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CHITRAL:
THE STORY OF A MINOR SIEGE

CHAPTER I
THE COUNTRY AND THE PEOPLE

THE dominant note of Chitrdl is bigness combined
with desolation ; vast silent mountains cloaked in
eternal snow, wild glacier-born torrents, cruel precipices,
and pastureless hillsides where the ibex and the markhor
find a precarious subsistence. It takes time for the mind
to recover from the depression which the stillness and
melancholy of the giant landscape at first compel. All
colour is purged away by the sun-glare; and no birds
sing. Life is represented by great eagles and vultures,
circling slowly or poised aloft, and by the straight business-
like flight of the hawk. The dull ceaseless roar of the
distant river changes, whenever you listen fixedly, to a
sound as of supernatural voices shrieking in_agony, but
too remote for human sympathy. ,
Enclosed in such a mighty frame the space for human
life and action seems almost microscopic, so small is the
spot it occupies, so completely is it Post in its surround-
ings. It consists of tiny fan-shaped oases of cultivation
on soil deposited by mountain streams, just before they
noisily hurl themselves into a main river. These torrents
are the tutelary deities as well as the creators of the
village holdings, for they provide life and nourishment,
through little canals, to the fields, which would otherwise
A‘



2 CHITRAL

vanish imder the rainless sky. Such fertile patches, com-
pletely dwarfed by the limitless expanse of rock, glacier,
and crumbling hillside, are beautiful to the eye of the
traveller wearied with the monotonous grey tones of the
vast slopes of shale or shingle where his hazardous path
has long undulated, or curved, when it was not climbing
or descending bluff, spur, or cliff by toilsome zig-zags. To
anyone thus tired, both in body and in mind, there is no
pleasanter sight than the homely fields, divided by walls or
low banks, the pretty orchards carpeted with soft grass,
the gregarious cabins, or the occasional isolated fort,
which resembles nothing so much as an overturned foot-
stool with its legs in the air. After the fierce light and
dust of the hillside there is something restful in the
friendly -willows, the hollowed-out plane trees, which
offer the wayfarer shelter not only in their shadow but
in their very substance, and the precise soldier-like
poplars which stand about in stiff rows or singly as if
on sentry-go. Such is this huge, crumpled-up, mightily-
furrowed country in the hot summer weather.

Spring, in the villages, bursts forth like magic:
one week is cold, the earth frozen; the next finds the
almond trees decked with gay blossoms, the willows in
strings of green beads, the orchards scattering wide
their superfluous glories. Autumn is perfect—still more
beautiful—for the variegated leaves are lavish of their
splendours, and the planes stand out as if stamped in
copper., Winter is*frigid and harsh, but dry and nearly
windless, so sheltered are the great deep valleys with
their hanging masses of snow ready, at any moment,
to topple over and roll down irresistibly in thunder and
smoke. But there are compensations for the prevailing
dreariness; red rhubarb leaves, dried for fodder, look
pretty stacked in the branches of some convenient tree;
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and with ice, frozen cataracts, fantastic snow - wreaths,
and snow-laden branches, beaut:ful obJects meet one
everywhere, : ‘

The total area of this interesting region is small.
Fashioned from the ridges and,spurs, which run down-
wards from the Hindu-Kush, it lies between Kéfiristin
and the Amir of Kdbul’s other territories on the one hand,
and the Gilgit frontier district, Hunza and Punidl, on the -
other. It is limited, and bounded on the south by the
high range which forms part of the northern watershed of
the Indus. Mountain-locked and mountain-divided, its
total area is a little more than that of Wales, and its
population certainly does not exceed 100000. Level
ground is rare, and where it exists the soil is often
swampy, or crusted with saltpetre. A great mass of
mountains, traversed by three important passes, runs from
the Hindu-Kush to the southern boundary range, and
divides the little state into two portions. It was the
southernmost of these threg passes which was the
grand obstacle to the march of the Gilgit column to the
relief of Chitrél, :

The difficulties of travel in this mountain land are
great. All baggage and stores must be carried on the
backs of coolies or ponies. Food is so scarce that a fat
man has never yet been seen in the country; even the
upper classes look underfed, and the most effective of
bribes is a full meal. The hill tracks, which form the
main lines of communication, are seldom easy; they are
often difficult, sometimes dangerous, Being narrow, and
frequently high above the river, whither the ground drops
away in a steep or precipitous fall, good nerves are
necessary to ride along them in comfort. The bridges are
untrustworthy ; they are usually constructed on a rough
cantilever principle. One or two are strong, and have
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lasted for years, but most are ephemeral as the winter
snow. During the thaw the rising waters, at first far
below, gradually climb upwards, throw their spray in
derision over the puny structure, and finally, tired of
the sport, carry it bodily away. The best of the bridges
are easily destroyed by. fire, so that any old woman
with a pan full of charcoal and a bundle of dry
straw might delay '_for hours, or even days, a column of
British troops at certain crossings. Even when the rivers
are moderately placid and shallow the fords are always
bad, because of the boulders and stones in their bed;
they are frequently devious also, and, consequently, always
require a 'guide. It is dangerous to miss the proper line,
for then one is liable to be carried into deep heavy water,
or to find oneself in a quicksand. Vet it must be said
that long, tiring marches, unsafe bridges, dangerous fords,
shocking roads, and precarious supplies, do not make
travelling in Chitrdl as uncomfortable as might be
_expected. . :

One day, eight years ago, I was riding along one of
those in-and-out, up-and-down rocky paths, which
diversify the long, stiff climbs and the slow, dangerous
descents of the Drdsan division of Chitrdl, Down below,
several hundred feet, fumed the turbulent river; while
beyond it rose, tier upon tier, great mountain ranges, the
highest topped by perennial snow ; there was also a lovely
glacier. Leading our little cavalcade was a confidential
servant of the Prince-Governor of the district mounted
on a big, well-bred bay pony with every leg screwed from
galloping over stony ground. The rider was perched so
high on doubled-up blankets and cloths, to protect him
from the hardness of the wooden demi-piqued saddle,
and so short were the stirrups, that his knees reached
nearly to the animal’'s withers, He chattered brightly
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to a companion on foot, who shuffled along holding" a °
stirrup, when the road was wide enough; but at difficult
places he grasped the tail, either to help himself up some
severe incline or to steady the pony down a sharp de- -
scent. Both men were armed, with curved swords in
black leather scabbards, and carried old Snider carbines
loaded, and, in the case of the runner, at full-cock, Be-
tween the shoulders of each hung a black shining bullock’s-
hide shield, embellished with four metal bosses.
Immediately in front of my horse trotted a happy-
faced individual with flowers stuck all round his rolled-
up brown cap, while his long, sad - coloured robe was
" dragged up through his belt to free his feet, and carefully
pinned back on both sides in order that its gay chintz
lining might not be hidden. From time to time he would
glance back at me with the smile of one who never knew
a sordid care, while now and again he trilled a high-
pitched melodious song. Behind us strung out a dozen
country ponies, some with one, others with two riders
apiece, A few of the horsemen were arrayed in one or
in two silk coats of astounding patterns, reaching to the
soft leather riding-boots; on their wrists they supported
hooded hawks. The remainder wore simpler clothes;
some were even in tatters; but all alike were well
armed and light-hearted ; a pleasanter little party it would
be hard to meet. At one point on the road one of my
companions called out that the pa.thway we had just
crossed was called the road of the double murder. This,
of course, made me ask why it was so oddly named, and I
settled myself in the saddle for the inevitable story, which
ran like this:
“Once upon a time a young man lived with his
mother in the hamlet you see among the sycamore trees
below the spur yonder. He was unmarried, and in answer
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to his mother’s incessant urging—you know women never
leave off chattering — always replied that he did not
want a wife. However, at last he fell in love with a
pretty girl, whom he married and brought home to the
great joy of his mother, But the two women could
never agree. They were always quarrelling, and the -
unfortunate man led a miserable life. He did all he
could to make. them friends, but the hatred they had for
one another grew worse and worse. At last,in a fit of
mad anger, both women actually "left their home, and
ran away together, up that very road we just crossed,
The man followed in dismay, and caught them up near
" a large stone with a flat top which stands just off the
path; so he placed the women upon it and cut their
throats,” ,

“What?” was my shouted inquiry, as I abruptly
reined up the pony.

“He cut both their throats,” nppled on the narrative,
“and- then a strange thing occurred. The two pools of
blood refused to mingle. The women hated one another
so that even their blood could not mix.”

After a slight pause another of the Chitrélis soliloquised,
“Yes, it is a curious thing, but a woman never can agree
with her son’s wife.”

A third added-—“Oh, my brother! that is true; but
in her heart a woman always loves her son-in-law,
although he invariably detests her.”

Then followed more anecdotes pleasantly told, by a
kindly, soft-mannered people, of cruelty and bloodshed.
Such and such a prince tied his eldest son heels and neck
and then cut his throat, so that the family succession
should fall to a younger son. The then Mehtar* did
dreadful deeds, it seemed, while his immediate predecessor,

* Title of the ruler of Chitral,



THE COUNTRY AND ITS PEOPLE 7

“a handsome youth of fine figure and frank countenance,”
indulged in so much passionless slaughter that he earned
the nickname of the “cannibal” Or for a change, tales
of shameless perfidy would be described, or stories of
the sudden end of horse and 'réder from falling through
a bridge, or off a road over and over down to the river,
and sometimes of people, whole companies at a time, being
overwhelmed by avalanches or mangled by falling rocks.
'Most narratives, even fairy tales, had a crimson atmos-
phere.  Sensuality of the grossest kind and murder,
abominable cruelty, treachery or violent death, are never
long absent from the thoughts.of a people than whom
none in the world are more delightful companions, or
of simpler, gentler appearance. So happy seems everyone
—the women are mostly secluded—so lovely are the
little children, so much natural politeness is met with
everywhere, that if it were not for the occasional glimpses
of the famished slaves living on fruit or dying from
starvation when past their first youth, a hurried traveller
might almost imagine himself in a smiling dreamland!

In the evening at the end of a march a stranger is
never allowed to feel dull. There is a band somewhere
near, for certain; with dancing boys to twirl, attitudinise,
shuffle, or prance to its music; or a sitar-player will sing
of love, begging someone or other “speak low for %er
heart is so tender,” and declaring that his beloved one is
so ideal and rare that she cannot bear the weight of even
one diamond! The singer himself®is possibly a refugee
prince from Badakhshdn or elsewhere who has fallen on
evil days, and this adds to the general Arabian Nights
character of the entertainment.

Sometimes a play will be acted, the theatre being soft
orchard grass, with the boughs overhead glowing from the
bright camp fire, which not only supplies illumination,
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but enhances the surrounding gloom sufficiently for the .
purposes of dressing-room seclusion. A favourite plot is
the adventures of a prince and his party beset by Kifirs
when on the march, The scene opens by the Chitrali
travellers swaggering ga}fantly into the firelight with
drawn swords. They prepare for the night by taking
off their accoutrements and loosening their garments. A
servant, with a small load still on his back, sits down by
the fire and goes through the motions of cooking. Broad
comedy is shown by the energy with which this attendant
is kicked by his master to make him hurry, That always
tickles the audience, and the greater the laughter the more
. the poor actor suffers, until his tremblings, at first feigned,
end by being natural enough. Suddenly a band of Kdfirs,
armed with tiny bows and arrows, leap info the circle,
They are black and nearly naked, not because Kifirs are
darker than the average Chitrdli, but because they are
“devils” and cannot be made too ugly. The Chitralis
bolt and the Kiéfirs express their joy by grotesque danc-
ings ; but their triumph is short-lived, for the brave prince
has only been dissembling, and speedily returns with an
enormous sword, to put the Kdfirs to death. Then it
begins all over again, and repeats itself until the most
distinguished stranger present declares he has had enough.,
Afterwards the actors who played as Kifirs have an
interview with the priest to make sure no stain is left
upon their characters because of the part they have
sustained. The Lutkho men have a greatly -improved.
ballet daction (of course, for male performers only) in
-which there is the same idea of a Kifir attack. They,
too, have to receive ecclesiastical pardon at the end of
the piece. ‘

Sometimes instead of a play two boys sit down by the
fire to sing, beginning with one high-pitched, long-sustained
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note, and then continuing with the shakes and quavers so
admired in the East. After a moment or so, a musician
with a kind of flageolet generally creeps up behind and tries
to accompany them, but never seems to succeed. He keeps
changing the key and lagging hehmd However, neither
the vocalists nor the audience pay him - the slightest
attention. The two boys press together and comport
themselves like shy little maidens, whom they frequently
‘resemble also in bemg pretty and femmme-lookmg

Perhaps the pleasantest evenings of all are passed in
listening to stories of fairies and of prodigies. A sym-
pathetic attitude and an interested manner are frequently
rewarded by tales of fairies, with their feet turned back-
wards, carried along on the wind, of hag-ridden horses,
or of the terrible mischief worked by supernatural agency
in those barns where tribute grain is concealed from the
Mehtar. The speaker is usually telling of events which
have come under his own observation or that]of some
of his friends and relations. This gives a note of sincerity
to the narrative. As in India your native groom actually
sees the frightful ghost spring from a tree, and afterwards
tells you the story, with starting eyeballs and a damp
brow, so the Chitrdli, in equally good faith, relates his
fables, usually with this preamble:—“Was or was not !
Has been or has not been! Do I tell you a lie? The
dark lies to the light, the day lies to the darkness! It
may have been or it may not have been. Either way,
it is past. A man was in a cave, a mischievous man
with a big head. The Mehtar was seated on a high place ;
the Waz(r sat in a corner.”

And so the pleasant days and evenings pass.

There are few more treacherous people in the world
than Chitrdlis, and they have a wonderful capacity for
cold-blooded cruelty, yet none are kinder to little children
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or have stronger affection for blood and foster relations
when cupidity or jealousy do not intervene. All have
pleasant and ingratiating manners, an engaging light-
~ heartedness, free from all trace of boisterous behaviour,
a great fondness for musi‘é, dancing and singing, a passion
for simple-minded ostentation, and an instinctive yearning
for softness and luxury, which is the mainspring of their
intense cupidity and avarice. No race is more untruthful
or has a greater power of keeping a collective secret.
Their vanity is easily injured, they are revengeful and
venal, but they are charmingly picturesque and admirable
companions. Perhaps the most convenient trait they
possess, as far as we are concerned, is a complete
absence of religious fanaticism.



CHAPTER II
GILGIT IN 9%

N January 1st, 1895 shortly after my arrival in.

" Gilgit, to succeed Colonel Bruce* who had been
acting as British Agent in my place for the greater part
of a year--there was seemingly a prospect of continued
peace all along the Kashmir frontier. In proof of this,
superficially at least, many of the neighbouring chiefs and
notables had come into Gilgit with large followings, to
play polo, watch pony-races, and join in the general
festivities of our Christmas *week.”

The Gilgit district has a strange and enduring charm.
Once visited, the desire to return is almost inevitable.
In spite of isolation; of the difficulty of getting other.
than the plainest necessaries ; of the inconvenience of four
uncomfortably hot summer months, when the valley
smells of dirty water, and the rice-swamps breed myriads’
of stinging insects; in spite, also, of lofty passes,
only certainly open from June to September, Gilgit
has a fascination for all who have once lived there

Isolation leads to enduring friendships and generous
~ sympathies; plain food, if not invariably associated with
high - thinking, certainly induces sir.nplicity of thought
and clearness of mind, Summer heats can be avoided
by a little climbing, while the acrid bites of mosquito
or sandfly can be escaped at the same time. Then
the scenery is lovely and changeable as the face of
a child; Eternal snows dazzle in the sunlight, or

* Colonel A. Me C, Bruce.
1%
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stand forth in virginal purity against the blue of a
kindly night. The beauty .of this upland country com-
pels -admiration at all times and seasons—the budding
glories of “spring, . the riotous colouring of autumn, or
even the tamer displays at the earth’s drowsy time in
midsummer or winter. Severe cold is practically un-
known ‘in the Gilgit valley itself, for, although it is
5000 feet above the sea-level, still, lying east and west,
. its temperature is mild, '

~ The headquarters of this out-of-the-way borderland
consist of a fort, picturesque, but useless, which co_ntams
within its walls an arsenal and barracks for the troops of
‘the Maharajah of Kashmir.: It is planted down on the
high river-bank. On other sides it is environed by fields
and orchards,'dotted here and there with small drab-
coloured hovels, groups of which, in different places, are
dignified - with the name of hamlet or village. At the
‘southern edge of this expanse of cultivated ground, in-
tervenmg between it and the barren-looking, stony slopes,
~ which rise some thousands of feet, to form the southern
boundary of the narrow valley, stands a gabled house,
the official home of the British Agent, snugly nestled
amidst fruit trees and willows, which, even at the end
of November, are sparsely decorated with the tatters of
their- autumn foliage. Less than a hundred yards to
the :rear of this pretty dwelling, and a little hxgher up
“the slope, are a range of - double rooms, serving in-
differently as’ offices, or as lodgings for bachelors. Three
.miles to the east, on a bleak and high stony fan, long
rough buxldmgs can.be 1nd15tmctly seen. These used to
be occupied by the soldiers of the British Agent’s escort
of Sikhs, - Close by, in similar barracks, altered for the
purpose, were the quarters of the military officers, arranged
round 4 central building, which served as a mess-house.
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The European inhabitants of Gilgit, in 1895, were
-officials, w1thout exception, and there was but one lady
resident.

In those days Gilgit, for practical purposes, was, in
-winter, cut. off from the rest of the world, The only
convenient road to India, that through Kashmir, led over
two  passes, 14,000 and 11,300 feet high respectively,
which were so deeply blocked with snow, that we some-
times received no mail-bags for thirty or forty days at
a stretch. A track, indeed, did run up the Indus valley,
whereby strong: men on foot might ‘reach Srinagar,
after a tramp of 400 miles; but down the Indus valley,
and between Peshawer and Chitrdl (220 miles to the
west) the country was inhabited by cut-throat tribes,
filled with a fanatical distrust of Europeans.” North-
ward there was no outlet. There, lofty, snow-covered
passes led on to those desolate rolling plateaux, more
than 12,000 feet high, known as the Pamirs —“the roof
of the world.” A telegraph line, which was supposed to
connect us with civilisation, was the winter plaything
of avalanches and snow-slides, Its fractured or buried
portions were valiantly hunted out by young men of the
Indian Telegraph Service, who were constantly on the
move all that winter, risking their lives, and suffering
endless hardships in a hopeless endeavour to keep the
wire intact for more than three consecutive days.

On the table before me as I write, there is a photo-
graphic group, taken by Lieut. F, J. Mbberly,* the defender
of Mastuj, who, consequently, does not appear in it
himself, "It is a picture of one of our Christmas gather-
ings. Eight officers are portrayed. Not many weeks
later, two of them, Baird and General B4j Singh, were
killed, and two, Campbell and myself, severely wounded.

* Mr Moberly, D.S.0., of the 37th Bengal Infantry.
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One, Edwardes, was a prisoner in the hands of fanatical
Pathdns, expecting death at any moment. Another,
Whitchurch, by an act of beautiful unselfishness and
scorn of death, had earned the Victoria Cross; and yet
one more, Stewart, by his courage and invincible persist-
ence, had gained the applause, as he had always possessed
the affection, of his comrades.



CHAPTER I
FRONTIER POLITICS

IN spite of the seeming peacefulness of the political
outlook, there were, however, not wanting one or two
.specks on the horizon to give cause for anxiety to the civil
authorities—myself and my assistants. At Chitrdl every-
thing was thought to be satisfactory, until Lieutenant
B. E. M. Gurdon* went there in December 1894, when he
. at once discovered the existence of a strong anti-English
party. As Gurdon, though young, was remarkable for
temperate and thoughtful judgments, his report on this
point was disquieting. Bazaar rumours from Peshawer also
continued to insist on the certainty of a frontier war as one
of the results of a certain Boundary Delimitation Commis-
sion, then at work in the Kundr valley, under the command
of an experienced Indian civilian, Mr Udny, C.S.1. The
Commission was trying to arrange with the Amir's repre-
sentative, the Afghdn Commander-in-Chief, the somewhat
complicated frontier lines agreed to, at Kdébul in 1893,
by Sir Mortimer Durand on behalf of the Government of
India, and H.H. Abdur Réhmé.n, the astute Amir of the
Afghdn nation. ‘
To the superficial observer nothing could seem more
statesmanlike than to lay down distinct boundaries demar-
cating respectively the: spheres of influence of the Amir
of Afghanistdin and of the Government of India, and
s0 to prevent all fear of collision:between those two

* An officer of the Political Department of the Government of India serving
under me at Gilgit. ’ .

15
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powers. A weak point, however, in the plan was the
practical ignoring of all the intervening. tribes, who, as
they owed allegiance neither to the Afghdn chief nor
to the Government of India, not unnaturally objected
to what they imagined was the ‘parcelling out of their
country without their consent. But a still greater danger
was the opportunity it gave for a singularly acute Oriental
diplomatist to play upon the bigoted sentiment of ignorant
and easily-prejudiced tribesmen, and to misrepresent the
honest intentions of the Government of India. Such a
man could easily persuade those freedom-loving moun-
taineers that the real object of the ever-advancing mili-
tary empire of India was to annex, sooner or later, all
the country up t(')’ thé boundary lines fixed by the joint
commissions, Insinuations and suggestions of this kind
would not be considered . unfair moves in the game of
diplomacy in most countties, eastern or western. The
effect, all along the North-West Frontier of India, has been
that ever since 1893, the tribes have become restless and
distrustful, nervously anxious about every movement on
our part, and always ready to hearken to the ravings of
any rabid priest of Isldm. Much blood and treasure
have already been expended, at different times, on account
of that well-intentioned agreement, which, though made in
the utmost good faith and simplicity on our side, was
from its very nature foredoomed to failure, temporarily,
at anyrate.

Vet another discordant element in the political atmos-
phere was Umra Khdn, the restless and ambitious ruler
of Jandol and Dir, a spoilt child. of our general border

policy. : .
The love of buffer-states is deeply rooted in the
heart of British Foreign Offices, London or Indian; but

Indian Frontier Authorities have an inveterate tendency
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to improve on that cherished system, by erecting subor-
dinate buffer-states against the larger varieties. One of
these secondary buffer-states was that governed by Umra
Khidn. It was, no doubt, desfghed to counterpoise in
some degree the growing influence of the Amir of
Kébul. There is, of course, an obvious objection to such
measures, in the impression they may possibly convey
to our Oriental allies, that we are practising duplicity,
and, thereféré, cannot be trusted. They know little of
“balance of power,” or similar principles of political action,
and when they find us proclaiming our friendship for the
Amfr, for instance, at the same time that we seem to be
less openly inciting a minor chief to rival him, there is
some fear that we may come to be looked upon as
uncandid, : ,
- Umra Khdn was at first encouraged, and then gradu-
ally dropped, as his heart began to swell, inconveniently,
with a sense of his importance. Finally, he became
estranged, because he conceived that his Pathdn honour
was wounded by a decision of the Durand mission, already
referred to, that the little Khdnate of Asmdr, formerly
seized by him, and whence he had been driven by the
Afghén ruler, was to remain with the latter, although it
had always been held that the Amfr of Kébul must
never be permitted by the Government of India to hold
territory on the left bank of the Kundr river, Umra
Khin was now therefore in a state of extreme irritation,
and refused to collaborate with Udns’s mission; he was
indeed more incensed against the British, by whom he
considered he had been deserted, than against the Amir
of Kdbul, who had quietly secured the debatable land.
The Government of India had already not only saved
Umra Khin from destruction at the hands of Abdul
Rahmdn, but it had helped him greatly in another way,
B -



18 CHITRAL

by discountenancing the persistent attempts of the Mehtars

of Chitr4l to form a tribal league on behalf of the former

ruler of Dir," whom Umra Khdn had driven from his

hereditary chiefship. But Umra Khin is one of that well-

known class who are invariably less placable towards
helpers, who eventually fail them in some wild dream of

ambltlon, than to those who have. always been consistent

enemies. - . :

Thmkmg over these and other probable convergmg
influences, 1. convinced myself that a frontier outbreak
of some kind was inevitable. - There was no conclusive
proof on the. subject, still, it was in the air. Events
_proved ‘me right in the . generalisation, but wrong in
particulars, for all my. reflections had led me to believe
that the danger. would first fall on Udny’s party in the
Kunér valley.

Before Gurdon left leglt to take up the work
‘of . assistant British Agent at Mastuj, Udny had tele-
graphed- from Peshawer asking me that a pOllthal
officer might be sent to meet him in the Kunér valley.
* To that I.replied that the thing was impossible, unless
“a written ' permit - and safeguard were first obtained for
the journey through that part of the valley occupied by
" Umra.Khdn. Subsequently, the Government of India
+ also telegraphed to say that it was desirable for a British
officer to be sent to meet Udny, if this could possibly
be arranged. It was at.length decided that Gurdon
should, at any rate, remain at Chitrd], after presenting
his credentials to the Mehtar, and keep in correspondence
with Udny, instead. of returning at once to his headquarters
at Mastuj whete his escort of Sikhs was stationed.

. But, feeling certain that my forebodings of trouble
would be realised, I’ with the senior of my special
military ‘assistants, Captain Colin Campbell of the
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Central India Horse, went to Gupis, in Ydésin, soon after
-my arrival in the district, to inspect that place, and to
say - soéme final - words to . Gurdon before he started.
Amongst other things, I told him that if there was any
outbréak in the Kurdr valley, or, danger to Udny, while
he was at Chitrdl, he must at once summon his escort
‘from Mastuj, and - take certain other steps, partxcularly
in the way ©of quickly sending news of events to
Gilgit. Captain Townshend, the senior British officer
at Gupis, was ordered to repair a very bad piece of ice-
covered road, over a neighbouring ravine, and to be
ready to hurry forward ‘a reinforcement to Mastuj,
at any moment, We then returned to Gilgit, and
Gurdon departed on his fateful journey.

A careful inspection of Gupis, “ind the Kashm(r troops
holding it, had been satisfactory, except in one important
particular, Campbell discovered that the garrison was but
ill-instructed in musketry.” It seemed that during the
year the soldiers had been continuously . employed in

“building the fort, of course,.at the expense of their
military training; and that although Townshend, 'a
diligent officer, had repeatedly applied for targets, he
had never been able to get them. Serious, indeed, as
was this defect, it was obviously irreparable at that
frozen season, Campbell, who had only lately come
up from [ndia, was anxious on the subject, and he
communicated some of - his uneasiness to me; but
Captain Baird,* who filled a post which may be best
described as that of military secretary to the British’
Agent, was more .optimistic. He thought the Kashmir
riflemen were less bad than we believed; and that, though

insufficiently trained, they might stxll give a good account
of themselves, if need arose, .

* Captain J. McD, Baird of the 24th Punjéb Infantry.



CHAPTER IV
OUR DEALINGS WITﬁ CHITRAL

URDON arrived safely at Chitrdl, where he  was
received with effusion by the ruler, Mehtar Nizdm-
ul-Mulk, and at once set to work to discover on
the spot the true state of affairs. About this prince,
Nizdm-ul-Mulk, we shall have much to say later, but it
is enough to remark here, that he was, for adequate
reasons, disliked by his subjects, and merely retained
his regal authority because he was the ally of the
Government of India.

It is necessary, at this point, to relate shortly the
history of our dealings with Chitrdl, and to show how
it happened that, on January 1st, 1895, British troops
were stationed in that country, and British officers were
trying to influence, however ineffectually, the councils of
its chief.

The early history of Chitrdl is interesting to the
student only; to others it is merely a crimson-stained.
record, a monotonous tale of murder and perfidy—the
slaying of brother by brother, of son by father. No
gleams of generosity or magnanimity illuminate the
lurid pages, but naked treachery, wholesale betrayals, and
remorselessness, are only varied by the complicated and
mean intrigues, which cement them into a connected story.
It is but fair to add that public opinion in Chitr4l, and
many other Eastern countries, gives the same mead of
applause to these villainies,, when successful, that the

West awards to high-minded statesmanship. Amongst
20
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Orientals, ends justify deeds even more than with us,
and the cruellest brute is the national hero.

In 1857, a remarkable man climbed to the throne of
Chitrdl, by steps slippery with the blood he had shed.
His name was Améin-ul-Mulk, “the Great Mehtar”
He was a man of sturdy frame, commanding features,
and adroit tongue. Far in the future, he saw clearly
the objects of his ambition, Scarcely less distinctly,
the intervening difficulties, with the paths over or
the burrows beneath them, were before him also.
With this strong mental vision, Nature gave him a
relentless heart, and inexhaustible vitality. She made
him a scourge to a people who deserved no mild
ruler.  When he died in 1892, from being merely a
younger son of the Mehtar of Lower Chitrdl, he had
gained possession of the whole of the hill country,
bordering the south of the Hindu-Kush from the limits
of Gilgit to Kéfiristdn, the Kunér valley as far as
the Asmdr frontier, and he also held real, if somewhat
undefined, iuthority in Ddrel, T4ngir, and Eastern
Kiéfiristin, With nothing approaching to a standing
army, or the resources to support it, he was obliged to
fight most of his battles vicariously, while his turbulent
nobles and relatives were disciplined by secret assassins;
or set to kill one another by false promises of lands or
rulership. Cupidity always smothered their reason, as it
quenched all natural affection, and after thirty years’
experience of Amin-ul-Mulk’s sinister ways, they were
still his easy victims. But the terrible old man knew
well the baser springs of human action—hunger, greed,
lust, and the insatiable vanity of man, however
cunningly it may be hidden—with their innumerable-
developments, '

Three years before Aman-ul-Mulk came to the throne,
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Kashmir had made overtures to the reigning Mehtar of
Chitrdl -for pressing reasons. In those days, all the

mountain-land between Kéfiristdn and Gilgit was divided

between two chiefs, descended from a common ancestor.

