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Someone began to pray in a nasal snarl, and a stallion
  squealed for breakfast, but the sun did not get up, and seven or eight
  thousand other horses that knew the time ignored the stallion's appeal as
  phlegmatically as several hundred men cold-shouldered the religious argument.
  It was better to sleep than pray. Better to sleep than squeal for breakfast.
  That was all about it.

Horse or human, at a horse-fair let him rest who can. There is little
  enough peace in the world, and none at Dera Ismail Khan when the snow has
  left the passes and the foot-hills. There is horse-fair, holiday and
  hocus-pocus — money, maybe, and murder certainly; but no peace.

The stars had done a night's work and were fading away before the chill
  wind that blows the dawn along. To the northward the sky rested dimly on the
  dark mass of the Himalayas, and there was one warm light that marked the
  sentry-post by the bridge over the Jumna, but that was a long way off and
  made the darkness bigger and more bleak.

There was a smell magnificent, and one other light that moved. A man
  swinging a lantern walked among the rows of low tents, cautiously avoiding
  pegs and stooping at intervals to examine sleeping men who had taken
  advantage of tent-flies or piled baggage. But they were smothered head and
  all under blankets, and though he prodded one or two of them occasionally
  with a long stick that he carried ostensibly against dogs, he failed in his
  search.

Finally another dark form stepped from a shadow between two tents and
  cautioned him. This second man was obviously a Pathan policeman, and by the
  contrast between the two men you could tell, even in darkness, that the first
  was white. The white man swore, grumbled, and retreated to his own tent. Then
  suddenly the Lord of Light touched a mountaintop with an electric finger.
  Color was born and danced on the snow through a billion prisms. The wind
  increased quarrelsomely, and the camp awoke, each living being in it aware of
  emptiness and appetite.

Of such stuff music is made. Add the smoke of new dung-fires to the
  stamping and snorting of horse-lines. Send the whine of morning prayer
  through that, and the shouts of the saises dragging sacks of grain —
  then presently the steady munching as the beasts get fed, and you have a
  tune, if you know what that is. It contains no jazz — nothing
  syncopated — but a leisurely suggestion of long trails and a hum to the
  effect that life means business. Now and then the staccato thump as a hoof
  lands home punctuates the rhythm. Mares, whinnying, provide high notes that
  are nearly as eloquent as the mew of sea-gulls.

Music of the long leagues — immeasurable spaces — horse
  — and the smell magnificent of cooking and dung and unwashed men;
  tobacco, forage and dry grain in gunny-bags. That is Dera Ismail Khan when
  the passes open in the spring.

The white man was there to buy army remounts. That was, a quarter of a
  century ago, and his name does not matter, for he was no hero and never had
  been. Besides, he is dead and has probably learned his lesson. He belonged to
  that school of white man that asserts pride of race with boot and fist,
  demands obsequiousness, and is obsequious — the snob. Maybe the devil
  made them when the Creator's back was turned.

To him, as he sat in his canvas chair in the door of his tent, came ex-
  Rissaldar Mahommed Babar, leading a boy by the hand. It is not thought
  unmanly for a warrior of that land of battles to lavish affection on his male
  child, but the sight of it raised the white man's gorge, and he omitted to
  return the stately greeting — although a viceroy had more than once
  gone out of his way to shake hands with Mahommed Babar.

"Curse you! Why didn't you come yesterday?"

"I came the day before yesterday at sunset."

The rissaldar's face did not betray that he had noticed insolence. It
  hardly mattered, for none could overhear. The camp was alive and a-hum with
  too many noises for one mean man's ill-temper to attract attention, and the
  small boy knew no English. True pride is hardly ever self-assertive.

"You lie," said the white man. "I hunted the whole camp over for you. All
  last night I poked among the shadows looking for your one-legged servant.
  Just for you and your dilly-dallying I got ordered out of the lines by a
  bloody Pathan policeman! I won't listen to your lies!"

"Surely not, sahib, since I tell none. I arrived as I said. The boy fell
  ill. My man and I nursed him."

"And kept me waiting! That's another obvious lie. Look at the brat —
  there's nothing whatever the matter with him!"

"I have another son, who—"

"That'll do! You've kept me waiting while you've rigged the market against
  me. You promised to get the horses cheap! Kick that brat into the horse-
  lines and go to work now! I expect the best horses twenty percent cheaper
  than last year. Fail me if you dare, and take the consequences! Hurry! Don't
  stand there looking at me!"

Rissaldar Mahommed Babar continued to look for thirty seconds, saying
  nothing. His only reason for promising to help had been desire that the army
  of the Raj, whose salt he had eaten, and in whose ranks he had fought, should
  have the pick of the horses available. Year after year for ten years since he
  retired on pension he had performed the same friendly office of advising the
  remount buyers. But one white man is no more like another necessarily than
  horse resembles horse, and he stood considering the difference before he
  turned and led his son away.

That was altogether too much for the white man's patience. He had to be
  cringed to, and had not been. Instead, saises, horse-dealers of a dozen
  tribes, and even a camp constable saluted the rissaldar as he began threading
  his way through the horselines. The white man picked up a tent-peg, which is
  an awkward missile, threw it at the rissaldar, missed him, but hit his son.
  The boy yelped — once — and bit the cry in halves —
  remembering what he owed his stock. The rissaldar turned to face the white
  man, and all that end of the camp grew curiously still. It is neither safe
  nor wise to strike back in a conquered land. It would be even less sensible
  than hitting a policeman in London or New York. Yet everybody knew the limit
  had been overstepped.

"Are you afraid to strike me, that you throw things at the child?" the
  rissaldar demanded. He used a tongue that every hanger-on in that camp
  understood, and the white man got to his feet, picking up his
  riding-whip.

"Afraid of you?" He walked close with his lower jaw thrust out. "Take
  that!"

He struck with the heavy riding-whip, and the rissaldar made no attempt to
  parry the blow, which fell on his shoulder and brought blood welling up
  through the cotton shirt under a semi-military tunic. The blow had opened an
  old wound.

One, and only one, consideration kept the rissaldar from defending himself
  — the same that prevented him from striking back or summoning
  assistance. There were twenty rival clans in camp, every man of whom would
  have instantly made common cause with him if the rissaldar had raised a
  finger. They would have beaten that white man to death, with consequences
  that any fool could foresee.

But the white man mistook the self-control for meekness, a quality that
  exasperates ill-temper. He struck again and again, until the boy let go his
  father's hand and shouted shame on the horse-traders who could look on and
  not retaliate.

That was all that was needed. There would have been murder, and inevitable
  hangings afterward, but for another small boy. As he rode an Arab pony around
  the lines he saw the first blow struck, and, being the only son of Cuthbert
  "Raj-bahadur" King, who was sixth of his line to serve in India, he knew how
  to choose the right course even at that age.

While the men of a dozen rival factions ran to avenge the rissaldar, young
  Athelstan King spurred his pony in the opposite direction and reined in at
  his father's tent.

"What is it, boy?"

Those two had learned to understand each other in eight years. You must,
  if you ever mean to, in a land that the white man's son may not know between
  the years of eight and eighteen. It is as children that the English learn the
  art of governing, and grown men return to India to pick up reins which were
  dropped when they left for "Home" and school. Nine or ten words were enough.
  Raj-bahadur Cuthbert King lifted his son from the saddle and galloped across
  camp as fast as the red pony could lay hoof to earth under him.

He was in time to burst through a yelling swarm armed with knives and
  sticks and take on his own body a last blow aimed at Mahommed Babar. The
  white man was afraid now, with the bully's fear that seeks to terrify the
  strong by hammering the weak. The blow would have killed if it had landed on
  the old man's head. Instead, it gave Raj-bahadur King excuse for the only
  means of saving the situation.

