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the quality of unfailing accuracy.
The Waltham Ladies’ Convertible Bracelet
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to be worn in several different ways, as the
caprices of Dame Fashion may dictate.
Waltham quality in every detail assures endur-
ing satisfaction.
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THE WINDS of the WORLD

(Continued from page 21.)

So, since the regiment was keyed
to watchfulness, it took about five
minutes more before it was known
that Ranjoor Singh was not in bar-
racks. The servant returned to re-
port that he had been seen driving to-
ward the bazaar in a tikka-gharri.

Then entered Warrington, the ad-
jutant, and the servant was dismissed
at once.

“Bad business,” said Warrington,
looking shoroughly cheerful.

‘“What now?”

“One of Squadron D’s men murdered
in the bazaar this afternoon. Body’s
in the morgue in charge of the police.
’Nother man who was with him ap-
parently missing. No explanation,
and the p’lice say there aren’t any
clues.”

He twisted at a little black mus-
tache and began to hum.

“Know where Ranjoor Singh is by
any chance?” asked Kirby.

“Give me three guesses—no, two.
One—he’s raising hell with all the po-
lice in Delhi. Two—he’s at the scene
of the murder, doing detective work
on his own, I heard he’'d driven away
—and, anyhow, it’s his squadron.
Man’s probably his second cousin,
twenty or thirty times removed.”

“Send somebody to find him!” or-
dered Kirby.

“Say you want to have a word with
him?”

IRBY nodded, and Warrington

swaggered out, humming to him-
self exactly as he hoped to be hum-
ming when his last grim cal should
come, the incarnation of efficiency,
awake and very glad. A certain num-
ber of seconds after he had gone two
mounted troopers clattered out to-
ward the bazaar. Ten minutes later
Warrington returned.

“D Squadron’s squattin’ on its hun-
kers in rings an’ lookin’ gloomy,” he
said, as if he were announcing some
good news that had a touch of humor
in it. “By the look of ’em you’d say
they’d been -passed over for active
service and were meditatin’ matri-
mony.”

“By gad, Warrington! You don’t
know how near that guess is to the
truth!”

Kirby’s lips were smiling, but his
voice was hard. Warrington glanced
quickly at him once and then looked
serious.

“You mean—"

“Yes,” said Kirby.

“Has it broken yet?”

“No.”

“Ig it goin’ to break?”

“Iooks like it. Looks to me as if
it'’s all been prearranged. Our crowd
are sparring for time, and the Prus-
sians are all in a hurry. Looks that
way to me.”

“And you mean—there’s a chance—
even a chance of us—of Outram’s Owa
bein’ out of it? Beg your pardon, sir,
but are you serious?”’

“Yes,” said Kirby, and Warrington’s
jaw fell.

“Any details that are not too con-
fidential for me to know?” asked War-
rington. ;i

“Tell you all about it after I've had
a word with Ranjoor Singh.”

“Hadn’t T better go and help look
for him?”

“Yes, if you like,” said Kirby.

So, within another certain number
oi split seconds, Captain Charlie War-
rington rode, as the French say, belly-
to-the-earth, and the fact that the
monsoon chose that instant to let pour
another Noah’s deluge seemed to make
no difference at all to his ardor or the
race to which he spurred his horse.

An angry police officer grumbled
that night at the club about the ar-
rogance of all cavalrymen, but of one
Warrington in particular.

“Wanted to know, by the Big Blue
Bull of Basham, whether I knew when
a case was serious or not! Yes, he
did! Seemed to think the murder of
one sowar was the only criminal case
in all Delhi, and had the nerve to in-
vite me to set every constable in what
he termed my parish on the one job-.
What did I say? Told him to call to-
morrow, of course—said I'd see. Gad!
You should have heard him swear
then—thought his eyes ’ud burn holes
in my tunic. Went careering out of
the office as if war had been declared.

“Talking of war,” said somebody,
nursing a long drink under the swing-
ing punkah, “do you suppose—"

So the manners of India’s pet cav
airy were forgotten at once in the vor
tex of the only topic that had interest
for any one in clubdom, and it was
not noticed whether Warrington oF
his colonel, or any other officer of
native cavalry looked in at the club
that night.

* * * * *
Warrington rode into the rain at
the same speed at which he had gal
loped to the police station, overhauled
one of the mounted troopers whom he
himself had sent in search of Raf*
joor Singh, rated him soundly in Pul”
jabi for loafing on the way, and gal-
loped on with the troop-horse 1abor
ing in his wake. He reined in abreast
of the second trooper, who had halted
by a cross-street and was trying to
appear to enjoy the deluge.

“Any word?” asked Warrington.

“I spoke with two who said he €%
tered by that door—that small doo’
down the passage, sahib, where theré
is no light. It is a teak door, polted
and with no keyhole on the outside.”

“Good for you,” said WarringtoD
glancing quickly up and down the wet
street, where the lamps gleamed aer
ceptively in pools of running wate™
There seemed mnobody in sight; put
that is a bold guess in Delhi, where
the shadows all have eyes.

E gave a quiet order, and troop€®
number one passed his reins
numbe: two.

“Go and try that door. Kick it vill
if you can—but be quick, and try no
% be noisy!” . i

The trooper swung out of th
dle and obeyed, while Warrington ar
the  other man faced back to ba:c !
watching each way against Sufpﬂsps
In India, as in lands less “civilized' :
the cavalry are mot allowed to usuﬂ:
the functions of police, and the oﬁicen
or man who tries it does so at his ow?
risk. There came a sound of s“dder
thundering on teak that ceased afte
two minuter. 10

«Phe door is stout. There 18
answer from within,” said the trooped: .

“Then wait here on foot,” commar
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