The eastern portion, named the Khushwaktia district, was
ruled by a prince, who was a most troublesome neighbour

to Kashmir; the western part, the Katir country, or

Chitrdl proper, was reigned over by Amdin-ul-Mulk’s

father, whose subsequent death is somewhat remarkable

in Chitrdli annals, because it came about naturally. These

two princes looked upon one another with jealous rivalry

and undying hatred, in spite of, or perhaps because of, the
fact that they were closely connected by blood and by

inter-marriages, Consequently, as the Kashmir authori-

ties were greatly troubled by the Eastern Mehtar, he of the

West would naturally be inclined to listen to overtures .
of friendship from them. A coalition was accordingly

arranged, and in 1855, the Katir forces seized Mastuj, at

that time the headquarters of the Khushwaktia chief, but

they were driven out again in the following year.

In 1857, the place was again captured by the Chitrélis.
To give some idea of what the enmity to Kashmir of the
Eastern chief meant, it must be told that he not only over-
ran Gilgit, but, with the exception of two short intervals
when the fortune of war compelled him to retreat, he
maintained himself in that unhappy valley for twelve
years, from 1848. His fiend-like temper vented itself in
reasonless slaughter of the people, while his calmer
moments were occupied in the equally disastrous sale of
the inhabitants into slavery. The depopulation of the
district, and the broken spirit of the Gilgitis at the present
day, are- mainly due to this Mehtar’s cruelties. In 1860,
his merciless grasp was relaxed by death, and the valley
was recovered by Kashmir easily enough, while the dead
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man’s sons fought over their remaining patrimony till all
the border was in confusion, and reeked with blood.

The next memorable event occurred in 1870, when
Heyward, the distinguished traveller, was murdered in
Yisin by Mir Wali, who had succeeded to the Mehtar-
ship of Khushwaktia. Poor Heyward was warned of
the, designs of his false friend, Mir Wali, and dared not
go to sleep, for his few servants were useless to protect
him, or to defend themselves. So, all night, he sat
by a camp-table, armed and watchful. At the break
of dawn, he became exhausted, for he had undergone
much previous fatigue, and his head fell forward on the
table. That was the opportunity long waited for by
his cowardly enemies. A running noose was- thrown
over his shoulders, and he was seized and bound. It is
said that he begged for one last look at the rising sun,
and that the request was granted. But this is probably
untrue. He was taken up the stream a short distance,
and there cut down with swords, besides being sub-
jected to other cruelties before he died. Everyone
present flung a stone upon the dead body, that all
might be equally implicated; but the actnal execu-
tioners were three men well known to me. It was
loathsome to have relations subsequently with such
wretches, but it would have been unjust to hold them
responsible for the murder, since they only carried out
orders which it would have been death to disobey.

At this lapse of time, it is possible to give a calm
opinion on this matter. Mir Wali, who eventually
suffered for the crime, was probably instigated to
it, not, as he falsely declared, because Heyward had '
tried to force villagers to do his transport work, but
because Aman-ul-Mulk of Chitrdl, and perhaps the
Kashmir authorities also, dreaded the idea of English
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travellers visiting this borderland. Heyward’s rifle was
given to the Chitrdl Mehtar, and many years afterwards
was presented to me by Nizdm-ul-Mulk.

After much intrigue, and long negotiation between
Kashmfr and the Chitrilis, Mire Wali was ousted and
slain by his own brother (nicknamed the Wrestler), who
was accoutred for the task by Amén-ul-Mulk. The last-
named was well rewarded by Kashmir, and the Wrestler,
a dirty little man with a fierce spirit, reigned in
Khushwaktia. But, as is usual with successful Oriental
soldiers, surrounded as they are by flatterers, and by
admiring wives, he gradually became intoxicated with
his own glory, and fell an easy prey to Amin-ul-
Mulk, who now wanted his country, and a further
subsidy from Kashmir. Instigated by his treacherous
relative and father-in-law, he marched an army, in 1880,
against Gilgit, at the time that Colonel John Biddulph
was our Political Agent there. No sooner was he well
started on this surprising adventure, than Amén-ul-Mulk's
forces invaded and captured the Khushwaktia country;
the poor befooled Wrestler had to fly for his life over
the hills, while Amin-ul-Mulk’s Kashmir subsidy was
doubled, and his territorial influence greatly increased.

Penniless, and almost without friends, the Wrestler
had a brave heart. He kept the frontier ablaze, till
Amdn-ul-Mulk bribed the outcast’s brother and nephew,
with a promise of the Khushwaktia country, to murder
him, This they did; whereupon Amdn-ul-Mulk drew
back from his word, and failing to persuade the son to
kill his father, had to crush their combined resentment
by force of arms. k

In 1885-86, Colonel Lockhart (now Sir William
Lockhart, G.C.B.)) led a mission to examine the Hindu-
Kush passes. He visited Amén-ul-Mulk, then in the
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zenith of his power, and entered into direct negotiations
with him on behalf of the Government of India—rela-
tions which were not without profit to the Mehtar of
Chitral, both in the way of gifts of rifles and of money.
In 1888 and 1889, Celonel A. Durand made similar
journeys with an identical object. He was equally
successful, '

Before closing this chapter it is desirable to state
briefly the political position of Chitral towards Afghdnistdn.
There is a strong probability that in former days Chitral
was in a subordinate position to the little state of Badakh-
shdn, which lies to the north of the Hindu-Kush, and is no
longer independent, but in the hands of the Amir of
- Kdbul, Amin-ul-Mulk, in the year 1874, felt dubious
about the Afghdns, his near neighbours on the north.
He, therefore, experimentally suggested to the then Amir
that Chitrdl should become nominally subject to Kébul,
and that a betrothal should take place between the
Afghdn heir-apparent and Amén-ul-Mulk’s daughter. The
marriage arrangement was accepted, but was never com-
pleted. For the rest, the Mehtar quickly retracted his
tentative offers, and when, in 1876, the Afghdns threatened
his country, he sought the protection of Kashmir. There-
upon, with the approval of the Government of India, an
agreement was made between the two States, which
served to protect Chitrdl, although Kashmir obtained no
advantage, except the honour of being recognised as
the Suzerain of the Mehtar. The outcome of all was
that the Amir of K4bul was definitely informed by the
Government of India, that no claim by him to the over-
lordship of Chitral could be admitted.



CHAPTER V
AN ORIENTAL INTERLUDE

N the goth August 1892, Amin-ul-Mulk died sud-
denly in open durbar, after a reign of some thirty-

two years. His death was due to a failure of the heart,
but the Hindustani native doctor stationed at Chitrdl
had only a short time previous administered an emetic;
consequently, many people, including some of the dead
Mehtar’s sons, believed, or professed to believe, that the
old king had been poisoned. He died, universally
detested, but in the odour of sanctity, for he had, on
three different occasions, sent men to Mecca, to perform
the pilgrimage in his name. Besides, as years crept on,
he, following the custom of so many Oriental rulers,
began to turn his diplomacy heavenwards. In addition
to listening to the exhortations of priests, he kept his
fasts rigidly, and gave much in alms. Occasional murders
had become a habit with him, but of late years he
always wept bitterly for the unkindly fate of his
victims, which was, perhaps, as much as could be expected
from such a man, On the whole, Amin-ul-Mulk was
faithful to his engagements with the Government of
India, although he was sorely tempted to side against
us during the long interval, in December 1891, between
the capture of Fort Nilt and the forcing of the heights
which commanded it. Again, he was greatly vexed by
- my long .stay in Kifiristin, and his irritation became
almost. uncontrollable when the Government of India

forbade him to attack openly, or intrigue secretly against,
2
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his son-in-law, Umra Khdn of Jandol, who, in 1892,
was approaching the high-water mark of his fame.
Nevertheless, he crushed down his rage, and smiled (with
eyes of fury) on the British. If it had been possible
for his subjects to hate him more than they did—with the
paralysed hatred of the mouse for the cat—it would have
been for his Indian proclivities. For, after deliberately
choosing between the infidels and his co-religionist neigh-
bours, Amdn-ul-Mulk perceived that his authority rested
altogether on the prestige and strength he derived from
his subsidies of breech-loading rifles and Indian rupees.
This old man left dozens of children, but in August
1892 only two were looked upon as important. Between
them, seemingly, the succession lay, for they were
legitimate, a matter of the first consequence in Chitral,
and the only other possible candidates were two little
princes by a despised queen, who lived with their mother
at Shoghot, and Sher Afzul, Amén-ul-Mulk’s half-brother,
a fugitive soldier of fortune at the court of the Amir of
Kdbul. The rivals were full brothers, but oddly con-
trasted. Nizdm-ul-Mulk, the elder, was handsome and
debonair, the admired of women, whom, in return, he
abhorred, a keen sportsman and polo player, an utter
coward, and a man whose soul was drowned in abject
Oriental vice, :
Afzul-ul-Mulk, the younger brother, had more of
his father's character, fearless, implacable, and was as
secretive as he was persistent in his schemes. A some-
what vacant gaze, and an open mouth, made him look
like a fool, which he certainly was not. He was married
to a Badakhshdni princess, famous for the loveliness of
her white throat. Scandal said she loved the gallant-
looking Nizdm, who probably would have turned green
at the suggestion, for he abominated all women; but
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Afzul heard, and suffered the more, because pride forbade
him to show his wound. He put his wife’s cousin to
a cruel death for merely smiling at her, and, no doubt,
cheered himself with the thought of how he would hack
Nizim to pieces, if God would only deliver him into
his hands.

As may be imagined, the prime political question in
Chitrdl was, who would succeed; and in Gilgit, also,
the chances of each brother were anxiously calculated.
Nizdm was -a miser, but as a result he must have
treasure to bribe with. Afzul gave everything away to
his adherents, and, therefore, had no reserves. Nizdm,
from pure fecklessness, had hardly one noble in his
train; but then, on the other hand, Afzul, in his
frantic anxiety to ingratiate himself with British officers,
and show them the extent of his civilisation, had forced
the greatest personages in his district, by insult-and
threats, to help to make roads for his august visitors,
who, in return, politely declared that his work com-
pared favourably with that of the Government engineers
in India,

One important circumstance, portentous, but invisible,
was not thought of. This was the inexhaustible hatred
of all classes in Chitrél, for differing reasons, to Amén-
ul-Mulk, and the certainty that this strong passion,
unable to expend itself on its real object, would dam
back its torrent till it could sweep away and destroy
his offspring; visiting the sins of the father upon the
children in the true spirit of Asiatic vengeance. Amén-
ul-Mulk himself had never definitely said which son he
desired to succeed him; but it was generally thought
that he favoured Nizdm., As a matter of fact, he
feared hoth his sons, as they feared him, and one
another. When all three were together at the head-
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quarters of the country, at Chitrl fort, it was a strange
scene. Each of the three was surrounded day and
night by armed  groups, while at critical moments,
priests of Isldm might be seen fluttering from one to
the other, swearing them on the Koran to abstain from
bloodshed. The father occasionally received a son in
durbar, drawn sword on knee, and with a sermon
suggested by thoughts of parricide and cold steel.

Nevertheless—and here comes in the Gilbert-and-
Sullivan side of the court—tears were rarely seen,
even amongst the abject peasantry and the slaves. For
the rest, all was gaiety and bright raiment, picturesque
polo games, hunting parties, polite discourse, with
prayers at orthodox times, ‘and the music of tabor
and pipe, giving a dancing measure to unspeakable
but beautiful boys. A false- atmosphere of quiet enjoy-
ment covered everything, and a near relative, on his
_ knees before the king, might be relating a story with )
jestful lips, while his cold . fingers trembled, and his
scared eyes never left the face of the grim old man,

The question of the succession was quickly answered.
Afzul was close at hand, while Nizdm was shooting in
Yisin. The former pounced upon Chitrél, seizing the
fort with its arsenal and treasure,  That settled it
Having now the power to bribe added to his strong
native store of vital energy, he was able at once to
wind round his head the enormous turban of Mehtarship.
Every personage at such a ceremony has to help with
one or more of the folds of this gigantic head-dress,
for the action is held to signify his acquxescence in the
royal mvestxture. '

Afzul ‘at once sent off expresses to Gilgit, asking to
be recognised as Mehtar. His letters were full of
friendship and affection for the Government of India,
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and he begged that a British officer might be sent to
him at Chitrdl as a visible sign to all men of his
subordinate alliance with that great power. In the
meantime, Nizdm had become, by turn, piteous, angry,
frightened, and warlike; but never of one mind for
long. Half-heartedly he collected troops. When he
discovered that the British agent at Gilgit was deter-
mined to stand and watch the game in a neutral
attitude, and would not even make suggestions to
Afzul for a division of the country with his brother,
he became scared. Afzul, on his part, magnified the
~force Nizdm had at his disposal, and made overtures
all round for help. He withdrew the Chitrdli garrisons
from Narsut fort, which was thereupon promptly occupied
by Umra Khdn, and started for Yisfn with all the men
he could muster. But Nizdm had no stomach for the
encounter; his troops read their leader cleatly, and
rapidly melted away, while he himself fled to Gilgit,
‘there to be hospitably received.

The triumphant Afzul hurried back to Chitra], and in
the excitement of his easy victory, let loose the savage
instincts which are always hard to hold in a Katfir. He
had already slain three of his half-brothers in cold blood,
treacherously as well as cruelly. Now he began to torture
women ‘suspected of knowing where treasure was hidden,
and threw the reins on the neck of his dzmonic temper,
Kalash Kiéfirs were summoned to dance before the new
king to the disgust of orthodox notables, who were still
more scandalised at the extravagant largess squandered
on others than themselves. Finally, the fatuous Mehtar
remarked that his past killings were insignificant compared
with what he intended to do. If there had been any
doubt before, that doomed him. Everyone trembled, and
a collective terror soon changed into despairing fury.
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Amongst the possible, though unlikely, candidates for
the Mehtarship, Sher- Afzul’s name was mentioned. He
had done good soldier service to the Amir of Kabul, who
was said to trust, as well as like, the exiled Chitral prince,
and to treat him with much honour at the Afghén court.
All Chitrli hearts and eyes now turned to this refugee,
who, by something more than a coincidence, was at that
moment crossing the Dorah Pass_from Badakhshdn into
the Lutkho Valley, with less than a hundred followers.

Eastern peoples have a well-known faculty for keeping
a secret. Even amongst their fellows, Chitrdlis are re-
markable for this power. So, in spite of the fact that the
whole country was against Afzul,and a dreadful enemy was
within ten miles of him one night when he went to bed at
Chitral, yet he never dreamt of danger, although numerous

. conspirators were actually inside his fort walls. At mid-
night an alarm was raised, and Persian war cries filled the
air. “The Afghdns are on us” was whispered by pale lips,
as men, wearing tall K4bul-made caps, were seen to swarm
over the corner towers. Afzul sprang up. His women’
tried to induce him to dress in their clothes and so escape

" in the darkness, but he was a brave if ‘a bad man, and
scorned such a disguise. He shouted for.a fire to be lit,
so that the real extent of the danger might be discovered,
and by its light he was at once shot down and hacked to
pieces. Joyful shouts, starting from the fort, were taken
up all round in the darkness, that Afzul, the dzmon,
was slain, and Sher Afzul, the saviour, was Mehtar.
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MY FIRST MISSION

O the poor “demon” was slain. I say “poor,” for a
man-torturer is only less to be pitied than his victims.
We were now, indeed, at the parting of the roads. Sher
Afzul bad roughly installed himself as Mehtar. Nizdm
was-a fugitive at Gilgit. What was our policy to be?
. A farther complication was added by the fact that we had
a news-writer, and a Hindustani doctor at Chitrél, in a
position full of risk,

Now, it must be confessed, that the Indian Government
does not thoroughly confide in the Amir of Kébul, who
heartily distrusts them in return. Putting aside all
sophistry, it was certain that Sher Afzul would not have
attempted his adventure, without the tacit consent of the
Amir, and was, in short, the Afghin nominee. Abdur
Rahmdn obviously sought to obtain indirectly through
this prince what the Indian Government had disallowed—
the suzerainty of Kdbul over Chitrdl, .

It is just possible that an elaborate diplomatic com-
promise was the best way out of a difficulty, which might
become extreme. In those days, however, no certainly
open road of communication lay between Gilgit and
the Government of India, so the British Agent had to
decide on the spot what should be done. The holder
of that office at the time was a clever and conscientious
man, who arrived at important decisions with no light
heart, but diligently, and with anxious thought, Nizdm
claimed his right to try for his father's throne, and argued

C 33
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forcibly that he was not a prisoner, but a guest, as free
to go as he had been to come. Colonel Durand believed
that to be unanswerable, and that Nizim could not be
forcibly prevented from starting for Y4sin. Troops had
already been marched over the Y4sin border, and remained
within that district as a guarantee for the safety of our
Indian officials at Chitrdl, a moderate and reasonable pre-
caution. Nizdm advanced fearfully, but he had with him
some Hunza men, the chief of whom had long been an
exile in Chitrdl, and was well known for clear-headedness
and force of character, '

Absurd rumours of the intention of the Gilgit authorities
frightened Sher Afzul, and more particularly the Chitral
nobles, who, in those days, looked upon British troops as
irresistible. A comical mistake is said to have intensified
their terror, Some grain—a feed for a horse—and a few
‘melons were sent out from Gilgit to the native servant of a
British officer. By misadventure, this small load went
astray, and got handed on from village to village, until it
eventually reached Chitral, where it created consternation..
It was held to be the warning of a friend in Gilgit, that
the advancing troops were as numerous as grains of corn,
and that all who opposed them would be cut into pieces
like melons. . ‘

Nizém reached Mastuj, and moved over to Drésan,
where Sher "Afzul's son commanded. A loose skirmish,
cleverly won by the Hunza leader, combined with the
adroit behaviour of a young prince, a supposed oppo-
nent of Nizdm, who spread dismay in the other camp
by ingenious lies told with the fervour of conviction,
made the Sher Afzulites retreat up the Lutkho valley.
Thereupon, the princes and nobles of Chitrdl lost their
heads in panic. Weeping, but with unwavering persist-
ence, they compelled their new Mehtar to leave the
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country by the Kunér valley, and return to Kdbul
Nizdm, however, was with difficulty induced to move
on to Chitrdl, and when there his senses became
numbed with fear, his face wearing the look of a
hunted animal. He despatched messenger after mes-
senger to Gilgit, imploring that some officer might be
sent to advise and help him. There was no promise
he was not prepared to make. He frantically offered
his country with both hands, if he only might be
allowed to live under the protection of the Government
of India.

Now, as previously mentioned, Afzul, during his short,
bloody reign, had asked for a British official to be sent
to him, to tighten, as he said, the existing bonds which
held Chitrdl and India together. He was anxious for
formal recognition as Mehtar. Unaware of the state
of terror in Chitrdl the Government of India acceded
to his request; he was recognised as Mehtar, and I
was deputed to visit him. Subsequent events simply
stopped the clock temporarily. When Nizidm, trembling
over his triumph, was asking wildly for someone to hold
him on the throne, I was again ordered to Chitrdl.

Fully alive to all the difficulties ahead, I prepared
for this mission in January 1893. It was sufficiently
adventurous. We had before us a march of over 220
miles, some parts of which were as bad as is con-
ceivable. Beyond Mastuj, we knew the people were
bitterly hostile to their king, and disliked us honestly.
The whole country was in a turmoil. Authority had, in
many places, disappeared altogether. In short, our only
safety lay in the fact that everything was disorganised, and
there were no leaders of the people. The great religious
heads of the numerous Maulais, a heretic sect of Shiah
Muhammedans, the chiefs of the noble class, and the head-
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men generally, were sullen and resentful. By that time
they had discovered how feeble was the force that owned
Nizdm-as its leader, and their hearts went out in contri-
tion to’ Sher Afzal, for the pusillanimous part they had
_played.’ They also percelved their present powerlessness,
What we in the’ West -call “the: people” could not
rid themselves -of the servitude of many generations.
Custom, even ' the cruellest, is' hard to eradicate, and
‘though, on the whole, the villagers wished us well, they
would sooner have shot us down at the order of the
Adamzddas (the nobles) than have dared to break the
- chain of centuries which bound them to their petty tyrants,

My escort was ‘of the ‘I5th Sikhs, 50 men -all told,
but commanded by an-admirable officer, named Gordon,*
a soldier by instinct, as well as by training. Captain
F. E. Younghusband the well- -known traveller, went as
my ass1stant and Lieutenant the Hon. C. G Bruce
of the sth Gurkhas, famous all over the frontier for
‘ musculanty and - his power -of influencing Onentals
~ helped with the’ camping arrangements, and proved hlS'

utility in innumerable ways. . :

- T had been having some rough fighting in the Indus
valley at Childs, so the mission marched forty miles.
ahead, while I stopped at Gilgit to rest, arrange detalls
with Durand, and provide for all discernible contin-
_ gencies; then Bruce and I rode out to Gédkuch, where
_ we ‘caught up our party. Before we started, one of
Nxzéms Wazlrs -arrived, and, on learning the smallness
of my escort, besought me to incredse it to two hundred
~men. On discussing the matter, he was, however, obliged

to admit that it would be impossible for me to feed such
a. number.

* Lxeut J. L. R. Gorden, not to be confounded with Lieut. B, E M. Gurdon
of the Political Service.
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As a minor complication, Ydsin had now risen against
Nizdm, and had proclaimed a Khushwakti prince,
Muhammed Wali Khién, the son of Heyward’s murderer.
The rebellious party needed someone to lead it, so this
daring, enterprising youth was chosen. He had some
right by heredity, and more from his energetic character ;
but, probably, the majority of the Y4s{nis honestly desired
British rule in those days. They knew what the Khush-
wakt and Katlr tyranny was, and they imagined that
our sovereignty meant peace and happiness for all; but
a critical examination of their thoughts and wishes_left
an impression on the mind, that each man .desired to
have no one in authority over him, but that he himself
was to have the power to harass, bully, and control as
a master, all those of an inferior social position. Happily
however, for Ydasin, it has none of the noble class. There
the most influential men are the religious teachers, who
are of that strange sect already referred to as the Maulais.
* They are really the “assassins,” the followers of the lineal
descendant of the “Old Man of the Mountains.”

All along the Gilgit frontier, the most tractable men,
in my experience, if you can only get personal contact
with them, are the ecclesiastics, especially those of this
somewhat persecuted faith. They hate one another, and
their jealousy is as intense as their dislikee. Muhammed
Wali Khdn was influenced by one of these men, who
was equally ambitious and bribeable; thus our way was
smoothed. Indeed, my chief difficulty was to keep at
arm’s-length the people who wanted to put the Govern-
ment of India in the place of the prince they themselves
had lately seletted.

Until' we neared the Shanddr, we had only the cus-
tomary difficulties of ponies skating over frozen roads,
or being lowered down steep places or sudden drops by
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the leverage afforded by their tails and bridles. It daily
grew colder. The last march to the pass was over deep
snow, with a temperature which could not be measured,
for the mercury sulked at the bottom of a thermometer
which did not register the severest cold. At that point
we said goodbye to Muhammed Wali Khdn, who had
ridden with me all the way through Yisin. He was a
capital companion, but had a temper like flame. Never-
theless, we became very good friends, and parted regret-
fully, I with a feeling that if disaster were in store for
us ahead, we had behind us a well-disposed country to
retreat through.

Some of our marches had been most pleasant. The
young prince—he was only seventeen, and looked younger
—appeared more like the pantomime fairyland variety
than an everyday wear-and-tear specimen. He was short,
slight, and graceful, a bold rider, and unconsciously threw
himself into graceful poses, while his gestures, when he
was roused, were highly dramatic.” His face was girlish,
with its bright eyes, white teeth, and fair colour; long
ringlets fell over his gay silk coat. He was elaborately
armed, and the caparison of his horse was covered with
metal studs. Amongst his attendants was one boy, cer-
tainly not more than twelve years of age, who ran
immediately in front of his master when the pace was
not too good, and caught us up at other times in a sur-
prising way. This boy had long fair curls, on his back
hung a shield of large size, and he carried, painfully, a
man’s sword. “Prince, who is that?” I asked, on first
seeing the mannikin, “Why, that is my servant, a
soldier,” was the surprised answer. After this, a detach-
ment of young lady warriors, from Her Majesty’s Theatre,
Drury Lane, would hardly have astonished me.

Mastuj was reached without mishap. The night before
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we crossed the Shandir, one of the Sikhs,was brought
into camp frozen stiff; but Bruce and his Gurkha
orderly, who, like his officer, had learned mountaineering
not only on the Himalayas, but also on the Alps, flung -
themselves upon him, so to speak, and tore off the strips
of blankets in which his feet were wrapped. Then they
spanked, rubbed, and wrung the numbed limbs with an
energy that seemed ghoulish. At last, agonised yells
proclaimed that the blood was again circulating. Where-
upon the grateful patient was allowed to approach the
fire, and given a hot grog, preparatory to being swathed
in blankets and left to sleep in the cheery warmth. So
cold was the night, that a sturdy Yarkand galloway
belonging to me could not be kept alive in spite of
thick clothing, and although we lit fires all round him
and administered hot rum and water. Curiously enough,
my grey Arab pony, lately brought up from Bombay,
withstood the low temperatures easily.

On the pass. itself we had good luck. There was
no wind, so an altitude of 12,000 feet gave us but little
trouble. We got over without a single frost bite. It
was a curious sight to watch the tall Sikhs tramping
through the snow. Although plainsmen, they were very
resolute, and their inborn fire told with them just as much
as with my Arab stallion.

Sikhs cannot use Balaclava caps, for dread of their
sacred hair being injured, but they were muffled up to
the eyes, and their big turbans came down over the ears.
Each man had a pair of blue spectacles to protect him
from snow-blindness. Long sheep-skin coats reached
nearly to the heels, while their feet, well anointed
with mutton fat, were swathed in blanket bandages.
Thick woollen gloves protected the hands from burning
gun barrels, Gordon marched at the head of his men
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in single file, and their line of march curved and undulated
over the broken tortuous track in the frozen snow, like
some big, wounded serpent.

On the Chitril side of the pass my anxieties in-
creased. There we came into contact with the nobles
and the religious heads of the people. They were
frankly chagrined at our coming, and could hardly
force the smile of Oriental politeness to their down-
drawn mouths. However, we were not to be defeated.
We gave them tea and cigarettes, not to speak of more
substantial presepts. They were petted and talked to
confidentially. In the end, they almost invariably
brightened up, and became happy for the time being.

I had with me as a “native attaché” a singularly
clever diplomatist named Abdul Hakim. At such work
as this he was irresistible, while his ubiquity and
ingenuity in keeping me supplied with a correct know-
ledge of local feeling and villager politics were surpris-
ing. Then Gordon kept an unwinking eye on his Sikhs,
~ready to punish on the instant any attempt to bully or

ill-use the porters, whom Bruce paid with his own hand.

It is hard to find in the world better soldiers than
good Sikhs, but their discipline must be rigid; for a
peculiar religion accentuates the extraordinary natural
vanity of these military sectarians. Slackness in manag-
ing them is always liable to be followed by grave trouble.
Otherwise they are simple-minded, except in money
matters, where they are always crafty and miserly. One
of them remarked to an officer, with single-hearted com-
placency, just after we had emerged from a village, “I
suppose these folk, after seeing us Sikhs, always ask,
‘Whence come these splendid, handsome young men?’”
They are also amusingly thick-headed.

The country people were delighted with us. Never
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had they received such sums for porterage, and the
‘money was actually put into each man’s hand by Bruce
himself, to make sure that everyone got his dus. So
overcome were certain of these men at finding themselves
the owners of four or five veritable rupees, that they had
to sit down and speculate what to do with it. The most
common decision was that the silver must be worked into
ornaments for their wives.

At length we turned into the Chitrdl valley, four or
five miles from the fort. Just before, Nizdm-ul-Mulk
and the native Indian officials stationed at Chitrdl—the
news-writer, a Bengal cavalry officer, and the Punjdbi -
doctor—had met us with a numerous retinue. Across
the river, to our right, the rocks were covered with
Chitrdlis. There it is customary for a salute to be
fired, in honour of distinguished visitors, from huge
matchlocks which cannot be put to the shoulder, and
compel the operator to waltz about after each round
to lessen the recoil, or from ordinary jezails and Snider
carbines. On the present occasion this ceremony was
pretermitted for unanswerable reasons. The Mehtar and
the Bengal cavalry man considered that the saluting
companies could not be trusted to abstain from loading
their pieces with ball, and shooting us. We rode onwards
with the haggard, frightened Mehtar, many of my Kifir
friends forming part of the mob of horsemen and runners.
Near the bridge is an open sandy stretch, free from
stones, There the Wapenshaw pole had been put up,
and the gallantest of Chitrdli cavaliers raced past, one
by one, in attempts to hit the egg-shaped silver orna-
ment suspended near the top, by firing at it as they
stood in their stirrups, galloping hard. This was too
much for the Mehtar's nerves, so, with a sickly smile
of apology for the restiveness of a horse as quiet as
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a cow, he pulled back behind my Arab, to concede me
the honour of first meeting any bullet which might be
fired in our direction.

Everything was wrong in Chitrdl, in very truth.
The Mehtar, palpitating with fear, could only think
how to strengthen the defences of the fort. Sher Afzul,
when he fled, had distributed, or the Chitrdlis had
plundered, all the treasure, as well as the rifles and
ammunition.- Dozens of men were now swaggering
about, armed to the teeth, most of them with their Sniders
loaded. They carried their chins in the air, and scowled
defiance in a manner which amazed anyone who had
visited Chitrdl in the old Mehtar’s time. But Nizdm had
neither the moral ascendancy nor the military strength
to disarm these dangerous folk.