He struck back, dismounted, and waded in with his fists, treating the
  white man to a licking such as few white men have ever had in front of an
  Eastern crowd. Not a man from Delhi to Peshawar would willingly have laid a
  finger on Raj-bahadur King. Rather than harm him they forewent their rage and
  stood back in a circle until it dawned that the thrashing he meted out was
  better, and more just, than the murder they had intended. After that they
  ceased shouting and watched in silence, while all the theoretic principles of
  the army were broken and an officer thrashed a civilian with his fists.

Finally Raj-bahadur King threw the victim into his tent, resumed his
  jacket, and addressed himself to Rissaldar Mahommed Babar.

"I'm sorry, old friend, that this should have happened. Are you hurt?"

"Nothing that I cannot endure for your sake, sahib."

"Is the boy hurt?"

"Not he. He has had a lesson."

King picked the youngster up and set him on the pony.

"Ride over to my tent," he ordered.

Then he took Mahommed Babar's arm and the two walked side by side across
  the camp, as equals, all the camp wondering. Raj-bahadur Cuthbert King was
  considered the equal of viceroys in all except rank, and greater than any
  viceroy in his grip on the hearts of men.

When they reached the tent he with his own hands set a chair for Mahommed
  Babar, and made his own son bring the old man breakfast, even as the Black
  Prince waited on the French king after Agincourt. Then they sat and smoked
  together in view of all those northern traders, so that the news of the honor
  done to Mahommed Babar was certain to be spread from Delhi as far as Khabul
  after a month was out. Then:

"Is there anything I can do to make amends, Mahommed Babar?"

"By your God, sahib, may dogs eat me if I bear one grudge! I am old, and
  that fool struck me harder than he knew. Let him not know. He is not worthy
  to have killed a rissaldar of the 'Peishwaris.' Moreover, if it were said
  that I die because of him, better men than he would presently be hanged for
  taking law in their own hands."

There was fire smoldering behind King's eyes, but he nodded.

"Why didn't you tell me? Gallopers could have brought an army surgeon here
  by noon."

"My time has come. Why trouble the surgeons? This is thy son?"

King nodded again. The rissaldar knew well the youngster was his son, but
  there are proper ways of approaching subjects, and a man who fought on the
  right side in '57 is not to be denied his measure of stateliness.

"This is my son: Like thine, he shall carry on the purpose. He shall serve
  the Raj. They two may be the last for all we know. None may know that, save
  Allah. My boy's name is the same as mine, Mahommed Babar. And thine?"

"Athelstan."

"A king's name! Good. Mahommed, lay thy hand on his. Be thou his man as
  long as Allah gives thee breath!"

"Shake hands with him, Athelstan," said Cuthbert King, swallowing
  something and hiding emotion angrily after the manner of his kind.

The two boys shook hands, the Englishman frankly with a smile, and the
  other with some embarrassment.

"Say something!" commanded Raj-bahadur King.

"All right. I'll remember," said Athelstan. And that was surely as good as
  anything he could have said.

"Mahommed," said the gray ex-rissaldar, moving himself very gently in the
  chair for fear of hemorrhage, "do thou remember likewise. Other men's
  memories will fail them in the years that come. There will be talk of this
  and that. Let no talk seduce. Hot words are emptiness. Nothing is good in
  Allah's sight but deeds well done. I, thy father, who am Allah's slave, will
  stand at the gate of paradise and question thy deeds when thy time comes!
  Color, clan, creed, tribe, wealth, honor are all nothing in the scales
  against one deed. Remember!"

"Do you hear that, Athelstan? This is for you, too. Are you listening?"
  demanded King senior.

"Take no vengeance. That is Allah's. But requite in full. Repay. Owe no
  man. Thou hast seen how this sahib repaid, disgracing his own countryman and
  honoring me. Think well on that."

The old man laid his head back and moved his hand to signify the episode
  was over.

"And now, sahib, shake hands with me. Thine is a friendship bearing no
  regrets. If your honor's servants have nothing better to do, it would be kind
  to have me laid on a litter and carried home. Good-by, sahib. May Allah bless
  your son — and mine!"
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Poona, Bombay Presidency. Three words to a man who knows the
  western side of India like three sniffs in the dew to a hunting-dog. They
  tell the whole story. Poona, summer government headquarters, depot for
  artillery, cavalry and favored infantry, sick-and-short-leave station —
  second-class Simla, as it were, where the pale-faced men and women who have
  bridled the rising Eastern peril meet once in a lustrum and exchange remarks,
  was the same after the war as before it. Only the people had changed a
  little. There were new faces, and the old ones were older. That was all.

Pig-sticking, polo, and gymkhana dove-tailed into the day's work, and the
  nights were fabulous — Arabian. India lends herself to that. Hot skies
  and hard sport go together. The star-powdered Indian sky is the background of
  them all for nodding paper-lanterns. Turbaned servants, flitting on naked
  feet among shadows darker than themselves, suggest intrigue that never
  sleeps. A khaki uniform looks golden, a white one silver, and a woman's bare
  shoulders like a glimpse of Heaven.

The fortnightly dance at the gymkhana differed in no wise from a hundred
  that preceded it. A dozen scattered men in evening dress among two hundred
  only punctuated the color scheme and made the whirling pattern easier to
  read.

One of the men in black was Cotswold Ommony. He never wore uniform, being
  of the Woods and Forests. You could tell at a glance that he never walked
  abroad without a gun under his arm — a sturdy, stocky man with a queer,
  old-fashioned look that made you take a second glance at him.

He was the only man in the room who wore a beard; one of the very few that
  danced in the new style. Most of them waltzed round and round in the
  Victorian way that Byron thought so scandalous and that looks so absurdly
  antique to Americans. But Ommony did the fox-trot and the one-step. He was no
  expert, but an enthusiast, and the high and mighty into whom he bumped did
  not approve. They said so at intervals, but Ommony smiled; whereat you knew
  immediately why he held his job.

Among the scandalized objectors was young Mrs. Wilmshurst, so-called
  because her husband was a middle-aged High Court judge. She angrily chafed an
  elbow as she talked with Athelstan King against the veranda rail, with a blue
  Chinese lantern swaying gently overhead. They stood together exactly at the
  point where the yellow ballroom glare outpouring through wide doors and
  windows met dark night and defeat.

King was safe to dance with. He had not learned the new tricks. Moreover,
  he did not dance too much and get too hot, and had no beard; and women always
  liked to talk with him because he had never been known to make love to any
  one, and in a case like that there is always hope.

Although both men were in evening dress he looked as different from Ommony
  as a carriage-horse from a cart-horse; taller, although the two were really
  the same height; lighter, although they weighed about the same; darker-
  complexioned, in spite of Ommony's dark gray-shot beard; more active,
  although Ommony was prancing like a satyr, and King stock-still.

Mrs. Wilmshurst was in her bitterly cynical mood, which she believed
  becoming to a High Court judge's wife whose elbow has been hurt by a Woods
  and Forests man.

"Has India seeped into your blood and made you mad, that you should have
  left the army in your prime, Major King?"

"Perhaps," he answered. He was thoroughly bored with her, but quite able
  to be bored without letting her know it.

"I suppose there's more money in your present job."

"No. Less money."

"Gracious! Then you surely are mad! Do explain! I'm crazy about complexes.
  My husband has been reading Freud and talks about it at breakfast." She
  tapped his shoulder familiarly with her fan. "Come, let me analyze you!"

King turned to face the ballroom and leaned his back against the rail.

"There's a man enjoying himself! Look at Cot Ommony!" he laughed.

Mrs. Wilmshurst understood that she had failed to please, and her
  bitterness became as nearly genuine as anything she usually felt.

"Does he prance that way in the forest glades?" she wondered. "What a pity
  a man said to be so brilliant should waste his time among monkeys — and
  learn manners from them!"

"Ommony has learned more from the beasts than most of us learn anywhere,"
  King answered.

"Oh, is he a friend of yours? I see you're huffed. So sorry. I thought you
  had no intimates — so everybody says."

"Ommony and I are friends."

"I suppose it would be rude to say I don't envy either of you! I like
  warmth about my friendships. How can you possibly be friends, when he lives
  in his great forest and you disappear over the Himalayas for months on end?
  Do you write each other billets-doux?"

