AEGER

FOR BOYS
AND GIRLS

YOUR children‘s health is
of the first importance.
Start them right by cloth- =
ing them with Jaeger Gar-
ments. We stock Jaeger
Underwear and Night
Wear, Dressing Gowns,
Knicted Buits, Golfers’
Coat Sweaters, Jerseys,
Camel-Hair Fleece Coats,
Gloves, Stockings, etc.

A fully-illustrated
Catalogue will bz
gent free on appli-
cation.

DR. JAEGER S*37 Woollen g, LIMITED
Ton:nto Montreal Winnipeg

British * founded 1883

Among the Pines

in tent, log cabin or modern
hotel in a country of scenic
beauty where fishing, hunt-

. ing, kodaking, canoeing are
at their best.

Highlands of Ontario

offers you and all the family the
outing of your life, The Grand
Trunk Railway will help you plan
your stay at Algonquin Park,
Muskoka Lakes, Georgian Bay,
Lake of Bays or T1magam1 Write
or call for literature. l

- Ji Quinlan,
Bonaventure Stat on
| Montreal, Que. -

C. E. Horning,
Union Station, Toronto Ont,

Manufacturers o
High Grade Bank,’
£ Office letures,
School, Library Eg""
Commcrcnal Fur-
niture, Opera 89‘"
*.‘Assembly Chairs,
Interior Hardwoéd
Finish Generally.

ALL MAKES
T'YPEWRITERS iiivece
New and Second-! hand. "~ All mnkcs, all p ices
Bargains in second-hand. Machines, all in perfect
workirg order.
List sent free on application. Specialty
in Typewriters’ Supply.
nada 'l"pownter Exc hango and Supply Co.
Jamies Street, Montreal, Que.
Mention this paper when writing

CANADIAN COURIER

CHAPTER XIII.—Continued.

‘ " OOK!” gaid the German.

“I thought that officer—

L the adjutant, isn’t he—

recognized you. Now he

is pointing you out to the colonel.
Look!”

Ranjoor Singh did look, and he saw
that Colonel Kirby was waiting to let
the regiment go by. He knew what
was passing through Kirby’s mind,
since it is given to some men, native
and English, to have faith in each
other. And he knew that there was
danger ahead of him through which
he might not come with his life, per-
baps even with his honor. He would
have given, like Kirby, a full year’s
pay for a hand-shake then, and have
thought the pay well spent.

Kirby began to canter back.

“He has recognized you!” said the
German.

“And he is coming to cut me down!”
swore Ranjoor Singh.

He dragged the German back be-
hind the nearest cart, and together
they ran for the gloom of the big
gate, leaving the driver of the bullock-
cart standing at gaze where Ranjoor
Singh had stood. The door of the
shuttered carriage flew open as they

reached if, and Ranjoor Singh pushed y

the German in. He stood .-a moment
longer, with his foot on the carriage
8tep, watching Colonel Kirby; he
watched him question the bullock-cart
driver.

Then a voice that he recognized
said, “Buffalo!” and he followed into
the carriage, shutting the door be-
hind him.

The carriage was off almost before
the door slammed.

“Am I to be kept waiting for a week,
while a Jat farmer gazes at cattle on
the road?”’ demanded Yasmini, sitting
forward out of the darkest corner of
the carriage and throwing aside a
veil. »“He cares nothing for thee!”
she whispered. “Didst thou see the
jasmine drop into his lap from the
gate? That was mine! Didst thou
see him button it into his tunic? So,
Ranjoor Singh! That for thy colonel
sahib! And his head will smell of my
musk for a week to come! What—
what fools men are! Jaldee, jaldee!”
she called to the driver through the
shutters, and the man whipped up his
pair.

It was more than scandalous to be
driven through Delhi streets in a shut-
tered carriage with a native lady, and
even the German’s presence scarcely
medified the sensation; the German
did not appreciate the rarity of his
privilege, for he was too busy staring
through the shutters at a world w‘h‘ich
tried its best to hide excitement; but
Ranjoor Singh was aware all the time
of Yasmini’s mischievous eyes and of
mirth that held her all but speech-
less.

“Are you satisfied?” she asked the °

German, after a long silence.

“Of what?” asked the German.

“That Ranjoor Singh sahib can do
what he has promised.”

The German laughed. -

“I have an excuse for doing what 1
promised,” he said, “if that is what
you mean.”

“That  regiment,” said Ranjoor
Singh, since he had made up his

mind to lie thoroughly, “will camp a

day’s march out of Delhi. The men.
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will wait to hear from me for a day
or two, but after that they will mutiny
and be done with it; the men are al-
most out of hand with excitement.”

“You mean——"’

The German’s eyebrows rose, and
his light-blue eyes sought- Ranjoor
Singh’s.

“I mean that now is the time to do
your part, that I may continue doing
mine!” he answered.

“What I have to offer would be of
no use without the regiment to use it,”
said the German. “Let the regiment
mutiny, and I will lead you and it at
once to what I spoke of.”

