnglishmen do not slay in cold blood,” said Alec
steraly. “ You are safe if you offer no resistance.”

Again he had recourse to the whistle, and presently,
with the help of one of the Lancers, le released the
Afghan.

“I can do no more now,” he said.  “ Stay where you
are, or someone will ride you down.”

“T will obey. The blessings of Allal upon you. Shecr
Afzul will romember till his dying day. What name has
the Tinglishman? *

“ Dennisson.  Alec Dennisson, son of the officer mur-
dered in Cabul,” answered Alec curtly. “Now T must go.
Remernber my warning.”

He ran across to his horse, and had hardly swung him-
self into the saddle when the reinforcement came up with
him.

“Halt!” The officer, a captnin by his badges, gave the
signal, and turned to our hero. “ A hot engagement,” he
said.  “Many hurt? How many of the enemy? And
what’s all the noise about?”

“Two ol the advance army’s carts stranded, sir.  About
a hundred of the enemy attacking. Mr. Escombe and I
came up in the middle, and found the Highlanders hotly
engaged. We charged and went throngh them. No one
hadly hurt T believe”

“Right through ’em! The dence you did! That’s the
style for Lancers. They’re retiring now, worse luck, or
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we might have had a tussle. But we’ll give them a parting
shot. Collect your men, Tennisson, and look alter Iis-
combe and those Highlanders. Be ready to march in ten
minuies.”

The commander of the treap of Lancers fouched his
horse with the spur and went on at a fast gatlep. Very
soon his men began to spread out, while the Afghan horse-
men could be seen retiring hurriedly. The men slipped
from their saddies, and a volley flashed. Again it belched
from the earbines, the shot doing considerable exccution.
Then, as the enemy rode ont of range, the treop mounted
and turncd about. Meanwhile Alec and Harry Macgregor
had joined forces, while Jack Hscombe had improved so
far as to be able to limp.

“No bones broken, my boy, but & nasty smash,” said the
eaptain.  “Youwll have o ride in the eart. Yow've done
right well, you fellows, and I shall report it when we get
back. But it was a lucky thing for all that that our sig-
nalers saw the helio. It called us up, and told us that
there was trouble. Sir Fredevick sent us off at the gallop,
and with a little luck we should have arrived in time. Now,
men, let’s see to the carls.”

They threw themselves upon the work, for there was no
saying when the enemy might reappear, and, besides, the
day was advancing and seven miles separated them from
the. camp. But there was ample labor at comnand, and
very soon one of the carts was on its wheels and fully
horsed.

“The other is useless, and we’ll burn it,” said the cap-
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tam. “Nan see {0 il, Mv. Macgregor, pleasc.  TPile all
the things on the one we've righted.”

Three hours Tafer the whole force marched baek into
campy not a man being missing, and only a few having
sufferod wounds,  Then they separated, the olficers to go
to theiv quarters, from which they were soon ealled to
atlend at the commander-in-chief’s, who gave all four the
highest eommendation.

“The firsk action of the war, alter Mr. Dennisson’s,
gentlemen,” he said, “and the Lancers have worthily- up-
held their reputation. Tt seems to have been o very dash-
ing affair, and T shall bear it in mind.”

They emerged from his tent feeling as though they
would do anything for this little man, and then hetook
them to their suppers. And as they ate, the remainder
of the camp discussed their action, while one of the men,
who had ridden as Alee’s escort that day, held forth to the
latter’s gervant, hy name Tom Bird.

“’19%& a smart 'un, that ere young avfficer of yours,”
he was saying as he sab in his shivt-slceves, meditatively
sucking at a short clay pipe. A lively lad, who knows
what’'s doing every time, and dou’t make no mistake.
None of yer ’igh and mighty with ’im; not a bit of it.
You're jist like im—a 'vman, with feelings same as i,
and he don't ferget it. And don’t he ride straight!”

The trooper turned his eyes skywavd to add cxpression
to the words, and thrust the pipe back between his lips.

“ And ’e's a sportsman, that's what this ere orfficer is,”
he went on deliberately. “ Wouldn’t put a blade through
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is greatest cnemy if ‘e wasn't ready and warned.  Ast
Bill Sigging about it. Bill was for pinking one of them
Afghan chaps as we charged, when your orflicer jist puts
the lance aside. 'Then he pulled his horse over, and when
Bill logked, there was the Afghan feller roiling in the
dust.  “’It wasn’t armed nor nuthin’’, says vour young
orflicer to Bill, when the scrnmmage was over, You
don’t mind il 1 give ‘im a chanst?’?

A loud call at that moment pual an end to the discus-
sion, for the garrulous trooper had {e put in an appear-
ance ab stables. DBui he had told something of the truth
to Tom Bird, our hero’s servant. Indeed, 16 was the talk
of the eamp for many a day, that Liculenant Dennisson,
the officer whose father had been massacred in Cabul, had
scorned to thrust his sword through an Afghan whose
tulwar had dropped from his grip, and, instead, had
turmed aside a lance and ridden over a man sooner than
kill him.

“Yes, ’es a sportsman,” agreed Tom Bird, when stables
were ended, and he and his [riend had come together
again.  “You jist take my word for it; my young ortlicer
Il do big things afore this campaign’s ended.”




CHAPTER V
On to Cabul

EARD the news yet?” demanded Alee on the fol-
lowing morning, when he crept into the little tent
dabri belonging to Jack Iiscombe. “We've had

u new arrival in the camp.”

“Who? You speak as though there was a mystery,
young fellow. Look out for my leg!”

He drew the limb up slowly and painfully, for it had
been severely bruised, and, indeed, it was a couple of days
before he was able to ride again.

“IWho is this vigitor ?” he demanded,

“The Ameer of Afghanistan, Yakoub Khan. He rode
into Baker’s camp late last night with an escort of twenty-
five men. He's anxious that < Bobs’ shall not attempt to
reach Cabul”

“Then all the fun’s over. There’ll be no invasion!”
exclaimed Jack, with a groan of disappointment. “ But
no, our little general will want more than that to keep
hirm out of the country. But the Viceroy may order him
to hold his hand.”

“The Viceroy has ordered the advance to proceed. We
move forward to Kushi within three days,” said Alec
frimmphantly.  “The news is over the camp by now, and
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there’s no harm in letting it be known. This Ameer found
himself helpless at Cabul, the people sided with the mu-
tinous soldiers, and the sirdavs,® or lords, preached a jehad,
or holy war. I suppose the Ilhan has come in wilth a view
to making termsg and saving his own neck.”

This apparently was the reason which had brought the
Ameer in, for he could hardly expect {riendship en the
part of the British. Indeed, he became at once virtually
a prisoner, a guard of Gordon Ilighlanders being mounted
over his tenfs. Two days later, when General Sir Fred-
erick reached Kushi, and joined hands with Baker, he had
an interview with the Amcer, in which the latter again
begged that the advance might be delayed. ITe was given
the same firm answer, preparations for a forward move
being proceeded with, while arrangements were made to
send the Afghan ruler into India.

And now excitement ran through the little army over
the destinies of which Sir Frederick presided. A feeling
of elation filled the men to overflowing, while not one but
bad unbounded confidence in the general and in his com-
rades. Massed at Kushi were eight thousand men in all,
a ridiculously small force when the nature of the work
wng taken inte account; for these eight thousand of all
arms were to he opposed to a nation, a nation mustering
a regular army of greater propovtions, and having at its
beck and call numerous warlike and untrained tribes, such
as Ghilzies, Mangals, Mohmunds and Khyberees, Afreed-
ies, Shinwarries, and many more—tribes filled with fanati-
cal courage, and roused to the last extremity of frenzy by

* A natlve chict in Indla,
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their moullas, The majority of these tribes were armed
with old matehlocks and smooth-bore guns, while all car-
riccl knives and tulwars. Bub it must net be supposed
that the Afghan regulars were il armed.  They had an
shundance o cannon, while their riflcs and ammunition
weri as good as our own.  And, as the campaign proved,
they had leaders on their side who had studied tactices,
and had Jearned to handle troops.

“Here’s a dist of our grand army,” said Alec on the
eventing after CGoneral Roberts had moved forward from
e Kuram valley and had joined hands with General
Buoker. “Twoe hatterics, herse and field artillery, onc
mountain-train battery; the old 67th (the Hampshires),
the 72nd {Albany ITighlanders), the D2nd {Gordon High-
landers), Sth Ghoorkas, 23rd Pioneers, 5th and 28th Pun-
jaub Infantey, 3rd Sikhs, and one company of sappers and
miners. That for the infantry and departmental fellows.
TFor cavalry we have the 9th Lancers, 12th and 14th Bengal
Cavaley, and a wing of the 5th Punjaulb Horse. Total,
about eight thousand, noder command of Sir Frederick
Roberts, general”

“And Alec Denmisson, sub-lieutenant,” sang out Jack
Tiscombe,

“Tieutenant Dennison. I beg your pardon.”

AL the sound of this wnexpected voice, Alec and Jack,
who had been seated just within the latter’s little tent,
serambled out and etraightencd themselves. Indeed, when
they recognized the chief of staff, they stood ercet, stiffly
at ultention, while their hands went up to the salute. -
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“Not sub-lieutenant any longer,” said the colonel, a
smile playing about the corners of his mouth. “ You are
speaking of our troops, and of the commander, I think,”
ke went on, appealing to Jack, who colored bemeath his
tan; “and with our general you asscciated the name of
Mr. Dennisson, formerly sub-lieuteépant. Permit me to
hand you a copy of to-day’s erders. I offer you both sin-
cere congratulations.”

He was gone in a moment, leaving Alec In possession of
o copy of the orders at which neither daved to look, for
they were taken up with the fisure of the colonel.

“ Let’s see,” said Jack, at length, assuming indifference.
“71 guppose yow're promoted, young fellow. Congratula-
tions.”

“But he offered his to us hoth. What do the orders
say?”

‘Tearing them open, the two placed their heads fogether
and glanced down the list.

“‘Lights out at eight-thirty” No, that isn’t it,” said .

Alee, as he read. “‘TReveillé at four. Sub-Licutenant
Macgregor to attend a hoard of inquiry on the loss of stores
and ecarts” Noj; where can the entry be?”

In his excitement his eye ran down the long page with-
ont meeting with the names he locked for. But Jack
Hscombe was luckier. -

“ Hold hard!” he said hoarsely. “ By George! Shake
hands, Alec|?”

He gripped our hero’s fingers till they ached, and clung
to them despite the latter’s desperate attempts to free them
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and look at the orders, Then he van his finger down the
headings Ll they rested ab one line.

“Read,” wnid Jack, exultingly.  “That's what litéle
Bobs does (o encourage his ollicers and men.  I'd fight my
way fo Cabul alone if he gave the order!”

There was liltle doubt that he meant every word he had
said, for his [nee was flushed red with delight, while Alee’s
aleo showed o deeper color; for, snalehing at the ovders,
he read :

“he general congratulates both men and officers on
their gallantry in the affair of yesterday, an engagement
which was boldly coneeived, and earvied out with dash and
diserelion,  Ile thanks them for having ot the very com-
mencement of this campaign accomplished a victory, and
taught the enemy a severe lesson.”

Underneath, shortly put, was the following

“To be Lieutenants—Sub-Licutenanl John TITartley

Iscombe,
Sub-Tieutenant Alec Dennisson,
boilt of the 9ih Tancers.

“Sub-Ticutenant Macgregor's nuwme is naled for future
promaotion,

“ Rergeant Gillows to be detuiled for <luty with the
commander-in-chief’s escort.”

For once Jack ISscombe’s assurance disappeaved, his
swagger left him, and the corners of his mouth twitehed
for all the world as if he wanted to weep,

“What a bit of luck!” he presently exclaimed, squaring
his shoulders, and slashing his riding-boot with a switch.
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“ Alee, but for you I should still be sub-lientenant; and,
just fancy, you'd be my superior!”

The idea of such a thing staggered him, and for o
moment he thought of the consequences of such a change
in their velations. Then his old happy laugh veturned.

“Yow're still young fellow, mind that, my lad, and T'm
your genior. DBut, honestly, I don’t helieve I should have
been here if it Liada’t been for your work yesterday, Oh,
I dow’t mean that you came back to my aidl And no
doubt you yourself do not recollect the affair. DBut T saw
what happened, and I thanked you hearbily when I saw
your sword run clean through one of the Afghans. I was
on the ground, and he had marked me. TIf you hadn’t
interfered, he’d have finished my campaign.”

Alec dimly recollected the aftair and modestly adroitted
it. Then he turned the conversation. A liitle later they
separated, for the following day promised to be a havd one,
and fighting was expected. Shaking hands again, they
went to their tents, and very soon Alec had crawled into
his and had wrapped bimself in his blanket.

October 2 dawned fine and bright, and the camp was
early astiv. Creeping from his tent, our hero was ready for
work within a minute, for each officer and man slept in his
clothing, ready to rise on the instant. EKmerging into the
open, he ran to the headquarter’s mess; and having hreak-
fasted and taken possession of the tin of spiced beef, and
the ration of biseuit allowed, he went off to watch the
forward move of the army. And a gallen{ sight it was on
this bright morming; not so brave, perhaps, as it might
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lve heen, Jor (he troope detaifed (o maveh into the Af-
ghans” country had dizearded red nnd Due and gold, and
for the most part were clad in Khaki, willh pultees on
their legs,  Indeed, there was Hittle color nhout the brown
mass of active men, save that lent by the tarfans of the
[Tighlanders, and by the throngs of mules, eamels, anid
horses, Fyen the pemnons of the Tancers had been left
behind lest they should attract the enemy.  Many years
Jater it was brought home even to the ighlanders that
their fine tartans were o source of danger to them, and in
the Jate Boer war the kilted regiments wore nn apron of
khaki to hide the color,

“We will submit to that,” said one of their officers, a
gallant fellow who fell in the Free State.  “The apron
covers the lartan in front, my boy, and that’s afl we re-
quire.  Anyone can sce the tartan behind, and ithey're
welcome to do so, for no Iighlander ever shows his back
to the enemy!”

By now the forward movement had hegun, and Alec
noted with feclings of envy that part of the 9th Lancers
were already scouting the road in advance, while a small
force held the flanks, advancing over the broken ground
to right and left. Then came the infantry, Iuropean and
native, ploinsmen from Tritain and from India, High-
landers and Ghoorka hillmen.  Pleasant, indeed, was it
to look at the fine fellows, to watch the swing of the High-
land kilt, and the characteristic, sturdy marching of the
Gloorkas. Then came the rumble of the guns, the horse
and field artillery, with the mountain-train close at hand,
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sturdy mules having been selected to carry the weapons.
Purther in rear, and grouped as closely together as was
possible, eame the transport, the food, and ammunition,
loaded on the backs of numerous mules and camels, while
a few light carls were dragged by hovses and mules. In
rear marched a strong guard of horse and infantry, pre-
pared to heat off an attack from that quarter.

And thus, prepared for any eventuality, the little ariny
of eight theusand men marched into Afghanistan, till they
had reached a point some twelve Lnglish miles from Cabul,
and knowa as Charasiah, or “The Four Waler Mills”
They had been four days on the read, days which had
brought many eventful excursions to Alee Dennisson, lor
time and again he was sent off to cithey flank, into the
numerous defiles which branched from the roads, all of
which weve thoroughly and systematically patrolled by the
cavalry.  Then, too, he was sometimes sent to General
Baker, who led the advance, and, who, indeed, was at this
time a day’s march in advance. Very early on the morning
of Octeber 6 our here was aroused by his servant,

“Wanted at headquarters, siv,” he said. “T've packed
some food imto yoar haversack, and the syce has brought
your horse.”

“ Capital! Tl be back shortly. T expect it means an-
other ride.”

Alec darted out of his tent and ran across fo the tent
erected for the use of the staff. Entering it, he stood at
attention.

“We have information that the enemy were sighted
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yesterday,” said the colonel, ““ and the gencral desirves that
you ride forward at once and report yoursel to General
Baker, Tt may be that some villagers will come into the
camp, ov a prisoner he taken. Then you will he able fo
interpret.  Gel your breakfask and ride. You have little
time to lose.™

Alee swung round as he saluted, and ran from the tent
to the one in whieh he messed,  Snatching np the leg of
a fowl and a few biscuits, he ran on to where Tom Bird
was standing, chatting to the syce. Ten minutes later his
figure could be scen viding out of the camp in the divection
of Cahul.

“Does not spave himself,” was the comment of the
colonel, as he and the commander-in-chicef stood awaiting
their horses. *“ MMe will reach the scene of operations as
soon as anyone. The lad seems to love the work.”

“ Like father like son,” was the rejoinder. “ Dennis-
son was all energy and pluck. I knew him well down at
the ridge when we were holding Delhi.  But we should be
moving. Here arc the horses.”

An hour later Alec rode up to General Baker and re-
ported. “The chief of staff ordered me to come and re-
port, sir,” he said, as he saluted. “I was to awail your
instructions, and hold myself in readiness to interpret.”

“Then you are likely to be useful on onr right. Ride
over to Major White. IFe will he in touch very shortly.”

Alee turned about, and, having ascertained. the direction
hie ought to take, galloped to the north, toward the Sung-
I-Nawishta pass, which led to Cabul. Swuddenly he pulled
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in his mount and eame to a stap, for a sight ealeulated to
disturb the course of any man had suddenly presented
itself.  Thousands of the enemny came into view on the
heights on cither side of the pass, while a forest of banners
waved overhead.  1lnstantly Alec’s glasses flew to his eye
and he surveyed them, dismounting so ns to obtain a steady
laok.

“ Thougsands of thoe regulars” he said to himself, “I
can see their brown uniforms and the red facings; and T
suppose that those others, in all sorts of colors and with
various banners, arce the citizens of Cabul, the murderers
of our mission. Ah! I have scen those beggavs before.
They were among the men who attacked our party in
the pass.”

His eyes had been attracted to nwnorous figures dressed
in spotless while, men whom he recognized at onee s
belonging to the ghazees, the religions fanatics.  Then,
ol a sudden, heavy fiving to vight and left caused him to
gaze in that direction. A minute later the glasses went
back with a smap and he leaped into his saddle.

“ Botter report to Major White,” he said to himself, as
he set his horse in motion. “TI rather fancy it will bring
me under fire”

His surmise proved te he corceet, for owing to the
broken nature of the ground, and to his own rash advance,
he had lost toueh with his own party, and now found to
his horror that he was far from friends. Rolling volleys
behind told him that General Baker was engaged, and,

maereover, that he was moving, while in front only the
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sound of muskefry told him of the direction of the right
fiank of the army. There was no help for it, however,
and so he clapped spurs 1o hig horse, and sent him along
over the ground, choosing open country whenever possible,
Meanwhile the nature of the engagement had become clear
to those with the gencral staff.

Al dawn cavalvy patrols had left the camp, one taking
the southern road, leading through the pass, while a second
had taken the northern track, The leaders of thesc iwo
patrols had soon come into action, and had reported, the
fivst that he had occupied a village and was havrd pressed,
and the second, the officer in command of the patrel to
the north, that he had been fired on, and had one horse
killed, Major Mitford had at once been sent with twenty
Lancers to the south, while some native infantry doubled
forwnrd in support of the second parky. A little later
information was brought to the commander-in-chief that
a host of Afghans could be seen on cither side of the pass.
The news was serious, and might well have daunted the
leader of this small British force. But Gencral Sir Tred-
erick Roberts had not won his sobriquet for nothing. Tt
was no fancy name given him by our soldiers, Let him who
doubts look through. the history of the Indian Mutiny.
He was not the leader to sit down and await developments,
nor was he the one to choose a defensive policy.

“ We are here to punish,” he had said to himgelf. “ What
use will my men be if T hold them in check?”

Very soon the action developed into one of respectable
size, for, as Alec galloped acress the valley for Major
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White’s position, more of the British army were advaneing.
The plan of battle indeed soon became clearly unfolded,
the cavalry cngfigements being simply the prelude to an
action all along the line. From our right fank, where was
the Sung-I-Nawishta defile, the Afghan hills stretched be-
fore us in a semicirele, covered with the banners of the
enemy. Indeed, subsequent information showed that there
were no fewer than thirteen regular regiments, while theu-
sands of irregulars swelled the throng. And these latier
swarmed on the heights on cither side, threntening the
camp and the column of ammunition and impedimenta
which lay a day’s march in rear.

Nek Mahomed Khan, the Afghan leader, had made his
_dispositions with mucl skill, for, besides holding our {ront
in force, these tribesmen on either Aank made it imperative
that our camp should be strongly garrisoned, thus lerving
fewer men for the advance. Four of his best guns, made
by Armstrongs, were posted in the mouth of the defile,
while on the flanking height twelve mountain-guns had
taken up position. Then his left flank was very heavily
reinforeed, the troops being posted so that their fire swept -
the valley across which our men would have to advance,

We have seen the preliminary movements of Roberts’
force, and a few words will serve to show how this astufe
leader met the dispositions of the Afghan general. Major
White, afterwards General Sir George, the hero of
Ladysmith, received orders to push to the right in sup-
port of the cavalry patrol already hotly engaged, and to
take with him three guns of the Royal Artillery, a wing
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of thc Gordon Highlanders, one hundred of the 23rd
Pioucers, and two squadrons of the 5th Purijaub Cavalry,
~His orders were to presgrve a threatening' attitnde, and
to act in conjunction with the advance on the lefi. In
the latter qnarter General Baker moved forward promptly,
with some two thousand men, against the Afghan right,
with orders to gain the heights, and then to wheel, sweep-
ing the hills of the enemy till he came to the defile and
Jjoined hands with Major White. Naturally such a move-
ment could not be carried out in a moment, but carried
out 1t was, with wonderful dash and courage. TLed by the
¥2nd Mighlanders, and supported by the 5th Ghoorkas
and the Punjaub infantry, the attack rushed up the
licights. They were met with a decimating fire, for here
“were placed the majority of the Afghan regulars, and
every minute brought reinforcements, But General Baker
handled his men with skill. Cover was taken, and the
enemy treated to a course of shell and shrapnel. Then,
by means of a succession of little rushes, the troops won
their way up the hills, It was stubborn work, and ealled
for much courage. But the British were not to be gain-
said, and finally, with one last rush, they gained the sum-
mit and drove the enemy before them. Then, wheeling,
they swept along, eapturing or putting to flight the re-
mainder of the enamy.

Meanwhile Major White had been actively employed,
while Alec, riding across the valley which intervened be-
tween him and his friends, met with an adventure. ~

He had gained an open stretch of country in front of

I ——————— _-_-¢~I e —ma—
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the pass when his eyes fell upon the four Armstrong guns,
and upon a strong escort of cavalry. llis appcarance was
the signal for one of the guns to fire, and then four men
detached themselves from the escort.

“An officer and three troopers,” thought Alce, cram-
ming his helmet on to his head and touching his horse with
his spurs. “And they are separating. Ah, the three
troopers are making direct for me, while the officer is
cutting over the hill. T fancy he will be a trouble. The
others may be able to come up with me, but I rather doubt
it. Anyway, here goes for a gallop.”

That was the maddest ride which he had ever under-
taken, and many a time he expected his horse to come
clattering to the ground, for in parts the country was ex-
ceptionally rough, and unfitted for saddle work. But this
was a case of life and death. Sword in hand, and revolver
eased in his wallet, he lay forward on his horse’s neck and
sent him ahead. Presently a swift glance behind told him
that of the three troopers one alone was to he feared, the
others having fallen far in rear. DBut this one came along
grandly, his horse being fast. As for their officer, he was
now out of sight.

“T’ll wait for this fellow,” thought Alec, “and when
he’s near enough T’ll let drive with my revolver. Hallo!
That was a near one!”

A pistol had snapped in the rear, and a bullet which
flew past his head hummed merrily.

“A miss as good as a mile!” thought Alec. “A re-
volver should have the range of the fellow.”
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Taking his from the wallet, he still lay flat on his sad-
dle, while he turned his head round, lifting his arm as he
did so. A glance showed him the trooper far nearer than
he had thought, also crouched on his saddle, carrying a
sccond pistol in his hand, while his tulwar was firmly
grasped hetween his teeth. Bang! He meant business
undoubtedly, for the bullet this time chipped a neat little
piecc out of Alec’s ear, and flying on punched a beautiful
round hole in the brim of his helmet.

“ Shooting ! ” exclaimed Alee, somewhat startled. “ That
chap wants stopping.”

Taking a very careful aim, he pulled the trigger and
saw the pieces fly from the trooper’s holster. But the man
himself was unhurt, and, moreover, was coming up
swiftly. Bang! A second shot caused him to sit up for
a. moment, but whether hit or not our hero could not de-
termine. Next second the man snatched at his tulwar and
swung it to his shoulder.

“Te’s too small a shot,” thought Alec. “Ill try the
horse.”

This time he had more success, for, as his weapon
snapped, the animal which the Afghan trooper rode
stiffened all four legs, and came sliding along, churning
up the ground; in fact, he almost threw his rider. But
the latter managed to retain his seat, and, digging his
spurs into the poor brast, caunsed him to plunge forward.
But it was his last effort, for, steadying his arm as much
as possible, Alec managed to plant a hall in the horse’s
head. There was a dull crash, the shrick of a startled
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man, and when Alec looked, there was the animal tumbled
into a heap, while three yards in front lay the trooper,
silent and motionless.

“Broke his neck, perhaps,” thought Alec. “He was
a plucky beggar. 1 wonder how I shall get on with the
officer ?

He had galloped on some three or four hundred yards,
and was emerging into a plain at the far side of which
were Major White and his party, when a shot rang out,
and a puff of smoke belched from behind a rock some fifty
vyards away, just at the edge of the hill for which the
Afghan officer had made. An instant later Alec was fly-
ing headforemost through the air, while, from the position
where the gun had been fired, a figure mounted a horse
rapidly, and, drawing his tulwar, rode out to dispatch the
fallen enemy.



CHAPTIR VI

Yohinda Khan, the Sirdar

‘ ‘ 7 HILE Alee lies prone upon the ground we will

_canter ahead some little way and fall in beside

Major White and his miniature force. This

gallant officer had received orders to make his presence

felt, and fo act in conjunction with Baker’s force away on
the left Hank.

“1 mean fo drive the enemy off the hills on our right
with my own men,” said the major. ““Let the guns ad-
vance and talk to those fellows on the crest.”

He pointed to the enemy, now well in sight, and watched
as the gun teams dragged their loads info position. There
was no doubt that the officer in command meant business
on this cool morning, for he took his pieces within fifteen
hundred yards of the erest and smartly unlimbered ; then,
for a quarter of an hour, shell after shell was sent at the
enemy, bursting finely on the erest.  Not that the Afghang
thought much of our guns at first, for they crowded the
ridge, and, as the weapons boomed, danced frantically,
shouting at the fop of their voices and waving banners
and tulwars above their heads.

“ Blest if they ain’t like a lot of bloomin’ lunaties!”
said Sergeant Gillows of the commander-in-chief’s escort,
as he fidgeted in hie saddle. “They looks for all the
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world like apes a-danein’ the fantango. But jist you wait
a bit, you'll see the major’ll give “em snufl”

“Jemima! Thimp in the middle of them! Sergeant,
them gunner boys pumped one of theiv shells right into
the middle of a crowd and—look, there’s another!?”

The trooper, who had raised his voice in the excitement
of the moment and had risen as high as possible in his
stivrups, suddenly subsided and attempted to efface him-
self, for the chief of staff, hearing their voices, had turned
round.

“Keep quict, yer noodle! Do yer want to get me into
trouble?” growled the scrgeant. “James, that was a
good *un! And look at them Highlanders!”

Well might he draw attention to the wing of the 92nd,
for their advance was a magnificent piece of work. Push-
ing forward at the run, and in slightly extended ovder,
they mounted the hills by means of short and rapid rushes,
taking advantage of every scrap of cover. Plainly dis-
cernible from the position taken up by the general and his
staft, the figure of Major White could be seen in advance.
His control of the men was wonderful. A movement of
his sword was Instantly detected by his officers, and also by
his men. He sprang to his feet and went racing up the
hill, the lusty Gordems following. Showers of bullets
greeted them, being fired from hehind excellent cover given
by the ridge, and yet, in spite of the fact that the side of
the hill was almost devoid of cover, few of the missiles
found a mark. Here and there, as the onlookers watched,
a kilt was seen to drvop, roll a few feet downhill, and then
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come to a stop.  But the majorily held on Bl their leader
suddenly made a signal, and then, as one man, the wing of
the gallant Gordons plunged face forwards on to the
ground.

“A fine sight! Splendid! Tlow I wish T was there!”

A stall officer, dressed in trews and khaki jacket, who
gat his horse just behind the general, with his eyes glued to
his plasses, brought one hand down wpon his thigh with a
rezounding smack, and then colored to the roots of his
hair.

“ A gallant leader, and the right sort of men!” smiled
the peneral. “ I would that I was there also.”

“ Hammer and tongs! They're at it again!” growled
Sergeant Gillows,  © Oh, look at them bloomin’ shells!”

“ What's the matter with them, sergeant?  Yer can sce
with half an eye that they're flyin® clear overhead into the
field behind, That ain’t the way with our gunners. Why,
look for yourself?”

This time their attention was attracted to the fire of the
Armstrong guns posted in the mouth of the defile, which
had turned theie attenfion from the three Brilish guns fo
Major White and his wing of ITighlanders. Had they
obtained the range, and been able to handle their pieces
as precisely as did onr men, no doubt the Gordons would
have had some harassing moments fo contend with.  But,
as the trooper had remarked (o Sergeant Gillows, with a
fine flow of language induced by the excitement of the
moment, shells had, without exception, flown harmlessly
overhead.,
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“On again! The boys are pushing forward!” whis-
pered the staff officer; “and see how close they are to the
enemy!”

By means of his glasses he had detected a large force of
Afghans posted on the ridge, and outnumbering the Goz-
dons by at least eighteen to one. And no doubt Major
White had also observed them. Leading his men upward,
he took them from cover to cover, and from ridge to ridge,
till they were almost within hand grips of the enemy. And
there he was forced to let them rest, for all were hreathless,
all save the major, whom no amount of climbing seemed
to tire. 1or a moment he too lay beneath the scanty cover;
then, seeing that there was little hope of the British guns
disturbing the Afghans, and that his own men needed
some powerful stimulus, he leaped to his feet, seized a rifle,
and ran on up the hill. Then he halted, singled out the
leader of the Afghans, and fired, bringing the man crash-
ing on to the rocks.

A moment hefore he had stood unsupported, while his
officers and men looked on open-eyed with astonishment.
Now there was a roar, the clatter of stones set loose by a
hundred pairs of boots, and then a line of gleaming hayo-
nets swept on up the hill.

“Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah!” The cheers of these
gallant Gordons came like music o the ears of the head-
quarter staff, posted in the plain. They saw the flash of
bayonets and the swing of the dark tartan kilt. Then the
thunder of the guns playing on the right ceased, and cheers
and Highlanders went over the ridge together, the skirl of
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the bagpipes following closely in Eheir rear. Nothing could
stop them.  Led by their gallant major, who won the Vie-
toria Cross for his daring action of a foew minutes helore,
the wing of the Gordons joined hands with the Cavalry
and the Pioneers and dashed down upon the defile.

On their left General Baker had meanwhile been as-
cending the heights manned by the Afghan regulars, and
presently he was marching toward the defile, sweeping
the enemy before him. As darkness fell his column joined
with that of Major White, and the troops who had fought
so magnificently prepared to bivouac upon the ground
which they had captured,

Thiz action cost our forces very little, for hut three
officers were wounded, while of the rank and file about
cighty were killed and wounded.  The enemy were com-
pletely routed and fled toward Cabul, leaving two stan-
dards, twenty pieces of cannon and various mountain guns
in our hands.  Four hundred were killed, while a vast
number of wounded regulars and hillmen lay about on the
hills or were dragged away by their comrades.

Alee Dennisson lay like a log, stunned by the toss which
he had taken, while his horse was streteched out some fect
behind him, killed by the Afghan’s bullet.

“The first blood to me,” thought the Afghan. <1 will
sever his neck with my tulwar, and carry the head to
Cabul. Yes, and T will perform the aet as T gallop.”

Just to practice his aim, he leaned forward in the saddle
and made a sweeping cut at a big tuft of grass, lopping the
heads off daintily, Then he returned the tulwar to his
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shoulder, and, gathering the reins well hetween the fingers
of his left hand, spurred his horse at the senseless figure
of the Englishman. A moment and he was close to it
when, steering the hovse into position, he swang the tulwar
round, and at the precise moment hrought the keen blade
hissing down at Aled’s necl. [t happened, however, that
his animal was not as reliable as he, for having galloped
right up to the recumbent figure, which was alinost hidden
in the grass, the fine gray Arab suddenly caught sight of
Alee, and, with & shiver, started to one zide, almost un-
horsing his rider. The movement just saved our hero’s
life, for, as it was, the tip of the tulwar cut a finc clean
line through the hack of his coat.

“TPig!” shouted the Afghan officer, wrenching at the
reins,  “ Back, so that T may complete the work.”

ITe tugged at the animal’s mouth, hut in vain, for this
high-spirited beast was not accustomed o such rough
handling. It galloped on some filty yards, and then, feel-
ing the bit, rose crect with such suddenmess that the
Afghan dropped his tolwar and clung to the saddle with
‘one hand. Down went the heast again, only to receive an-
other jerk. This time he rose still higher, and still {fecling
the hit, staggered and fell backwards, throwing his rider,
who narrowly escaped heing rolled on.

“PBrute!” he exelaimed, as, somewhat frightened, he
rolled Lo one side. T will feach you fo behave in sueh a
manner.”

Tuming at his bad fortune, he rose to his feet and ran
toward the borse, snatching atb the bridle when within a
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pace or two.  But the animal was thoroughly frightened,
and swerved away from him. Another attempt seb it
trotling away, and the next zecond it was ealloping, throw-
ing up its heels as il the very sound of its own hools had
started it out of its senses. With a growl of anger the
Afghan swung round and ran toward his fallen talwar.

“Sidi shall have a lesson in manmers,” he was saying.
“ T will practice him at this exercise of riding up to fallen
Inglishmen.  Doubtless he will soon learn, and perhaps
it will be useful later on. A, the horseman | ”

As he stopped to pick up his tulwar and turned his head
in Alec’s direction, measuring the distance he would have
to traverse ere he came up with the enemy, he saw that the
latter had risen on hands and knees.

“ e recovers from the fall. Then T will run to him.
e is in the correct position now, and with a bold stroke
[ could sever the head. Al, T will not disappoint him or
keep him waiting.”

Grasping his keen weapon he ran toward Alee, while
the latter remained on hands and knees, his head whirling,
while a deadly sickness gripped him. Mechanically, as the
Afghan ran over some rocky ground and scattered the
stones, Alec lifted his head, staring at his enemy casually
and with faint interest. It did not seem to dawn upon
him that he was in danger. Indeed, nothing dawned upon
his dulled perception but a fecling of intense sickness and
giddiness.

“ e is helpless! T have Lhin! 1lis head shall be dis-
played in the bazaar.”
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This Afghan had no fine feclings about the slaying of an
encmy, and sct up a shout of joy, which was his undoing;
for Alee could watch his advance listlessly, wondering
vaguely what it meant, while the sight of the tulwar
caused no apprehension. But the shout had a note of
menace in it which roused his muddled brain. He lifted
his head higher, threw off the feeling of sickness with a
huge effort, and staggered {o his feet. Then, feebly, he
drew his sword, and raised it just in time to parry a terrific
slash which the Afghan delivered. Then indeed did Alec
rouse himself.

“ Murderer!” he shouted. “Now I remember you cut
at me when I lay half stunned by the fall. And you were
returning here to finish the job. Then you will be dis-
appointed. How’s that?”

“Surrender and I will spare your life,” cried the
Afghan. ¢ Drop your sword and accept Imprisonment in
place of death.”

“ Surrender yourself!” shouted Alec, now thoroughly
roused and indignant at the attempt which the officer had
made to slay him while quite helpless. “Up with your
hands, or I will do for you as you attempted to do for
me!”

“Die! 'That for your threat!”

The Afghan sprang in with a bound, taking advantage
of the fact that the point of his adversary’s sword was
lowered, and made a sweeping cut. Alec instinctively
stooped, though the movement brought on the old gid-
diness. Then, quick as lightning, he raised his sword, and,
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finding the Afghan too close for the point, struck him a
heavy blow on the forehead with the pummel.

“Dropped him like a dog! Well done, young ‘un.
We thought you were done for, and wore standing on
our tocs with anxiety. ITurralh! Youve made a cap-
ture.”

Alee looked up, startled fo see a group of Lancers just
topping the rise in front of him, where they had halted
their horses and stared at the combatants, not daring to
move lest they should attract his attention and be the
means of his downfall.  Now, however, Jack Escombe
came galloping up, and swung himself from the saddle.

“They helioed to the general that you had lost your
way, and hal been seen riding toward the pass. Also,
that you were being pursued.  Massey sent me along; and
here we are, by George! and a narrow shave you've had
of it. That beggar meant to kill you. Hi, corporal, give
a hand here!”

The garrulous officer had stretched out his hand to shake
his friend’s, for with all his merriment he was sincercly
relieved to have come in time. T'o his amazement, Alec
looked at the hand aimlessly, stretehed out his own with
sword dangling from the wrist, and twrning a ghastly
¢olor, stumbled against his friend.

“He's shook up, sir,” remarked the corporal, as he
gently placed Alee on his back and rested his head on
his knee. “1 saw a bit of what happened. This cove
here fired at his horse, and didn’t Mr. Dennisson come a
cropper ! Then the blackguard rode at him and give him
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a cut with his tulwar. Look at that for a slice! Tt’s cut
through jacket and shirt, and just drawn blood. Then he
got thrown hisself, and come back to wind up the matter.
Mr. Dennisson’s done well withont us.”

“Tetch the flask from my holster, one of you lads,”
sang out Jack. “And look here! There’s a stream
a few yards behind us. One of you get a helmetful of
water.”

The Lancers were bustling to carry out the order within
a moment, four of the sturdy fellows falling up from their
saddles and handing the reins to a comrade. Then one
unstrapped the holster on Jack’s saddle, while the remain-
der rushed off to the stream.

“(letting better, young ’un. You’re knocked out of
time by the fall, but you managed splendidly. Your
Afghan is still insensible. How do you feel now?’

“A bit dizzy. My head is swimming, and I feel very
sick. Oh, I say, steady on with that water!”

He spluttered, and sat up gasping, for the corporal in
his anxiety had thrown a liberal supply of water into his
face. Then he langhed good-naturedly and scrambled to
his feet, the kindly corporal still supporting him,

“Put that down. Drink it to the last drop!”

Jack Iiscombe lifted the tumbler of his flask to Alec’s
lips, and grasping the latter’s head, tipped the liquid into
his mouth. It set him gasping again, for Jack had but
a faint idea of proportions, and had poured the dose of
spirit out in unusual haste. But it had the desired effect,
Alec declaring himself to be much better.
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“No, no more water, thank you, corporal,” he laughed,
as he wiped his face with his handkerchief ;  yow’ve given
me a recular hath.”

“ 1 fancey we'd better be moving,” said Jack., “Our fol-
lows are mounting the hill, and we are likely to find our-
eclves between their fire and that of the Afghans.  Bring
along that horse, corporal, and let one of our boys sling
this Afghan across his saddle. And, by the way, send
four of them to take Mr. Dennisson’s bridle and saddle,
Aleey we captured the horse, while you made a prisoncer
of the man.  Exchange is no robbery, don't you know!
You hand over the unfortunate beggar to us, while we
present you with a mount to replace the one shot under
you.  Now, up you go.”

Ie helped his friend into the saddle, and then, sceing
that he was still giddy and badly shaken, he motioned to
a couple of the Lancers to close up on cither side.

“ No need fo make the pace” he said rcassuringly,
“WeTll walk it if the Afghans give us the chance.”

e led the way, Alee with a trooper on either side fol-
lowing, while the escort fell in the rear, one of the men
having lifted the unconscious figure of the Afghan officer
across his saddle, where he carried him as gently as
the cirenmstances would allow. And presently, as they
ermerged from the low hills and came into the plain, bullets
swept past them, humming loudly in the air, for a Snider *
makes a4 huge noise compared with the missiles now in
use—that is, if the latter are flying true. A conical bullet
fired by a modern weapon, should it strike a rock or the

* The rifle formerly used by the English army.
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ground and he deflected, wobbles, and sometimes turns over
in its flight, setting up a high-pitched sound which is some-
what awe-inspiring. Despite the flying bullets, none of
the parly were hit. Very soon they were riding through
a part placed exactly between the two flanks of the British
army, and, of course, in rear, and by turning their heads
to either side could see Baker’s army of two thousand, or
Major White’s slender force. The guns attracted their
attention more than all, for at this stage of the hattle
they were at it as hard as they could work, answering the
Afghan guns in a manner which did one good to see. Halt
an hour later they rode np to the general staff, for Alcc
was still too shaken to follow out his original orders.

“What is this?” demanded the chief of stalf, riding up
to them. “We saw you ride out; and the general tells
me that General Baker helioed that an officer was out of
his bearings. Who was it?”

“ Mr. Dennisson, sir. He rode toward the pass, hoping
to reach Major White. e was chased by the -Afghans,
and managed to get dway from them. He was thrown
hadly, and this prisoner was in the act of killing him as
he lay stunned on the ground. But he came to at that
second, and just had strength to knock the fellow—the
prisoner, I beg pardon—down. The Afghan is an officer,
sir.”

“Bless my life! Mr. Dennisson seems always to be
meeting with trouble and hard knocks. Let him lie down
for a time. And, Mr. Escombe »

“Yes, sir.”
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“MTake the prisoner and our friend round to the advance

dressing-station, and ask the doctors to sce to them.”

“And Tet o careful wateh he kepl over this Alghan,”
swldenly interposed the commander of the British forces,
having walked a few paces loward the group as they
talked.  © When Mr. Dennisson is better we will interro-
gate him.”

Alec would have liked there and then to declare his
ability to cross-question the Afghan, but the chief of stalt
seemed to have instantly divined his intention.

“No, no, not now,” he said. “We are too busy. The
action is at its height.  Carry out the orders, Mr. Tseombe,
and accept my thanks for your prompt action.  Our young
interpreter is too valuable an officer to be lost without an
effort.”

“My word! There’s a feather in your cap!” grinned
the subaltern of the escort, as, having saluted, he rode
away- with his men. “Put that little sentence in your
pipe, young "un, and smoke it.” ]

[t was, in fact, handsome commendation, and Alce
appreciated it {o the full. Indeed, it went far to restore
him to his old self again. Resting while others were
moving and fighting irritated him, for he was filled with
energy. But there were the orders, and Iscombe and one
of the doctors between them saw that he obeyed.

“No talking,” =aid the latter, peremptorily, hiding a
gmile. ¢ You will lie there in the shade of the tent till
T am satisfied with your condition. TLet me tell you that
you have had a narrow escape, and that anyone else would
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have hroken his head or his nmeck. You have been badly
sbunned, and from the appearances of this jacket have
been precious near to being heheaded. Let that satisfy
you for a time.”

He walked away to attend to a few cases of minor
wounds which hegan to dribble in, leaving Jack Iiscombe
beside his friend.

“Jolly glad you’re alive and well,” said the latter, as
he pressed his hand preparatory to leaving. “ You have
indeed had a narrow shave, and it must be that you're
born only to be hanged. Not a word! Off to sleep!”

Alec laughed and shook his fist. "Then, obedient to the
order, he turned on his side and closed his eyes. Guns
thundered in the distance, while rolling volleys came to
his ears. DBut presently he heard them but distantly, and
soon fell asleep. When he awoke if was getting dark,
and the action was over. Less than half of General Sir
T'rederick’s troops had been engaged, and had routed the
Afghan army.

“The provost marshal has sent across to say that when
you are fit for the work he will be glad of your services
as interpreter,” said the doctor as he made his rounds.
“That Afghan beggar is sitting up, looking about him
as though he thought we would slaughter him. And, by
all accounts, he deserves to be harshly treated.”

“I'm quite ready, sir. TIl go now.”

He was out of the tent in a moment, standing erect.

“Thank goodness, that headache has gone,” he said.
“May I go across now?”
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The doctor nodded, and went to his work, wondering
at the keenness of our hero,

“The right stuff,” he said to a hrother-medico. “ Gets
a crack over the head which would lay many a man up
for the best part of a week, and lics down for three hours
or so. The general has his eyes on Dennisson, they
sny.”

“Then he’ll need to use them well,” was the rejoinder,
“flor the lad is everywhere, the most restless youngster,
and when there is no work to be done, he and that chap
Iiscomhe, with a few more Dbesides, are forever ragging
and skylarking, Come along here, Iillis. I want you
to help me with one of the Highland boys.”

A minute or two later Alec presented himself ab the
provost marshal’s tent, directed there by the faint light
which streamed through the canvas.

“Come in!” the colonel shouted, and at the summons
he entered prompily.

The provost marzhal and his subordinate were secated
at a traveling office table, in the center of which a regula-
tion candle spluttered, being aflixed to the boards by the
simple process of heating the base. Behind them stood
a sergeant, with papers in his hand, while the murmur
of sentries ecould be heard outside.