"Practically never write. I think your next partner is looking for you,"
  King answered. "Here you are. Don't let me rob you, Campbell."

She left on Campbell's arm, but had the last word and took care that King
  heard it.

"So glad you came, Captain Campbell. I was frightfully bored."

King chuckled and lighted a cigar. A moment later Ommony joined him,
  wiping the inside of his collar with a handkerchief.

"Hello," said Ommony.

"Hello, Cot."

"You're lean. What's the matter?"

"Nothing. Got a scratch up Khyber way. Brass bullet in the stomach. All
  right now."

"Where are you going next?"

"To stay with you."

"Excellent."

Ommony pulled out a gold watch that must have been an heirloom, because
  nobody nowadays would buy such a thing. "Seventy-two minutes. One A.M.
  train."

"Ready when you are."

The fact that they had not met for nearly four years was as unimportant as
  the water that had tumbled during that time over Poona bund. They resumed
  where they had left off, those two, hardly troubling to exchange remarks over
  a whisky-and-soda at the bar; then striding side by side into the darkness to
  interrupt gambling by candle-light and send their "boys" in search of
  baggage..

Servants and baggage went in a tikka-gharri to the station, but they
  walked, characteristically saying no good-byes. Ten words from each of them
  and their servants went about the business of going somewhere —
  anywhere — with that unsurprised contentment that is homage of
  elementary intelligence to men who know their minds. There is more than art
  or violence in being well served; more also than money payment.

They had not more than enough time to catch the train, but you could have
  hurried an era just as easily as either of those men. Two things —
  knowledge of the exact number of minutes at their disposal, and an all-
  absorbing interest — took them out of their way through winding streets
  instead of straight down the high-road to the station. Add to that the faith
  in their servants of two men who have kept faith, and you have their whole
  motive. But it was promptly misinterpreted.

India never sleeps. And because the long night of her subjection to
  innumerable despotisms has probably begun to wane and life moves in her
  hidden roots, night is the time when secrets draw near the surface. Just as
  you can hear the jungle grow at night, so you can see India seeing visions,
  if you look. Not very many trouble to look.

There were voices on the roofs. Guttering candles made a beautiful golden
  glow among shadows where only hate lurked. Light emerged from the chinks of
  shutters, sound crowding through after it — mostly of men talking all
  at once, but now and then of one man's voice declaiming. The gloom of the
  narrow streets, with the occasional ineffectual-looking "constabeel" under a
  lamp at a corner, produced an unreal effect, as if they were walking in a
  dream.

A door opened violently as they passed, and a copper-colored man with his
  long hair coiled in a chignon and sweat running in streams down his naked,
  hairy belly, stood boldly with a hand on each doorpost and eyed them as
  agreeably as a caged beast eyes its captors. His eyeballs rolled, and he spat
  into the gutter. Then, turning with slobber on his jaws as if frenzy had gone
  beyond control, he shouted in the Maharati tongue to the men in the room
  behind him:

"Come and look at them! Oh, brothers, come and look at them! How long
  shall we endure? Those lords, eh? See them swagger down the streets! We labor
  to pay their salaries, but—"

Someone pulled him in by the waist-cloth and the door slammed shut. The
  constable at the next corner, who had heard every word of the tirade, saluted
  rigidly and stared after King and Ommony in a sort of dumb perplexity. He was
  not obliged to salute them, for they were not in uniform.

"I've been up and down India recently," said King. "It's like that
  everywhere. It isn't honest discontent that common sense and guts could deal
  with, it's something else. The troops are beginning to get it. They're
  wondering. Did you notice that policeman? Nothing but his pay between him and
  anarchy. What's happening?"

"God knows," said Ommony.

"Of course, living in your forest—"

"You can learn a lot in a forest."

"Granted. But—"

"This, for instance — goats will keep a forest down. Control the
  goats, and they do it good; it grows. Turn them loose and they kill it.
  That's us. We controlled the goats for a hundred years, and India grew. We
  were so busy policing goats that we overlooked other things. The forest's
  getting out of hand."

"I often think we English are the blindest fools that breathe," said
  King.

"Queer, isn't it?" Ommony answered. "I've puzzled over it. Read a lot
  — specially foreign criticism. But the critics don't help. They only
  sneer at our faults as if we weren't aware of them. The nearest I've come to
  explaining it is that we're so busy policing goats, jailing robbers, passing
  cautious laws, cleaning unhealthy places, that we can't see beyond that.
  We're near-sighted."

"And where there is no vision—" King suggested.

"No foresight, yes."

"—the people perish. May I die with my boots on!"

"Amen!" said Ommony.

"Some of us will, some won't. There'll be all kinds of us, in all sorts of
  predicaments, when that hour comes. If that brass bullet didn't let all the
  steam out of you we'd better put on speed now. We've exactly seven
  minutes."
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Ommony being official overlord of half-a-million acres of
  forest and stream, he and King traveled in a compartment all to themselves.
  Characteristically, Ommony asked no questions. Their car was cut off, bunted
  and shunted from one track to another. They smoked, said little, and were fed
  from luke-warm tin cans at intervals by servants who climbed monkey-fashion
  along the footboard for two long days and three longer nights. And at last
  they left the train at dawn at a station kept by one lone babu who was
  station-master, telegrapher, freight-agent, porter, and every other thing. He
  looked glad to see Ommony and told him the gossip of the line, which was
  mainly about sudden death, that being Moplah country.

A decrepit tonga waited, drawn by two nags not yet quite old enough for
  pension, and driven by a man, most of whose property was on his back (three
  yards of cotton cloth, less wear and tear) and he contented. That tonga was
  the last link for a while with the life that is smothered under stiff
  shirts.

"Feels good here," said King, with his knees nearly up to his chin on the
  back seat and the early morning flies making patterns on his sleeves and
  helmet.

"This is home," Ommony answered, lighting a cigar beside him, with his
  heels on piled-up luggage on a level with his head. "I hope to die here, if
  there's anything in death. Heaven'll be a forest. Lots to do; lots of time to
  do it. By George, it's going to be hot among the trees!"

A rut-worn red earth track began to ribbon out behind them. The forest
  closed in on either hand, and with it the stifling breath of trees with
  interwoven smells that are an open book to all the animals and some men.
  Ommony brushed the flies away with a horsetail switch and wallowed in
  contentment, while the driver tossed back for his consumption snatches of
  fact — true journalism — a bulletin of forest happenings since
  Ommony went away.

"There was a little fire near the place where Govind's pony broke a leg
  two seasons back. Dhyan Singh took a gang from the village and put it
  out."

"That shall be remembered."

"Govind has offended all the gods. It is true that his pony's leg mended,
  which was wonderful. But the beast was lame, nevertheless, and three days
  back a panther sprang at twilight."

"Which panther?" demanded Ommony.

"The black one, sahib, who slew the old boar in the millet patch beyond
  the charcoal-burner's. He slew the pony and ate the throat part—"

"That one always did begin at the throat."

"As the sahib says. Govind went to see what might yet be recovered. While
  he was gone Govind's wife ran away with Hir Lal, son of the blacksmith."

"I warned Govind he would beat that woman once too often."

"True. I heard the furious names the sahib called him. Mahommed Babar,
  seeing the sahib was absent, went after Hir Lal and made him give the woman
  back. Hir Lal recovers, but there is no skin or comfort on the backs of his
  thighs and loins."

"Did Mahommed Barbar use my riding-whip?"

"Surely, sahib. How else should he have authority? He took it from its
  nail in the sahib's bedroom, daring greatly lest a greater evil happen. And
  now Mahommed Babar knows not how to mend the broken whip. Nevertheless,
  Govind has his woman back."

"What else?"

"Govind beat her. She is as weary of blows as Hir Lal, who is a great
  rascal."

"There are others! What else has happened?"

"Shere Ali has changed his hunting-ground. He hunts now near the village
  and the people fear he will kill cattle. So they send six men when the cows
  go grazing, and work which needs doing is not done, because, though they
  bring the cows home too early, the six men say they are weary, which is a
  lie, but who shall prove it?"

