
THE WINDS OP THE WORLD

leader a man to be forgiven spurs a half-mch longer than the regulation. As a sol-
dier, however, he was careful of himself
when occasion offered.

Sikh-soldier-wise, he preferred Bagh to
all other horses in the world, because it had
needed persuasion, much stroking of a black
beard-to hide anxiety-and many a secret
night-nde-to sweat the brute's savageir-
before the colonel-sahib could be made to
see his virtues as a charger and accept him
into the regiment. Sikh-wise, he loved all
things that expressed in any way his own
unconquerable fire. Most of all, however,
he loved the squadron ; there was no woman
nor anything between him and D Squadron

;'

but Bagh came next.

Spurs were not needed when the general
ceased speaking, and the British colonel of
Outoam's Own shouted an order. Bagh
brute energy beneath hand-polished hairand plastered dirt, sprang like a loosed Hell-
tantrum, and his rider's lips drew tight over
clenched teeth as he mastered self, agony
and horse in one man's effort. Fight how
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