“Ah! Better, T hope. Had a nasty experience, eh?”

The colonel smiled his pleasant smile at Alee, and with
one swift glance seemed to take in every inch of him.

“The tulwar must have had a razor edge” he rxaid,
motioning to the gash in our hero’s jacket, a gash which
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he had endeavored to conceal; for the weight allowed an
officer for kit was small, and spare tunics did not form
a part of it. Tom Bird would have to see what he could
do with needles and cotton. -

“ Now tell me,” he went on. ‘I understand that you
were thrown and stunned, and that the prisoner attempted
to slay you while lying senseless. Is that the case?”

“ Yes, sir.”

“ TIe missed his stroke and your neck, and was thrown
himself. Then you managed to rise and protect your-
self. In fact, you stunned the ruffian in return?”

“T hit him with the hilt as hard as 1 could, sir. e
was too close for the point, and I felt so giddy that I
did not dare risk missing him.”

“ A fact which he discovered to his cost. We will
question him, Mr. Dennisson, and it would be as well
to let him know at once that by all the rules of warfare
his life is forfeited. March him in, please.”

There was silence for a moment or two, and then the
voice of the commander of the escort.

“ Shoulder harms!” shouted the sergeant, as if his
men were half a mile away. “Rright wheel! Quick
march! ’Alt! Rright dress”

He prided himself upon his smartness and that of his
men, and at the voice the latter flew. Closing ahout their
prisoner, they hustled him into the tent, and when he
halted a pace in front of them, dragged him back with
marked lack of ceremony.

“Rright dress!” commanded the sergeant, in tones
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which had some trace of disappointment, as if he thought
the prisoner ought to nnderstand and act more promptly
on the order. “Back on the extreme left. - Heyes front!”

“ Ask his name,” saicl the colonel.

Alec at once turned fo his late opponent and repeated
the question.

“Yohinda Khan,” was the answer. “ A sirdar of
Aghanistan.”

“And a rufian to boot,” growled the colonel. “ Now,
tell him that an enemy who attacks a wounded or helpless
man of ours forfeits hig life”

Alee did as he was asked, noticing that the prisoner’s
eves turned up as he heard the words, while his complexion
changed. His lips trembled, the ends of his mustaches
shaking visibly.

“Ile doesn’t like the thought,” said the colonel. “ Now,
say that he is o be shot to-morrow morning.”

Alee repeated the words, while the provost marshal
watched the prisoner. As for the latter, the news set the
perspiration pouring from beneath his turban, though the
night was decidedly chilly, while the sentry on either side
had to support him.

“ Add, unless he is prepared to do as we desire.”

Alec had no need to repeat the sentence more than once,
for Yohinda Khan gripped at the reprieve as he would have
done at a straw were he a drowning man.

“ 1 will tell all,” he said, looking at the men assembled
ahout him as if, as was indeed actually the case, he were
in terror of his life.  Let the noble lord ask, and it shall
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be answered. There is nothing that T will withhold from
him.”

“ And nothing to withhold,” said the colonel, turning
to his subordinate. “ Our intelligence officers have learned
all the news, and we have not frightened this wretched
fellow with a view to extracting information. We desire
to make use of him, and this will be his work. Tell
him this, Dennisson. He will be given papers to-night,
and will be escorted through the pass. From thence he
will make his way to Cabul and scatter our proclamation.
It is to warn all women and children and the non-com-
batants to clear away, for we may have to fire on the
capital. e will report himself to me when the army
is in possession of Cabul.”

The Afghan’s face lighted up as he heard the news, and
he even smiled his thanks and relief.

“The noble lord can rely upon my doing the work,” he
said. “ T will report to him when he arrives at the capital,
this I vow on my honor.”

“ His honor!” exclaimed the colonel with a sniff, when
Alec interpreted. “ You can say that we of England do
not value honor which allows a man to strike at a fallen
enemy.”

A scowl flitted across the handsome features of the
Afghan sirdar when he heard what had been said. But
in an instant he was smiling again, and smiling, he was
marched from the provost marshal’s presence.

“ A bad hat, T should say,” was the remark of the latter’s
subordinate as he emerged with Alec. “ And he didn’t
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seem favorably impressed with you. Depend upon it,
Dennisson, here in a land of enemies you have made one
of them most certninly yours. ook out for the fel-
low. They say these Afghans arc faithless, and given to
assassination.”

Alce had heard the same, hut he gave little heed to the
captain’s warning. ITowever, he was yef to see more of
Yohinda Khan, and to understand better than formerly
the depths to which an Afghan’s hate can take him.



CHAPTER VII

Looking Backward

lowing morning, the morning of October 7. Iis

headache had entirely gone, and the sole effects
remaining from his fall of the previous day was a stiffness
about the muscles of the neck and a tenderness of the
head; that and the long slit in his tunic and a battered
helmet.

“ It saved yer life, sir,” said Tom Bird, producing the
headgear alluded to, a an early hour, as Alec crawled
from his tent. “I’ve pushed it into shape with my fist
and thrown some water over it. The sun will dry it hard,
and no one will be the wiser. There’s the tunic, sir. My
mother tanght me to do a bit of stitching.”

“ And capitally you have done it, Tom. What about the

'}J

!_LEC DENNISSON awoke refreshed upon the fol-

orders? When do we move

The handy fellow shook his head, for as yet none had
been published. Instead, he helped his master into the
tunic, drawing attention to his work again.

Like all soldiers worth their salt, Tom could turn his
hand to many things, and for that reason was an excellent
servant. :

“I can mend and wash yer clothes, and cook yer rations

118
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at a pinch,”

he had confided to Alee, when the latter was
interviewing him with a view to appointing him his serv-
ant.  “1 can ride, clse I wouldn’t be a Lancer, and I can
lead a horse with any man.”

And the honest fellow had been as good as his word,
for hie was invaluable. A little later he had wscen his
master satisfactorily dressed, and proceeded to lower the
tent and pack away the kit, while Alee went across fo the
mess. And here again was an example of handiness of
soldiers.  Though continually on the move, the staft ap-
peinted to eater for the headguarters of this mobile field
force were mever found wanting. A native cook was em-
ployed, while a sergeant and four men saw to everything
clse, Their duty it was o crect the tent and unpack,
while they waited upon the officers at all times. Dut few
had time to spend on their meals. The latter were always
hurried, and so but a few minutes had passed ere Alec
was in the open again, waiting to take any message. There
was a bustle about the camp on this morning, for Cabul
was near at hand, and there was much to be done. Over-
night the dead, twenty in number, had been buried, while
hy now the wounded were all comfortably settled. But
arrangements had to be made as to the captured guns, and
a thorough investigation of the ground between the troops
and the eity of Cabul. 1t was not long, therefore, belore
the general and his stall rode forward to the pass and can-
tered through it.  On the far side they found pickets of
Baker’s force, while in rear the main portion was strongly
entrenched. And very close at hand was the city of Cabul,
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the scene of the massacre of Cavagnari’s mission, backed by
a high rocky ridge. Afghans could be seen moving hither
and thither, while standards crowned the hills. But as yet
there was no sign of a massed army, or of serious resistance,
and so, that the British force should not march into an
ambush, patrols of horse were sent forward to reconnoiter.

“That is the Sherpur cantonment,” said an officer to
Alec, as they stood looking at the city through their glasses.
“The British forces were encamped there in 1839 and
until their disastrous retreat in 1841. Iiver been here
before?”

“No, sir. But I have traveled a good deal in the
country with my father. Many of the sirdars were
friendly with him, and he could cross the frontier with
little danger. I learned the language on those trips. But
we never ventured into Cabul.”

“Then you are young Dennisson. Ah, T have nol met
you before. ILven in a small force like this one may
march beside fellows for weeks and never get to know
them, though it is somewhat unusual, T admit. What an
escape you had yesterday! How’s the head?”

“ Quite right, sir, thank you. I am a little stiff about
the neck.”

“A good thing in an Englishman,” laughed the major.
“ Seriounsly though, this little band will want all its forti-
tude, for though we may take the city we shall have hard
times before us. We are not likely to intimidate the
whole of Afghanistan. Their anger will smolder, and
one of these days their moullas will get the upper hand,
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and the fanaties will launely themselves at us.  Did you
you ever hear of those poor Tellows who were here in 41?7

“My father fold me something, but I don’t recollect,
sir. . T'hey were slaughtered to a man.”

*“Wrong,” said the major, “One officer escaped from
their ¢lutches, and later on a few officers’ wives were
handed over to us with their husbands. Tt was a sorry
affair, and we did not shine brilliantly.  And it’s too long
a story to tell vou here, while our fellows are patrolling
out in front.  And, besides, the history of Afghanistan is
so full of intrigue that a scholar would scarcely do jus-
tice to it.  Youw've heard of Dost Mohamed, of course?”

Alee admitted that he had, for Dost was the ruler of the
country from 1826 till 1863, save for a period of three
years when the British were in occupation.

“ And you have doubtless heard of Shah Socjah? No?
Well, he was ruler in Cabul from 1803 till 1809, when he
was deposed. ITe has always been described as ne’er-do-
well, a wanderer and a bandit, and a wanderer he became
again when he was deposed. He it was, too, who had
possession of the famous diamond, the Koh-I-noor, which
was taken from him by Runjeet Singh, the ruler of the
Punjaub. Penniless and a wanderer still, this fallen ruler
found his way to Loodianah, where he became a pen-
sioner of the East India Company,

“ Persia and Russia are mixed up in these Afghan
troubles of ours,” went on the major, “and T can only tell
you here that the Shah of the former nation was ambitious,
and had cast covetous eyes on Herat and the Afghan
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province about that city. Indeed, in 1837 he marched on
Herat and besieged the place, being defeated and obliged
to raise the siege after nine months and a half. It was
well known by our Government that Russia was aiding
and abetting the Persian Shah, and as any advance of
Russia toward our western frontier of India was a men-
ace, we were forced to interfere. Tfor that reason a mili-
tary force and a fleet of warships were dispatched from
Bombay to the Island of Karrack in the Persian Gulf.
Such an exhibition of our intention to interfere, combined
with his non-success at Herat, caused the Shah to raise
the siege.

“ And now for Dost. He was a fine fellow, not of the
nobility, but the son of Poyndah Khan, a statesman and a
fine soldier. The times were troublous ones when he was a
young man, and had it not been for the cruel murder of
one of his brothers, no doubt he would never have come to’
the throne. But he set himself to avenge his brother’s
death, and, gathering adherents, in the course of time ‘
finally seized upon the throne. And a wise ruler he made,
only the British Government could not see it. Indeed, sur-
reptitiously they aided and abetted the man who sought for
his downfall, for they caused four months’ pension to be
advanced to Shah Soojah to enable him to regain his own
throne. But the attempt was doomed to disappointment,
for when Shah Soojah appeared bofore Candahar and
besieged it, the gallant Dost marched against him and
hopelessly defeated him. On his return to Cabul he found
that Runjeet Singh had crossed the Attack with his forces
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and occupied the province of Peshawur, now in British
hands. Naturally, Dost turned from the British to the
Persians. The latter were then besieging Herat, Russian
envoys were at the court of Cabul full of promises, while
the Government of India wrote scolding dictatorial let-
ters, promising nothing, not even their protection. And
all the while they looked on and saw Dost robbed of a
province, and his country invaded by a force raised hy
means of the rupees which they had advanced.

“Our reply to this decision of the Dost was to send
our force to Karrack and end the siege of Herat. Then
we turned to Shah Soojah, and set to work to prepare an
army which should carry him to Cabuol and place him on
the throne. Altogether, it was a piece of amazing policy,
an example of highhandedness which was incxcusable, und,
as the result proved, a disastrous decision for owr Gov-
ernment. Your father was a ‘political” was he not,
Dennisson ?

Alec nodded assent. “ He was on the frontier for many
years,” he said.

“Then he would have known. all about the affair. I am
" with the Intelligence, and know that these facts arc cor-
rect, and also that the action of the Government was
afterwards severely criticised. And so were the military
arrangements for the campaign, for instead of an invasion
along this, the shortest line, our men were marched hun-
dreds of miles, their route being along the Sutlej to its
junction with the Indus, then along the latter river to the
crossing point at Roree, and from thence across the north-
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ern Belooch provinces by the Bolan and Kojuk passes to
Candahar. TFrom that city they marched to Cabul by way
of Khelat-I-Ghilzai and Ghuzni, meeting with fierce oppo-
sition at the latter place. Afterwards none was met with,
and on August 6 the invading army marched into the town
we see before us. The gallant Dost had fled from the
place, and Shah Soojah entered Cabul in triumph, with
British bayonets about him, a swarm of political and mili-
tary officers at his elbow, and the thunder of salutes deafen-
ing the air. None but the most servile of Afghan sirdars
attended his durbars. The whole population stood aloof,
scowling at this usurper, thrust on the throne by a nation
they despised as feringhee dogs. Thus were we rewarded,
after a long march lasting from December of the previous
year, and costing numerous valuable lives, a huge loss
in transport animals, and as a consequence, in baggage
and military effects, and in addition a very large expendi-
ture of treasure. Tt was to cost us still more. Have you
heard of the retreat of that hapless, half-starved army? ”

Alec had been told some of the facts by his father, but
listened respectfully.

“1It is a pitiful story,” said the major, “ and can be told
in few words. But, first of all, let me say that the in-
vading army, finding the nation of Afghans peaceful for
the time, sent home for wives and children, and soon settled
as an army of occupation. There were dances, dinpers,
and concerts, and a hundred other little amusements by
which life in cantonments was made more agreeable; and,
meanwhile, all troops had heen withdrawn from Cabul, and
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from the Balla Hissar, the key of the city. They were
now stationed outside at the Sherpur cantonment, with
the Afghan positions close ab hand and dominating them.
Then, too, Dost had made his appearance again, At fivst
he had come with armed men, and had given trouble in
Kohistan, Then, weary of wandering, he had delivered
himsell to our commanding officer, and in due course was
dispatched to British India. But he lel't his son behind to
wateh over his interests, Akbar IKhan by name, and he
quickly made his presence felt. All seemed quicscent,
and the nation of Afghans had apparently accepted Dritish
oceupation with a good grave, when a trifling affnir upset
all caleulations. The subsidies paid to Afghan sirdars for
their good-will were suddenly reduced, and at once they
went over to Akbar Khan, with whom, no doubt, they had
all through been in communication, Then fighting began,
outstations being at first attacked, and with wonderful
success ; indeed, though it was unpleasant to have to admit
it, the support offered these outstations by the officer
commanding the central garrison here at Cabul was almost
nil.  Encumbered often with women and children, and
surrounded by masses of the enemy, they were driven from
their posts, and in some cases few indeed survived the
journey to Cabul. All this time our troops lay in the
Sherpur cantonment, a wall of earth erected about them,
and & mere scratch in the ground forming the pretense
of a ditch. Disheartened by the news of misfortunes else-
where, and with their spirits depressed for the simple rea-
son that they lay motionless when danger surrounded them,
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they looked over their three-foot walls at the Afghan forts
commanding them on every side, and wondered wha{ would
happen. Would you believe it, their food supplics were
stored in a fort commanded by one held by the Afghans,
and lying some distance outside the cantonment?”

The major paused to draw Alec’s attention to some of
the patrols now riding near the city, and to massed Afghans
on the heights beyond. Then he gave expression to a
grunt of disgust and resumed the tale.

“There were enemies all round our troops,” he said,
“while the Amecr whom we had thrust on the throne
sat in his palace, impotent to aid cither himself or those
who had come go far to befriend him. And very soon the
crisis came.  Our treasury, situated in Cabul, was attacked
and looted by the mob, three British officcrs being
massacred. And then came the turn of the other. The
frantic Afghan irregulars got completely out of hand, and
attacked flercely. Soon they had taken our supplies from
us, and we were hustled in the cantonment, unable to move,
and expecting assault in force at any moment. Of course,
we ought to have met their treachery with force, and made
use of the men we had. But indecision was the order of
the day, and matters steadily became more desperate.
Indeed, they came fo such a pass that we were forced to
accept the harshest terms, and to agree to march out of
the country. The tale of that journey down the Khyber
is too sad to tell you, and no doubt you have heard it
often before; but of some five thousand fighting men and
a huge number of camp followers, one only lived to escape
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through the pass and reach friends. A few were saved
as hostages, 6r by some [riendly Afghans, while all the
remainder were massacred.

“Of course, we had o send up a punitive expedition
alter that; and well the work was done! Ifinally, this
new force retired, bringing with it British garrisons from
ather parts of the country, and inflicting on its way pun-
ishment on the Afghans. IProm that date till a short while
ago we lelt this country severely alone.  Now we are here
again, and let us hope we shall be more successful.”

“And what of Shah Soojah? ” demanded Alec, “and of
Dost??”

“Ah, T hal forgotten,  The former remained in Cabul
when our hapless force evacuated the cantonment, and
within a few short. days was murdered. Dost returned
from India, and for many years ruled the country wisely
and well.”

“ And then, major??”

“The same danger; the fear of Russian influence here
haunted our Government. And no doubt they had good
cause to feel nervous, for if this Afghan nation were sub-
jected by the Muscovites, the Czar and his masses of troops
could make their way into Northern India; that is to say,
they would not have to fight their way through the Khyber
and other routes, for, as you can casily see, this country is
extremely difficult for the passage of troops, and if Russia
were to force her way through mnow, she would have to
keep open her lines of communication, in case the mneed
for retreat should present itsell. That would mean a huge
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force; and il Russia were defeated by our troops, you may
be surc that these Afghan irregulars would hang on the
flanks of the vetreating armies and massacre cvery strag-
gler. So that, with the Amcer friendly to us, and still
holding independent rule over his own country, we are
more or less secure from Russian invasion; but were the
Muscovites to conclude a treaty giving them frec passage
through, or were they to conquer the Afghans, then, indeed,
the danger to India would he great.

“That is why our Government has striven to keep a
friendly Ameer on the throme; and for that reason also we
gent a mission to Cabul, with the object of maintaining
friendly relations; and perhaps more than that, of keeping
a watchful eye on the Ameer and his doings.”

“ A mission which the Afghans massacred in cold blood,”
said Alec, bitterly, thinking of his father.

“An act of treachery for which we shall make them
pay, or I am much mistaken in the intentions of the Gov-
ernment and of our gallant leader. But we shall have to
fight, Dennisson. So far we have been opposed to regulars
and to some thousands of irregulars. That is nothing to
what we may expect. This Ameer has made the mistake
of attempting to organize a regular army when his people
are fitted for irregular fighting. They are divided into
tribes, all of which are noted fighters in their own fierce
way. And they can be kept in hand and guided so long
as, when the time for action comes, they may rush at the
enemy in their own manner, and not in serried lines. We
have disposed of the brown-uniformed men, trained to act
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as regiments. Let us sce what success we shall have with
the wild hillmen, who, hefore long, will be surging about
us.”

“Look at them on the hills over there,” burst in Alec,
his glasses to his eyes. “1I think that a force is being
sent against them.”

This, in fact, was what was happening. General Massey
and his troopers had been actively engaged since early
morning in patrolling the ground lying hetween the pass
and the city of Cabul, and now his energics were being
occupied by the massed irregulars and regulars who had
been defeated on the previous day. They, with their ban-
ners of many hues, could be seen manning the heights at
the back of the city, and against them were sent the cavalry
brigade and General Baker’s command.

Later on it was learned that the rabble on the Asmai
heights, which overhang the suburb of Deh Afghan, were
under the command of Mahomed Jan, and consisted of the
remnants of the regular regiments of the previous day,
three fresh regiments from Kohistan, and the firebrands
of the city. _

Tt was with no little interest that Alec watched the ma-
neuvers, his glasses following the horsemen as they galloped
hither and thither. Presently, as the hours passed and the
afternoon arrived, a violent explosion was heard, while
the figures of wild Afghan horsemen could be seen gallop-
ing toward the hills.

“ T,00ks like an explosion in the Sherpur cantonment,”
said ome of the general’s staff. ¢ Dennisson, ride along
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and ascertain the real cause. You will find General Mas-
sey over in that direction.”

Delighted to have something to do again, Alec was in
his saddle in an instant, and went across the plain at a
fast canter, his Afghan horse carrying him magnificently.
Well up to his weight, this fine gray had more breed-
ing than the average horsc from India, and had already
attracted the attention of numbers of the officers, all of
whom envied him the capture; and our hero, too, began to
learn that he had indeed obtained a treasure in exchange
for the poor heast shot on the previous day.

“T fancy T could overhaul most of our mounted men,”
he said to himself as he galloped along. “The pace is
fast, and yet this animal has a good lot left. T’ll try him
for a few furlongs.”

There was ample room out there on the plain, and so he
touched the beast with his spurs, loosened the rein, and sat
closer in his saddle. Obedient to the wishes of his rider,
the horse burst into a swinging gallop, which took him and
his rider through the air at a pace which brought the tears
to Alec’s eyes. Then, as the reins were gently tightened,
he slowed cdown, and presently broke into a fast trot. A
few minutes later Alec was riding in the Sherpur canton-
ment, the scene of much British humiliation {orty years
before. There was Jack Escombe, strutting about, appar-
ently engaged in counting some guns parked in the can-
tonment, while a Lancer held his horse.

“ That you, young *un?” he sang out. *Just in time
to report a capture. General sent you? »
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“Yos, to report to (lencral Massey and ascertain the
cause and whereabouts of the explosion.”

“Then General Massey's aide will have pleasure in
giving the information.  In fact, I am lelt here for that
purpose, with orders to count these guns which we have
captured, and send the news to the commander-in-chief.”

Irull of hinportance, this dashing young TLancer officer
passed among the guns, his saber clanking and his riding
switch tucked beneath one arm. In his hand he carried
a note-book, and with Alec’s aid slowly counted the Afghan
artillevy.

“ seventy-five pieces of ordnance,” said Jack, solemnly.
“A fair capture, don’t you think? And look at
them ! ”

The two young officers passed through the lines of
parked artillery, inspecting cach of the guns in turn with
interest.  Nomte were from the firm of Armstrong, and
a few bore the British Govermnent stamp, having obviously
been presents to the Aneer; but the majority were of home
manufacture, the Ameer having set his own artificers to
work to cast and bore weapons. Indeed, a few days in
the meighborhood of Cabul proved to the British forces
that the Alghans were not by any means hehindhand when
it came to a question of arms, for their tulwars were keen-
edged and of the best steel, contrasting more than favorahly
with swords and sabers carried by our men, while their
rifles and guns, the majority of home manufactare, were
very creditable imitations of our own, the rifling of many
of the weapons being particnlarly good. However, Alce
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had a message to convey back to headquarters, and tnrned
to Jack Liscombe:

“Scventy-five pieces of ordnance captured hy General ‘
Massey’s brigade? What of the explosion? And is there
anything else to report?”

“Nothing. The blowup was a powder magazine in this
cantonment. The enemy retired at once, and we rode in.
Now we're off to turn the beggars out of the hills. So
long, young *un!”

e swung himself on to his horse and rode off with a
couple of troopers, leaving a dozen to look after the cap-
tured guns. Alee, too, clambered into his saddle, and
returned at an easy gait to the headquarters position.  And
as he rode he had opportunity fo admire the businesslike
methods of the British troops, for he formed a central
figure about which all moved. Before him the rear guard
and main body of the invading force rested on their arms,

I the regiments lolling on the grass, awaiting orders. In
___; their midst stood the commander-in-chiel and his stalf,

Tollowing with their fieldglasses the movements ol the
enemy and of the two brigades operating against them.
A little behind them were their horses, the syces squatting
at their heads, while in rear of these the tent could he
seen, with men bustling about it, preparing the day’s meal;
and emerging through the pass came the head of the
baggage column-—camels groaning beneath their loads,
mules, horses, and even a few asses, all with a strong ad-
vance guard Dbefore them, and, without doubt, a still
stronger flanking rear guard.



Looking Backward 133

A flash on the right caught the eye of the general’s aide-
de-camp, and, halting, he turned his glasses on the spot,
and then at once swung round and starved at the distant
heights. A similar flash was seen there, and, satisfied with
that, he snapped his glasses to and rode on; for he had
but seen the heliograph at work, the most useful daylight-
signaling apparatus extant. Indeed, he afterwards learned
that it was General Massey's signalers, who were calling
up the headquarters and reporting the movements of the
enemy.

“We shall camp here, I bet,” said one of the infantry
subalterns, when Alee had made his report and heen dis-
missed. “The orders have just been given to prepare
mcals, though we arc all to stand to arms. To-morrow
we shall he masters of Cabul”

“Not till we have cleaved those fellows from off the
hills,” answered Alec. “I hear that they are retiving
through a gap, and that our fellows are after them. There
are harely three thousand of the enemy.”

“ Bet you a new helmet, then, that we are in to-morrow,
Dennisson.  Come, accept the wager, for you arc in want
of a helmet.”

But Alec was not to be beguiled, and, indeed, would
have Jost to a certainty; for on the morrow, the heliograph
having reported that General Baker, with the help of the
cavalry brizade, was dispersing the enemy, Alee was sent
alter the latter to report his movements, and arrived only
in time to meel the latter returning.

“We've had a rough time of it,” explained Jack
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Escombe; “out pretty well all night, and always won-
dering when the enemy were going to attack. Now
they’re scuttled, and we are on the way home. Massey
means to show the beggars that they are licked, and that
he knows it. He’s marching us through the city, for we
are all tired, and it’s a long way round.”

And this was actually the case. Conscious of a victory
achieved, the general commanding the cavalry brigade Jed
his jaded men and horses through the heart of Cabul, past
hundreds of the inhabitants, none of whom offered violence
or even insult. Thal night the divisional camp was moved
to the Siah-Sung heights, while a cavalry regiment biv-
ouacked in the Sherpur cantonment, the Ghoorkas being
near at hand on the ridge commanding the Balla Hissar;
in fact, the city of Cabul was virtually in the hands of
the British, though at present it was left severely alome.
Within three days, however, officers and men were strolling
through the streets, while the flag of Britain flew from the
shattered battlements of the Balla Hissar.

It was with melancholy interest that Alee, accompanied
by Jack and Harry Macgregor, ventured info the town,
and turned toward the scene of the massacre.

“You go ahead, young ’un,” said the former, as they
arrived near the scene of the last fight of the mission,
“Harry and I are going to have a look outside first of
all, and will join you later on.”

They realized that their comrade would like to be alone,
and turned away ab omce. Alec, frembling in spite of
bimself, slowly walked toward the gate of the Balla
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Hissar and ventured beneath the archway. There was
the gun which had held the Alghan fanaties back, one
wheel broken, and the sponging-rod splinteved, as 1F i, too,
hid been used as ooweapon. Charred beams and hlackened
picees of fallen masonry lay everywhere, while amid the
déhris Jay the bones of those who had so gallantly defended
the place, their clothing still telling their nationality. It
was a painful duty, but he carried it through. 1lunting
high and low, he encountered Guides and British officers,
thieir bones, too, often. huried beneath the {allen masonry.
Who could say who had or who had not fallen here hencath
the gateway, or who had crawled into the blazing building
and there succumbed? It was enongh to know that all
had died, and in dying had left a tale ol gallantry behind.
sad at heart, he retwrned to his friends, and wandered
through the town. Then his services were in demand, and
he forgot his sad experience; indeed, for many days he
had little thme to think, for a durbar * was held, and cliorts
were made to bring to book all who had had a hand in
the massacres.  The Afghan quarter was entered, and all
against whom there was evidence were promptly hanged.
But it was known that many sirdars still escaped discoy-
ery, and against these special efforts were made. Thus
were the first two weeks of British occupation spent; nor
is there any movement of importance to record, save that
Gieneral Tlugh Gough retraced his steps with a small foree
to the Shutargurdan heights, and escorted Colonel Money's
troops to Cabul.  These latter had beaten off many atfacks,
and on one oceasion had successfully resisted an assaunlt

* An official reception or levee In India.
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delivered by no fewer than seventcen thousand fierce
Ghilzies. Almost immediately General Gough’s helio had
come into fouch with Colonel Money’s signalers, and the
latter boldly took the offensive, scatterinz the cnemy.
After that the combined force returned to Cabul to learn
that all was quiet, and that our troops had sulfered severely
from a series of explosions in the Balla Hissar, where there
was an enormous store of ammunition. On that account
they found the ridge deserted, and the troops cncamped
in the Sherpur cantonment. Two days later, as Alec and
his two friends wandered through the Afghan quarter, a
startling adventure befell them.



CHAPTER VIIT
Afzul the Skinner’s House

UMMY  people,” obszerved Jack Tscombe, as he
swageered through the Arghan quarter with Alec
andl Iarry Maecgregor.  “The men look fine fel-

lows; and don’t they long to fight ws!?”

“If looks would kill, then we should all be dead long
ago,” answered Harry,  “ They scowl on us, and there is
never a salaam as one would have in India.”

“ Do you notice that there are no women to he seen P
Once or twiee T have Tancied that I canght sight of a veiled
Tace at the windows, but it has gonc at onee,” said Alec,
suddenly.  “There are never any to he seen in the street.
But—Iook there!—what are those fellows doing?”

They had come to the jewelers’ portion of the Afghan
city, and at once their interest was aroused; for at every
open door sat a skilled workman, some article fitted into
the wax end of his stick, working at it diligently. A tray
of stones lay close at hand, and the majority of these mexy
wore engaged in setting them into gold and silver hrooches,
many of which were displayed for gale.  So interested were
the three young Englishmen that they did not notice a
group of Afghans approaching. Oune, whose dress was of .
the superior class, and who had a soldierly bearing, hastily
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turned his face away as he saw Alee, and dragged a fold
of his turban down till his forehead was completely hidden.
The second was a shorter man, though still fairly tall, who
wore a fierce scowl of resentment on his face, particularly
as his eyes turned to the invader, a scowl which a comrade
a pace or so from him also displayed. These two last were
less gaudily dressed, and looked as though they might be
the servants of the first Afghan. All three were armed to
the teeth with pistols and with tulwar and kaife, while one
of the men, the most ruffianly looking of them all, carried
a whip in one hand.

But these three might, perhaps, have been met with else-
where, for in this hazaar, a portion of the city which the
British had leveled as a punishment for the massacre of
our army of occupation in earlier years, not a single
Afghan passed an officer of our invading force without an
ugly scowl, without spitting upon the ground, and mut-
tering threats and curses, and calling upon Allah and the
prophet. It was the exception, also, to meet one who was
not armed. These three had something more about them,
something which seemed to say that they desired to pass
unseen by the British, as if they feared scrutiny. Perhaps
it was the fact that a woman accompanied them, a woman
somewhat above the average height of the race, heavily
veiled, and clad in clothes which helonged to the better
class. Alec happened to turn round as this quartet passed,
and nudged his comrades.

“There you are,” he said beneath his breath. ¢ There
is one of the women of the race, the first that I have seen.
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And don’t the men scowl as we pass! T don’t half like it,
you lellows.  The fact that men alone arc about seems to
peint to something brewing.”

“Nonsense!  Yowre getting jumpy!” exclaimed Jaclk.
“Bother their seowls!  OF course, they don’t like us much,
and I should scowl at you if T were one of tham. 1lalloo!?”

“Who called? I thought the woman turned, and
attempled to inake her voice heard,” said Harry, suddenly.

“And T swear that T heard ¢ Help” in English, and in
muflled tones,” cried Alec.

“lelp! In English! Why, yowre dreaming, young
un.  She has never seen one of us before, and that’s
why she turned.  She was astonished at our handsome
appearance,”

“Don’t!” cxclaimed Alee, angrily. “This is no time
for hunbug. T heard a call for help, and I’'m going.
Stay here it you like.”

ITe walked after the retreating figures at once, followed
by his ecomrades,

“Did you see how those two ruffians threw themsclves
upon the woman as she turned?” he suddenly asked.
“And look, now, how they are all hurrying off. By
George! T think T know the gcoundrel on the right. THe’s
that beggar who nearly beheaded me. Come along!”

Exactly why his inferest had been aroused it would be
hard to say, for, as Jack Xscombe remarked, the sight of
a Dritish officer was quite enough in those days to bring
an exclamation from any Afghan, and more so from the
women, who practically live their lives behind the walls of

)
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their hounses, and seldom meet strangers. But Alec had
got the idea into his head that this person was in need
of help, that she knew his own language, and that her
veil, or some other object, prevented her ecalling nloud.
And now she was being hurried away, cbviously because
her escort did not wish for the interference of the British
officers.

“By James! she’s struggling like a tiger [ exelaimed
Jack suddenly as they hurried along the street, hesifating
how to act.  “Come, T say, that’s a little too much of a
good thing, Hil jusk stop that!”

The three gave vent to a shout of rage, while Alec started
to run at onee, Lecling as he did so for his revolver, without
which no one ventured into the city; for as they were
following the party of Afghans which had attracted their
altention, they had all scen the woman again turn hastily,
making frantic efforts to breale from her escort and run
back. Then the two ruffians had thrown themselves upon
her, one bringing his whip about her shoulders with all
his strength, and with such force that the noise came dis-
tinctly to their cars. Then they hustled her away up the
strect, breaking into a run.

“After the Dblackguards!® shoutedl Jack Dscombe.
“ And Jook out for their pistols and knives!”

“Theyve gone to the right between two of the houses.
Hurry up!” called out Ales, who was o few paces in front
of the other two. “Tlalloo! one of the two has turned to
face us.”

Hurrying along, if was not long before they were within
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an casy pistol-shot of the marrow street down which the
four figures had disappeared.  And even the one who had
for a time remained, scemed now fo have gone.  Con-
sequently, Alee was hastening toward it in his cagerness,
when o shob rang out Joudly, and a bullet caught him in
the shoulder, plowing its way through the muscles and
passing out without touching the bone.  Almost instantly
there was a second shot, the hullet flying wide and strik-
ing the wall of the house hehind with a thud.

“Look oub!” shouted Jack, who had now come up.
“The fellow is hiding in the doorway just round the
corner.  There he is. That may reach him.”

ITe held his revolver in his hand as he spoke, and, sud-
denly catching a glimpse of the ruflian, pulled the trigger.

“TITit!” exclaimed Harry Maecgregor, secing the man
start forward. “T say, you fcllows, I don’t like the looks
of things, Others are coming up, and that bullet came
from behind us”

e turned and looked anxiously down the street up
which they had come, the hasty glance telling him at
once that danger threatened from that gquarfer. In faet,
the first pistol-shot had startled the Afghans in that part
of the bazaar, and at the sight of the English officers they
came hurrying out of their little shops, snatching at their
weapons as they ran.

“ The feringhee dogs!? called out one, a tall, handsome
man, who wore an enormous bheard. “They fire at our
brothers. Tat us cut them off and slay them. Who shall
be the wiser? ”
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He led a dozen of his countrymen up the street at a
run, opening five as he did so with his pistol. Meanwhile,
Alec had recovered from the shock of his wound, a slight
one, as it turned out to be in the end, and had managed
to shoot down the ruffian whom Jack had struck with his
bullet.

“You hit him, Jack,” he said calmly, “but he was
about to fire again, and so I shot him. You can see the
others hurrying off. Shall we follow?”

“ Follow! We shall be killed if we are not away at
once. Come along! We’d betier run.”

Alec was so carried away by excitement that he would
have rashly dashed up the narrow street in pursuit of the
Afghans who had carried the woman off. But the shouts
of the denizens of this low quarter of the bazaar, who were
rushing after them, caused him to look in their direction,
and at once le followed Jack and Harry without demur.

¢ Strike for the Balla Hissar,” he panted as they ran.
“We may meet some of the men.”

“And may prevent these beggars from cutting us
off.”? :
“Too late,” said Jack a minute later, as four Afghans
ran from a side street a few yards ahead, and ranged
themselves across the street. “ They have doubled round,
and got between us and friends.”

“ But they have only come because of the shouts. They
do not know the cause vet,” panted Alec. “ Their friends
are calling to them to tell them. Let us rush through them
before they have a chance to draw.”
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By now they were within a few paces of the Afghans, the
new arrivals being burly individuals, who looked as though
they had spent their lives in idleness, and therchy grown
fat. And, as Alec had said, as yet they were ignorant of
the cause of the commotion. Still, three Tinglishmen werc
dashing toward them, and behind came numbers of their
own countrymen. That was enough, and at once they
prepared to hold the street. However, Alec and his two
friends went at them without hesitation.

“Out of the way!” shouted the former, lunging for-
ward with his fists as he came within reach of the central
man, and striking him a blow on the chest which sent him
reeling.  “Through them, and then straight on for the
Balla Hissar.”

He turned for an instant to see how the others fared,
and shouted with joy as he saw Harry Macgregor follow
his example, and send his fist into the face of one of the
Afghans. But Jack was less successful, for his foot
slipped on the cobbles which lined the road, and in a
moment he was sprawling on his face. There was a shrill
cry of triumph, and instantly one of the enemy threw him-
self upon the prostrate officer, and, kneeling on his back,
pulled at the hilt of his dagger. It was a critical moment,
and, perhaps, had the weapon come from its sheath freely,
Jack Escombhe would not have lived to see the end of that
day. But the blade stuck for a second or so, and that in-
terval proved his salvation; for Harry Macgregor had used
a tevolver before, and was not likely to be frightened at
the thought of hitting friend instead of foe. Moreover,
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the Afghan sat up well, prescnting a fair target. One
instant sufficed to sight the weapon. There was a sharp
report, and the man fell backwards, his whole weight be-
ing upon Jack. But the latter made nothing of it. Rising
to his knees, he shook the body off. Then he sprang to
his feet and joined his comrades.

“On at once!” cried Alec. “The crowd is gathering,
and soon we shall have a mob after us. Iow far is it to
the Balla Hissar?”

“ Half a mile, perhaps, but I cannot say,” panted Harry.
“ What are we to do supposing more of them come np in
front?”

“Run down a side streel, and if there isn’t one, dash
into a house. Anything to get cover. What do you say,
Jack?”

“ Anything to get out of a horrible mess. If we're
headed, there can be but one thing for it. We must seize
a house. Then we’ll hold it till our chaps come. Ah!?”

“ Headed ! said Alec, quictly, coming to a halt. “ Ten
Afghans ahead, a hundred behind, and friends a long way
oft. Which house shall it be?*

They looked about them desperately, while the shouts
and the hubbub of the mob came nearer. Then, by com-
mon consent, they entered a tiny tenement, which seemed
to have been squeezed in between two gigantic houses.

“What is it to be?” queried Jack. “This door would
not keep a dog out.”

“ And the stairs are almost too rickety for use,” added
Harry Macgregor.
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“Then up you go, and the last man pulls them up or
smashes them.”

The daylight which had penetrated through the open
door had shown a small room, from one corner of which
a narrow, rickety ladder led Lo a hole in the ceiling above,
1t was the merest apology for a ladder, for it consisted of
two light struls, crossed by rough pieces of wood, tied into
place by knotted pieces of rope.  Obviously the thing to do
was to see what was above, and at once Harry swarmed up,
Jack following closely, till the ladder swayed, and
threatened to break beneath them.  Then Alee made the
attempt, for the cries of the Afghan pursuers were close
behind, and in a moment they would he entering the house.

“ Now drag it up,” he said, when he reached the top,
kicking the side baulks free with his foot. “Omne! Twol
Three!”

“And up she comes. What next?”

“ 1’11 stay here. You go on and see what kind of place
it is. Look for doors communicating with the next
houses.” "

Alee motioned to them to leave him, and then stood at
the opening, well back from the view ol anyone who hap-
pened to look up, but in such a position that he could see
the Afghans as they entered, Tanting with his exertions,
he stood there eagerly awaiting the enemy, his hands grip-
ping the rungs of the ladder, while the side timbers which
held together still rested on the floor. Suddenly an idea
occurred to him, and, searching for his knife, he fell to
work on the ropes.
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“ I saw another ladder behind, so that we shall not want
this,” he thought. “I’ll cut the thing adriff, and send the
beams down onto the heads of the fellows who dare to
enter.”

He slashed at the rope bindings, and ere long had the
ladder in pieces. Then he poised one of the rough beams
on hig shoulder, and waited.

Crash! An Afghan foot sent the door clattering from
its frail hinges, and a cloud of dust filled the room. When
it cleared away, the floor below was crowded with the
enemy, all gesticulating and shouting.

“Silence!” suddenly exclaimed the big man wearing
a beard, who had come from the hazaar at the first shot.
“The dogs entered here, of that we are all sure. Then let
us learn whose house it is.”

“ Afzul the skinner owns it. Ie is at this moment at
work in the bazaar.”

“And who can tell us aught of the size and shape of
the lodging? Silence, T say, lest these men escape us.
This house belongs to our hrother Afzul, skinner hy trade,
and who among us can tell us what is asked?”

“I can do that. He is my brother by marriage, and
1 am often here,” said a man, pushing his way into the
house, and speaking breathlessly. ¢ Afzul is poor und un-
married. He lives alone, and each night clambers to the
room above. In the hot times he goes to the roof, and
sleeps there in the cool.”

“And from there he could pass to other roofs? Is that
not the case, brother?”
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“He could if he desired, though those who live beside
him would have something to say. In the summer they
and their women live on the roofs.”

“Then these feringhees will not ask permission. They
will rup along by means of the roofs, and will escape us.
Who will watch them from the street while I follow
above?”

A shrill chorus of voices greeted the question, a number
of men at once running to the door.

“We will leave it fo you,” said the self-made leader.
“ Now, for the floor above, and a ladder with which to
reach it.”

For a little while the absence of the rickety ladder
troubled them, and they discussed the best means to take,
some advising that an entry should be made next door;
and others that the Englishmen should be picked off with
rifles aimed from the street. Then one shouted that he
had found a solution.

“There is a stall outside,” he said. “Tet us take the
trestles, and place one on top of the other. Then we shall
be able to clamber up.”

The idea was seized up with a shout of joy, and very
soon the trestles were in position.

“ Trollow swiftly,” said the burly Afghan leader. “ Now
stand aside while I fire this pistol to clear the path.”

Going to the spot beneath the aperture, he pointed his
weapon directly upward and fired, Alec taking good care
to stand aside as he did so. Then, as the fellow began to
clamber on to the trestles, our hero lifted his beam, and,
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taking a careful aim, launched it downward. Tt was a
fine shot, delivered with all his force, and for a little while
nonplussed the pursuers; for the end of the heam struck
full upon the uppermost trestle, splintering it to mateh-
wood. Then, continuing in its flight, it broke onc leg of
the second trestle, toppling it over on the ground with the
Afghans sprawling over it.

“That will stop them for a time,” he thought. “ Now
T’ll see how the others are doing.”

He sprang away from the opening just in time to escape
a shower of missiles—some thrown by the hands of the
enraged mob cramming the room below, and others fived
from pistols. Then he groped his way in the darkness till
he came to a ladder of similar proportions to the one
which he had just destroyed. It was clear that Afzul was
miserably poor, and that whatever his other accomplish-
ments might he, he was not given to cleanliness and order,
for now that Alec had an opportunity of inspecting the
room in which he found himsclf, he saw that it was in-
describably dirty and mean, and hoasted mot a single
article of furniture. Only a few dusty skins in onc corner
seemed to point to the spot where the skinner took his
rest at night—that and an elaborate hubble-bubble * which
stood in one corner, together with a brazier and a pan in
which he cooked his food, no doubt. Above, there was
another opening, dark and forbidding.

“The house seems to consist of room over room,”
thought Alec. “They are just piled the one on the other,

* A tobacco pipe in which the smoke passes through water.
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squeezed in Dhetween the two meighbors, and connected
floor to fleor by miserable ladders. Well, I fancy I have
checked those fellows down below, and will join Jack and
Harry. Talloo!?”

“MThat you, Alec?” came down from the opening above.
“Stand in the patch of light. Ah, it is you! I was not
certain, and had you covered with my revolver. What a
relief to see you! Come up out of that dark hole and let
us have your news.”

“They are erammed into the room down below, Jack.
T bowled their leader over with a portion of the ladder
and broke their trestles. Now they’rc scarching for some
other means, while a number of the ruffians are in the
street waiting to take pot shots at ws.”

“They’ve done that already. Harry had his helmet
knocked from his head. Iow’s the wound, young *un?”

Even in such a predicament Jack Kscombe’s good nature
came to the fore, and he remembered his friend’s bad
fortune in receiving a wound.

“Haven’t felt it yet,” was the answer. < Haven’t had
time. But what are we going to do? 'These blackguards
seem to be all round us.”

“Come up here and see for yourself. It’s a ticklish
position, and I don’t know how to move. I only wish
some of the troopers would turn up.”

“No chance of that,” said Alec, promptly. “None are
allowed in the city save officers, and we were fools to come.
At least, I think that we were. But hold on. I'm coming
up. We must contrive to get out of this and run for our
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lives. There are working parties near the Balla Hissar,
and we must hope to meet with one of them, or that the
noise will bring them to us. Those fellows below are
shouting, so that they must have been heard at the Sher-
pur cantonment.”

He gave one more glance below him, only to find the
room still filled with howling Afghans, among whom the
big leader raged, his ire increased by his tumble. Then he
went to the ladder and swarmed up it, being greeted by
Jack Tscombe with enthusiasm.