"I'll interview Shere Ali!"

"Soon, sahib! Soon! That tiger grows too bold. The wolves have been
  hunting over Guznee way of late."

So it went, detail by detail the account of all the little things that,
  multiplied ad infinitum by the little things of elsewhere, make a world of
  news.

King screwed himself back into his corner and reveled in the only genuine
  rest, which is anticipation of the good time coming. Every great natural gift
  includes the consciousness of spaces in between events. The music of the
  spheres is not all noise. There are interludes. Only the men who understand
  true time can leap into action at exactly the right moment.

The forest closed in, and in, until they drove in a golden shaft between
  walls of darkness. The rank, lush after-monsoon smell had begun to yield to
  the hot-weather tang that gives birth to fire without rhyme or reason and
  keeps the naked gangs alert. Suddenly the drive curved and opened into a wide
  clearing with Ommony's house in the midst, and all the evidence of a white
  man's twenty-year-long vigil in a dark man's country. An obvious bachelor's
  house. The flowers and vegetables stood in straight, alternate rows. Saddles
  and such things, polished to perfection, rested on brackets on the front
  veranda, where three dogs were chained. A boy loosed the dogs as soon as the
  tonga came in sight, and the next few minutes were a tumult punctuated by
  shouts of "Down, sir! Down! Get off my chest!"

There was the first so-called police dog ever imported into India, an
  Irish wolf-hound nearly as high at the shoulder as a native pony, and the
  inevitable, quite iniquitous wire-haired terrier.

Then came the servants, observing precedence — butler, hamal, dog-
  boy, dhobie, sweeper, three gardeners — all salaaming with both hands,
  and Mahommed Babar standing straight as a ramrod over to the right because he
  was of the North and a Moslem, and would not submit to comparison with
  Hindus. He gave the military salute, although he was not in any kind of
  uniform; and in his left hand, that the world might see he was not afraid, he
  held the broken riding-whip. Having saluted his master he came to pay homage
  to King, who promptly shook hands with him.

"Are you satisfied?" King asked him.

"Surely. There is no such sahib as Ommony bahadur. But for these
  Hindus—"

"But for the night, it would be all daytime, wouldn't it?" King answered,
  laughing.

"Sahib, speak a word for me."

"Are you out of favor?" King answered. "What have you done?"

"Sahib, I am a Moslem of the North, and these—"

"You must face your own music," King answered. "I'm your friend to the
  gallows' side, if need be. I can't save you from yourself."

"The sahib is still my friend?"

King nodded.

"Enough. I am the sahib's friend."

King and Ommony went into the shuttered sitting-room, where several
  hundred faded books in glass cases provided most of the furniture. But there
  was a tiger-skin on one wall, three deep wicker arm-chairs, and a desk
  crowded with papers under lead weights. Through an open door was a view of
  Ommony's iron bed with its legs set in jam-pots filled with insect poison.
  The dogs came and flopped down on the floor with their legs out straight,
  panting. In his own house at last Ommony opened up.

"Here I am," he said. "Now. Tell me first why you left the army."

"Too many things a soldier can't do. Too many over you. They spoil every
  game by wanting to know at the wrong moment," King answered.

"How did you solve the money problem?"

"Found an American millionaire whose passion is pulling plugs. To use his
  own term, he hired me. I've a free hand."

"You didn't come all this way just to tell me that," said Ommony. "Do you
  want some good advice? There isn't any! I can show you what I consider a good
  example, but you'll have to be the judge of it."

"I want information."

"Ask and it shall be lied unto you. I can give you my opinions about
  alleged facts. I believe 'em, but I may be as wide of the mark as the pigs
  that perish."

"Who's running the ructions here in Moplah country?" King asked. "Who is
  at the bottom of the chimney, making smoke?"

"Whoever it is has made fire," Ommony answered. "Moplahs are fanatics.
  Fire's under 'em. I turned in a report a year ago, and was told to mind my
  forest. I hate to be obedient as much as any man, but I like the forest and
  don't like politics. Besides, I had broken my own rule, which is never to
  offer advice. I lay down. If a man comes all this way and asks, he either
  wants to hear me talk or has something of his own to say; that's different.
  There's fire under the Moplahs. They'll cut loose soon."

"Did you go to Poona to say that?"

"I went on leave because short leave was due. Chose Poona, although I hate
  the place, because I knew Fludd would be there. He could do more than anyone
  else to remedy this situation. Accepted dinner at the brute's house. Talked
  with his wife and daughter, who belong to all the societies for restricting
  other people. Hoping, of course, that he would ask for my opinion. He didn't.
  Here I am again, minus my leave and eight hundred rupees for expenses. All he
  said on the subject of the Moplahs was that they're sending judge Wilmshurst
  to investigate the rumored persecution of Hindus. He thought I'd be pleased
  to hear it. I didn't try to look pleased, so he changed the subject."

"And Wilmshurst will bring his wife," King suggested.

"Undoubtedly. Daren't leave her!"

"D'you care if I use this as headquarters?" King asked. "Wilmshurst will
  be intensely legal. He'll hang so many, and imprison so many adjusting the
  proportions nicely—"

"And brother Moplah will do the rest!" Ommony agreed. "Headquarters what
  for? Reception committee? I forbid Mrs. Wilmshurst the house!"

"Plug-pulling campaign. I want to keep the peace in spite of
  Wilmshurst."

Ommony laughed, genuinely, making almost no noise but throwing his head
  back.

"All right. What else?"

"What is the matter with Mahommed Babar?"

"Nothing. He's a first-class man. Between the devil and the deep sea. As
  the son of his father he wants to stand with us. As a pious Moslem owing
  money to a Hindu shroff he naturally believes death is the dose for Hindus
  and now's the time. Why? Has he said anything?"

King repeated what the Northerner had said when they arrived. Ommony
  nodded.

"He's all right. He's being tempted almost beyond endurance, but I'd
  rather trust him than Wilmshurst. Have you seen him out with tiger?"

The nearest to tiger-hunting that King had done for years was stalking
  greased Afridis in the northern mist.

"All right," said Ommony. "I'll prove there's not much wrong with Mahommed
  Babar. Do us all good. Mahommed's nerve may be going if he thinks he needs
  speaking for — moral nerve. Physically he's harder than either of us.
  Have to interview Shere Ali anyhow. Fancy any gun from that rack?"

That is as exciting as being invited to choose your own horse out of a
  bunch. There followed five minutes of absolute delight, Ommony remarking on
  the virtues of each weapon as King lifted them down in turn. He selected an
  Express.

"Good," said Ommony with one of his curt nods. "I'd sooner you'd take that
  than any. Precaution — self-defense; that's all. Stop him if you have
  to. Shere Ali's in his prime. Preserves the jungle balance. Be a shame to
  kill him. Are you ready? No, no dogs this trip. No, no shikarris. No, no
  bearers. Only Mahommed Babar and the jungli."

The jungli needed no summons. Naked except for a leather belt, he lived,
  moved and had his being within earshot in hope of a command from Ommony, and,
  like the dog, followed unless forbidden.





CHAPTER 4

  "Fear and the heart of a fool are one."
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Roughly speaking, Ommony's forest is fan-shape, with his
  bungalow in a clearing near the handle of the fan. The jungle is hilly and in
  many places impenetrable, but fire-lanes have been cut through and through
  it, and the local villagers' main source of revenue is laboring to keep those
  clear. They are also the best feeding-ground for the village goats, which is
  the reason why Ommony set forth to interview Shere Ali.

None of the lanes went straight, because of the conformation of the
  ground. They could seldom look back two hundred yards and see anything but
  solid jungle with heat shimmering up from it toward a brassy sky. Except the
  two white men, followed by Mahommed Babar and trailed by the naked jungli,
  the only moving objects were kites circling above the trees, who followed the
  view of two rifles on general principles. The jungli displayed scant
  interest, his bronze head was like a gladiator's, too familiar with fanged
  death to treat it seriously until face to face — unintelligent,
  perhaps, in some ways.