We were lodged all together, in a house of two storeys;
the living part being above, while the lower portion” was
used as a-storing-place for grain and firewood. In front,
to the' east, there was a forecourt, with a range of stables
against the end wall, and, at the sides, sheds and
rough dwelling - rooms, which could be utilised for the
Sikhs. Behind was a latge oblong orchard, intersected
by water channels, sloping gradually up to the edge of
a ploughed field, which was fringed on the west by a
small grove of plane trees. Farther still, the ground
rose more and more steeply, until ‘it ‘merged into a
moderately difficult hillside. At 700 yards -our flat
roof was completely commanded. The house and its
enclosures, on the north, one of the long sides, edges a
high cut-away bank, down which slanted a narrow track
to the verge of the mnoisy Chitril stream. Across the
torrent were two or three small water-mills, looking
like military block-houses, except that they were not
loopholed. On the south side, far too close to our
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walls, were the large Musjid- (Muhammedan temple) and
the enclosed burying-place of the Mehtars of Chitral.
Across a lane, and beyond some narrow open ground
to the east, were high garden walls and buildings, then
used as a hospital and as quarters for the Punjdbi doctor
and his staff.

Our house was by no means a good one to defend
but there was no other. In the event of hostilities, to
get down to the water would be a great difficulty, for
the mills on the opposite side could not safely be held
by tiny detachments of our small escort, particularly at
night; while in the hands of an enemy they would
constitute little forts, which would entirely prevent our
reaching the only drinking water. Then, again, the
power of controlling the Musjid, and the walls and
buildings near at hand, on the south and east from our
roof, was of small advantage, for, as already stated, that
spot could itself be rendered untenable by rifle fire from
the hills to the west.

To be prepared for all eventualities, we busied our-
selves in collecting stores of food. We also elaborated
plans of defence, which included schemes for loopholing,
for getting flanking fire along certain walls, and for
making barricades; a little tank was also made in the
garden, which would give us a day or two’s supply of
water before it ran out. Distances in every direction
were carefully measured, to get correct ranges for rifle
fire. All was done secretly, We were ready to act at
a moment’s notice; but we desired that the Chxtrélls_
should not know that we distrusted them.

At two, or at most three, days’ journey, for moun-
taineers, lived a famous fanatic, who devoted the tributes
of his congregation and admirers to the support of a
large number of young disciples, who came from all
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. sides, even from Kifiristdn, to sit at his feet, and
imbibe red-hot doctrine. Dir, where this man Shah
Baba, or Sheo Baba, lived, was a kind of primitive
academy for Musalmin theology. The holy man was
. known far and wide for his piety and learning, as well
as for his blameless life. His influence was enormous.
A word from him, at any time, would have started
several hundred of religious enthusiasts against us.
Happily, he was somewhat dubious of Umra Khidn, the
recent conqueror of Dir, and was, on the whole, rather
well-disposed towards Nizdm. But such lukewarm senti-
ments were always at the mercy of his priestly fervour,
for he was sincere, and would make no terms with
infidels. On one occasion, two years before, he sent
out a party to try and kill me, for the glory of God, and
he had given up the use of a sulphur cure in Chitrdl,
which always eased his rheumatism, simply because those
hot springs had been visited by British officers. Never-
theless, according to his lights, he was really a saint,
although a less estimable person would have been a
pleasanter neighbour. :

More than once, it looked as if the electric atmosphere
of Chitrdl was on the point of detonating spontaneously.
At other times, an onslaught of fanatics seemed inevitable.
There were plenty of alarms of all kinds. Once, the
end seemed to have certainly come, and a letter was
laboriously composed in French, to be sent by a heavily-
bribed secret messenger to Peshawer. Its meaning was
obvious, if its idioms were of surprlsmg novelty Happily,
it was not required,

A matter which at this time angered the Chitrélis very
much, was the occupatlon of the Nursut fort by Umra
Khén of Jandol. He had moved his men there when
Afzul summoned away its garrison for his advance against



MY FIRST MISSION 45

Nizdm, and now he declined to give it up, It cannot
be certainly affirmed what promises, if any, were made
to Umra Khdn by Afzul, as a bribe for his countenance
or neutrality. But, independently of any such compact,
Umra Khin conceived himself entitled to the Nursut
district, in virtue of his position as conqueror of Dir. In
former days, before Aman-ul-Mulk occupied the valley,
the people of Nursut paid tribute, when they could not
avoid it, to Asmir and Dir, as well as to Chitrdl, while
the Kifirs blackmailed them. Asmdr and Dir had both
been humbled by the Chitrdlis, and the Bashgul Kifirs
had, for an equivalent, accepted Amdan-ul-Mulk’s nominal
suzerainty ; therefore, the Chitrdlis looked with angry
contempt upon Nizdm-ul-Mulk, who, they declared, could
neither keep Y4sfn, nor force the usurping Khén of Jandol
to leave the Kunér valley. “This,” said they, “ comes of
the British Alliance.” When to these troubles were added
the general unrest and irritation of the whole people,
. caused by their annoyance at Sher Afzul’s failure, com-
bined with the seeming success of one of the hated family
‘of Amén-ul-Mulk, the dreary outlook of the general
situation can be understood. But everything turned
upon the Sher Afzul problem. The Chitrilis were con-
vinced that he would come again, so even those who
might not care for him personally felt it necessary to
dissemble their feelings, for fear of his future vengeance.
Nothing could prevent Nizdm stupefying himself with
intoxicants, nor could any influence rouse him to be
intelligent in durbar, or even to understand the questions
discussed there, in the face of the whole nation, as it
were,  Vaguely, he perceived that unless Yisin were
recovered, and Umra Khin were compelled to leave
Nursut, his prestige must be lost, and the people would
grow more and more clamorous. Beyond this he could
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not go, and it took some trouble to induce him to hold
durbars at all—a necessary condition of Mehtarship in
Chitral, ,

Taken altogether, the infliences favouring the success
‘of my mission, which had now to stiffen Nizdm, and keep
him on the .throne, seemed to be far outnumbered by
hostile converging circumstances, which threatened at
any moment to topple over and crush the Mehtar, and
us with him. Nevertheless, luck favoured us, and gave
us some measure of success. Formerly I did not look
at the result altogether in this light, but thought my
own cleverness had something to do with it. Later
events and further musings have, however, shown the -
true relative dimensions of the different agencies which
" were at work, '

What helped me much was the kindliness and genial-
ity of all my officers, in their relations with the Chitralis,
and the good behaviour of the Sikhs, who were ever
ready to amuse the people by running races, by athletic
performances, or by playing hockey with them, and were
equally ready to be amused in return.

Another favouring influence was the adroitness of the
before-mentioned Abdul Hakim, and the all-pervading
nature of the special intelligence service he organised.
There is fair reason to believe that we saved the Mehtar
on one occasion from an attempt upon his life, which
was to be made as he rode to prayers in the evening.
Most of all, we were indebted to the cupidity of the
notables generally, and particularly of the influential
Maulai ecclesiastics (the orthodox Sunni priests anathe-
matised us), and to the strange absence of fanaticism,
except amongst a small proportion of the Chitralis. -

As 1o religious antipathy prevented the people from
coming to see us, or from accepting our hospitality, it
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was easy to win their hearts, for the time being, by
kindness, fair words, and presents. It was simply won-
derful how quickly they came round, and how cordial
they grew. Like their marvellous spring, which first
vivifies the almond tree, and almost the next day gives
place to summer, the winter of their distrust seemed to
disappear with an equal magic ; other difficulties smoothed
themselves out, more or less.

Umra Khén's grip could not be - unfastened from
Nursut. [ tried hard to get a personal interview with
him to try the effect of persuasive arguments; but it was
not to be. But there were compensations, for Nizim
could now assume the most warlike ardour, certain that
he would not have to fight. He might even gain some
popularity at our expense, as a patriotic Mehtar, held
back with difficulty by his English allies, There was no
doubt of his sincere desire to displace Umra Khdn, but
he obviously wished the necessary force to be supplied
and directed by us, in continuation of the policy of all
Chitrali statesmen, who had consistently tried to embroil
us with the Jandol ruler. Lastly, Yésin had been restored
to Nizdm, with certain limitations to compel better govern-
ment, and little Muhammed Wali Khdn, in his turn, had
retired to brighten Gilgit with his picturesque entourage.

A little incident helped us greatly. At the various
ceremonial visits I paid to Nizdm, at the fort, we used
to ride in procession, with a guard of Sikhs in full dress
—scarlet tunics, and the national thin, steel quoit en-
circling the large variegated turbans. Our soldiers were
capital shots, so the conversation one day was made to
turn on marksmanship, and the Mehtar was asked if my
men might display their skill before him. Anything in
the form of a show pleases Chitralis, and all present were
delighted at the suggestion. I was a little nervous, for
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just then the political outlook was thunderous, and
although I knew that Sikhs are always at their best
when playing to a gallery, I was desperately anxious for
them to make a deep impression by their good shooting.
A small fragment of rock some goo yards distant was
_selected as the mark. The rifles rang out as one, and
light-footed Chitrilis raced away to examine the target.
After a short period of suspense, they came running back
in round-eyed astonishment, to declare that every bullet had
hit the rock. It was quite true ; and the awestruck assembly
stared at the complacent Sikhs with a mighty respect.

This little story lost nothing in the telling. Rumour
magnified the distance, and diminished the size of the
mark, and men went about saying, “If anything happens
to these soldiers, without doubt their brothers at Gilgit
will come and destroy the whole countryside.”

Month by month our prospects brightened. Bruce and
I made an experimental journey up the Lutkho valley, to
find everything quiet there, and, finally, in May, we two
marched back to Gilgit without escort, and through a
country as quiet as an Indian district.

Our future policy in Chitrdl had been anxiously con-
sidered by the Government of India, and much correspond-
ence had passed on that subject; moreover, I had indited -
a long report, the gist of which was that the British
Agent at Gilgit, if his hands were strengthened, could
certainly control Chitrdl, provided always, that the
Government of India was able to keep Umra Khén
from troubling, and, more important still, could trust the
‘Amir of Kébul to keep Sher Afzul under effective
surveillance.. These, indeed, were the essentials of any
arrangement ; first, that Sher Afzul must be kept out of
the country; and next, that Umra Khén must be restrained
by the Peshawer authorities.
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Indian frontier management has been gradually devel-
oped from day to day, and, for the most part, fortuitously.
Local events have been dealt with as they arose, usually
without reference to fixed central principles, but by
accepting the opinion of some local official with decided
views and detailed knowledge of the particular case.
Consequently, our policy has never aimed at being
logical or consistent, but has always been of the hand-
to-mouth variety. Another characteristic feature has
been the complicated nature of the various intermediate
jurisdictions between the Executive Political Officer, in
charge of the borderland itself, and H.E. the Viceroy,
as head of the Government of India; for example,
officially, the British Agent at Gilgit had nothing to do
with Umra Khdn, although that chief was so important
a factor in the Chitrdl problem, nor was there any way
for me to know the real nature of the hold which the
Peshawer political officers had over the Khin. It was,
however, supposed that he was greatly influenced by
them.

We were now committed to Nizdm, and, poor creature
as he was, he could not be abandoned, either in honour,
nor without distinct loss of prestige. It might not have
been absolutely necessary to recognise and support him
at first, but once my mission was at Chitrdl, I found
that its only hope of safety, and the avoidance of a
big frontier war, to avenge, or to deliver it, was to throw
in my lot with' Nizdm, and openly to use every means
in our power to persuade the people to accept his rule.
We had, in this compelled action, been extraordinarily
successful, and there was fair reason "to hope that a little
more time, and a little more work on the same lines,
might set the Mehtar securely on the throne, with hardly
more than the ordinary risks of assassination, provided

D .
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only, that he would behave reasonably, and govern in
agreement with his promises and protestations. The fact
that he now seemed to have no rival in the field was
of great moment.

Ultimately, the Government of India left it for me to
decide whether, upon my return to Gilgit, I should leave
an officer behind at Chitrdl, or whether I should take
back everyone with me. After much reflection, I decided
that it was safe to leave an officer in Chitrdl, provisionally,
and that, unless I did so, all our past work must be
thrown away. It must be remembered that in 1893 the
satisfactory agreement between ourselves and the Russians,
which was so happily come to in 1894, did not exist, and,
therefore, I felt strongly that until an Anglo-Russian
Boundary Commission had delimitated the Pamirs, and
terminated all- jealous friction between the two great
civilising powers in Asia, it was imperative for us to
‘maintain some obvious hold of any part of the borderland
of the Hindu-Kush which might intervene between the
territories we actually occupied and those of the Amir of
Kébul. Otherwise, it would be always possible for a
small party of Russians to swagger across the Hindu-
Kush, as had been done once already, and madden the
“hard-funkers” in India into some such cry as “Russians
in Kashmir!”

The real risk of the so-called Russian menace to India
is not the danger of any invasion, but the wild alarm of
the English Russophobes, who never consider that they
may communicate their own fears to the general native
population of India, and so stimulate that capacity, in-
herent in Orientals, for vague pessimistic speculation, as
well as their instinct for trimming, and for setting their
houses in order against the advent of another possible
conqueror. The loyalty of the timid Indian peoples is
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more highly strained by our own outspoken fears of
Russia than in any other conceivable way.

So I left Younghusband and Gordon with the whole of
the escort of Sikhs; and, with Bruce only as my com-
panion, marched back to Gilgit, as already mentioned.

Subsequently, the Government of India settled that it
was inexpedient to have an Assistant British Agent at
Chitrél, other than temporarily, so, a few months later,
they ordered back both the officers and the whole of the
escort to Mastuj, where they occupied the fort. It was
moreover, intended that, as soon as practicable, they
should be moved out of the country altogether.

In the autumn of 1893 I left India for England, return-
ing to Gilgit at the end of the following year, when the
only officer then across the Shandir Pass was Lieutenant
H. K. Harley, who was at Mastuj with his detachment
of the 14th Sikhs, which had relieved Gordon’s company
some months before to enable them to go back to India,
while Lieutenant B. E. M. Gurdon, of the Political Depart-
ment, was preparing to start from Gilgit for Chitrdl, which
he reached in December, as mentioned in Chapter III.



CHAPTER VII
THE UPHEAVAL

N the 6th January 1895 an exhausted messenger
galloped into Gilgit from VYdsin to repeat a
rumour that Nizdm had been accidentally shot by his
half-brother while out hawking. The man -brought a
letter from the senior British officer at Gupis to say the
news was believed by all the magnates there; and that
fugitives were already flocking in for protection. Of its
truth 1 never doubted for an instant, except the part
which referred to the accidental nature of the killing.
People who knew Chitrdl best would be the last to
accept any explanation of that sort.

It was impossible to minimise the gravity of such a
catastrophe. There could be little doubt that some sub-
terranean conspiracy had exploded, and, as there was
no word from Gurdon, who had only seven or eight Sikhs
with him in Chitrdl, we grew restless with anxiety about
his safety; and, to a less degree, about Harley’s also,
but the latter had nearly a hundred stalwart soldiers with
him at Mastuj, in a sufficiently good fort. He was, more-
over, much nearer to Gilgit, and in a fairly safe district.
As he had not written, and yet must have heard the evil
tidings, the inference was that all roads were blocked. .
. Reinforcements were hurried off to Gupis, five marches-
distant, and hard-riding estafettes raced thither with in-
structions for local men to be despatched to Mastuj, both
by the ordinary way and over the hills also, in case the
roads might be stopped, to discover what was happening.

52
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As no news came on the 7th, it was a day of
gloom, which culminated in the evening at the Agency
mess dinner, when conversation died, and a sense of
calamity weighed us down. For everybody was fond of
Gurdon, who was the kindliest of quiet good fellows,
and we knew the danger to be. expected from excited
Orientals, who, for a while, have the upper hand. Sorrow
endured for the night, but the next day, the 8th, a
letter came in from Gurdon himself, telling of all that
had taken place, assuring us of his safety, and quite
unconsciously revealing the wonderful sang froid with
which he had faced and mastered a grave danger. If
the previous evening had been miserable, that night was
gay, and we amused ourselves with an imaginary picture
of Gurdon’s characteristically kind smiles and placid
voice, when confronting a critical position.

The facts were these:-— Nizdm-ul-Mulk had been
murdered on the 1st January by his half-brother, Amfr-
ul-Mulk, generally believed to be a semi-idiot. Brogz,
a village ten miles below Chitrdl, was the scene of the
crime. Nizdm, fond of hawking, had ridden up a certain
odd -shaped mound to watch his falcons work. About
mid-day, when on the point of descending, his turban
came unfastened. While an attendant held his horse, the
Mehtar put up both hands to re-arrange it. The sup-
posed .idiot was riding close behind with an attendant
on foot, who had a loaded Snider carbine hidden under
his long robe. This wretch, at a sign from his master,
who perceived the helplessness of Nizdm, pulled out the
rifle and shot him in the back. He fell from his horse,
screaming for help, and vainly trying to pull out a re-
volver, Attendants ran to cut down the assassin, when
the real culprit rode calmly forward, and shouted out
that Nizdm had been killed by his orders. Whereupon
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guns were let off in the air for a salute, and he was
acknowledged Mehtar as soon as the life ebbed out of
the miserable Nizdm, who expired with a solitary tremb-
ling servant to tend him. Such methods of determining
the succession are by no means uncommon in Chitrdl
histofy. We learned later that, had he not been murdered
on the hill, the fated Nizdm was to have been despatched
while he sat at meat with a noble who was, at the very
moment, waiting to conduct him to his mid-day repast,
and to his doom.

Probably everyone except Nizidm suspected that some
catastrophe was pending, for one of his half-brothers,
eminently sane, as the result shows, had for some time
past stationed a man at the river bank, a short way
‘below and opposite to Broz, to warn him when danger
was near the Mehtar. This brother was sitting at home,
playing with his' little son, when he heard the report
of a matchlock, the signal agreed upon between him
and his servant. Springing up, he seized the young boy,
and without waiting even to pull on coat or riding-boots,
jumped on a horse, and ‘galloped out of the valley,
thereby saving his life, for he was a devoted adherent
of Nizdm and would have received no mercy from the
idiot, .

In Chitrdl in those days most men of importance
preferred to sleep in the daytime, and to pass the night
with a loaded rifle across their knees, while a faithful
servant sat on the roof over the central smoke-hole of
the apartment, to prevent enemies shooting down through
it. Murder was so common, and too many magnates
knew they deserved the vengeance of those they had
wronged in their homes or of their possessions.

During the end of my mission to Chitral, in 1893, the
weather was hot, and we used to sleep in the garden at
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the back of the house, with a sentinel on the roof. I
was roused one night by the somewhat near explosion
of a gun, which made me sit up in bed. Nothing more
was to be heard. “'Tis some murder or other,” I re-
marked to myself before lying down again to sleep. In
the morning we learned that a noble, an old friend of
mine, had been shot dead, as he slept, by some person
said to be unknown. A prince, or prominent personage,
in Chitrdl, must generally be a man with exciting re-
flections, when he lets himself go, as the phrase runs,
The fratricide, who had so violently seized the Mehtar.
ship, was only wrong from a Western standpoint. In
Chitrdl, his deed was everywhere applauded. “ See,”
observed several of the people to me subsequently, “we
thought Amfr-ul-Mulk an idiot, and lo! he has killed
Nizdm.” Such remarks were made with smiles of self-
depreciation that the speaker had not formerly given
the young murderer his proper meed of admiration.
The new Mehtar, astounded at his own vresolution
in doing the deed, confused with success, and troubled
by some very natural doubts as to how he should dispose
of the British officer, rode off to Chitrdl with jubilant
attendants. Ill news travels quickly. Gurdon was shoot-
ing up a big ravine, behind and to the west of my old
mission house, which had been used ever since as quarters
for European visitors, when anxious messengers sought
him out to tell their story. The solitary young English-
man was too clear-sighted not to recognise his danger;
nevertheless, he hurried back to search for, and carefully
read over, certain instructions I had left behind in 1893,
explaining how Younghusband or Gordon was to act
in the event of Nizdm being assassinated, In consist-
ence with this beginning, Gurdon never allowed the
excited Chitrdlis to perceive that his pulse was quickened.
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Very likely it was not hastened one beat. At interviews
with the pale and trembling Amir-ul-Mulk, who, besides
stopping ‘his messengers, had all the roads guarded,
only to grow frightened at his own temerity, the lonely
British officer remained calm and unruffled. On those
occasions, he so placed his eight Sikhs that he and
they could not be killed without cost, and then smiled
forbearingly upon the demonstrations of armed men,
with rifles at full cock, that crowded his apartment. '

To Amir-ul-Mulk’s demands, that he be officially
recognised as Mehtar at once, Gurdon replied that such
matters were beyond his powers, and must be referred
to me at Gilgit. He also insisted on summoning fifty
Sikhs from Mastuj. .

In the end, unemotional determination and unwaver-
ing persistence overcame the passionate Chitralis. The
thoroughgoing amongst them protested loudly that the
“Frank” must be killed forthwith, for in that’way only
could the situation be cleared of nonsense. But a new
complication at this point revealed itself. A short retro-
spect is necessary to explain the case clearly.

When Sher Afzul fled from Chitral to Kébul in 1893,
Amfr-ul-Mulk, who had left his mother at Shoghot, to join
his adventurous uncle, quitted the country also, and
went to his brother-in-law, Umra Khin, at Jandol
After much negotiation with Nizdm, he finally agreed
to return, and did so the following year. He at once
demanded a governorship, which was as promptly refused.
To explain his reluctance to come back, Amfr-ul-Mulk
averred that he had been forcibly restrained by Umra
Khin. He also told a romantic story about his adven-
tures, which ended with his digging a hole through the
wall of his, fort prison, and thereby escaping.

By Nizdm he was looked upon as an idiot, because
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of a vacant gaze, a bad mouth, and a thick manner of
speaking, Although naturally dull, and slow of thought,
Amfr-ul-Mulk had cunning, and played his réle cleverly
enough. Subsequently, I discovered that he possessed
a good deal of histrionic talent of a certain kind. He
was, all the time, a prominent member of a far-reaching
conspiracy, Umra Khdn was by no means the greatest
personage in it. Amir-ul-Mulk’s part was to cheat
Nizdm into a feeling of security by acting as a fool or a
madman. He rather overdid it, as a matter of fact, and
used to appear on the crowded polo ground without
turban or shoes. There he disported himself in most
unprincely fashion. Nizdm was ashamed of his brother,
and regarded him with equal dislike and loathing.
Nevertheless, he was not blind to the truth that even a
half-demented son of a Mehtar of Chitrdl might serve
for the disaffected to rally round. So he kept Amir-
ul-Mulk under his own eye. No doubt, he refrained
from having his brother killed, because he believed him
a lunatic, and therefore half-sacred. All the conspirators
were aware of this. Finally, the supposed madman became
so silly and drivelling that Nizdm’s caution was disarmed.
He felt that no one, however rabid, could dream of
supplanting him by such an imbecile. Soon afterwards
Gurdon reached Chitral.

Nizdm had seen the wonders of the British Alliance
which had kept him on the throne, in spite of the
dislike of. his subjects. Naturally enough, he began to
exaggerate its power of ensuring his personal safety.
Therefore, when Gurdon appeared, with eight Sikhs
guarding his baggage, the frugal Nizdm decided that
he might safely dismiss to their homes the bodyguard, :
whose support he felt as a vexatious expense,’and that
he could trust solely to the moral influence of the British
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officer. Thereupon, one of the carefully-prepared mines
was exploded, with the result we know.

So remarkably astute and secret are the Chitrélis,
that our agents on -the very spot had been blind to a
conspiracy which numbered the great majority of the
upper classes and was known, or suspected, by a large
number of other people. Its object was, first of all, to
remove Nizdm, who was to be succeeded by Amir-ul-
"Mulk, temporarily, but was shortly to resign the throne
to Sher Afzul, in return for being adopted as the
son of the Kébul candidate, Amir-ul-Mulk had agreed
with Umra Khin to call the latter in to help as
soon as Nizdm was slain. Umra Khdn, on his part, had
particular personal views. To him the scheme opened
wide, selfish aims. He was really playing fast and loose
all round, relying upon his destiny to get him the Chitr4l
fort, and the rifles known to be in the country, and
perhaps upon the fulfilment of a famous dream, wherein he
was promised the whole of the western half of Chitral
But he himself was being fooled to the top of his bent
by the Afghin Commander-in-Chief, Udny’s fellow-com-
missioner in the Kundr valley.

All these people were thoroughly insincere, and
traitors to one another, but all were agreed on the
one necessity of killing Nizdm, In this they had the
cordial sympathy of all Chitrdlis. That Mehtar, true
to his blood, had followed in the crimson footsteps of
his predecessors, Secret murders multiplied themselves,
Fear added to a naturally cruel disposition, and Nizdm
reached a lowest depth of infamy when he caused a half-
brother to be killed, and then, in terror, handed over the
ministers of his will to the vengeance of other members
of his family, Seven men expiated Nizdm’s crime on
the polo ground of Koghazi. He sold whole families
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into slavery.  There was a man who robbed me of
certain articles in 1889, but whom I dared not report
to the Mehtar, for fear of the terrible punishment he
would receive. Meeting this individual in January 1895,
we talked about his former rascalities. He declared
miserably that now he would gladly be killed, for he
was the only one of his family left; all the others had
been sold out of the country by Nizdm. It was quite
true, and the village where the man lived was almost
empty of inhabitants.

But, besides all his other vices and cruelties, which
angered the people generally, Nizdm displayed one
other which infuriated the orthodox Sunni priests
of Isldm, the sect he belonged to himself; this was
drunkenness, It .was bad enough of him to get
intoxicated with eastern drugs, and sit in open durbar
breathing heavily, and with lack-lustre eyes, but to
besot himself with infidel's wine, so especially for-
bidden by the prophet, was unforgiveable. Nizdm was
thorough in his sins, if in nothing else, and his drunken
habits were a public scandal.

At his death, it is probable that not a dozen men
in the whole of Chitral sincerely regretted him.

Immediately after killing his brother, Amf{r-ul-Mulk
wrote to Umra Khin to relate what had happened,
and to summon him to his help, feeling sure that the
Government of India would seek to avenge Nizdm,
Gurdon’s diplomatic imperturbability, however, made
him doubt if that was so certain as he had thought,
and he began to discuss with his counsellors the possibility
of conciliating the British authorities. His ambition also
took fire, and led him to speculate on his chance of
keeping the Mehtarship. Anything might happen to
prevent Sher Afzul coming, and the innate sentiments
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of all Chitrdlis for Jandolis are not unlike those of cats
for dogs. As Amfir-ul-Mulk was looked upon by everyone
as merely a puppet king, acting as a place-warmer for
Sher Afzul, who not only might be prevented from leaving
Kébul, but whose real feelings towards his nephew were
open to doubt, all the chief men of Chitrdl thought it
prudent to stand aside and watch the stream of events,
until the moment seemed more opportune for them to
step in, with some certainty of obtaining their desires.
Consequently, Amfr-ul-Mulk’s sole advisers and ministers
were two or three reckless young nobles, not much older
than himself, '

The savage young Mehtar indulged his instincts by
putting to death several of those he hated. He exter-
minated one Adamzida family, the sons being cut to
pieces, one by one, in front of their anguished father,
who, it is said, nearly died of horror before his own turn
came. At the same time, his youthful ministers discovered
the delights of power. They transferred estates and
holdings, and comported themselves as the actual rulers
of the unhappy country. It occurred to them, also,
that, Sher Afzul might not get away from Kébul, and
that it was easier to invite Umra Khén into the country
‘than to get rid of him afterwards. So, from varying reasons,
doubts about Sher Afzul, suspicions of Umra Khén, and
elation at the novel exercise of unfettered authority, they
indited a second letter to Umra Khdn, telling him he
was not wanted, _

They decided to try and ingratiate themselves with
the Government of India, to ask pardon humbly for what
they had done, and to strengthen, as much as they could,
the rule of Amir-ul-Mulk, at any rate, until events -
developed. Gurdon was, therefore, permitted to send
out letters, and to increase his escort by getting down
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fifty Sikhs from Mastuj. Every attempt was made to
obtain his good-will, and the atmosphere seemed to be
clearing rapidly. Of course, all the facts were not
known till later. Those obvious to everyone were the
anxiety of Amir-ul-Mulk to rehabilitate himself in our
eyes, and the lapse from truculence of his followers.

Gurdon at once saw his chance, and put a stop to
more bloodshed, by convincing Amfr-ul-Mulk and his
supporters that such courses would irrevocably alienate
the Government of India.



CHAPTER VIII

MY SECOND MISSION

;

YUT the Government of India was in no haste to
recognise a youth, who was probably a mere
puppet, liable to be kicked off the throne at any
moment by Sher Afzul's partisans, a man guilty of the
murder of their own nominee, Nizdm-ul-Mulk, and one
whose capacity for governing, or even for behaving sanely,
was by no means evident. They subsequently ordered
me to examine the position of affairs at Chitrdl, when,
and not till then, they would come to definite decisions.
It was insisted that I was to commit them to nothing,
nor was anyone to be recognised as Mehtar of Chitrdl,
until they were in a position to consider the matter from
every standpoint,

When Gurdon called down half ‘'of Harley’s Sikhs
from Mastuj, a reinforcement was started for the latter
place from Gupis, Lieutenant H. A. K. Gough of the 2nd
Gurkhas marching on the 12th January with 150 of the
Kashmir Rifles, and Captain C. V. F. Townshend of the
Central India Horse, on the 14th, in command of another
detachment of 100 men of the same regiment. For I
determined to take as large an escort to Chitr4l as I could
feed, since the risks of the journey were considerable, and
there was still the possibility of an outbreak.

At this time, Amfr-ul-Mulk’s subjects seemed to
acquiesce in his rule, with the exception of the Ydsin
province where the people again rose and vowed they

would have no more kings. The Chitral Governor's
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house was plundered, and he was hunted into Gupis
fort, followed by the hostile shouts of the country folk,
who crowded round the place, cursing him. They swore
they were now subjects of the British only, and were ready
to carry loads, or do any servile work for them.

On the 15th January 1893, I left for Chitril, with
my senior soldier-assistant Campbell as a responsible
military adviser.