“T was getting fidgety about you,” he explained.
“Those beggars made such a noise that I could not hear
your voice, and no doubt you could not hear mine, though
I shouted. Come along. Harry is on the roof keeping
a watch.”

He was leading the way to a short flight of steps, of
better construction than the ladders, when Alee stopped
him.

“One moment. The ladder,” he said. “ Lend a hand,
Jack, and we’ll hoist it.”

Together they grasped the top rung and pulled, with the
result that the ladder was soon resting at their feet. Then
they emerged on to the flat roof to discover Harry Mac-
gregor seated behind the parapet.

“Warm work here,” he sald with a nervous grin.
“They saw me as soon as I looked over, and ever since
they have been firing. I’ve given them a mark to draw
their fire. Hal Good shot, sir! Ii{ the crown fairly,
I think,”
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As he spoke his helmet, which he had planted on the
edge of the parapet, flew info the air and came tumbling
at their feet, while a howl of triumph rose from the
street.

“That’s the third time that they have managed it,”
Harry explained. “The first was when my head rested
beneath it, and the second some minutes ago, after I
thought of putting it on the parapet. But, I say, this
cannot, last much longer. There must be hundreds below.”

He spoke in the coolest tones, and behaved indeed just
as he had done on that day, but a little time ago, when
Jack and Alec had come to his rescue with their escort of
Lancers. Moreover, the excitement of the moment had
not caused him to exaggerate, for there were, indeed, hun-
dreds in the street below-—mnay, thousands, gathered from
every corner of the city, while fresh additions came to the
oulskirts of the crowd every moment that passed. Com-
pare the gathering with that which assembles on the occa-
gion of a fire in England. They spring as if from the
very ground—young men and old, women and children.
And here, in the city of Cabul, the city of conspiracies,
of murders and plots to murder, the turbulent Afghans
came tumbling from bazaar and workshop, from hovel
and palace, and crushed in the throng.

“Some of the feringhee dogs have fired upon a peace-
ful brother,” the word was passed. “But they are cor-
nered. Mahomed Jan leads the erowd, and he has sworn
to slay one of the dogs with his own hand. It is said that
they are on the roof of Afzul the skinner’s house.”
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“Teringhee dogs! Till them! Hack them to pieces!
No one will be the wiser!”

Shouts, hoots, and shrill calls sounded through the
crowd, and came distinetly to the bewildered cars of the
fugitives. TLook as they might to right or to left, the
street which they had just vacated was filled to overflow-
ing, while the very sight of a cap brought a fusillade, rifle
bullets and missiles sent by antiquated flint pistols hurt-
ling above their heads.

And on cither side a steep wall presented itself, for
Afzul the skinner had modest wants, and a huge house
was not to his liking; and for that reason, and, perhaps,
because the times were not promising, he had taken a
tenement which was dwarfed by its neighbors.  Their
walls continued up ahove his own till they looked down
upon his just as the walls of the arsenal looked down upon
the vool of the Balla TTissar. The outlook was bad indeed.
Tiscape scemed out of the guestion, while, as if {o ac-
centnate the fact, the roar of the mob scemed to surround
tham. Alec looked about him eagerly, but nothing met his
eye which could possible bring encouragement. He stood
on a flat roof slabbed with stone and surrounded by a low
parapet. At his feet was the narrow opening at the sum-
mit of the stairs, while nothing else disturhed the flatness
of the roof save a bundle of skins in the far corner where,
no doubt, the worthy skinner slept during the hot weather
—that and a few others, which were flung over the para-
pet, no doubt to cure in the sun. The situation was hope-
less. Unless help came, escape would be impossible; and



Afzul the Skinner's House 153

of what use was it to hope Tor the arrival of friends?
T sonie minwdes 1he three young oflicers skared at one an-
olher and then turmed their eyes to [Tarry’s helmet, still
perched upon the parapet. 'Uhen a roar of voices came up
through the narrow opening, and they knew that the mob
Lad gained the first floor.

“The trestles again,” Alee heard the bwly leader ex-
claim.  “ Now prepare your weapons, and when I am
ready, fire,  And recolleet, I, Mahomed Jan, have sworn
to slay one of the infidels unaided. Let no one come be-
tween me and my oath.”

P



CHAPTER IX

A Question of Seniority

' I OIST with a will, and Allah will surely bless you.

Now place your shoulder bencath me, and I shall
be there. Ah, I give you thanks, brother.”

“ (@ive me a head. Throw me the head of one of the
feringhee dogs; that will be ample reward.”

“And do mnot forget us in your triumph, Mahomed,”
shouted the mob around.

The burly leader of the attacking Afghans smiled upon
his comrades indulgently, while he panted heavily; for
the climb was more severe that he had anticipated, and two
trestles placed one ahove the other are not the easiest nor
the safest method of ascending to a higher story. But
Mahomed Jan had taken an oath, and, though the exer-
tion told upon his ponderous body, he was not to be
balked.

“ Now, follow,” he said huskily, when at length he had
been hoisted to the story above; “and then let some of
you fling up the trestles. T will wait till you have joined

- me, for 1 am hreathless, and three of the dogs might be

too much for my strength.”
He sat on the floor, looking somewhat anxiously about
him, and noting with relief that the ladder leading higher

154
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had gone.  Then he pulled oub his pistol and carefally
rammed in o Tresh charge,

“These men who met the enemy as they marched here
hoast of their deeds,” he said to himself. “We shall see
whether Mahomed Jan, of the jewelers’ guild, located in
the bazaar, can make a story for himself. The Inglish
are cornered. I give them five minutes in which to live.”

By now a sccond Afghan had clambered up by means of
the trestles, and, turning to help his comrades, soon had
a dozen crowding in the room.

“ Tanough! ” eried Mahomed. “ Now for the roof. Hand
up the trestles, and let us mount. Who among you will
favor me with their help?”

At once all pressed forward, for the hig man was a
power in the bazaar, and they sought his favor.

“I thank you. Two are better than one, and I choose
those who stand beside me,  Clamber to the floor above,
and then aid me in the ascent. The task is too much for
a man of my vears and weight.”

Tagerly obeying him, they hauled on the trestles as
their comrades below handed them up, and soon had them
beneath the opening  which gave access to the last shorb
flight, and thence to the roof. Then the two men who
had been chosen sprang forward, and, placing their dag-
gers between their teeth, swarmed wup with the agility of
cats,

“We wait, Mahomed,” they called out in low tones.
“ Come, for we hear the dogs above us.”

They leaned over the opening in their eagerness, and

r
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stretched their arms down to help the burly Afghan; hut
the latter was too slow to make use of their aid. He had
clambered on to the trestles, and was just raising himself
to his full height, when the sharp crack of a revolver rang
out, followed instantly by a second. Then, as if he had
been dropped from the sky, ome of the Afghans crashed
through the opening, and, missing his lcader and the
trestles by an inch, fell with a thud to the boards helow.
The second dropped dead, as if he were an ox struck with
a poleax, and remained ahove, his arms and head dangling
over the edge of the opening.

“That should stop them for a little while, and give us
a minute to breathe in,” said Jack Fscombe. “ Now, Alec,
what is this dodge you hinfed at? ISscape this way is out
of the question, and, as far as I can see, it is equally impos-
sible in any other direction. Unless ” he stopped
abruptly, and led the way back on to the roof—* unless
you thought of using the ladder to climb to one of the
other houses,” he said.

“I thought of it, certainly, but gave the idea up. They'd
see us from helow, and we should have the whole mob after
us. It would not even prolong the defense. It’s plain that,
if we remain here, sooner or later wc shall be taken.
They’ve tried the stairs, or, rather, they’ve attempted fo
climb up to wus. Perhaps theyll give that up now,
and——"

“We shall be able to hold out longer.”

“1If they dor’t climb through the mnext house and gain
the roof. You see, we are overlooked on either side, and
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men posted up there could fire down upon us. Our lives
wouldn’t be worth a moment’s purchase.”

“Then you think i

“That we ought to clear oft at once. Look here.”

The immminence of the danger had stimulated Alec’s
wits, and suddenly he had hit wpon a plan of cscape which
seemed likely. IHe led the way across the roof to where
Harry Macgregor was crouching, and drew Jack’s atten-
tion to a bale of skins which had been propped againsk
the parapet, so as just to show above the top. It
was capped by HHarry’s helmet, now pierced by many
bullels.

“They’re tough,” he said rapidly. “ Sun-dried, you
know, and will stand a lot of stretching. They'd make a
rope which would bear our weight and take ws fo the
ground.”

“But——" Jack looked at his friend as if he thought
that his senses had left him. “The Afghans swarm be-
low,” he said huskily. “We shonld be cut to pieces before
we had placed a foot upon the ground.”

“In front here we should, but not behind. Come and
look.”

Alec dragged his friend across the roof, and, taking
care to shelter below the parapct, drew his attention to a
hole in the masonry.

“There’s a yard on this side,” he said, “and no one
about, so far as I can gather. T thought of the idea before,
but could not make up my mind how to get down. The
skins would help us. What do you say?”
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“We'll try it. Better make some attempt than to be
cut to pieces here. Listen to the brutes! Ugh! how they
shout and clamor to reach us.”

“Then let us get to work. Harry, come over here and
lend a hand.”

Their conversation had been carried on breathlessly and
in violent haste, and now they threw themselves on to the
sking with the furious activily born of terror. Death
stared them in the face. A mob howled for their blood,
and nothing but energy could save them. No wonder,
then, that they slashed at the skins, tearing them in long
shreds till the harsh material cut their hands and sef them
bleeding. And as they cut, Harry seized the strips and
joined them together, knotting them as securely as pos-
sible till he had a rope of respectable length.

“That should do,” said Alec. “Now let us try it.
Fasten it to the ladder, and jam the latter into the open-
ing here.”

In feverish haste they secured the rope, and then, put-
ting all their weight upon it, pulled till the ladder bent
and groaned.,

“Now, to let them see us. TI’ll stay while you two
fellows go. Don’t waste time, or they will he on us before
we are away.”

Alec looked to his revolver and crept to the parapet.
Down below the mob still clamored and filled the streets
with shouts, while the dummy figure still drew the fire of
those who had rifles. Alec stood up in full view, shifting
the dummy before he did so. Then he hastily selected a
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part where the enemy were more crowded than elsewhere,
and rapidly emptied his revolver in that divection. Ilis
appearance was the signal for a perfect storm of shouts
and rifle fire. Bullets sang through the air, or chipped
large picees of the masonry away; but from the interior
of the house itself not a sound came, for Mahomed Jan
had found it convenient to retire, and for the moment
had forgotten the oath which he had taken.

Meanwhile Jack Tscombe and Harry had secured their
gkin rope by passing the piece of timber through the open-
ing in the roof. Then they took the coil and threw it over
the parapet at the back of the building. And now a difli-
culty presented itself, a deadlock oeccurred, which threat-
ened to delay their departure dangerously.

“Supposing they clamber wp by means of their
trestles | sald Jack, suddenly, looking round at Alee
“hey’d kill him to a certainty, and we should be unable
to help. I’m mnot going to leave him to himself.”

They had crossed the roof by now, and were crouching
by the side of Alec, watching the latter as he crammed
fresh cartridges into his revolver. '

“ Took here!” exclaimed Jack, impulsively. “You go
first. Pl stay; I'm the senior.”

“By a few hours only,” reforted Alec, calmly; “and
this is not the time nor place in which to press your claim.
Someone must go first, and someone remain till the last.
T was the cause of all this trouble, and I thought out this
chance of escape. I claim the right to remain.”

Ile looked Jack Escombe unflinchingly in the eye and
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toyed with his revolver.  And as they cronched there and
debated, the shrill eries of the Afghans and the murmur
of the angry mob came to their cars.

“Jor Ieaven’s sake scttle the question,” said Iarry,
angrily.  “What does it matter who remains, or who is
senior, so long as we all escape. Toss for it and end the
matter.”

“Then, heads T win, and take the post of danger. Call
to me, Alec.” ‘

Jack stood up in his cagerness, dragged a coin from lis
pocket, and spun it into the air.

“Tails! Tails! Then T stay, and you two get off as
quickly as you can. I’ll give you a minute each to reach
the bottom.”

Alec turned to his companions and addressed them in a
manner which was peremptory, to say the least of it; in-
deed at another time it would have called forth an out-
burst of indignation from his comrades, and particularly
from Jack. But, as Alec had alrcady said, it was neither
the time nor the place for argmment. Any inclination
which General Massey’s aide might have had for remon-
strance was, however, cut short abruptly by the interfer-
ence of the hostile mob below. Tor a time Harry’s helmet
had persuaded them that they were firing at one of the
hated feringhees, and they had screamed with delight
whenever a shot happened to hit the mark; indeed, their
angry cries were for the moment transformed into roars
of uproarious delight. They danced with pleasure, and
grave Afghan merchants rubbed shoulders with the scum
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of Cabul, with the sweepings and dregs of the turhulent
population, as keen on sending a successful shot as a party
of schoolboys would be with a bottle put up on some rail
for a mark.

But the pastime hegan to tive them, and it dawned npon
these Afghans that the helmet was headless, and that the
mark displayed so temptingly was a clever ruse of the
feringhees to hold their attention and give time for a
rescuc party to arrive. At the thought their rage and
impatience were increased, and they called to Mahomed
Jan to fulfill his promise. Then, as Alec leancd over the
parapet and emptied his revolver into the mob, they saw
that the feringhees were, indeed, untouched, and at once
a hundred pistols of every shape and age sent bullets in
his divection—bullets which failed to meet a mark, for the
simple reason that the Inglishman had disappeared so
rapidly. Bub another might be seen. This feringhee was
crouching behind cover while he loaded his weapon. He
would be there again if they had but patience to wait, and
then

A roar which would have frightened the bravest greeted
Jack’s appearance, and a storm of bullets chased one an-
other to the roof of the tenement as the coin spun into the
air. Ghazees and men of the bazaar shook their fists ab
the Englishman, and called down curses upon his head,
while those who boasted of the possession of rifles re-
doubled their efforts; and, no douht, had further oppor-
tunity been given, the Lancer officer would have been slain.
However, Alec dragged him to the cover of the parapet,

—



162 With Roberts to Candahar

and a moment later Jack and Harry were creeping toward
the rope.

“ At least, I shall go last of us two,” said Jack, “Slip
over while T watch the opening.”

Ile went to the square skylight from which exit from
the house could he obtained, and lay down beside it, hold-
ing the piece of wood to which the skin rope was attached;
and soon, as the latter tautened, and the bheam bent with
the weight, his ear caught a sound below, the shuffle of
some person approaching.

“ Perhaps they are hoping to surprise us,” he thought;
“or it may be that Mahomed Jan is defermined to slay us.
I heard them call his name.”

Still the suspicious sounds could be heard, and Jack
carefully looked over the edge of the opening into the dark
room below. It was untenanted so far as he could sce,
and the corners were hidden in gloom, though where the
ladder was wont to project and give admission from below
a lighter patch was visible, and through this opening the
boards of the ground floor could be seen, bare and deserted.
Yes, he was suve of that, for he looked long and carefully,
and could oﬁly detect the broken trestles which had sup-
ported Mahomed Jan. He was about to retire, thinking
that Harry must now be close to the bottom, when that
suspicious sound caught his ear again. He sank Dack,
drew the revolver, which he had trust into its pouch while
helping to manufacture the rope, and brought the barrel
to the edge of the opening. Suddenly he started, became
rigid, and slowly raised the weapon, sighting it along the
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beam to which the rope was secured.  Then his arm ceased
to move, and the muzzle halted opposite four dusky fingers
which were sliding toward the rope. A seccond later the
owner of this mysterious hand took a firm grasp of the
beam, and, supporting the weight of his body by one arm,
Ieaned forward from the corner in which he had been
skulking. His eyes were fixed upon the tautened rope,
toward which the keen edge of his dagger was approaching.

Once more had a crisis arrived. If this man cut the
rope, Alec and Jack were doomed, while, even if he failed,
their means of cscape would hecome known to the mob
below, and swift death follow. Jack saw it all in a second,
and his finger slowly stiffencd and contracted. He had the
Englishman’s compunction to slaying an enerny, as it were,
in cold blood; but this was clearly a case of self-defense.
His decision was taken. He lowered the revolver as the
Afghan’s body came into sight, and just as the man was
about to sever the rope, he sent a bullet through his head,
the report being followed by the thud of the body on the
floor bhelow.

“ Better see whether he had any companions,” he said,
and at once slipped past the beam and the rope and down
the smaller flight of stairs. The man he had just shot
lay huddled beneath the latter, while the body of the
Afghan who had clambered up some time before still
dangled through the opening in the floor, looking as if it
would overbalance at any moment. Ibach corner was
empty, and though he stood there and listened, there was
no sound below.



164 With Roberts to Candahar

“Time to be moving,” he said.

He darted up the stairs and across the roof. Already
the rope hung slack, while Harry stood at the foot,
anxiously awaiting his friends. Jack tucked the revolver
into his pouch, clambered over the parapel and slid to the
ground. A minute later Alce followed, his exit from the
roof having been preceded by another storm of bullets.

“They haven’t a leader,” he gasped, “eclse they would
have been into those other houses long ago. They think
we are still above, and I gave them cause to do so, for I
fired again just before T left.”

“Then fill your revolver now,” said Jack. *“We shall
want every bullet, perhaps.” )

“ Unless we have the luck to slip through unseen. We
seem to be in a courtyard, and there is a door over there.”

Harry pointed to the farther side of the narrow yard
into which they had descended, and at once all three crept
toward it. A few windows looked down in their direc-
tion, but no one appeared at them, for all the inhabitants
of this rough quarter were staring into the street, egging
on the mob to slay the feringhees. What, then, was beyond
the door?

“ A narrow lane between the yards of the houses,” said
Alec, opening it cautiously and stepping out. “ Empty
too. Which way?”

“Xrom the bazaar,” answered Jack, promptly. Let
us go in the opposite direction, for the Balla Hissar lies

-that way.”

“ And if we are seen and pursued?”
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“We must do as before, and make a run for it. If we
are headed, we will select another house. After all, it
helps to give us time, and may mean safety. The noise
must have been heard in the canbtonment by this, and the
general will suspect. We were not the only officers who
came to the city, and it will be guessed that someone is in
difficultics. Come along!?”

Led by Alec, the three issued from the doorway and
started along the lane, mervously apprehensive that an
Afghan would enter it before long and shout an alarm.
But fortune seemed to be acting in their favor, for the
alley still remained empty, while on their right the row
of city houses only served to dull the moise of the mob.
They could still hear it, still catch the snmap of pistol and
rifle, and the hum of angry voices. Suddenly a dog came
into the lane, and at the sight of the foreigners it set up
a noise which caused the fugitives to shiver with appre-
hension.  They did not fear the beast itself, though it
hung at their heels, snarling and barking; but the com-
niotion might attract attention. Alec lifted his revolver
with the intention of shooting the dog, and then lowered
it again.

“The shot would be noticed where the barking passes
unhceded,” he said. “I have another method.”

He slipped his belt from his waist, lifted the sword from
the frog, and then, waiting till the dog made a rush at
him, struck it smartly with the belt, sending it howling
along the gutter. A minute later his belt and sword were
back in the proper place and the trio were running down
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the lane. They soon came to a spol where another alley
cut the one in which they wore at right angles, and heve
they halted and cautiously looked round the corner. Could
they get across unseen? The main street, some yards to
the right, was packed even herc, and men were pressing
closely together, all their energies heing engaged in the
cudeavor to get nearcr to Afzul the skinner’s housc.

“We must chance it,” said Alee, quietly, “and we had
better run across together. Wait till I drop my arm, and
then go.”

Peering round, he waited more than a minute, till Jack
and ITarry fidgeted. Then a sudden outburst of firing
attracted the attention of every man engaged in hunting
the feringhees, and Alec dropped his arm. All three at
once took to their heels and ran across the open, diving
into the lane beyond. Had they been scen? Had onc of
the Afghans caught sight of the ISnglishmen escaping?
The question was uppermost in cach one of their minds,
but they could not stop to decide it. Nor had they nced
to do so, for hardly had they covered a dozen yards when
an Afghan boy, a ragged urchin, came running from one
of the yard doors into the lane, evidently with the inten-
tion of squeezing his way into the crowd farther on. So
great was his hurry that he did not alb first notice the
fugitives; then, when within a pace of Alec, he realized
that the Inglishmen were before him. Slipping like an
cel past them, he went on at full speed, and doubled round
the corner, calling the alarm at the top of his shrill boyish
voice.
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“The feringhees! T'he feringhees! liscaping down the
lane behind ! Chase!  Chase!”

“Run! For our lives,” cried Alee. Kceping together,
they sped along the narrow lane, slipping on the greasy
cobbles or on the garbage which moldered in the street,
or splashing into shallow kennels* the only system of
drainage of which the city hoasted. Sometimes the lane
twisted, for that part of Cabul had been built as seemed
most convenient to the prospective owners of the houscs,
the streets and thoroughfarcs being entirely a matter for
afterthought.  Then it would go on again, parallel to the
onc which had been filled by the crowd.

At length it came to another cross road, and a glantce
showed that the street did not continue beyond.

“To the left,” ealled Alec, “and keep close together.
1 anyone aitempts to arrest us, go for him!”

By mow, thanks to the unfriendly action of the brat who
had discovered the flight, Mahomed Jan and his com-
rades of the bazaar were in full chase. The news that
they were about to be balked of their prey had spread with
the rapidity of a fire, and the struggle to get clear of the
strect and enter the lane had been a flerce one.  And the
discovery had an added disadvantage for Alec and his
friends, for those who now came close on their heels were
the men who had perforce heen content to stand afar off,
staring at the distant tenement of the skinner, unable to
reach it or take a share in the volleys for the simple rcason
that a solid barrier of flesh and blood was interposed be-
tween them and the spot. Now the tale was altered, and

* A gulter,
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they took up the pursuit with all the Afghan’s fiercoencss
and longing for the death of a foreigner. Fresh for the
reason that they had merely stood still, lookers-on al the
scene, they followed at a pace which taxed the powers of
the Tnglishmen. Also, they knew the windings of these
lanes, and scon a number had broken away, and had
dived down an alley to the left, hoping to cut off the
fugitives. Alec and his comrades mever knew how many
times they turned to right or left, nor how many Afghans
accosted them and eundeavored to detain them; for they
were still in the poorer streets, the narrow tracks running
between the hovels tenanted by the laborers in the bazaar;
and those they came across were for the most parl of the
lower orders, the men who were always ready for a braw],
and always eager to engage in a task of similar nature.
Some displayed weapons as the officers approached, but
drew back when they saw that the latier were armed.
Others endeavored to clutch them as they passed; but for
these, Alec and his fricnds had a ready answer, for their
fists shot out, and more than one went recling back.

“The Balla Hissay!™ shouted Harry, suddenly, as the
huge straggling building came into sight. * There is the
British flag.”

“ And there ave some Highlanders. Give them a shout,”
panted Alec.

In the distance he had seen a fatigne party of the
ITighlanders, returning from the ammunition store in the
Balla Hissar, their rifles slung across their shoulders; for
in those days mo man ventured outside the cantonment
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without his rifle or a revolver. They heard the shout and
turned.  Then the hunted officers saw the sergeant in
command give some order, for he waved an avm and
slippad i rifle Trom his shoulder.  ITis amen, some fifleen
in all, left the hand-cart on which they had stored the
ammunition, and also freed their weapons. Then they
formed into twos, and with a shout came rushing toward
the fugitives,



CHAPTER X

Alec receives a Message

ALT! Tix baynets!”
The little party of Highlanders came to an

abrupt stop at the orders of their non-commis-
sioned officer, and, lining across the street, felt for their
bayonets and fixed them with precision, and in a manner
which showed that discipline had not been taught them in
vain. There was no wild hurry, no firing before an ovder
was received ; they toed an imaginary line, and listened
for the succeeding order.

“ Make way for the officers. Now, sir, what’s the trouble,
please?”

The fine fellow naturally appealed to Harry Macgregor,
he being one of the regiment, and stood there hefore him
respectfully at attention.

“ Chased by Afghan blackguards, sir,” he went on, see-
ing that nome of the threc was able to speak, for they
were utterly exhausted, and the long run had faken all
their breath. “Front rank remain fast till I whistle.
Rear rank, about turn! Quick march!”

Motioning to the officers to proceed with the rank then
retiring toward the Balla Hissar, he took his stand beside
those who remained, and watched the horde advancing
down the street. They were coming as fast as their legs

170
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could take Lhem, and for the most part had not yet scen
the reinforcements obstructing their path. But ere a
minute had elapsed they sighted them, and came to a halt
themselves, while they discussed the sitvation,

“Ihey mean light, and so we had better make ready to

reccive Lthem,”

suddenly exelaimed Jack, taking upon him-
self the command now that he had regained his breath,
and had recovered in a measure from the exhaustion re-
sulling from his flight. “1'm going back to the sergeant.”

“And may bring the Afghans huzzing round us again,”
saidd Alee, hastily.  “Don’t you sce that when you return
to the party with the sergeant, the ruffians who have heen
chasing us will catch a glimpse of their prey, and will be
tempted to press on with the matter. Leave the High-
landers to their non-com., and come along. We shall halt
soon, and be ready to reinforce if he is in trouble.”

The advice seemed good, and Jack took it without a
murmur. A moment’s reflection showed him that the
very sight of ome of the escaped feringhees would be
dangerous, and like exposing a red flag to maddened bulls.
As it was, a small party of men opposed the rush of the
Afghans, men against whom they had no grudge in par-
ticular, and no quarrel save the one caused by the fact that
they were feringhees, unbelicvers to this nation of Islam,
and invaders. More than that, the sturdy Highlanders
obstructing the path of the pursuers were armed, and the
rabble of the city had already had more than one taste of
British steel, and remembered the rush of these strangcly
kilted men,
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“Well halt now,” said Jack, after a while, when they
had pushed on a hundred yards. “ We are near enough
still to help. It looks like trouble.”

“And as if the sergeant would pull through very
nicely,” echoed Harry, keenly supporting his own men.
“Macalister is one of our best N.-C.Os., and can he
trusted. The Afghans are beginning to throw stones.”

“ And there is a pistol! It will be time to return the
firing soon.”

Alec leaned against the corner of a wall which formed
the back of some yard, and gazed down the strect. He was
still breathing hard, and felt as if he had taxed his
strength to the utmost. A few minutes’ rest was required,
and he took it while he had the opportunity. Meanwhile
Scrgeant Macalister stood beside his little party, their
bayonets fixed and ready for use. Stones were falling
about the Highlanders, and one had narvowly escaped a
bullet. But the sergeant kept his head. He was a steady
man, who had seen troubles of this nature before, no
doubt, and had some idea of the hest methods to employ
when dealing with angry mobs. A volley from his men
would have brought the rabble storming down the street.
A passive attitude was better than flight. He showed that
he was ready for any attack, but would stand aloof if the
enemy drew off. And no doubt a well-ordered set of men
would have seen this and retired. The mob, however, was
composed of the scum of the bazaar, and with it mingled
not a few Ghazees and fanaties. These latter indulged in
stone-throwing, while others crept closer, wishing that
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they had pistols.  The question of further fighting hung
in the balance, and that balance was speedily upset.

“We are afraid! We would retire before a handful of
the Teringhees ! Then T will set the example. Death to
the dogst”

It was on¢ of the white-robed fanatics who shouted the
words, having exliausted all hig store of argument vainly
in the endeavor to cause the mob to advance.

“Iollow if you dare! ™ he shouted, as he snatched at a
pistol which one of the Afghans held in his hand. “If
not, =ce one of your comrades strive with them alone!”

[le darted to the front and came at a run, while the
mab stood deflant and menacing, waiting to see what suc-
cese he had.

“Tlold your fire. Use the bayonet!” eried the sergeant,
calmly,  “I{ more follow, fire over their heads and reload
instantly.”

The sergeant stood his ground coolly, and waited for the
fanatic’s attack, and very soon the man was upon them.
Presenting his pistol as he ran, he pulled the trigger, and
then flung the weapon at the ighlanders. Then his hand
leaped to his dagger, and he bounded at the central man.

»

“ Smartly done, my lad!” exclaimed Sergeant Macalis-
ter, and BEnglishman for all the facét that he belonged to a
Scotch regiment.  Indeed, many of the Highlanders are
English or Irish. “Nicely done, lad. Remember, hold
your fire!?”

e gave the command again, for it is hard work for
soldiers who possess rifles to keep their fingers {rom the



-

174 With Roberts to Candahar

trigger when an enemy is so close, and morc particularly
when one of them is rushing frantically against them. But
these Highlanders were old soldicrs, steady, and gifted
with excellent merves, and they stood their grouwnd, un-
moved save for the fact that the central one whom the
fanatic had selected for particular attack lunged to his
full length, and struck low, impaling the Afghan. Then
he flung the man from his weapon, recovered his position,
and faced the mob, a flicker of his eyelids and a flush
upon his cheek alone showing that he had heard his ser-
geant’s words of commendation.

“ Present!”

Sergeant Macalister lifted his own rifle and aimed at
the roofs.

“Over their heads,” he said quietly, “and wait for the
word.”

The death of the fanatic had for a moment struck awe
into the hearts of the mob, and a few began to slink away,
for the city was filled with tales of the prowess of the men
in kilts. But there were turbulent spirvits there, men who
counted not their lives if they could slay an unbeliever,
and presently a few of these pushed to the front. Shouts
and hoots gave place to an angry roar, and a movement
was made to advance, a shower of stones heing flung from
behind the leaders.

Still the sergeant stood immovable, his rifle at his shoul-
der.

“Charge! Death on the slayers of our brother! Iol-
low! Tollow!”
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This time it was a gray-beard who led the attack, and
lic knew that he would not be alone. A hundred leaped
to accompany him, and at his shout the mob broke into a
ruI.

“Tire!” A ringing volley set the street cchoing, and
filled the place with smoke, behind which the Highlanders
rapidly crammed in fresh cartridges. And very soon they
had good cansc to make use of them, for the bhullets which
had swished above the heads of the angry mob, and had
pattered against the walls of the houses, had served only
to alarm the most timid of the attackers. To the holder
spirits, the fanatics who filled the streets, the fact that the
feringhees had fired over their heads was a sign of waver-
ing—a sign that they feared the day was lost, and would
break and run. The gray-beard who led them paused for
one moment o point ironically at the Highlanders and
shout encouragement to his comrades; and then he came
on at a mad run, his eyes blazing and his tulwar flashing
in his hand. A hundred pressed closely on his hecls,
stumbling against one another, and so closely wedged to-
gether that they were almost helpless.  Still, they meant
business, and the sergeant recognized their mood thor-
oughly.

“Steady, my lads!” he called out. “Aim low down,
about the top of their legs, and fire when I give the word.
Alfter that you can use the hayonet. Ready? Tirel?”

Again a volley awoke the echoes, a cloud of smoke once
more hiding attackers and aftacked from one unother.
When it cleared away a dozen of the Afghans lay on ihe
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ground, struggling and shrieking, or still, struck dead by
the British bullets. Those who remained unharmed, how-
ever, came on without a pause, and threw themselves with
terrific fury upon the bayonets. Armed to the teeth for
the most part, they flung themselves against the Iigh-
landers with tulwars and daggers in their hands, and made
fierce play with them. But the old type of bayonet, what-
ever its disadvantages, had one exccllent point, for its
length gave a decided help to those who wielded it. And
these Mighlanders had had more than a little practice.
Encouraged by the words of their scrgeant, they lunged
and parried, keeping their faces to the foc. Then, at his
command, they fell back very slowly, till a shout told that
the second party were close at hand ; indeed, Jack Tiscombe
had brought them back at the double, and the Iusty fellows
came up with their comrades with a shout which told of
their arrival.

“Open out a little!” shouted their sergeant, and,
obedient to the order, the men who had faced the Afghan
rush separated a pace or two, while their comrades slipped
in between them. Then Jack Hscombe took the command
of the combined force. Meanwhile the steady front dis-
played by the British troops and the active work of their -
bayonets had for the moment discouraged the mob, and
they drew off a few feet and stood facing the feringhees,
their faces scowling and their eyes flashing their hatred.
Some leaned against the walls on either side, nursing their
wounds, while a few skulked behind, firing over the heads
of their friends whenever they had an opportunity.



CCOTHEN OUT OF THE SMOKE CAME FHE LINE OF STALWART
KILTED MEN
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“Now is the time o send them about their business,”
shouted Jack. “Well deliver a charge. Give them a
volley, and then make a rush.” ‘

e Taced about and waited for the men to load their
rifles.  Then he leaped aside and dropped the point of his
sword. Inslantly a scathing volley Lurst from the rifles,
and a line of flame belehied from the muzzles, followed By
a dense cloud of smoke.  Now was the moment for an
effective charge, and the officer took it.  His sword went
up above his head, and with a shout he darted forward.
After him, closcly following on his heels, came the whole
party, the Highlanders coming with a rush and a bellow
which must have struck terror into the hearts of the mob.
Already many of the Jatter had fallen, for, densely crowded
as they were, each hullet could not fail but find a mark.
Then out of the smoke came the line of stalwarl, kilted
men—men who were so strangely dressed, and whose fight-
ing qualities had alreacdy made a wholesome impression
upon the roughs of the city of Cabul. Their cager faces,
the hoarsc shouts with which they filled the air, and,
more than all, the row of bayoncts which they carried,
struck fear into the hearts of the enemy. Those in front
turned almost to a man and burst their way through their
comrades, who also gave way. A few hesitated; then,
bracing their courage, rushed forward to win death on
those terrible bayonets. But the majority had had their
fill of fighting, and, spurred on by fear, disappeared from
the street with wonderful rapidity. Those who sought
death found it with equal rapidity at the hands of the
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Highlanders, for the latter were now a little out of hand,
and fought with their blood thoroughly up.

“Halt! TLoad, and prepare to retire.”

Jack gave the order calmly, emphasizing it with another
movement of his sword. Then, of a sudden, he sat down
in the street, while the weapon clattered from his hand.

“Just a bit done up, you know, young ’un,” he said
faintly, as Alec rushed to his side. “ One of those beggars
hit me with his pistol as we were about to charge, and
the loss of blood makes me feel dizzy. A piece of rag, a
handkerchiel, will put the matter right.”

But it required more than that before this gallant young
officer was strong enough to walk, for Harry Macgregor
soon found the cause of the trouble. The roughly-cast hul-
let, discharged from an enormous blunderbuss, one of the
numerous antique weapons to be found among the mob in
Cabul, had struck Jack TWscombe in the leg, and had sev-
ered a vessel of some importance; indeed, the leg of his
riding-boot was filled with blood, which still poured from
the wound.

“This way, sir,” said the scrgeant. “I’ve done this
sort of thing many a time, and one of the doctors gave me
a few lessons. That is the way. We fold the handker-
chief and place it over the wound. Now, one of you lads
lend me his puggaree.”

Half a dozen were forthcoming at once, and very soon
Jack Iiscombe’s wound was safely bandaged, though he
himself lay full length in the street, his face ghastly pale,
and his eyes firmly closed. A few drops of water from one
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of the Highlanders’ water-bottles had helped to bring him
round, though he was still too faint to risc.

“ Don’t bother about me,” he murmured. * Get away
at once, or those brutes will be coming again. Alee, march
the men away.”

But our hero was hardly in better condition. The ex-
citement of the day, the nrgent need for flight, had kept
him going till then, and had caused him to forget his
wound. But now that the Highlahders had appeared
upon the scene, and the danger was less, the pain in his
shoulder hecame agonizing, while for the first time he
became aware of the fact that his arm was almost useless.
Then, too, his coat sleeve was wet, while an ugly red stain
soiled his tunic. As Jack spoke he was leaning against
the wall, feeling dizzy and as if he would fall. But he
was not the one to give in without a struggle. At the
words of his superior he staggered forward to carry out
the order. Then Harry and the sergeant clutched at his
clothing, and a moment later he, too, was on the ground.

“There it is, sir,” said the ready sergeant, stripping the
coat from the shoulder with the deft wse of his knife.
“ Now, another handkerchief and a puggarec will put him
right. I think we had better leave after that. Our men
can carry the officers and make light of the weight.”

A few minutes, in fact, saw the party ready to retire,
Harry Macgregor in command.

“Rling rifles, four of you men,” he said. “ Now, pick
up the officers, please, and let the others surround them.
Take the recar guard, sergeant. Quick march!”
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They stepped off briskly, Jack and Alec being carried
in the center, while the Tlighlanders fell in in frout and
in rear; and in that order they marched uwp the street
till they came to the hand-cart which they had deserted
for the sake of their officers. And here Jack and Alee
“were gently deposited on the ammunition in the cart,
while those who had carried them went to the shafts,
Again the order to march was given, and very soon the
party were retiring to the Sherpur cantonment, an occa-
sional shot and the noise of a frightencd moly following
them. Presently they werc met by the Highland regi-
ment, which came up at the double.

“What is this?” demanded the coloncl of Harry,
severely. “We heard firing and a great deal of shout-
ing. Then a man, one of the camp followers, came run-
ning in with the news that there was a riot, and that he
had seen some officers in trouble. We rcceived orxders
to double into the town and help, if possible. Why, there
is Iiscombe, and Dennisson, too! What has happened??”

ITarry told him in as few words as possible, while the
regiment halted and staved at their comrades who stood
about the hand-cart.

“And you have left no one behind? No one was
wounded and taken by the Afghans?” asked the colonel,
anxiously. “If oune of my lads is in their hands, T will
go right in and hunt for him, even if there are a thousand
of these rascals.”

“We are here in full strength, sir,” answered MHarvy.
“Only two officers werc hit, and those we have brought
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with us. The sergeant came up with his party in the
nick of time and handled them splendidly.”

“What I should ecxpect of Sergeant Macalister,” said
the colonel, favoring the non-commissioned officer with a
glance of approval, which brought a flush beneath the
lattar’s tan.  “You've done well, my lads. An Afghan
mob, when infuriated, is a troublesome thing to deal with.
But we had helter be returning.  You punished the ras-
cals well, T hope, Mr. Macgregor.”

“Killed thirty or more, sir, I think. They chased
Fscombe, Dennisson, and myself into a house, and pep-
pered uws on the roof. But Dennisson found a way for
us to get out, and we ran for it. Then they followed,
and we were in danger of being caught when the sergeant
came to the rescue. He fired over them at first, but later
on we gave them Dullets and the bayonets. They bolted
when we charged.”

“What I should always cxpeet when Highlanders hold
the hayonets. Well done, my lads! These rascals will
know ws before the campaign is ended. But we have
delayed too long.  We will retire.”

ITe gave the order promptly, and soon the regiment was
back in the eantonment, where Alee and Jack were at once
taken to the hospital to have their wounds dressed.
On the following morning they were visited by a staff
officer, who uly extracted from them the details of their
adventure.

“You were lucky to get away with your lives,” he said
as he rose to leave. “Our {vllows who have garrisoned
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Cabul before have left tales of similar risings.  Some of
our men were slain treacherously.  They entered the
hazaar and never returned. You will have Lo be more
cauntious in future, and, in fact, there is an order now
that no one shall venture into the town unless accompanicd
by a party, so that those who want to see the place will
have to collect o lot of other officers, or get a company
ol their own reginient Lo go with them. But L must not
wait here too Tong, or the doetors will be quarreling with
me. Good-by, and get well.  And before | Jeave lef me
remenher to tell you that the genceal thinks you were
very venturesome to go into the bazaar, and wanting in
caution; but that he is pleased to liear the manner in
which you meb the ruffians who attacked. He says that
the new lesson will do them goed, and that no doubt many
of those who fLell descrved their deaths, for they were
nearly certainly part of the mob which massacred the
British mission.”

Tle nodded, and was gone, leaving Alec and his com-
panion to their own reflections. Indeed, they had plenty
of time for the latter, for, much to their disgust, it was
a week before they were discharged from hospital and
allowed to rcturn to duty. Meanwhile, Sir Trederick
Roberts had mot been idle. He had held durbars, at
which he had laid down the British policy, and asked
for the names of all who had had a hand in the attack
upon Major Sir Louis Cavagnari’s mission. Then, fail-
ing to get the latter, hie had set his men to work to hunt
the miscreants out, for numbers were hidden in Cabul,’
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while others had been harbored in the surrounding coun-
try.  Against the latter a small force was sent, while
cavalry patrols visited cvery village. And in this man-
ner, and by dint of carefully sifting the evidence to be
obtained, quite a number of the culprits were unearthed,
all of whom were promptly hanged.

It may be wondered what efforts were being made dur-
ing this time to reinforce the small army which had
marched to Cabul, and which had to all appearances
cowed that portion of Afghanistan; for the rcader will
understand that the policy of pushing this small force
into a Dbittexly hostile country was hazardous in the ex-
treme; indeed, it would not have been ventured upon had
it not been neeessary to deliver a blow speedily, and bring
swilt punishment to the miscreants who had murdered
a [riendly mission. That punishment had already heen
dealt out in some measure, and steps were heing daily
taken to bring individuals to book. Meanwhile, though
the nation seemed to be peacefully disposed, none but the
most dull-witted could imagine that it would remain in
that condition. The history of southern Afghanistan,
which is peopled by a swaggering race addicted to arms,
was an object-lesson to our Government and to the leader
of the small invading force. Both knew what to expect,
and both made preparations accordingly. The Govern-
ment did all that was possible to push on the equipment
of the second expeditionary foree, that which was to ad-
vance by the Khyber-Jellalabad road. But the equipping
of Roberts’ force had for the time paralyzed the resources



184 With Roberts to Candahar

of the Government. Stores were not to be had on the
fronticr in suflicient amount, and weeks would be required
to bring them up, for therc was no frontier railway in
those days. Then, the greatest want of all could not he
supplied. Camels, mules, and other transport were not
to be had, even for big payments. The counfry was
almost destitute of baggage animals, and, of course, the
advance of the rclieving foree was delayed.

TFor a time, therefore, there was a lull in affairs in
Afghanistan, Roberts and his insignificant force lay in
the Sherpur cantonment dominating the surrounding
Afghans, and for the time keeping the turbulent spirits
in the city under control. But oufside there was hos-
tility, if not active opposition. The Afghans made no
pretense of friendship there. They werc waiting for a
leader to give them the signal, when thousands were ready
and eager to rise. T'rom their hills they could look down
upon Cabul and watch the British, and when the time
for action came, they promised themselves that they could
drive the enemy out as they had donc on a former occasion.

And come it certainly would, for as the days passed it
became increasingly evident to our gencral that influential
men were at work among the villagers and the tribesmen.
His attempts to gather a winter store of grain told him
that very plainly, for skirmishes and treacherous attacks
upon the troops became of daily occurrence; indeed, it
may bhe said that as the days passed the circle closed more
tightly round the British force. Their communications
were entirely cut, close at hand they had a city teeming
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with cutthroats who were only oo willing and ready fo
try conclusions wilh the feringhees, while outside the
Sherpur cantonment the only ground which the troops
dominated was that covered by the range of their rifles.
Beyond that all were truculent and hostile.

It was at this slage of affairs, when he and Jack
Iiscombe were quite recovered {from their wounds, that
Alec once more had cause to recollect the affair of the
bazaar, when he and his comrades so nearly lost their
lives. Tor days he had wondered what was the meaning
ol the mystery. 'The strange, heavily-veiled form of the
Afghan woman had been continuously before his eyes,
while the inarticulate cry to which she had given vent
haunted his ears.

“Could she have really cried for help? And even if
she had not done so, why had she made such frantic efforts
to reach the three Iinglishmen?” Those were the ques-
tions which Alec asked himself, and which he discussed
with his two comrades.

“Bosh!” was all that Jack could be got to say in the
way of elucidating the mystery. “It’s all stuff and non-
sense. Help! You must have imagined the word. The
lady was attracted by our appearance—naturally, T think.
—and turned to satisfy her curiosity. The fellow with
her objected, and thereat there was a row. I own that
they were rough with her; but then, are these rascals ever
gentle?”  He plucked at a hudding mustache as he spoke,
and looked at his riding-boots with the greatest self-
satisfaction.
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“And I am as sare—well, ag sure as possible that she
called for help,” repeated Alec. © Ask ITarry what he
thinks.”

“T thought the same. But she scemed to be gagged,
or so muffled in her veil that the word was smothered.
We must have been mistaken. The girl got into trouble
for looking at unbelievers; and we nearly had our throats
cut for the reason that we followed and showed sym-
pathy. It’s a lesson. T never interfere again.”

“While I am determined to get to the bottom of the
affair. T believe that the mystery has something to do
with the murdered mission.”

Both Jack and Harry turned abruptly to stare at Alec,
as if they thought that he had gone out of his mind.

“Then, take a regiment with you,” said the former,
banteringly. ¢ Get the general to lend you one, but dow’t
tell him for what reason. I helieve he’d put you under
arrest if he thought that you would be ass enough to
follow up such an affair. Bosh, Alee! Youwll never get
out of such a scrape again, take my word for it.”

“And I shall be careful not to get into such another,”
was the stubborn answer. “But I’'m sure of this, that
woman has something to do with the murdered mission.
Call me an ass if youn like, but I still stick to that
theory.”