On the other hand, Mahommed Babar's manly Northern features — rather
  hawk-eyed he was, rather hook-nosed; and the corners of his mouth, scarcely
  suggested under the dark beard, were rather cynical — appeared
  preoccupied. Not nervous. Not in the least nervous. Bent on something —
  perhaps arguing with himself.

"We may have to execute Shere Ali," said Ommony. "I hope not. He shall
  have fair trial. His dam came down from Khalsa ghaut and hunted the forest
  for nine years before she killed a woman at the water-hole, and I had to do
  my bit. That's her skin on the wall in my sitting-room. I had this fellow in
  my arms when he was about the size of a family cat. Huh! He'd purr when you
  stroked him and claw and bite you the moment you stopped. The jungli found
  him, and we fed him chickens and mice until he was old enough to take his own
  chance in the jungle."

"Pity to kill him," King agreed. "What does he get away with?"

"A full-grown buck or a doe about every other day. If it weren't for him
  they'd graze in one place until the ground was sick of them. But, what with
  him and the wolves, they keep moving and the young stuff has a chance.
  However, he's taking to goats, apparently, and that's the first step on the
  road to murder."

"What's the reason?" King wondered.

"Another tiger, probably. Shere Ali may have a yellow streak. If another
  male tiger has elected to hunt this forest Shere Ali may be afraid to
  challenge him. No wild animal is dangerous to man until fear gets its work
  in. I hope he proves himself not guilty. Magnificent beast. Too good for a
  viceroy. I was hoping to keep him for the prince."

They might have been strolling in the Botanical Gardens for all the
  apparent precaution they took. But Ommony knew his men, as well as his
  forest. At the end of an hour's steady tramping the jungli took the lead
  uninvited, armed with nothing but a small flat tom-tom and a stick. Ommony
  said something to him in a language that sounded hardly human, and he
  disappeared immediately like a shadow among the trees.

Two minutes after that they emerged into a clearing of several acres with
  an almost dry stream winding through it. There were occasional bushes, but
  the open space sloped southward, and from where King and Ommony stood they
  had a clear view of the whole of it with the light on their left hand.

"He'll come that way," said Ommony, nodding toward the right front.

As if in answer to him there came a short, sharp rattling noise three or
  four times repeated. It was almost like a woodpecker's note.

"What the devil is that?" demanded King.

"The jungli's tom-tom. It's made of tortoise-shell and lizard skin. He can
  drive anything with it — even pig."

Mahommed Babar announced his presence with a cough and came closer. Ommony
  looked at him and then up at the kites, and laughed.

"The Romans used to call the birds good prophets. What do you think of
  them?" he asked.

"They expect you to die. Will you oblige them, Mahommed?"

"Inshallah, sahib." (If God wills.)

The tom-tom rattled again two or three times, and Ommony seemed familiar
  with its code, for he motioned to King to take his stand on the far side of
  the lane by which they had entered the clearing. He took the near side and
  stood with legs apart and his rifle balanced loosely in the crook of his
  right arm.

"Shere Ali will be here in a minute," he said. "I want to try him out,
  Mahommed. Will you go and stand fifty yards away — not on rising ground
  — the lower you are the more helpless you'll look. See if he'll kill
  man without being attacked."

Mahommed Babar glanced at King, who detected the Northerner's look of
  unfinished argument. It was not fear. It might be doubt.

"Take my rifle, if you like, and I'll go instead," King volunteered.

Mahommed Babar smiled. So did Ommony. The rattle of the tom-tom was
  repeated five or six times.

"Better be quick, whichever's going," said Ommony, and if there had been
  any doubt that ended it. Mahommed's face cleared. Those five words of
  Ommony's added to King's offer had established him as an equal as far as
  essentials were concerned. He moved his hand cavalierly and strode forward to
  play in the presence of death, unarmed. The tom-tom rattled again, three
  times more loudly. King opened his breech to make sure, being an army man.
  Ommony knew. His rifle lay along his forearm and he never once glanced at
  it.

Mahommed Babar walked toward the apex of an isosceles triangle, of which
  Ommony and King were the base, and stopped at the end of fifty yards, looking
  up. There was a lump of ground in front of him, three or four yards high,
  with a tangle of dead bushes on top. Shere Ali had come silently from the
  direction Ommony predicted and stood looking down at all three men with his
  head thrust out through a clump of high grass. King's hands fidgeted with the
  Express. Ommony remained stock-still.

The more or less unexpected had happened, as always in tiger land. Shere
  Ali looked down on Mahommed Babar, measuring the distance, snarling, one ear
  forward and the other back, and looked altogether too long for his own
  reputation. A tiger whose hand was not against man would have taken the clear
  road to safety along the watercourse after one swift survey.

Then Mahommed Babar did either a very bold and confident or a very afraid
  and foolish thing. He began retreating, backward. King swore between his
  teeth and raised his rifle midway. Ommony continued to stand still. Mahommed
  came very slowly, feeling his way behind him with each foot-trod in a hole,
  lost balance, staggered, and fell. The rest was all instantaneous. Yellow as
  sunlight, in his prime, magnificent, Shere Ali launched himself like a flash
  to wreak murder. Both rifles spoke at once. An Express bullet and a .404 went
  home, and the tiger fell short, writhing with a smashed shoulder and
  paralyzed hind legs. Getting to his knees, Mahommed Babar stared across a
  scant yard into the brute's eyes, and Shere Ali struck with the one uninjured
  forepaw, missing by inches, and then trying to struggle nearer. Aiming very
  carefully, King sent his second bullet exactly between the tiger's eyes.

Trial, sentence, and execution were all over in less than sixty seconds;
  and the jungli appeared between two trees, looking about as enthusiastic as a
  stuffed museum piece. His only comment was to rattle his strange little tom-
  tom; then he went to count the dead brute's claws and whiskers. Ommony must
  have moved, for it was his bullet that smashed Shere Ali's backbone and
  paralyzed the hind legs; but he was standing exactly as he stood at first,
  with the rifle lying on his forearm, legs apart.

He ejected the empty cartridge-case, reloaded, and strode forward, for one
  thing to make sure that the jungli did not steal claws and whiskers; for the
  superstition is that those things are good against devils, which, as every
  jungli knows, are all too plentiful. King reloaded the Express and followed
  Ommony, neither man having spoken a word since Shere Ali showed himself. It
  was Ommony who spoke at last. He came to a halt midway and felt for his
  cigar-case.

"That beats hell," he said wondering.

Mahommed had got to his feet and, glancing at the tiger once to make sure,
  had faced about. Presumably he was waiting for Ommony and King, but the old
  look of unfinished argument was on his face, with irresolution added. He
  glanced almost furtively from one man to the other, moved a pace or two
  — seemed to hesitate — and then started running. He made a
  circuit and disappeared at top speed down the lane they had come by.

"There's something I can't explain," said Ommony, as King caught up with
  him. "No smoking in the forest. Care to chew a cigar? You see that beast? He
  had no excuse for killing man. He wasn't hurt. He hadn't been driven far
  enough to make him nervous. I think he came by a yellow streak when we raised
  him by hand. But where and how did Mahommed Babar come by his? In a month
  Shere Ali would have been killing children at the water-holes. But who'd have
  thought Mahommed Babar would cut and run? Can you explain it?"

King shook his head.

"Somehow I don't believe it yet," he answered. "He and I were brats at
  Dera Ismail Khan. He had guts as a youngster. We gave that tiger benefit of
  doubt until he actually sprang. I vote the same for the rissaldar's son."

"Why did he leave the army?" countered Ommony.

"Resigned. Suspected of politics. Nothing was proved. I sent him to you to
  get him as far away as possible from Peshawar. There might have been trouble
  up there if anyone had thrown the resignation in his teeth. He was champion
  of the native army with the saber — ambidextrous — capable of
  fighting three at once. I've seen him use two swords at once for practice.
  Marvelous footwork. Shifts his ground so that one opponent is always stymied,
  and sometimes two. Hot man in a tight place."

