
The Winds of the World

CHAPTER I

A WATEBT July sun was hurrying to-
i^ward a Punjab sky-line, as if weary of
squandering his strength on men who did not
mind, and resentful of the unexplainable—
a rainy-weather field-day. The cold steel
and khaki of native Indian cavalry at at-
tention gleamed motionless between British
infantry and two batteries of horse artil-
lery. The only noticeable sound was the
voice of a general officer, that rose and fell
explaining and asserting pride in his com-
mand, but saying nothing as to the why of
exercises in the mud. Nor did he mention
why the censorship was in full force. He
did not say a word of Germany, or Belgium.

In front of the third squadron from the
right, Risaldar-Major Ranjoor Singh aat his
charger like a big bronze statue. He would
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