There was silence between them, Alec falling into a
brown study which saw him analyzing the whole mystery
again. Could this woman he one of the Guides, after
all? or was it his father? That caused him to start to
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his feet, and trudge up and down in front of his tent,
while Harry and Jack stared at him with elevated eye-
brows. Noj; it certainly was not his father. The veiled
figure was that of a woman—he would stake his life upon
that. Then, who could she be, and how came it that
she could speak Tnglish?

The question was too hafiling, and the mystery too deep
for anyone, and, think as he might, Alec could not arrive
at a solution. Indeed, after a few days he began to forget
it a little, though his determination to follow the affair
up ab some suitable time never wavered. Then, of a sud-
den, all his interest was reawakened, for one day, as he
sab outside his tent, basking in the sun, a note was brought
him by an orderly.

“From the main-guard, sir,” said the latter, saluting.
“ A fellow gave it in, and then bolted. He was one of the
Afghan bazaar men.”

“And he left nothing more? No mame? Nothing?”

“ Nothing, sir. He was in a hurry to gel away. Just
put the note down in front of the sentry, and was off at
once. Any answer, sir?”

Alec sent him away with a nod, and then looked at the
note. It was a small picce of smooth parchment, which
looked as though it had been torn from a book. Age had
colored it yellow, while much thumbing had left many a
dirty mark upon it. Folded inlo a square, it presented
gome characters on one side, which on closer inspeetion
proved to have been scratelied in native ink, and probably
with a roughly-cut quill. And it was clear that the writer
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was not an expert with the pen, or, rather, was not accus-
tomed to writing English chavacters, for the “ Lieutenant
Dennisson ” scrawled upon the note was only just decipher-
able. What was the use of staring at the ountside and
wondering who could possibly have sent the mnote, and
what were the contents? Alec carefully opened it, and
spread the parchiment out to read.

“Written with the same pen and by the same person,”
lie observed: aloud. “ And written, too, by someonc only
slightly acquainted with English. What docs it say?”

He read the words through almost hreathlessly, and
then stared thoughtfully at the mote, for this was the
message:

“To the Lieutenant, greeting—T intreat your help,
and can promise very much of mews by return. The
Afghans hold me hecause some ave put to death, and they
fear me as a witness. Bul they wish to scll their pris-
oner. Follow a man whom you shall see heneallh the
Beni Moulla minaret, which is in the street before the
Balla Hissar. Ile will know himself to you by his cap.
It is of red cloth, hound about with a blue sash. Tollow,
and fear not.”

There was no signature. The note came to an abrupt
end, withont further explanatlon leaving Alec as mystified
as ever hefore.

“1X felt sure that this woman had something to do with
the murdered mission,” he said. “Bul what? That is
where I am {roubled. And who is this prisoner? When
I read the note again I think that she may mean herself.
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She is obviously a prisoner. Bub why should T be called
upon to ransom her, and what evidence could she possibly
give againsl the Afghans?”

Alee pondeved over the note for long, and remained
none the wiser. In fact, nothing seemed to he clear save
the invitation fo follow a certain man who would be
dressed in a cap of startling color, and even there the
date and hour were omitted. Nor did the writer of the
note say why it was that he, Alec Dennisson, had been
chosen for this mission, nor what interest the affair could
possibly have for him.

“Tll go,” said Alee, after much deliberation. “ At
any other time I should feel a fool for doing so, and,
indeed, I can see that the errand will expose me to mno
end of danger. But there is something of vast impor-
tance behind the message—something which, I am con-
vinced, concerns me greatly. Yes, I shall go, and I shall
say nothing to Jack and Harry.”

He read the note again carefully, folded it up and
tucked it into his pocket. Then he searched for his
revolver, and cleaned it, for he felt sure that he would
have need of its protection.



CHAPTER XI

In a Trap

oM.”
“Yes, Mr. Dennisson, sir?”

“Can you he trusted with a secret?”

The worthy Tom Bird grinned, scratched his forchead,
and went on industriously polishing the riding-boot which
he held in his hand when Alec called him.

“T'm partic’lar good at that, sir. I never give no one
away.”

“ Tt isn’t a question of giving anyone away,” said Alec,
“hbut can you keep a secret? Can you be relied upon to
keep that long tongue of yours hetween your teeth?”

“ Keep me mouth shut, sir? Yes, sir; many’s the little
thing I’ve known and kept to mysclf. There was that
little bit of fun back in the ICuram valley, sir, when M.
Escombe played a prank on the senior captain of ours.
Lor! If I’d said just a word ??

“Yes, I remember,” interrupted Alec. ¢ But this is a
different matter. I'm going into Cabul again. I’ve heard
news, and it may be important.”

“Cabul again!” gasped the tall Lancer servant.
“Where you and Mr. Iiscombe and the Highlander
officer got as migh wiped out as ever men could!
Why ?

190
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Tom stared at his master, speechless with astonishment,
for the narrow escape which the thice had experienced,
had f(illed the cantonment. Indeed, none venturcd further
than the Balla Iissar nnless well armed and accompanied
by several comrades. Besides, the orders werc precisc on
the subject.

Not that there seemed to be need of any exira precautions
or unusual reason to expect treachery and violence, for
the population of the city seemed unusually quict. The
trouble now was with the tribes living outside—tribes who
refused to treat the British as their rulers, declined to

yield tribute in grain, or to sell stores to the invaders,
and who, when Sir Irederick sent mnative governors to
them, with a fitting escort of British bayonets, twined
upont their unwilling governors when the bayonets had
gone and slew themn without mercy. Noj; Cabul was to
all intents and purposes quiet. Troops seldom passed
through it, for it was deemed a wise policy to keep them
out of the sight of the fanatical Afghans. DBut now and
again they entered the lowest quarters in search of some
miscreant hiding there, against whom there was evidence
of having taken a part in the massacre of the mission.
And the same were promptly hanged.

“Why mnot?” demanded Alec. “T shall go at dusk,
when people will not so easily see me, and I shall carry
armg. Look here. That should suffice.”

IHe opened the greatcoal which he was wearing, for
the bleak winter winds blew through the Sherpur can-
toninent, and at times it was bitterly cold beneath canvas.
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Attached to his belt were two revolver pouches, while a
smaller pouch carvied ammunition.

“And supposing a gang fell npon you?” demanded
Tom, anxiously. “ Supposing they slit yer throat belore
yer was expecting.  I’d Jike to come, siv.  I'm tall, strong,
and can handle a six-shooter. I you don’t think so, sir,
come over to the outside wall, siv, and I'll show how T
can hit a bottle. ’Sides, two’s better than onc”

“ At times, Tom; bul not on this oceasion.  Bul, Tisten.
I believe I have a letter here from someone, a woman,
perhaps, who eseaped the massacre of the mission”

“Thought there wasn’t no women in the Bally ITisser)”
exclaimed Tom, whose pronunciation ol the Alghan words
was not always very correct.  “ Didn’t know as they had
their wives with ’em, sir.”

“Nor did T, Tom. But they may have done. There
may have been a few, and one would scem o have heen
captured. If one person was spared, another may have
been. My father was there. There is no trace of him,
and though I have questioned a host of Afghans, hoth
sirdars and of the lower class, and have made inquiries
among the soldiers of the late Amecr, I have heen able
to gather no mews of his death. Remember, he was a
guest, and did not belong to the mission; also, he had
been in Cabul before, and had a few friends among the
natives. Why should this message not concern him?”

“ Message, sir? What message?” demanded Tom.

“This note, brought me yesterday morning,” said Alee,
producing it from an inner pocket. “T would have shown
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it to Mr. Escombe and Mr. Macgregor, but they don’t
believe that there is anything in the mystery. T do, and
I am going to investigate.”

“And yon want me to come, too, sir. Ready and
willin’, sir.”

The fine fellow threw the hoot to the ground, and would
have gone off then and there to prepare had not Alec
stopped him.

“Not that, Tom,” he said quietly. “1I shall go alone;
but I will read you the note, and give it to you. If T
am not back in three hours from the time of setting out,
you can go to Mr. Escombe and tell him what has hap-
pened.  Now, listen.”

He took the note and read it carefully, Tom Bird fol-
lowing with mouth wide open. Indeed, this mystery
scemed to throw him into a condition hordering on con-
sternation, and, in spite of the respect he had for his
master, his misgivings caused him to gently remon-
strate.

“Go into Cabul, among all them cutthroats, hecause a
jade sends in a mote!” he said in high tones of disgust.
“It’s a plant. They’ll be there to meet yer, and will do
some mischiel.”

“Why should they?” demanded Alec. “TI’ve thought
it out all ways, Tom, and as I shall not carry money or
valuables, why should they hurt me? I have done mo
one an injury, therefore why should they particularly fix
upon me?  Surely there must be some reason?”

“Reason! Yes, sir, there’s a reason, plain enough.
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They jest want to get yer in and then theyll kill yer.
Bless my life!  Didn’t 1 hear the sergeant-major a-sayin’
only a night or two ago that these villains jest live to kill
an Englishman. Then they can diec happy. That’s what
they do, and I don’t like this here concern,”

Tor a moment the desperate resolve of reporting the
affair at headguarters ocenrrved to him, and he clenched
his fist as he realized the cnormity of sueh an act, and
his master’s anger.  Phen, as Alee talked to him, the gal-
lant fellow began to sec with his master’s ecyes, and to
realize that, after all, there might be something in [his
mystery.

“Tl do it, sir, If you orders so,” he said reluctantly,
“though 1 don’t half like it. Shall T take the note now,
siv?”

“TIn half an hour. 1 am having something to cat now
and shall eanter over to the Balla Hissar. If you are there
I will hand over the note and the pony.”

There being nothing more that he could say to put
a stop to what in his heart of hearts he considered a mad
expedition, Tom hetook himself to his boot-polishing again,
scrubbing hard with the leather as he pondered over the
expedition which Alec was about to make.

“Don’t half like it,” he muttered, as he wagged his
head, “but orders is orders, and so I’d better make ready
and be movin’”

With that he gave a final polish to the boots, set them
upright alongside one another in the diminutive tent oc-
cupied by his master; and, tucking his cane heneath his
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arm and his rifle over his shoulder, strolled across to the
Balla Hissar, the enormous building in one portion of
which the British mission had heen quartered, and in
which were the palace of the nobility and of the Ameer,
the arsenal, and many other residences.

Alec had few preparations to make. He saw once more
to his vevolvers, discarded his helmet, and adopted a forage
cap. Then he slipped his sword from the frog and laid
it on the blankets which covered him at night.

“ Might get in the way or make a noise ab the wrong
mornent,” he said to himself. “Two revolvers should he
enough. Now for the pony, and L will he ofl.”

He crept from his tent and walked across to the horse
lines, which were a little way in rear of the tents. His
pony was already saddled, the syce leading it toward him
as he came forward. Alec took the reins, acknowledged
his salaam, and leaped into the saddle. A touch of his
heel sent the animal cantering, and very soon he was well
on his way to the Balla Hissar. And there Tom Bird
awaited him, a curious look, half shamefaced, half defiant.
on his face.

“ Looks like snow, sir,” he said lamely. ‘Do yer think
it’d be better to put it off. Try to-morrow, sir.”

“TLike snow! Nonsense, Tom. What’s amiss?”

“ Nothing, sir, only I don’t half like this here little
business. Too many of the cutthroat Afghan fellers
about it. Couldn’t I come, too, sir?” ‘ '

“ And chance the cutthroats, Tom. No; that will not
do. I must go alone. Come, now, you've said enough,
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and T know youwre a good fellow.  TTere’s the pony. Will
you wait here? It will be dusk by the time T am in the
town, and I may he back long heforve T said”

TTe threw the reins to his servant and then strode on
without another word, leaving the Tancer, nmhappy and
ill at ease, wondering when next he would see his mas-
ter. Alec went on without a pause, skirting the walls
of the Balla MHissar and passing the very gate at which
the mission had made theiv last stand.  Tf only he could
have conjured up the scene, he would have known how
well his father had fought, how he had faced the enemy
to the end, and had fallen close to the gnn, the broken
wheels of which were there at the side of the road, while
the gun itself lay upon two blocks of masonry, where it
had heen placed by the sappers when making their
inventory of the Balla Hissar.

Turning to his right, once he had passed the huge mass
of Luilding, Alec plunged into the strects of Cabul, pass-
ing through them practically unnoticed, for though the
dusk had not quite fallen, the sun was gone, and a winter
sky hung overhead. As Tom Bird bad said, it looked
like snow, and the heavy clouds, coupled with the narrow-
ness of the streets, made things gloomy in the extreme.
And there were very few people about on this cvening.
They seemed to have left the city, though Alec imagined
that they must be within doors. Presently he came in
sight of a larger building, and of a minaret towering ahove
it. DBut it was not the one known as the Beni Moulla,
that he was sure of, for he had obtained a plan of the
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city that very morning, having borrowed it from the staff
office, and had carefully studied it.

“ Straight on for two hundred yards or so, as near
as I could guess from the scale,” he said. “Then turn
sharp to the right, take the first to the left, and there
it is.”

He trudged on boldly, guickening his pace and looking
behind him on occasion, for the gloom of these native
streets, their deserted appearance, and the fact that mo
lights could be seen, made him feel uncomfortable. Not
that anything had occurred to upset his tranquillity, only
something which he could not entirely understand struck
him as ominous. Afterwards he realized that it must have
been the silence of the streets, and the fact that barely
one native had crossed his path; and those who had done
s0 had slunk away into some alley or doorway, scowling,
and as if anxious to keep away from the feringhee and
from awkward questions.

“Perhaps they are having some meeting elsewhere,”
le thought, “or they are at prayer. What can those fel-
lows want to slink away for? A week ago they would
have marched past, scowling as they did just now, and
looking as defiant as ever people could look. They are
nasty customers, with their arms protruding from their
belts and their tulwars clanking heside them. Ah, here’s
the turning, and soon I shall be at the Beni Moulla
minaret.”

He walked along more slowly, his eyes in all directions,
while he listened closely. But all was silent. Not a step
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could he heawd, and only a crenking door some way up
the straet told him that anyone was near,

““ e will know himsell to you by his cap,”’
Alee, as he thought of the note. * It is of red cloth,
hound about by a blue sash. Well, T will have a gooid
look at the gentleman (irst of all.”

With this object in view he walled still slower, peering
into each alley that e happened to pass, and into the win-

" yepeaterd

dows and the dosrways of the heuwses. By now the dusk
was more pronovneed, though the light had not enlively
fuded.  Still, it was sullicieatly darle to make it dilficult
in these narrow streets Tor a casunl passer-by to say
whether Alec were Britishi ov Afghan.  Stumbling along,
it was not very long hefere he came to the turning which
Ied down to the Beni Moulla minaret, and at once his cau-
tion was redoubled.  He did not venture inlo the sireet
till he had cautionsly peered round the corner, and had
remained staring into it for some minutes.

“There might he some vaseal hiding im a doorway, pre-
pared Lo pub his dagger inte me as I passed,” he thought.
“8o 'l keep a enveful eye on the place and Jook oul for
some movement.”

Iawever, in spile of hiz juspection, he could detect
nothing.  There was not cven a light, though some little
way on heyond, where the minavet towered in the center
of a square, the fast-flitting glemns of daylight showed up
more prominently, and objects were clear there in com-
parison with the spot in which he lurked.

“Was that o figure?”
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Alec drew back suddenly and crouched in an opening,
for of a sudden he thought thal he had seen something
move in the squarc.

“Pooh!” he said, with a shrug of his shoulders and
an impatient toss of his head. “What am I here for?
I am here to meet a man who is to wear a curious cap,
and probably that will prove to be he. Tl go for-
ward.”

But, in spite of his worc“{s, he crept on with redoubled
care, for still that uneasy feeling assailed him. Indeed,
now that the moment and the place for the appointed
meeting were at hand, he recognized what he had more
than half admitted hefore—that this expeclition was risky
in the extreme. Madness, many would call it. And yet
think of the stake—of what it might mean to him! Put
any other young officer in his place, and would he not
have accepted the task and endeavored to follow it out?
It was not one which concerned the safety of a woman,
but one clouded in mystery, a mystery which might mean
a huge amount to Alec. Supposing this woman could
speak of a prisoner in the toils of the Afghans-—a prisoner
taken from the Balla Hissar! Might that man not prove
to be Major Dennisson? Preposterous as the thought
seemed, Alee clung to it stubbornly. Supposing this
woman were something to do with the slanghtered mis-
sion, and merely called upon Alec for help and freedom!

“Then T shall be proud to bring it to her,” he said.
“ Tt may turn out that she alone is concerned; but I believe
that there is more.”
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The thought seeined to stir him, Tor he emerged from
the doorway in which he had crouched and stepped Tor-
ward, his feet making no sound as he walked, and presently
he was on the verge of the square, peering through the
darkness. Yes, there was a man, pacing vestlessly to and
from before the minaret.  Alec almost gave vent to a
cry of delight; but he suppressed it, and crouched again,
watching the stranger. At first be could not be certain;
but when the man turned and eame toward him, the light
that remained was just suflicient to tell that he wore a
curious turban, and that the colors corresponded with
those mentioned in the note.

“Then he is the man,” thought Alee, as he stared at
the stranger.  “TFaivly tall, I should say, and strong. T
cannot make out his featurcs, but they look uite right,
and not too malignant. Ile seems to be impatient, as
if he had been here a long time and had given up all
hope of my coming.”

This, in fact, scemed to be the case, for the Afghan
stranger trudged to and fro restlessly, staring up and down
the street, and halting each time he came in front of the
one in which Alec crouched to peer into its depths. Then
he would give an impatient stamp with his foot and tmm
round again.

At length, after an nnusually long halt, when Alee was
on the point of declaring himself, the Afghan with the
curious turban swung round with an cxelamation, and
began to walk from the square.

“Ile comes not,” Alec heard him say. “ The English-
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man fears. Perhaps to-morrow will see him. To-morrow !
No. If not this day, then never!?”

“What could that mean? What would prevent his
coming on the morrow?”  Alce crouched there bewildered,
and wondered what could be the mcaning of the words.
Then the solution came to him. ¢ Ile thinks that if T
have not obeyed the sammons at once, I shall never come,”
he said.  “That scems likely, too, for one would cither
follow such a clew swiftly or not at all. Well, T will watch
the fellow and follow him.”

He crept after the Afghan and very soon was in the
square. A few paces took him beyond the minaret and
into the street on the farther side. Here it was hardly
possible to follow the retreating figure of the stranger, but
Alec crept still closer, and by dint of pecring into the
gloom and listening every mow and again, gained an ac-
curate idea of his whereabouts. The Afghan, in fact,
walked on withont a pause and without turning round,
till he came to a second squarc. And here he directed
his steps to a dwelling on the farther side, a dwelling
distinctive from the others hecaunse of the fact that a
light glimmered from one of the upstairs windows. Now
way the time for action, and Alce at once hastened forward
into the square.

“Then you came, after all,” said the man, turning round
with a start and clutching al his belt. “ You gave me
a fright, Englishman sahib, and spoiled my greeting.
Accept salaams.  Now, follow within, and you shall hear
news of importance.”
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e spoke in the native tongue and secmed to he sure
that Alec would nnderstand. Then he turned again, and
without a word or a look pushed the door of the dwelling
open and entercd, his figure being swallowed by the gloomn
within.

“1 don’t half like it,” said Alec, unconsciously repeal-
ing Tom Bird’s words of warning to himself. “ But here
goes.”

He walked boldly to the doorway and pushed the door
open, for it had swung to. Then he entered the passage
within, still holding the door.

“ One moment,” he thought, as he stood there suspicious.
“This door will close and the darkness will be dense. T’
push a stone in the way.”

His foot happened to strike at that moment against
the side of a rickety stool which lay in the passage, and
at once he placed it in position to keep the door open.
Then he groped his way forward, finding that the passage
turned to the left abruptly, for all Afghan houses ave
built on a plan to permit of the door heing left wide open
during the day, and yet so that the privacy of the family
within may not be destroyed. A second later it swept to
the right again, and Alcc thought, as he rounded the bend,
that he caught sight of some stairs. But he could not
be certain, and so as to prevent a collision with the walls,
stretched his hands in front of him. Suddenly his fingers
came in contact with a garment, and a thrill of fear ran
through his frame.

He almost gave vent o a shout, and would have done
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so, perhaps, had not someconc suddenly thrown himself
against him. Then there was the sound of some swift
movenient, and an arm, brought down with furious force,
struck him on the left shoulder, sending him staggering
back.  The hand at the end of that arm clutched a dagger,
the blade of which was meant for Alec’s heart.

“Die, feringhee,” he heard his assailant hiss bencath
his breath. ¢ Die swiftly.”

Alee closed with the man instantly, and, having no
weapon in his hand, clutched at his neck and shook the
Afghan, shook him till the man swayed from side to side,
tll his dagger cattered from his fingers and his hands
fell nerveless beside him.  Then he flung him against the
wall [uriously, staggering against it himself, for the sud-
denness of the attack had taken his breath away.

“Better leave at once,” his common sense told him.
“T’m here, and mean to get to the bottom of the matter,”
his stubborn spirit prompted him to say. “Therc was a
light upstairs, and I want to see who sits heside it.
Perhaps I shall surprise them, for this fellow evidently
meant to kill me before I could mount to the other
floor. T’ll have a look at him first, for he might prove
troublesome.”

But he had no reason to fear, for the Afghan lay still
and silent. Not even a sound came from his lips, though
Alec listened carefully, for the grip which had encircled
the Afghan’s throat had proved even more fatal than a
dagger thrust, and be had died within a minute.

“Then I can go on,” thought our hero. “T know that
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trouble is awaiting a DBritisher here, and so I will go
prepared.”

He sought for a revolver and made ready to use it.
Then he struck a mateh and looked about him, his cye
falling first of all upon the fignre of the dead Afghan
at his feet, the man who had treacherously atlempted 1o
assassinate him, and then at the stairs, a rickety affair,
which led to a door above. Alec stared at it thought-
Tully till the mateh burned low and scorched his fingers,
Then he struek another with cqual want of satisfaction,
for the door above told no tale and gave no information.
Not a sound issued from the room beyond, and nobt cven
the feeblest ray ol light; not a glinuner issued from
beneath the door or through any crevices that there might
be.  Then, a little reflection helped him.

“0f course, there would mot be a Tlight there,” he
thought, “for the window which looks down into the
street is in a room above my head. Then the door
leads to some passage, and I counld not expeel to see a
light nor to hear sounds. Hark! Did somecone move
above?”

His heart heat vapidly, and with such violence that he
felt breathless and stifled.  Yes, his ears had not deccived
him, for he heard the shuffle of a sandal, the sound of
someone moving across a carpetless floor.  And the owner
of those sandals was an active man, whether old or young
he could not tell ; but active, for the shuffle passed quickly,
as if with a spring. It was followed by the gurgle of a
hubble-bubble. Alec recognized the sound at once, for
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hie had Tived in Tndia for long, and had spent his time
in bhazaar and native quarters. Suddenly the gurgle of
the pipe was smotheved by the shuflling sound again, and
he heard the sandals moving overhead, and then toward
the door.

“Going along the passage,” thought Alee.  Derhaps
he will come to the door and listen. Supposing he looks !
Tl see the man Pve just killed.”

The very thought was sufficient to set him to work, and
at once he fell upon the body, and, clutching it by the
shoulders, dragged it round the corner till out of sight
of the door. Then he lay down on the ground, removed
his cap, and peered round at the door. Tt opened, slowly
at first, and then more rapidly, disclosing an cver-widen-
ing strip of light.  Then the strip wag filled by a human
form, bearing a native lamp which smoked and dripped
fat on the floor, and which, thanks to its crude manu-
facture, lit up only the immediate surroundings, while
the passage below was thrown into hall-1it shadow, which
was little better than the darkness which had filled it
hefore.

“There is no one below. You were mistaken,” called
out the man who hore the light, as if he were addressing
someonc in the room from which he had just eome”

“You are sure? No onc? Nothing?” came in the
rasping, high-pitched tones of a man of advanced years.

“As sure ax L am that the Brilish fool will not come.
The trick seemed cunning.  We kaew him Lo be bold, and
seb a frap likely to cateh him. Bub these feringhee dogs
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smell danger. They arc quick to meet it, and quicker still
to avoid it.”

“But I heard a sound, a scuffle, and a fall,” said the
high-pitched voice. 1T swear it by the Prophet.”

“ As you have sworn this hour past on three separate
occasions. No; there is no one. Your old cars deceive
you, while your anxiety and impatlicnce cause you fo
imagine things. If the man had come with the officer
hie would have given the signal, three blows npon the stairs.
If by himself, then two only. "There have been no knocks,
and there is no one bLelow, least of all our comrade with
the colored turban, and the feringhee dog whom we sought
to catch.”

Did Alec recognize the voice? Ie started, and slowly
edged backwards, for the man above held the lamp belore
him and peered down the stairs. And if he could sec
nothing, certainly the Inglishman crouching helow was
unable to perceive much more, for the smoke [rom the
crazy lamp cloaked the featuves of the Afghan, while fear
of discovery caused him to retreat so far round the hend
that he might have been altogether out of sight of the
door. But the voice——

“ They all speak much alike,” he said to himself, “ but
this fellow ?

Alec could not be sure where he had heard the man
before, if he had ever done so. But of this he was sure,

this was the houmse where he was expected, the dwelling
where the mystery might be cleared np, or where the clew
might be found. Moreover, if he could possibly have had
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a lingering doubt after the murderous attempt made upon
him the words of the rascal who had just appeared con-
vineed him that foul play was premeditated. It had been
arranged that he was to be brought here and killed in
the passage. Then the man wilth the cap was to ascend
and give two taps on the stairs. That would show success
in his enterprise, or that he came alone, having failed to
meet the LEnglishman. In any case, those above could
be prepared to carry out the deed if three taps were given.

“And now it is so late that they hardly expect me,
dead or alive,” he thought. -“Then I must surprise them.
I will give them an hour to settle down, and then 1 shall
go up to them and see what they have to say. And, per-
haps, it would be as well to deceive them at first.”

e lay perfectly still, listening to the movements of
the man above, and not daring to look at him. And very
shortly the door closed, the passage was again plunged
in dense darkness, while the shuffle, shuffle of sandals over
a carpetless floor were heard again—that and the dreary
gurgle of the hubble-bubble, which had ceased only while
the two men conversed. Alee lay and pondered till he
almost fell asleep. Yes, in spite of the imminence ol his
danger, though he lay in a dark and foul passage, within
a foot of a man who had died by his hand, a feeling of
drowsiness came over him, and had he not struggled
against it he would have slept. Perhaps the stuffiness of
the passage helped toward the feeling, for when he crawled
to the door and looked out into the street, the cold wind
Llowing upon his face brightencd his wits and awakened
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him thoroughly. More than that, the open street, the
starry sky, and the absence of fool passengers were a new
temptation to be gone, to shake the dust of this treacher-
ous city from his shoes, and flee to the Sherpur canfonment,
to his friends, to the headquarters’ tent, where the Tamps
would be burning now, and good fare displayed on the
table. The inclination to shirk the danger was great, and
for a while he hesitated. Then his mind conjured up the
gate of the Balla Hissar, those fractured wheels and the
dismounted gun, and his courage and determination re-
turned.

“Now or never!” he murmured. “ My duty is clear.
This is no wild, boyish escapade, but an honest endeavor
to clear up a mystery which my heart and my suspicions
tell me concerns me closely. My duby is to fathom it to
the bottom, and I will.”

He turned abruptly, as if afraid that continued sight of
the starry sky would destroy his resolution. Then he
groped his way into the passage, and sat down beside the
body of the man who had attempted to kill him.

“His cap and cloak will be uscful for a time” said
Alec. “Iixchange is mo robbery, and perhaps may be
useful.”

He tore off his coat and cap, and then struck a match.
With the aid of the light thus given he freed the cloak
which the Afghan wore and rapidly slipped it on. The
belt followed, and into it the daggers and pistols were
thrust, while his own revolvers found a place hencath the
cloak. Then, using all his strength, he dragged his great-
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coat on to the limp body, laid the Afghan at the foot of
the stairs, and let the cap rest half on the floor and half
on the man’s head. Another malch served to light the
passage while the limbs were arranged, when, satisfied that
all was ready, Alec stamped heavily and struck the wall
with his fists. Then, boldly advancing, he tapped twice
upon the stairs. Instantly the gurgle of the hubble-bubble
ceased, while the shufle of sandals was heard. There was
a cry, as if of joy, while within a minute the door above
was flung open.

“ Honor to our bhrave comrade,” said the man who had
appeared before. “ Ascend, and tell us the news.”



CHAPTER XII
The Storm

the Luttabund voad on the afternoon on which

Alee Dennisson had taken his fate in his hands
and had entered the streets of Cabul. Tall and fair,
with open, merry features, and a boyish look, to which
even the sprouting mustache could not give an appearance
of age, this British officer was, for all that, a little power
to contend with. He had seen fighting, and the three
dozen men trotting bchind him, heavily cloaked—for the
snowflakes whirled about them—could rely upon his judg-
ment. Jack Iscombe, as he was familiarly known to them,
was an officer after their own heart, just as was his {riend,
Alee Dennisson, interpreter and aide-de-camp, and the
troopers reckoned on secing service when out under his
command. They were a patrol sent along the lines of
communication to sce how the fortified posts on the road

3- DAPTER young T.ancer officer trotted slowly along

were faring.

“The next is the last, T think, sergeant,” said Jack,
calling -the non-commissioned officer to him. ¢ That will
be ten miles from Cabul, and we might manage to get into
cantonment to-night.”

“ Might, sir, but it doesn’t look promising. Going to

210
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snow hard, and that will make traveling difficult. Perhaps
we shall have to wait at the post till the morning.”

“ I hope not,” responded Jack. ¢ Life here at the posts
must be deadly dull, and T have no wish to stay even for
a night; but, of course, I shall if there is need.
Sergeant!”

“ S

“Do you see anything suspicious on the hills away on
our left? We were warned by the officer in command of
the last post that the enemy had been seen, and Sir Fred-
erick has news of a rising.”

“There’s banners over there, sir,” said the sergeant,
emphatically, drawing up beside Jack and staring at the
hills.  “The snow malkes it a little difficult to see things,
hut—there ; five banners, I am sure.”

His hand went out at once, and he pointed to the crest
of the broken ground to which Jack had drawn his at-
tention. And as they looked, the banners increased in
number, and presently a large number of Afghans could
e seen streaming over the crest and down toward the
road.

“(oing to attack wus,” said Jack. “ We shall have to
make for the post, and—sergeant!”

“Yes, sir.”

“I think we had hetter send a warning through to the
general, and to the post we have recently quitted. Choose
two of our best men, who are very well mounted.”

“TRolls and Jennings, sir,” was the prompt reply; for
this non-commissioned officer knew his men and horses
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gs well as lie knew the fingers on his hands. “ Good men,
sir, and well horsed.”

“Then call them here.”

It took only a matter of a minute to give the troopers
their orders, and at once they were off, one turning his |
face toward Cabul, and the second retiring at a gentle {rot |
back to the post which had recently been visited.

“He should get through withont diffienlty,” said Jack,
as he watched the first.  “ The horse is fresh, for we have
ridden slowly; and, besicdes, the enemy seein to he on foot.

Now we will get to the fort. Those beggars may draw |
off then.” '

“They look determined to see something of wus, sir,”
remarked the sergeant; “and they are in greater numbers
than we have scen for many a day. Seems fo be a vising.”

This, in fact, was what it was. The period of calm
which had followed after the capture of Cabul was about
to be broken, for at length the Afghan tribes, who arve
forever quarreling among themselves, had agreed to lay
g aside their differences and fight the invaders. "Their pa-
tience had at length heen exhausted, and a wvariety of
reasons had caused them fo awake from thelr lethargy and J
rush to arms. Already the reader will have learned how
the sphere of influence of the British force included Cahul
and the Sherpur cantonment, and as much ground outside
as could be included in the fire zone of the several de-
| . tachments. Elsewhere there was open antagonism—not so
much in the form of armed attack or resistance as in
scowling assent to reform and a general policy of with-
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drawal from the neighborhood where our troops happened
to be.  The nation of Afghans had scen a Britich punitive
force before, and remembered that when a reguisite num-
ber of their comrades had been hanged, and punishment
meted oul to those actively engaged in the work of slaugh-
ter, the troops bad marched back into India, leaving the
bazaar in ruins. They set their mark on the city, and
went.  Well, a bazaar conld be built again, and men
could be spared for the hanging if only there were
promise of an ecarly withdrawal—if only the feringhces
would depart.  But this little gencral was too exacting
for them. IIe had already declared an amnesty to all
{found without arms, excluding severcly those who had
aided in the slaughter of Sir Louis Cavagnari’s mission.
But now he proclaimed himself ruler of Afghanistan, vir-
tually the Ameer, who would hold the government for his
sovereign and maintain it by means of his hayonets. Then
he had attempted to thrust native governors upon the
provinces ; and, last of all, had scttled himself in the
Sherpur cantonment, which he was steadily fortifying as
il for a prolonged stay, while from that position his offi-
cers governed the turbulent city, and quietly dismantled
the Balla Ifissar, the mass of buildings which had seen
g0 much British misfortune.

Mushlk-i-Alum, the chief moulla of Guzni, an aged
man, filled with energy, hatred, and determination, made
much of these facts, and for weeks had been busily at
work among the tribes. Tle settled their private differ-
cnces, persuaded them to lay them aside for the common
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cause, and preached a jehad, a holy war, (rom cast 1o
west, and from north to south. Now the fruits of his
labor were about to become apparent.  Sir Irederick, by
means of his spies, had knowledge of the storm about to
burst, and made good use of the time given him. But
he could not do the impossible.  Delay is inevitable where
the British CGovernment is concerned, and more so if it
be concerned with the War Office departments.  The re-
lieving force under General Bright had only just com-
pleted its preparations and marched for Cabul, and not
until November 6 had a junction been formed between the
invading force and that destined to keep its lines open.
That meeting took place at Iutti Sung, between General
Macpherson’s  brigade and  the troops under General
Bright.  They fell back upon their respective stations,
Macpherson on Cabul, leaving posts along the road at
intervals, while General Bright retired to Gundamulk, for
lack of transport and supplies still hampered his move-
ments.  Between the two forces lay a tract of the ronghest
country, swarming with villagers to whom the word had
been given, and held here and there by these small col-
lections of bayonets, which scemed almost useless, and
certainly practically helpless in case of attack in foree.
Mahomed Jan, an Alghan leader of tried merit, ac-
customed to the handling of troops, was in chief command
of the forces against the British, while the wiles of the
aged moulla brought to his standard not alone villagers
and fanatical tribesmen, but the population of the city
of Cabul, the horde of rascals living beneath the shadow
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of the Balla Hissar. His plan of campaign was to send his
southern contingents to capture the Cabul ridge extending
from Charasiah northward to the cleft through which the
Cabul River flows. Those from the north were to occupy
the Asmai heights, while the levies from other parts were,
under his own leadership, to come in from the westward
across the Chardeh valley, capture Cabul, and, with the
aid of the population of the city, to raid every quarter.
These steps accomplished, the investment of the Sherpur
cantonment was to follow, and ultimately the defeat and
utter slanghter of the invaders. Surely a comprehensive
programme, and one which might well tax the efforts of
our little gemeral and of the G000 odd troops at his com-
mand.

Naturally the object of the invaders was to prevent the
concentration and union of these three forces, and we
shall sec liow the work was carried out. TFrom the first
the tribesmen under the immediate command of Mahomed
Jan were the most to be feared, and an effort was made to
crush his troops Dbetween two forces. Ior this purposc
General Roberts dispatched two columns, one under Gen-
eral Macpherson, with guns and cavalry under Massey,
with orders to march to Auwshar, and from thence along
the Guzni road to Urgundeh, where Mahomed Jan and
his men lay. Fe was to drive them down in a southerly
direction. General Baker was to march on the following
day southward into the Logur valley, and, continuing his
march, was to turn west and south, and close upon the
flying masscs of Mahomed Jan’s forces. Undoubtedly the



216 With Roberts to Candahar

plan was worthy of a gencral of such britliant attainments,
but, wnfortunately, circumstances occurred to upsct the
arrangements.  Maepherson reached his rendezvous and
halted for a day. MThen he discovered, by means of his
cavalry patrols, that a huge Torce of the enemy lay to his
north and west, which 14 beeame necessary to disperse.
Therefore his march into the Chardel valley, toward Ur-
gundch, had Lo be abandohed temporarily, and he marched
against 1his newly-discovered force, his troops quickly
rouling them and causing considerable loss.  On the fol-
lowing day he turned west and south again, and headed
for Urgundeh, with the object of carrying out the original
plan,

Unfortunately, the country erossed by Macpherson had
not heen suitable for cavalry and guans, and thevefore
(teneral Massey had been left at Auwshar while the major
portion of the {orce dispersed the enemy fo the north, Te
had orders to march at a certain hour on the following
morning, and to time his progress so as to come into com-
wunieation with Macpherson on the Guzni road. The
smallest eircuwmstanee threw out his caleulations, for he
took a cross-country route, and thereby got into position
too early, to suddenty find himself confronted by the whole
mass of Mahomed Jaw’s foree, a forece which had shown
its determination by moving from Uveundelh and clecting
to place itself between the two columns sent out to crush
it. And it had advanced into dangerous proximity with
Cabul. Could Massey have held it where it was, there
would have heen time for Macpherson and Baker to come
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up and fall upon the enemy from north and south. But
the force of cavalry and guns was too weak. They fell
back slowly, and then as rapidly as possible. But the
Alghans would not be stopped. T'hey pressed forward so
rapidly that guns f{ell into their hands. Then they
swept on toward Deh Mazung, a village in the opening of
the gorge through which the Cabul River flows. Nothing
could stop them, though the Lancers charged home move
than once. At length the little force rcached the village,
to receive reinforcements there of one wing of the 72ud.

It was touch and go, for had the Afghans won the pass
they would have swarmed through and thrown themselves
upon the Sherpur cantonment, now almost depleted of
soldicrs; but the carbines of the cavalry and the rifles
of the Highlanders kept them back, a fierce musketry duel
being carried on. At length the Afghans swung to the
right and occupied the hills there. They had contrived,
by dint of much daring and by able leadership, to reach
a point dangcrously near the cantonment, while close at
hand were the other forees, prepared to join hands with
them and fall upon Sherpur. Our troops fell back upon
the lalter place for the might, a small force holding the
gorge.

On the morrow more work was to face the British sol-
diers, for when they awoke and looked from their defenses,
the heights about Cabul were in possession of the ememy,
Mahomed Jan’s men swarming on the spur to the south
of the Cabul River, while to the north, on the continua-
tion of the ridge, numerous banners fAaunted in the breese,
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thousands of white-robed figures moving among them. Tor
the moment we will leave them in position, lTooking down
upon the feringhce invaders, while we take the roud to
Lattabund, where Jack Liscombe and his troopers were
riding.

They trotted al a good pace along the road toward the
post, watching their messenger as he galloped to Cabul,
and in due course saw him pass the villagers, who were
making down from the hills.

“Then we can look to ourselves,” said Jack, “and we
will canter. Come along.”

He set spurs to his horse and eaxed the rein, and at
once the troop galloped along. Ten minutes later they
were in touch with their friends, and hefore the hostile
Afghans had reached the road were safely behind the
defenses. The latter were composed of a mud wall, which
had once heen a village fort, but had long ago been de-
serted, and of 2 number of sangers # of rocks and bowlders,
which lined the ground in front of the wall. The fort
itsclf had been built hallway up a hill, the approach heing
over rough ground, cntircly devoid ol vegetation and lil-
tered with fallen bowlders.  flere and there was a nullah. |
now filled with drifting snow, while behind the face ol the
hill was steeply scarped, and presented no foothold. A
space of some three hundred yards intervened, so thab an
enemy perched above could not annihilate the holders of
the fort by tumbling bowlders upon their heads, a practice
of which the Afghans are very fond. The garrison con-
sisted of twenty native infantry under a young suballern.

* A breastwork. T Mhe dey bed of a small stream.
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“Youwll take command, of course,” said Jack, as he
entered and saw the horses led to some old buildings
which still stood within the fort. “I have come here
merely for safety, and shall lend you whatever help you
may want. I can give you the information that some
four or five hundred of the cnemy are coming toward you.
Have you a gun?”

“ A Maxim, which is as good or hetter,” was the reply.
“ And you really mean that I am to remain in command?
Remember that you are the senior.”

“ While you have been placed here, and are in chavge
of the station. For the time I act under your orders.”

It was just like Jack Fscombe to give the younger offi-
cer a chance, and good-naturedly he discussed the matter
with his comrade, the two rapidly deciding on their course
of action,

“Then I place one of the subahdars * with six men in
rear,” said the young officer, whose name was Giles, “ and
the remainder hold the front face. Of those, one-half will
creep into the sangars until they are forced to retire.
Where will you go, Escombe?”

“TIn the sangars,” was the quick answer. ¢ Then, if
we are driven in, I can help in the defense of the fort,
and be ready at any time to cut out through the gate with
my men and lead a charge. Ah! There goes the first
shot. Bullets will be humming shortly.”

By now the enemy had gathered at the foot of the slope,
their banners fluttering above them in the snow-laden air.
Some five hundred they numbered, and appeared to he all

* Chief native officers of Sepoy troops. :
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filled with eonrace and determinatinn. Withont a panse
they hurried up the slope, awl as Jack had spoken they
hegan to open fire with their matcehlocks. A few possessed
hreech-loaders of the snwoth-hore varicty, and hese oo
showud the defenders that they could shoot well and fruly,
16 was time, in Tact, that Jack and Lz men wenl 1o the
sangars, and ab once he lad the way, filleen of the native
infantry filing out with him. Gulleys had heen cub in the
snil, or made by means of rolling bowlders into position,
and by creeping along these he and his men were soon in
position, Then the crackle of their fire was heard, and
pulls of smoke issued from the Luce of the sangars, Mean-
while, the licutenant had placed his Maxim in position,
one of the Lancers manning it, while two stood by ready
with fresh rolls of amnmnition.

Crash! A bullet of unusual size hit the face of {he
sangar hehind swhich Jack evouched, and, finding its way
through a crevice hetween the howlders, only missed the
young Laneer oflicer hy an inch,

“A ncar shave,” he said, “and the bullet must have
heen fived by that fellow in advance.  He ran ahead and
Look cover. 1’1l see what 1 ean do.”

He had noticed one of the tribesmen pushing in ad-
vance, and had taken stock of his weapon, a huge un-
wicldy thing which made a big noise, and which kicked
in & manner which one could almost see at that distance.
Jack leveled his rifle on the bowlder and waited. But he
had a wily tribesman to deal with; for though he waited
patiently, watching the right of the howlder, no head ap-
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peared. A second later a hurst of smoke issued from the
opposite side, and a cloud of stone splinters and dust was
thrown in his cyes. This time the Afghan had sent his
bullet a tittle low. It had struck the base of the sangar.

“A clever beggar, who wants watching,” thought Jack.
“T supposc he will chose the right side this time. Ah!
I thought I saw him move. He’s creeping along.”

He crouched behind the wall of rocks and watched
eagerly through a crevice. But the glimpse he had caught
of the tribesman was not rvepeated. e seemed to have
gone to the left, and Lis new position remained uncertain
till of a sudden the big weapon bellowed again, and a
sopoy in the nexl sangar fell forward against the rocks,
shot in the head. The next instant Jaek’s rifle went to his
shoulder and slowly covered an arm which protruded form
the cover. The turbaned head followed, and then the
shoulders.  Jack pulled the trigger, and the man dvew
back swiftly, the bullet having missed him by a hair’s
breadth, for the sight of the rifie had struck against a
bowlder when Jack was getting into position, and though
omly slightly bent out of shape had made a true aim im-
possible. ITowever, there was still time, and on the next
occasion when the Afghan made his appearance the de-
flection was allowed for. There was a shout, following
swiftly upon the crack of the rifle, and the {ribesman rose
to his full height, his weapon held at arm’s length; he
waved the other arm at the enemy, made an effort to run
forward, and then fell heavily against a bowlder, the clat-
ter of his weapon being heard distinetly.
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“Now for the others,” thought Jack. “They are got-
ting very near, and arc closing in.  We shall have a sur-
prise for them soon, for the Maxim will come into action.
Al, that was a nasty one!”

Again a bullet had penetrated between the bowlders,
and had struck the earth hehind with a bang which
startled him. But it was nof surprising, for by now two
hundred of the tribesmen were within casy range, and
these fived rapidly -at the fort and at the sangars, while
their comrades slowly stole np toward them. Ior an hour
the duel continued, the native infantry steadily picking
off the enemy. But, in spite of their persistence, the Al-
ghans drew necarer, showing a marvclous facility for this
class of warvfare. Already they had learned the importance
of taking cover, and they advanced on this occasion singly,
ereeping from cover to cover, or crossing the more exposed
parts with a rush, which frequently carricd them to safety.
Then a number made use of a nullah, and by its means
crept to the left till level with the face of the fort, from
which position they were able to enfilade the sangars.

“Time to retive,” said Jack, whistling to his men.
“ Now, sudahdar, tell off three of the best shols to occupy
the attention of those fellows while the others run into
the fort; and be quick. They may attempt a rush.”

