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he would, heel, tooth and eye all flashing,
Bagh was forced to hold his rightful place
in front of the squadron, precisely the
right distance behind the last supernumer-
ary of the squadron next in front.

Line after rippling line, all Sikhs of the
true Sikh baptism except for the eight of
their officers who were European, Outram's
Own swept down a living avenue of British
troops; and neither gunners nor infantry
could see one flaw in them, although picking
flaws in native regiments is almost part of
the British army officer's religion.

To the blare of military music, through
a bog of their own mixing, the Sikhs trotted
for a mile, then drew into a walk, to bring
the horses into barracks cool enough for
watering.

They reached stables as the sun dipped
under the near-by acacia trees, and while
the black-bearded troopers scraped and
rubbed the mud from weary horses, Banjoor
Singh went through a task whose form at
least was part of his very life. He could
imagine nothing less than death or active
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