“No,” said Ranjoor Singh.

‘““What then?”

“It does mot suit my plan, or my
convenience, that there should be any
outbreak until I myself have know-
ledge of all my resources. ‘When
everything is in my hand, I will strike
hard and fast in my own good time.”

“You seem to forget,” said the Ger-
man, “that the material aid I offer is
from Germany, and that therefore
Germany has a right to state the
terms. Of course, I know there are
the cobras, but I am not afraid of
them. Our stipulation is that there

shall be at least a show of _fight before

aid is given, If the cobras deal with
me, and my secret dies with me, there
will be one German less and that is
all. That regiment I have seen looks
ripe for mutiny.”

Ranjoor Singh drew breath slowly
through set teeth.

“Let it mutiny,” said the German,
“and I am ready with such materiai

. assistance as will place Delhi at its

mercy. Delhi is the key to India!”
. “It shall mutiny to-night!* said Ran-

i joor Singh abruptly.

THE German stared hard at him,
though not so hard as Yasmini;
the chief difference was that mobody
could have told she was staring,
whereas the German gaped.
' “It shall mutiny to-night, and you
shall be there! - You shall lead us
then to this material aid you promise,
and after that, if it all turns out to be
a lie, as I suspect, we will talk about
cobras.”

For a minute, two minutes, three
minutes, while the rubber tires bump-
ed along the road toward Yasmini’s,
the German sat in silence, looking
straight in front of him.

“Order horses for him and me!”
commanded Ranjoor Singh; and
Yasmini bowed obedience.

“When will you start?” the German
asked.

“Now! In twenty minutes! We
will follow the regiment and reach
camp soon after it.”

“I must speak first with - my col-
leagues,” said the German.

“No!” growled the Sikh.

“My secret information is that sev-
eral regiments are ordered oversea.
Some of them will consent to go, my
friend. We will do well to wait untii
as many regiments as possible are on
the water, and tben strike hard with
the aid of such as have refused to go.”

The carriage drew up at Yasmini’s
front door, and a man jumped off the
box seat to open the carriage.

“Say the rest-inside!” she ordered. -

“Go into the house! Quickly!”
So - the German stepped out first,

‘be blasted everlastinglee!
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M UN D Y moving toward the door much ton

spryly for the type of street mer-
chant he was supposed to be.

“Do you mean that?” whispered Vas
mini, as she pushed past Ranjoor
Singh. “Do you mean to ride away
with him and stage a mutiny? How
can you?”

“She-buffalo!” he answered, with the
first low laugh she had heard from
him since the game began.

She ran into the house and all the
way up the two steep flights of stairs,
laughing like a dozen peals of fairy
bells.

At the head of the stairs she began
to sing, for she looked back and saw
babu Sita Ram waddling wheezily up-
stairs after Ranjoor Singh and the
German.

“The gods surely
she told her maids. “Catch me that
babu and bottle him! Drive him into
a room where I can speak with hiia
alone!”

“Oh, my God, my God!” wailed the
babu at the stair-head from amid a
maze of women who hustled and shov-
ed him all one way, and that the way
he did not want to go. “I must speak
with that German gentleman who was
giving lecture here—must positivelee
give him warning, or all his hopes will
No—that
is room where are cobras—I will not:
go there!”

In three native languages one after
the other, he pleaded and wailed to no
good end; the women were too many
for him. He was shoved into a small
room as a fat beast is driven into a
slaughter-stall, and a door was slam-
med shut on him. He screamed at an
urexpected voice from behind a cur
tain, and a moment later burst into a
sweat from reaction at the sight of
Yasmini.

" “Listen, babuji,” she purred to him.

“Who was that man asking for me?”
demanded the German.

“How should I know?” snorted Ran-
joor Singh. “Are we to turn aside for
every fat babu that asks to speak to
us? J have sent for horses.”

“l will speak with that man!” said
the German.

love Yasmini!”

E began to walk up and down the

length of the long room, pushing
aside the cushions irritably, and at
one end knocking over a great bowl of
flowers.- Ranjoor Singh stood watch-
ing him, stroking a black beard re-
flectively; he was perfectly sure that
Yasmini would make the next move,
and was willing to wait for it.

‘“The horses should be here in a few
minutes,” he said hopefully, after a
while, for he heard a door open.

Then babu Sita Ram burst in, half
running, and holding his great stom-
ach as he always did when in a hurry.

“Oh, my God!” he wailed. “Quick!
‘Where is German gentleman? Ana
not knowing German, how shall |
make meaning clear? German should
be reckoned among dead languages
and- Ah! My God, sir, you astonish
me! Resemblance to Mohammedan of
no particular standing in community
iz first class! How shall I—*

“Say it in English!” said the Ger-
man, blocking his way.

“My God, sahib, it is bad news!
How shall T avoid customaree stigma
attaching to bearer of ill tidings?”

“Speak!” gaid the German. “1
won’t hurt you!”

(Continued 6n page 24.)