Notwithstanding the improved outlook, those left be-
hind at Gilgit were in desperate case. No one who has
not studied young British officers can understand their
tragic’ emotions at not being allowed to go where there
is even a remote chance of a fight. Just before we started,
my office witnessed conferences too sincere for laughter,
yet almost too absurd for gravity. Everyone wanted to
see me on pressing business which could only be con-
ducted personally. This quickly resolved itself into
carnest, even pathetic, prayers to be allowed to go to
Chitrdl. Al kinds of arguments were used—some in-
genious, others comical, even nonsensical—but all alike
the outspring of that dauntless spirit of enterprise which
makes the British officer a delightful memory, an ideal
of irresistible pluck and energy to every civilian who has
had close dealings with him in time of action. He is
not coldly to be dissected or analysed. It is his unique
personality and vital force which make him, taken as a
whole, the most romantic figure of our modern time.
Poor Baird, a man of no common mould, who combined
great ability with surprising courage and the suavest
manners, fairly burst into tears when told he must stay
behind to act as Staff Officer to Colonel Kelly, in case
that officer had to march to Chitrél for our relief. He
pleaded that, as my particular assistant for secretarial
work, his “place was logically with me. In the end, it
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was settled that he might have Beynon* in, from the
Hunza line, teach him the details of the office work and
then go to Gupis, upon the understanding that, in the
event of trouble, he should be at once summoned to
Chitrdl.  Captain G. H. Bretherton, the head of the
Commlssarlat and Transport Serv1ce, a-lean individual
with iron nerves and joints of steel, who loves an uphill
task or a craggy argument for its own sake, brought all
his. hard-headedness and perseverance to show that, who-
ever else accompanied me, he was indispensable. But
he, also, had to stay behmd for the contmgency that
Kelly might want him.

. Colonel J. G. Kelly, now introduced for the first time,
a man destined to be so famous hereafter, occupied a
somewhat strange position in the Gilgit district. After
my return from the Chitrdl mission of 1893, a regiment
- of British India troops was sent from.the Punjib to
Gilgit, to act . as backbone, and general stiffener to the
soldiery there. Previously, the. garfison employed to
guard that distant frontier consisted “entirely of Kashmir
troops, and at the time of which I write: it numbered
three regiments of the - Mabharajah’s mfantry (mostly
Gurkhas -and - Dogras),- a mule battery of mountain
artillery, and some sappers and miners. There was
also the British Agent's escort, formerly a small com-
pany of Afridfs, who did splendid service in the Hunza-
Nagar expedition, and lately a strong detachment of Sikhs,
two hundred in number, commanded by British officers.
With a view to economy, and because there was so.
much road-making to be done, the British India regiment
selected for duty, at Gilgit, was what is known as a
Pioneer regiment, an organisation peculiar, I think, to
India in the Imperial forces. In the ranks are a few skilled

* Lieutenant W, G. L. Beynon of the 3rd Gurkhas.
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artisans, even cabinetmakers are to be found there, while
the mass consists of men willing to work at road-making,
or similar rough engineering projects, for which they get
remuneration in addition to their ordinary pay as soldiers.
These special corps are mainly recruited from a low-caste
people, in former days wandering thieves and robbers,
who have been settled, and given land in the Punjib,
while the flower of their manhood is enlisted in these
“class” regiments. By faith they are Sikhs, in stature
middle-sized, and of sturdy build. Somewhat coarse in
feature and dark in complexion, they form a striking
contrast to the stately Sikhs, of the 14th, 15th, and 45th
Infantry, for instance, who, in. spite of the avowed
levelling nature of their creed, shrink from contact
with their low-born co-religionists in almost Brahminical
horror,

Known colloquially as Mazbi Sikhs, these Pioneers
are good fighters, and admirable soldiers. In addition
to their ordinary equipment, each man carries a pick
or a shovel on his back. Colonel Kelly was at the
head of one of these Mazbi regiments, the 32nd
Pioneers. ‘

Theoretically, Kashmir troops are managed by native
officers, hence, the Gilgit General was B4j Singh, a
brave Dogra; and each regiment and battery has its
own Oriental leader. All British officers are supposed
to be merely “attached” to the Kashmir regiments to
instruct and advise, but never directly to control. In
this way, the chance of wounding delicate susceptibilities
is obviated. Such is the arrangement in peace time; but
when there is war, everything is changed, and the whole
of the garrison, Kashmir and British, comes under the
orders of the senior British officer on the spot. Conse-
quently, Kelly was simply in charge of his regiment of

E
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Punjéb Infantry, employed in making roads down the
Indus valley, while there was peace, but, as soon as
hostilities occurred, he would be commander of the
whole district, and all military responsibility would rest
on him alone.



CHAPTER IX
BY THE WAY

E rode to Gupis in a couple of days, and- halted for
twenty-four hours, to interview the local headmen,
- and see what could be done about the Katlir Governor,
whose occupation, as already mentioned, had been rudely
snatched away from him by the revolted country people.
He was a small, eager man, and far from being dis-
couraged or depressed by his recent misfortunes, was
as buoyant as ever. In perfect seriousness, probably
with some idea that the Mehtarship was to be put up
to auction amongst the legitimate princelings, he sug-
gested that he should be made Ruler of Chitrdl, in
the place of Amir-ul-Mulk, and began to make
astounding promises. On being told that his claims
were not to be thought of, neither could he go with me
to Chitrdl, he grew mightily angry. Certainly his posi-
tion in Ydasin was not pleasant. I summoned all the
district headmen before me, and required them, as a
first test of the loyalty they professed, not to molest
their late Governor, who was to remain in his old
.house, under their protection. They obeyed these orders
scrupulously, although several people longed to shoot the
little tyrant, who, Katir-like, had been carrying off glrls
from their homes,
At Gupis, and throughout the Yisin province, the
people were enthusiastically ‘for us. When questioned
about the toilsomeness of the Shanddr in January, they

protested that they would tear the whole pass away with
67
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their fingers, sooner than the Colonel Sihib (the British
Agent) should suffer fatigue. And thus, with Eastern
hyperbole, and also with practical help in the way of
carrying baggage, they emphasised their hope that they
would not again be handed over to any tyrant to be
harried and outraged. My fiery little friend, Muhammed
Wali Khdn, with his picturesque following, had dis-
appeared. While I was in England, he, for some reason
or other, grew suspicious, and left Gilgit silently, by night,
to wander wrathfully in Dédrel aud Tdéngir.
~ We left Gupis on the 19th January, and after a
shockingly bad bit of road, where the snow had been
trodden into long slides, we reached the almost deserted
village of Ping4l in eight and a half hours. Townshend’s
detachment on ahead was to wait for us at the cold,
wind-swept Ghizr, two marches farther. We made a
fairly large party, whose most striking members were
four young rajahs, who accompanied me as Musdhibs
(aides-de-camp). One of them, Sifat Bahddur, whose
name will frequently recur, was an unusually handsome
‘young man, fair-skinned, and powerfully built. He was
a soldier, and a leader of men by heredity. In 1892 he
saved me on one occasion in the Indus valley, by
a really splendid charge, which changed, in masterful
fashion, a doubtful-looking fight. Naturally, I placed
great confidence in him, knowing that if there were
any rough-and-tumble fighting in store for us, he would
be invaluable, These young Muséhibs were jealous of
their privileges and of one another. In strict rotation,
one rode in front of my horse each march, with pride
and a keen sense of responsibility stamped on his
features and displaying itself in every gesture.
The cold in Y4sin during the month of January
is great, but exhilarating. Nobody, without actual ex-
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perience, could believe the marvels country ponies can
perform over an ice-covered track, on a steep hillside. A
slide of several feet is a common incident, yet they
never leave -the pathway, even when a corner has to be
rounded. If they fall, it is on their noses, never side-
ways. After bad stumbles, they may bleed at the
mouth, but even that is rare. When one’s nerves get
used to it, the best plan is to sit perfectly still, or as quiet
as one can, and not to dismount, for, unless wearing
special boots, it is most difficult to walk over these ice
sheets. Of course, when there is time, and the ground
close by is not frozen too hard, it is a capital plan to throw
earth upon the glassy surface, and this precaution must
always be taken if the loads are heavy. Soldiers on the
march have to use picks, when the journey, though
tedious, is safe enough.

On the 21st we caught up Townshend and his men at
Ghizr, and, with them for an escort, started for Langar,
at the foot of the Shandir. Gough, with whom was
Whitchurch,* had already crossed the pass on the 1gth,
at the cost of a few cases of frost-bite, but none of any
severity,

Every care was taken of the Sepoys, who were pro-
vided with Balaclava caps and snow-goggles, and had -
their feet cased in. strips of blanket, sent up by the
careful Baird. Gloved, with thick wrappings on the feet,
and woollen mufflers round their faces, the men looked
comfortable in yellow sheepskins worn over their great-
coats, and trudged along sturdily.

The cold was now too great for our thermo-
meters to register, After Ghizr, the soft snow caused
more falls than the naked ice lower down the valley,
but in that fine dry climate a well-fed man accepts

* Surgeon-Captain H. F. Whitchurch of the Indian Medical Service.
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such incidents with equanimity. Just beyond the village
of Teru there is a sharp descent to the river. Riding first,
my horse buried himself and meé in the snow, each of us
struggling out of the drift independently. Campbell was
riding next, and, in a voice sfriving in vain to keep down
its merriment, he expressed a polite hope that I was not
hurt, In the early morning a man is apt to be irritable,
and a snow bath, added to a comical mishap, is only
cheering to onlookers. So I was answering with a surly
growl when Campbell’s pony slid its hind legs gracefully
between its fore feet, and then went over backwards, a
bit of the red lining of its rider’s cavalry cloak asserting
itself gaily in the swirling commotion. No bones were
broken. I then discovered how much fun there is in an
overwhelming cropper in soft snow, soothed myself with
- anxious inquiries of exaggerated civility, and we were
quits,

At Langar the three of us crowded into one small
tent, seven feet square. We had a little fold-up Canadian
stove, which, with its chimney, quickly got red-hot under
the ministrations of a lucky Sepoy who had been told
off to keep it fed with chips of wood. Within a yard or
so of the glowing iron water froze solid. It was almost
impossible. to keep warm, even beneath a- mountain of
blankets and furs. . Revolvers felt sticky, while iron tent-
pegs could not be touched by the bare hand. Such
was the care of the military officers, however, that not
a single Sepoy, although all were practically in the
open, was frost-bitten, The only shelter for the men
was a long wedge-shaped erection of willow branches
_ fixed in the ground, and interlaced at their free ends.
Happily, there was no wind, and Baird’s admirable letters
- about clothing had been carefully read.

Next day, the 23rd, the Shandir was crossed. Dur-
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ing the winter, a dreaded wind at times sweeps .this
broad mountain plain. Fortunately,on this day, although
it was blowing somewhat, the wind was at our backs,
_so we got to the -melancholy village of Laspur with .
little trouble. We found great bonfires blazing at the
top of the pass and on the farther side. Headmen and
notables, with a numerous following, met us half-way over,
' While crossing one of the two frozen lakes which are
-on the Shandir, this mob of people made the ice crack
with a report like a pistol-shot. My horse slipping badly
at the same instant, jerked me suddenly forward and
gave Campbell, who was riding near, the momentary
impression that I had been shot treacherously from
behind, It is curious to reflect what serious troubles
might perhaps be originated by a mistake of this kind,
when the air is overcharged with the elements of suspicion.
On the 25th January, the dreary valley of Laspur
was quitted, after a long march, and we reached the
dismal Mastuj fort, which stands bleakly among salt-
petre swamps, in a wind-swept solitude. In the days
of bows and arrows, even in matchlock times, this was
" a formidable place, History tells of much desultory
fighting, sieges, and bloodshed in connection with it.
Placed at the meeting point of three main roads—to the
Shandir, to the Baroghil Pass, and to Chitral—it is still
of importance, although it is commanded from a hill slope
in front, and the walls have fallen into decay. -
There is a sorrowful garden at the south side, and
the only attempt at decoration is a carved balcony
front, which looks into the central courtyard. Adorning
it, just under the eaves, is a cabirnet photograph of Sir
William Lockhart, inserted in the woodwork, The fine
presence of that famous fighting general and soldier

' statesman seems to have fascinated the imaginations of
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the Chitr4lis as much as his geniality and grave kindness
of manner. .

' Gough and Whitchurch reached Mastuj, on the 23rd,
with their detachment. Harley, a light-hearted, young
Irishman of gregarious instincts, commanded the remnant
of his company of the 14th Sikhs, the greater number
having gone to Gurdon at Chitrdl. Amidst the desolation
of Mastuj he had lived alone for months, no doubt pray-
ing always for a fight, The young officers, and all the
countryside, were in readiness to salute us new arrivals
formally, and then cordially.



CHAPTER X
4
BAD NEWS AND A RACE TO CHITRAL

T half-past six the night before, we had been galvan-
ised by news from Gurdon, that Umra Khdn had
crossed the Lowari Pass from Dir into Chitrdl territory
with between 3000 and 4000 men, and had sent peremp-
tory letters to say that he had entered upon a holy war
against the Kafirs of the Bashgul valley; that he had
no hostile designs against Chitrdl; but that if Amlr-ul-
Mulk did not join him, and give help, he must take the
consequernces.

This was a bolt from the blue. All our thoughts had
been occupied with the progress of events at Chitril.
About Umra Khdn, at that time, we knew comparatively
little, except that, as far back as 1893, he had been
warned by the Government of India that he must not
commit further aggression on Chitril. He was known
to be in a state of irritation, and to be a disturbing spirit
on the frontier; also, I had suspected that his dis-
satisfaction and restlessness might find vent by starting
troubles in the debatable land of ‘the Kunér valley,
where Udny and the Afghdn Commissioner were mark-
ing out the frontier, or, at any rate, discussing its
limitations. But it was impossible, in our then state
of ignorance, to guess what had possessed Umra Khdn
to invade Chitrdl, which he, of course, knew to be under
the suzerainty of Kashmir. The temerity of the enter-
prise, the sufferings his men must have undergone

travelling through the snow of the Lowari Pass, and the
73
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wildness of any conceivable scheme that he had formed,
were equally‘ subjects for reflection.

At the same time, the Chitrdlis were evidently scared.
Only a limited number of them knew that Umra Khdn
had been invited into the country by Amir-ul-Mulk, that
he had started on that not unexpected call, and had
afterwards been told he was not wanted, and must not
come, . The dislike of Chitrdli to Jandoli is bitter, and of
long standing. Umra Khdn's renown as a warrior and
conqueror created a panic amongst the villagers and the
poorer classes of the people, _ .

Gurdon was once more in a position of grave risk,
from which all his coolness and tact could not rescue
him. A stampede from lower Chritrdl was beginning.
Amir-ul-Mulk was suspected of double-dealing. Gurdon
could not retreat to Mastuj without help. His road lay
through a country incredibly bad; he would get no
supplies, and no transport. He must be overwhelmed
by a mob of fugitives from the Pathdns, whose flight
would be hastened as well as justified, in their eyes, by
Gurdon’s retirement. Worst of all, he and his handful
of Sikhs could be stopped and surrounded, hopelessly,
in a dozen places, either by Umra Khén’s men, or by -
disaffected Chitralis, who might grasp the occasion to
gratify their hatred of the British, Finally, any such
movement would be viewed by Amir-ul-Mulk as an open
rupture with the Government of India and would make him
desperate. There was only one thing to be done. It
was to push on to Chitrdl, by double marches, with
as many men as possible, for only thus could Gurdon’s
safety be secured. I knew that he would not retire except
upon my distinct orders, and unless he did so it was nearly
certain that there would be some sort of opposition to
Umra Khidn, sufficient, at any rate, to delay his advance
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and probably give me time to reach Chitrdl, where I
intended to seize the fort, if necessary, and hold it.
Three telegrams from the Resident in Kashmir, de-
layed a few days, owing to the line being broken, are of
some interest here, The first, dated January 7th, inquired,
“Has Gurdon an escort with him in Chitrdl?” The
second, dated the gth of January, hoped I had received
a telegram from Udny, reporting a letter received by him
from Gurdon, which stated, amongst other things, that the
latter had asked Harley to send him fifty Sikhs from
Mastuj to Chitrdl, at once. This second telegram went
on to say, “Please let me know if men have been sent
to Gurdon’s assistance, and whether there is any further
news. Send help to Gurdon, if possible, as his position
is very risky” The third telegram, dated the 10th
January, said: “When reinforcements reach Mastuj, will
it not be advisable to raise Gurdon’s escort to one hundred
men? Please do this without waiting for orders, if you
think it necessary for Gurdon’s protection””  These
messages showed that the Government of India knew
of the Chitrdl catastrophe before I did, and not only
approved of Gurdon’s summoning the Sikhs from Mastuj
to Chitrdl, but were anxious that the men should be
sent to him, and also that they should be reinforced.
Some months afterwards, I was asked by a high official
why I had not ordered Gurdon back to Mastuj He
added philosophically, “Even if he had been killed, it
would only have been one officer, instead of four—Battye,
Peebles, Ross, and Baird,” As a similar line of argument
would have left me to my fate in Chitrl, I did not think
it necessary to answer this strange reasoning. Acting
upon my decision to march to Gurdon's help, we sent
letters off hastily to say that Colonel Kelly might shortly
have to be asked to move to Gilgit, anc‘l take command
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of the district. Baird was also ordered up to Ghizr with
'200 men, and Moberly to Mastuj with another 100,
It was found necessary to halt for one day while we
hunted up transport, harangued headmen, and set all
hands to patch up the dilapidated fort, especially the
corner towers, for we could only leave behind fifty men
as a garrison. Harley was sent off a long ride in
the Chitral direction, to discover the state of thé roads,
fords, and bridges.

During the day, news came that Umra Khdn had
burned the Chitrdl Kalash village of Utzin, and was
threatening Kila Drosh. No time, evidently, was to be
lost. We ordered up Snider ammunition from Gupis, to
be replaced from Gilgit, and I sent an indignant letter
of protest to Umra Khdn, and hurried on our preparations
though with great difficulty, for transport animals and
porters were hard to find. Townshend was sent off on
Sunday, the 27th, with 100 men. As he required help on the
road, it was hinted to Whitchurch, the doctor, that I should
be glad if he would consent, for the nonce, to act as a
combatant officer. He agreed, and marched all the way
to Chitrdl as Townshend’s subaltern, doing the work
admirably, A great ecclesiastic came in the morning to
tell me, in confidence, that it was Amfr-ul-Mulk who had
invited Umra .Khdn into the country. This was the first
trustworthy statement on that point.- The nobles, he
said, were angry about it, as they distrusted the Jandol
chief.

If it had been hard to get transport for Townshend,
it seemed impossible to move the second detachmeht,
under Harley, who commanded 33 Sikhs and 100
Kashmir rifles. They did not leave till half-past eleven,
and it was nearly two o’clock when our private baggage—
small as it was —left Mastuj, because the Sepoys’ kits
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and the reserve ammunition had to be arranged for first.
We had a twenty-mile march before us, to join Townshend
at Buni. It was a calamitous journey. The ponies could
hardly be induced to face the icy waters of the fords.
The glassy paths were execrable.

Campbell' and our party got into camp at a quarter
to eight, but Harley was a mile or two behind, and lost
his way upon the big plain, at one end of which is the
village of Buni. It was then one wide stretch of ice,
three or four miles in length, An Adamzdda acted as
guide. He pretended to be hurt at something which was
said, but, in reality, he was anxious to get under a warm
roof; so he abandoned Harley, who did not get in till
half-past five o’clock next morning, with several of his men
frost-bitten. Our baggage was also belated, but we dare
not wait, for word came that Umra Khidn had defeated
the Chitrdlis in front of Kila Drosh, killing and wounding
about thirty men. AsKila Drosh was but twenty-five miles
below Chitrél fort, this meant grave peril for Gurdon,
A trusty messenger was sent forward with orders that,
if the danger became imminent, Gurdon was to leave
Chitrdl, and try to reach us; but he was assured that
we were making strenuous efforts to get to him in
time,

We were passing fhrough a country where an attack
might be made upon us at any time, whilst the road
could be completely destroyed in a dozen places within
half-an-hour. Once in Chitrdl, we should be comparatively
safe, for there the fort would give us some protection, and
food could be obtained. But if Umra Khin atrived there
first, and Gurdon contrived to reach us, there was but one
alternative, and that was to ford the river and return to
Mastuj by way of Drésan, a perilous adventure, but less
dangerous than trying to retrace our steps through the
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country we had just traversed, with enemies pressing
behind, and an untrustworthy population in front.

Harley had to be detached to rest his men, and
bring them on afterwards with the baggage, as quickly
as he could. Townshend started at seven o'clock for
Baranis, another bad twenty-mile march. There we
arrived, all out, as the saying is, at half-past eight of a
pitch-dark night, Just short of the village is a ter-
rible cliff, with a narrow track hanging in festoons, or
curving out from its face high above the river, which is
heard roaring dully far below. Travellers have to go in
- single file, and cautiously. At one spot the path had
broken away; therefore we had to crouch, each where
he stood, till it was mended. The darkness was absolute,
and the roadway so narrow that one could not pass a
pony at all, nor a man without risk, for a stumble
might be fatal. Some ineffectual repairs were attempted
by the villagers, but in the end almost everybody had to
be . helped over the gap, by the light of a few ﬂarmg
torches.

The delight of at length throwing one’s self on the
dirty straw of a hut full of smoke, and of tearing off
with the fingers a portion of a roast fowl, tough as india-
rubber, had in my case, to be paid for. My feet being
eased of riding boots, some night horror or other seized
upon my big toe, as hungrily as I had seized upon the
ancient bird, and half-crippled me for days afterwards.
The days were as hot and stuffy as the nights were
frozen, ‘ ‘

On Wednesday, the 30th, our camp was at the village
of Koghazi, twelve and a half miles farther on. The’
day was insufferably hot in the blazing sun, although the
frozen snow under foot betrayed one constantly.

Baranis is the last village of the old Khushwaktia
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country, which formetly extended thus far down the left
bank of the Mastuj river, while on the right bank it in-
cluded Drésan. Therefore, on this day our road, for the first
time, lay through Chitral territory, to speak pedantically.

The track was extremely slippery and bad. As we
were leaving Baranis village, Campbell had a droll ex-
perience. He was riding a diminutive, but lively black
pony. A great horseman’s cloak lined with red, golden
cavalry forage cap, a long sword, and similar appurten-
ances adorned his smart, soldierly figure, but the sout
ensemble was somewhat . ludicrous, for the charger he
bestrode was hardly bigger than a rat. At one spot,
where the path was steep and very greasy, the little
animal sat down on its tail, and shot forward several
yards, from between its rider's knees. Campbell was left
standing on his feet and gazing in surprised inquiry at
his boots.

On this march we met some of the slain from the
Kila Drosh fight, being carried on rough stretchers, to
be buried amongst their own people. There were many
touching sights: an old greybeard, supervising the re-
moval of the dead body of his only son, and other tragic
groups. Then we came upon five or six Pathins, who
complained that they had been sent by Umra Khén to
see Gurdon at Chitrdl, but that Amir-ul-Mulk’s people
had made them prisoners. “Why,” they asked in Eastern
idiom, “are we to be interned at Drisan? This is
tyranny.” I promised to make inquiries, and if their state-
ments proved true, to do my best to get them released.

The next day, Thursday the 31st January, a last
thirteen and a half miles brought us to Chitrdl. The
road is abominable until the main valley is reached. It
runs for a considerable distance over a gallery con-
structed by the villagers along the face of a cliff, the
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famous Baitdri purs. The roadway is formed by simply
packing eafth‘ over branches, which, in their turn, rest
upon rough staples, driven into holes in the rock.
Chitrdlis are clever at making these frail-looking galleries,
especially when their lack of good tools is remembered.
But such structures are always liable to. break, and one
inconsiderable hole may stop baggage ponies for hours.
If an Eastern enemy were to catch one on such a place,
he merely has to break down the hanging road, before
‘and behind, and roll down stones from above, when
‘nothing on earth could save one from a horrible and
ignominious death. _

But, if the way was rough our hearts were light, for

. the news from Chitrdl had improved. Umra Khdn was
pressing the siege of Kila Drosh, but the old fort was
said to be defending itself sturdily, while the fact of
-our coming seemed to have screwed up the Chitrdlis to
the sticking - point. Gurdon rode out to meet us—a
happy man, but no happier than we were to see him
safe and well and find that he was none the worse for
the terrible anxieties he must have endured, in spite of
his great heart and placid nerves. :

There were some " of .my friends, the Kafirs,
skirmishing about characteristically, as dirty and as
agile as ever, With wide grins and nods they ran
round my horse, a few Lkissing my fingers in the
Chitral fashion, or pressing my hand on their foreheads
after their own custom. Others, shyly and awkwardly,
tried to salaam from a distance. The day was close
and cloudy, and snow about to fall, so we préssed on
to my old house on the high right bank of the Chitral
torrent. We officers occupied the living rooms on the
upper floor, while the men were got under cover .in and
-around the house and its enclosures.



CHAFTER - X1
THE GATHERING OF THE STORM

OME sixteen miles below Chitrdl fort there is a
strong rocky position, pierced by the river, at a
_placed called Gdirat.” Such positions are called by the
people “darbands,” literally, closed doors. Amir-ul-Mulk
had stationed himself there, with several hundred men
drawn from all parts of the country, It was an easily
defensible place in the winter time, when the hills are
covered with snow; then a few hundred stout-hearted,
well-armed men could make it impregnable, if a certain
turning road were faithfully guarded.  This long turning
road started up a valley, nearly opposite Kila Drosh,
passed over a high ridge, and then ran down another
long valley, which debouched immediately behind
Gdirat, on the right bank of the Chitral river. Conse-
quently Umra Khidn, even if he captured Kila Drosh,
which was ten miles farther down the river, ought to
be still completely blocked, and unable to move against
Chitrdl. Everything, therefore, depended upon the trust-
worthiness of those defending Géirat.

Amir-ul-Mulk had excused himself from coming to
receive us in person, on the plea of military duties, but
his only (full) brother, a little boy named Shuja-ul-Mulk,
afterwards known to Mr Tommy Atkins as “ Sugar-and-
milk,” had travelled with us nearly all the way from
Mastuj. He had made himself very popular, chiefly, .
perhaps, because of his princely gravity, which sat

oddly, though picturesquely, on his boyxsh personality.
F 81 )
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It was easy to perceive that Amfr-ul-Mulk had deputed
his brother to welcome us, and was remaining himself
at Géirat, not because he was valorous, but because
he was timid and distrustful. In short, he was still-
wavering and doubting whether it would not be better
after all for him to try and make it up with Umra
Khin rather than trust to us. He misdoubted that he
might have to expiate the murder of his brother, Nizdm-
ul-Mulk, if he came into Chitrdl. Thus he vacillated.
We, consequently, had to be ready for all eventualities.
The day after our arrival rain fell heavily. As we were
under cover, while Umra Khin’s large force was pre-
sumably in the open, the bad weather was not without
"its compensations. .

Campbell went down to the fort, 1100 yards away on
the river bank, to see as much of it as he could. He
afterwards made rough plans from memory of its de-
fences. Gurdon tried hard to get supplies. There was
food to be bought, but we found difficulty in getting
villagers to carry it in. Nearly everybody was away
on military duty, either at Gdirat or at Drosh.

On the 3rd February, Campbell, taking Townshend
with -him, rode down to Géirat to inspect and report
upon its power to resist attack, With them I also sent
the native cavalry officer alluded to in the earlier chapters,
Rab Nawdz Khdn; but alas, I no longer had with me
the astute Abdul Hakfm who, in 1893, had kept me
posted up in everything that was going on, and even
reported the opinions held by the queens in the harem,
.and the talk of aged crones squatting round a fire in
the evening, The information brought back by Campbell
was faitly satisfactory, but the political news was less so.
It seemed, according to Rab Nawdz Khdn, that all the
nobles with Amifr-ul-Mulk were Sher Afzulites at heart,



THE GATHERING OF THE STORM 83

and confidently expected the return of that prince. But,
stranger still was the report that Umra Khdn had no
less than eighty Chitrilis of the same faction in his camp,
“and that he had won his fight before Kila Drosh by the
treachery of one of Amir-ul-Mulk’s half-brothers, who had
drawn off his men at a critical moment. It was also
hinted that the commander of Kila Drosh was not
above suspicion.

Evidently there was some conspiracy abroad which
I did not understand. The possibility of Sher Afzul
appearing in the field was not thought of, for Gurdon, a
fortnight before, had written to Udny on the subject, and
had received a reassuring answer. Udny answered that
he did not even think it necessary to speak of the matter
to the Afghdn Commander-in-Chief, but would send word
to Chitrdl if he heard of Sher Afzul’s leaving Kébul,

Further precautions were now necessary, so, under the
excuse of carefully guarding certain stores which were in
the fort, I sent there next morning a fine old Kashmir
major, a surly, trustworthy soldier, with a hundred men,
to hold the main gate ;-Campbell reconnoitred the neigh-
bouring hills, and Harley measured ranges all round.
The princes in the fort, and the Mehtar at Giirat were
given explanations abont this movement of troops. As
no British officer accompanied them, no objections were
raised at the time, but on the sth February rumours
began to be spread amongst the common people, that
the English were acting in concert with Umra Khdn. It
was declared to be strange and suspicious that letters
were permitted by Umra Khdn to pass between Udny
and Chitrdl. I therefore took occasion to say, emphatic-
ally, that the Government of India had not the slightest
intention of annexing the country, and that the presence
of my soldiers in the fort was of real help to the Chitrélis,
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since it would save them all anxiety about its safety,
as well as set free many fighting men to resist Umra
Khin, .