They retired slowly and steadily, the discipline of the
natives being excellent, and soon all but two were in the
fort, the latter having fallen to the bullets of the Afghans.
Their withdrawal was the scene [or a fierce attack by the
Afghans. IHeaded by a moulla dressed in spotless white,




The Storm 223
they came bounding over the rocks and rough ground,
their weapons waved above their heads and loud shouts
procecding from their lips,

“Ya-Allah! Ya-Allah 1™ they shouted. “ Slay! Slay!”

“Lover them with the Maxim, and wait,” said (he
commander of the fort, running to the weapon, * Hold
till 1 give the word, then give it them as hot as you can.
Tescombe, what about the horses? ™

“Ready, if yvour men can hold the forf,” said Jack,
prompily.  “They are here saddled and bridled, and if
there is o clanee T will make use of them,  Give we the
word and Ul go. But 1 shall have to make for the road,
or ¢lose o i, for ihe ground out=ide i3 too hroken”

Together they stood beside the Maxim, now manned by
one of the native infantry, who had replaced the Laneers
and as they slood watching the oncoming enemy, Laneers
and natives lined the wall of the fort and poured in oa
steady fire, which seenned to have no effect. Men were seen
to Tall, lut the bulk came on without o pause,

“Ready 77 asked the lHewlenant.

The native nodded and twrned the whites of his eyes
toward the oflicer for the space of a second.

“ Iret?

The rattle of the gun drowned every other noise in-
slantly, while smoke enveloped the weapon and those who
nunned 16 but outside all was clear, aud the eyes of the
gunuer never lell the figures struggling there. At first,
the muzzle had been turned at the very center of the
struggling mass till that had sunk out of sight; then it
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hal ;‘-h)pp'ml for a Lriel instant, only to swing round and
rin huollels to the right, where a dangerous rush was
developing,

S Phat has stopped them in that yuarter,”™ cried the
Teutenand,  © Well done! Ready with that ammunition,
and hold on for an instant.”

The gunner heard the words, which were shouted close

to his ear, and showed that he understood, for his eyes
came vound again.

“Mhey ave gathering in front again” «id the lien-
tenant, in ITindustani. < Prepare, and keep a careful
wateh on those men who crept up the nullah. They would
he here very quickly”

(<3 (l‘

“They are coming now,” said Jack. here s one

fellow calling fo them, and—— Twook oul, you men!
Pour in your volleys!?”

1Te left the Tieutenant for the moment to join his men,
while the former stood coolly beside the Maxim. Tike a
flash the latter swang yound. Then the gunner's eye went
down to the sights and his grip tightened. Ounce again
the smoke belehed from the muzzle, while the rush, which
had carried the firce tribesmen to within sixty yards,
ended suddenly.  Some twenty prostrate figures marked
the track which it had followed.

“Stop!” said the lieutenant. “They are retiring. Ts-
combe, I don’t know, but I fancy that it would he rash to
attempt a charge. Quite half the epemy have remained
below, out of our range, and their rifies would pour volleys
into you.”
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There was little doubt that the decision was wise, and
Jack bowed to it. Then he and the lieutenant took their
posts on the walls and discussed matters while they
watched the enemy.

“They look as though they had had enough, but I
wouldn’t frust them,” said Jack. ¢ They are wily beggars,
and if they don’t come now, will attack during the night.”

“We will rest the men so as to be prepared for that.
They were just about to take their evening meal. Tl
send them to it while your fellows man the walls. After-
wards they can have a meal and a rest, and to-night we
will mount treble guards, and sleep under arms.”

“Can’t be too careful,” agreed Jack. “T’ll give my
men their orders.”

An hour later darkness had fallen, hiding the combat-
ants {rom one another. But the flash of weapons still
studded the side of the hill, while loud shouts, the drum-
ming of a tom-tom, and defiant cries filled the air. Snow-
fakes fell silently, now in thick clouds and then almost
disappearing. The sky was invisible, while the darkness
was intcnse.

“The very night for a surprise attack,” said the lien-
tenant. “ How can we prepare for it?”

It was a question not to be rapidly decided on, and it
was long hefore the two young officers came to any con-
clusion. Light was what they wanted. If they could have
that they might guard against surprise and concentrate
their men. Without it they might as well evacuate the
fort and retire to the steep part of the hill, In the end
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they decided upon fires, and presently a dozen were blazing
at points round the fort, and so close to the walls that the
flames could be replenished from the latter. Men were
set to work with axes, and these made an attack upon the
rotting woodwork which had once formed doors and win-
dows. Others dragged the logs away and piled them close
to the wall, where they could be casily reached and tossed
on the fires. Then one-half of the garrison lay down to
sleep, while the remainder watched eagerly. Tounr hours
passed before the crack of a rifle disturbed the silence.

“I saw something,” said the Lancer who had fired,
“and T heard a sound as if someone had hammered a peg.
It was over there, between the fires.”

An instant later another rifle went off, and on hasten-
- ing to the man, the lieutenant received preciscly the same
report.

“T am sure it was one of the Afghans,” said the sentry,
emphatically, “and I believe I hit him. There was a ery,
and the sound of hammering ceased.”

“Then they have some design against us. What do you
think, Escombe?”

“It’s hard to say, but if the sentry thinks he hit the
man, someone had better investigate. Give the men a
warning to hold their fire while I creep out. Now, sentry,
where exactly was the spot?” .

“Just on the fringe of the light, sir. Sometimes it is
guite dark there, and sometimes the flames start up and
you can see. That’s when I fired. There, close to that
bowlder.”
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He pointed cagerly, and Jack made a mental note of
the position.

“Then you don’t object?” he asked. “ Right! Ll
slip out at the darkest spot and be back as soon as 1 can.
If you hear bhammcering, don’t five. Warn all the men
along the front.”

He was gone before the licutenant could answer, and
very soon had slipped from the end of the fort. Three
minutes later they saw him slinking along the fringe of
light, creeping close to the ground so that the enemy
might not see him.

“ Hammerin® again, sir,” reported the sentry, “ and far-
ther on this time. Shall T fire?”

“ Certainly not. It may be our officer. Yes. I saw
him for a second. What can he be doing?”

They watched anxiously for half an hour, and then, of
a sudden, Jack appeared among them.

“ Tt was as I suspected,” he said quietly. The Afghans
are trying an old trick. They sent a couple of fellows
forward, cach armed with a peg, to which a line was tied.
The men drove the peg in and then crept away with the
line. Ome I fancy was badly hil, but though I followed
the line I did not come up to him. I then went to his peg
and moved it over to within twenty yards of the other,
where I drove it into the ground.”

“ And—and you think?” demanded the lienfenant.

“That we are in for an assault. That the enemy will
creep along their lines, and wait till they are massed near
enough to the fort. Then they will come along like tigers,
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only, instead of making the attack in two scparate places,
they will come together.”

“But will they not discover the alteration?”

“ Probably, hut not certainly. The fellow who placed
the peg I moved may be dead by now. I think they will
come on, in any case.”

“And we——"

“You will have the shooter ready, while T and my men
shy timber on the fire, and dress them with our rifles.”

There was little time 1o be lost, and at once they made
their preparations. Tach man was warned of the ex-
pected attack, and guards weve left in rear and at either
end of the fort. The main portion of the force was con-
centrated at the spot selected for attack, and weapons were
carefully loaded. Then the spare store of oil for the sig-
naling lamp was placed on the wall, and a man directed
to throw the can on to the flame.

“Silence! The sentry hears something.”

The lieutenant crept to his side, while Jack took post
by his men.

“Make ready the Maxim, and get hold of the timber
and the oil. Silence! I hear something.”

It was a moment of intensc suspense, and each soul
within the walls of the fort held his breath and listened.
The crash of a loosened stone came to their ears; then
silence—silence? No; a noise, a shuffling sound, the clink
of metal upon stone, and then silence once more.

“In their places, and waiting for the stragglers to come
up,” said Jack in the lieutenant’s ear.
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“And time for us to move. Pass the word for the oil
to be thrown, and make ready.”

Again there was a moment of silence. Then a tall
figure stood outlined on the wall, and the crash of the
falling can was heard. Tt had been torn open af the neck
go as to allow the contents to spill at once, and within a
second flames were roaring into the air, casting their light
over a considerable radius.  And there, just within its
bimits, could be seen the head of the Afghan attacking
party, already risen to their feet for the assault. The
British werc only just in time. Another minute might
have been too late. As it was, the Maxim opened before
the enemy could give vent to their surprise, and, thanks
to Jack’s efforts, its effect was so disastrous that within a
minute those of the enemy who lived were racing for their
lives. Nor was anything morc heard of the tribesmen.
When Jack marched out on the following morning there
was no trace of them, and only the fallen weapons and the
hodies of the slain proved that the whole affair had not
been a mightmare. Two hours later he reached the Sher-
pur cantonment to hear that the ememy were on every
side, and that Alec Dennisson had completely disappeared
from sight within the city.



CHAPTER XIII
An Exciting Interview

ONOR to our brave comrade!  Ascend and tell us
the story.”

The rascal who had appeared at the top of
the stairs, on hcaring the two Dblows which Alec had
given, stretched out the hand which bore the smoky nalive
lamp so ag to light the crazy steps. T'hen he watehed as
his supposed comrade ascended.  And, thanks to the fact
that the light was uncertain, and also because the man
who ascended wore the turban of distinetive color, and the
cloakk of the Afghan who was expected, no suspicion
crossedl his mind ; nor did he wonder hecause his grecting
was not retuimed, for it happened that the rullian who
lay dead in the passage below was of a silent disposition.

“Come,” said the man above. “We wait cagerly for
your news of the feringlice and the manner of his death.
Did he fall in the passage below, or was the hlow struck
outside in the street? T the latter, so muel the helter,
for then none may tell who did the deed, wnless it hap-
pened. belore this very door. Mahomed, our aged com-
rade, swears by the Prophet that the knife Tell down helow
in the passage; and if that is so, it will he necessary to take
the body away at once.  We caunot afford to delay, for at

230
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this hour all are within doors, attending the meetings held
by Mahowed Jan and the moulla. In g little while they
will be streaming out again, and he who bore the body
would be seen.”

“And there are spies and tale-bearers in Cabul,” ven-
tured Alee, in the Afghan tonguc, a scheme to he rid of
one of the conspirators having occurred to him.

“Therc are tale-bearers in plenty in this city—is it not
50, my brother?”

As he spoke he held his head down, as if picking his
way up the stairs, while Lie endeavored to give his listener
the idea that he was breathless and almost exhausted.
TTe paused suddenly and leaned against the wall, as if to
rest himself, while he waited for the man’s answer.

“Tale-bearers in Cabul!” said the rascal, indignantly.
“Asle s honor, Yohinda Khan, and he will tell you,
Why, is it not because of tale-bearers that this feringhee
was lured here? But soon Cabul will be rid of them all.
Yes, all will perish when the British are gone”

The words staggered Alec. Iow could he have to do
with tale-bearcrs? What connection could there possibly
e between this plot to murder him and the existence of
spies—native gpics—in the city of Cabul? He almost
venbured to ingnire the meaning of the answer which had
just heen given, bhut the man saved him the trouble.

“Spivs, indeed!” he exclaimed with an ocath and a
sneer.  * There are tale-hearcrs here in truth, else would
there have been these hangings? Not that a few lives mat-
ter much; there are dogs in the city who can well De -
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spared. But whenr money is to be earned, when this fer-
inghee general——may the Prophet overthrow him and his
men —offers reward for news of so-called traitors whe
joined in the good work of slaying those of the mission
in the Balla is<ar, is it a wonder that some are ready to
Tay evidence hefore him and enrich themselves?  hat is
what Yohinda fears, for he led the attack ab the fvst, as
vou must know, for yvou were beside him; and were the
common people, or even other sirdars, lo know what we
know, comrade, why, his honor’s head would he high ahove
the walls of the eity, and his feet would dangle in space
helow.  Yes, and not his feet alone.  Others wonld dance
{o the same tune, comrade, yours and mine, and aybe
a few others, Ugh! I like not the thought.  Better, far
hetter, is the hope that when these troubles arve over we
may become vieb.  And wherefore should we not?  1Tis
honor has made his bargain with ws, and could not relire
from it, seeing that we know so much, and that you are
so clever with your dagger. Tle will pay us our share,
and we shall bay a house and live in the best style possi-
e, Yes, that shall be our reward, and it is more within
our grasp now that the feringhec is dead. IHe it was whom
we feared most of all”

“Boecause, comrade?”?

“ Because he was young and venturesome, as Yohinda
Tearned to his cost. Beeause he was bhold and courageous ;
and, more than all, because that chance meeting raised
suspicions in his mind, suspicions which, if permitted to
continue, might lead to our ruin; to the loss of that re-
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ward which Yohinda and all expect, and perhaps even
to the loss of our lives.”

“Then we cannot delay,” said Alee, in low tones. “To
arouse the curiosity of one of these native dogs just now
would end in ruin. Our money and our lives would suvely
pay the forfeit, as you yourself declare. This body must
be removed, and as far as possible. Yohinda gave us that
order, and we dare not disobey. Go, comrade, and drag
this feringhee to the other end of the city, Not a man
walks abroad at this time, and all is quiet; but if we
delay, who can say what may happen? T would myself
have undertaken the task, but I am worn; the dog fought
like a fury.”

“I would have cared to hear your tale hefore leaving,”
was the grumbling answer, as the man set down the lamp
on the floor within the passage above. “But we must
take no risk. I will go. Where does the dog lie?”

“Just round the bend,” answered Alec. “ No, do not
take the lamp,” he added swiltly, seeing the Afghan
stretch out his hand for it again. “ Down here it is dark,
and you will find the body with ease. Then, as the street
is lighted Dby the stars, you will be able to make sure that
no one is about to pass. A lamp would call attention, and
perhaps show what you were doing.”

“ A wise thought, and one which makes still more for
security. And, besides, there is but one lamp here, and
that will be required in the room where Mahomed smokes
and thinks. Go to him, comrade. Rest and be content,
for you have done nobly.”
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Alee crushed himself against the wall as the rascal de-
seended the shaky stairs, and then clanibered to the Lop
himself, his revolver held veady all the while, for sudden
discovery was possible.  Then he stood in front of the
Jamp, thus making the stairs and passage below cven
darker, and called to the Afghan. -

“Be cautious as you go, comrade,” he said, “and re-
member, drag the dog te the farthest corner of the city.
It is not native spies whom we wish o hide the feringhee
from, but his brothers, who will be swift to search for
him.”?

“Then their task shall be a difficult one,” came {he
answer. I will hide him where none shall find the body,
not even you or I should we wish to show the feringhee
to his honor.”

There was the sound of shuffling sandals on the ee-
mented floor below, and then silence—silence broken by
the deep breathing of a man who exerted his whote strength
to 1ift some heavy weight.  Then the shuffling, less springy
and elastic than of yore, commenced again as the Afghan
bore the body of his comrade down the passage fo the
door. There he paused while he pecred out into the strect.

“All is clear,” he called over his shoulder, “and I will
therefore go now. In two hours, perhaps, T shall be back,
and it may be sooner, for this feringhee dog is lighter
than T had expected. I shall be able to walk swiftly, and
shall not need to rest so often by the way.”

Alec heard him step out into the street, and for a little
while could trace the shnffle of his sandals,
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Should he go down again to the door and watch so as
to make sure that the raseal had gone? The thought oc-
curred to him, and he made a step downward; bul his
Progress was arrested the next instant, for. the same high-
Pitched voice, the voice of the old man whom he now knew
as Mahomed, [ell npon his ear.

“ Come,” he said, “there has heen talling enough, and
I wish to hear something of your struggle with the
feringhee; and besides, with the door open, the wind comes
through this voom till T shiver. Close it and enter.”

Alce did not hesitate, for he knew that hie had now only
orne enomy to deal with, and he was an old man. Better
Mmect him ab onee, while the other rascal was gone, and
drag from him the secrel of this mystery, the reason
for this treacherous plot which had brought him into
Cabul.

To decide was to act. He picked up the lamp, closed the
door, and advanced along the passage, dragging the turban
well down over his eyes as he did so.  Presently he came to
the entrance to the room which looked out into the street,
and perceived a figure huddled upon a square of ragged
and dirly carpet placed in the very center. In front of
the figure was a lubble-bubble, which still emitted its
mournful gurgle, while the stem of the long tube was
grasped in the hand of the man squatting on the carpet.
The fitful rays of the smoky lamp showed him to be some
sevenly years of age, fall and thin, and gifted with piere-
ing eyes, from which the light was reflected redly. A thin,
gray beard straggled from his chin, while the hand which
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grasped the stem of the pipe was, like the features, thin
and emaciated, nnd wrinkled deeply. Alee sef the lamp
down close to him and strode over Lo the window, where
he squatted down in mative fashion, and in such position
that he could watch the man and the door at the same
time.

For a minute there was silence, the old Afghan sit-
ting still, while clouds of smoke came from his Jips. In-
decd, partly owing to his thinness, and to his wrinkled,
evil-looking face, and lo his piercing cyes, and, perhaps,
owing to the uncertain light afforded by the smoky lamyp,
the man at whom Alee gazed looked more imposing, more
foarful, than did the ruffian whe had just departed from
the house. This old man was cool and colleeted, slow of
speech, and given to command. Would he be easily dom-
incered 7 Would it be possible to persuade him, and o
make sure of his silence?

“A revolver shall teach him manners,” thought our
hero.  “I will have no trifling, even though he is too old
to fight. He js in this conspiracy, and he has helped
in the plol which aimed at my assassination, therelore T
shall treat him as he deserves. I he frics to raise the
alarin, I will shoot him dead and then rush out. [irsl to
the left, then 1o the right, and there T am. Yes, I remem-
ber the way; there shall be no mistake.”

“Your news, comrade?” suddenly demanded the old
man,  “Tidings of this feringhec dog whom we feared,
and of the manmer of his death.”

He stopped for a moment, while the gurgle of the pipe
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was heard. Then he spoke again, the sound of {he hub-
ble-bubble cutting in between his words while smoke issued
Trom his wmouth. '

“You met him at the Beni Moulla minaret. Yes, that
wag the place selected. You did not slay him there, bub
here, below, and some little' while ago. Is that not the
case? |

“ Perhaps half an hour age,” said Alec, quictly, withoutb
an effort to disguise his voice,

“ And it was then that our comrade went o the stairs
and called. Why did you not answer? Ah, you +were
wearied with the struggle, perhaps, or dazed with a blow
strnele by the DBritish dog in- self-defense. You are
wounded, it may be.”

Slowly the old man allowed his piercing eyes to leave
the smoky lamp, or the elouds of tobacco smoke which
seerned up to now to have riveted his attention, and turned
them on Alee. He peered at the cloak and followed it
npward 1ill the face was rveached, when he suddenly
dropped the stem of his pipe. 'Then he swuong round and
stared into lhe features of this stranger, for Alec had re-
moved his turban.

“You are pale. You—yon—my eyes deceive me,
but: ?

“But I am not the one you expected,” said Alee, gquietly.
“This assassin, hired by you and Yohinda Ihan, should
be seated here, while the feringhee dog should he on the
shoulders of the rascal who was with you a few minutes
ago. It is unfortunate for you that it 1s otherwise. The
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foringhee is here, prepared to punish this atlempt upon his
lile with death—prepared to shoot instantly.”

Never onee did he raise his voice as he addressed (he old
mar, nor did he allow his eyes to leave the lace of {his
ruflianly Afghan. Slowly his revelver came from benealh
the cloak, and when the man turned full in his direction,
and stared ab him in open-mouthed astonishment, liis cyes
lnoked into the muzzle of a revolver, and Lehind that muz-
zle were a paiv of dark, steady orbs which set him quaking.

“You! youl The feringhec!”

“Drepaved to shoot instantly,” repeated Alee, quictly.
“Turn round. Now place the lamp nearcr to your feet.
That is well. You will answer my questions quickly and
truthfully. If you fail ?

e squinted down the sights of the revolver and saw the
Alghan squirm. His hands swayed to and fro, while the
fingers grasped at the nir.  Indeed, he looked as though
he would fotter and fall fo the floor. As Alec lowered
his weapon, however, the man’s courage returned to some
small degree, though the fingers twitehed, the cyes shifted
uncasily, flitting from the face of the feringhec to the
Iamnp, then to the window, and back again, furtively, to
the stranger who sat before him, deminating him with his
revolver,

“T will tell all that I know. Iear me, and spare my
life,” said the mamn, in quaking tones. ““Ask, and T will
answer as I can.”

“ Then, this note, which was sent to the Sherpur can-
tonment~—who wrofe i£2”
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“ Alas, sahib, [ did that.”

“Then you write Jinglish?*

“Better than 1 can speak it, sahib. Many years ago I
was employed by the British garrison in Cabul. There I
learned what T know. T also aeted for those who lately
lived in the Balla Hissar, interpreting for them on
ocpasion,” _

“Ti1] they were murdered by your comrades. Bub why
didd you write this note to me; and why did Yohinda Khan
degire to have me killed? ™

Alee looked closely into the old Afghan’s face as he
asked. the questions, and wondered what the answers
would he.

“ Sahib, I cannot give the whole tale, for there is much
that T do not know or understand,” said the man, return-
ing Alee’s gazc without flinehing. 1 sweav it. 1t is
the truth.”

The piercing eyes did not shift. There was a look of
sincerity on the old man’s face, and Alec felt that he was
indeed maling a true statement.

“You know something. You can tell me why I was
feared, and why spies were feared. You can explain the
contenls of the mete, for you admit that you wrole it.
These were the words. What do they mean? ”

e repented the nole slowly from beginning to end, and
then demanded an answer. _

“Who is the prisoner mentioned in the note? ” he asked
breathlessly, “and who is this woman?”

“The last was a wife to one of the sepoy soldiers. The
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man was slain in the attack upon the Balla Hissar, and
the woman fell into the hands of Yohinda Khan, The
man

“Yes, the prisoner; who is he? ™

“Sahib, I cannot say, for I have never secen him; but
he is a feringhee. My employer holds him prisoncr also,
and hopes to receive ransom for him. Ile dare not give
him over to your general new, for o do so wonld Le to
prove that Yohinda had a pavt in the slaying of the mis-
ston; and, also, theve would be no ransom. 1Je waited,
therelore, hoping that your conntrymen would relive, when

he, perhaps, would extract a promise of payment from the

prisoner. You were enticed here becausc spics in your
camp told ws that your meeting with this woman had
aronsed your suspicions. You were likely to probe the
matter deeper, and therefore it would be well to be
rid of you. There was no other reason fo my knowl-
edge”

“But why was I selected?” demanded Atlee, sternly.
“ There were others with me when we met the woman and
heard her ery for help.” '

“ Others who did not Delieve in that cry, sahib; others
who had nol o special interest in the matter. But you
have. Yohinda tells us that your father was with the
mission.”

“Aud he is this prisover who is held to ransom!”

“T cannot say, sahib. The prisoncr is a feringhee. The
other, the woman, is a native. She can speak a little
English, and she called to you. She was being taken from
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this house to another, for the Knglish soldiers were seach-
ing this part for men wlho had helped in the attaek upon
the Balla Hissar.”

Alec stared hard at the aged Afghan, and, though
snspicious, was bound to confess that the man was telling
the {ruth. ¥is tale seemed probable. One of the Guides
happened to have his wife with him—perhaps many of
the poor fellows had-—and the woman had survived the
massacre.  Yohinda Kban had taken posscssion of her.
He had also an Englishman in his hands. Was it one of
the officers—Major Dennisson, or who?  Obviously this
Mahomed did not kuow, and he had never scen the fering-
hee. Morve than that, wag it nol prokable, with a crafly
feilow as Yohinda Khan undoubtedly was, that he had not
entrusted his employces with all his scerets; for spies
abounded, and money was to be earned by those who had
information to give. ‘

“Tell me why the note was sent yesterday?” he sud-
denly asked. < Why such need ol haste?”

“ Because the sahib was known to he suspicious, becaunse
he might not wait; but, more than all, beeause there was
to be fighting, for the whole of Cabul is to join in an at-
tack upon the encmy. That is why the streets are empty.
All are attending a huge meeting, or ave at the larger
houses, arranging plans and listening to their leaders.
To-morrow the guns will fire, and the sahib, had he not
received the swmmons, wonld have been away in the val-
ley. Yohinda Khan desired otherwise. He had a debt
to pay; for did not the sahib take him prisoner and worst
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lim when the vietory should bave been on the other
side? ¥

In an instant Alec realized that this sirdar of whom the
aged Afghan spoke, and whose name had been mentioned
by the other ruffian, must be the very ene whom he hag
captured, the officer who had attempted to behead him
while he knelt half stanned after his fall.  Yohinda Khan,
then, had had an active part in the massacre of the mission,
and had made o captive. He was in nced of money, as
were all these Afghan sirdars, and he songht to ransom
one of his prisoners.  Meanwhile, chance had thrown Alee
in the way. The very Bnglishinan who had elfected Yo-
hinda Khan's caplure had heard the cry of the nalive
woman, and hecause of his father’s prescnce with the mis-
sion had taken special notice of it. If he looked further
into the matter there might follow discovery, and that
meant loss of ransom and death for Yohinda. DBetler
to entice this young feringhee into the city and slay him,
therchy removing a danger and gratifying a little private
Tancor.

Alee conld see the matbter in its proper light now, and
slernly determined to punish this treachcrous Afghan,
More than that, he then and there made up his mind that
he would never rest till he had found the native prisener
and the feringhee of whom the old man had spoken. The
woman had heen removed to some other portion of tha
city when the search in this particular part had become too
close. Where had she heen placed?

“T begin to understand this mystery,” said Alec, slowly,
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eying the Afghan with increased stermness and toying
with his weapon till the old man tremled.  “‘Che wonan
has been removed, and doubtless the man also, though you
did net say so. Where are they? See that your answer
is correct, for I shall want your guidance to the spot, and
—you will understand that I will brook ne trifling”

“I have promised, and T will tell all that T know, sahib,
Listen,” said the man. “This is where yow will find the
native woman, though 1 cannot say whether the feringhee
is there, for that has been withheld from me. Has the
sahib knowledge of Lhe quarter wherein is the bazaar? ”

He paused and glanced at our hero, who nodded.

“Then you must make for the corner which faces
the direction of the Balla Hissar. Then enter the ba-
FAAT ?

Onee more the aged Afghan came to a stop, his attention
arrested by some sound outside. It was a man walking,
a man who wore sandals looscly tied to his feet, and who
stepped along Dbriskly over the cobbles. Alee heard the
steps, oo, and fingered his revelver, while his eyes never
for one instant left those of the man seated Dbefore him.
Did those eyes change? Did their color alter, and a look
of relief sweep over the face? It might have been fancy,
but such changes do the relaxation of a single muscle make
upon the features, that it was more than probable that he
had seen a change, that this Afghan heard a fricnd ap-
proaching, heard steps with which he was acquainted.
However, Alec gave him little room for doubt as to what
would happen if he attempted to raisc the alarm.
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“That is our friend who went off with the hody of the
foyinghee on his shoulder,” he said quictly, though his
heart throbbed and pulsated so that he havdly thought that
he could speale.  “Tle ‘suspects something, perhaps.  He
is not quite happy about the affair.  Or he has been foreed
to return by the appearance of the people.  You will get
rid of him while T pretend to have fallen asleep.  But my
cyes will he on you hoth. My revelver will cover you
and—the smallest sign will be sufficient te eause me Lo
press the trigger.”

“ But, sahib * the old man commenced.

“Stlence! You are old, and I do mot like shooting
even younger men in cold Bloed. Bul, then, you are all
murdervers, and I shall not hesitate. A sign even, and
recollect”

His hand went out in front of him, the mmzzle looked
squarely into the Afghan’s eyes, while the trigger went
back slowly. There was no need for move, and hut little
time, for the shuffling steps had now passed under the win-
dow and entered the passage helow. Alec al once seized
his borrowed turban, drew the cloak about bim, and settled
himself in o heap.

“T have told you the whole tale of the assassination,”
he said in low tones. “You ean vepeat anything that
may seem inferesting, but you will send this man away.
I shall watch. My revolver is beneath the cloak, but it
will shoot every hit as well from that position. Now, be
prepared. Take up the pipe again.”

By now the steps were at the door of the staircase, for
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the ereaking of the latter had heen heard, and as Alec
finished speaking, the door was thrown open. Then the
ynant who had so recently left the dwelling with the object
of hiding the crime strode inte the room.

Alee walched him as he came, and, Pthanks to the light
which the lamp gave, made sure that he was ill at case.
Something had oceurred to disturb the ruffian, for his hand
shook, and his features showed traces of anxiety.

“Hush!” said the old man.  “ Qur brother sleeps. He
is worn out with his struggling. What brings you back
so soon? Swrely you have mot hidden the feringhee
gafely ? Think what discovery will mean”

“Think! T know! DBut this is why I bave come.
Listen, for the thing puzmles me and troubles my mind.
This feringhee was tall, T thought?”

“They say so,” was the answer, “I am old, aud
scarcely leave the house. I have never scem him.”

“And he should be heavy, too, for I reckoned his
height and weight when we took the woman across the
town and ran against the three Tnglishmen.”

“ And what of that? Surely you have not come hack
to tell me all this!” cxclaimed the other, feigning anger,
“Tave vou hidden the body?”

“Listen, and you shail hear. What has brought me
back? Why, I thonght whern T started out that this fer-
inghee was small and light for my reckoning; but he js
dark-sldnned also, or the night and my eyes triflc with
me. T say that his skin is as dark as ours. Ie is no
feringhee; he is one of ourselves, and there is some mis-
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talke or treachery in the matter. Wake our comwrade so
that we may spenk together.”

“And all hecause the darkness of the night and your
own fears have upsct your courage,” said the old man, still
in tones of annoyance. “ One ol ourselves, indeed! Do
not these Tnglish live under canvas, and gallop about
beneath the sun all day, exposed to the wind and heat?
Then why should all be fair-complexioned ?  This youth
is burned brown, and the darkness of the might comnplotes
the change.”

“ But his feet,” burst in the man, as yet far from con-
vinced, “He wears a military eloak, as is usnal with the
feringhecs; hut there are native shoes on his feet, and he
wears our dress also, I helieve.”

“You will believe soon that he is alive,” scoffed the
old man. “Come, back to the body and hide it at the
Tar end of the city! And as you go, think a little for
yourself, This officer came in answer to owr swmmans.
IHe spoke our tongue like a pative. It might be con-
venient to pass as one at any moment; and for thal reason
he wore one of the native dresses, merely covering i3 wilh
a military cloak, He was in disguise, and could change
from feringhee to Afghan on the instant. One of owr-
sclves, indeed ! Come, move quickly, or Yohinda Khan
may have something to say”

The old man weat on pulling at the hubble-bubble, while
he eyed the neweomer askance, his eyes shilting from his
face to the turban which covered Alec’s head and shadowed
his features—to that and to the outline of the revolver,
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which could just be seen behind the eloalk, Puit! a cloud
of smoke came from his lips, and lic stared now at the
Jamp and then back at Aleec. But the latter never moved.
To a casual onlooker he was fast asleep; but a peep be-
neath the turban would have shown that his half-closed
eyes were riveted upon the aged Afghan, and that only
once or twice had he allowed them fo wander to the face
of the stranger.

“What! Ave you mob gone yet?” said the old man,
alter a pause, as he turned 1o lis eomrade. ““ Does any-
thing tronkle your mind, or have you also fallen asleep?*

“1I was thinking,” was the answer, © The silence out-
side has disturbed my courage. My fear of discovery just
now is very great, for were the fervinghees to find out that
this act:had been done by us, the punishment would be
terrible.  The darkness has caused me to make a nistake,
I will go at onee and complete the task.”

He was gone in a minute, Alec and his comrade in this
strange roomn listening to his shuilling sandals.

“ Iad the old man given this friend of his a hint? Had
he maonaged to convey some impression of danger to him,
some suspicion which would causec him to return awith
Yohinda Khan or with other help??” '

Alec asked himself the questions, while he straightened
himself and looked thoughtielly ab the lamp. No, he
deeided,  Tear of the revolver had assured the old wan’s
honesty, and the ruffian who had just departed swould nob
refurn yet awhile. Then he ought to lecarn where the
native woman was to be found, snd would go to the place
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ab once.  Ten minutes, in fuet, safliced to give him the
glreet and the house in the bazaar where he would find
those whom he sought,

“Then T will leave you also,” he said as he rose.  “ You
will remain here, and il you desive to save your own life
you will take eare not to follow or to let your comrades
know the irick that I have played npen them. Should
you do so, T will hunt you down {ill you are captuved.
You know better than T do what that means.”

There was no need fo engage in further conversation,
Tz aged Afghan was a parly to a disgraceful conspiracy
to murder him, and though he had given valuable in-
formation, yet that could mob excuse hig previous acts,
Alee, therefore, spoke to him eurlly, and repeating his
warning and the dircetions just given him for finding the
particular house in the bazaar, he strode down the pazsage
and opened the door. A moment later the aged Afghan
heard the staivs ereak and the door swing to. There was
the sound of a step in the passage, and then silence.  The
Foglishman who had dared (o enfer into the heart of
the trap set for him by Yohinda Khan had gone, and the
place where he had squatted was vacant,  Only the fecling
of a huge danger narrowly escaped remained: that und
the cortainty that treachery to the feringhee would bring
a stern and speedy punisliment,
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CHAPTER XIV

Back to the Cantonment

LIC descended the stairs swiftly, the door above
A banging to and shutting him off from the passage
and the voom In which the ol@ Afghan sat and

Then he felt his way along the navrow hall
which twisted till it eceme to the street. Fe passed the
very spot where the man with the strange-colored turban,
the turban which he himself now wore, had attempted to
stab him, and in his heart he silently thanked God that
the hlow had fallen as it did in the darkness. Tad it
been Yight he would have been killed to a cerfainty; but,
as it happened, he had had a very narrow escape, and had
killed the murderer.  Then he had, by the vse of his wits
andd no small amount of stubborn convage, contrived to rid
himsell of one of the ruffians, and extract an important
secvet from the sccond.  He felt glad noew that he had
not run for his life when he realized that treachery was
intended, for he had benefited to a greaf extent, and this
mystery was all the clearer. e could see now what was
happening, and what Yohinda Khan feaved.

smoked.

“TTe shall come to the gallows yel,” said Alec, as he
threaded the passage. ““And if T fail to find the woman
und this feringhee—can it be my father #—I will hunt for

249
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him and foree him lo give me the seerel. Yes, thal is
what [ will de. Bud the old man above seems Lo have Lold
me all ibat he knows, and perbaps it will be suflicient.
Here is the door and—ah 1™

His foot struck the rickety stool with which he had
propped the door open, and sent it volling on the cemented
ftoor, making such a noise that Alee drew baek panling,
fearful that it would allract the atlention of a chanee
passer-hy.  B3ut he had no need to alarm himsell, for a
minute later, when he ventured to peer round the door-
post and look inlo the street, it was deserted—at least, as
far as he could see, for the night was dark, and only the
starg 1it the scene.

“hat accounts for the other man’s uncertainty,” he
thought, “ITad there been a wmoon he would have recog-
nized his comrade in an instant, and no amount of per-
suasion would have convinced him thal he was carrying
my body, I hurdly dared to breathe when he refurned.
My finger was on the trigger, ready to shoot.”

A careful ingpection having shown him that the strect
wag emply, and no sound occurring Lo disturh him, he
emerged from {he passage and struck direct for the Beni
Moulla minaret, the rendezvons appointed for his meeting
that evening.  Skirting this, he plunged inlo another nar-
row street, and pushed on as fast as possible for the corner
of the hazaar which pointed toward the Balla Hissar.
Ialf an hour laler he had reached it, and al onee entered
the crowded quarters of this portion of the city of Cabul,
a quarler where the roof extends from house to house
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across the street, and where the main artery of the bazaar
is covered {rom end fo end. Now, indeed, it was dark,
and he was compelled to stand still for o few miuutes {o
accustom his eyes te the change.

“ Straight down the center of the bazaar,” he repeated
to himsell,  and halt when I reach a tall thin house which
rises on the xight.  The old boy said that it had no gallery
uncler the roof, as the others have, and that T should know
it by its narrowness, and beeause there is an arched open-
ing passing bencath it. I go through that £ill I come to
another strect, turn to the left, and stop at a stall which
is at the very end of the street. That is the housc; and a
knock, and the pass words, ¢ Yohinda Khan,” will gain me
admission.”

Alec brovght his hand down against his thigh in vexa-
tion, for suddenly he remembered that in his anxiety to
learn where this native woman was imprisoned, and where
also the feringhee, he had forgotten to demand who looked
after them. There might he half a dozen cutthreats, or
merely one.

“T was a fool not to find out who is there,” he said,
“and my omission to do so may end the whole matter.
But I have gone so far with it that I shall not turn back.
I will find the house ond enter. Those who oppose shall
do so at their cost.”

A dogged look came over his faee. IIis lips came
together firmly, while a frown wrinkled his brow. In
fact, Alec, had the light been sufficient, would have been
scen to wear an ugly look, one which would have warned
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anyone with designs against him to leave him scverely
alone.
“Torward ! he sald to himself quietly. “This is the
main street of the bazaar, and there is danger in delay.”
Tncouraging himself in this manner, he felt for the
hundredth time to assure himself that his weapons were in
position. Then he straightencd his turban and plunged
into the dark, roofed strect. Om either hand were emply
stalls, elosed for the time being, and destined lo remain
untenanted for a few days to come.  And, like the strects
elsowhere, there was not a light visible, and not a sound
disturhed the silence, not cven the bark of some stray
eur.  The place felb oppressive, and, strive as he would,
Alee conld not resist a feeling of depression which assailed
him. Ii was almost worse to be in this dark place alome
than to be rubbing shoulders with the Alghan inhabitants.
But a moment sufficed to throw off the feeling, and having
now accustomed his cyes to the darkaness, as one does in
o coal pib after a few minutes there, he walled on briskly,
searching for the tall, thin house with the arched opening
beneath it. There it was, rising ghost-like to the roof,
where its outline was shrouded in gloom. DBut by stand-
ing elose to its walls and looking up, he made sure that the
house had no balcony above, white all the others had.
“Thal seems certain,” he said, “and as it has an open-
ing here, it must be the one. T suppose the people who live
in this quarter spend a great deal of their time in the
balconies, from which they can look dewn into the bazaar”
e stood there for a little while, looking up and down
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the main street; and then, satisfied thal no one was ap-
proaching, in fact, that the place was utterly descvied, he
strode omn, feeling for the sides of the gallery with his
hands, It weot on for some thirty feel till it cmerged
from under the house and gave cutry to ancther street,
lighter than the Jast for the reason that there was no roof
over it. Alec could distinguish the change even before
he left the gallery, for the arched exit stood ouwt plainly.
Then his eye fell on something else and he halted
albruptly.

“Lights,” he said to himsel, “and people moving in
the rooms. There is a meeting, 1 faney, and there must
be a huge nwmber there.”

He craned his head into the strect and watched the
row of lighted windows opposite, his eyes following the
dark figures which moved within. Voices reached his eav,
and ocecasionally & tom-tom was heaten. Could this he
one of the gatherings to which the old Afghan had alluded ?
Alec felt sure that it was, and was thankfu! that he was -
still in time.

“ Better get to the house and see the matter to the end
before they arve done falking,” be said. * This must be
the place, and there can be no mistake. Then I will go
straight on”

He stepped from the archway, looked np and down
again, just as he had dome when leaving the house whore
he had had the interview with the aged Afghan, and then
walked swiftly toward the blind end of the sfreet where
the native woman was imprisoned. A fecble light hurned



254 With Roberts to Candahar

in one of the windows, as if it were placed there to gnide
him., But he knew that this could not be the case, and
also felt sure that the old man had not had time fo lay
another trap for him. There was no need therefore to
hesitate, and erouch in some corner gazing at the light,
as many might have done.  Alee took his fate in his hands,
and strode straight up to the empty stall, behind which
was the door. A second later he started back violently,
for o figure had sprung from the doorway.

“ {reeting,” said the man, halting within a yard.
“Will my brother enter that we may talk? There is light
within, and wine and refreshment.”

Alec recognized him in an instant; there could he no
doubt that this was the very ruffian who had carried oft the
body of a comrade, thinking it to be the Inglishman, Did
he suspect? Iad he discovered hiz mistake, and fownd
out that he was being hoodwinked? Alec almosl groancd,
so great was his disappointment. It seemned so hard that
this man should again appear just at the eritical moment,
and when all seemed working so smoothly. DBuot did he
suspect ?

“Ie probably does, and nearly certainly knows what
has happened. Bul it is too dark here for him to vecog-
nize we, and he does net want to make another mistake.

. That is why he has invited me inte the house. I will

3

go :

It was a bold decision to come to, and yet under the
circumstances not an unnatural one; for {rouble was
certainly in store for him. “There would be discovery and

L&ty
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a struggle. There wonld be a noise. Probably his ve-
volver wonld be called inle use, and then the whole street
would be alive. The peeple would pour from the mect-
ing and swrround him. In a fagh he saw what would
happen, and once more he took his fate in his hands.
Better enter and see the trouble through than come to
hlows in the strect.

“ Emter, and I will follow,” said” Alee, shortly, moving
toward the door as he did so.

Without a word the man turned toward the stall and,
passing through it, threw open the door. Te did not
"~ wait to knoek, nor did he venture to give the pass words,
“ Yohinda IKhan,” which the old Afghan bad told Alec
would be necessary. Indeed, it seemed more than probable
that he had only just emerged from the dwelling, for the
door was uolatehed. Pushing it open, he strode into the
passage and disappeared in the davkness. Bul only for an
instant. Alec heard him fumbling and the movement
of some object. Then there was a gleamm of light, and
lie saw a lamp extracted swiftly from beneath a weoden
box, where it had been hidden. With a quick movement
the Afghan grasped the light and, tnrning, thrast it into
Alec’s face. Next instant he had snatched at the latter’s
turban, and with a cry of delight had dragged it from his
head.

“ The feringhes!” he shouted. “The dog who slew our
comrade, and theught to male a fool of me!”

Dropping the turban, he snatched af a tulwar which was
thrust beneath his belt, and drew it out. He was in

=»
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the act of throwing limself npon the Englishman when
Alec sprang in beneath the weapon, and, striking the
Afghan in the face with all his strength, sent him sprawl-
ing in the passage, and the larap and tulwar clattering to
the ground. The former rolled into a corner, and gave
a parting glimmer before it went out. Then all was
dense Dlackness again. But our hero did not wait for
Turther developments. Alveady he knew Lhat the man’s
shout must have been heard, and fearful that it would
bring the inhabitants about him, he took advantage of
that glimmer of light to geize his turban and make fov
the deor. Banging it to behind him, he ran through the
stall and inlo the street, his eyes searching for the open-
ing which led into the main thoroughfare of the hazaar.
But he was not to reach it as eagily as he hoped, for hardly
had he cleared the front of the stall than the door was
again burst open, and shouts and cries of rage issued
from it. Then fignres appeared farther down, and men
came running from the house in which the meeting was
being held. A minute later they were across the street
and had harred the entrance to the archway.

Alec saw that his escape in that direction was cut off,
and perceiving an alley close heside him, plunged into it
without hesitation, his exit through this channel being
unnoticed in the darkuess. And here we will leave him
for a while to return to Sir Frederick and the troops.

The reader will remember the dispositions made by our
general for preventing the junctien of the various forces
into which the Afghans had divided themselves, and that
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owing to a mischance, and to the boldness of the levies
wnder the command of Mahomed Jan, and to the fact
that General Massey with the gnns and cavalry had come
into position in advanec of the allotted time, those dis-
positions had very mearly ended in disaster. In fact, the
wing ol the 72nd Highlanders had practically saved the
day, for on receipt of an urgent summons they had doubled
out from the Sherpur canfonment to the village of Dech
Maxung, situated in the mouth of the gorge through which
the Cabul River flows, and by which the main voad 1uns
to the city of Cabul. There they had combined their fire
with that delivered by the carbines of the cavalry, and
the stubbornmess and gallaniry of the whole party bad
resulfed in a check to the enemy. The latter swerved to
the right and occupied the mounlain spur there, while,
later on, our troops, taking advaniage of the darkmess,
managed to withdraw the abandened guns from the rough
ground on which they had been stranded.

On the following morping, when Sir T'rederick Roberts
and his staff emerged from the Sherpur cantomment and
surveyed the country with their glasses, they found that
Mahomed Jan’s levies had taken up a very strong and men-
acing position. Their deviation from the village of Teh
Mazung had carried them on to a lofty and rugged range
which runs due south from the gorge through which the
Cabul River flows. About midway along this range is
a prominenf peak, the Takht-i-Shah, and prejecting east-
ward from the range af right angles are two lateral spurs,
that nearest to Cabul being the shorter, and running
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down te the Balla Ilissar. The spur to the south of this
onc strikes oul from the main ridge slightly south of
the prominent penk alluded to above, and runs inlo the
plain as far as the village of Beni Hissar. The faces of
the ridge and spurs are everywhere extremely rugged and
stecp, while huge bowlders cover the surface in all direc-
tions.

