
THE WINDS OF THE WORLD

Fifteen minutes after he had left hia
quarters, no longer in khaki uniform, but
dressed as a Sikh gentleman, the whole
squadron knew the color of his undershirt,
also that he had hired a tikha-gharri, and
that his only weapon was the ornamental
dagger that a true Sikh wears twisted in his
hair. One after one, five other men reported
him nearly all the way through Delhi
through the Chandni Chowk—where the last
man but one nearly lost him in the evening
crowd—to the narrow place where, with a
bend in the street to either hand, ia
Yasmini's.

The last man watched him through Yas-
mini's outer door and up the lower stairs
before hurrying back to the squadron. And
a little later on, being almost as inquisitive
as they were careful for their major, the
squadron delegated other men, in mufti to
watch for him at the foot of Yasmini's
stairs, or as near to the foot as might be, and
see him safely home again if they had to
fight all Asia on the way.

These men had some money with them
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