Ommony checked the count of claws and whiskers and sent the jungli for a
  gang to skin the tiger and bring in the hide. He and King kept guard until
  the gang came, talking intermittently, swiping at flies with their
  handkerchiefs.

"Mahommed Babar had a claim on me," said King. "I wish I had a notion of
  what the real matter with him is."

"What is a man that thou art mindful of him?" quoted Ommony. "I know a
  little. He has been pestered out of his senses by the Moplah malcontents, who
  lack nothing but military training to make them almost invincible among these
  wooded hills. Mahommed Babar's a bit of a fanatic, and they've fed him the
  Koran until his blood boils. On top of that some of these gentry have been to
  Peshawar, and one of them heard a story of some insult offered to Mahommed's
  father by an Englishman. Not sure the Englishman isn't supposed to have
  killed his father. Anyhow, he spread the yarn here-abouts, of course, and
  they've been rubbing that into Mahommed Babar along with the Koran. I told
  'em in Calcutta a year ago that the Moplahs would cut loose at the first
  opportunity. Maybe Mahommed Babar is opportunity. Was he a good soldier?"

"First-rate," King answered. "Two campaigns. Promoted for gallantry.
  Nothing wrong with him except a cursed bent for politics. He never could
  understand that a soldier mustn't touch that stuff."

"Soldier or any other wise man!" Ommony answered.

"Specially in India. Well, I'm afraid Mahommed Babar's lien on your
  friendship won't help him much. Did you see his eyes just now, before he took
  to his heels? We'd pulled a thorn out of him a minute or two before. He
  walked out like a man and a brother to meet Shere Ali. Then he and the tiger
  both had a yellow fit. Mahommed Babar knew we saw him flinch. Thought we'd be
  scornful."

Ommony got off the rock he was sitting on, saw the jungli gang coming in
  the distance, and turned to meet King's eyes.

"I'm afraid we've found him out," he said. "He's an enemy, or if not the
  next Moplah he meets will convert him."

He gave instructions about the skinning, and he and King walked back, not
  saying much, nor exactly aware of the forest in the way they had been. The
  gold had gone out of the morning. Something drab had entered in —
  nothing a man could explain, even to himself. Very soon another tiger would
  find his way into that part of the forest and Ommony would have the delight
  of discovering his lair, and of knowing where he hunted day by day. North,
  south, east, and west there were loads of men as fit to make friends of as
  Mahommed Babar, and for that matter King had friends everywhere.
  Nevertheless, the day was changed. News did not improve it.

They were met about a half-mile from the house by two of Ommony's
  servants, who came running to report that Mahommed Babar had packed his
  bedding-roll and ridden away at a gallop on his own gray pony. Furthermore,
  that certain chiefs of the Moplahs had come for a conference and were
  awaiting Ommony on his front veranda.

"Any men with them?" he asked.

"Nay, sahib. Three chiefs without followers. But they act boldly, as if
  their followers were not far off. Moreover, since when did a Moplah chief go
  unattended? Therefore, being afraid, we sent the hamal and two gardeners to
  discover where their followers are hiding. They have not come back, and we
  are more afraid."

"Fear and the heart of a fool are one," said Ommony, quickening his
  pace.

As they neared the house the third gardener met them with a message from
  the butler.

"The three men from Malapuram entered the house to help themselves to guns
  and ammunition, sahib. The butler forbade, but they threatened him. They were
  prevented by the dogs."

The dogs were still on duty when King and Ommony came in view of the
  veranda, the terrier standing gamely between the legs of the other two and
  making most of the noise. The Moplah chiefs, with the fanatical Moslem's
  loathing for dogs, showed their teeth almost as prominently as the beasts
  did, and were standing herded together at one end of the veranda with hands
  on the hilts of most un-Indian looking swords. Their sword-belts, rather like
  Sam Browns, were surely never made in India.

Ommony called the dogs off, rewarded them with curt approval, and sat down
  on a sort of garden seat between the sitting-room window and the front door.
  King took a seat beside him, crossed his long legs, lighted a cigar and
  proceeded to look indifferent. The Moplahs approached, slowly recovering
  their poise.

They looked nearly as un-Indian as the swords they wore. They had the
  long, Semitic Arab nose and the ineradicable Arab stealthiness added to
  truculence, inherited from Aram ancestors. One of them had red dye in his
  beard, which increased the Semitic suggestion.

Nobody knows what Moplah really means, or exactly whence the turbulent
  fanatics came; but they invaded India three centuries after the prophet
  Mahommed's flight from Mecca and ever since have been Moslems in the middle
  of a Hindu land. Moreover, in that impenetrable mountain jungle they have
  increased to a million strong — a million thorns in the side of Brahma
  and the Indian Government — rebels to a man in every generation.

Their approach to Ommony was after the manner of their kind — not
  deferent. On the other hand, it was not insolent, although there are men in
  the East who call everything insolence that does not include obsequiousness.
  Theirs was rather the approach of peace-makers, who come to reason with a
  weaker adversary to save him from his own mistakes; and Ommony, who knows men
  as understandingly as he knows animals, chuckled as he signed to them to sit
  down.

They squatted before him with their backs against the veranda rail —
  proud, fierce-looking fellows. Change their Arab-looking garments, give them
  a haircut, and you could imagine them driving cattle in Mullingar
  (forgetting, of course, the tell-tale noses). They waited for Ommony to
  speak, for manners is the breath of all the East.

"Have you come to serve notice on me to quit?" he asked them in their own
  tongue.

The man in the midst with the red beard took up the tale at once.

"Father of Forests" — that was what the one word meant — "it
  is better that you go. Your house and your goods shall be spared. Go, and
  come back afterward. Only leave the guns. We came for the guns and
  cartridges."

They knew their man — not quite as well as he knew them, but broadly
  nevertheless. Otherwise they would have beaten about the bush for an hour
  first. Ommony answered without a suggestion of superiority — which is
  the secret of real rule.

"The dogs would not let you take the guns."

"True. But now you are here and have understanding."

"Am I less than a dog?" wondered Ommony.

"Nay, sahib!"

"Then I, also, will not let you have the guns."

That was final. All three men recognized it. If he had lorded it over
  them, or argued, or threatened, there would have been a false note, which
  would have led to dispute, hot words, and quite likely murder. But he stated
  facts simply, and they understood.

"Father of Forests, you cannot fight against all of us. We are many. We
  rise in honor of the Khalifate, which is being sacrificed by the British for
  the sake of Hindus."

"As I've told you a score of times, you know nothing about international
  politics," Ommony answered. "You've been lied to by professional agitators,
  whose salaries are paid by the same foreigners who sent you those swords and
  sword-belts. Whoever enters politics is a fool. I have told you that
  often."

"You will be a fool if you fight against us, sahib."

"I don't intend to," said Ommony. "I shall stay here in my forest, on
  duty." He said "my forest" with the unconscious arrogance that came of having
  served the forest faithfully for twenty years. It was really the forest that
  owned him.

"But — but if harm comes?"

"Then my blood will be on your heads. I have been your friend. I never
  harmed any of you."

"That is true. Allah be witness, that is true. But if we take the guns and
  ammunition?"

"Allah will witness that also. It will be over my dead body."

"Ommon-ee sahib, that must not be."

"Don't try to take the guns then."

"But we need them."

"So do I."

"Oh, if you need them. Ah, that is straight talk." The three heads
  whispered together for a minute, looking devilish sly as they nodded,
  arriving at decision. "You will not give the guns to the Hindus."

"No."

"Good. That is satisfactory. You have always been a friend to us, Ommon-
  ee. You know our Koran better than our own priests do. You have known many of
  our secrets and have not told."

"That isn't true," said Ommony. "I have told the Government in Calcutta,
  in Otticamund, and in Simla all I knew of your secrets. I have warned them of
  your intentions. They told me to come back here and mind my forest. I
  did."