The glasses of the gemeral staff were hardly needed on
that December morring, for the Afghan levies were Dbold
and defiant, and theiv vari-coloved banners could be seen
south of the peak, on the main ridge, and en the south-
ern spur projecting from it.  Their reserves werc massed
behind the peak, while huge numbers of their skirmishers
crouched among the bowlders on the face ol the ridge,
or busied themselves wilh Lhe crection of sangars and
strong stone curlains, destined to [orm excellent cover for
the riflemen.  On ihe swmmit of this range there was s
great matural cavity which the enemy had rendered bomb-
prool, and which formed a nost secure cover against
artillery practice.

This formidable position, which overlooked the cily of

Cabul ancd the Sherpur cantonment, was another illustra-,

ticn of the acuteness of Mahomed Jan. On the previous
day he had seized upon the key of the position, thereby
materially helping the disturbance of (eneral Roberts’
plan; and now hLe had placed his men in a position at once
masterful and menacing. Had he had guns and ammuni-
tion, the city and the cantonment wounld have been at his
mercy; and, as it was, he lay so close to the Afghan
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guarter of Cabul that a junction between Lis levies and the
populace of the eiby secmoed certain,

But Sir Frederick, with his usual courage and optimism,
which have gained for him so many victories, and have
always sent his men to the attaclk with that clation and
determination to succeed which are characteristic of onr
soldiors, thought othevwise, and did not allow even the
stecpness of that rocky range to deter him.  Fivst of all,
he set the helio to worle and called in General Baker, who,
111 then, was unaware of the turn which cvents had taken.
Then he gave the task of capturing the heights to a mixed
force of mative and Buropean soldiors belonging to Maec-
pherson’s Dbrigade. This force consisted in all of five
hundred and sixty mwen with twe mountain guns, and
they had, together with the remainder of the brigade, taken
up posilion that same morming on the northern extremity
of this range, known as the Sher Darwaza heights, over-
looking the Calnl River.

Fou several hours the two mountain guns searched the
peak and the face of the vamge. Then the little force
was launched against the position, and, reselutely push-
ing forward, swept an advance party of Afghans back and
rushed forward to the assault. But the tasl was oo diffi-
cult, for the steepness of the ¢limb made it hard for the
men to use their rifles. Both hands and feet were re-
quired, and at sueh times movement was very slow, cover
practically entirely absent, and the soldiers an easy mark
for the Afghans lying Dbehind their sangars. Eventually
this little force retired to the ground which it had won,
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and lield it while preparations were made to form a
diversion by atiacking the enemy elsewhere. But it was
too Tate to eontinue the action that evening, and therelore
the attack was deferred till the following day.

The force whieh General Baker led out from the Sher-
pur cantonment carly next day was particularly strong, for
it was nade up of the 92nd ITighlanders, the Guides
Infantry, a wing of the 3rd Sikhs, a cavalry regiment, and
eight guns; and the direction it tool was that of the
lateral spur extending from the promiment peak to the
plain village of Beni Hissar. Nor were the troops long
in coming into action, for Gencral Boker was quick to
seize upon a fine opportunity which presented itself.
Large numbers of Mahomed Jan’s levies had clected to
spend the night in the village down in the plain, and the
advance of Balker’s force was the signal for all fo leave
their homes and make across the plain toward the heights,
Their delay was fatal to them, for our men were rushed
inte positions midway along the ridge, thus inlerposing
a hareter of bayonets between two fovees of the enemy. In
Tact, the sitnation was somewhat similar to that of the
11th, when Mahomed Jan had advanced into the plain,
and had defeated the small command under General Massey
before reinforcements could be brought out to his aid.
Now, however, it was our turn, and we made the most
of it.

‘The guns gallope¢ forward into action, and heavily
shelled the peak, while the Sikhs, the Highlanders, and
the Guides doubled forward. To the former was given the
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task of cxtending across the plain and holding our right
flank, while the Highlanders and Guides dashed at the
centor of the nidge and raced for the summit. Very scon
Lieutenant Forbes reached the highest point with his
color-sergeant; but a band of Ghazees fell upon them and
slew them before support arrived. The incident eaused a
momentary check, but Lieutenant Dick Cunnyngham
sprang to lead them, and the top was gained. ITfor this
act this gallant officer received the Victoria Chross; for
the morment was a critical one, and failure Lo seize the
heights would possibly have reselted in a union of AMa-
homed Jan’s irregulars.  Meanwhile the cavalry had gone
straight for the hordes of Afghans crossing the plain, and
cut through and through them.

The day was almost deeided, amd in a little while a
British vietory was assured. No sooncr was the center of
the ridge won than ighlanders and Guides swept to the
right in the dircetion of the peak, leaving a strong de-
tachment fo hold in check some fwo thousand of the enemy
now isolated on the ridge at ifs cnstern extremity. Ad-
vaneing swiftly, their volleys drove the Afghans hack, and
the sight of the bayonets caused a panic fo set in. Then,
too, the gallant little band, which had attempled to eap-
ture the peak on the previous day, weve again launched at
the position. It was a vace botween them and the High-
landers and Cuides, and they won, as they deserved to
do; in fact, the helio with the attacking forces proclaimed
the news that the position was taken just as the midday
gun boomed from the Sherpur cantonment.

'r:p-.-_\
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But fighting had not ended for the day, and the Afghans
soon showed that the worle of theiv chiel moulla had not
been underiaken in vain. Thousands issved from the city,
and joined hands with those in the plains, and tegether
they attacked General Balker’s flanks. Then they made
for a vange of hills which swept along south of the Cabul
River, and a litile to the cast of lhe city, known as the
Siah Sung heights. There the guns from the cantonment
of Sherpur shelled them, while General Massey rode out
with the cavalry., They found that these irregulars were
wonderfully resolute and unusually disciplined, for they
stood in regular formation, holding their fire till the horses
were upon them. However, the blood of our troops was
thoronghly up, and the cavalry in particular smarted af
the memory of their defeat on the 11th, They charged
with reckless fury, charged home again and again, cutting
their way through and through the enemy and scattering
them all over the plain. A detachment of Guides cavalry
aided them, and, falling in with a body of Kohistances
marching to join hands with Mahomed Jan, they attacked
them without hesitation, and without thought of the enor-
mous odds, and, splitting them inte f{ragments, pursued
them far into the plain. The day ended with a loss to
us of sixteen killed aod forty-five wounded, at which
priece we had captured a formidable position, and dispersed
large masses of the cnemy.

But the lesson, severe as it was, did not deter the enemy,
nor did the remaval of Macpherson’s brigade from Deh
Mazung and the Cabul gorge to the spur overlooking the
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Balla Tlissar contrvibute Lo the chances of o cessation of
hostifities; for this withdrawal, necessary as it must have
been, lell open the road o Cabul, and allowed Mahomad
Jdan’s levies Lo [raternize with their comrades of the city.
In facl, the [ollowing ymorning showed the resull of il
combination, for the Afghan general had transferred his
posilion from the range vunning due soulh of (he Cabul
garge do that exlending from the novthern sile of (he
worge Do northwesterly direetion. These ure known as
the Astni heighls, and they practically overhung {he city
of Cabul, and dominale the Sherpue centonment,

Onee more the task of dislodgimg (hem was entrasted fo
General Buker, who Jed his hayonels agninst g conieal hill
extending from e Asmai heighls o within amile of {he
cantonment. It was cuplured with remarkable promyplness,
ani preparations were at onee minde Lo assault the Asinud
heights, the guns shelling the posilion heavily,  Brown-
Low's Mighlanders formel the center of the storming parly,
the Cwides being on Lhetr vight ik, with Macpherson's
guns an the sput; hesides, the Balla issar helped in shell-
ing the position.  T'wo companies of the 6¥1h were also
detached from his Lrigade, and, crossing the Cabul gnrge,
Tell upon the left venr of the encmy. The position was
earvied with tranendous dash, and he heights capluved
alter a fieree hand-to-hand conflict. The eneray left he-
hind Iarge numbers of their «dead, slnin by our sheapnel
fire.  But al this point the fortunes of the day were swil-
denly reversed, for vast hordes of Alghans were diseerned
in the Chardeh walley south of the river, marching to
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combine with their defealed compades, while others rushod
to attack the conical hill now held by a small British
force, and lying between our main body and the Sherpur
cantonment. ‘Che whole mass of the Afghans came lo-
gether, and, displaying desperate valor, carrvied the conienl
hill and sweplt omward tHl they captured the heights.
Retirement to the Sherpur contonment beeame noecessary,
and that evening saw the concentration of Sir I'rederick’s
whole foree behind the defenses, The retirement had
been very skillfully carried out, and our losses, though
heavy, were not excessively so. When night fell all ont-
lying detachments had come in, and o new phase of the
war had commenced. Qur troeps, hitherto the abtackers,
were now swrronnded, and af bay, None were outside the
eantonment save a fow of the killed, whose hadies had not
been rccovered, and Alec Dennigson, aide-de-camp and
interpreter, whose strange disappearance and the canse
of the same had heen duly reported at headquarters by his
servant,




CIIATTLER XV
For Dear Life

FERTNGHEL!  Bar the street, or he will eseape?
A The Afghan, whom Alee hal struck with his fist

and sent sprawling to the ground, was at fivst so
shaken by the blow that he was hardly sensible. But a
minuwte had sofficed to recover his seattered wits, and at
omee he serambled to his feet, groped his way to the donr,
and, rnshing into the street, set the walls vinging with his
shonts.

“A feringhee dog, T tell you! e slow my comrade
an hour ago, and ever ginee I have heen emdeavoring {o
find him, He wns here in the street but o minute ago,
and cannaf have passed yon. A light, a light lo senvch
for the dogl”

“A feringhee! A Christinn dog! Ome of the hated
invaders!”

The words acted like magic upon the mob of Afghan
men, who still continved to ponr from the wide door in
which the meeting had been held, They burst into the
strect and formed a line across it, shouting as they did
s0. Others, for the most part the more youthful and hot-
headed members of the erowd, drew their daggers, the
weapon which no eitizen of Cabul daved to be without in

265
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those turbulent days. Some shounted eagerly [ov lights,
Laking up the words ol their comrade who had sonmled
the alarm 3 while ofhers strebehed from the epen windows,
ealled ireetions Lo their {riends, or asked questions as
to the cause of the commation.  And very snon a number
of native lnmps weve produced, with the help of which
the street was thovoughly investigated; but nowhere eould
a trace be found of the Englishman,

“Are you suve thab you saw him, my brother?” de-
mandled an aged Afghan of Lthe man who had given the
abim. “These ave strange thmes for Cabul, and exeite-
ment rens high. Ihen there have been meetings in every
part, where fievy and patriotic speeches have heen miade,
ancd where sweetmeats and wines have passell. May it not
he that—well, my brothers, we ave all filled with the same
enthusiasm, and some of uvs also have no <loubl imagined
the presence of ang, or even a host of our enemies,”

ITe turned to the mob which surrounded the Afghan,
and appenled fo them with a smile and a knowing wug
of hig head.

“Tn our dreams we often conjure up before us that
which is most desived,” he added,  © And is there one of
us here who does net leng to meet with feringhocs, aye,
with a host of them, and fall upon them single-handed 7”7

“A deeam! T imagine this Inglishman! This dog
of a Christian!”

‘The man stood to his full height, and glared at the old
man, his cyes flashing, while, for the moment, his indig-
nafion and anger robbed him of the power to speak. Te
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gasped, pruised his fbwa clenched fists nbhove the head of (he
old man who had dared to make this Qippunt suggestion,
amd Lhen huresg inle o toreent of fuveelive.

“loagine an Bughishman ! Tdiot!” he shouted, A
man oay droane thet he sees even more than o hosl of
enemies, and in his excilement may rvise to allack e,
hut unless he strikes himsel [ against the hed, or against
the wall, owing to the dackness, can he boagine o blow
received 2 Can he dmagine (lis? Took! [s Lhis the
result ol w dveam?

e canght ot the shounlder of & man who stood behind
Wi, heaving a laop, and deagged him forward i the
light shene Cull upon his eee, plainly showing (he resulf
of Aled’s blow; Tor his fist bhad struck the man in ihe
cheek just below the eve, ancd the Talter was already invisi-
ble owing o the swelling, while bload fowed from thc
nosteil, Ihis appearance ab onee drew shouts ol angor
and indignaliens from the people, nnl they pressod mon
closely aboul him, those who hal frst emeroed from {he
meeting declaring londly that they had seen the fagitive.

“We heard your shout as the vallian slruek you,™ hel-
lowed one, at length making himself heard.  “The meel -
ing had just ended, and Alwl and T weve speaking at
the door below, We ran into the street at once, and T
swear to you all that T saw this fellow hastening toward
us. e seemed to stop at one of the houses on the right;
but we searched there, and did not find him.”

In a mament the old man and his suggestions were for-
gotten, and even the indignation whieh filled tho injurcd
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Afghan disappearad, as if by magic, for a new subject
accupied the minds of all,

“You hear the declamtion?  Our hrother actunlly saw
the dog ! said the man who had raised the alarm, apposl-
ing to all about him. “He watched him run to one of
the houses, and made search in thal divection. Bui did
he enter?  Did he push open the door and search the
rooms within?”

This thae his question was directed o the Alghan who
had given the information; but belore the latfer could
answer, one of the bysfanders interrupted the conversalion.

“And who of us does nob remember that hut a weck
ago three of these feringhees insulted some of our hirothers,
and when pursued, took veluge.in a house! This dog is
elose ab hand, no doubt. While we waste time in talking,
he is secking for an exil, and unless we make haste, he
will eseape us altogether. Take the lamps and search”

The meeting broke np instantly, those who had heard
the words shouldering their way fhrough the erowds to
the row of houses toward which Alec had made.  As they
went they took the Iamps from the hands of those who
had brought them from the mecting-house, and, dividing
into threes and fours, burst open the deors of the various
dwellings, without ceremony, and rushed in. Others fol-
lowed, while a few, dishelieving the idea that the fering-
hee had teken refuge in a house, ran through the arched
passage, and gained the main artery of the hazaar, the

- street lined on either side by stalls, and rendered so dark

by reason of the roof which spread over it from end to
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end. But it was dark and silent. Not a sound proceeded
from it, thongh in the distance the shouts of the searchers
could be heavd, while on oceasion a man would ran on to
one of the balcoaies above and look down inte the street,
In fact, one youth who did so, happening fo peer at the
sbreet below, caught sight of one of his comrades, and
at onece the night was rendered all the more hideous by
the shrieks of excitement to which he gave tonguc.

“THerel e is here!?” he shouted. “ Pursue!®

That hrought a score of the Afghans round, through the
passage, into the main street, and these, finding the mis-
take made, gave free vent to their tongues: Then they
relurned to search other houses, till another ecommotion
attracted their attention, This time there was news fo
tell, for one of the Afghans had hit upon some trace of
the fugitive. With lond shouts of cxultation, he issued
into the main street of the bazaar, and called his comrades
about him.

“ Tiook at this,” he called, holding his discovery up above
his head, and beckoning a man with a lamp to come closer.
“This turban is strangely gaudy, and I believe must have
helonged to this feringhee. Where is he who was struck
and bade us pursue? ” ‘

The prize which he had found was the turban, the color
of which had been so much emphasized in the note sent fo
allure Alec into the eity; and the find had been made at
the exit of the narrow passage into which our hero had
plunged;; in faet, it was found just outside, lying in the
main street, and was at once sufficient evidenee that he




270 With Roberts to Candahar

had passed through into it, and had then made his escape
in that dircction.

“3ec!” shouted the finder.  “ The turhan strugk against
the rool of fhe passage, and in his haste he left it. Now
lo follow. But, fiest, Is it the onc worn by the feringhee?
We have alrendy been told thal he was dressed as an
Aflghan,”

“ And that is the cap he wore,” ealled the man who had
fallen to Alec’s blow. “An honr ago a comrade of mine
wore it; but this dog slew him in the darkness of a passage,
and then took his clothes. Bring the lamps, and let us
seek for his tracks”

e forebore to mention the faet that not only had the
Boglishman killed his comrade and taken his elothes, but
that he had also been so clever as to lwodwink those who
were waiting for news of his own assassination, and had so
deluded them that one had actually beme the body away,
thinking it was the feringher’s. Ilowever, even had he
eaved to tell the tale, there were few who had the patience
to listen; for at this time the blood of the Afghans was
aroused, and especially i the ecase of the city population,
Always of a twrbulent disposition, it was a wonder that
they had remained tranquil so long; but the coming of
thetr chief monlla and of Mahowed Jan had roused them
to fury. AIl their hatred was revived, and they counted
the hours, longing for the time to eome when it wounld be
their” turn to throw themselves upon the invaders. Here
was an opportunity, and they seized npon it with enthusi-
asm. They rushed info the wain street and hurriedly
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eonsulted together. Then Uy separated as before, and
seattor through the bazaar, vainly searching for the fugi-
Live,  Bleanwhile Alee had nmde the most of the slart
afforded hin, ond of his kuowledge of Cabul,  Darting
into Lhe passage, Le had found, Lo his jow, that it gave
access 1o a yand, and Ut from this a second passage; «
continuation of the fivst, went on beneath the houses o
the main street of the bazanr. There was o time for
delay; he could not risk a halt theve to peer into the street
to make xure that all was clear, and promptly he cmerged,
losing his tarhan in doing 0. For o moment he hesitated
whether to velurn and senreh for it; but the delay might
liave cost him hir life, and he raced on without giving it
Lurther thought,

It took but o few minules to reach the eonfines of the
hazaar, when he swepl to his left and headed straight for
the Balta Hissar, knowing that onece he vouid reach that
spol he woulld be in comparative safety, for at that tioe
the conflict with Mahomed Jan had not commenced, and
n small foree of British soldiers wax sintioned close to the
Ameer’s palace,

A hundred yards farther on he came to a square, and
while crossing this suddenly found himself face to face
with some half-dozen Afghans.

“Why s¢ much haste, brother?? demanded one, en-
deavoring to stop him. “ Come with ug, and we will pass
the night in feasting. To-morrow there will be little
opporbunity for food. Come, there can be no need for
haste nt this hour.”
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To halt would have been fatal, and Alec recognized the
visk., Better to shake the {ellow off and teke to his heels
again.  In a moment he had made up his mind, and was
in the act of hurling himsell against the men who had
accosted hiim, when the others closed vound. Iore was a
dilemma, and Alec was forced to change his plans,

“Teast! Would that I could,” he avswered breath-
lessly; “but Yohinda IKhan sends me with a message.
Can any say where I may find the general, Mahomed Jan?
Tr not he, then our moulla. Either will do for my
purpose.  Your answer, for my message is of import-
anec,

“ And it refers to what, comrade? ” demanded the man
who had first spoken, eontinuing to bar the prth,  “'This
message is of importance, and concerns the nation and
the city. Come, tell us and go”

Onee more Alee found himself in o difficulty.  The voice
of the man and the demeanor of those who thronged about
him showed clearly that they did not suspeet the messenger
ag yef, that they had no idea that he was a feringhec.
Indeed, to give Alee the full credit due to him, he had,
as has heen already related, a natural aptitude for lan-
guages, and Dhis command of the Afghan tongue was
excellent.  What message could he mannfacture? Would
it be better to pretend that it wes so important that he
darc not tell? No. These men had already heen feast-
ing, and to thwart them now might lead to serious
consequences, ,

“PIl pretend to take them into my confidence,” he said
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to himself,  “That will allay any faint suspicions which
they may have.”

TFor a little while he stood in their midst, breathing
deeply, aud making mich of the fack,  Then he beckoned
them closer with hig finger, forgetting that in the dark-
ness they could havdly sce.

“The message,” he said in Jow tones, T was chargad
to give it to none, but seeing that you are of the city, and
that it eoncerns you anil your lives, T will icll ib to you.
Tiush! Come closer, for there may be listencrs abont.
Now, hear what T have to say.”

The mystery atieacted them, and ab onee the Afghang
crowded closer till they formed a ving about hin.

“rrell it and go,” enid one of the men.  “ Your haste is
evident, and therefore the message an urgent one.”

Tt is this,” whispered Alee. “ Yolinda sent me ab full
gpeed to give news of nn attack, A spy hus been found in
the bazanr. As T left it the people were still senrebing
for another feringhee; and this one who was found was
hero in the city for a purpese. Yohinda learned that the
invaders are ahout to make an attack upon Cabul, having
heard of our meetings. When morning dawns they will
hold the city unless we can prevent themn, and then where
will our plans be? T am to warn Mohomed Jan, and to-
morrow he will make such a demonstration close to Sher-
pur that the British will zetire. There! Tell it to
ne one; but, if you will, hasten to the bazaar. Tt may
be that you will arrive in time to discover this eother
feringhee.”
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It was a boll attempt to hoodwink an enemy and (o
escape from a situation which was more than cmbarrass-
ing, to deserihe it but mildly ; and, like many anether bhold
atlempt, it proved successful—the tale of a fevinghee act-
ing like a red rag te these hot-headed Afghans, They
hardly waited te acknowledge the receipt of the messaye,
or the favor shown them by the messenger; bul, breaking
wway, weab toward the bazaar at a paee which almost
eclipged that of Alec’s s he ran in the opposite divection,
Nor was it long belore they came in toneh with one of
the seaveh parties and heard their story.  Only then did
they guess that a trick had heen played upon them, the
discovery of that fact giving another clew to {he course
taken by the {ugitive, and bringing a score or more of the
Afghans racing after him,  Alee heard them in the dis-
tance, and ran at his fasiest pace. No doubt he wonld
have outdistanced the pursuers had not other citizens put
in an appearance, causing him to diverge from his course;
tndeed, before very long he was stumbling blindly through
narrow lanes and alleys, voguely making for the Balla
1lissar.  Sometimes he scemed to have outdistanced (he
Afghans altogether, and then, ag he turned into another
strect, their shouts would come plainly to his ear, so plainly
that alter a little while he was forced to helieve that he
had entively lost his bearings, and that he had been
traveling in a circle. His position was desperate, and
the appeavance of a group of the men of the hazaar at
the frrther end of the street caused him to fear that all
hope of escape was gone. But he was a gallant and a
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stubborne lad, and reminded himsel! that ho had been in
move than one tight position before. TIe would make ane
Jnst effort, and then turn and fight. A Dight of steps
was eloge at hand, and so far the Alghans had nokb caught
‘sight of him.  Alec ab once descended tidl he renched a
landing of stone, and, hurrying across this, wos searching
for an outlet, when the platform secemed to recede from
under his feet, and he fell, reaching a stone floor some
fect helow with o crash, and with a shock which twisted
one foot benenth bim, and sent him sprawling upon his
baeck. The place was densely dark, even wmore so than
had been the main street of the baznar, and absolutely
nothing could be seen. Then, too, the silenee seemod
strangely promonnced in this spot, though as he Iy there
the distant shouts of his pursucrs conld be benrd.

“Where was he? Where had he fallen to, and—hark?

Iis hair bristled, while he struggied to vise to his
feet and walk, only to sink to the stone floor again with
a groan, for his right ankle rvefused to support him,

“Voices!” he said hoarsely, sitting up and staving into
the Dblackness, “Iush! The men who were following
me!l”

He could hear their feet vow as they came along the
street, and their voices came clearly to his car; for they
were not hurrying. " They were conducting a systomatic
search. in this quarter while comrades hunted clsewhere;
and these wily men did not allow a single likely spot to
escape them, They inquired af every bouse and peeped into
every passage. The flight of steps atfracted their atten-



270 With Roberts to Candahar

tion, and Alec heard the shout of one of them calling his
friends to accempany him.

“A charming spot for a feringhee,” he called. *“The
Iamp, brother, and we will soon see if be is here.”

Alee saw the light lash, and instantly understood what
had happencd to him. e had descended the sleps inte
gome sort of warchouse, and had then fallen through
a trap into a room below. There above his head was a
wide squarve opening, while dangling through it was a
rope which came from a pulley above. U'hat much he
saw in the flash of a second, and recollected that his
hand had closed upon the repe as he fell, and thal the
cord had cut the flesh. Then something else attracted
his attention. It was a huge pile of loose corn stored at
one end of the Jarge chamber in which he lay,

“One chance left,” thought Alec. “They are still at
the top of the stairs, and I may have Lime.”

TUnable to walk, he erawled as fast as lis arms and
one leg would propel his body, and threw himself into
the eorn. Burrowing his way info it, he tossed handfuls
over his limbs, and then over his fnce and chest.

“Was he covered? Did a portion of his clothing
show?”

The doubt was sickening, and his heart Deat and
throbbed till he conld hardly endure the strain. Wonld
the next minute hring discovery and capture, or would
the Afghans see nothing to excite their suspicions?

1t was a question which would have driven many a man
to desperation, for in that darkness who could say whether
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he had concealed himself with thoroughness? And the
time for conccalment was so short that to even attempt it
seemed madness.

“ A storchiouse,” sald a voice above; “but to whom it
belongs I have no knowledge, though the dwelling above
is hig enough for a sirdar.”

“ And this place itself sufficiently large to hide a dozen
of the feringhees. Tlold the light so, and let us look.”

“Sacks on cvery side,” chimed in a third voice; “ sacks
of corn for the moble sirdar’s bread, and a trap in the
very ceuter.”

“ A trap through which you will fall if you are not
cautious,” langhed the first. ““ And if this feringhee did
by chance come here, that is what will most likely have
befallen him.  Place the light over the hole, and let us
sce what is below.”

They hrought the lamp to the epcning, and while one
lnelt and stretched his hand through bearing the lamp,
the others shaded their cyes from the vays, and endeavored
to pieree the darkness and gloom belew. Bub it is easier to
see the ceiling of a room when the lamp is held closer
to it than te the floor, particularly if these who look are
above the light.  And on this occasion only the faint gray
of the stone floor below and o thousand dark shadows
could be distinguished.

“Wait,” said one of the men. “Tlere is the very thing,
Tie the lamp to this and lower it

“Mark! Stand still, all of you. I heard a sound.”

“Phen it was a rat disturbed by our arrival,” was the
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answer. Listen now,  There, yow ean hear the vermin
erawling aeross the comn. There s o granary below, and
it will be full of the beasts.”

A dexterous Lwist of the rope vound the handle of {he
Jamp secured Lhe latler in posilion, und very soon it was
swaying over the opening.  Alee, ns he lay on his hack,
could see the light descending, and almost groaned.  But
corn covered his face and his mouth, and made breathing
difficult, though it could not keep out the rays of light.
Indecd, thanks lo a few odd erevices, he could see the
vultine of the trap, blwered perhaps, ot obviously theve,
md also the faces of three men.  Bulb the lumyp atlracted
most of his attention, and le kepl his eyes glued upon it

“T'hree men,” he thought, “and one lnwp with which
to find me. T they suspect that I am here, and ailempt
to follow T will dagh at the light and kick it oub and
then >

suddenly the agonizing pain in hig ankle reminded him

that for the time being his days of wetivily were over;
that he was more like a helpless log who must aceept dis-
covery and caplure philosophically if it eame or be hacked
to picees where he lay.

“A granary,” he heard the same voice declarg again,
“YWhere my lovd keeps his winter store,  See il there,
comrades?  Snough to feed us all and our Tamilies,”

“And u fine soft hiding-place for this cursed feringhee,
Swing Lhe light farther over toward the beap.  Perhap:
he is there. We heard a noise, remember that, and it has
ceased oow.”
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“Tor the reason that the rats are gone. We have scared
them finely,” Taughed the other. “7Yes, a grand place to
hide in; but tell us how this feringhee reached the spot?
The drop is more that I would care to visk even though
dealh faced me”

“But this rope,” the man who had spoken before ex-
claimed, with all the triumph of one who has made a bril-
liant discovery. “ No meed to fear the drop with a rope
as stout as this”

“But there would he oecasion for a friend,” his com-
rade demurred. “Try the feat yowrself. Tou ave here
ahove, and the rope is in your hand. Lowsr yourself, and
send the tackle up to this poesition again. That pussles
you, and would have puzzled this dog for whom we search,
particularly when you think that he had no lamp.  Com-
rades, we waske time and patience, Let us be going”

The lamp was drawn np slowly and defached, and the
shullle of sandals was heard. Alec could count their steps
as they went to the stone stairs and ascended, and could
hear them, getting fainter as they retrcated down the
street. e shook the eorn from his face, ros¢ on his cl-
how, and listened. Then he fell back in a dead faint,
overeome for the moment by the pain of his ankle and by
the narrowness of his cseape. When he came to and looked
about him it was some little while before he could recall
his scattered senses, Then he rccollected his fall, and
the corn in which he had hidden himself. He looked for
it now, strangely oblivious of the fact that the chamber
in which he lay was lit by o lamp. There was no corn,
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much ta his bewilderment, but a native bed of eanvas,
stretehed belween wooden uprights, supported him, Above
his head was a whitewashed coiling, far lower than hai
of the granary, and no aperture or {rap appeared in ity
center.  Iis eyes roumed on either side, and next 1t
upon the font of the bed, upon his injured limb,  Waonder
of wenders! Phe bool and =ock were one, and a eold
linen cloth surrounded the ankle. Then a chair canght
hig eye. A nalive cup was upon if, and, raising his head,
he snw that it contnined some white fluid, which mus=t he
milk, 1Te vaguely nwrveled who eould have brought it,
and then lost inferest.  Iis eves elosed in ulier weariness,
and he would have slept had not a sound startled him,
Fear of the Afghans caused him to raise his head again
and search the room {ill a second movement brought his
eyes {o the opposite side of the bed. A figure stood there,
tatl and silent, and dressed in the familiar garments worn
by the cnemy.



CHAPTER XVI
A Friend in Need

OR more than a minunte Alec Dennisson staved at
F the silent fignre standing over his bed, remarking

upon the height of the man, his calmness, his
folded arms, and the richness of lhis dress. The face he
could not see, for the furban was wrapped low down on
the forehcad, and the lamp was in such a position that
the rays hardly fell vpon the stranger. But whoever he
was, he was of the nation of Afghans, that was eertain, for
his color and his beard pl'oclaimed the fact.

“Then I am a prisoner, after all,” thought Alee, as he
gank wearily back upon the bed, for the effort of rising
upan his elbow had tired him. * But who can have cap-
tared we? and why is it that I am given a bed and am
kindly treated, for my ankle has heen dressed, and there
is mille beside me? Tell me” he went on, relling on his
side o as to see the Afghan bhetter and without coffort,
“who are you, and why is it that I have been taken pris-
ouer? Our men who have fallen wounded into the hands
of your comrades have been hacked to pieces.”

“ A fate which the lieutenant would have suffered had
a friend mnot appeared to help him,” was the answer in
calm, even tones, and in the voice of one who was of the

281
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upper classes.  “ Because cven in this country where hatred
runs high, and where fierce vengeance is the order of the
day, there are some who sce the ultimate good of their
country in British invasion, and who, while patriotic to a
degree, can yet stretch forth a hand o aid the one who was
lenient. Does the salib not remember?”

Alce started as he heard the voice, and rose again on
his clbow, the movement allowing a few rays from the
lamp to strike npon the figore of the stranger. The voice
seemed familiar; at least, he thought that he had heard
it hefore. But where? And when had he been lenient
to this Afghan? He puszzled hig brain for a few seconds
without result.

“You have the ndvantage of me,” he said wearily, but
with awakened interest. “Since we marched into this
country T have joined in the fighting, and ¢an think of
few with whom I have been friendly ameng your nation.
T knew some of the sirdars who were to be appointed gov-
ernors of the provinces, but »

“The sahib @id net know me. We met at an earlier
date. Tet the lieutenant carry his mind back to the early
days of the invasion, when I had the honor to hold the

Ameer’s commission in the Cabul Horse, while the sahil
rode with an officer and some twenty mounted men who
hore lances, to which small brown pennons were attached.
There was o fight. The advance force of the British gen-
eral’s army had left wagons behind, and the men who wear
a kitt were defending them. We thought to make a cap-
ture, and to hoast of a first vietory. But you and your
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men charged down uapon us, and we were beaten, while [
was upset in the vush and lay beneath my horse,”

“Ab! Now I recolleet. You called, and I dismounied
and set you free. You gave me your name, but 1
have fovgotien it; and in any case, the act was o small
one.”

“Co me it was of vast importance,” said the Afghan,
i tones whieh showed that he was more thun grateful,
“ [ mu the sirdar, Sheer Afzul, and eaplure ab that time
wonld have ended in iny death, for, liston——-o>™

The Alghan noble drew u sieol [rom the corner of o
room and sat down elose heside Alee, offering him {he
cup ol milk ag he did so,

“Perhaps you are lired and would prefer to sleep,” he
said, noticing Alec’s weariness.  “Tator on T can return
and give you my story, aml meanwhile yon ean rest in
peace, for there is little denr of discovery. You arc safe
in the hasement of my house.”

“I am wide awake now, and wounld far rather hear all
that you have to say,” answered our hero. A winute ago
1 should have fallen aslecp, for I own that T am tived,
But my eagerness to know whab has happened would keep
me awake now. ITow did you find me and take me to
your house?”

“That T will tell you; but first let me proceed wilh
what I was relating. Capture would have led to my deatls,
for T am known to have liberal thoughts, and a fixed policy
with regard to the English und the Russians. Also T was
deeply opposed to the massacre of the British mission,



284 With Roberts to Candabar

for they had partaken of our salt, and were as sacred as
hostages. Thus I gained many encmics, and had T fallen
into your gencral’s hands, evidence would have been pro-
duced by my fellow nobles to prove that I had had a part
in the massacre. To such lengths do their dislikes carry
them. One in partienlar is my enemy, but I will speak of
him later. I have merely told you this to show that your
act was a gencrous one, and meant life itself to me. T
owed you a favor, and no truc Alghan forgets his
gratitude.”

“ And that led you to save me from those men of the
bazaar? ™

“By great good fortune I was able to come to your aid
when you lay insengible, for, strange as it may be, in your
dash for liberty you chose to enfer my granavy, and to fall
through the trap which leads to the storehouse in which
my house supplies are laid. I heard the crash, and I went
to look, only to see a lamp swaying through the trap and
men peering down.  Then I withdyew, for I am not well
loved at this time. But when they had gone I enlered
the granary, and bore yow here in my arms.  You ave
within a stone’s throw of the place in which 1 found you,
and for the sake of salety you are lying in the hascment
reoms of my house. The few servants I had have been
dismissed days ago, for there iz mutiny in the air, and
~thus there is little fear of discovery. The sahib may slecp
now, with the feeling of security which is dear to all who
are maimed.”

Sheer Afzul passed his hand over Alec’s brow, noticing
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how hot it was, and then stole gently away. Presently he
reiurned with a piece of linen which had been soaked in
jee water, and laid it across his forehead.

“ My cellars contain a store of ice, for we need it in the
hol weather,” he explamed.  “ The cold will soothe your
head, and you will sleep.  Drink the milk, and lie down.
To-morrow we will talk again”

ITe helped his patient to roll upon his side, and care-
folly placed a chair at the bottom of the bed where the
injured limb projected, so that it might not he touched
Ly anyone wheo might happen to pass. Then he took the
lamp, and hidding Alec adicu, left the chamber, When
he stole in again some ten minutes later the fugitive ferin-
ghee was fast asleep, breathing almost sterforously,
while his face was flushed and heated, as if the events of
the last few hours had thrown him into a fever. And,
indeed, that was precisely the cage. The excitement of his
interview with the aged Afghon, the determination neces-
sary to induce him to enter Cabul at such a time, and the
subscquent events had thoroughly disturbed him.  Tor no
man may pass through an attempted assassination wn-
maoved, and if to that be added a struggle in the davk, the
haunting fear that encmies were about to seize him——
enemies who were noted for their fanaticism and hakred—
and that capture meant something too terrible o think of,
it is little wonder that our hero was indisposed. Then
his fall had been a severe one. He might have been killed,
and as it was, had severely sprained his ankle. There wns
another cause for his fever, and Sheer Alzul, who attended
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o hig needs, Aid nol despair when, an returning the fol-
lowing morning  he found his patient Tight-headed and
wandering.

“Young blood is hot,” e suid o himself, “and ooy
rieaied has shown Ut he is impudsive and bold, Tnoa little
while the fever will subside, and he will be well again,
Memnwlile, if he calls, there is myself to answer him, and
none else hut the walls,”

In those two davs he showed how grateful he was to the
Fnglishman, for not only did he keep the seeret of his
hiding-place, though o search was made throughout the
town, but he sat behind him and watched, Tifting the cup
ol iced milk to his lips at frequent intervals.  And at the
end of thal second day and night, as the daylight began
to ereep across the land, and show the sleeping camp at
Sherpur and the sentries patrolling before it, this fine
Afghan noble had cause to congrafulate himself,  For
Alee turned over with a grunt, rubbed his eves, and hegan
to speak as il he were conlinuing the conversalion which
had been commenced two days before,

“You are in favor of the British, then? ™ he qoid ; “ and
vour friends are less friendly than before? ¥

“Rome are of my way of thinking, but sccretly,” was
the answer, “I have been less cautious, or rather, too
bold, My views are known, and in these days, when our
chief moulla stirs the people to war, and Mahomed Jan
leads them, 1 have need to keep out of sight. Also T
have an enemy, whom 1 mentioned to you. He and I are
of fthe same age, and secing that we are both ambitious,
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we became rivals, though I was prepaved to be eourleous
and friendly. This sirdar aimed at a conrt appeintment,
and failed, for the reason that it was given to we. From
that day he was my bitter enémy. "The sahib knows him,
for T have the tale of the adventure which oceurved three
nights ago. Yohinda Khan is the sivdar, and his char-
acter is too well known.”

Once again it was Aled’s twrn to show swrprise.  Tle
sal up on the bed and stared at his friend. Then he
caught him by the slecve, and spoke carnestly.

“Can yon tell where this nable has sent his pris-
oners? And wha are the prisoners? Can one be my
Tather? ”

He waited for the answer as if lig life depended apon
it; for this determination to discover the prisoncrs had
grown npon him. A Few weeks ago, when he cseaped over
the frontier, and rode fo tell General Roberts of the fate
of the mission, his father’s death scemed as certain as did
that of the IFrench count’s. But someone had becn saved
from the garrison of the Balla Tissar. A native woman
had been spared, and there was another. True, many a
time a voice had seemed to warn him of falsc hopes. This
prisoner might be anyone—a native, a white man, or one
of the many attendants who locked after the mission. But
then the old Afghan lad admitted that the prisoner al-
luded to in the note, the one for whom Yohinda Khan
desived a ravsom, was a feringhee, and might that not be
the major? dAlee had thought the matter out till the
possibility became a certainty, till the meeting with his
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father and his reseuc became the object of his thoughts
by day and ol hig dveams by night. Now, perhaps, Sheer
Alznl would be able to tell him the real truth.

< Would that T could answer, salib; bul this Yohinda
tells his plans (o few, and to me Iast of all. T know
nothing of him, save that he Look a prominent part in the
massacre, and would long ugo have been handed over to
your countrymen had it not been for his many friends,
and for the money which he has paid.  Also he has been
out of Cabul. That T know, Tor I have one trusty man
who serves me, end has been with my house for many
years, Tle learns much that is kept from wme, and he has
told me what I have repeated. [ have mever heard of
these prisoners, and have no knowledge of their where-
abouts; but I will do what T can to hear of them, and
will let you know. Now listen to the news I have to give
you.”

He sat down beside Alee, and told him of the fighting
which had heen faking place, of the defeal of General
Toberts’” disporitions on the first oceasion, and of lis sub-
sequent success,

“There is a hig action to-day,” he said, “and hosts of
Afghans are gwarming to the attack. Your countrymen
may drive them {rom the hills, but in the end they will
have to vetive to the Sherpur cantonment. Then fhis
city will ba given up to anarchy, and all those who have
been friendly to the British and to their aims will have
to disappear, or they will be slain.  You eannot remain,
and ag soon as you can hobble, you must return. [ shall
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ride from the eity te my couniry place, where T shall be
secure.  When the troubles are over T will return, and
communicate with you.”

“ And you think that matters will settle down?” asked
Alee.

“There will be fieree fighting, even more fierce than
that which has alrcady taken place, and T know that the
Afghans will throw themselves upon the eantoument, But
they will be beaten.  [n the open they stand a hetler chance
than they will rushing against steady troops, posted he-
lind the walls of the cantomments. They will suffer de-
feat, and in a litile while this part of the country will be
pacified. Ihe British will give us a new Amcer, selecting
onc who is liked by us, and who will guarantee to hold
aloof from the Russians., Then this nation will see a re-
turn of progperity. I and my friends have seen this all
through, and theough we are patriotic, we consider thal we
do better for our coantry in adviging peace and subjec-
tion than in stimulating the people to fight. We are the
guilty parties.  We have trencherously slain a mission,
and we should make reparation, and become the friends
of those with whom onr interests are bound. DBut let us
speak of something clse. How docs the ankle feel now?
The swelling has subsided considerably, and there is little
heat about the part.”

Alec had almost forgotten the imjury, bub now that bis
attention was attracted to it he was bound to confess that
the pain had practically disappeared, and that the ankle
felt almost well. Not that it would support him yet, for
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an attempt fo place even a small amount of weight upon
it cavsed him agony.

“A stick to lean on, and a little more rest will do a
great deal,” said Sheer Afuul, “though it will be some
weeks belore you have the use of it as you had belore.
In three days, perhaps, it will be possible to limp along,
and then it will be neeessary for you te make for the can-
tonments. T will arrange everything for you, and mean-
while T will tell you of what is passing.”

He was as good as his word, for, thanks to the old and
trusted scrvitor who lived away from the house, Shecr
Afzul was able to bring a veport of the declsive engage-
ment in which General Baker’s force had split the levies
of Mahomed Jan in two parts, and had beaten both, caus-
ing heavy loss. Thew came the tale of the cavalry charges,
and of the concentration of the various bodics of rebellious
Afghans on the Asmai heights. The news of the final
retivement of the British struck dismay into Alec’s heart,
though the sivdar reassured him.

“ Can six thousand battle with thirly thousand who are
in the open?” he demanded, with a smile. “ Mitherto
my countrymen have had chosen positions, and as soon
as they bave been driven from one they have occupied an-
other, while more of the misguided peasantry have joined
the ranks. Their numbers have become so great that your
general has retired to the cantonment as a measure of
precaution. His men will rest while ours harry this town,
and commit all manner of excesses. When those are done
with they will atlack the cantonment, and, as I have said,
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they will find the task a diffienlt one,  Yon need have no
foav for yoor counbrymen, hut fov yoursell here is muceh.
I hear that already the hawaar has been sacked. To-night,
or te-morrow, the ruflians who hang on to onr armics will
pillage right and Ieft.  Yon must go, and fortunntely
you are able to get aleng with a stick, though slowly, T
fear.”

“But the cantonment is bwo miles from this,” said
Alece. “ Iow can T erawl that distanec?”

“You will be carried,” was the answer.  “ My servant
will pick you up on his shoulders and Dbear you to the
nearest poink. There hie will set you down, and your sen-
tries will discover you, Perhaps even he will be able to
carry yen to the cantonments”

“And supposing we are seen?”  Alec ventwred fo
ask.

“You must be seen.  The streets of the city swarm with
truculent fellows, with hillmen and peasants of the plain.
A dog could nob pass without attracting notice. But you
will be a lame beggar, who is carried about the stroots
searching for alms. There ave many such—many rogues,
T expect, who manage so successfully that they have the
money to hire some lusty fellow to attend upon them and
transport them from place to place. If you care you can
be deafl, or dumb, or blind, for the matter of that, though
you will have little fear of discovery. The sahib speaks
our language like a native.””

That afternoon Alee spent a considerable time in prac-
ticing his paces round the room, A stout stick had been
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provided for him, and with this he was able to hobble
about with some success, though the effort caused him uno
little pain.  Still, he was satisfied that if the necessity
arosc he could crawl slowly, but certainly, as far as the
cantonment.

“T1t would tuke me the best part of the night,” he said,
with a laugh, when Sheer Afzul appeared; ““but I should
get there. Now for the make-up.”

The friendly sivdar had all in readiness, and soon pro-
duced a collection of rags, at the sight of which Alec
shuddered.

“They are dirty and torn, T admit,” said Sheer Afzul;
“but, then, they may save a life, and it is worth while to
suffer a small inconvenience for that which is dearest to
the majority of men. Now dress, and I will arrange other
matters.”

He watched his patient as he dragged the filthy rags on
to his limbs, and then proceeded to wind a {urban reund
his head.

“1It is cold outside,” he said, “and the people of this
city suffer much from rheumatism and toothache. It is
your fate to have a decaying tooth, and so as to allay the
pain you have a rag wound abonb the face. There it is.
It hides more than one-half of youwr features, and this
dark earth will do the rest. It will stain the skin in
streaks, and that will be as it should De. Were you to
igsue out with a clean face people would remark upon it,
for our beggars are the lowest of the low. Now, sahib,
take the stick and practice the part.”
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He stood on one side, and walched our hern ns e
hobbled across the floor,

“Anyone, cven a child, would be suspicious,” he said
severcly. ¢ You are a soldier in disgnise; you held your
head high and look me stmight in the face. That wiil
never do.  Crouch, Englishman; Jet your eves he ever on
the ground, leoking Tuetively from side to side. Tend your
head. Tt is by abject humblencss and whining that owr
beggars thrive”

Sheer Afzul tock the stick and posed Lo the parl him-
gelf.  ITobbling to and fro with beng shoulders nnd
sunlken head, he stopped at the door, oppoesite the bed, or in
front of Alec, and whined for alws, while he totteved as
il he would fall throngh utter cxhawstion. Tndeed, he
played the part se well that Alee was at fivst amazed, and
ihen, struek by the strangeness of the scene, langhed till
his sides ached.