The same evening, without previous notice, Amir-ul-
Mulk rode in from Gdirat to see me. It was our first
meeting. He was a dull, stupid-looking " youth, .and
neither spoke much himself, nor even listened to what
was said. Every now and again he would smile in a
heavy, absent-minded way while gazing into vacancy.
With him came four or five notables, who conducted
the conversation. Their prime.object was to induce me
to send’ part of my escort to Gdirat, to give confidence,
they said, to its defenders, My determination was to do
nothing of the kind; it was all very well for them to
protest that Umra Khdn could not otherwise be with-
stood. But I could not afford to separate my escort
while rumours were industriously conveyed to me by the
nobles themselves that the people generally were shocked
at my having soldiers in the fort.

My visitors continued to urge their point, while I kept
exhorting them to reinforce and strenuously defend Kila
Drosh. The discussion was eventually adjourned till the
following morning, to be then restarted on the same lines.
After I had carefully explained anew the precise position
of Kashmir, and the Government of India, in relation to
Chitral, and had convinced everybody present that there
was no danger of their country being annexed, our inter-
view closed. Amir-ul-Mulk rode back to Gdirat, carrying
away with him his young brother, whom, he evidently feared,
we might perhaps put in his place.

A stream of reports was poured in, that all the Chitrélis
were depressed because I would not send troops to operate
actively against Umra Khdn, but Amir-ul-Mulk’s spokes-
men doubted the good faith of these, and I correctly
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guessed, as it turned out, that most of these rumours
were set on foot by them, with the object of influencing
me in secret ways when they had failed by open methods.
The net result was, that I sent fifty more men down
to the fort,

The next event was the surrender of Kila Drosh to
Umra Khén, with all its rifles and stores, by the calm,
open treachery of its commander. It was simply handed
over, without any pretence of fighting. Amongst the
unblushing nobles there were indeed a few who murmured
excuses about the water supply of the place having been
cut off, and other extenuating details; but, in the end,
they could not but admit the plain facts of the case.
Thereupon-I decided to move all my people into the
fort. ‘

No coolies could be obtained, consequently the soldiers
had to carry all baggage and stores. There was not one
argument, plausible or ridiculous, left unuttered to stop our
making this move. Everybody was listened to politely,
but the work went on all the time. The Mehtar’s uncles
and cousins tried every device to make me change my
intention. A resident of Peshawer, a British subject, but
the son-in-law of the dead Mehtar Amién-ul-Mulk, was
put up to advise, as a friend and as one loyal to the
British, that we ought to stop outside the fort. He was a
member of a highly-respectable, almost sacred, sect of
Pathdns, and declared that my not doing so would irritate
the headmen and alienate the people; that every one
would consider it tantamount to annexation, and so on.
The chagrin of the princes and nobles when we were safe
inside could not be disguised.

Gurdon’s industry in getting in supplies had been
more successful than was expected. Other prudential
measures were also taken, and every contingency which
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could be thought of was provided against. Campbell made
a covered way down to the river, and rapidly put the
summer-house corner of the garden into a good state of
defence. The troops were regularly practised at alarm
post drill, and everybody was on the alert, for bad faith
and treachery thickened the atmosphere.

It was explained in an earlier chapter that the whole of
Chitrdl was formetly divided between the Katir and the
Khushwakt descendants of a common ancestor, and it was
shown how the strong ambitious rule of the Mehtar
Amidn-ul-Mulk had brought all the country under his
control.  But, though compelled to acquiesce in Katir
domination, the Khushwakt magnates and nobles (there
are none of the latter east of the Shandir) had always
hated it. They fiercely desired a prince of their own
nationality, and their seeming submission was merely
the result-of fear, When Kila Drosh was surrendered to
Uinra Khén, there were many Khushwaktis on duty at
Géirat. They broke into rebellion, and hurrying back to
Chitrdl, declared to me, in a body, that they refused
thenceforward to accept any rule other than that of the
Government of India. In this they were probably
actuated more by dislike of Amir-ul-Mulk than by any
sentimental attachment to us. The Mehtar also came
back hastily. After much negotiation, Katirs and Khush-
waktis were received in durbar together to see what could
be done. The Katir nobles, by their furious glances,
showed clearly how they would have solved the difficulty,
but the others held firm, and the only way out of the
impasse was by making a temporary truce between the
factions, wherein the Mehtar bound himself to be respon-
sible for all the Katir part of the community, while I

similarly guaranteed the good behaviour of the Khush-
waktis,



THE GATHERING OF THE STORM - 87

In the evening all started again for the Gdirat position,
the Khushwaktis reluctantly enough, but in obedience to
my wishes. On the whole, this incident had not been
without its advantages, and it was clear to me that a
certain proportion of the Gdirat garrison would, in exist-
ing circumstances, resolutely oppose Umra Khdn if he
advanced.

Amifr-ul-Mulk, on his arrival, had asked that the
south half of the fort might be reserved for him and
his women folk ; and that the northern half only should
be occupied by us. But, as the former commanded the
latter, a strong dividing wall separating the two, he was
desired not to press the point.

To my view, our prospects were now improved con-
siderably. It only remained for us to ensure that
Gdirat should be properly held. That was the chief
anxiety, for it alone intervened between us and the
triumphant Umra Khén, if the latter should be bold
enough to attack us; and there seemed no limits to his
audacity.

As we held the fort, and the Khushwaktis, at any
rate, were on our side, though it was certain that they
would not long remain so, unless we actively supported
them, I decided to send some of my escort to help in
the defence of Gdirat, and give the Chitrdlis there that
moral support which was still more important. Amfr-ul-
Mulk and I came to an arrangement, whereby he agreed
to remain always with me while any detachment of my
men remained at Gdirat. The importance of that place
" became more and more evident, for we were surrounded
with wooden buildings, a musjid, and stables, besides
guest and store rooms. It was not safe to leave these
structures standing, yet it would have been inexpedient -
to demolish them without urgent cause; and to clear
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them away properly would take three days. Consequently,
on the 15th, Townsﬁend .was sent to Gdirat, with a
detachment of Kashmir Rifles, to occupy a block house
on the left bank of the river there. He was provided
with signalling apparatus, including lanterns for night use.

I went to Gdirat on the 17th, with Amir-ul-Mulk,
to let its defenders see us together and realise that
we were co-operating for the defence of the country.
Chitrdlis, though constantly on horseback, cannot ride
even moderately long distances at a rapid pace. They
love to walk their marches, with occasional furious
scampers over the rarely-occurring level stretches, which
are always short and narrow. On this occasion, General
Bédj Singh and myself rode the thirty-two miles somewhat
quickly, with the result that all the Chitrdlis and their
horses were knocked up for the next three or four days,
the men with abrasions, the horses with sore backs.

Everything began to look more cheerful. No storm-
clouds were to be seen, except that one at Kila Drosh,
where, however, Umra Khén seemed impotent, for Géirat
was secure, its defenders being reported, by British officers,
to be confident and of good cheer. Late at night, on the
18th, news came that Gurdon, with a small escort, recon-
noitring a little too far down the right bank of the river,
from Gdirat, had been fired upon by a party of Umra
Khdn’s men, Here then was that first shot, often fateful,
and always to be dreaded. Campbell was hurried off
to take military command of the darbard, and to acquaint
me, by mounted messengers, of all events,

He almost at once sent back word, that Sher Afzul
had . actually come to Drosh. Amir-ul-Mulk, open-
mouthed, brought the same story. But I scoffed, and
pointed out the impossibility of its being true. I
declared it was a foolish trick of Umra Khdn. Two
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days later, this opinion seemed confirmed, for Campbell
wrote that Umra Khdn was rumoured to be growing
anxious, also that many of his men had deserted to
their homes. Now, our sun was surely about to shine
splendidly, for on the 22nd Campbell believed “that
Umra Khén was throwing up the sponge,” although
there were indeed some discredited whisperings, that
the men who had left Umra Khin were, perhaps, not
deserters at all, but Chitrdlis hurrying away to receive
Sher Afzul at Dir.  Townshend, on the 22nd and
23rd, confirmed Campbell’s letters, that there were
large desertions from Umra Khdn's camp. But, on
the latter day, Campbell sent me disquieting evidence
of Sher Afzul having ridden into Drosh the night before.
Yet, there still seemed room for doubt, for how could
Sher Afzul get away from Kébul without Udny hearing
of it?

Baird marched in with a hundred rifles on the 2oth.
He had been gradually moved up to Mastuj, convoying
ammunition, and was then told to join us. After spending
a day looking critically over the military arrangements of
the fort, he left on the 22nd with a hundred men for
Ailn, in support of Campbell.

There had already been some passing of letters be-
tween Umra Khén and myself, wherein he had developed
a new style of diplomacy, which consisted in making his
letters meaningless, or full of vague complaints when
they were not unintelligible. As an excuse for their
want of coherence, he explained that his Persian secretary
was a badly-educated man. On my part, I promised to
send him the final orders of the Government of India,
as soon as they reached me.

On the 24th February, important events happened.
Despatches.from India arrived, with instructions for me
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to discharge an ultimatum at Umra Khén, while Udny,
in the Kundr valley, was to send him a similar document.
I was also authorised, consistently with my own safety,
to help- the Chitrélis, morally .and materially, to turn
Umra Khén out of the country. These instructions were
sent, doubtless, because the Government of India per-
ceived " that the Chitrdlis might possibly whip round
sharply, and perhaps war against me, unless I actively
helped them. In times of unrest, half- civilised people
are quickly distrustful of mere. moral support. Those
not energetically with them are apt to be counted as
secret enemies, - But I was unable to attempt more than
had already been doné, for it was out of the question to
risk any of my small force below Gdirat. * However, by
joining in' the defence of that place, we raised our credit
for sincerity in the wavering minds of the populace.

- As an additional support, the Punidl and Hunza-
Nagar levies were sent for from Gilgit, and other military
movements were arranged. It was thought that when
the levies came upon the scene, in the improbable con-
tingency of Umra Khdn not having by that time gone
back, their help- would enable the Chitrilis to compel
him to retire, especially as we helped to garrison Gdirat
and held Chitrdl with our regular troops. It was certain
that he ‘could not support himself on the: country inde-
finitely, particularly if he were harassed, without cessation,
by tribesmen as well armed, as light-footed on hills, and
as brave as his own Pathéns.

I sent Umra Khén the ultimatum, explaining that he
must at once leave Chitrdl territory, and if he disregarded
this requirement, that 1 was authorised to aid the
Chitrdlis to enforce it. With this letter I sent another
to Sher Afzul, for that he was now at Drosh seemed
certain though inexplicable. His presence there might or
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might not be a serious danger. In any case it added
to the general tangle of affairs. That a great majority
of the people wanted him as their king was so evident,
that, in a recent despatch, I had explained to the Govern-
ment of India, that Am{r-ul-Mulk was nothing more than
a makeshift figurehead, to be cast aside and broken by
the people at any time; and that there was little hope of,
a peaceful settlement in Chitrdl, while such a »of fainéant
held the nominal power. I expressed the opinion, that
the only possible Mehtar was Sher Afzul.

Amir-ul-Mulk had all this time never been recognised,
even as temporary Mehtar. He and his friends were
invariably told that his claims would be laid before the
Viceroy, and that the more they showed their capacity
for government, by prudence, justice, and patriotism,
as well as by gaining the goodwill of the people, the
better undoubtedly would be his chances. By these
means, they were induced to make some show of
moderation. They restrained themselves, with a great
effort, from murdering opponents at the time of
the Khushwakt revolt, for the paramount necessity of
keeping in the good graces of the British officers com-
pelled them to forego their craving for vengeance.

Sher Afzul's advent made it probable that the
backers of Amfr-ul-Mulk amongst the nobles would
be reduced to a group of the smallest size, even
if he contrived to retain one sincere adherent, in
addition to the always faithful foster -relatives. He
became frightened. Timidity was the keynote of his
character. To fear of Umra Khdn, and half-distrust of
me, was now added a terror of Sher Afzul, for he knew
that he had not consistently acted the part of place-
warmer to that prince as the original plot ordained.
Lately personal ambition had overridden solemn vows.
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The connection between Umra Khdn and Sher Afzul
could not accurately be measured. It was optimistically
believed that they were not friendly, that each was
suspicious of the other, Reflecting upon the probable
strength of the various—and many of them .conjectured
—motives of action animating these two men, it seemed
best to try to get Sher Afzul to come into Chitrdl, and
put his case before the Government of India in a
reasonable spirit. Most people still thought that Umra
Khdn would gladly retreat, from what he must now
perceive was a dead enterprise, if he could find some
bridge of honour to pass across, Sher Afzul, it was
known, would be rapturously acclaimed by the people,
and Amir-ul-Mulk would be satisfied to resign his
fitful power, if he were certain of a reconciliation with
his uncle, when he might hope once more to be
adopted, as his son, and made heir-apparent, or at least
to be given a governorship. The Chitrdlis were con-
vinced that I inclined towards Sher Afzul, so it seemed
as if only the details of some comprehensive arrange-
ment had to be thought out:

Sher Afzul made the first move through secret
emissaries, who tried to induce the people at Gdirat to
go to him at Drosh. Hearing of this, I sent him a
frank letter inviting him to Chitrdl. It was promised
that he would be treated with every respect, and his
personal safety was guaranteed. The letter went on-
to say that although, of myself, I had no power to
formally recognise him as Mehtar, yet it was nearly
cex:tflin that the Government of India would raise no
objections when they knew that all classes were anxious
for him to rule over them, although they might make
stipulations,

But, just before he received this letter, an unlucky
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incident befell, which was little short of a catastrophe.
A few headmen, who wanted to show Sher Afzul how
energetic they were in his service, by a clever intrigue,
convinced the defenders of Gdirat that the British officers
there had no objection to their leaving their posts to go
and salaam to Sher Afzul, and then bring him to me
at Chitrdl. So they trooped away, and this invaluable
military position was left to the care of a few Khush-
waktis and Campbell’s troops—a force insufficient for
its defence. 4
Surely some kind change of fortune was due to us
now. It seemed to come in the evening with two
letters, one from Umra Khin, of which only the begin-
ning, “To the brave and great Colonel of Chitrdl,” was
decipherable; but the second, from Sher Afzul “To
his kind friend the Colonel Sihib Bahiddur,” was more
encouraging. With complimentary hyperbole, ‘it told
how the writer had received my “orders”; that their
purport and my friendliness were known to him, and
that his great desire was to become the friend and
servant of the Government of India, He would, if I
wished, send me a trustworthy agent, and he was ready
to carry out all the wishes of the Government of India,
and to accept any terms that they might impose upon
him. In conclusion, he apologised for the general
appearance of his letter as unbefitting a person of my
exalted rank. = There was, however, no answer to my
invitation for him to come to Chitrdl, so I wrote again.
As this failed to produce a reply, I grew anxious,
Next day a reconnaissance was made down the right
bank for a few miles, Everything was quiet. We
noticed, in the distance, a string of horsemen toiling
over the rough track on the farther bank. They were
too few to be an attacking force, so we were inclined to
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believe what we were told, that, without doubt, they were
a deputation from Sher Afzul. When I rode back to
Aitin that night, it was to find the people there over-
joyed at the seemingly peaceful end of the crisis, and
at all danger having passed away. Nevertheless, no
military precautions were omitted at Gdirat, where
Campbell commanded with cool vigilance.

On the 27th, riding back to Gdirat, we found every-
body cheery and hopeful. A deputation had certainly
arrived, though it was a surprise to find it composed
merely of a single gorgeously-dressed Afghdn, with one
dirty, mean-looking attendant. The former presented
a short, polite note from Sher Afzul to say that he
now sent me his confidential agent, whose words I must
consider as Sher Afzul's own. It ended, “Make known
“to him whatever you have in your mind, so that action
may be taken accordingly.”

We went into a tent together, where the envoy at
.once began to speak in blunt style, and with an

arrogance of manner surprising in an Oriental.  First
of all, he remarked that he was an Afghén, a race that
never told lies, and that Sher Afzul had escaped from
Kébul secretly, and without the knowledge of the Amir.
This was said with a leer, the man intending me to
disbelieve him, Next he observed that there was but
one place in Chitrdl fit for a Mehtar’s residence, which
was the fort; therefore, I must evacuate that place at
once, and march back, with all my soldiers, to Mastuj,
He was not unprepared to modify this condition to the
extent that I, and sixteen Sepoys, might remain at
Chitrdl, outside the walls, but all the rest must leave
forthwith. If these preliminaries were accepted, then Sher
Afzul would be friends with the Government of India,
provided that he were given a specified annual subsidy,
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and that no British officers remained in Chitrdl territory.
A native Indian news-writer and the Punjibi doctor
might live in the country, but no Europeans. . He wound
up with the significant remark, that unless all these
conditions were complied with, it would be impossible
to restrain Umra Khdn from advancing. Though de-
signedly truculent and rough of speech, the man must
have known western rules concerning the inviolability
of envoys, for he would never have ventured to behave
"so rudely to any frontier chief; nevertheless, considering
that by race and religion he was avowedly sceptical of
western assertions about honour, he showed much courage
in acting as he did.

I answered coldly that Sher- Afzul's message was
improper both in tone and in spirit, that neither Umra
Khidn nor any one else could impose a Mehtar upon
Chitrdl, and that Sher Afzul would not be allowed to
seize the rulership in any such high-handed fashion, but
must first ask the permission of the Government of
India.  Although the envoy afterwards moderated his
manner, yet, in the course of further conversation, he
merely iterated his first demands in politer phrases, Upon
his departure, I gave him a letter of protest against Sher
Afzul’'s messages. '

We subsequently learned that the Chitralis who left
Gdéirat for Sher Afzul's camp at Drosh, as already de-
scribed, begged that prince to send some of their number
to arrange matters with me. They knew the individual
“he had chosen, and understood what was implied by his
selection, for, though a faithful servant and a valorous
fighter, to employ him as a delegate could have but one
meaning—that there was not to be peace. But Sher
Afzul declined to permit even one of them to accompany
his agent, as witnesses might be inconvenient, although all



96 : CHITRAL

these frontier men tacitly maintain that written words
- alone are evidence; on the ground simply that all men
being manifestly liars, verbal statements are worth-
less., Sher Afzul, like Umra Khin, wrote words of friend-
ship, which might be produced thereafter as proofs of
his good intentions, if things went wrong, while he con-
sistently acted upon a pre-arranged scheme. Eastern
rulers of far higher importance than these two chiefs are
no less addicted to strange diplomatic methods,

Why Sher Afzul did not negotiate in a milder way
is uncertain, His success in getting the defenders of
Gdirat into his-camp perhaps puffed up his vanity at the
cost of prudence. Both he and Umra Khdn, after that
event, looked upon the first stage of their plans as com-
pleted. We were believed to be helpless, and without
a possible chance of -reinforcement at Chitrdl. All that
remained to be done was to act cautiously, so as to
capture the troops, by means of Oriental stratagems, at
small ‘cost. They felt that plentiful . hostages would
strengthen flabby excuses for deeds, perhaps indefensible,
but past and irrevocable, Another view is that Sher
Afzul, from the moment of his entering Umra Khin's
camp, became simply a tool of that chief, and .was not
responsible for anything that followed. The third, and
by no means ill-grounded, opinion bases Sher Afzul’s
action on a scheme devised, long before, in agreement
with the supposed teachings of history. = According to it,
the frontier powers, from the greatest to the least, sought
to find a cure for the alleged ambitious designs of the
Government of India in some such catastrophe as that which
overwhelmed the British at Kabul in 1842, and resulted,
so the border people believe, in Afghdnistdn obtaining
2 long rest from invasion. They were convinced that in
no other way could the sleepless military yearnings of
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the Government of India be checked. Afghdns exult
in the thought that they compelled us to evacuate their
country, both in 1842 and 1880, by stubborn fighting.

With this one object before their eyes, aided by a
~common religion, all joined together in a temporary
alliance of that loose kind peculiar to Orientals, who
can never organise a simultaneous outbreak. The con-
federacy started from the high level of the Afghdn
Commander-in-Chief, who was so carefully “protecting”
Udny in the Kundr valley, that it seems he was almost
a prisoner in his own camp, and included even the smaller
peoples of the Indus valley. All existing difficulties were
to be hung up until the British were driven back, when
there would be leisure once more for the chiefs to settle
their own affairs after ancient methods. It is enough
merely to mention these different theories without ex-
amining them minutely. Each, probably, contains some
portion of the truth, The certainty is, that theré was a
widespread conspiracy, having, as its bed-rock, an in-
vincible suspicion of the real intentions of the Government
of India.



CHAPTER XII
RETREAT

N the night of the 27th all of us officers stayed at
Gdirat in an unpleasant frame of mind, for it was
clear that we might be attacked at any time. Except
our own men, we had but a few desponding Khushwaktis
to help us. The party, which had been guarding the
all-important side-road, was now known to be either
starting to go or to have already gone to Sher Afzul;
but, on the other hand, it was certain that no enemy
could reach us from that direction in less than twenty-
four hours, by the most unfavourable calculations. That
we must get back to Chitrdl as fast as possible was
-obvious; also that we must keep up.appearances before
those Chitrdlis who were still nominally loyal to us.
But how to get the baggage carried was a perplexing
question. The fort was far off, and during a long night-
watch one has time to magnify distance and exaggerate
difficulties; besides, however confident we might feel
of eventually reaching Chitral safely, there was certainly
the possibility, even likelihood, of rearguard fights on
the way.
On the west—.e. on our side of the Shandir—we had,
at this time, the following soldiers, namely :—

At Gdirat . . 8o of the 14th Sikhs, anq
) . 67 , , 4th Kashmir Rifles.
s Alli.l‘l . . 8o YT} ” »
» Chltl’é{ . . 150 5, » » .”‘
nwMastyj . ., 102 » »n  »

”
En route to Mastyj 95 ,, ,, 14th Sikhs, and
20 ,, ,, Bengal Sappers and Miners.
98
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There were at Ghizr, as our next support, 106 of the 4th
Kashmir Rifles and 100 of the 6th Kashmir Light
Infantry. ' )

Early on the 28th Amir-ul-Mulk, half-distracted, came
to Aiin. Thither Baird and I rode quickly, after a
messenger we had sent ventre-a-terre to hurry the collec-
tion of porters. The young prince was wavering badly,
but without his help nothing could be done, because, by
the custom of centuries, the peasantry invariably give
obedience to the Mehtar of the moment, even if they
are certain that his power has already slipped away.

"~ We had an interview squatting on the roof of one
of the houses that flank the polo ground. Pressing.us
closely, from all sides, were agitated young Chitrdlis
who controlled, almost with pain, an impulse to chatter
excitedly and to gesticulate. All eyes watched my face
with fierce intentness, while every neck was strained for
fear one word should be lost; but Am{r-ul-Mulk himself
sat with downcast gaze and with hands that trembled.
A firm, confident manner on my part was imperative,
The young prince caught fire for an instant, when I
loudly declared that, temporarily and subject to official
confirmation, I recognised him as Mehtar of Chitrél,
But it was hard to keep him at the glowing point. The
shouts of the people brought a dull light into his face,
but it died away almost at once, and his features con-
tracted again into an anxious frown.

Nevertheless, he bawled out some orders which others
interpreted and amplified with so much 'energy that
coolies were soon on their way to Gdirat in small groups,
and with a fair show of zeal. Amfr-ul-Mulk had to
be kept close by my side all the day. At z P.M.
Campbell signalled with flags that transport coolies were
collecting, and that he hoped to start in half-an-hour.
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About four o'clock, Baird galloped away to help. He
was to start off at once as much of the baggage as there
was transport for, and bring in the rest by a second trip
of the villagers. All ponies were at the same time
requisitioned and sent to Gdirat, whether they belonged
to princes, British officers, or to anybody else. Just
as darkness fell, Campbell’s rearguard came in safely.
Another night of stringent precaution followed. A small
force of Sher Afzul's men had been lying close to Géirat
for some time, When we left he marched in. His
advanced party was in such haste that it walked into
the midst of some Kashmir Sepoys, who disarmed the
men and brought them to Aidn,

On Friday, the 1st March, daylight was the sole
welcome fact. Amir-ul-Mulk still needed to be watched
carefully, He knew that the road between Chitrdl and
Mastuj had been destroyed by Sher Afzul's men in
“several places, but, notwithstanding, he repeated a pro-
posal made by him the day before, that he, the British
officers, and all the troops should retreat quickly to Mastuj,
there to await reinforcements. I had been warned by a
Chitrli friend that this plan would be proposed in the
hope that we might be trapped at the formidable Baitdri
cliffs, referred to on page 80. Amir-ul-Mulk was simply
told in reply that his suggestion was thought impracticable.

All day long the rain fell without ceasing, and satu-
rated baggage and clothing. Once again there was terrible
delay about carriers. Some precious food stores having to
be abandoned, they were given as a present to a party
of Kdfirs, sent by their tribe to ask me how to preserve
their country from the outstretched hand of the Amir
of Kdbul. At last, everyone, wet through and miserable,
got into Chitrdl fort without mishap. I had con-
»tracted dysentery at Géirat; but contentment at seeing
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the last man enter the big gates made me for a time
happy and well.

Baird wrote to Gurdon from Aidn, instructing him to
hold the bridge at Chitrd] and the towers defending it,
and also to send a detachment to command an awkward
piece of river-road, which has to be traversed just before the
broad open Chitrdl plain is reached. These orders were
promptly carried out; consequently, the safety of our
retreating force was practically assured, although there
would have been a certain loss of baggage if Sher Afzul
had ventured an attack. But that wily individual was
over-confident of his powers of trickery, and felt certain of
obtaining all he wanted in a few days, and without loss.
The essence of his plans was to avoid present hostilities,
and to lull me into false security by diplomatic means.
Next, after getting into close contact with us, under the plea
of negotiation, he trusted that his cleverness would show
him an adroit way to turn some chance occasion into an
opportunity for an irresistible surprise. We, suspecting
no evil, were to be enticed, under the plea of friendly
discussion, into a position where we could be surrounded
and closed in upon suddenly by an overwhelming crush
of men. After the fright his envoy had given us at
Gdirat, it was supposed that we should naturally be
inclined to treat. Our rapid march to Chitrdl had
disconcerted Sher Afzul for- the time. It was thought
to indicate that we required handling in a gentler way,
and that I was either too “hot-tempered ” and insistent
upon fighting, or too timid ; probably the latter. »

From my standpoint, everything pivoted on Umra
Khidn. Even yet there seemed some reason to doubt
the nature of his alliance with Sher Afzul. It is a pity
one cannot know exactly what is behind a big stone
wall, without going round it to see. Dozens of reports
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were secretly conveyed to me, that Umra Khén only
waited for a sign to seize Sher Afzul, declare himself
on my side, and so.regain his old position in the good
favour of the Government of India; and, on theother
hand, that Sher Afzul was constrained in all his actions
by his false friend, and would, if encouraged, desert to
my camp; and so on endlessly. The truth, perhaps,
was that they wanted to inveigle me into a wretched
underground correspondence with both, which would con-
vict me of bad faith, and depnve me of the sympathy
of my eccentric fellow-countrymen, who were, notoriously,
more than half-mad on such points. But I was de-
termined merely to sit tight, as the saying goes, and
~ watch not unhopefully the manceuvres of my opponénts.
I was, moreover, firmly resolved to allow no possible
enemy to come within arm’s-length.

A letter written by Gurdon on this day, March Ist,
to Moberly at Mastuj, was the last news of us for fifty
days. It is convenient at this point to interrupt the
narration of events at Chitrdl, and relate what was occur-
ring in other places, as a direct result of the mystery of
silence in which we were shrouded.
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CHAPTER KXIII
DISASTER AT MASTUJ

ON the 26th February Baird wrote from Aitn to Moberly,

who was now in command of Mastuj Fort, to send
Lieutenant J. S. Fowler, R.E., then journeying from Gilgit
to that place, on to Chitrdl. Moberly was also told that
when Captain C, R. Ross, marching from Gilgit with his
company of the 14th Sikhs, reached Mastuj and took over
command, he, Moberly, was to remain there as political
officer—that is to say, he was to be my mouthpiece in the
district, and was to manage all the relations between
British officers and the country folk, Lastly, Baird asked
that sixty boxes of Snider ammunition, escorted by a
trustworthy Kashmir officer and forty Sepoys, should be
sent down to us as soon as coolies were obtainable. “The
cartridges were for the Gilgit district levies ordered to
Chitrél, as already explained on page go, who might be
expected in about a fortnight. Mobetly was to send word
to me when the convoy could start. Lieutenant S. M.
Edwardes,* a smart athletic officer, had also been sum-
moned from Gilgit to Chitral to help manage the levies on
their arrival, but two days later (the 28th) Baird again wrote
to Moberly, altering these plans, and bidding Edwardes
stop at Mastuj till further orders. -

Gurdon wrote on the 1st March to tell Moberly that
certain mischievous people were trying to stop our mail-
bags, and consequently, if letters arrived irregularly for a
few days, he need not be surprised.

* Of the 2nd Bombay Grenadiers.
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On the morning of the 3rd March the political sky
was lowering at Chitrdl, as will be related in the proper
place, and Baird sent off an urgent despatch to Moberly,
the gist of which was this: If communications between
Mastuj and Chitrdl should be interrupted, the following
steps must be taken to restore them. The levies, timed
to arrive at Mastuj about the 12th March, were to be
sent, unaccompanied by a British officer, to seize Drdsan
Fort, a position of great importance marked on the map;
one day later Fowler was to follow them with two hundred
of the Réghunith regiment, Moberly going also, both for
political work and to -command the Kashmir soldiers;
Ross and his Sikhs were to hold Mastuj, The road
between Drdsan and Mastuj could be kept open without
much difficulty, and would enable us to use the track
along the right bank of the Mastuj river for several
marches, unless the enemy were in great strength.