The Moplahs laughed. That was the type of joke that tickled them, for they
  did not doubt for a single second the deliberate truth of every word that
  Ommony uttered. (You can make your word worth more than Government paper at
  the end of twenty years if you try hard enough.) A Government refusing to
  believe the reports of its own best forester — that was humor. They
  cackled. A forester knows everything, or should. If he doesn't, the trees
  will make him so lonely that he will go mad, and from madness to the devil is
  only one step.

"Will the Government send troops to protect your house?" they asked.

"I hope not," said Ommony.

"Then, sahib, we must mount a guard to make sure the Hindus do not come
  and take the guns away."

"When do you begin?" asked Ommony.

They whispered again. This time they were longer reaching a decision, but
  they did not lower their voices much, and Ommony could easily have overheard
  if he had cared to. Obvious cut-throats though they were, they were rather
  like children playing at secrets in front of their nurse.

"Will you tell your Government?" the red-bearded one asked at last.

"Certainly," said Ommony.

"Ah! Then we will not answer."

"All right. My servants will give you food," said Ommony, by way of
  dismissing them. But they had not quite finished.

"Will you report on this interview?"

"Of course," said Ommony.

"We do not guarantee the messenger's life!"

"I will be the messenger. I myself will walk to the station and send a
  tar,"* answered Ommony. [* Telegram]

Humor appealed to all three of them again simultaneously. They
  cackled.

"The sahib will weary himself in vain. The wire is cut!" Ommony raised his
  eyebrows.

"The babu will send my message by the next train," he answered.

"The babu, who was a Hindu and would not recant, is dead of a cut throat,"
  said Red-beard pleasantly. "Moreover, the train will not go because the rails
  are torn up."

"Oh, all right," answered Ommony. "No need then to tell the Government.
  They probably know already. Food is waiting for you. You have my leave to
  go."





CHAPTER 5
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Governments are like earthquakes. They sleep for protracted
  periods and then wake suddenly. Waking, they blunder expensively and —
  cui bono?

The easiest way to wake a Government is to cut the railway and the
  telegraph. The Moplahs did not mean that, naturally. Being simple sons of
  stream and forest, their idea had been, as usual once in a generation, to
  convert a few hundred thousand Hindus by fear, to make a horrible example of
  as many conscientious objectors as could be caught, and to keep the detested
  British Government afar off by severing communications.

Whereas, of course, if they had let trains and messages go through they
  would have gained ten days or so for unhindered violence. Nobody would have
  believed the alarmist reports until long after scores of Hindu villages had
  ceased to exist. So the Moplahs threw away their best trump card when they
  tore up the railway line.

To the uninitiated in such matters a damaged track looks serious;
  especially when the rioters — as the Moplahs were described at first
  — have removed the spare rails to be made into bullets, swords and what
  not else. Actually it was less than nine hours before the first train got
  through and reached Ommony's wayside station. He was sitting at dinner alone,
  when a hot, red-headed military man rode up from the station followed by two
  mounted orderlies. Hair had been rubbed off their horses' rumps by contact
  with the inside of a cattle-truck, but otherwise — except for the
  redness of the officer's face — there was nothing about them that
  suggested emergency.

The officer shouted from the saddle. Ommony sent out the butler to invite
  him to dinner.

"You're a cool one I must say," said the officer, striding in. "Or didn't
  you know?"

"Have a drink," said Ommony.

"The Moplahs are 'out."

"Sit down. Eat and drink. There are no Moplahs under the table," said
  Ommony.

The cavalry man ignored the invitation, but rather bridled at the
  jest.

"Haven't you a man named King here — Athelstan King?"

"No."

"He arrived by train with you this morning. Where is now?"

"If I knew I wouldn't tell you. Martial law yet?"

"Not yet."

"Neither King nor I are military men. He resigned his commission, you
  know. Sorry," said Ommony.

"I'm Major Pierson."

"Sit down. Eat. Drink. You're wasting my merry mood."

The cavalryman took a chair and helped himself to whisky.

"Merry mood? Great Scott! Yes, thanks. I'll eat. Are you simply a satyr,
  well-fed and isolated? I'm in command of an armored train patrolling the
  relaid track between here and Malapuram. I want information."

"So do I. We all do," said Ommony. "King and I went to the station before
  noon and buried as much of the babu's corpse as we could find. The Moplah
  chiefs were here this morning and gave me leave to live. They agreed not to
  steal my guns. King painted his face and tired his hair until no wild Moplah
  in all the Nilghiris could out-mopple him. He's gone — vamoosed,
  vanished, napoo."

"What about Mahommed Babar? He's on my list."

"Gone too."

"Where?"

"Ask Allah! King set out to find him. Now eat, drink, and tell me the
  news."

"There isn't any. This affair won't amount to much. Headquarters have
  wired for judge Wilmshurst to come and hold an investigation, but the old boy
  had already started. My orders are to bring in anyone I find along the line
  who feels frightened, with special reference to yourself, King, Mahommed
  Babar, and one or two others up the line."

Ommony looked straight into the major's eyes and deliberately blew up,
  crashing his open hand down on the table until the plates and bottles jumped.
  "I shall stay here. I told those opinionative asses at headquarters —
  in Calcutta, Ooty, Poona — sent word to Simla. Now you. This is the
  biggest show the Moplahs ever staged. Not going to be. Is!"

"Who's running it?" asked the cavalryman, with frank incredulity. "Savages
  always fail for lack of leadership. Have they hired a new Napoleon from the
  Army and Navy Stores?"

"That's a question for headquarters," Ommony answered.

"Scores of Moplahs were in France — sapper and pioneer units.
  Learned trench-digging and lots else. I warned the Government they've got
  bombs, modern rifles, ammunition, and even uniforms."

"Got 'em where?"

"Abroad. France, Italy, Japan, U.S.A."

"Who paid? Moplahs haven't any money."

"Whoever is running India's bid for independence paid. Best money's worth
  on Asia! Brother Moplah's going to keep a whole division busy. If he only had
  planes he'd raid Calicut. It's his turn. Hasn't staged a good show for thirty
  years. Do himself proud this time. Cares no more for brass hats and army
  corps than my terrier does for a steam-roller. He's been told that if he'll
  engage the British army for a month the whole of the North will rise at the
  British rear. They've promised brother Moplah half the loot and all the Hindu
  converts he can make. So he's out, and the British army's in for it!"

"You'd better come away then," said the cavalryman with the inevitable
  nurse-instinct that all soldiers feel toward civilians.

"Bunkum! I'm your only possible liaison with the Moplahs. You can't
  exterminate 'em. We've nobody to blame by ourselves."

"What for, pray?"

"Being English. Osseous formations on the occiput."

"Well, we can't help that."

"No. On the whole we're rather proud of it. Do you think you could so far
  penetrate the brass hats at headquarters as to make them see the wisdom of
  leaving me here?" said Ommony. "We're awfully proud of muddling through, you
  know. Tell them it would be Nelsonic rashness; that should turn the trick. I
  will act as liaison officer."

"If you like to call that a message, I'll deliver it," said the
  cavalryman. "Suppose you put it in writing. Eh? What?"

Ommony laughed. "I see myself! You might add, will you, unofficially, of
  course, that as things are likely to move swiftly my permission to remain
  here ought to be granted definitely within a few hours. How about tomorrow
  noon?"

"What d'you mean? Is that a threat?"

"From several points of view the Moplahs might do worse than kidnap
  me."

Major Pierson stared at Ommony, and Ommony smiled back with unquestionably
  genuine amusement.

"You see now why I won't put my demands in writing, don't you? They're
  demands. There's going to be wholesale murder, of course — bombs,
  machine-guns, bayonets — a beastly mess. Naturally, we win. That's
  inevitable. I can prevent some of the fighting, and owe no obedience to the
  army. So either I get my permission in writing before noon tomorrow to remain
  here — or the Moplahs kidnap me!"

Major Pierson's face became a mask — one of those obvious masks that
  announce to the wide world there is something to conceal.