“Now do as L have done,” said Sheer Alzul; “do not
allow a feeling of bashfulness fo hamper yon. T am the
only one who looks al the momeut, but when night comes
there may be hundreds.  And, moreover, your lile depends
upon the excellence of the sahilys acting.”

ITe spoke severely and with marked earnestness, and
reproved Alee more than once, when the lalter, having
taken the stick again, did not conduct himsell to his ap-
proval. However, at length he deigned to express his satis-
faction, and permitted his paticnt to rest.

“What docs it matter if you have to hobble all the
way ?” he said.  “Though T would rather have sent you
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hack to your {riends Lthoroughly cured, eircuinstances malke
that tmpossible.  And, as you musl go now, better reach
the eantonment safely, where you can rest and eonvalesce,
than remain and risk discovery. Listen! You can hear
the Jmbbub in the strects. The road to Cabul has been
leff open by the retiversent of your general, and our strects
swarm with rullians, with dishanded soldiers of cur late
Ameer, md with villagers, To-night they will pillage
and dvink wine; io-morrow their excess will be greater,
and then, at any time, they will atlack. Tell your people
that from Sheer Alzul. I am no traitor when I give you
the information, for, as L have said, the sooner we are
conguered, the soener will the nation settle down, and our
miseries cease,  Remember, an assaull is contemplated,
though oxactly when it will be made is more than 1 can
say. Now we will have a meal before you go.  Once you
have left the place, T shall burn your clothing and depart
mysclf.”

That cvening, afler darkoess had fallen over the city,
Alee made ready to go to the Sherpur cantowment. The
sorvitor, to whom Sheer Afzul had alluded, entered the
room, and took oor hero on his back. Then his Afghan
master gave him precise instructions, just as he had done
in the case of Alee.

“IL o crowd is met with, put the feringhee down,” he
said, “and let him heg for alms till all are weary. Then
take him up again. DBeware of spies and followers, and,
at first, do not take the direct path to the cantonment.
When near the British quarters be guided by eirecumstances
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and by what the sahib direets. Now go. A search may
take place at any time, and that would end in disaster
for us all”

He took Alee by the hand and bowed deeply, while our
hero gripped his fingers warmly.

“You have saved my life,” he said, with deep feeling.
“I was worn oul and done for when I fell into the gran-
ary, and anyone else would have given me up to the men
of the bazaar.”

“To help an Tnglishman is honor to Sheer Afzul”
answered the sirdar, simply; “and when it happens thak
one to whom 1 am deeply indebted falls at my feet, I
should be base indeed to desert him. Sahib, I have dis-
charged my deblb to some extent, but T shall contrive to
help further. When matlers settle here again T shall set
my agents to work to scareh this mystery of Yohinda Khan
to the bottom. And he sure of this—if there is a ferin-
ghee, and your people are suceessful in defeating Mahomed
Jan, then that feringhee’s life is safe, Yohinda Khan
will never dare to slay him, for defeat will mean mere
friends on the British side, more evidence against the
sirdars, and almost certain discovery of a barbarous act.
Now go, sahib. You will hear ngain from Shecr Afzul”

The {ine fellow stood at the door of the little ¢hamber,
stroking his black beard refleetively as the servitor picked
Alec up and moved out. Alee caught n last glivopse of
hini, smiling and bowing. Then the door stood between
them, and he lest sight of the kind friend who had shel-
fered him. A minute later his bearcr was marching across
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a wide hall, and having ascended a long staircase of stone
came to a narrow door.

“We will look outb first of all, sahib,” he said. “The
more haste, the more rigk. Caulion is always neces
sary.” .

He opened the door earefully and peeped out. Then
he strode through it, and having satisficd himsell thal all
was clear, returned and toole his burden wp again. They
plunged boldly into the street, closing the door alter them,
and then commenced their Jong walk to the Sherpur can-
tonment. Bul the servitor had many opportunitics of rest,
for once out of the side street Alec saw that the main
thoroughfares of Cabul were crowded with men. All were
armed to the teeth, while a hundred and more banners
vested against the walls. Shouts proceeded from all
quarters, and at one spot some men were staggering away
with bright-colored clothing and silks which their com-
rades wero tossing from the windows of one of the larger
houses.

“This is what shall be done for all the {riends of these
cursed invaders” laughed one of the Aflghans. “ We will
empty their houses, and afterwards, when we arc the
powerful ones, we will slit their throats. That is all the
dogs deserve.”

For a little while Alec and his bearer looked on, as if
vastly interested, Alee getling to the ground and hobhling
about in search of alms, which the ruffians freely gave.
Then they pushed on ngain, till a similar scene and a
erowd of men coused them to halt again. None seemed to
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suspect that the beggar and his friend were anything clse
hut what they were supposed to be, and no one scemed Lo
be following. It was therefore not more than twe hours
Iater when the lights of the Sherpur eantonment came into
view.

“They brrn bul few lamps nowadays,” whispered the
bearer, < for my countrymen creep near and fire the guns,
thinking that where there are lamps there will be soldiers.
Does the sahib know what part to go to?”

Fortunately Alee did, and dirceted the steps of the
Afghan. Some thrce hundred vards from the outer walls
he lalted the man, and bade him put him down.

“We will part here,” be gaid.  “ Our men are on the
alert, and already T fancy that they have fired at us, There
is no reason for you to take the risk of a shol, and I can
hobble the remainder of the dislance with ease.”

ITe searched for a piece of money which he had screwed
into a corner of his eloak. Then he handed it to the wan,
and said favewell, thanking him for his services. A minute
Inter he was hobbling painfully forward toward the lights.
What memoricg they brought to his mind! what recollee-
tions of comrades and of congenial work, which a few
days ago scemed lost to lim for good! And now they
were so near—if only he could reach them!

Ping! A single shot rang®out, the bullet humnming
angrily overhead. TPing! Alee looked round, and found
that he had unwittingly got between the sentries and a
light in the town of Cabul. Instantly lobLling to one

gide, he again crawled forward, this time without being -

—



298 With Roberts to Candahar

fived at. ‘Ten minutes later he hailed the senfries, his
voice heing followed Dby silence.

“Ahoy!” he shouted. “Don’t fice. T'm Lieutenant
Dennigson,” '

Then he heard the sentry cry out for the sergeant of
the guard, and the movement of the men’s feet. There
was another call, and very distinetly on that cold night
came the voice of an officer.

““Someone hailing us in English? Who does he say
he is? Hold your fire, lads, bul be prepared for a rtush.
These Afghans are treacherovs beggars.”

“ Licutenant Dennisson, sir. That’s what the fellow
said.”

“ (Jood heavens! Dennisson has been absent for a week,
and has been notified as missing, Call him in., No!
Wait; T'll go to him.

It was Harry Macgregor, the galtant ITighland officer,
and, satisfied that it was indeed his friend, he came out
in feont of the sentries at a run, and mnearly wrenched
Alec’s fingors off.

“What a sight!” he said, as a lamp was brought for-
ward., “ DBy Georgel What rags! DBut you're done for
You've had a rough time. T can sce that clearly, and all
on acceunt of that confounded note. Tom Bird gave it
to the general when he reported your absence, and s fine
wigging he had, too, for not trying to prevent your going.
Bug I’m talking too mueh. Sergeant, pick the officer up
on your back and take him over to headquarters’ tent,
Lor! What an cscape!™
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The lamp was remeved hastily, as already shots had
began to patter about the group, the Afghan snipers being
forever watchtul,  Alee was picked up by the kilted ser-
geant as if he had heen a child, while the men of the
guard set up a cheer, so glad were they to see him retnrn
in safcty. Indecd, this last escapade had again gone the
round of the small camp, and had brought him much
popularity. Not that he was in a fit condition to enjoy
it, for now that the stroin of the last week was over he
collapsed thoroughly, and spent the next twenly-four hours
in the hospital. DBut before receiving atfention he in-
sisted upon giving his news to one of the headquarters
stalf, and intimated that he had information that an as-
sault was to be made.

Then hoe resigned himself to the care of the doctors and
to the congratulations of his friends—congratulations
which werce not unmixed with scoldings at what was called
his rashnese.  And while Jie rested the six thousand troops
in the cantonment Jooked to their weapons and to their
defenses, knowing that at any moment some thirky thou-
sand of the enemy would rush to the assault.

=



CITATTER XVII
The Grand Assault

/4 I VITE Sherpur cantonment in which Alee Dennisson
Tonnd himself after bis fortunale escape from the
city of Cabul, and from the toils of Yohinda

Khan, was the same eantonment in which the British
garrison had stood a siege some forty years before, and
from which they had ultimately retived, dispirited and
starving, with the object of reaching [ndia, The reader
will remember liow the promizes of the Afghans proved
false, and how practically every man was massacred by
the fieree Ghazees and hillmen.

Alee had many opportunities of watching the prepara-
tions now made, and of contrasting the demeanor of Sir
Frodevick’s troops with that of those uwnhappy men who
had onee oceupied the place, for the hospital did not claim
him for very long.  Tle was given a erateh and a long strip
of handage, which passed from his shoulders to his injured
[oot and supported the limb, and by this means was able
to got ahout.

“0Of course, the place is too big for six thousand of us
to hold,” said Jack Fscombe, with a superior air, as if he
had given special study to the matier. “Our men are
precious thin at parts, and those forts near us are a

Joo
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great danger. Dut I dare say we shall do well if {he
bogears  attael.  Hardly think it likely,  (heuph—da
you?”

Alee emphatieally declared that the Afghans would as-
snult,  ““SBheer Alzul said so,” he answered, “and e
should know. Besides, listen to the beggars!  Fvery houy
they scom to geb nore excited; and once (hey hive done
with the city, and have tired of pillaging, they will turn
their aitentions to us.”

The two slood at the western face ol the eantonment.
at its junction with the southern wall—in fact, in the
corner looking toward Cabul, and ncavest o Lhe 1ieh
Afghan quarter, that portion which was inhabited by all
the ruffians and all the firebrands of the place. And,
standing there, a conf{nsed Label reached their cars, while
the thud, thod, thud of numerous tom-toms could he
heard. 'T'here was a glare over one portion of the eity,
probably from a fire, for among the fanatical gang brought
together by the Mughk-i-Ahwom, chief moulla of the nu-
tion, and by Mahomed Jan, were many incendiavies, who
had been busily at work. Others, no doubt, thowght moro
of the loot {o be obtained, and, taking advantage of their
numbers, of the confusion and lawlessness of the times,
they spent their hours hunting through the best houses
of the city, just as Sheer Afzul had prophesied they would,
murdering all those who dared to oppese them.

“ 1t must he a frightful time for the peaceful inhabi-
tants,” said Alee, recollecting the little which he had seen
during his escape. “ Mahomed’s levies will find plenty of
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Joot in the eity; and you will see that, when they have
finished preying upon their helpless countrymen, they
will begin to think of the invaders again. And you iell
me that the Sherpwr canlonment is too large for us fo
hold?”

The question gave Jack Escombe anolber opportunity
of dilating upon the matter, and of showing his su-
periority.

“My dear young 'un,” he said, striking a jaunty atti-
tude, and heating his hoot with his cane, “you only need
half an eye (o see that our numbers are too few; and if
these Afghans really attack in force, and on every side,
we shall bhave our work cut out.”

There was no doubt that le had spoken the truth,
though he had omitted to say that certain portions of the
cantonment were practicﬁ]]y impregnable. This, in fact,
was the case along the southern and the western faces,
where there was a massive and unbroken enceinte. Against
artillery these faces would no doubt have presented less of
a formidable obstacles; but, thenm, the general and his
little force had contrived, by the boldness and rapidity of
their dash upon the treacherons city, to capture almost
every gun.

Elsewhere the cantonment was by no means so well pro-
tected, for on the eastern side the wall was ounly seven
feet high, and there was a wide gap at either end of the
northern face, which latter was constituted by the Beh-
maroo heights. Of these gaps, the one hetween the
northern end of the western wall and the heights was the
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=ite of an enlrenchimenl and of o [wageer * compogad of ¢
Liree mnnber of useless Algbun pun-carringes: in front
were wire enlunglements, and a village o little farther
ol was strongly acenpied,  The other gap wis protected
in asomewhal similoy manper, the village of Belnaroo
heing also oceupivd, and prepared for defense by Toop-
hoting the walls s incwddition, a tower and gaden in frout
of the eastern wall were hold by one troaps, and (he wall
isell heightened by piling logs upon it. The dust position
fo Bie strengthened was the ridge of the Belenaron keights,
where there was a long entrenelonent, with block-houses
al intervils, and guns heve and there,

The British foree nnder Siv Frederick Roherts was un-
doubtedly oIl too simall 1o Bold such o Tong Bne of (e
fenses; but the men envrvied themselves junatily, for if
theiv leader haed haed @ repotation aome them belore, it
was now enfineed Lo hage degeee, There 3s 1o Exiger-
ation in saying that the soliliers wwore by their litle gen-
ernl, white the TTightanders, whe had seen so el of the
fighting, were ready fo & wan {o follow anywhere at the
simple beekoning of his finger; for yowr British sollicr
guickly learns to know when he hag a good leader, and
realizes Whmost instantly the fact that that leader has su-
preme eonfidenee, not alone in himsell, bhut in his men.
(teneenl Roberts had indeed handled this diminutive foree
of his in a masterly manner. Tt was vbvious fo all thag
their numbers were ridieulously small, and that this Jdash
into the country was hazardous in the extreme,  An over-
cantiong leader might have retived to the defenses of Sher-

* A defenslve inetosure tormed by wagons,
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pur, once he had gained Cabul, there lo await develop-
ments, and thereby he wonld wndoubltedly have partially
lost the confidence of his men. Siv Tredevick had, on
tle other hand, pursued the holdest tactics. He had never
hesitated Lo throw his men against what appeared to be
hopeless odds, and almost inaccessible heights were never
considered impossible. Fhen, once in Cabul, he had never
rested; he had dominated the city and the surrounding
country, and had virlually taken the posl of Awmecr of
Afghanistan.  Tlis very audacity lulled for a time the
storm which had now risen, and which would most eor-
tainly have broken out long before had he pursued a milder
policy. TTe was feared and hated hy the Afghans, while,
beeause of the opportanities which he had given to them,
and of his faith in thelr gallantry, his small force were
ready for any and overy emergency.  Very soon, too, their
qualities of endurance weve to be tested, for thab very
evening important news was brought to the cantonment
by the man who had carried Alee there,

“The Sahib Dennisson!™ he said, when he crept up to
onc of the sentries nnder cover of the night.

A few minutes later a sergeant appeaved with the Af-
ghan and an escort of two men, and halted just outside
Alec’s tent. As the latter appeaved, and surveyed the
messenger by means of a lamp, the Afghan salaamed,

“ News from his honor Sheer Afzul,” lie said. “T have
a letter here; and when the sahib hag read, there is much
that T can tell him.”

He felt Lor the Afghan knife which was thrust into his
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waisthand, and, holding the sheath, pulled the Blade out,
There was a piece of parchment folded round it, which
he lumded to Alee, and which the latier cagerly scanned.

Mo my Iriend (he brave Enoglishman” ran the nole
“Copecling! The writer sends his messenger {o the sahil)
with news, and bids Iim carry the same o the proper
quarter. The desires of my friewd ave fresh in my mind,
nnd T will never cexse fram making inquiries. Farewell!
May Allah profect you!™

Phere were the simple inilinls of Sheer Alznl helow, and
nothing wove. Alee lurned {o Lhe messenger and ques-
Linned hin.,

“Then vour Jovd dul nob leave Cabul, jnl e has sent
me news?

iz honer contrivel {o eseape the seareh: he has
Triends who influenced others in his hehalf, 1T7e renained
al home while T went abroad to gather news. Onr moulla,
the Mushlk-i- A, exhorls the men of the hill and of the
plain, and he is gradually winning them back to the cause,
They grow tived of thieving and of murdering the help-
less. Phey bave sacked the Tfindoo aml {he Kuzzilhash
quarters, and many of the houses of the rich, and now
there is no more Lo steal. They recollect the Jehud and
their enmity Lo your peaple, and at the signal of aur moulia
they will attack. To-morvow i the last day of the Feast
of Mohorrom,  Beware of allack during thal night or
toward the dawn, Teok well (o the weslern end of your
fort, for that portion looking toward the eity will he at-
tacked, Bub this is only to draw your attention. Thou-
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sunds will liurl themselves against the village of Behmaroo.
For a sign of atlack, look lo the Asmai heights.”

1t was ohvious that the Alghan had learned the message
by heart, for though Alec closely questioned him, he could
obtain no further information.

“The words are those with which T was charged,” said
the man. < I know nothing more of the matter, and have
but one other message from my lord. It concerns the
sirdar, Yohiuda Khan. He is gone from Cabul, and as
yet there is no trace of him.”

The Afghan took his knile and pushed it back into the
sheath. Then he leoked questioningly at Alec.

“1f the sahih permits, I will leave at once. None saw
me cone, save the sentry; and it were well that none saw
me go.”

“A few minutes will make no difference,” answered
Alce. “We will go to the general. Sergeant, lead the
way.”

Half an hour later, when the Afghan slipped stealthily
from the cantonment, the general had been made fully
aequainted with the intentions of the enemy. In fact, he
had leng been expecling attack, for the Afghans had oc-
cupicd the Meer Akhor forts, near the eastern face of the
cantenment ; and being driven from that, had sniped con-
tinuously, and finally oceupied another fort. Then, again,
Mahomed Jan had attempted to induce Siv Frederick to
march from the cantonment to the frontier, promising a
safe conduct if he would only consent. But a similar ar-
rangement some forty years hefore had led to treachery
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and @ massacre, and the conditions were emplatically de-
clined.  Now, to show thal he was in earnest, the Afghan
Teader caused his men {o swarm from the city, while the
moulla, faking advantage of the Feast of Moburrum, and
of the fact that fanaticisin was then al its height, went
among the tribes, sthnulating them to attack.

As darkness fell over the Sherpur cantonment on the
following day, the men of the British foree stood to arms,
and fell in at the places assigned. 'Lhen, in silence, they
wailed for the attack. In the distance the hubbul of the
Afghan levies could be clearly heard, their shouts and
chants cacrying far on that cold, dark night. The air
pulsated with the thud of a thonsand fom-toms, while
the hollow sound emitted by those mative instruments, the
shouts and the groaning chants, were punctuated by the
frequent roar of a matchlock, or of the more modern
Snider, with which some of the Afghans were armed.
Ivery eve in the cantonment was turned toward the west,
to the Asmai heights, where the sign of the moulla would
Appear.

“Bet you a new helmet that the old boy will fire a
gun,” said Jack Tscombe, in a hoarse whisper, as he stood
heside Alee.

“Taken!” was the prompt reply. “My own idea is
that he will light a torch ; and T’ve no doubt that thousands
of the enemy are now ecreeping toward us, and looking
toward the heights. It's rather an nncanny fecling, and
I can’t say that T am very comfortable. I suppose you'll
be with General Massey?”
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“Rather,” was Jacl®s veply.  “We are to stand to our
Lorses, and to De ready to dash out and cut into the
enemy.  Youwll have to xemain quict this time, young "un,
and look on”

Alee smiled quictly under cover of the darkness, while
he tested the power of his injured ankle.

“T ghall hobble up to the Behmavoo vwillage,” he snid
to himsel€, “ and get one of the officers to scrve me out a
rifle. T can lic down under cover and lelp to pepper the
enemy.”

Ie did as he had deeided, passing the brigade under
General Baker as he erossed the cantonment, Tor the Jatlor
were to hold {hemselves in reserve on thiz oceasion, and
were to be preparved to double Torward and supporl any
part of the defenses which might be sevevely pressed.
Then he fell in with the (roops who manned the eastern
defenses, and, reeognizing ITavry Macgregonr’s vegiiment,
senrched for that olficer. It was no cagy matter to got the
young Highlander to serve out a rvifle.

“Tf T did vightly, T should pul you under arrest, and
send you hack to your Lent,” he =aid severaly, though there

was & gleam in his eye which showed that he liked Alee

all the better for the fact that he did not shrink from the
danger, but, in spite of his injury, desired to take n part in
the fighting. “That’s where you ought to be—wrapped
up safely in your tent, instead ol here, where you will
only he in the way”

“Thank you!” said Alee, fronically.  “Thank you for
nothing, TMarey, ¥ueh chance there would he of vesting



The Grand Assault 309

if T were 1n my tenb, with guns going off and the enemy
howling all round me. Besides, you know,” he added, with
a smile, “T shall feel much safer here with you and your
men to protect me”

He had his way, and within a few minutes was posted
among the Highlanders, a rifie with fixed bayonet in lis
hands, while an abundant supply of ammunition was at-
tached to his belt.

“That ’ere aide-de-camp of Bob’s,” prinuved one of the
Highlanders, nudging one of his comrades. “Blest if he
don’t live for fightin’. Jest keep ver eye on °im, mate,
’cog if there’s a yush, it might go *ard with the orfficer.”

The gallant fellows passed the caution from ove 1o an-
other, for our hero had become quite a celebrity with the
soldiers, and all ranks had seen mnch of him. Then, foo,
his capture. of Yohivda Khan had fired their enthusiasm,
while the courage which had caused him to enter the bur-
hulent city alone in search of his [ather was an act which
appealed to these simple-hearted men.  So they arranged
to take good care of Lim; and having done that, prepaved
for the coming of the enemy.

The hours dragged along wearily for the defenders,
while utter silence reigned in the eantonment. Every eye
was turned toward the Asmai heights, till the gray of
dawn appeared. It scemed as though the information
would prove incorrect, so long was the signal delayed. Bub
snddenly a murmured exclamation passed down the ranks,
and men gripped their rifles, for a tongue of flame leaped
into the darkncss from the Asmai heights, and then sank
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out of existence. At the signal a storm of bullets swept
over the cantonment from the south, the flashes showing
that the cnemy had crept within two hundred yards. Then
from beyond the village of Behmaroo ecame the rear of
the enemy, as if thousands were there. But not a man
could he seen. though the din told that they could not he
far away.

“ TIold your fire till the enemy is in sight, and uniil
the order is given,” was the command issued by the officer
posted alb that portion of the defenses where Alec hap-
pened to he.

The gellant Highlanders obeyed the order implicitly,
showing vet again {1he staunch material of which they were
made. Shoulder fo shoulder they stood, waiting with beat-
ing hearts, till suddenly thousands of the enemy came
into sight through the mist. Tven then they made no
movement, bhut waited resolutely for the command. At
fength, when the enemy were within eighty yards, the
word was given, and a searching volley crashed into the
(thazees, who led the attack. They fell on every side, bul
those who survived never halted. 'Their moulla and their
own fanaticism had worked them into a condition of
ficreeness which knows no danger. Armed with daggoers
and tulwars, aned with every weapon of deflenge likely to
be useful, they came forward at their fastest of pace, the
one object of each individual among them heing to veach
the British line, and there to bury his weapou in the breast
of one of the invaders. It mattered not then what hap-
pened, nor how soon they themselves weve killed, for in
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slaying one of the delested feringhees they would huve
accomptished an action as pleasiug to Allah as to their

nation.  ““ Allah-il-Allah 1™ their battle-cry, sounded along

the line, and time aud again the frantic men wado the
attempt to reach the British. But discipline told -
velously, and fire discipline in particular. All along our
defenses the men were kept well in hand, and held their
fire £ill the enemy were clear tavgets. Then, indeed, the
volleys rolled along the face of {he defenses, thick columns
of smoke rising above the heads of the defenders.

Alee had taken his share in the action from the fikst,
Seating himself upon a bowlder, le freed his Ieg from the
sling, and awaited the signmal. Then, when the word o
fire was given, he joined his shots to those of the High-
landers. Once a fierce Tush of the Chazees brought them
to within a few yards—to the abaftis and entanglements
erected just in front, and he could ses even the gloaming
eyes of the attackers, But he never wavered, and never
even moved {rom his seat. His rifle spoke, while his shols
told heavily.

“ That tellow Dennisson has a lob of grit!” exclained
one of the officers, approaching Harry Macgregor during
a temporary full. “He scems to have chosen a spot where
there is little cover, and though I have watchied him 1
have never seen im flineh.  Look at him now !”

Alee was chatting with the Highlander who stood be-
side him, the very one who had taken lim under his pro-
tecting wing, and hardly looked down as a slug of wnusunl
size struck the Tock upon which he sat. When he did, he

——,
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merely snfled, and pointed the place out to the High-
lander.

A miss as good as a mile he said, langhing; “and
that bullet gave the rock a precions hard tap. Ne, thanlk
you, wy lad; T'm comfortable here, and can use my rifle.
T'here’s quite sufficient cover.”

“Grit!” was Harry’s answer.  “ Why, the fellow’s posi-
tively reckless. Tle's got some erazy idea about his father
being still alive, and, T tell you, he will never rest till he
has searched this mystery, as he calls it, to the bottom,
And there’s no side,* either, with all his pluck. He’s a
decent Jellow.”

Exactly what it was that the Highland officer meant by
decent it wonld be difficult o define, but Aleec was cer-
tainly as modest as he was bold, and was as high-spirited
awl jolly as anyene of his age could be. But it does not
fall to the lot of every lad of his age to lose a father under
such civcumstances, and it is not to he wondered at that
since his own cseape from the Afghans, when attaclked
in the gorge, he had Jooked on life a little more seriously.
ITe took this attack seriously, for instance, as if he thought
that every bullet he aimed would help him to find his
father, or to get certain knowledge of his death. Then,
again, the experience which he now had of fighting had
given him o coolness and a sleadiness in danger which
were commendable, and which had already attracted the
favorable notice of his seniors.

“Look out! theyre coming again,” called out the offi-
cer in command of that section of fhe defenses.  * Hold

* Pretentiousness,
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your fire as before, my Jads, and if they get in, just give
it them with the bayenet.”

A cheer answered him; and the look of determination,
whieh had for a little time disappeared from the faces of
the ITighlanders, again settled upon their features. They
gripped their rifles and felt at the triggers. Young and
inexperienced soldiers would have opened five despite the
orders, for that is the fuiling of veeruits. Bub these sturdy
felows kept their heads and their ammunition, and did
not let oft o rifle till the command was given. Then there
was a repetition of the former attack, The Ghazees re-
coiled, came on again, and were finally driven off, though
there were many exciting episodes, for some seemed to
possess the nine Tives of a eat. They fell at a volley,
and sprang fo their feet again, only te dash forward.
Some reached the abattis, and hacked at it with theiv
knives ; while others, careless of the wire and of the pointed
slakes, and other impediments, leaped at the obstacle in
the hope of clearing if, and then thrust their way
through it.

“Take them quietly, Jads,” sang out the officer. “Pick
them off as soon as they reach the abattis, and do mot
fire Lill you are certain of hitting, Ah! lock out for that
fellow over there”

He pointed {o one of the Afghans, a crafty man, who
hiad fallen within some sixty yards of the defenses and
seemed to be dead. Bul in reality be was unhurt, and
taking advantage of {he confusion and of every scrap of
cover—{or there are nonc cleverer at that than the Af-
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ghang—he had reached the abaltis and wae erawling
through it. At thal moment, Loo, halt a dozen of the
reckless Chazees reached the same spol and ub onee (hoe
man was on his feet, his teeth clenched, and his eyes hlaz-
ing with fury.  Tlowever, he was not to reach (he Hne, Tor
Alee sat up a little higher, took a swift aim, and dropped
him within three yards of the rock upon which he sat,
After that there was another Tall, which lasted for somoe
time, though the Afghans still kept up a hot fire at {he
face of the enntenment, their sharpshooters lying in tiny
hollews in the ground, or taking advantege of seraps of
cover which n Fuaropean would have hesitated to use.  An
hour later lhere was anoiher rush, which was casily
gefeated, mnd then the cnemy again retired to snipe the
garrison, their attitude being threatening, though not im-
medialely dangerous.  Suddenly there was an interrap-
tion, for four British guns were taken through a gorge in
the Behmaroo heights, and, sweeping round, shelled the .
right flank of the enemy. At once the Afghans broke up,
and the cavalry, taking advantage of their discomfilure,
emerged Trom  lhe eantonment, and fell upon {hem
in the open.  The movement was the signal for flight in
all direelions—a flight in which large numbers of the
cnemy were cul down, or transfixed by our lances, When
evening fell the surrounding country was elear ol the
encmy, and Sirv Frederick and his little force were able to
congratulate themeselves upon a vietory. Indeed, the de-
feat of Mahomed Jan that day broke up the resistance
of the Afghans in that quarter, and practically put an
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end to hostilities for miles around Cabul. That city once
again was governed by our officers and policed by our men,
while but few precautions were necessary when entei‘ing
it alone. Tlsewhere there was trouble, as we shall sce— ‘
trouble which again called for the energetic action of Sir |
Frederick Roberts, and the quelling of which won for il
him even greater credit than he had abready earned.
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COAPTER XVIII

News of the Feringhee

r I VHAREE whole months passed before Alec Dennison
could gather further news of Yohinda Khan anq
of his prisoners, the native woman and

feringhee, for his duties engaged his whole attenlion, ang

for at least a month after the defeat of the Afghans out.

gide the Sherpur cantomment he was laid up wilh h

ankle, the injury having proved to be more severe than

was at first thonght to be the case. Troops weve sent oul
in all directions, and every occasion taken advantage of
to see that the villagers had retwrned {o their homes. Dut
what spare time he had was spent in investigating Cabul

“I mean to search every quarter,” he said to Sheer
Afznl, when that sirdar eame to visit him; “and if you
will be good enongh to earry out the work, T shall he grate
ful if yon will visit the bazaar and the house where I
gained news from the old Afghan.”

“I have done so, sahib,” was the answer, “No sooner
were the levies of Mahomed Jan scaftered than T caused
search to be made. The old man is there still, bhut he
knows no more than he told you, save that Yohinda Khan
is gome from Cabul. The house in the bazaar is empty,
and of the ruffians who served Yohinds none are to he

316
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found. But I may succead. Give me time, and it may
be that my agents will gather information.”

With that promise Alec had to be contented, thoungh
every afternoon {hat he was frec found him in Lhe sireets
of the ecity, now well ordercd and excellently policed. Te
wandered through the marrew alleys and peered into the
honses. Then, finding that the presence of a feringhee
was sufficient to close the lips of all the natives, he took
to disguising himsell, and, with Sheey Afzul’s help, wan-
dered about in the dress of an Afghan merchant.

“You must be careful o keep the disguise undiscov-
ered,” said the sirdar, in warning tones. “Though we
are mow abt peace In and around Cabul, there is sedition
and fighting elsewhere, and my countrymen ecannol for-
get that you are an enemy. Besides, you know their cx-
citement. Were they to discover who you are, they would
£all npon you instantly, and your fate would be sealed.”

Alec took the eaulion to heart, and thereafter made a
poinl of slipping inte Sheer Atzul’s licuse when darkness
Tad fallen. Half an houwr later a hearded Afghan would
appear, dressed in snowy raiment, and apparently unarmed,
though an expericneed man of the bazaar would have in-
stantly detected the long mnative kuife half hidden behind
his waistband. Then, too, thanks to the Alfghan whose
help he had, he had manufactured a story. He knew his
position te o nicety, and could answer every cuecstion.

“You are a merchant—Abdoolla by mame,” said the
girdar, “and you have come from Guuni, where your
house is. You are the son of Abdoolla Kil, also & mer-
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chant, and you come fo find orders for steel and iron
Llades. Keep that in your mind, and boast of your an-
cestry ; that will gain the confidence of these natives sooncr
than anything else”

Alee found, indeed, that the advice was excellent;
Tor, having practieed the part till he had it to perfection,
he emerged into the streets, stroking his beard reflectively,
and mever hesitated to enter some booth or stall and tall
with the owners. Omnece or twice, as he wandered through
Cabul, e met officers whom he knew, and even ran against
Jack Iscombe and Marry Macgregon.

“That’s a fine-looking bheggar,” exclaimed ihe former,
as Alec passed.  “And, by George, isn’t he proud of his
heard! e looks quiet enough, too, though I’ve little
doubt but what he can be fierce enangh.”

“ And probably—say certainly—took part in the recent
allack,” chimed in Harry, “But, T say, Jack, doesn’t
something about the fellow strike you as familiar? Is it
the face or the fignre?”

They stared after the Afghan merchant, and then fol-
lowed, while Alec hurried away,

“Bet you a day’s pay that it’s Alec,” execlaimed Harry,
beneath his breath. ¢ You know what a dogged chap he
is. He hasn’t said a word of late about his mystery, and
about his father; but he’s been at work, I know that, for
Tom Bird told me how he comes into Cabul whenever
he has a spare half-hour. It a risky game to play, if
that is aetually our brother officer in disguise.”

“Pooh| You are a fellow for discoveries!” answered
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Jack, loftily.  “ You ave better ab finding mysteries than
Alec himself. That chap there is an Afghan born and
bred ; that Tl stake my oath en, Tl take your bet. Alec,
indeed!  Why, the idea is preposterous! Look at the
tellow scowling!?

They came to an abrupt stop, for Alec had beeome
alarmed atl their attentions, and tuwrned an angry face upon
them.  He even placed his hand on the hili of his weapon,
an action which at once cauwsed the two officers to turn
hacl.

“We've had one turn in Cabul, and that’s enough lov
a lifetime,” said Jack, “ Come along; yow'll he getting us
into another mess.”

They walked off rapidly, while Alec slipped into a stvcet
near by and soon became lost among the people.  But the
meeting gave him food for thought, and sct him woendering
whether his disguise had been discovered. ITowever, an
hour later his attention was distracted, for, happening fo

wallke into one of the numerous stalls in the bazaar, he

found there a couple of natives, one of whom was un-
doubtedly the very man who had sat with the old Alghan,
and had awnited the news of Alec’s assasgination—he who
had carried off the body of his friend, thinking it te be
that of the feringhes. 'To retire wounld have been to give
vige to suspicion, and therefore our hero marched holdly
in, salaamed, and offered grecting in the flowery langunge
of the Tast. Then he took a seat, with his back to the
light, and gently stroked his beard.

“T am from Guzni,” he said, when the owner of the
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stall and his companion had offered their good wishes and
inquired, as was seemly, aller his health, 1 o the son
of Abdoolla Kil, and T come hither lo see the sights of
the magnificent city of Cabul, and to learn the desires of
my hrothers,”

“Amd mnyhap lo see something of the [feringhees?
Mheie is much curiosity concerning them,” said the owner
of (he stull,

“Traringhees ! May Allah bring them to destruction!”
Alee feigned indignation, and, furning his head, spal
upon the ground, as wus the custom among men of the
haznar.

“And swiltly, too! ‘These heretics keep us in o fer-
ment.  Lhere is no frade (o be done while they are here,
and theiv greed is so great that there is fear of a famine,
Tt will be well for us when they are gone,  But this matter
of Luginess, brother from Guzni? We will discuss it after
we hoave sipped our coffee. Lt the stranger vest and he
content.”

In truly Easlern manner they sat eross-legged upon a
flat povtion of the stall, talking in monosyllables, and on
any and every subjecl bul that of the mission which had
brought the trader from Guzni. For in the country of
the Afghan, as well a8 in many another Iastern pari,
dilatoriness is the order of the day, and it is discourteous
to approach a maiter of importance directly, Lot the
stranger first sce the hospitality of the men of Cabul, sip
their coffee, and rest a while. Later on, perhaps on the fol-
lowing day, it would be time (o discuss other matters,
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Alee knes the custom well, and though he fretted at the
delay, and looked furtively at the rufian whose acquaint-
anee he had alveady made, he could hut do as vequested.
Tle sipped his colfee complacently, displaying a Nashing
ring upen his finger.  Occasionally he deigned to malke
some remark, but for the most part he listened, or looked
Distlesady at the passers<hy. Tresenily, however, a few
wiords from the ruflian roused him, though he still
preserved the appearance of wearimess which he had worn
helore.

“Our brother is from Guzmi,” he said. “ May i happen
that he has heard of Yohinda Khan, the sirdar?

Was the man endeavoring to {inel oul his identity?  Did
he suspeel 7 Why had he asked sueh a question?

Mee sought far an answer, while he watehod the Afghan
closely, lying hack in the shadow as he did so. It was a
minute hefore he deigned o veply.

“ Perhaps my brother of Cabul will tell me why he asks
this infermation?” he drawled, stifling a yawn. “Ts he o
friendt of this Yohinda IKhan, ov is he his servang?”

here was a half-veiled note of disdain in his voice,
and the Alghan was quick to perceive it.  Te realized that
this man of Guxni was of some account, and must he
carefully approached.

“Not a friend, and not a servant. A follower,” he
answered.  “Y am my lord’s right-hand man.”

“ And yon ask news of the sivdar. He was in Guzni
when T left, his business keeping him there. The sirdar,
Yohinda Xhan, is well known to me, and he il was from
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whom T learned tales of these feringhees. The sirdar fell
captive, and escaped. He would have eome to take a
ghare in the recent fighting had not Guzni called for his
attention.”

There was silenee in the booth, the Afghan rulfian sitling
up to listen to Alec’s words; while the latter, together with
the owner of the stall, leaned back al their ease.  Not that
our hero felb at all comfortable. 1le had again made a
ghot in the dark, aml had leaped to the idea that Yohinda
must actually be al Guzni, some eighty miles southwest
ot Cabul. TIf that were the ease, the very fact that his
Liding-place had heen mentioned was sure prool that the
two Afphans seated in the booth had no suspicion that the
man who represented himself to be a native of Guzni was
in veality a feringhee. It was a Dbold card to play, and
Alec promptly Lollowed it up with another.

_ “My brother asks me if 1 have knowledge of the sirdar.
Mayhap he desives fo send his dutiful greetings to his
lord? > ‘

“Greetings and a message, friend. T have looked long

into your face, and when you spoke of the hated ferin-
ghees, I' knew that T could trusé you.  Perchance my lord
could do you some [avor were you to convey my words to
him. Ie is generous and rich.”
- Then this rogue desired to send some message to Yo-
hinda, and the latter was undoubtedly at Guzni. Should
he agree to accept the task, and what of the reward at
which the man hinted ?

“To do it for nothing would he unlike the people;”
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thought Alee.  “ 1 will he casual, for T see that the fellow
is anxious.  Then [ will make my bargain.”—¢ There ave
times when riches do not recompense,” he said slowly.
“Were this message a dangerous one, it wonld perchance
bring me inlo the toils of these detested feringhecs, and
then death might rob me of my reward. Tor this sabib
who is in command las a name ameng us. They tell
me thal our brave brothers who did Allal’s will npon the
men in the Balla Hissar, slaying them {o a man, were
hanged without the walls”

“And they speak the truth,” exclaimed the owner of
the stall, “ Let onr brother of Guani take heed lost he incur
their enmity.  These men from Indin are terrible

“But there i3 no danger of discovery. Can a ferin-
ghee see what is in the heart? Can he read a message
which is not written upon parchment? Let Allah witness
the fact that there will be no hazard. If our hrother will,
hie can carry my words, and win large rewayd.”

The man started to his feet, and thrast his face close to
Aled’s, showing his anxiety; and perhaps, also, because in
his own eralty way he wished to ascerlain whether this
Afghan stranger would be difficult to deal with—whether
his avarice would malke the terms too heavy. As for our
hero, he never flinched or moved fromn his position. But
his hand went down to the tiny cup of coffee, and he lifted
it languidly to his lips, displaying the ring upon his
finger. \

“What is wealth to men of our nation?” he asked
quictly. “8o0 long as we have food and warmth, and a
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roof above our heads, what more do we desive? My fastes
arc simple, wy wants few, Bub T have learned thal we
who live together should do all that is pessible for our
brothers, What is this message, Triend, and what the
reward? ¥

The latter part took an howr te arrange, for Alec de-
manded a figure which was oul of all reasen; while the
Afghan suggested a paltry sum, knowing that he would
have to inerense it.  Such is the method of doing business
in the Tast—a method which hampers commerce, and
would distract a Buropeon. Indced, in many parls of the
East this slow method of conducting sales and exchanges
has cxisted for centuries, and will still exist into the
future, unless some dragtie change is made in the Jives and
adueation of the people. IHowever, at length the vital
question was settled, Alee slowly receding from his figure,
though anxions to end the matler. Te greancd over every
penny reduced, waxing indignant in true native style, for
he knew Lhe manners of the Afghans te a nicety. Then
came the message itself, and he hardly dared breathe lest
he should Jose a single word of it.

“These are the words of Abdul Fabib,” said the Afghan,
leaning forward again, and speaking in low and cautions
tones. “Trom Ahdul ITabib to my lord, Yohinda Khan,
who lives in the stone house beside the grand minarel at
Guzni—greeting.  There is news that the feringhees leave
us, and soon they will he gone. Shall my lord’s servant
canse it to be known that a feringhee awails ransom?
Theve is little time to waste, and mayhap if the matter
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is delayed the opportunity will be gone. Lot my lord
send his answer swiltly”

Afee repeated thie message aloud, laking cave to make
no niistake, for fow items of news are written in Afghan-
istan; and {he people arve, as a whole, well {rained in the
cnrrying of verbal messages.

“ And this feringhen?” he asked quietly, as he stifled
another yawn,  “Daes my brother ask that he shall he
seut with the messenger, to be ready for the ransom?
Shall he be sent {o this city of Cabul?

It was a leading cuestion, and artfully put. Buk Alee
had to deal with a man to whom cauntion and eralfiness
had been taught since he was a lad. Ile suspected cevery-
one, and frusted only when ik was absolutely nccessary
to do so—and then only to a limited extent,

“his Abdoolla of Guzni is, without doubt, n man of
sleatth,” he muttered benealh his breath, his hrows con-
tracting.  * Were T to tell him all that I koow, it mighl
happen that he would scize npon this fevinghee, and elain
the gold himsell.”— My lord, the sirdar, Yohinda IKhan,
will decide,” he said aloud. “1Iis word i Jaw to e,

and his messenger will tell me whether the feringhee dog

shall come to this place, or whether he shall remain where
he is now hidden. Brother, my {rust is with you. I
pray that your jowrncy to Guzni may be swift and wno-
broken.”

He vose from his squalting position, salaamed, and went
from the sfall, jeaving Alec to finish his business with the
owner, That, teo, was at length arranged, our hero coolly
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accepling an order al an impossibly low price for a number
of steel blades.

“Tor delivery within one month,” said the dealer
“Mark that, brother, One month from this date, and
no later, else I shall lose all profit. This Abdul Habib
bids us know that the feringhees will march from Cabul
within a little while. They will seck to carry something
with them, te remind them of the city. These blades
which you will send will be moeunted into handles, and
my workers will manufacture leather sheaths. I shall
then sell many, and the harvest shonkd be great. Bol we
will dvink move coffee before you go.  Our friendship has
heen most agroeable.”

TFor the fourth time, at least, the tiny cups were filled,
and the two langnidly sipped the conlents, while they
watched the passers. But Alec’s thoughts were wander-
ing, and he hardly took mote of his surroundings. The
news which he had just gathered filled his mind, and he
was puzzling his brains how to act.  The first question of
all was to scttle whether this feringhee was in Cabul or
elsewhere, and if the latler, where he was Impriscned.
Alec recalled the evasive words of Abdul ITabih, and
pondered over them.

“ He is a scoundrel of the first order,” he said o him-
self, “but T fancy his cleverness gives him away. Sup-
posing this fevinghee was heve, I know for certain that
Yohinda Khan is at Gueni, for I am charged with a
message for him. Is it likely that he would be eighty
miles away from his captive? What would prevent this
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rogue skealing a mareh upon him, and seeking to gain
the ransom for himsell?  Nothing at all. Tl is perfectly
cles that his share of the gold expected depends upon his
master, and that the latter holds the secret of the ferin-
ghee’s whereabouts. T must be going. T must say good-
by lo this fellow. Iis slowness worries me, and I cannot
afford to delay.” '

Por the very first time he allowed his nataral impatience
to get the better of him, and rose without ceremony.  Still,
he was not the one to Tuin a chance for the sake of a little
thought, and he rapidly scarched for and found an excuse.