Our occupying both Drisan and Mastuj would probably
insure the good behaviour of the surrounding people, as
well as make us independent of that terrible road running
above the left bank. Unfortunately these letters were
seized on the way, and Moberly had nothing to guide
him except untrustworthy rumour and completed events.
The instructions about the ammunition reached him on
the last day of February; also vague gossip of what was
going on in Chitrdl, the oddest bit of which was that the
Viceroy of India had given Sher Afzul ‘4 letter to me
- recommending him for the Mehtarship! Nevertheless,
there was a stampede of certain people inimical to that
prince from the village of Reshun to Mastuj. The con-
voy, under the command of an admirable young Gurkha
subaddr, started the next morning down the valley to
Sanogher. A day later certain obviously untrustworthy
reports that we had been defeated at Gdirat, already
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current amongst the people, were renewed, and the convoy
was stopped, but, on further consideration, again permitted
to march, '

Ross, with his Sikhs, was said the same day, the 2nd
March, to be at Laspur, from over the Shandir Pass, so
Moberly wrote begging him to make a forced march into
Mastuj. .Gurdon’s letter, pointing out the possibility of
letters being stopped, was brought into Mastuj on the
morning of the 3rd, cunningly concealed in the lining of
the messenger's breeches. Then a note came from
Subaddr Dhurm Singh, the Gurkha above mentioned, to
say -that the villagers were helpful, but that he was
assured it was hopeless to try and go farther until the
broken-down road had been mended.

The same day Ross, with Lieut. H. J. Jones, his sub-
altern, and Captain Bretherton, the commissariat officer,
marched in from Laspur with one hundred of the 14th
Sikhs, and Moberly ceased to have a commanding voice in
military movements, and could merely offer advice in
virtue of his position as political officer. Ross listened
to all that had occurred, and after hearing Moberly, and all
the evidence producible, finally decided that Dhurm Singh
and his party were to halt at the village of Buni and not
return. 'As soon as Edwardes and Fowler, known to be
near at hand, arrived, they were to hurry on to Buni also,
when the total force guarding the ammunition would amount
to sixty rifles. - It was then to advance with great caution,
repairing the roads as it went; if it were obstructed or
attacked he, Ross, would set out and help it after summon-
ing every available man from Ghizr. Poor Ross, an officer
gallant almost to the verge of eccentricity, had deliverec} a
momentous judgment. It was his own death sentence,
and that of many others besides. How. often we sigh
for lost “ifs”] In this case, if Ross had but listened to
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the advice of Bretherton, a man of experience, or would
not “have made up his mind irrevocably, a double
massacre might have been avoided.

It is a little difficult to understand the precise view
Ross took. The next day, March 4th, he sent a letter
to England, which eventually appeared in the London
Times of 17th April 1895. He wrote: “ We are to stay
here for further orders, but I fancy I shall have to give
my own orders in a day or two. The Chitrdlis have
turned against us, and Robertson’s communications with
us are cut. 1 fancy he will be blockaded in Chitrdl
In that case I shall be senior officer for 160 miles, and
will have to organise a column to re-open the com-
munications. The column won't be a big one, 350 men
at the most—transport, what we catch—food, what that
transport can carry. The road runs along the Yarkhin
(or Mastuj) river, first on the right bank, then by a
bridge to the left, and then again to the right by another
bridge they have broken. On the other side of the
road the hills rise up steep—generally precipitous—in
fact, it is a continuous defile. A pretty job it will be,
will it not? . .. We are here in a crazy old fort, with,
however, lots of supplies....” Thus he seemed to
recognise the gravity of the situation and evidently
understood its salient feature, that the Chitrdlis had-
declared against us; but no man appreciates the various
factors which influence responsible action until that
knowledge has been forced upon him. Slight instinctive
antipathies, little personal peculiarities of temper or dis-
position, even a passing qualm of ill-health, may, in an
inexperienced man, unaccustomed to reflect upon and
weigh the opinions of others, produce incalculable effects.

The day Ross wrote his published letter, two items of
information were brought to Mastuj, A well-known
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noble was accused of stirring up the people of the district,
and Subadir Dhurm Singh, from Buni, sent in word that
he was about to be attacked. Ross thereupon resolved
to start at dusk and march all through the night to
Buni. He also agreed to Moberly’s request, that he
would try and seize the troublesome Adamzdda on the
way. .

On March s5th Edwardes and Fowler also set off
down the valley, as arranged, and Bretherton recrossed
the Shandir Pass for Ghizr. Jones returned at-eleven
o'clock the same night with a few men and the prisoner
so much wanted. The man had been cleverly caught
by Ross in a village five miles short of Buni, and sent
back to Mastuj; Ross then continued his march. All
manner of false intelligence was brought into Mastuj
during the next twenty-four hours, no doubt designedly.
Its chjef points were that Sher Afzul, having been given
a local governorship, was very friendly with me; and
that I was sending happy letters to Mastuj, by a special
messenger, to announce the end of all disagreements.
Ross came back at 2 AM. on the 6th, pleased with
the results of his journey. He said that the right-
bank road was much better than that on the opposite
side, and that everything seemed satisfactory at Buni,
whence Edwardes and the augmented guard of the
convoy were to start for Chitrdl that very day. Later,
towards evening, a startling note was received from
Edwardes, written -at noon near Korigh, which men-
tioned that people were said to be collected at Reshun
to oppose him, but that he would go on and send back
further information. Edwardes evidently placed little
faith in these rumours, but suggested that if Moberly

thought them true, Ross might perhaps move out and
support him,
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Moberly showed the letter to Ross, and begged him
to recall the convoy .at once. Ross, however, demurred
(in any case, no letter could then have reached Edwardes
in time), and decided to take out his full company in
the morning to support Edwardes. He sent off an
express to Bretherton to hasten back from Ghizr at
once with every available man. All the notables of
the - countryside warned Moberly of danger,down the
river, and expostulated against more men being sent
there. It is certain that Moberly appreciated the risk,
but it was obvious that attempts must be made to
rescue Edwardes. His plan was for Ross to hold the
Nisa Gul (the Nisa ravine) and Buni, while more troops
and supplies were being hurried down to him. Perhaps
Ross could not bring his mind to believe that any
number of draggle-tailed Chitralis dare, or could, oppose
his splendidly-drilled and equipped men; but, however
that may be, he declined to wait at Buni for reinforce-
ments. It is more difficult than can be easily believed
for a British-bred officer, without war experience, to
conceive the possibility of meek-looking Orientals sud-
denly flashing out as formidable warriors. The idea
seems incredible and ridiculous. Moberly seems to have
been at his wits' end to know how to act. Ross was
adamant in his determination to take only his hundred
Sikhs. Mobetly, it is said, finally wrote an official letter,
which he ceremoniously handed to his senior, saying
- that for political -reasons he urged him not to leave
the Nisa Gul unprotected, nor to go beyond Buni with-
out a stronger force. In reply, the note was handed
back to him, with the brief remark that its proposals
could not be entertained.

All the local magnates were aghast and as soon as
Ross left the fort they all fled up the Yarkhan Valley
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with their families; and from that moment, believing we
were doomed to destruction, these Khushwaktis deserted
our cause. The beginnings of a similar exodus had
been stopped by the reassuring presence of the Sikhs
when they first arrived. Now the people went away for
good. Ross even refused to state his intentions, probably
because he had not distinctly formulated them. But he
did a significant thing; he insisted upon carrying with
him all the men’s baggage and certain hospital luxuries,
which suggests that he had some vague thought of
marching through to Chitrdl. This, unluckily, neces-
sitated his reducing his food supplies—the total number
of porters being limited. No sooner had he started than
Moberly exercised his devolved responsibility by sending
off an urgent message-.to Gilgit for troops and guns,
The following day news came of a slight skirmish at
Reshun, without any loss to ‘Edwardes; also that Ross
found the villagers of Buni very helpful. No guard had
been left at Nisa Gul. There is some reason for supposing
that Ross believed the Mastuj people desired that place
to be held from purely selfish motives and for their own
safety, More rumours came on the gth of continued
fighting at Reshun. Also an overdue note from Ross,
to say that letters sent forward by him on the sth
having been brought back, there was little doubt that
Edwardes was surrounded. Ross added that he would
try and not get surrounded also,

Reports were next received that Ross had detached
forty Sepoys, under their Sikh officer, at Buni; and that
the Sher Afzulites intended to seize the Nisa Gul. The
noon of March 10th saw the arrival of Bretherton with one
hundred Sepoys of the 4th and 6th Kashmir Regiments
from Ghizr. There was an ominous absence of . all news
from down the valley on this and during the next day,
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when there was not a sin'gle baggage porter to be found
in the district.” If the soldiers were to move, they would
have to carry everything themselves, Word came on
March 12th that the Nisa Gul was certainly occupied by
the enemy therefore Moberly, leaving Bretherton in tem-.
porary’ command, took out one hundred men to see for
himself. . Although freshly fortified the position was found
empty. Moberly dismantled the new works, throwing the
stones used in building ‘them down the great ravine, a
useful precaution, because such material is hard to find
.near the Nisa Gul.” Darkness coming on, the reconnoitring
party trudged back to Mastuj, Unsuccessful efforts were
unceasingly -'made to get authentic news of what was
happening and to persuade messengers to carry letters
to Buni. . '

The following morning, Bretherton, with forty men,
pushed down as far as opposite Sanogher, and brought
back two or three men, but they seemed to have nothing
to  tell. Owing to the destruction of the Sanogher Bridge
it was impossible to cross the river. As the Punidl levies
were said to be on the road from Gﬁizr, hot-footed
messengers' hurried out to hasten their coming. The
next three days passed in great anxiety. No fumours,
even, were brought in, and all attempts to get porters
proved futile. On the 14th, Colonel Phula, an energetic
Kashmir officer, arrived from Ghizr with sixty men. An
expedition was thereupon organised for.the 16th, and as
there were no baggage ‘coolies, the soldiers had to carry
ammunition, blankets, rations, everything, without help.
Moberly went in command, taking altogether one hundred
and fifty men. As the Sanogher Bridge was broken, fifty
‘men forded the river near Mastuj, to move down the left
bank, while Moberly, with the remainder, tramped down
the ordinary road on the opposite side. But the others
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were soon in hopeless difficulty, for a recent fall of snow
on certain dangerous. cliffs blocked their way completely.
However, Moberly’s object was gained, for the Sanogher
villagers, perceiving detachments marching down upon
them along both banks, thought it wise to bé concilia-
tory and restore the broken bridge. Consequently, the
fifty men reforded the river, two and a half miles above
Sanogher, and the whole party, using the rickety, newly-
made bridge, camped in that village. '
Bretherton, signalling from Mastuj, informed Mober]y
of the arrival there of fifty Punial levies who would reach
Sanogher that evening.. Moberly heard from the villagers
of desperate fighting at Kordgh,-and that a wounded
British officer and forty SOldlel’S were at Buni. No
particulars could be obtained. After dark the promised
levies marched in, and proved somewhat troublesome to
manage, a reputation they had- also eamed for themselves
at Ghizr. Next mornmg, the -17th," at eight o’clock,
Moberly re-crossed the river and led ‘his men down the
right bank, for he perceived how easily the opposite side
could be blocked. Another signal from Mastuj told him
that a hundred Hunza-Nagar levy men would be at
Buni the following day, Late in the afternoon Moberly
reached that village and found there Jones, badly wounded,
and forty-six ; Sikhs, of whom nine were seriously hurt.
He at once fortified a convenient house, and hunted
everywhere for information. There was no word of
Edwardes, but all the evidence pointed to his having
been overwhelmed and annihilated by a large force which
was at that moment in Drdsan, preparing for a dash at
the Nisa Gul and Mastuj. Jones had made various efforts
to get letters through to Mastuj to explain his crippled
condition, and that he could not get back without help.
As if Moberly were not? sufficiently weighted with
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responsibility he now got a letter from Gough at Ghizr
to say that the enemy held the road between him and
Gupis; and asking for men. Also another from Gilgit,
which showed that no- troops were on their way to
reinforce him. Jones, ‘Phula, and Moberly thereupon
_held a council of war, and decided that their only hope

was'to try and elude the Drésan force by a rapid’ night
march into Mastuj. Moberly had previously told the local
headmen that he intended to return next day by the left
~ bank; but as soon as it was dark enough, he transported
the whole of the party over the river, and began. his
forlorn march to Mastuj, It was terribly difficult, the
men being stupid from fatigue and sleepiness, while the
Sikhs were somewhat demoralised from disaster. One
point told in Moberly’s favour. It was the annual
Musalmén fast month, consequently it was nearly certain
that a Drdsan intercepting force would start later, not
before nine or half-past, because, after starving till sundown,
they would have to cook and eat before setting out to
* fight. Also Moberly’s stratagem about returning by the
other side bore fruit. The village of Awi, directly
blocking the left bank road, was seen to be held strongly
by the enemy, whose crowded watch-fires twmkled like
baleful red stars across the river.

Colonel Phula did wonders in keeping the men together
The Punidlis, sent forward to hold the Nisa Gul, behaved
admirably.  Progress was slow, and at three o’clock a
halt for two hours was compulsory, as the men were
dead beat. The Kashmir troops, sooner than see valuable
ammunition destroyed, volunteered at Buni to each carry
twenty additional rounds of the surplus Martini-Henry
cartridges belonging to the Sikhs, in addition to his own
load, already of crushing weight, on the understanding
that if he found it too heavy he was to get the nearest
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native officer’s permission and throw it into the river.
- But only one or two of the men did so. The exhausted
soldiers lay down in the figure of a square, the Sikhs in
the middle, while Moberly organised a small search-party
to go back for a straggler, the only man lost on the
journey. Permission had been given that those who
- desired it might have one “tot” of rum before starting,
and no more, the remaining liquor to be then thrown away.
One Gurkha somehow contrived to evade these orders,
and paid for it with his life. Finding this man drunk,
Moberly hoisted him on to a pony, but, creeping along
at the rear, he must have fallen off in the darkness, and
been killed by one of several small detachments of the
enemy who followed, cautiously and doubtingly, the
retreating column. Moberly moved off again at five o’clock,
and two hours afterwards came in sight of the Nisa Gul
Then all was well. Given the alternative of a long rest
there, or of going straight on, the men, though stumb-
ling from fatigue, with one voice elected to persevere,
and slowly dragged themselves into the fort, aftet covering
thirty-five miles in twenty-eight hours, with little food,
no regular halts, and under excessive burdens,

At Mastuj the Hunza-Nagar levies had not behaved
particularly well, and they were sent back to Ghizr, only
the Punidl men being kept. The rumours of the enemy
having shown himself on the farther side of Ghizr proved
baseless, but, although Gough might no longer urgently
require reinforcement, there was no room for the Hunza-
Nagar riflemen in Mastuj, w.hich the enemy were closing
in upon, _

Moberly’s march was a remarkable one, admirably carried
out. His celerity and astuteness enabled him to slip
through justin time. Like all successful soldiers, he has the
knack of transmitting his surplus energy to subordinates.

H ’






CHAPTER -XIV
THE KORAGH CATASTROPHE

JONES’S Sikhs had suffered greatly. The whole story
of Ross’s movemerit is melancholy reading, and its
“final catastrophe forms a lurid picture. It seems that after
Ross started on the 7th March he made up his mind
definitely to leave a’small party at Buni, and take
villager porters on with him to bring back Edwardes and
Fowler. While at Buni he heard that Edwardes was in
jeopardy, probably surrounded. All the messengers sent
forward quickly came back with news that the road was
stopped. On the 8th the party left Buni with a large
number of coolies without loads. The headman of the
village went also, and gave it as his opinion that the enemy
would certainly be met, and in force, although he could not
guess his precise whereabouts. About mid-day they came
to the hamlet of Kordgh, entirely deserted. One or two
men were noticed from the road making some kind of signals,
‘and a few more were seen scudding up the hillside. Ross
wrongly assumed that these people were harmless villagers,
afraid of his Sikhs. The headman is said to have refuted
this, and it was pointed out that simple villagers would
hardly bolt from British troops without reason ; and that
a most cautious advance was advisable = Whereupon
Ross is alleged to have shown annoyance, and to have
sternly asked the headman how he dared to tell lies, and
say an enemy was on the road. Such an inexplicable
5peech’ of course disconcerted the local magnate, who is
reported to have uncovered his head—the last appeal of
114
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a Mubammedan — and, throwing his head-dress- on the
ground at Ross’s i"t_:e‘t," to have declared’ solemnly that the
enemy ‘was at Kordgh during the night, and that if he,
the speaker, were lying the Englishman might walk upon
him or kill him.. He did not know any more, but if the
Sher Afzulites had fled away, why — the officers were
fortunate indeed. Ross, unhappily, remained. incredulous.
- On reaching the Kordgh defile, half-a-mile farther on,
the -Sepoys noted with suspicion some empty sangars
close to the track, also several men scattered over the
hillside, but their commander remained optimistic. The
defile is the result of the river cutting its winding course
through terrible cliffs. A goat, scuttling along the high
ridges, might start a thunderous avalanche of boulders
down. the unstable. slopes. - At the lower end of this
fnghtful gorge the pathway begins to ascend from the
river above some caves and then zxg-zags upwards There
"the “point” of the advanced guard.was fired upon, and
hundreds of men dxsclosed .themselves and set the very
hillsides rolling down. Obviously the soldiers were in a
trap. . Everything depended on their getting out again, at
whatever cost, before the exits were closed. The opposing
force consisted entnrely of Reshun villagers, poorly armed
but incalculably favoured by their position. Nevertheless,
many Chitrilis -are of opinion that if Ross had pressed
forward with determination he might have got through
to Edwardes at Reshun, though that is very doubtful, or
if he had rushed back at once with all- his-men, he would
certainly have got out.. Hislosses in either case might
have been heavy, but nothing like .what they eventually
became. What he did was to order Jones back with ten’
men to seize the Kordgh end of the defile; but what
was formerly an empty sangar by the side of ‘the road
was now full of men,-and before Jones reached the last
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shoot down which the rocks were tumbling, only two
Sikhs remained with him, all the rest being killed or
maimed. He sent back word of this to Ross, who there-
upon withdrew his men into two caves beneath the path
and close to the river, which at certain periods of the
year submerges them. Jones joined them'there. During
the night they made another attempt to get out, and
seemed on the point of success, at any rate they were
getting on hopefully, when they were ordered back again.
The little party seems to have been fore-doomed. All
the next day the caves were occupied. A large number
of Chitrdlis fortified themselves on the opposite bank in
a sangar, whence a continuous fire was maintained against
the Sikhs, who erected breastworks for protection.

That night the poor fellows tried to escape ‘by scaling
the hillside, but were brought up short by a precipice, as
they supposed, where a Sikh was lost. It was thought
that the man had fallen over a cliff, and that the place
was impassable. Chitrdlis, on the other hand, say that
they were within a few feet of éafety, there being in
front of them only a small picquet, which fired and ran
away; that the man was killed by a bullet before he

“fell; and they (the Chitrdli critics) never could under-
stand how the Sikhs failed to perceive that they had
actually escaped. Be that as it may, they returned to
the caves once more and passed another miserable day
without food. Then Ross perceived he must cut his way
out at all cost, Starting at two o’clock in the morning,
they rushed along, losing heavily. Ross behaved with
astounding gallantry. It is related that he charged a
sangar a little off the track by himself, and killed two or
three of its inmates with his revolver at close quarters.
Then a stone partially stunned him, and he was shot
dead. Jones and seventeen Sepoys got through to the
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plain on the Kordgh side of the defile, where two con-
secutive masses of charging swordsmen withered up and
melted before them, teaching the Chitrdlis their bitter mis-
take in attacking Sikhs shoulder to shoulder on open
ground. But three more men were killed, and the remain-
ing fourteen, ten of whom, including Jones, were grievously
“wounded, crawled painfully into Buni at six o’clock in the
morning, where they found the party left there by Ross,
These fourteen men and one other were the sole survivors
of the sixty soldiers who entered the Kordgh defile.
An uncertain number of Sikhs, between twenty and -
thirty, failed to follow Jones, and fell back once more to
their old hiding-place, where they were closely invested,
small sangars being even built on the top edge of the
mouths of the caves. For seven or eight days they lived
there without food or water, sustained, Harley conjectures,
by the opium which Sikhs usually have about them.
Then three chiefs, Muhammed Isa, Yddgir Beg and the
latter’s nephew, came on from Reshun, where they had
treacherously seized Edwardes and Fowler and slaughtered
their following. During a parley they swore to spare the
imprisoned soldiers in return for an immediate surrender,
These terms were accepted, and the emaciated Sikhs
came slowly out, broken in spirit and with faltering steps.
All thosé¢ unable to walk were at once slaughtered-—a
terrible commentary on the trust to be placed in the
word of a Chitrdli. The others were shut up in a house
at Kalak. Next morning, by the order of the infamous
trio (two of them blood relations and the third a foster-
brother of Sher Afzul), the hapless Sikhs were brought'
out singly and hacked to death, one man only escaping.*

* This man was reserved that he might be slain by a headman at a

distance, who was supposed to desire the honour of murdering an infidel
in cold blood, but who relented. "
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Many Chitrélis refused to participate in the butchery,
for even their lax consciences were shocked at the per-
fidy of the chiefs. The killing was done by Broz men.

‘One comment only is necessary. It is.this. In a
country like Chitrdl the moment a small party, such as
Ross’s, allows its guides to escape it is in danger. At
Korigh the first shot was the signal for all the coolies
to bolt; yet they were of priceless value, With their

“local knowledge, Ross might perhaps have escaped either
over the hills or by fording. Afterwards, his only chance
was to fight his way out of the trap at any cost on the
instant; every moment of delay meant that it would be
more securely barricaded.

Mastuj fort, during the 19th, zoth, and 21st of March,
was set in order for a siege ; trees were cut down, abaztis
constructed, walls strengthened and’ loopholed. On the
last-mentioned date some of the Rdghundth recruits were
given a lesson on the rifle and its uses, But the result was
not encouraging. The following morning Moberly made
a reconnaisance up the Laspur valley, and found the
enemy in position at a place known as the Chakalwat.
He was honoured by being suspected of meditating an
attack, for, upon the appearance of his forty men, the
enemy rushed away to man their stone shoots. At the
foot of a precipitous part of the road a Chitrali lay dead,
with two others, moribund, near him. In the darkness
these, with a dozen others, fell over the drop and were
badly injured; but the rest had been carried away, it
seemed, by their friends. This gives some éonception of
the ordinary physical difficulties of Chitr4l, which claim
yearly several victims, even among the local people who
know them best.

From this date, 23rd March, until Kelly arrived on
the oth April, there is little to record. The garrison was
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blockaded, but not closely, and no one was hurt, Sangars
were built by the enemy, but the place was never seriously
pressed. On the morning of the gth a sentry reported
that he heard cannon, but Moberly and Bretherton, after
listening long and attentively, came to the belief that"
he must have been mistaken. The enemy were brisker
in attack than usual, and in that way contrived to mask
the retreat of Muhammed Isa’s men from the Chakalwat
position until it was too late for Moberly to intervene
effectually. '



CHAPTER XV’
THE VALIANT DEFENCE OF RESHUN.

WE must ‘now tell what had befallen Edwardes and
Fowler.
It was related on page 107 that on March 6th,
dwardes wrote a note to Moberly from Korigh, which
determmed Ross to start out with his Sikhs from Mastuj.
The reason of that letter being written was thls By Ross’s
orders, Edwardes and ' Fowler were marchmg to Reshun
with every mxhtary prebautxon But they were hampered
by the length of theit convoy, and,by the tailing-out of
the coolies. Their total force consxsted of sixty fighting
men—Dhurm Smgh and his £orty rrﬂemen, now remforced
by Fowler's twenty Bengal (not” Kashm{r) sappers and’_
miners. As there were 150 porters carrymg loads, and
when it is remembered that on none of’ "the Chitrdl
pathways can two men walk abreast it will be seen that
the problem, how to provrde advance and rear guards, as
well as to, properly protect the baggage and ammunition,
was drfﬁcult in any case, while, if they were" serlously,
attacked on the way, it would be. a hopeless one.-

While they were stringing through the Kordgh defile,
where dreadful scenes were to be soon enacted, the guide
of the party, provided by Moberly, informed Edwardes
that at Kordgh hamlet a friend had told him of severe
fighting at Chitr4l, and that this convoy also was to be
attacked. Edwardes thereupon sat. down and wrote to
Moberly, and then hurried forward in search of Fowler.

They decided to go on as far as Reshun. Of course, if
120
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FROM THE POLO-GROUND
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they had. marched back to Kordgh, and. halted there, we
should hive “beén happier in having no brave story
to hear; but it must be remembered -that the whole
cquntryside was full of false rumours, that every-
body on the road -had been helpful and pleasant, while
women and girls were working peacefully in the fields.
Most important of 'all, Edwardes and Fowler still believed
that the Chitrilis were our allies, and that Umra Khin
was the common enemy. Also, they conjectured that
their reinforcement might be badly wanted at Chitrdl.
With all the evidence, as well as their preconceived
ideas, tending in one direction, it would be unnatural
for two high-spirited young officers to elect to retreat
in the face of such plausible reasons for going forward,
especially when there was a chance of “seeing service”
Nevertheless, they closed up their stragglers and moved
with circumspection to Reshun, which they entered at
dusk. Very soon their guide brought further news that
not only had there been fighting at Chitrdl,. but it was
certain that the Chitrilis -themselves had attacked the
British Agent's escort. Edwardes interrogated the
village headman, recommended to him by Moberly,.
and, after making all other possible inquiries, he and
Fowler agreed to halt until they had communicated
with Mastuj, and, in the meantime, to repair the road-
way, which was said to be broken down a mile or so
ahead. But first a camping - place must be selected.
The v1llage elders suggested the polo-ground, but the
political barometer was falling rapidly, therefore, a spot
was chosen on the river cliff; where the party could not
be surrounded. Vigilant sentries were posted, and the
last peaceful sleep for many a long day fell on the little
force, i

Reshun is a large village—of two hundred families or
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more—embosomed in steep lofty slopes. The tiny fields,
and the blocks of grey houses, surrounded by orchards,
are high above the Mastuj river, which flows swiftly
along the base of precipitous cliffs one hundred to one
hundred and fifty feet high. From the great mountain
sides behind the village tumble the streamlets which
‘irrigate the land directly or through miniature canals,
and trickle past the doors of the homesteads. The
surplus water finds its way through the edge of the
cliff, where it has cut out two or three break-neck path-
ways, to the sand and stones at the river's brink.
Another and easier descent, a short distance down stream,
leads over a frail bridge to Pdrpish and Owlr on the right
bank. Still lower down, a great rocky spur, nearly a thou-
sand feet high, blocks the'space between the river and
the mountains, and is climbed by the tedious track which
" does duty for a main road between Mastuj and Chitrl,
Yet, from the summit of this bold bluff the panting
traveller, looking back, is rewarded by a sight of curious
beauty, remarkable in melancholy monotoned Chitrél
because of its bright colouring. Perhaps late autumn
is the season when its charms are best displayed. Then
the variegated willow leaves, yellow, russet, and green
tinted, the multi-coloured fruit trees in the close-packed
orchards, and the great chenars, looking as if wrought
in copper, are still merely elements in a strange colour
mixture. For the soil of the neat fields and the flanks
of. the surrounding mountains are beautifully red.. The
entire picture, with its rectangular boundary walls or
field embankments, and its many hues, remains in the
memory as a quaint mosaic, charming, but artificial look-
ing. When a Chitrali lover sings of the ripeness of his
sweetheart’s lips, he compares them to the © lovely red
of Reshun soil,” and, indeed, the village is very beautiful.
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Next morning, to see how the people would respond
to his call for porters, Edwardes said nothing about
halting, and by ten o’clock one hundred and fifty coolies
assembled at the camping-ground. But as only fifty
were required to carry loads and building material, the
remainder were dismissed. When the headmen learned
that the convoy was to stay at Reshun, they protested
that there was no food, but Edwardes insisted that
food must be provided. The camp was shifted to
another position on the river cliff, where the bridge, far
below, could be swept by its fire, Dhurm Singh, with
thirty Réghundth riflemen, was left as a guard for the
ammunition, and to build a sangar. Edwardes and
Fowler, accompanied by four local Adamzddas, with the
remainder of the soldiers and the fifty coolies, then set
out to repair the broken road. Immediately below Reshun
is the high, steep spur already mentioned, with smooth
rocky surfaces and severe gradients. There is a lower
path across its precipitous river face, but the foothold
there is dubious, and at certain points rough ladders
~ have to be climbed, which precludes its use, as well for
men carrying loads, as for animals. Fowler took his
pony, and after the toilsome climb and the equally difficult
descent on the other side to a level expanse of ground,
he rode along the water’s edge to see if anybody were
concealed there, and to search for a ford, He only dis-
covered one unarmed youth, and time did not permit
of the ford question being properly settled.

All then went on a little way, -Presently they came
to the entrance of a narrow defile, completely commanded
by a cliff on the opposite side of the river, As a good
soldier, Edwardes, in existing circumstances, was not going
into such a place without first crowning the heights on
his left, so Fowler was sent up the mountain-side with
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eight Kashmir riflemen, to reconnoitre. Preparatory to
going, both he and Edwardes searched the steep ascent
through telescopes and field - glasses, and discovered a
man, who seemed to have a rifle in his hand, high up
the slope. He was conjectured to be one of those
isolated scamps who were rumoured to be going about
mischievously breaking down roads., The climb was
severe, the ground rough; but after a while, Fowler
reached a point higher than the top of the cliff on
the farther bank, whereon he discetned several empty
sangars; and, a couple of hundred yards behind it, had
~a clear view of the little village of Pérpfsh. Still climb-
ing, he made for the spot where the man had been seen,
He was almost there, when a rifle rang out, and two or
three hundred well-armed men streaming quickly from
Pérpish, lined the cliffs, and began a lively skirmish across
the river. Fowler sheltering his men behind rocks, fired
back, keeping an eye over his shoulder on the place where
he had seen the rifleman. A corporal was at once killed.
Fowler took the dead soldier’s rifle, and he and his men
made such good practice, that for a time the enemy was
forced away some distance, for his sangars gave him no
protection, because Fowler, from his higher elevation,
looked straight down into them. Bullets nevertheless kept
pattering all round, and Fowler himself was hit at the back
of the shoulder, though he imagined he had merely been
struck by a stone. His assailants relined the crest of
the cliff, and, from the direction of their aim, it was obvious
that Edwardes down below was being driven back towards
Reshun.