"I'll deliver your message," he snorted, and Ommony chuckled.

"I shall be out when the answer comes," he said. "If it's 'Yes,' I'll
  return to the bungalow. Otherwise I'll be kidnapped." He turned his head and
  whistled on a low note that carried amazingly. The dogs, sprawling on mats by
  the door, looked up but did not move; they knew that whistle.

The jungli, naked except for a leather strap, appeared in the door and
  fidgeted. It was possible he might have come in if Ommony had ordered, but a
  room was too much like a trap for him to venture of his own free will. Ommony
  merely nodded in his direction.

"This is the man who will know where to find me. He'll wait at the
  station."

"D'you think you're acting loyally?" asked the cavalryman, pushing aside a
  half-finished glass of whisky-and-soda and brushing away crumbs as if
  Ommony's hospitality were now under suspicion.

"Loyally to whom — to what? I'm no soldier. The minute martial law's
  proclaimed I'm under the army's heel. They mean fight, and I know I can
  reduce the fighting. Ergo, I make my bargain in advance. I'm sober and in
  earnest."

"Wouldn't you obey an order to come away?"

"I should never receive it!"

The jungli in the door still fidgeted. He had left his lizard-skin tom-
  tom and stick somewhere and was at a loss how to draw notice to himself. It
  was the dogs who first sensed the note of alarm; they growled and called
  Ommony's attention. He turned his chair about, and the jungli promptly
  squatted in the doorway with his eyes on Ommony's face but a sort of glance
  in reserve for the cavalryman. Ommony grunted a monosyllable and the jungli
  turned loose floods of speech — little staccato freshets in his case
  that broke forth and were dry again. It was all about the cavalryman; that
  much was obvious even to the dogs, who watched him and were restless. The
  major, too, became impatient.

"Thus saith the Lord — but what?" he demanded.

Ommony grunted a dozen monosyllables and turned his chair again. The
  jungli disappeared. A big winged insect dashed itself to death against the
  table-lamp with an elan that almost broke the glass —
  first-class cavalry tactics.

"Your two orderlies have disappeared," said Ommony.

Major Pierson overturned his chair in a hurry to get to the door.

"Nonsense!" he said. "They can't have gone far. Orderly! Oh, orderly!"

He ran down the veranda steps in the pitch darkness and stood still at the
  bottom, listening, but could hear nothing.

"Orderly! Oh, orderly! Where are you?"

There was no answer. His eyes were growing used to the dark so he strode
  forward, trying far-sightedly to penetrate the blackness where the line of
  trees began. Suddenly he stumbled, tried to recover, and fell headlong.

"My God! Ommony! You there, Ommony? Dead horses — two of 'em. Hot!
  Dead about a minute! Blood! By God, my hands are all sticky with it!"

"Better come back," advised Ommony from the veranda.

"Got to see where the men are. God, if they're—"

"If you'll come back here I'll get your men for you."

Pierson wiped his hands on the dry grass and cocked his service revolver
  with an ostentatious click.

"What do you know about this?" he demanded, making his way back
  cautiously, peering sideways, trying to make out whether Ommony was armed. It
  was one of those panicky moments, euphemistically termed a crisis, when the
  army does things not easily explained in the hard light of tomorrow. Ommony
  recognized it.

"You'll be safe up here beside me," he said in deliberately commanding
  tones. (You can't safely plead with hysteria, especially in armed, grown
  men.) "Come on; I need your advice."

"I'll blow your head off if you try any tricks!" the major answered.

"Unfortunately I'm no use without my head! Come up!" said Ommony. "Let's
  talk this over."

"Talk? You do as I say!"

The major climbed the steps and tapped the muzzle of his revolver against
  the veranda railing. "Call your servants! Send two of them to the train to
  find out what's happening!"

"My servants have bolted," Ommony answered. He seemed not to see the
  revolver at all, although it was within a foot of him, in the shaft of light
  that came by the window shade. "The butler brought the coffee and followed
  the others for what they call tall timber in the West. The jungli has gone
  for your orderlies."

"You don't mean they ran too? For God's sake—"

"According to the jungli, they were surprised, gagged, bound, and carried
  off. He saw it."

"Good God! What's it all about?"

"The mystery is why the dogs didn't bark," said Ommony. "One of my
  servants must have attended to that. The dogs are above suspicion. So is the
  jungli."

The major sat down on the garden-seat between the door and window, pulled
  out a handkerchief and wiped his face. Then he shoved the revolver back into
  its holster."

"I say, was I beastly rude just now?" he asked.

"Not at all." Ommony produced his case, chose a cigar, and offered him
  one.

"Thanks. I mean, wasn't I—"

"Men gone — horses dead — any man would flare up."

"Dashed decent of you to admit it. Some men would have — What's that
  noise?"

Out came the revolver and was cocked — quietly meaning business.

"The jungli's drum. He's signaling. Listen."

There was no need to listen. You couldn't help hearing that peculiar, dry
  rattle. It penetrated like the note of a cicada.

"They'll be here in a minute," said Ommony. "D'you mind unloading that
  revolver?"

"What the devil? Do you think I'm—"

Ommony was much too wise to admit what he thought.

"I'm going to tell them we're unarmed."

"But suppose—"

"We'll know presently. Unload, please."

So the cavalryman unloaded, and that chance of accident was barred out.
  Ommony's hand closed in the dark on the empty revolver.

"Not in the holster. Always tell 'em the exact truth. Let me lay it
  down."

He laid it on the window-sill and strode forward to the head of the steps
  in the full yellow lamplight from the open door. All three dogs came and
  growled beside him with scruffs raised, and the terrier's sawed-off tail
  disappeared completely.

"The night's alive with 'em!" said Ommony. "Could your men scout as
  quietly? I tell you these Moplahs—"

A voice from the dark interrupted him.

"Oh, Ommon-ee!"

He leisurely lighted the cigar he had chosen two minutes before, and it
  occurred to the soldier for the first time that his host was in full evening
  dress — not dinner-jacket. Old-fashioned style. Stiff white shirt. It
  suited him so well that even out there in the jungle it looked perfectly in
  harmony.

"What do you want?" he said at last.

"Your tracker said that you wish to speak with us. But you are not alone.
  We see a khaki-sahib. We see his pistol by the window."

"It is not loaded."

"That is a trick to tempt us."

"You have my leave to come up here and talk. You shall not be harmed."

"There are dead horses, Ommon-ee!"

"Very well," said Ommony. "I will go with this sahib and not come
  back."

There came the noise of hissed argument from the blackest shadow, and
  presently the speaker's voice was raised again.

"We want your promise there is no trick, Ommon-ee."

"There is none."

"No attack from the te-rain?"

"What orders did you give the train crew?" Ommony asked over his
  shoulder.

"Just to wait for me."

Ommony translated that news into the vernacular, but cautiously.

"The train-men have no orders to attack. But you must not attack the
  train."

That satisfied them. The three chiefs who had presented themselves that
  morning rose like goblins from the gloom and approached — grinning
  — undoubtedly pleased with themselves. They squatted uninvited in the
  pool of light before the door.

"Where are the Rajput orderlies?" demanded Ommony.

"They are not dead — yet, Ommon-ee."

They glanced at the major, but he missed the point, not knowing the
  dialect. Ommony came back promptly with a point that everybody
  understood.

"Produce those orderlies unharmed, or clear out!"

"But we make war, we Moplahs. They are prisoners — our first!"

"You make war in my clearing and call me friend?" he retorted.

"We have not touched you," Red-beard answered lamely.

Ommony sat down beside the major and crossed his legs. He had won, and he
  knew it. All that remained was that they should know it too.

"The word of a Moplah is good or it is not good," he said abruptly.

"By Allah, it is very good!"

"This is sanctuary then. All who wish, of either side, have leave to come
  and go here unmolested."

"But Ommon-ee — they might come to make war here."

"Not while I live!" he answered. "Neither side shall make war here. Give
  back those prisoners."

"But Ommon-ee—"
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