“If my brother will spare me,” he said apologelically.
“In his friendship, and while partaking of such hospi-
tality, I had forgotten others to whom I am charged
to make my salaams. There is time yetf, and I will go.
To-morrow I shall furn my steps to Guzni”

There was the usuval exchange of salubations, the digni-
ficd owner of the stall showing his visitor much attenlion,
for he had hopes of making o fine thing out of this seller

of blades. Then Alec turned into the roofed street, and

prosently was wending his way to Sheer Afsul’s house,
But here, again, his anxiety was not so great that it was
permitted to spoil his plans. In Cabul, with its secthing
population, there are always the curious, the robbers who
follow those who scem to have the sppearance of wealth,
who frack the steps of those simpler folk from the country
ontside, and taking advantage of their eimplicity, fall
upon them and rob them of all they possess. Also there
are some who spy into their fellows’ doings, hoping that




328 With Roberts to Candahar

some elmnee will pat them i possession of aseerel which
may prove valwable,  Alee halted at the corner of the
strecl, therofore, mid «did net on (his occasion  venore
o enter by the mnin gate of the honse, Seeing o one
ahout, he wan down the stone steps which Ted to the
rranary.  Then he grasped the rope which dangled over
the trap, and lowered himsell to the voom below.  Five
minutes later he was relating his adventure o Sheer
Aflzul,

“Phe news is so imporlant that T shall go {o the
general,” he said, with decizion, * Ile has heard about
my quest, and fthough he wmay not believe in it, he is nog
the one o thrown difliculties in the way should there Le
reasonable hope of coming upon this feringhee,  This 1
know now—the prigoner exists.  There is no doubl of
iat, and T mean to recover him, whoever he happens o
be,  Meanwhile, Afzul, T have a task for you.”

“ Name it, sahib.”

“This Abdul TTabib must be taken, and held from
communication with his friends,  Then, should Yohinda
happen to relurn to Calul before e is expected, he will
be unable to talk with this gervanl of his, and thereby
learn of Abdoolla IC of Guzni. Were hie o do so, he
would at once detect a plot, amd we shonld be farther than
cver from Lhe feringhee.  Tor myself, | shall endeavor
to pet leave of absence, and shall make for Guzni.”

“Alone, sahib?  Surely thalt would be rash indeed.”

“1t would be safer, perhaps, than if T fook a friend,”
answered Alee. “1 know where Lo find Yohinda, and I
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shall lant for him in this disguisc; only on this occasion
T shall be Abdoolla It of Cabul, instead of that merchant
from Guzni. Onece I meet this Yohinda, I warrant 1
will bring him {o reason, and cause him to hand over his
captives. What do you think of the plan?”

“Tt is visky, but offers hopes of success, sahib, Do as
you will, while T will carry out this commission. To-mor-
row this Abdul Habib shall be & prisoner in this house,
and 1 will hold him til} T have vour word to sct him {ree.”

The matter having been thus arranged, our hero changed
his attire, and slipping into the streelts, soon tade his
way to the Sherpur cantomment. Here he found the
troops in a state of expeetation, for a eavalry patrol had
just vidden in with stirring news.

“There’s to be a move,” cried Jack Iscombe, pluming
himself upon his superior knowledge, and riding up to
Alec. “1 et onr boys cowing in, and T tell you there
will be more fun for the division, or for a part of it.
We've had certain infermation of the approach of troops
from Candahar. They’ve been fighting all the way.”

“ And will a force be sent down to meet them? ” asked
Alee, anxiously.

“They say that the defails of the division who will move
have already been arranged. It will o rapid march, and
the move will tnke place to-morrew. There you are,
young “un,  You see, even the general’s aide doesn’t know
all that’s happening.”

He went off with a laugh, while Alec at once ran to
one of the officers of the stalf, from whom he knew that

. F
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he could obtain information. Then he went to his own
tent, and hunted out a map. That evening all within the
cantonments knew that the advance from Candahar,
which 8ir Donald Stewart was to undertake as soon as he
could obtain the necessary supplics, was an accomplished
fact. A force under General Primrose had been left in
Candahar, with its communications kept open by General
Phayre’s brigade. Then the bulk of the troeps had taken
the road for Cabul. Their difficulties had commenced
shortly afterwavrds, and now a native rummer had brought
to our patrol the information that these new {roops were
heavily opposed at Mushaki, some thirty miles south of
Guzni. Now was Alee’s oppertunity, and he seized upon
it. His friend of the staff soon was able to assure him
that his name waz down in the list to march with General
Ross from Cabul, with the intention of joining hands
with Sir Denald Stewart.

“Gummi is the place yon mentioned, T think, Dennisson ?
You'll get as far as that, Pve little doubt: and I’1l see
GGeneral Ross myself. If he has the opportunity, he will
let you make a search in Guzni. Now, be careful. 1t
1s1’t everyone who would put up with these cscapades
of yours. Yowll go, of course, as official interpreter.””

The news was almost too good to he true, and Alee could
searcely rest. But with Tom Bird’s help he packed his
seanty kit that night, including hig disguise, and sent
a note across to Cabul to his friend Sheer Afzul.

“Hold your prisoner when you get him,” he wrote,
“I am to ride with the expedition, and shall endeavor
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to come upon Yohinda INhan before he has {ime to
escape.”

On the following morning there was a bustle in the
camp, to which it had been a stranger for many a weel
Men strode about more briskly, for the inertia of life
in cantonments, with Jittle fo do, is always distasteful to
British soldiers.  The cavalry could be seen watering their
borses as the sun came np, while in the transport eamyp
the drivers were packing their animals with their loads.
And opposite the tents of the brigade under orders to
march hundreds of men could be scen eating their break-

. fasts, the 1Suropean troops  seated nipon boxes or upen the

ground enjoying their ration of coftec; while apart from
them, jealonsly prescrving their several castes, squatted the
Indian troops, cavalry and infantry, their meal consist-
ing Tor the most part of corry and rice.

On the rord outside, the guns to accompany the force
were already in position, their teams havnessed in for
an early move.

Alee had no  special place in this force. He was, of
course, at the orders of its leader, for he was to aelb as
interpreter.  He rode, thevefore, with Jaelk Escombe, who
was detached from his staff dulics, and was to act as junior
to the leader of the Turopean cavalry. It was thercfore
with a friend that he rode from the cantonment when the
order to march was given, and with the smue brother-officer
that, three days later, he came within sight of Guani, the
town in which Yohinda Khan was supposed {o he in
hiding.



CHAPTER XIX
In Full Cry

OW, young “un, there’s the place. Whal’s the next
movement?

Jack Tiscombe stood up in his stivrups so as
to obtain a hetter view of the town of Guunl nestling
on the road below. It was a straggling place, smaller than
Cabul, and looked eold and desolate. Butb to Alec it was
the finest sight that his eyes had beheld for many o day.
Now, af last, he was within striking distance, and his
blood warmed as he saw the town, his pulses beat more
foreibly, aud he tingled with excitement.

“The next move?” he rvesponded slowly. “T’1l {ell
you what T think it should he. The general has given
ns permission to make a rtecomnoissance, and ascertain
whether the people about are imclined to be friendly.
They seem to me to be so, for there are men tilling the
fields, deing their ovdinary work. Thevefore it is proba-
ble that the men in the town are ¢uiet also. Then why
should I mot enter? If we go together, our presemee in
advance of the brigade might lead to o disturbance.”

“And about the troop? Ave we to sit still and wait?”
asked Jack, in tones which showed that he was none too
pleased.

132
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“T want you to take the men to the far gate, and hold
it till T come, or send to leb yon know of My SUCCESS O
otherwise. Don’t you see? This fellow may have ftaken
alarm at the coming of the troops, for, depend npon it, he
will have heard the news. By riding round yon will be
able to cut him off”

The arrangement seemed the best that conld be made
under the civcumstances, and the two voung officers pre-
pared to carry it out prowmptly. Alec leaped from his
saddle and stripped his uniform off.

“Now, Tom,” he said. “If vou please, T will have
that bundle of clothing. Now the mirror and the beard.”

Tt was a strange performance to look on af, and it
is nol to be wondered at that the troopers, who stood dis-
mounted beside their horses, smiled quictly, and winked
at one another. Not thal they were inclined to make fun
ol their officer, for long erc this the lale of Alec’s loss,
his persistence, and the fact thal he now had definite news
that theve was a ecaptive feringhee had won their warm
approval of his efforts. DBut it was strange indecd to
see one of their officers wearing such a costume, and
transforming his appearanee by donning turban and heard.

“ Blue Beard,” laughed one of the men, nudging a com-
rade. “’0°d ave thought as that ‘eve Llole was our orflicer,
Mr. Dennisson? They say as 'ow e speaks the lingo like
a Dblessed native, and ’as been a-walking through them
bazaars a-takin® orders for goods what e’s supposed to sell.
Bust me! But ’¢’s a cool *un; and look ab the trouble
‘o takes over “is dress!”
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“Tesl like aogal” was the answer. © Bot | orechon it

ain'l all a guestion of makin® Seself Tandsome. 10 Life
with our orflicer. 10 v was nabbed, do yer Lhink they'd
spure i ? o Rather nob !

hey’d jest think oul some special sorl of torture,
I reckon.  Ugh! They're a set of will beasts, is these
‘ere Alghans,  Shan't be sorry when we're done for ‘em
and got  clear of the country. Tt ain’t "alf a place to
soldier in.  Nothin® {o eat but *ard-tack, amd nol always
plenty of that.”

“But there's fighlin’, sonny,  Ileaps of it.”

“ Ay, that there is, But, blow me!  Did yer ever! ™

Tt was a source of vasl amazement to these simple fel-
lows to see Aled’s preparations, for in the bustle of the
march they had hardly noticed the complete arrangement
which he had made for his entry info Guzni,  Now, how-
ever, they understood why it was that a mule with native
saddle had accompanied them, and why a pile of skins
was strapped across its hack.

“A merchant; dido't I tell yer? ™ said the trooper.
Ol goin’ to do o bit o business; ouly I reckon it won't
be with them ere skins.”

“Is what ’¢’s got under ’ig belt. Did yer see 'im
slip the shooters in? "

They commented freely, but in low tones, on the move-
wments of their officer, smiling at the serious expression
whieh Alee bore all the while.  Then, as he shook hands
with Jack, and serambled on o the back of the mule,
{hey realized that he wos going.



In Full Cry 235

“(tood luck to yer, siv!” sang out one of the men.
“Beggin® yer pardon, hut we opes as you'll catch the
chap. We'll be a-waitin’ for %m right enough if it
happens Lhat he slips past yer.”

Alee thanked thom quietly, and then kicked the amule,
gending it ambling down the road; while Jack Tscombe
withdrew with his horsemen, for it womld never do to
be scen riding with the Afghaun. Alec kept sbraight on
for the town, and made direet for the main gale, his cye
fixed now on the minaret which towered up from among
the houses. There was a figure on the baleony which ran
round it near the top, and he wondered who it was.

“Probably a moulla, waiting to sce the British enter,”
he said to himself. “ It is an execllent spot from which
to watech; and should that be Yehinda Xhban, he will sce
the men when they are within two miles of the town,
But that will not matter. Jack took care to halt hefore
he veached the top of the hill, and though we could sce
Guzni, T doubt that anyone here could catch sight of
us. That fellow has disappeared. I had betler push
OD.”

By now he was within & few hundred yards of the
gate of Guzni, and fecling securc in his disguise, he
trotted holdly up to it. Afghan men and women were

passing in and out, some on foot and some seated on

donkeys and mules. Onee he passed a fine camel which
bore a palanquin, behind the silk curtains of which he
caught o glimpse of a finely dressed Jady with veiled face.
Then he came upon the guard stationed at the gate, who
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laoked at him erilically, snlanmed to him s a slranger,
and passed him through without demur,

“Now for the house which stands beside {he minarel
thought Alee,  “ Onee I ane ont of sight of the gates, T
send this mule ahead at his best pace, Al ve turned

L)
1

the corner.  ere goes!”

Ttig heel went to the flank of thie animal, and it broke
inte a canter, which soon increased o a gallop, the mule's
hoofs clattering over the cobbles and striking sparks from
them, for Alee had tuken care to have it well shod,  They
awung out of the street which led to the gate, and guided
by the minaret, the smnmit of which could be seen, made
directly for it.  Suddenly Alee eanght sight of the figure
on the baleony again, and saw that the man waved a piece
of cloth, Was it a signal to the men at the gates, or o
whom? Ife looked again, and the figure had disappeared
onee more, and so rapidly that the Afghan might have
leaped from the minaret,  The movement puzzled Alee,
and had he been able to spare the time, e would have
halied to investignte matters more closely, and to think
what could be the meaning of the signal.  Buf minutes
were of the utmost value, and instead of stopping, he
kicked the mule again, il it flew over the cobbles, slip-
ping and sliding at times, till it was wonderful that the
rider kept his seat. Tor it must be remembered that an
Afghan does not sit o laden mule as he would a horse
rightly saddled. Alee sal sideways, gelting very little
grip, and feeling that a sudden and more unexpected
swerve might throw him to the ground.
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“ 111 chance it,” he said between his teeth, “T've met
vory few, and they must think that the beast is bolting.
T'll geb across the saddle”

Ie changed his position in a moment, and then, feeling
more sceure, sent the mule round the cornmer and into
the square, in the center of which the minaret stood.

“The stone house beside the minaret,” he repeated.
“There it is.”

There was no mistaking the dwelling, for a huge white
house was built right up against the minavet, and stood
in the center of a courtyard which surronnded it on three
sides. The fourth side was attached to the other building.
Alec gerutinized it as he pulled in the mule, and noticed
that there were very few windows, and what there were,
were narrow and shuttered, There was a gate to the
square, however, and he rode up to it. In a moment he

was down om the ground, and al onee pushed at the wood-.

worle.  Someone was within, for he heard the sound of
a key in a lock and the shufling of sandals. The man,
whoever he was, was trying to keep the stranger out, and
made no response when Alec ealled to him, Tustead he
managed to get the door to, and shot the holt.

“QOpen!” shouted Alee, in the Afghan tone. “A
reward if you let me in ab once”

But there was no reply, while the shuffling sandals were
receding.

“Then I must go over”

Qur hero was not the one to be kept out by a mere gate,
and at once he sprang at the top of the woodwoerl, caught
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it, and drawing himsell up, leaped into o courtvard within,
Instantly he eaught sight of the man who lued locked the
door,  He was running across the square, evidently with
the intention of escaping.

CHalt!™” eried Alee, lifting his revolver.  * Halt! or
T will five at you.”

e might have saved his breath, for the Afghan knew
the ins and outs of the place perfectly well. e leaped
through the doorway and disappeared, and when his pur-
suer reached the spot, his heels were alone visible as he
raced around the angle of the square and out into the
street.  Then there was the clatter of hoofs, and Alee
knew that the ruflian had leaped on {o the mule and
ridden off,

“Then there was something in the signal.  This fellow
had been left behind to send a warning of the approach
of a reseue parly. The prisoners must have gone.”

Our hero's heart sank into his shoes at the thought, for
he had hoped—so careful had he been with his prepara-
tions—to capture Yohinda Khan before he could get wind
of his coming. But he had not reckoned on the fact that
the artful sirdar had o vast inferesl in deceiving this
British officer.  This Afghan noble kpew well that to
be caplured now would mean loss of life as well as
loss of the ransom for which he langed, e had but to
keep out of the toils of the British, amd sooner or later
they would march from the eountry. Then, once their
backs were really turned, and the orders had come for
them to retire, the mere question of a ransom would not
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bring them back. The cxchange of prisoncrs eould bhe
casily arranged, and he wonld be sure of his reward, It
was worth his while, therefore, to fake the ubmost pre-
cautions; and if Alee had been careful in preparing a
trap, this Yohinda Khan had been doubly cautious. His
spics had heen stationed along the road in such a manner
that they attracted no aftention. They worked in the
ficlds, and the lifting of a hoe had signaled the arrival of
the enemy to a second worker neaver to the town, who in
turn had signaled to the man at the top of the minaret.

“ Tl scarch the house, and see for myself,” said Alec.
“ Now, where’s the door?”

He found it after a moment’s search, and burst it in
without ceremony, for it was locked. Then he ran
throngh the rooms, throwing the shutters wide open so
as to sce into the darkest corners,  People had been living
there Iately, that he was sure of, for charcoal still smol-
deved in a brazier in one of the rooms. But the whole
house was deserted, Not a soul was to be scen, thongh
it was certain that the inhabitants had retived hut recently.

“ And in a violent hurry, too,” said Alec, as hie hunted
round. “There is food down below, and someone has
been smoking.”

There was the unmistakable aroma of a cheroot, the
certain indication that one of the inmates had been a
feringhee, for Afghans are not given to the smoking of
cheroots.

“ Torrible bad lnck!?” exclaimed Alee, almost in tears
with vexation and disappointment. “I had better leave,
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and run to meet Jack and the troopers. These people swho
are held by Yohinda Khan cannot he [ar, and perhaps
Jock has made a capture. Ill go. There’s nothing here
to give a elew as to their whereabouls.”

Once more, so that there should be no mistake, he
searched the rooms, finding nothing. Then he was in
the act of leaving the place when something in the room
where the brazier was atlracled his attention. He ran
back hurriedly, and threw the shutters still wider, allow-
ing a stremn of light to pour in upon the walls, Then
he gave vent lo an exclamation of astonishment, for pen-
ciled wpon the wall opposite the window were some words,
while the stick of charcoal with which they had bheen
written lay on the hoards helow.

“Bave ug from Yohinda Khar,” they ran. “We three
prisoners ave helpless”

“Three prisoncrs! And one a feringhee, an Iinglish-
man!?*

Alec ran close up to the wall and peered at the writing.
Whose was it? Was it Major Dennisson’s, or were the
words penciled by some other officer who had been with
the mission? The uncertainty was exasperating, madden-
ing. Ile almost hent his fists agninst the walls in his
despair, for who could say whose writing this was? The
letters were rough and straggled. No doubt they had
been written in haste and in the confusion of the enforced
departure from Guzni, for below the words there was a
deep scratch, as though the writer had been ahout to
&dd his initials, and had heen disturbed.
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“No use Jooking any longer,” said Alec. “Better get
after them. Now, are they likely fo be in the town still? ?

He stood looking out of the window down the sircet,
and quickly made up his mind that Yohinda Khan wonld
never dare to remaim in the town. Then he must be on
the road, and the patrol must pursue him. Alee pushed
his rvevolver back into its place and ran down the stairs.
Then he elambered over the gate, and, much to the nston-
ishinent of the few passers-by, took to his heels and ran
down the slrcet. Tde was breathless when he arrived
at the main gate of the eily wall, and shaking with
cxeitement. ,

“ Where passes the stranger?® asked onc of the three
armed men who stood there, striding in his way. “ Stop,
and report the need of this haste”

“No doubt bribed by Yohinda,” thought Alec. “0ut
of the way!” he cried. My haste does not afford time
for cxplanation.”

e wenb on without a pause, and finding that the wan
did not move, pushed him aside roughly. There was n
shout from the others as their comrade staggered agninst
the gate, and when Alec locked a pistol was leveled al his
hend.

“Mhere iz no haste which allows of such roughness,”
said the man. “Stop instantly and report, else I will
pull the trigger. Now, whither does our brother go at
such reckless pace? Stand and tell us.”

Alec halted, seeing the muzzle staring inte his face.
Then he retraced his steps slowly, his willingness to obey
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causing the man Lo lower his weapon.  Ite turned to his
comrades wilh a smirk and a look of triwnph, and then
faced the stranger again. When he did so it was his
turn to loolk inte Lhe muzzle of a fivearm, for a revolver
almost touched his forehead.

“There are times,” snid Alee, breathlessly, © when it
is unwise to ask questions of a stranger, or to attempt
to delay him when he is rununing in haste.  And there
ave some who do nol care lo tell Lhieir business lo loafers
ahout the gates. I am one ol these, and more than that,
I dislike to have you watehing my course. You know
this weapen? It has the lives of six men in the barrel.
T advise you and your comrades to retive into the guard-
house”

He meant every word Le uttered, and these Afghans
realized the fact at once. Ilad they been of the order
of the Ghazees, the fanatics who stop at nothing, and who
would fting themselves fo ecertain denth in the slaying of
o heretie, they would without doubt have declined to fol-
low the advice, and would have thrown themselves upon
this bold stranger. Bub they had had their pay from
Yohinda. They had done their best to arvest any who
tried to follow; and alove all, a tall, bearded, and stern
an, armed with a strange weepon, scowled darkly at
than,  They turned sullenly and withdrew,

“One moment,” said Alee, suddenly, “A man rode
through this gate on a mule some few minutes ago. Ts
that not s0?  Angwer with the truth, and swiftly.”

This time there was a menace in hig voice, and the
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last of the Afghans trembpled at the sound. He was the
one who had up to this speken not a word, and at that
instant was about to enter the guardhouse. DBut he swung
round, salaamed humbly, and answered:

“A man on a mule?” he said. * No, not through this
gate. Nol a single Afghan has passed within the last
honr.”

Alec was nonplussed.  He had felt sure that the ruffian
who had galloped away on his mule must have gone by this
gate, for he would be following Yohinda IKhan and his
three prisoners. Then why had he gone in the opposite
direction? for the plans of Guzni showed two gates only,
and no other cxits from the town. Could the prisoncrs
have been taken throngh the other gate, or was it possible
that they werc still in Guzni?

Suddenly Alec thought of the people he had pas:sed as
he entfered, and the camel with its palanguin rcturned to
his memory. There had been a second camel, following
closcly, and he had noticed that the villagers wlho marched
close beside them were sturdy-looking ruffians, who hore
arms.

“T believe I have got a clew,” he almost shouted. “1f
they have not come this way, then Jack will not have

caught them, and he will have seen no one. I must reach
»

He strode across to the guard-house, and called to the
Afghan who had spoken.

“Come outside,” he said sternly. “ Now,” he con-
tinued, when the fellow appeared, looking scared and
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frightened, “this man who rede a mule dul not leave
by this gate, you said. Did a man without a mule?
Answer.”

“No one has passed for more than an hour. Your
honor hears the fruth.”

“Did the sirdar, Yohinda Khan, leave by this way
to-day or carlier?”

Alee could see that the man was hesitating,  He would
lie if he thought that the consequences would not be severe.
He needed foreible and unpleasant persuasion, It was a
case for the revolver again.

“Reply at once, and truthfully,” he said quietly, mising
his weapon. “I have too big a stake in this matter to
permit a lie from you fo cause me to fail.  The truih,

or 2

“Your excellency shall know, Yohinda passed ount by
the same gate as that by which you entered. May the
Prophet deal unkindly with me if I speak not the truth.
He left with two camels, and he paid us money to arrest
any who followed if not dressed as a feringhee.  Te ex-
peeted an Afghan of your appearance, and he desired that
we should lead you to believe that he had passed this way.
Sahib, your pardon. We are not altogether to blame.”

The man sniveled and whined, while his knoes shook
against one another. For the tales of British prowess
had reached Guzni, and he had lnken good heed of them.

Our hero hardly waited to hear the last of his words,
for now he was sure that he was on the right road to
recover the prisoners, whoever they might happen to be.
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He picked up the tail of the cloak which hung over his
shoulders, threw the heavy mnative knives from his Dbelt,
and thus lightened took to his heels, running at his fastest
pace toward the open country. Onee or twice he passed
villagers going in the same divection, or townsmen return-
ing to Guzni. Bul none interfered with him. They
watched his fignre for a little while in vast amazement, for
your Afghan cannot understand the reason for haste,
unless it be in warfare. Then they exelaimed loudly,
calling uwpen Allah, and with that wenl eon their way,
imagining that the man who had passed them must be
mad. Half a mile from the gales Alec saw horsemen,
and came toward them shonting and waving his arms.
Presently they saw him, and in a minute or more Jack
and the troopers rode up. Alec at once swumg himsel{
into his saddle, for Tom Bird had led the horse.

“They havc gone by the other gate. There are three
prisoners,” he gasped. “I can’t tell you all. T’ve been
running. Gallop!?

Te clapped spurs to his horse and sent it down the road
toward the town. Arrived at the gates he lod the way
through the strects of Guzni, scattering the people and
striking sparks from the cobbles. Shutters were thrown
open and townsmen peered from the windows. Others,
sceing the mad calvacade, spueezed into the doeorways,
scowling or shouting curses as the feringhees clattered
past them. But none of the troopers tock any notice of
the Afghans., They followed the figure riding in advance,
the bearded Afghan whom they knew to he an officer; and
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soon they were out through the oppesitc gate, and were
hammering over the open road.

“Two camels with palangquing,” shouted Alee, having
recovered his breath a little. “They have the better park
of an hour’s start. A sovereign to every man if we catch
them up, and two if one of the prisoners is my father.”

A cheer answered him, and the men settled down into
their saddles and pulled their horses in a little, for if the
runaways had an houwr’s start their own animals wauld he
foundered before they came up with them.

“Bteady!” cried Jack, endeavoring to ewrb his friend’s
impetuosity. “'We shall be stranded onrselves wnless we
take if easier. And, hesides, are we on the right road?”

That question coused the two leaders to pull in altogether
and consult.

“You sce, young un, we are ou the road leading to
Cabul,” said Jack. “Do vou think that they would come
this way, where they would meet our troops? ”

“They will have hranched off, certainly. I never thought
of that. We must nsk some of the patives. There is a
man working in the fields over there; I'll speak to him,”

Alec trotted toward the Afghan, and dvew up within a
pace of him, the man looking very mueh as il he would
have like to bolt; for, had the truth been known, he was
no lover of the invaders, and was a Iriend to Yohinda
Khan, for the reason that the latter had bribed him to
wateh for the coming of the British,

“I know nothing,” he answered, with a scowl and a
curse as Alee interrogated him. “ I have been at work
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sinee early morning, and have seen no canels leave the
town, People have come and gone, but am I to fake
nete of everyone? I am busy, and do not wish to he
disturhed.”

“And I am anxious to find ibese people,”’ answered
Alec, stubbornly. “To the one who gives me the neces-
sary information—the eorrect information, mind you—
there will be a handsome reward. A hundred rupecs for
the trath. Where has this party with the camels gone?”

The man’s eyes sparkled, and he was on the point of
speaking, Alec could sec that he hesitated, and that if he
wished he could tell all he desived to know. But it hap-
pened that this Afghan had scen but litlle of the invaders,
and what little he had seen of them, added to the 1ales
which he had heard, had roused i his mind a furions
hatred of the foreigners. Why, then, should he help them
in a matter of this sort, even for gold? 'True, by deing
so he would be taking money from beth sides, a clever
arrangement to which he was quite partial; but even then,
why should he give help? A sudden thought struck
him.

“T will give this fool of a feringhee who dresses as one
of ourselves false news of Yohinda Whan, the sirdar, and
thereby obtain the reward. Thus shall I be doing well
for mysell, while preserving the secret which T have been
paid to keep.”

Alec could see thav the man was considering the ques-.

tion, and, knowing the natives of the country as he did,
at once guessed what his thoughts must be.

f
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“To the man who tells where they lhave gone there
will be a reward,” he said quictly. “I'hal I faithfully
promise, and one of the troopers shall remain with him
to see to the payment. But if the news prove false—well,
you know what your own nobles would do, and hew they
would reward the man who misled them.”

There was a menace in his voice, though he spoke quite
quictly; and the suggestion that 2 trooper should remain
helped to alter the Afghan’s determivation. He looked at
Alee from bereath his brows, shuflled uncasily, and then
fquickly changed his func.

“The feringhees have proved teo strong for wus,” he
said.  “I will speak ihe truth on condition that the sir-
dar, Yohinda I{han, be not told of my complicity. Let
the horsemen turn te the left sharply as the hill riscs.
There is a counlry track which leads along the foot of
the hills. That is the direction taken, and there these
Fugitives will be found.”

Alee turned his horse without a word, and galloped off
to the troop. A minute later they were trotting briskly
along the road, one disconsolate Lancer Lircaking from
the party and riding across to the Afghan.

“You've got ter be watched, my precious beauty,” he
said somewhat caustically, oblivious of the fact that the
man could nob understand a word of his langnage. “I'o
be fook care of, don’t yer know, till the young orfficers
come back. I you get tryin’ any hankey-pankey I’ve
got ter hold yer, and if that ain’t possible, to run yer
down. Them’s the orders, and youw've had yer warnin’,
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New he carveful, "cos this here lance has been at the gamas
before, and knows jest how to pick up a darkie”

ITe slipped from his saddle, and took ihe rein over his
arm. Then he thrust the butt of the Jance into the ground
against his toe, and squatting on a bowlder drew out a
black pipe and a cake of tobacce.

“None o yer blessed tvicks, Jolnny, me boy,” hesaid.
“?Ave a quict smoke, 1f yer like, and make yorself ‘appy.
But no monkey tricks. Savvy?”

The Afghan evidently did “savvy,” for he looked
askanee at the Lancer and at his strange implement of war-
fare.  This very plensant and casy-going feringhee puzzled
and awed him, and he did as directed, stood looking after
Alec’s party, congratulating himself over and over agaim ,
on the happy faet that he bad actually given corrvect
information, and thevefore might cxpeet reward instead l
of punishment. '
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CHAPTER XX

To Candahar

O the left, Jack, and mnow along heside the hills.
We're going to eateh these fellows”

“And P beginning lo think that there must
be something in this mystery of yours. DBut don’t have
too much faith in the idea that one of the prisoners will
be your father. Halloo! What’s that?”

“ A mative fort of sorts. Mud walls, loopholed, a house,
and o bit of a tower. The kind of thing that one sces
all over this part of Afghanistan. DBuilt, 1 suppose, to
afford a reluge in case of tribal wavfarc.”

“And as a splendid resting-place for this fellow Yo-
hinda. You can see the track for five miles ahead, and
there 1sn’t a eamel.  Alee, we shall find them there.”

“And we will rush them. We can’t wait.  They might
kill their prisoners.”

“Then we’ll surround the place. Put men all round,
and keep a little foree for the attack. Then there’ll be
no riding away for this sirdar fellow. But hadn’t we
better trot along the track as if we were going to pass the
fort? That will allow ws to come closer without warning
them of our intentions.”

“And we shall be close enough to gallop straight for

350
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the place. You're in command, Jack, Give the men an
idea and tell them off.”

The two young officers had heen riding neck and neelk,
and during the few minutes which had passed had been
talking rapidly, Alec telling his friend of the message
penciled upon the wall, and of the news which the Afghan
working in the flelds had given him, They had taken
the field-track to the left as the hill rose, over which ran
the main read; and now, as they trotted along at the foob
of the range of hills, they could see the track for miles
ahead. A plain spread oul before them, and no hiding-
place was afforded save by the mud fort. They waiched
it closely, but the enemny gave no sign. No turbaned head
could be seen on the summit of the fort, while the win-
dows—what few there were—were closely shut. The
troop of Lancers followed on the heels of their officers,
each man keenly alive to the situation, and bwrning to
make a capture. By now they had the details of the
strange affeir by heart, and knew how eager was the officer
whom they had watched that morning as he donned the
strange garments worn by the Afghans. They had entered
into the fun of that mad gallop through the town of Guazmi,
glorying in the fact that they, a tiny force of hostile horge-
men, should he the only anes among so many of the enemy.
And mow, as Jack shouted his news over his shoulder,
the hearty fellows gripped their lances and straightened
themselves.

“ Leading three files will break away when I give the
command,” he said. “ They will surround the fort and

.~
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wateh for Afghans ar others attempling to hreak away.
Remainder will lum and gallop for the gate. They will
dismount under cover of thase trees a hundred yards from
it, and two men will hold the horses. The others will
follow with their ecarbines. We want to rush that fort,
my lads.”

At another time they would have answered him with a
cheer; bhut there was need for silence. It would not do to
let the enemy know their intentions, it it happened, as
seemed most likely, that they were actually hiding in the
fort. The place must he surprised-—taken with a ash,
as Jack Bscombe had said. THow cagerly did Alee fix his
eyes on the forl, walching for some sign of Yohinda!
And presently he was rewarded; for as the patrol of Lan-
cers swept along the track and avrived nearly opposile
the fort, riding as if they would pass it without a halt,
something white showed for an instant above the tower.
A moment later his advance hronght two large loopholes
on opposite sides of the lower into line, and against the
light showing through them he saw a man dressed in
Afghan costume.

“They are there!” he cried trinmphantly. “T saw a
man.”

“ Breal away | ” shouted Jack. * Remember, gallop for
the trees.”

They went at a mad gallop across the sun-haked soil,
kicking up a cloud of dust which trailed in the air hehind
them. Soon they were at the trees, where they at once
slipped from their saddles. There was a half-minute’s
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pause, while reins were handed to those told off to hold
the horses—unfortunate individuals wha Tocked litile
pleased al the lot which had fallen to them. Carbines
were <ragged from the long leather buckets, and Ehe men
fell in behind their officer.

“ A pistol, I think,” eaid Jack, as the crack of a weapon
came to their ears. “And there goes another. Surely
they are not firing at this range?”

“It wust be the prisoners,” shouted Alee. “ There is
another. They are holding their captors away. Let us
rush for it.”

There was no need to give another word of command,
and the Lancers needed no further enconragement. They
toolt to their heels and rushed toward the fort, aiming for
the gateway. And now a rifle flashed from the tower, a
bullet shrieking above their heads, A second aund a third
shot had equal want of success, for it iz no easy matter
to hit running figures, particularly when posted at a higher
elevation,

“ The gate is barred. Push it in,” cried Jack.

They flung themselves against it till the woedwork bent ;
but the bolts held firmly. ‘

“Tollow me over the top. Someone give me a leg
up.7, .

Alec leaped at the top rail, allowing his revolver to
dangle from his wrist. A lanky Lancer caught his leg,
and with a mighty heave threw him to the top. Over he
floundered, a shet striking the ledge beside his hand as he
aid so, and throwing splinters of wood in the face of the
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man who was Tollowing. But nonc of the attackers no-
ticed such a trifling thing. They vied with one another in
their eagerness to clamber over the gate, and they foilowed
Alec so quickly that he had hardly reached the ground
before others were beside him.

“'The deor, sir,” called out one of the men. “Ib’s
3

here, round the corner, and
His words were cut soddenly short, for an Afghan
peered round the ecorner, and took a hasty aim. At that
point-hlank range he could hardly miss, and as it was his
butlet struck the Lancer’s hand, perforated it, and then hit
the gate with a thud which nearly cavried the lead to the
Tarther side. .
“That’s yer game, is it!” shouted the Lancer. “Then
here’s for you.”
\ He sprang in front of Alec and dashed round the cor-
\ ner, our hero following closely. He was just in time teo
see the fine fellow close with the Afghan. With a swing
of his carbine he knocked the fellow’s rifle from his hands,
smashing the stock of his own weapon, Ile threw it to
the ground, and with a spring was on {he enemy. The
struggle hed hardly commenced before it was over, for
the Lancer was maddened with the pain of his wound,
and fury had added to his natural strength. THe took the
Afghan by the neck with both hands and lifted him
bodily. Then he threw him against the wall of the fort
with terrific force, killing him instently, for the hapless

man’s head struclk the huilding heavily,
" Mcanwhile Alec had darted past the Lancer, and secing
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a door standing ajar, rushed at it. It was shut in his
face, and he could hear the holts being pushed home.

“Jest a moment, sir,” said one of the Lancers, running
up.  “Thig'll stop their game

He put ihe muzzle of his carbine within an inch of the
door and pulled the trigger.

“ Now push,” he shouted. “ One, two, threet”

It refused to give, even when two more men added
their weight to Alec’s. But Jack Escomb had a remedy,
and quickly made the fact knowa.

“We can’t afford to wait,” he cried. “Try what a
bowlder will de. Johnson, you are the higgest.”

The man he had alluded to—the very one who had taken
the Afghan by the neck a few moments before—grasped
his meaning instantly.

“Stand aside,” he gaid curtly. “ Here goes.”

He stooped over a huge bowlder, many of which lay
about in the compound within the walls of the fort, and
with a hoist Yifted it above his shoulder. Then he took
a short run, and when within two yards of the door threw
his missile against it. It was a happy suggestion, for the
weight splintered the wood and fractured the bolts. The
door flew wide open with a bang, disclosing a wide cn-
trance, against the wall of which lay a man, coughing
feebly.

Alec was the first to enter. He dashed through the
doorway, and, seeing a curling staircase, ran up it. Near
the top a pistol snapped, and he felt the bullet pass
through his turban. But he did not stop. With a hound
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we reached the landing from which the shot had Dbeen
fived, and caught sight of a retreating figure racing up
another flight.

“« Tollow ! ” he shouted. “Up the stairs.”

Tack Escomb was now beside him, and together they
rushed for this second flight, the Lamcers following closely.
Slots were fired ot them, and as they peared the top a
number of Afghaus appeared against the light, standing
with drawn knives and tulwars. Alec recognized two of
them—TYohinda Khan and the man who had charge of
the native woman when crossing the bazaar in Cabul. e
lifted Nis revolver and fired at Yohinda; but the aim was
faulty, and the bullet struck the man heside him. It had
the cffect, however, of ceusing ihe others to withdraw.

“ Don’t give them a moment!?” shouted Jack. “Rush
on them at once.”

Carrying the point of his sword well before him, and
accompanied by his friend, be ran up the remaining steps
and emerged upon the rveof. There were the enemy,
ten in number, grouped in one corner, and undoubtedly
prepared for resistance.

“ Drop your weapens instantly, or we will fire,” called
out Alee, in the Afghan tongue. Surrender!”

«On them! TFling yourselves against the feringhees!”

Yohinda Khan sprang to the Front of his followers, his
eyes blazing with fury, for he was cornered. This Bng-
lishman had never ceased to dog his movements, and had
at length cast the net about him. Surrender meant death,
while a continuance of the conflict held oul some hope of
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escape. He was desperate, and desperation lent him cour-
age. IHis arm went up above bis shonlder, while the
hand grasped an empty pistol. Te threw it suddenly,
aiming for the one who had ecalled upon his men to
surrender. But Alec easily dodged the missile, and beforc
the sirdar could step forward had covered him with his
revolver. This fime there was to be no mistake. ITe aimed
carefully, and, just as the Afghan leaped toward him,
pulled the trigger, bringing Yohinda Khan ¢rashing upon
the roof.

“Lay down your arms,” he repeated sternly. “ You
see what hag happened to your leader. You will be freated
in the same way if you do not surrender instantly.”

The fate of the sirdav thorovghly scared his followers,
and now that they had mot his example to follow they
surrendered.

“Place a guard over them,” said Jack, calling to his
sergeant. ‘“Now, Alee, where ave the prisoners?”?

“MThey are in the room helow,” snrlily replied one of
the Afghans, when our here guestioned him; “they have
barred the door.”

A minute later the two young officors, who had led the
attack on the fort, were thundering at the door of the big
apartment which filled that portion of the fort.

“Who is there?” they heard someocne ask. “If Yo-
hinda Khan, he will be shot.”

Alec gave vent to a shout of triumph. “Open, open!?”
he called out, while his foot thundered at the deor. “Yo-
hinda is dead. - Open|”



358 With Roberts to Candahar

Tt was the greatest moment in his life. e trembled
with uncertainty, and, in spite of his eager demands, could
havdly enter when the door was at length unbarred.

“Go in, old chap,” said Jack, kindly. “ There are
three prisonets inside, and two, at least, are feringhecs.”

What need to describe the secene which foliowed?
When Alec at length ventured to enter a shout of wel-
cone greeted him, while his eyes fell upon three strange
figures, all dressed in native costume. One was a woman,.
and sha held a loaded pistol in her hand, while the others
were white men, hoth short and spare, and each wear-
ing a ragged and grizzled beard. Bub there was no mis-
taking them. The ercet figure of one, together with his
janaty aiv, proved beyond doubt that be was the major,
while the voice of the second told its tale with egual
clearness.  Alec yushed up to them and wrung their hands,
while the tears streamed from his eyes.

“ At last, father!” he said. “1I felt sure that it was
you. I've homted high and low, and tracked you to Guzni;
and wlho would have thought ”

“That yon would see the count again,” said the other
grizzled prisoner, bowing over Alec’s hand. “ Monsieur,
T assure you that I have now as much esteem for the son
of my very dear old friend as I have for that friend him-
seif, T give you my congratulations and my hearty thanks,
for we are free at length, after having endured a terrible
time. That villain—

“He saved my life, so that I can forgive him,” inter-
rupted the major. “I tumbled beneath the gun at the
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Balla Hissar, and poor Hamilton was slain and fell across’

the muzzle, thus hiding my body. The brutes hacked all
the rest cruelly, but they failed to find me. This Yohinda
happened to notice me after darkness had fallen, and he
carried me away. Not that he did that for the sake of
showing kindness to an enemy. Money, a ransom in the
Tuture, was what he desived. And mow, thanks to my
son—~thanks to his persistence and bravery—Yohinda is
dead, and he has had no ramsom. Shake hands again,
Alee”

It was a long tale to tell, and, in fact, our hero did not
gather the details for many hours, for it was necessary to
return to Guzni, to the camp. Then he learned that Yeo-
hinda Khan had artfully concealed his prisoners in Cabul,
dressing them as Afghans and keeping them hidden in-
doors. At first he had been in possession of the native
woman and of Major Dennisgon alome. But the tale of
a second feringhee, who had been found at the bottom of
a steep declivify some thirty miles away, reached his ear,
and by dint of bribery he secured the count. '

“ And how was it that you managed to bar them out of
your room when we came up to the fort?” asked Alec.

“We owe that to the native prisoner,”
“She is a devoted soul, and has proved that hravery exists
among the women of the races of India as well as among
the men. We seldom saw her while in Cabul; but here,
while traveling to Gruzni, she rode on a camel, She passed
you yesterday as you cntered the town; and had you
stooped to look, you would have discovered the count and

said the major.
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myself bound and gagged in the other palanquin. Ves,
Yohinde was an artful scamp, and was almost sueccessful,
hut he was heaten by the native woman. In the rush fo
reach the fort and hide there she managed o steal a pistol,
for she was not bound. We were pushed into this room,
and ordered to lie still. But a slit in the windows showed
us that your party was pursning, and we deternined fo
hold the place; for if therc was the smallest chance of
your success, we felt sure that the ruffians who held us
would cut our throats. The woman eut our bonds, and
with marvelous pluck fired when one of Yohinda’s men
ventured to enfer. T took the pisto! then, and held them
st bay, while the count banged the door and put up the
hilts.  Thank heavens, you fellows came on with a rush
and won the dny. But you’ve heard our tale, and we've
nothing more to tell. * During these months the count and
U have been together, and that has been our one consola-
tion.  We have been given food in plenty, and water to
drink, and really all that we could complain of is the fact
that we were kept indoors as prisoners. Now let us hear
all about this campnign. Sir Frederick has done won-
derfully,”

Alec sat down before them, and told of the manner in
which he had unraveled the mystery, and of the adven-
tures through which he had passed in doing so.

“NMonsieur Alec has shown what you call, T think, grit,”
said the count, thrusting his fingers through his grizzled
hair.  “We owe our lives and our liberty to him, major.
I give him a thousand. thanks.”
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That Major Dennisson was equally grateful can well be
imagined ; indeed, he was a proud man, for all in Sir Fred-
erick Roberts’s division recognized that the aide-de-camp
had shown unusual courage and persevercnee; even the
lordly Jack Tscombe admitted that, Harry Macgregor
agreeing with him enthusiastically. As for Tom Bird, he
folt almost a hero himself, and made much of his
opportunitics,

“Didn’t T tell yer?” he said that evening to the as-
sembled Lanecers, as they squatted round the camp fire.
“T always said as there was something in this here mys-
tery, and I was right. The young orfficet’s saved his gov-
ernor and the froggie, and I’m blest if he don’t deserve
a Vietoria Cross.”

Alec Dennisson had many more opportunities of show-
ing his courage before the campaign in Afghanistan was
finished, for after General Ross’s brigade had come inte
touch with Sir Donald Stewart, and had learned from the
latter that he and his men had dcfeated the enemy very
severely some thirty miles south of Guani, the brigade re-
turned to Cabul with Sir Donald, Then came news that
Cencral Primrose had met with a disastrous reverse. Mai-
wand had been fought, and the Afghan fanatics and regun-
lars had broken into the British ranks, causing very
severe losses. They wore jubilant at their success, and
daily harassed the troops at Candahar. It was a sitnation
which required instant action, and the gallant and de-
termined Sir Frederick took steps to humble the pride of
the enemy. He marched with his men to Candahar, ac-




302 With Roberts to Candahar

complishing the journey in vecord time. There he de-
feated the Afghans decisively, thereby gaining fresh
Jaurcls. Indeed, wherever he had marched in Afghanistan
success had followed his troops—not alone because of good
fortune, or because the troops were gallant fellows, staunch
| to the very backhbone, but also because this Sir Frederick
wns a born leader, who set no impossible tasks to his men,
and whe believed implieitly in them. To Candahar! was
the ery when the news of Maiwand came to Cabul, and to
Candahar the gallant general led his men, in spite of
enormous difficultics,  Alee accompanied the expedition,
and to this day has tales to tell of that forced march, and
of the fighting which took place when he accompanied
“TBobs,” the hero of a hundred battles, He has seen much
serviee since, and has risen rapidly, hut none of his cam-
paigns can compare with that of the Afghan War. Now
that he is past the prime of life, and has retired to a
peaceful spot in Surrey, Colonel Dennisson, as Alec is
known, spends a great part of his time in fishing and
shooting, and in playing the ancient game of golf. He is
considergd excellent company, and when friends are there,
and he is in the mood, will tell tales of days gone by.
Nene, however, affords him so much pleasure in the telling
as the narrative of his campaign in Afghanistan, of the
strange mystery which he was enabled to unravel, and of
the days when, filled with youth and enthusiasm, he
marched with Roberts to Candahar.
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