te obedience on this occasion, and it
had been nothing less than luck that
put Ranjoor Singh into her hands,
luck being the pet name of ‘India’s
kindest god. Ranjoor Singh was
needed in the instant when he came
‘to bring the German back to earth
and a due sense of proportion.

The Sikh had a rage in his heart

that the German mistook for zeal and
native ferocity; his manners became
80 brusk under the stress of it that
they inight almost have been Prus-
sian, and, met with its. own reflection,
that kind of insolence grows limp.
' Having agreed to lie, Ranjoor Singh
lied with such audacity and so much
skill that it would have needed Yas-
mini to dare disbelieve him.

The German sat in state near Yas-
mini’s great window and received, one
after another, liars by the dozen from
the hills where lies are current coln.

Some of them had listened to his lec-.

tures, and some had learncd of them
at second hand; every man of them
had received his cue from Yasmini.
There was too much unanimity among
them; they wanted too little and
agreed too readily to what the German
had to say; he was growing almost
suspicious toward half-past ten, when
Ranjoor Singh came in.

There was no trooeper behind him
this time, for the man had been sent
to watch for the regiment’s departure,
and to pounce then on Bagh, the charg-
er, and take him away to safety. After
the charger had been groomed and
fed and hidden, the trooper was to do
what might be done toward securing
the risaldar-majoor’s kit; but on no ac-
count was the kit to have precedence.

“Groom him until he shines! Guard
him until I call for him! Xeep him
exercised!” was the three-fold order

- that sang hrtough the trooper’s head

OW it was the German’s turn to
be astonished. Ranjoor Singh
strode in, dressed as a Sikh farmer,
and frowned down Yasmini’s instant
desire to poke fun at him. The Ger-
man rose to salute him, and‘the Sikh
acknowledged the salute with a nod.
“Come!” he said curtly, and the
German followed him out through the
door to the stair-head where so many
mirrors were. There Ranjoor Singh
made quite a little play of making sure
they were not overheard, while the
German studied his own Mohammedan
disguise from twenty different angles.
“Too much finery!” growled Ranjoor
Singh. “I will attend to that. First.
listen! Other than your talk, I have
had no proof at all of you!”

“I am P

“You are a spy! All the spies I ever
met were liars from the ground up!
I am a patriot. I am working to save
my country from a yoke that is un-
bearable, and I must deal in subter-
fuge and treachery if I would win. But
you are merely one who sows trouble.
You are like the little jackal—the
dirty little jackal—who starts a fight
between two tigers so that he may fill
his mean belly! Don’t speak—Ilisten!”

The German’s jaw had dropped, but
not because words rushed to his lips.
He seemed at a loss for them.

“You made me an offer, and I ac-
cepted it,” continued Ranjoor Singh.
“I accepted it on behalf of India. I
shall show you in about an hour from
now a native regiment—one of the
very best native regiments, so mutin-
ous that its officers must lead it out
of Delhi to a ecamp where it will be
less likely to corrupt others.”

The German nodded. He had asked

Do more. ,

“Then, if you fail to fulfill your
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part,” said Ranjoor Singh grimly, “I
shall lock you in the cellar of this
house, where Yasmini keeps her cob-
ras!” A

“Vorwarts!” laughed the German,
for there was conviction in every
word the Sikh had said. “I will show
you how a German keeps his bargain!”

“A German?” growled Ranjoor
Singh. “A German—Germany is noth-
ing to me! If Germany can pick th=2
bones I leave, what do I care? One
dces not bargain with a spy, either;
one pays his price, and throws him tc
the cobras if he fail! Come!”

The question of precedence no long-
er seemed to trouble Ranjoor Singh;
he turned his back without apology,
and as the German followed him down-
stairs there came a giggle from be-
hind the curtains.

“Were we overheard?” he asked.

But Ranjoor Singh did not seem to
care any more, and did not answer him.
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UTSIDE the door was a bullock-
cart, of the kind in which wo-

men make long journeys, with a
painted, covered superstructure. The
German followed Ranjoor Singh into

it, and without any need for orders the
Sikh driver began to twist the bul

- [ ] L] - "
locks’ tails and send them along at ca“adla“ Natlona EXhlhltl n
the pace all India loves. Then Ran-

joor Singh began to pay attention to | AUg 26—TORONTO—-Sept. 7

the German’s dress, pulling off his ex-

pensive turban and replacing that and

his clothes with cheaper, dirtier ones. |. Greatest Achievement in 40 || Education and Recreation on a
“Why?” asked the German. ye-rs of Exhibition effort Colossal Scale
“I will show you why,” said Ran-

joor Singh.

THE HEROES OF BRITAIN
1,200 brilliantly attired participants.
The militant spirit of Empire translated into flesh and blood. All

Then they, sat back, each against a
side of the cart, squatting native style.

_ “This regiment that I will show you the colorful paraphernalia of romance and history in the making.
is mine,” said Ranjoor Singh. “I com- Qimple, inspiring, dramatic, made supremely worth' while by superb
mand a squadron of it—or, rather, did, musical treatment.

until I became suspected. Every man A SPECTACLE EVERY CANADIAN SHOULD SEE

in the regiment is mine, and will fol- Creatore’s famous band; Allies exhibit of fine arts; acres of “Made-
low me at a word. When I give the in-Canada” manufactures; Government patriotic food show occupying

one entire building; gigantic live stock and agricultural display.

word they will kill their Engish Putting the war hero back on the civil pay roll.

officers.” Demonstration of vocational training by 50 crippled soldiers.
He leaned his head out of the open- And a world of other special attractions.
ing to spit; there seemed something FOR FARES CONSUL. YOUR LOCAL RAILROAD AGENT

in his mouth that tasted nasty.

“Why did they mutiny?” asked th=
German.

“Ordered to France!” said Ranjoor et
Singh, with lowered eyes. Ort em ntarlo

“It is strange,” said the German,
after a while. “For years I have tried .

‘to get in touch with native officers. A vast new land of promise and freedom now
Here and there I have found a Sepoy open for settlement at 50c. an aere in some dis-
who would talk with me, but you are tricts—in others Free.

the first officer.” He was brown- Thousands of farmers are responding to the
studying, talking almost to himself. call. Here, right at the door of Southern Ontario,
He did not see the curse in the risal- a home awaits you.

dar-major’s eyes.

“] have found plenty of merchants
who would promise to finance revolt,
and plenty of hillmen who would pro-

For information as to terms, regulations and
railway rates to rettlers, write to .

mise anything. But all said, ‘We will _G. H. FERGUSON, H. A. MACDONELL,

do what the army does!” And I could Minister of Lands, Forests Director of Colonization
not find in all this time, among all and Mines. ; Parliament Buildings,
those people, anybody to whom I TORONTO, CANADA.

(Continued on page 24.)
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