It was impossible for Edwardes to ford the river
and drive the Chitrdlis from the opposite cliff, so, if
Fowler remained where he was, his party must be cut
off, while if they descended the way they came, the only
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road, it would be in the teeth of the enemy. He decided
to run that risk. The Sepoys, on the other hand, would
have been well content to stay under cover. Appro-
priating the dead corporal’s ammunition, Fowler gave the
order, and down all scuttled as hard as they could bolt,
under a terrific front fire from across the river; moreover,
men now appeared .upon the ridges above and behind,
and started great stones bounding and thundering down
the incline. There is a special Providence that watches
over wild animals galloping over rough, rocky ground,
and protects them from the sportsman; so to-day,
Fowler, reversed in position from hunter to hunted,
received that protection he had so often grudged to a
markhor, Nevertheless, it was strange that any one
escaped. They were in a storm of bullets; one struck
under Fowler’s foot, another passed through a man's wrist,
a third soldier was hit in the thigh. But their pace was’
such, as they dodged in and out of the boulders, that
accurate shooting was impossible.

Arrived on the open flat ground by the river, Edwardes
was descried a few hundred yards from his former posi-
tion. It was decided that a box of gun-cotton, lying
in the open, must be abandoned, because the enemy was
showing in ever-increasing strength on both sides of the
river. The soldiers were somewhat unnerved, and anxious
to be off, and it was evident there was to be a race for
life to the top of that high bluff which now lay between
them and Reshun. It was dangerous to try the lower
path, for, should the cliff ladders be gone, escape would
be impossible. The Sepoys hastened along, followed
by the British officers. Now a charming incident hap-
pened. Fowler’s Gilgiti groom, weeping for the master he
believed to be killed, was some half-mile ahead with the
pony. Looking back, he saw Fowler, and; without think-
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ing of his own safety—and, of course, he was neither a
soldier nor of fighting stock—ran back with the mare.
The man wounded in the wrist was bleeding excessively,
so Edwardes and Fowler bandaged him as best they could,
and put him on the pony. Hurrying up the spur, the
two officers. were soon spent, while high above, on the
right, a party of the enemy, Pathdns, raced to intercept
them. Fowler seized the pony's tail, and gave his other
hand to Edwardes, the groom carrying the rifle~ But
Fowler, as we know, was wounded, and his arm weak;
still, by continually changing hands, he managed to
hold on.

. At the top of the spur there is a dip between two
ridges, the road running over that to the left. If the
enemy got on to the right one first, the story was ended.
- However, the pony pulled hard; the Pathins were just
beaten by some of the Sepoys who “extended” to keep
the right ridge clear. Nevertheless, as the game little
animal crossed the summit, the enemy pressed close,
and bullets flew thickly. Some passed between Fowler
and the pony; one lodged in the cantle of the saddle,
and another passed through the body of a poor sapper,
whereupon the rider was lifted off, as he could walk
somehow, and the mortally wounded man was mounted
in his stead, to be taken to Reshun, where he died the
same night. In descending, the pony went much more
slowly than those on foot, and one or two Sepoys pluckily
stayed behind to help Fowler drive it along. At the
bottom they could not make straight across for Dhurm
Singh’s breastwork on the river cliff, because the inter-
vening ground was impassable for horses. They had,
therefore, to keep to the ordinary road, now greatly
exposed, for yet another party of assailants appeared
above the village, on the right; but, although the ground
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was snicked up all round them, only one other man
was hit.

When the sangar was reached, all pressed together
under its walls; but it was overcrowded, and shots kept
falling in from both front and rear. The fire grew
continually hotter as fresh bands of the enemy came up"
and joined in. A short distance to the left there was a
wall along the cliff; it'was decided to utilise it. Fowler
took his sappers there safely, in spite of an excited
fusilade from the hills, and then ran back again. Next
it was settled that a block of houses, about two hundred
yards distant, must be captured before it was seized
by their assailants. Volunteers being called for, Dhurm
Singh and twenty of his Gurkhas offered themselves.
Bayonets were fixed, and, headed by Fowler, a rattling
charge was made across the open, under a heavy shower
of bullets. The block was carried, cleared, and most of
it occupied ; the defenders escaping through the orchard
into adjacent houses. Rooms were searched, loopholes
hastily knocked through and the water channels dammed
up, after all available pitchers and jars had been filled ;
but the enemy, of course, soon diverted the little
canals. Edwardes, from directing the defence of the
sangar, where two or three more men were wounded,
ran over to inspect the new acquisition. To sustain
a siege in the cliff position was out of the question,
for it had no head cover, and in Chitrdl it may be laid
down as a rule, that; as one cannot camp near water
without being commanded on most sides by rifle fire,
and since a small detachment leaving its water supply is,
ipso facto, defeated, roofs impervious to bullets are the
only safeguard.

The group of houses seized by Fowler constituted a
rabbit-warren of contracted rooms, with -no light except
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such as penetrated through the smoke-hole in the middle
of each ceiling. Some yards in front lay the polo ground,
a four-foot wall, with a gate in the centre intervening;
beyond, at a distance of two or three hundred yards, was
the main part of the village, clustered together. To the
right, twenty paces away, was a garden wall—bounding an
orchard with a thick festoon of vine stems, which acted as a
screen. The polo ground, which rad across the front, sloped
diagonally towards the left rear. At the back, the river
side, there was nothing between the cliffs and the fruit .
trees close to the houses. Near at hand were detached
hovels, sheds, and walls, which there was no time to
destroy, although they would obviously give excellent
cover to assailants. Every other consideration had to
be sacrificed to prepare against that masterful rush which
was expected momentarily. The sappers were brought
in from behind their wall, and all hands started to fortify
rooms, build up passages, and construct parapets on the
house-tops, in almost frantic haste, but on a definite plan.
One end of the block remained in the hands of the
besiegers, but the connecting rodfs were comprehensively
broken through, so that, the spaces disclosed could be
fully commanded by a particular bredstwork, which also
prevented the enemy appearing on his own house-tops.
From the hills, as well as from the houses beyond the
polo ground, there was an increasing fire. To rush up
the fortifications, walls were demolished to get at the
sun-dried bricks they contained, and. roofing tlmbers had
to be torn out of the houses. C

As the dusk deepened, the baggage and ammunition
from the sangar above the river were brought in; even
wounded men gave their help. Those unable to walk
were carefully carried. In this category came Ed-
wardes’s nice little dog, shot through the body. It
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seemed certain she must die, but, if so, she should die
amongst friends, On the Gilgit frontier a subaltern’s
equipment can hardly be considered complete without a
banjo and a fox-terrfer. All the ammunition, such was
the hurry, had to be built into the parapets on the roof, as
well as much of the officers’ baggage. A little house on
the left flank was originally occupied, but afterwards aban-
doned because of the danger of isolating its garrison. It
subsequently gave great trouble, Scarcely had the sun set
before the moon rose; friendly clouds would have greatly
helped the exhausted workers who, because of the silver
light, were obliged to labour in constrained attitudes to
escape the keen-eyed marksmen, watchful for some one to
aim at. No attack was made, and at dawn the worn-out
garrison g:)t some sort of rest, or rather, some cessation
from high-strung expectancy. The severe nerve strain
told on the ‘men, who, during the night, kept firing
excitedly —often at imaginary objects. Two of those
most seriously injured died before morning. In the
different houses, which were infested with vermin, a small
amount of food was discovered, including one or two
fowls and a few eggs, but water was the chief anxiety.
All that collected was carefully ladled out by Edwardes
and Fowler into the men’s own vessels, to prevent caste
disputes. The wounded, who showed remarkable stoicism,
were tenderly helped by Edwardes and Subadar Dhurm
Singh to the best of their power, “carbolic tooth—powder »
.being the sole antiseptic procurable.

The enemy seemed at length to realise that his
profuse expenditure of cartridges must be checked, so
all day on the 8th March he kept fairly quiet; and,
without intermission, the garrison worked at the fortifi-
cations wherever they could do so without undue exposure.
Some baggage had been left behind in the sangar, so,

I
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when it was dark enough for the attempt, Fowler took
out a party and brought in everything, and then. prepared
for an adventurous journey to get water from the river.
Two great jars, lashed to poles, were carried and
escorted by twelve men and accompanied by an Indian
water-carrier. Silently the brave fellows filed out through
the trees of the orchard and headed for the cliff
Edwardes enjoined his men.to keep still; nevertheless,
Fowler had not gone more than a few yards when
several rifles were exploded. However, Edwardes man-
aged to check the unsteady Sepoys, and the party
resumed its risky march.. Fowler and four men lay on
the cliff edge as a guard, while the others, descending
a steep path to the river, filled the big jars and brought
them up again. The sensations of the five watchers must
have been exciting. Actually, a second journey was
accomplished, and, emboldened by success, even the pony
was taken down and watered. It wab the audacity of
the whole proceeding that made it safe. The possibility
of such a cool-nerved exploit could not be imagined by
the enemy, who subsequently wondered why the garrison
were, comparatively speaking, so well off for water.
After the mdon was up, the men, especially as they
were warned not to fire causelessly, could hardly be kept
awake, and some slept as they stood, although everything
depended on their alertness. Just before the light came,
a sentry at the polo-ground wall reported a sound, as of
digging, in the little house which had been abandoned.
It was resolved to let a Gurkha sergeant and three of
his men go out and do as they pleased, for Gurkhas are ‘
known to-be clever and wary on such expeditions. But
they failed badly. Advancing straight at their object, a
shot was fired from somewhere, and all came running
back. One Sepoy showed a slight cut on the hand, prob-
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ably caused by his own bayonet. It was obvious that
nothing in future could be usefully done without British
leading,

The roof fortifications were in two sections, defended
respectively by Edwardes and, the Kashmir troops, and
Fowler with his Bengal sappers. Immediately before
dawn the dead silence was broken by Edwardes’s voice
shouting, “Present, fire!” and at the instant, as if* by
magic he had unchained all the powers of darkness, the
air was rent with screams, wild war cries, the discord of
drums, and the incessant rattle of musketry. There was
a determined assault, chiefly from the polo-ground side,
from the garden wall and from the houses near the big
plane tree at the corner of the polo-ground. From the
last-named shelter the enemy time and again tried to
charge out, but were driven back, torn and shattered, by
Edwardes’s men, firing with deadliest precision at twenty
yards' range. Behind the garden wall, when all others
had gone away, a company of Pathdns cursed and taunted
the besieged. Fowler wished to take out a party, whip
round a corner, and “go” for them, but as another rush
might be imminent, it was eventually decided not to sortie.
At length the Pathdns also retired, shouting as they went
that they would get themr all before long. The losses fell
exclusively on Edwardes’s post, where the struggle was
furious. He lost four killed and six wounded, so that
only thirty-four men remained fit to fight out of the sixty
soldiers who marched into Reshun, While the attack
~ was in progess some Pathdns crept round to the river
side, where, daylight discovering them;, several were shcgt.
Besides the Sepoys actually hit, an astonishing number
had bullets through their clothing and accoutrements. As
the enemy dragged away his dead and injured before the
light came, it is impossible to say how many were put
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hors de combat; but the losses were heavy, for the courage
and determination of the assailants led to their exposing
themselves, when the Kashmir soldjers literally mowed
them down. :

‘The beating of drums and a subdued uproar continued
all day long, and Edwardes’s garrison worked strenuously
during the gth March, preparing for another night attack,
which, however, was not attempted, for it was neither in
Pathdn nor any other human nature to hazard a repetition
of the slaughter, The 1oth March also passed away
quietly. Shots from carefully - placed sharp - shooters
harassed the be51eged somewhat; but the latter were
principally occupied in burning six ‘dead Gurkhas. The
corpses were placed in an outer shed, with wood and
straw, which were then ignited. It is always a satisfaction
to their surviving friends when deceased Hindus are
cremated in the orthodox way. During the day some
of the men thought they heard distant firing, but it was
not generally credited. There is small doubt, however,
that it was the rifles of Ross’s Sikhs in the Korigh
Defile which the exceptionally quick-eared were alone able
to distinguish,

As the moon would be later, there was the promise of
two or three hours’ darkness. It was seen that the enemy
now occupied the wall on the cliff, whence came the glare’
of watch-fires, There was but little drinking water left,
and the energetic defence formed a council of war to con-
sider the advisability of a sortie. Edwardes, Fowler, and
Dhurm Singh discussed the question. The last-named ob-
served that the enemy could not be surprised, because of
his fires. Fowler pointed out that for that very reason he
would never see an attacking party, so a sally was decided
upon. Twenty men, all that could be safely or even
riskily spared, were to start, carrying all the spare water-
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bottles slung about them, Fowler to show the way.
Edwardes wanted to command, but he was insufficiently
acquainted with the ground, so the long, lithe Irishman,
the good rider, good sportsman, and scorner of danger,
tightened his belt, and looked to his bayonet and rifle,
for an ornamental weapon, such as a sword, would be
useless.

The soldiers paraded quietly in the orchard, and crept
out stealthily one after the other. Straight in front was
the reflection of the fires behind the wall, but Fowler led
“them softly and slowly to the left, Where the old sangar
was, then turning sharply, they stole closer and closer
to the lights, expecting every minute to hear a sentry’s
challenge. The nearest glare came from a dip in the
ground forty yards away. Forming in line, Fowler got
still nearer. Presently, a party of twenty men, chatting
and cooking round a big fire, came into view, while
above the edge of the hollow appeared the head of a
careless sentry. Fowler gave the word. . The sentry
yelled, and the soldiers, rushing to the brink of the dip,
poured in a volley with awful result. Fowler jumped
down and dashed at a man, but his foot tripping, he
fell heavily, while the Sepoys sent a stream of bullets
over his prostrate body. Only one or two of the picket
escaped. ;

But there was the sangar ahead. There the enemy
blinded by the firelight, and mistaken about the attack,
sprung to their wall, and began shooting wildly in
front, while all the time Fowler and his soldiers were
rushing in from the flank and rear ; too late the fated men
discovered this, and, screaming with terror, tried to escape,
but bullet and bayonet did their pitiless work, and few got
away. Withdrawing his men quickly from the light of the
blazing fire, Fowler had began to search the ground,
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when he discovered that Edwardes was being hotly
attacked ; therefore, leaving all the captured arms, he
hurried back, for Edwardes had but a handful of men
with him. By the time the houses were reached the
assault was practically over. Fowler’s men, though
cautioned to be silent, could not refrain from an exulting
cheer as they approached the walls. However, their
leader raised his voice also and warned Edwardes, so
they escaped that saddest of all mistakes—to be shot by
one’s own friends. In the morning it was found that the
enemy had returned to the cliff wall and built up strong
breastworks. No single man of the sortie party was hurt,
except Fowler, who sprained a thumb, His characteristic
,dash”and level-headedness combined were the best pro-
tection his men could have. It is true that, owing to the
counter-attack upon Edwardes, made on a supposition
that the garrison was trying to cut its way out, little was
gained except moral effects, both upon the enemy and
upon the besieged, but those were invaluable.

Hunger and thirst began to obtrude themselves on
the r1th March, and there was no water to cook with.
An attempt was made to dig a well, but twelve feet
down solid rock was struck. The enemy built a crow’s
nest of brushwood and boards in the big plane-tree,
about level with the fortification held by the Kashmir
Sepoys. ' Its occupants were driven out repeatedly, but
returned as often. At evening it was resolved that yet
another attempt must be made to fetch water from the
river, although the task was now of the gravest peril,
for the enemy was furiously alert after his terrible lesson
on the 1oth. Unless the stars in their courses fought
for Fowler, this was likely to be his last enterprise. He
started with twelve men, each carrying five bottles, and
a water-carrier and a Gilgit groom carrying skins. This
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time they bore off to the other side of the old sangar,
and, with most surprising luck, hit upon a road which
climbed the hundred feet down to the river, although none
of them had ever been that way before. Parched and
dry-tongued, the men drank greedily, while Fowler, their
solitary guard, wondered if they would never fill the
bottles. Then it was his turn to taste water for the
first time in twenty-four hours, After that, all stole
back cautiously, and, in spite of taking a wrong road
for a short distance, reached the fortifications safely.
Had they not discovered in time that they were going
astray, they must have walked into the arms of im-
placable enemies. In some respects this was the most
daring incident of the Reshun beleaguerment, and it
was only by happy fortune that- the party escaped
detection—which meant certain destruction.

Such is the strength of caste sentiment amongst Hindus
that two Sepoys refused to drink except from their own
bottles filled from the river or direct from the water
skin. Those men would have died of thirst rather than
act against their religious convictions. In the middle
of the night the enemy set fire to a shed immediately
in front of the Kashmir rampart, and threw gun-cotton
into the flames, but no harm was done, and the fire
was kept from spreading by all apertures being stopped
up with blankets.

Welcome rain fell heavily next day (the 12th), and
was collected in waterproof sheets. Hardly a shot was
fired. There was a courtyard in the block, surrounded
by doors of different rooms and communicating with
narrow passages. The roof defences were to-day so
re-arranged that this space being entered by desperate
assault the defenders could fire upon their assailants
without fear of shooting one another. Edwardes and .
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Fowler now gave up all hope of being rescued, and
were merely steeled by a grim determination to fight
to the finish ; but, about ten o’clock on the morning of
the 13th, a flag of truce was thrust above the polo-
ground wall, and a Pathdn, shouting out, “Cease firing,”
stood forth boldly on the defence side of the boundary.
Edwardes sent the Musalmén jemad4dr (lieutenant) of
Bengal Sappers to meet him, while every one hurried
to his post in case of treachery. When Edwardes's
officer returned, he related that Muhammed Isa, Sher
~ Afzul's foster-brother, with a large force just arrived from
Chitral, were come to put an end to further fighting,
Umra Khdn and I being now friends. Muhammed Isa
sent also a polite message that he was anxious to speak
with the Englishmen. In the end, Edwardes, after taking
counsel with Fowler, decided to meet Muhammed Isa,
who, in the meantime, had ridden up to the polo wall,
where, during the ensuing interview, he was covered by |
Fowler’s rifle, '

Edwardes, after a time, returned with the news given
him by Muhammed Isa, which was that negotiations
were in progress between Umra Khidn and myself,
whereby the former was to be given the rulership of
Chitrdl; and that all disagreement between us was
ended. He furthermore suggested that Edwardes and
Fowler, with their detachment, should march back to
. Mastuj, whither they would be honourably and safely
escorted, In reply, Edwardes, after conventionally ex-
pressing pleasure at the good tidings, pointed out that
he could not move without orders from me, and suggested
that the best plan was to frame an armistice for the
interval which must elapse before an answer to letters
could be received from Chitrdl. There would be no more
fighting, the garrison was to be provisioned, and the
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water - carriers allowed to go out and fill their skin
bags. '

Muhammed Isa concurred, with a great show of
friendliness, and was profuse in protestations of attach-
ment to the Government of India. He artfully adopted
a not uncommon Oriental stratagem, and impressed
upon Edwardes that, although he, Muhammed Isa, was
anxious to serve him, there were, nevertheless, so many
bad characters in the village that no servants should
leave the fortifications without a guard of Chitralis to
protect them, Letters were written to me and sent out,
but shortly afterwards some men, despatched by
Edwardes to fill water-bags from an irrigation channel
beyond the polo-ground, came back to say that the
water-course was broken, while the village was thronged
with Pathdns and Chitralis, bristling with weapons, A few
supplies, including a sheep, were sent in before night-
fall. Muhammed Isa kept to his part of the agreement,
and hostilities stopped, although Edwardes kept unre-
mitting watch and ward, Rain fell heavily before morn-
ing, and continued to fall on the 14th March. It was
collected as before, and out of an artificial puddle the
pony had her first drink for six days. Mutton soup
invigorated the wounded, and everyone got some of
that rest he was literally dying for.

In the afternoon there was further speech with
Muhammed Isa, who was now accompanied by Yéadgér
Beg, a plausible scoundrel, who had more than once
conducted missions to Kashmir, and was consequently
skilled in the minor diplomatic methods of influencing
others. He corroborated Muhammed Isa in every
particular, and, as both professed an earnest wish to
be recommended by Edwardes to my good offices, it
certainly looked as if I must be in the ascendant.
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-Besides, as Edwardes and Fowler argued, if it was other-
wise, why should the enemy parley at all when one
determined charge with his now overwhelming force
would -tread the few remammg Gilgit soldiers into the
dust?

At this time the aspect of Reshun all round Edwardes s
position was as if it had been ravished by a hurricane.
Trees were sliced and boughs splintered ; branches strewed
the ground or hung downwards half-severed. A veritable
storm .of  bullets had desolated the place. Men occupied
themselves in digging into the mud walls, which were
now small lead mines profitable to work. No outsider
~ was- allowed to approach the jealously-guarded fortifica-
" tions. . Some food was sent in, but not eriough ; indeed,
there was but little left in the district now, for many
fighting men had gathered together, all of whom had to
be fed by the villagers. KR

. Next day, the 15th, an inch of snow fell, but the ground -
dried up by the afternoon, when Muhammed Isa sent in a
polite invitation to the British officers to play polo in

honour of peace having been made. - He was courteously
desired to play’ his game, but to excuse Edwardes and
Fowler, who, besides having no ponies, were fatigued, But
he was not to be denied, and begged that, if they would
not take part in the sport, they would at least do him the
honour of ‘watching it.. . There was, he said, that other
officer (Fowler) he was anxious to see and assure of
his devotion. After another consultation, Edwardes and
Fowler decided that it would be wise not to seem to dis-
trust thése advances, and that they could safely accept
Muhammed [sa’s courtesy, because those playing polo must
be directly under the fire of the Sepoys on the ramparts,
and- they, the officers, could arfange to seat themselves
- under the protection of their own rifles. Therefore they
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agreed to go, with the proviso that all lookers-on should
be removed from the polo-ground wall to the opposite
side. Muhammed Isa and Y4ddgdr Beg cheerfully assented,
and, riding up and down, ordered every one across the
polo ground. Edwardes and Fowler carefully instructed
and placed their men, and, that done, went to watch the
game. They were given a native bed for a seat, and Fowler,
thinking it was too near the end of the wall, and perhaps
hidden from the garrison, pulled it farther into the open.
Muhammed Isa played, while Y4dgar Beg sat between the
two officers to entertain them. For some time there were
but few spectators, but gradually the crowd opposite grew
larger. After a short while, the ponies being obviously
over-tired, the game finished somewhat abruptly, and the
British officers were deferentially asked if the dancing
might begin. -

It is the custom in Chitrdl always to dance after
polo, the defeated side having to caper and prance for
the amusement of the victors. They are often, in addi-
tion, good-humouredly chaffed in a somewhat gross way,
and exposed to broad ridicule, especially if there are any
sheeted bundles seated by themselves, and forming the
ladies’ gallery, to inspire the comical man of the winning
side. Not liking to seem discourteous, Edwardes con-
sented, and the fun began. The officers had stood up,
meaning to go; but when they agreed to stay a little longer,
their seat was pushed somewhat nearer to the end of
the wall, on the excuse of avoiding a puddy patch. This
was done cleverly and naturally. In minor duplicities of
that kind Chitrélis act their part to perfection. Muhammed
Isa now placed himself between Edwardes and Fowler to
watch the posturing and gyrating dancers, As the latter
became more and more fervid, the spectators from the
other side drew nearer and nearer, and Fowler noticed
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that many were coming over to the prohibited wall. He
jumped up and told Edwardes it was time to go, whereat
Muhammed Isa, who is a tall, powerful man, threw an arm
round each of the officers, who were at once hurled to the
ground by a dozen helpers, and quickly dragged under the
wall which hid them from their own men, there to be
securely bound hand and foot. At the instant they were
seized a volley rang out from the fort, and an over-
whelming rush was made against it from all sides.

The noise of the rifle-fire was terrific and continuous.
Then it began to intermit, and finally stopped, when
men staggered on to the polo ‘ground, carrying dead and
wounded. Dhurm Singh, that splendid boy, fought like
a lion, but the enemy swarmed :over the housetops, and
by sheer weight crushed out his life and the life of his
men. The slaughter was great. About a dozen were
made prisoners—all of them Muhammedans, with three
,exceptions—the rest were killed; but the losses of the
attackers are said to have been astounding, although
it was not until the following day, or even later, that
their full extent was realised.

All' this time Edwardes and Fowler were lying
bound, trussed for death, as they must have supposed,
for *Chitrdlis have an odd way of tying, superfluously,
the victims they are about to kill. A big Pathdn, the
man who began the negotiations for a truce, rushed up
to Fowler and demanded to know where the money
was. He was told to “go to the Devil’—a phrase never
so heroically employed, I imagine. He dragged off
Fowler's boots, also the buttons were cut off his and
Edwardes’s uniforms, upon the supposition that they were
gold. All the stores and baggage in the now ghastly
!nlock of houses were brought out. Cigars and cigarettes,
included in the spoil, were thrown down carelessly on
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the ground. Fowler asked for some, and a cigarette was
placed between his lips and lighted. It was probably
the only way he could show that, even with his arms
bound behind him, and in death’s very shadow, his soul
was unconquered and scornful of the treatment he had
suffered ; for he has since admitted, I believe, that he
never felt less inclined to smoke in his life.

After a time, he and Edwardes were taken to
Muhammed Isa’s headquarters, where the “loot” was
being sorted and inventories made. Next a modicum of
food, and then a dark, filthy hut, shared with innumer-
able vermin and by guards, who kept jerking the ropes,
to see that their victims were still tightly bound, and
who went over the officers carefully from time to time to
make sure that no ring or other valuable had escaped
their cupidity. In the morning they were taken before
Muhammed Isa, and told that Fowler was to go to
Chitrdl, and Edwardes to Mastuj, Protests were of no
avail, and the two young men said goodbye, never
expecting to meet again. Fowler, with a rope tied to
each elbow, was marched off in front of a Chitrili
while another Chitrdli and two Pathdns completed: his
escort. They crossed the dangerous foot-bridge over
the river, where one careless step would have set the
prisoner free for ever. .

After Fowler had been taken away, presumably only as
far as the river’s bank, there to be murdered, Edwardes

was conducted to the polo ground. As that, equally with
~ the water’s edge, is the favourite killing-place of Chitrélis,
he felt he was to die forthwith an ignominious death.
The brave heart of this strong-framed, resolute young
Englishman supported .his steps, even if his knees
trembled a little at the cold-blooded horror of his fate,
and he whispered to his custodian to give him one
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minute’s notice before the end came. That good fellow,
glancing swiftly round, stooped, as if by accident, to press
Edwardes’s fingers in sympathy, as he murmured a
single word, which, in the circumstances, must be the
-equivalent to our “back your luck.” .But it was not
death Edwardes was going to, but to watch a game of
. polo! Seated once more by Muhammed Isa on a
bedstead, he was again to*enact the part of yesterday,
and live through the last twenty-four hours a second
time. ~



CHAPTER XVI
TWO CAPTURED OFFICERS

FOWLER'and his escort had trudged no farther than

Pérpfsh, the village so actively hostile on March the
7th, when a serious dispute broke out amongst the guards.
The Chitrdli couple wanted to take the prisoner to Owir;
the Pathéns protested, and backed their arguments by that
last and strongest of all appeals, although it is often put
first by Easterns among themselves—the appeal to force—
sufficiently suggested by opening the breech of the rifles
to show they were loaded. In the end, the whole party
retired into a house for the night. What was really in
question was whether Fowler was to be the, prisoner and
hostage of Sher Afzul or of Umra Khin.

Next morning, the 17th, the journey was resumed down .
the river bank, which showed that the Pathins had pre-
vailed. The road was bad, even for Chitrdl-—a mere series
of climbs over great bluffs faced by precipices a thousand
feet sheer. Fowler, still on a rope, limped along slowly,
for the soft leather boots, substituted for those stolen by
the big Pathdn, proved a poor protection to his un-
hardened feet. Besides, he had determined not to hurry
himself, and his guards were complaisant. Presently,
to his surprise, he was told that Edwardes was approach-
ing, and a few minutes later the two friends were together,
heartily congratulating one another, Muhammed Isa,
it seemed, changing his mind about taking Edwardes
to Mastuj, sent him after Fowler, One of the two
Chitrdlis with Edwardes was that kind-hearted man

143 )
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already mentioned, who was so pitifully sympathetic on
the polo ground. His tenderness not only included the
prisoner, but the poor little fox-terrier “ Biddy” also, who
could scarcely crawl along the easiest portions of the track,
but was nevertheless recovering from her terrible wound.
This man at once untied Fowler, when all hurried forward to
the next village, lighter in heart, and clamorous for food.

At the end of a good meal it was announced that a
company of Pathins were approaching. This news dis-
turbed the good Chitrdli,-who, taking the officers into a
house, hastily - barricaded it with the help of a villager.
Outside there was noise and quarrelling, and the anxiety
of those within grew momentarily deeper. Finally, it was
agreed that the leader of the Pathins should be allowed
to enter without his weapons. The door being opened,
a ruffianly-looking man was admitted, with a mulla
(priest), who ceremoniously swore him on the Kordn to
do the ‘captives no harm, but to hand them over to
Sher Afzul at Chitrdl. In spite of his rascally face, the
new-comer tried - ‘to make ‘himself pleasant. Having
soldiered in an Ihdian regiment, he knew enough
Hindusténi for ordinary intercourse,

The villagers, though delighted and curious to see the
two European prisoners, were naturally reluctant to feed
such a large company when their own stores were so
slender. At night, therefore, no one was anxious to have
the captives quartered on him, and this fact led to tedious
discussions and protests, which generally ended in some
wretched family being kicked and pushed out-of-doors.
Its home was then appropriated by the numerous armed
men who surrounded Edwardes and Fowler in the dark-
ness as well as by day, and even swirled over on to the

house-top .to watch the smoke-hole of the apartment
which sheltered them.
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Next day, the 18th, after a march too bad even for
the Pathin Chief, the Mastuj river was re-crossed to the
left bank, and the village of Koghazi reached. On the
way a large company of Pathdns was met, whose com-
mander declared- that one of the officers must return
with him to Mastuj; but Edwardes and Fowler, deter-
mined not to be*séparated, eventually persuaded the new-
comers to sleep:in the village during the night, and
await further instructions from Chitrél.

