
THE WIKDS OF THE WOBLD

service that could keep him from inspecting
every horse in the squadron b«.fore he ate
or drank, or as much as washov himself

But, although the day had been a hard
one and the strain on the horses more than
ordinary, his examination now was so per-
functory that the squadron gaped; the
troopers signaled with their eyes as he
passed, little more than glancing at each
horse. Ahnost before his back had vanished
at the stable entrance, wonderment burst
into words.

''For the third time he does thus!"
"See! My beast overreached, and he

passed without detecting it I Does the sun
set the same way still?"

"I have noticed that he does thus each
time after a field-day. What is the connec-
tion! A field-day in the rains-a general
oflBcer talking to us afterward about the
Sat, as if a Sikh does not understand the
Salt better than a British general knows
Bng^^sh-and our risaldar-major neglecting
the horses—is there a connection ?"

"Aye. What is aU this? We worked
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