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Ensure Delicious Pastry
You know how greatly success in baking depends upon
uniformity.

Wartime needs have caused variations in so
many products that there is more reason than ever to insist
on those articles you can still obtain knowing them to be
always the same.

Swift’s
«Silverleaf” Brand

Pure Lard

is as reliably efficient and dependable to-day as ever. It is
the ideal shortening—a scientific combination of choice pork
fats in exactly right proportions for all seasons—perfect for
pastries and fine for frying. = Sold in tin pails of convenient
sizes. Always wholesome and fresh—economical to use.

ORDER A PAIL FROM YOUR GROCER OR BUTCHER
Swift Canadian Cé.

Limited
Toronto Winnipeg Edmonton
(Canada Food Board License Nos. 13-170, 13-171, 13-172)
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NDER inflation ruing more tubes and tires than any-

thing else. Keep air pressure up to exact point re-
commended by the tire-maker and youwll get the maximum
mileage. The Kick-Tire method is useless—use the pres-
sure gauge constantly—it only takes a few moments.
Simply press bottom of gauge on Tire valve and exact
pressure is immed#ately registered.
A. SCHRADER’S SON INC,
334 KING STREET EAST, . . -
London, Eng. New York

TORONTO

Chicago
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“Sahib, in pursuit unavailingly of
ckhance emolument in neighborhood of
Chandni Chowk just recentl 7

“How recently?” the German asked.

“Oh, my God! So recently that
there are yet erections of -cuticle
all down my back! Sahib, not more
than twenty minutes have elapsed, and
I saw this with my own eyes!”

“Saw what—where?”

“Where? "Have I not said where?
My God, I am so upset as to be losing
sense of all proportion! Where? At
German place of business—Sigelman
and Meyer—in small street leading out
of Chandni Chowk. In “search of
chance emolument, ‘and finding none
yet—finding none yet, sahib—sahib, I
am poor man, having wife and familee
dependent and also many other dis-
abilities, including wife’s relatives.”

The German gave him some paper
money . impatiently, The babu  un-
folded it, eyed the denomination with
a spasm of relief, folded it again, and
appeared to stow it into his capacious
stomach.

“Sahib, while I was watching, police
came up at double-quick march and
arrested everybodee, including all Ger-
mans in building. There was much
annoyance manifested when search
c¢id not reveal presence of one other
sahib. So I ran to give warning, be-
ing veree poor man and without sal-
aried employment.”

“What happened to the Germans?”

“Jail, sahib! All have gone to jail!
By this time they are all excommuni-
cation, supplied with food and water
by authorities. Having once been jail
official myself, I can testif; o

“What happened to the office?”

“Locked up, sahib! Big red seal—
much sealing wax, and stamp of police
department, with notice regarding pen:
alty for breaking same, and also police
sentry at door!”

HE German began to pace the
room again with truly martial
strides.

“Listen!” he said, coming to a stand
in front of Ranjoor Singh. “I have
changed my mind.”

“The horses are ready,” answered
Ranjoor Singh.

“The German Government has been
to huge expense to provide aid of the
right kind, to be ready at the righ®
minute. My sole business is to see

that the utmost use is made of it.”

“That also is my sole business!”
vowed Ranjoor Singh. :

“You have heard that the police are
after me?”

Ranjoor Singh nodded.

“Can you get away from here un-
seen—unknown to the police?”

Ranjoor Singh nodded again, for he
was very sure of Yasmini’s resource.

Again the German began to pace the
room, now with his hands behind him,
now with folded arms.

Men began to come in, one at a
time. They would whisper to Ranjoor
Singh, and hurry out again. Some of
them would whisper to Yasmini over
in the window, and she would give
them mock messages to carry, very
seriously. Babu Sita Ram was stirred
out of a meditative coma and sent
hurrying away, to come back after a

little while and wring his hands. He
ran over to Yasmini.
“1t iz awful!” he wailed. “Soon

there will be no troons left with which
to quell Mohammedan uprising. All
loyal troops are leaving, and none but
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disloyal men are left behind. The
government is mad, and I am veree
much afraid!”

Yasmini quieted him, and Ranjoor
Singh, pretending to be busy with
other messengers, noted the effect of
the babu’s ‘wail on the German. He
judged the “change of mind” had gone
far enough.

“We should lose time by following
my regiment,” he said at last. ‘“There
‘are now five more, regiments ready to
mutiny, and they will come to me to
wherever 1 send for them.”

The German’s blue eyes gazed into
the Sikh’s brown eyes very shrewdly
and very long. His hand sought the
neighborhood of his hip, and dwelt
there a moment longer than the Sikh
thought necessary.

“I have decided we must hurry,” he
said. “I will show you what I have to
show. I will not be taking chances.
You must bring a messenger, and he
must go for your mutineers while you
stay there with me. When we are
there, you will be in my power until
the regiments come; and when they
come I will surrender to you. Do you
agree?” :

“Yes,” said Ranjoor Singh.

“Then choose your messenger.
Choose a man who will not try to play
tricks—a man who will not warn the
authorities, because if there is any
slip, any trickery, I will undo in one
second all that has been done!”

So Ranjoor Singh conferred with
Yasmini over the two great bowls of
flowers that always stand in her big
window; and she suppressed a squeal
of excitement while she watched the
German resume his pacing up and
down.

“Take Sita Ram!” she advised.

Ranjoor Singh scowled at the babu.

“That fat bellyful of fear!” he
erowled. “I would rather take a pig!”

“All the same, take Sita Ram!” she
advised. '

So the babu was roused again out
of a comfortable snooze, and Yasmini
whispered to him something that
frightened him so much that he trem-
bled like a man with palsy.

«I am married man with children!”
he expostulated.

«] will be kind to your widow!”
purred Yasmini.

“I will not go!” vowed the babu.

“put him in the cobra room!” she
commanded; and some maids came
closer to obey.

“I will go!” said Sita Ram. “Buf,
oh, my God, a man should receive pe-
cuniary recompense far’ greater than
lecgendary ransom! I shall not come
back alive! I know I shall not come
back alive!”

“Who cares, babuji?”
mini. »

«prue!” said Sita Ram.  “This is
land of devil-take-hindmost, and with
my big stomach I am often last. I am
veree full of fear!”

“We shall need food,” interposed th®
Cerman. “Water will be there, but we
had better have sufficient food with us

for two nights.”

ASMINI gave a‘ sharp order, and
Y geveral of her maids ran out of
the room. Ten minutes later they reé
turned with three baskets, and gave
one each to the German, to Ranjoor

asked Yas-

Singh, and to Sita Ram. Sita Ram
opened his and peered in. The G:‘('l
a

man opened his, looked pleased,
closed the lid again. Ranjoor Singh
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