Orders came on the 19th for both prisoners to be
taken to the crafty Sher Afzul. Ponies, though provided,
were of little use, as the wonderful hanging roads and
galleries of the Baitdri Cliffs having been demolished,
there was nothing for it but to clamber over the steep
rocks, two thousand feet above, After surmounting that
last obstacle, the -Chitrdl Valley was gained, and the
beleaguered fort came into view. , Edwardes and Fowler.
were then' taken charge of by a strong detachment of
well-drilled Pathén troops, led by a colonel who, trained
in our service, gave the words of command in English.
Many of Umra Khdn’s regular soldiers and nearly all
their officers had been in our army. At least a dozen
well-known British-India regiments had representatives
engaged in the siege of Chitrdl—men proud of their
military knowledge and of the service which had glven it
them.

From that time forward the prisoners were always
kindly treated, though closely guarded. -Umra Khén's -
licutenants and Sher Afzul allowed them to see the twelve
Sepoy prisoners, and permitted two of the latter to cook
for the officers. There was, however, much difficulty
about getting food; it was explained that all grain, not
carried into the fort before the siege began, had been

eatened up by Sher Afzul's fighting men or by his allies,
% .
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who were already tightening their belts from hunger.
Fowler"f*got his boots back from the brigand who had
despoiled him on the polo-ground at Reshun. They
brought no luck to the ruffian, who was desperately
wounded a few minutes later at the final assault on
Dhurm Singh’s defences. « Edwardes and Fowler were
shown the battlefield of the 3rd of March (see Chap. xxi.),
still dotted with dreadful masses of corruption, once
high-spirited soldiers smartly accoutred ; and Sher Afzul's
successful tactics on that eventful day were recounted.
On the 25th of March they rode to Kila Drosh, to
find the redoubtable Umra Khidn strong, big, intelligent,
and pious ; but somewhat subtle and easily ruffled. His
spotless garb, urbane manners, and kindliness to all about
him impressed the. British officers, who seem to have
trusted and liked him from the first, notwithstanding
their miserable plight in the dark verminous fort, with
insufficient food. Custom, as usual, had quickly con-
quered anxiety, and, although they must have sometimes
reflected upon their perpetual liability to be murdered,
the thought probably troubled .them little. ‘
Two days later the Lowari Pass was crossed in deep
snow, a blizzard raging all the time. . Edwardes suffered
greatly, and became feeble, He and Fowler gained some
protection by wrapping up their heads in Chitrdli robes.
One of their fellow-prisoners, poorly-clad and hungry,
could hardly be induced to persevere, the cold numbing
his faculties and killing hope. A second Sepoy, one of
_ the bravest of the brave, died the same night. The boot-
stealing Pathdn, borne on a litter, perished before the
summit was reached. It was a terrible march for others
besides the unfortunate captives, but Dir was reached at
last, and rest, warmth, and food straightened exhausted
backs and lightened leaden feet. Here they were in
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the country of people who crowd into forts at dusk,
and never go abroad unarmed, even in the sunlight.
Abject coolies, crawling under heavy loads, carried guns
in their hands. k

A couple more stages brought the prisoners, on March
the 3oth, to the top of Janbatdi ridge, whence they could
see ‘their destination, the fort of Barwar, the hereditary
home of Umra Khén, who dispossessed his elder brother
of life and lands by a murder carried out with all the
picturesque and dramatic circumstances so dear to the
Eastern mind. Barwar is at the upper end of the broad
fruitful valley of Jandol. There Edwardes and Fowler
remained many days, studying the useful arts of cooking,
washing, breeches-making, and butchers’ work.

As they had no arms, Fowler fashioned for himself a
useful bludgeon, carving upon it his name, and felt happier.
When lonely and in the midst of danger it is good to sleep
with your fingers on a weapon, It soothes as a mother's
grasp soothes a perturbed child.

The villagers all about were discussing General Low’s
movements in alarmed undertones, and already many had
made off for secret places in the hills. Once more the
officers were in jeopardy, for wild, fanatical tribesmen, in
daily-increasing numbers, prowled about in sullen anger.
It was necessary to go out as little as possible, and only in
the evening. From the roth of April the excitement over
the whole district intensified, and the danger to the captives
from retreating Pathéns, furious at defeat, became still
greater. On the 12th they were taken from Barwar to
Mundiah, at the other extremity of the Jandol Valley. The
officers rode, and theitr escort—twenty men in all, half on
horseback—had to be quick-eyed, not for fear that their
prisoners might escape, but lest some of the stranger
warriors on the road should press between them to stab
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the captives or shoot at them from a short distance.
Edwardes and Fowler wore Afghdn dress, and were
fairly well disguised, but Pathdn eyes are keen. After
an hour or two, it was decided that the risk of going
farther was too much, so they hid themselves in a village
till sundown.

But even then, after a mile or so, the advanced guard
~came galloping back in agitation, and all the party
hurried forward together, the prisoners a little way behind.
Alongside a stream was-a group of wild fighting men,
with a larger detachment beyond; and this is the way
the prisoners were got across—suddenly, the escort,
aiming their rifles, covered the men at the water’s edge,
and compelled them to put down their arms and stand
clear. With sullen brows, the others slowly stepped back,
whereupon two of the guard stood over the weapons,
whilst all the rest hurried through the water. Such
incidents were obviously common, for no one, on either
side, looked surprised. .

When Mundiah Fort was neared, there was another
anxious moment, and the officers were earnestly enjoined
not to utter a word. All pushed their way past the
gate, and through an armed crowd, into a courtyard
beyond. Thence Edwardes and Fowler, with bated breath,
after much jostling amongst gesticulating excited people,
reached the keep and found Umra Khin seated in a
small room with priests and secretaries. “Biddy,” the
faithful fox-terrier, lost in the crush outside, where a
whistle might have cost the prisoners their lives, had
hardly been mourned for, when a stalwart Pathén
appeared carrying the wriggling creature in his arms.
Already, it had been borne in upon the Jandolis, that
however unclean a dog may be to a religious Musalmén,
yet, if you wish to please an European, you must also
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cherish his four-footed adorer. Consequently, the little
slut was hardly less considered than her master.

Inan inner apartment, gained by a ladder, was discovered
a Peshawer official, a charming Muhammedan gentleman,
sent to Jandol by Major Deane, General Low’s political
assistant. At midnight he took away Edwardes (only
one officer was allowed to go) carefully disguised, Jead-
ing him over the hills by secret paths to the c_amp‘of
the British troops marching to the relief of: Chitral
Before leaving, the young officer” was given back his
sword, which Umra Khdn had contrived to obtain from
Chitrdl, thereby adding one more to his numerous kind
actions. He deserved the warm thanks which Edwardes
gratefully gave him.

For the next four days Fowler had to be kept hidden,
so that he might not be seen by the unruly mountaineers
who had collected to help Umra Khdn, After dark he
was taken for exercise upon the roof of the house.
While it was light he remained secluded in the apart-
ments which had formerly been the harem. The noisy -
auxiliaries were a constant anxiety, At the time for
serving out rations they behaved. obstreperously; guns
were pointed, and naked steel displayed as protests
against short weight. On one occasion a serious con-
flict- was narrowly avoided.

There was bad news on the night of the 15th of
April, for a letter came from Major Deane to say that
all negotiations with Umra Khidn had been broken off.
Everything, then, depended on the honour of Umra
Khén, and how he would behave on hearing that -
he was irrevocably ruined. But, although some of
. his thoughts and methods jar upon western nerves, .
he has never been accused of unnecessary cruelty,
so now his only thought seems to have been how to
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get Fowler away safely. About noon, on the 16th of
April, he sent him forth dressed as a Pathdn, and pro-
tected by a few horsemen and some tatterdemalion foot-
soldiers, all light-hearted, and as gay as if they were
marching. tQ the sack of Indian cities. Umra Khdn
pressed Fowler's hand, and wished him well He was
dejected and nervous, but a high-bred Musalmdn gentle-
man to the last, than whom there is none in the world
more admirably courteous. Fowler promised to do every-
thing he could to help him out of his scrape; and so
they parted, each kindly disposed towards the other. I
suppose there is no British officer in India who would
not think himself lucky if, by making,sacrifices for the
brave Khin of Jandol, he could helpr -that picturesque
individual, who, at one point of his career, not long ago,
was a kind of Napoleon in .miniature. L

Fowler and his companions, pleased with themselves
and one another, cracked jokes and indulged in playful
badinage. The troopers allowed no one to come near.
"Many deeply-suspicious groups of fierce hill-men were
passed on the way, At length the British outposts were
seen, and the cavalry, after cheerful farewells, rode back,
only the sturdy armed scarecrows remaining with Fowler,
who tied a white rag to his cudgel and waved it over
his head. Finally, all his companions, except two, whom
he persuaded to accompany him unarmed, halted six
hundred yards from the outposts, and said goodbye,
leaving their late prisoner fervently hoping his good-
natured friends  might not send a volley after him—for
the’ Pathin idea of a good joke differs somewhat from
01.1rs. Soon he came upon a party of Sikhs, who ordered
him to halt, and in reply to his questions, said in an
offhand manner, that they had an officer somewhere
near. Then, as he dismounted, they realised that it was
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not a Pathdn the}.r were addressing but a British officer,
and they crowded to him in excited joy, setting up a
‘shout which told all within earshot that one of the
bravest of Her Majesty’s soldiers had come back to
duty, out of the very jaws of the grave.



CHAPTER 'XVII
KELLY'S MARCH THROUGH THE SNOW

N the 22nd of March, Colonel Kelly was instructed,

by telegram from Calcutta, to take entire command

of the Gilgit district, and co-operate with another force
marching direct from India to Chitrdl. His regiment, the
32nd Pioneer, had been at work making a road from
Bunji to Childs.all the winter; but, owing to the course
of events, and the fevered state of the political atmosphere,
four hundred bf the men were already collected at Gilgit.
Of this number, two companies—that is to say, one-half—
were ordered off, under Captain H. B. Borradaile, to Gupis
on the 23rd of March ; the remainder waiting until one-half
of the mule mountain battery had been hurried in from
Nomal, eighteen miles away on the Hunza road, when
they followed, a day later, as a guard to the two seven-
pounders. On the 27th, Borrodaile, who took over com-
mand of the Pioneers, replacing his colonel, who had left
regimental for general authority, set out from Gupis
fort together with Colonel Kelly and his staff officers,
while ‘the mule guns, and their escort of two com--
panies of Mazbis under Lieutenant F. H. DPetersen,
followed this advanced party, as before, at one day’s
interval.  Officially, it is held that the famous march
to Chitrdl began on the 27th of March, and that Gupis
was its starting - place. Lieutenant C. G. Stewart of
the Royal Artillery had been for a short time the
commander of Gupis fort. He relinquished that duty
to Captain de Vismes, and thenceforward led this
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section of the battery which he had so untiringly
trained.

At that time all the troops between Gupis and
Chitrdl were either at Mastuj, which was blockaded by
the enemy, or at Ghizr, where Gough fiow held a detached
post, except that Lieutenant Oldham,* and forty Kashmir
Sappers and Miners were marching to the latter place,
where orders had been sent for them to stop until Colonel
Kelly arrived.

Mastuj was defended by forty Sikhs, the survivors of
Ross’s ill-fated party, 120 men of the 4th (Réghundth)
Regiment, and 115 men of the 6th Kashmir Rifles.
Moberly had long before won his spurs on the Gilgit
frontier, and under him was the gallant Kashmir
Colonel Phula, There were also within: the walls, fifty
men of the Punidl local levies, and, in addition, the
wounded Lieutenant Jones and Captain Bretherton.
The fort was small and not badly placed for a Chitral
defensive position, which were all originally designed

against matchlock fire only, and as Moberly could
" always count upon the active help of Bretherton, as well
as on the advice of Jones, he, comparatively speaking,
was safe enough.

Gough’s command at Ghizr comprised but sixty
trained Kashmir soldiers and a hundred Hunza-Nagar
undrilled riflemen. These local levies in the. sequel
did admirably, but like all men of that class, they must
gain confidence in the regulars associated with them,
and they require one or two successful skirmishes.
to brace their nerves. Though not well placed, the
"Ghizr post was the best available. Rumours were
abroad that it was shortly to be attacked; also that
the Dérel and T4ngir tribes, from beyond the southern

* Lieutenant L. W, S. Oldham, R.E.
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watershed of the valley, meditated a raid to cut its
communications with Gupis. The position was a difficult
and an anxious one, but its commander’s patronymic
was a pledge that an enemy would find' him a hard
nut to crack, for wherever fighting has been hardest
in India, a Gough has usually contrived to be there
and increase the family renown.

By the 31st of March, Colonel Kelly's tiny expedition
assembled at Ghizr. Four hundred men of the 32nd
Pioneers, two mountain guns, and Oldham’s forty Kash-
mir Sappers, constituted a force small enough to satisfy
the youngest subaltern in Her Majesty’s army; but it
was of first-rate material, and exceptionally well officered.
The infantry, the half-battalion of Pioneers, were in hard
training from their work in the Indus valley. Between
Gupis and Ghizr the intervening stages, four in number,
had been easy enough for foot-soldiers, although the last
march was uncomfortable by reason of about a foot of
snow on the ground, with intervals of mud and slush.
Indeed, the chief interest had centred in the mule battery,
and in the possibility of its getting along. Slowly and
laboriously it climbed over the difficult hill-track, which
was the sole road, without loss, although  at one place,
where the path was buried in a great snow-slip, a couple
of mules—one carrying a gun and the other a pair of
wheels—tumbled over and over down the steep incline
for some fifty yards, and stuck at the very edge of a
five hundred feet drop sheer to the river. Stewart,
and an equally bold driver, slid after the struggling
animals and knelt on their heads. Girths were loosed,
and the heavy ordnance saddles got rid of and carried
up the hill-side. Long powerful straps were then buckled
together, and slipped, with several tarpaulins, under the
frightened beasts, which were simply hauled by main
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strength on to the road. To handle terrified mules,
plunging in an avalanche at the brink of a precipice,
demands sturdy nerves. The battery finally arrived
-without further mishap, except that the Major, a Dogra,
and many of his men were beginning to get snow-blind.
Ghizr is a terribly exposed place, 10,000 feet above
the sea-level. It is an ancient lake-bed of wide extent,
the upper end converging to a mighty gorge flanked by
wild rocks, which can be confidently held against a hostile
force advancing from Langar. “Upon these rocks, Gough
had stationed his Hunza-Nagar irregulars. Even in April
the cold is considerable, and to add to Kelly’s difficulties,
there were three feet of soft new-fallen snow covering the
earth. On the 1st of April he made a start, but it was
discovered that seventy baggage coolies had decamped,
or gone into hiding during the night. This was serious,
for without them, how were the guns to be carried over
the Shandur, if the pass proved hopeless for the mules?
Stewart, therefore, eagerly volunteered to ride hard, search
the roads, and force back any runaways he could catch.
Kelly agreed, and told Lieutenant A. S. Cobbe of the
Pioneers, who had charge of the rear-guard, to wait be-
hind at Ghizr to help. Some Kashmir riflemen were
also sent down the road after Stewart, to secure any men
he might stop. Fearful of being left behind with his guns,
Stewart rode furiously along the break-neck paths, over-
taking and driving back with imperious gestures, supple-
mented by occasional revolver shots over their heads,
forty unlucky villagers. War is a grim. slave-driver, and
the gentle and innocent who cannot fight have to travail
for those that do. By this time the poor pony was driven
to a standstill, but a passing traveller needed no second
bidding to change horses with a broad-chested Irishman,
late, perhaps, for a fight. So Stewart returned to Ghizr
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betimes, and he and Cobbe tramped after the main column,
}ét they had gone but four miles when they met the
whole of the force returning.

.Colonel Kelly had forced his way through the deep

powdery snow for eight miles, but the farther he went, the
greater were his troubles. At length, on a big plain which
begins about three miles beyond the wind-swept hamlet -of
Teru, all the animals were pounded hopelessly ; they could
do nothing but plunge and flounder in the snow. Since
_there was no help for it, the “retire” had to be sounded,
and the little force, turning in its tracks,'trudged to Ghizr
again in dejection.. The younger officers, especially, were
inconsolable. It was just like their luck, they said ; every-
body else would get to Chitrdl .except them, and so on,
over and over again. Had there'fbeen some one to blame,
some individual for them to hang morally in secret, it
would have been a consolation ; but one cannot vituperate
Nature, and the weather; at least, not so as to feel better.
Blinding snow began to fall, and Kelly determined to wait
at Ghizr till the skies should clear, or until porters could
be collected to replace the usecless transport animals.
Tired and depressed, blundering along the treacherous
path, some vaguely imaginative person compared the
scene to Napoleon’s retreat from Moscow, and every-
body became crosser than ever.

The moment was opportune for an indomitable spirit
to exert itself, and, as always in our service, the occa-

~sion produced the man. Borradaile asked leave, cheerily,
to halt at the bleak Teru hamlet (three miles from
Ghizr) with his 200 Pioneers, and to try, on the first
opportunity, to push over the Shandir Pass and seize
Laspur, the highest village on the other side. Permis-
sion was given him, and also extended to Oldham with
his forty Sappers, and to the Hunza-Nagar levies as well.
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Colonel Kelly, his staff, and the rest of the force then
resumed their march to Ghizr. All the available coolies
were handed over to Borradaile, who placed guards upon
them. These poor people were now more precious than
ever, for the day’s experience demonstrated that it was
impossible for the mules and baggage animals to get
through the snow. It was arranged that if Borradaile
did manage to reach Laspur, he was at once to send back
all his transport to take over the rest of the force. He
and Oldham got their men under shelter, and- with
Surgeon-Captain Browning-Smith,* and Cobbe, who came
in later, made themselves as comfortable as they could in
a dirty and leaky hut; but what are a sieve-like roof,
hunger and wet clothes to men buoyed up with great
resolves? :

All that night and all the next day the skies were
pitiless, and the snowfall never stopped. At Ghizr,
Stewart and Gough went into committee with the latter’s
Kashmir adjutant, to decide how the seven - pounders
could be taken over the pass. “Upon sledges,” said
the British officers ; “ By road digging,” argued the other.
Next, the possibility of carrying the guns was discussed,
and it was soon perceived that it could only be done
if the Pioneers would volunteer for the work, and
Borradaile could let them undertake it, for it was obvious
that they would have plenty of trouble in getting through
the snow themselves without the added burden of these
great loads. With the help of the battery carpenter’s
tools a rough sledge was completed on the 2nd of April,
the runners being made of young poplars coated with
the tin linings of old commissariat chests. Down an
incline, where the snow was only a foot deep, the machine

* Surgeon-Captain S, Browning-Smith of the Indian Medical Service, the
medical officer of the 32nd Pioneers.
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-was found capable of carrying eight ammunition boxes
(1600 1bs.) but up hill it dragged badly. Nevertheless, its
enthusiastic designers pinned their faith upon it, and the in-
genuous Stewart reported to Colonel Kelly his conviction
that the problem of transporting the mountain guns was
solved. In the afternoon he, with Gough and all the
gunners, besides forty of the Ghizr Kashmir garrison,
started for Teru—where the real difficulties of the road
began—to make experiments. They carried with them en-
trenching tools, and also wooden spades from the village,
Oldham, as soon as he heard their story, showed the
impracticability of the adjutant’s plan of digging a road,
because such a scheme could not be carried out under
several weeks, Thereupon the sledge, the child of
so much hope, was proudly produced, tried, and found,
alas, to be useless in deep snow. Stewart gazed with
tragic wistfulness at Borradaile, longing, but fearing, to
ask that the Pioneers might help to carry his guns. Just
then the senior native officer came up and earnestly
asked that his men might attempt it, as they did not
-want the cannon left behind, Borradaile went into the
question, and having satisfied himself that the suggestion
was a practicable one, agreed to have it tried. It was
then found that the old subadir of the Kashmir Sappers
and Miners had just previously made a similar request
to Oldham on behalf of his men.

Early on the morning of the 3rd of April, poles were
shaped and devices planned for carrying the two seven-
.pounders, with the ammunition, all of which Colonel
Kelly sent up from Ghizr at eleven o'clock. The snow
had stopped. Baggage coolies were very scarce, so every-
thing ‘except the barest necessaries, even four pairs of
ammunition boxes, had to ‘be left behind at ‘Teru.
Elght sledges had' been also constructed, and proper
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reliefs of Sepoys were organised for each load. For the .
first two miles the going was easy, then the deep snow .
was met. The mules sank in to their shoulders and’
struggled frantically. Even unladen animals could not
be driven forward. Certain half-bred y&ks, which are
peculiar to this district, were sent for in the hope that
they might be able to tread a moderately firm path in
the snow; but they could not be kept in single file, and
even when that object was occasionally attained, each
animal stepped so exactly in the tracks of its predecessor,
that the result was a series of deep holes at equal in-
tervals, instead of a beaten track.

As yet another resource the mules were forced down
and into the river, the idea being to wade up its margin;
but close to the bank it was three feet deep, and big stones
and sudden drops caused blunders and stumbles, The
cold was so intense that even these hardy brutes could
not stay in the water, while exact and painful experi-
ment proved that a British subaltern could only withstand
the icy temperature for four minutes at a stretch. It being
hopeless to persevere, the mules were sent back to Teru,
and the sledges were tried. Thirty men dragged at
each, but the labour was terrible, for the haulers every
instant sank into the snow to the waist, or even as high
as the armpits, and the machines proving too broad for the
narrow tracks, they turned over continually. Therefore
this plan also was abandoned, and the anxious Stewart’s
last hope put to the test; the loads were slung from
the poles, and pioneers, gunners, and Kashmir soldiers
staggered along, straining at the weights with hard-set
teeth.

No wonder the march seemed interminable. Every
moment a man fell, when his end of the pole would drop
and the balance shift; then the whole of that group
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would tumble over together. Many of these eighty-two
devoted fellows were already in the agony of snow-blind-
ﬂess. The best pace, over the easier bits, was three-
quarters of a mile an hour.  Eight o'clock came, the
darkness was as intense as the cold, while Langar camp,
which Borradaile had hurried on to occupy, was several
miles away. Moreover, everybody was worn out. It
seemed clear nothing more could be done thaf night, but
a battery havilddr (sergeant), as a last effort, took one
of the little cannons, two hundred pounds in weight, upon
his shoulder and actually carried it some distance with
merely one man behind to keep it from wobbling. Stewart
went to help them, but he could hardly stand.from
fatigue, and the three, with the gun, fell exhausted into
the snow. That settled it; so guns, carriages, wheels,
and ammunition boxes, wrapped in tarpaulins, were
stacked and left, the soldiers being sent on to camp.

Young Gough, after strenuously carrying loads all day
long, had been sent on to see if Borradaile could give
any more men, but with only just enough strength to
stagger into camp, he fell downe+unconscious., It was
long before he could be restored. Everybody, indeed,
was near the snapping-point of mnerves and tendons.
Browning-Smith, the doctor of the Pioﬁeers, a fine fellow,
helped Stewart to set up the poles to mark, in case of
a fresh fall of snow, where the loads were left. Those
two also brought on the rear-guard, and got into Langar
about midnight—a camp 11,000 feet above the sea-level
and unsheltered.

One might suppose that officers ending a march so
painful might fairly consider their day’s work ended and
think of food and rest; but it is so important that the
soldiers be taken care of, and there are so many details
to be seen to personally, that in critical times a British
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officer often' seems to work from day to: day without
any intermission. So it was in this instance; all the
men who arrived late must have their feet inspected
for frost-bite, and, when necessary, rubbed with snow
to restore the circulation. - Then they were literally
put to bed. Two soldiers’ kits were spread upon the
ground and six men made to lie closely on them,
wrapped in two more double blankets, while the remain-
ing two sets were put on top. Such duties cannot be
safely delegated to Oriental subordinates, for everything,
the very existence of the force, depends upon their
proper performance. Borradaile’s advance party had not
reached camp till long after dark. Happily, the night was
fine. Many of the Pioneers, old soldiers, cheery, though
frozen, passed the night sitting round the fires, which
could hardly be kept alight because their only fuel was
green scrub-wood. They "talked gaily, and made jokes
of all past and future difficulties, but the younger men
were too exhdusted to take part in this ‘seasonable
bravado. N ' v
Borradaile resolved, guns or no guns, that he would
take his two companies over. the Shandiir the next day
to Laspur; so he now decided to leave Gough’s Kashmir
rifles behind, as well as the battery detachment, in the
hope that they might get the guns in and then bring
them after him. Also, by dropping three days’ food, he
was able to hand over thirty baggage-carriers to Stewart ;
and he further promised to send back as many more as
he could spare, after he had established himself at
Laspur. .
On the 4th of April, with an “ax revoir-d-Laspur,”
to Stewart and Gough, Borradaile set out with his two
companies of Pioneers, the Kashmir Sappers and his

irregulars, to cross the Shandir, He had with him,
L
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Cobbe, Oldham, and Browning-Smith. The little party
might form some estimate of the physical troubles in
store for them, but they could not guess what the
Chitrélis would do, whether they would hold the Laspur
ridges in strength, or fight on the pass. First went the
levies, who knew the way, to make a track across the snow,
which was carefully kept by all the soldiers and porters.
In time, this path became fairly firm for those in the rear,
though, at short intervals, great holes indicated where the
leaders had tumbled and fallen through.

The Shandir pass is really a mountain plain, some-
what rough, and indented by .a couple of lakes; its
highest point is but 1200 feet above Langax;. During
April its difficulties are great, especially when the sea-
sonable meltings are accelerated by a hot sun, or when
a strong wind blows over its dreary expanse. Cobbe,
an athletic young officer, led the advanced guard, but
before the descent to Laspur was reached, only half of
his men ‘were with him; the others kept dropping
through the snow, up to their chests, because of the
weight of their accoutrements, and because they became
nearly helpless from fatigue. The leader, of course, was
obliged to keep well forward, but the indefatigable
Browning-Smith kept all stragglers on the move, and
ch.eered them to further efforts. Happily, there was a
fair proportion of glare-glasses; consequently, most of
the men escaped the pangs of snow blindness, but all
alike had blistered faces, and suffered horribly from thirst.
Excessive work for two days, and the unrestful night
at Langar, told on the whole force, and many fell out
and lay like logs in the snow ; but Borradaile and his
officers, by firmness and encouragement, brought everyone
over at last. A kindly stream, immediately beyond the
- pass, gave new life to the flagging. The levies crowned



KELLY'S MARCH THROUGH THE SNOW 163

the heights on each side of the steep descent, and ten
hours from the start the detachment reached Laspur,
so delighted with themselves that the soldiers forgot their
sufferings, and declared themselves to be less tired than
when they started. Although many of the baggage men
gave up altogether, most of them carrigd their loads into
the village, :

At the top of the pass, the advanced guard had seen
two or three of the enemies’ scouts, who made off at once.
When Laspur was reached, the villagers in a body met
the troops to beg they might not be fired upon, to the
amusing indignation of the younger officers. What people,
however uncivilised, they asked, could imagine British
soldiers capable of shooting unarmed men? There was
comparatively little snow on the ground, and all were
hutted except the pickets, who had to camp out. Next
morning, April sth, Borradaile and Oldham set to work
and fortified a group of huts. . During the afternoon,
word came that the enemy was in force in lower Laspur,
whereupon Borradaile took Cobbe and eighty of the
Pioneers to reconnoitre. About a hundred men were
seen running away, and there the incident ended.

We must now go back to Stewart and Gough, who
were left behind at Langar. Making two trips, they
brought the guns and ammunition boxes into camp,
finishing the task late in the afternoon. The dead-
tired coolies declared, with conviction, that one more
day’s work would kill them; but the Kashmir Sepoys,
under Gough, pegged away with unflagging spirit. Vet
every one now doubted if the seven-pounders could be
got over the pass. Axles .were removed from the
carriages to lighten the loads, and it was decided that
no ammunition, except one pair of boxes for each gun,
and one box of star-shell, should be taken. By kind:
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words, lavish promises, and much petting, the carriers
were induced to forget their gloomy thoughts for the
time and go to sleep. Everything depended upon the
weather, which proved disappointing, for on April sth
a bitter wind was blowing ; nothing could be more
unpleasant or even dangerous on a long, flat expanse
like the Shanddr. Nevertheless, -at half - past seven
the guns and carriages moved off, nine porters to
each load, carefully escorted by Sepoys, and an hour
later the rest of the convoy was under weigh. Smoked
glasses being few in number, most of the soldiers,
including Stewart and Gough, became snow - blind.
To ensure there being some one who could see to lay
a gun, four men, who had protective spectacles, were
ordered - not to take them off for any reason what-
ever. Before mid-day, half the journey was over, and
the porters sent back by Borradaile began to arrive.
Late in the afternoon, Laspur was entered amidst the
enthusiastic cheers of its garrison. The track made on
the previous day froze hard - during the night and
greatly helped the march. Borradaile had more cases
of frost-bite than Stewart, while the latter had many
more men blinded by the snow, the glare under the
blazing sun being terrific; all those without tinted
glasses suffered acutely.

When every allowance is made for the determmatxon
and energy of the British officers, there is still room to
admire the dogged persistence of the troops, the way
they toiled and strove right up to the exhaustion point,
and then again and again resumed the struggle in spite
of rarefied air, over-strained muscles, and, in many in-
stances, the excruciating pain of inflamed eyes. Anyone
who has traversed the ground under more or less identical -
“conditions, is astonished at the rare endurance and forti-
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tude shown by these Eastern soldiers, the great majority
of whom were men born and reared on the plains of
India. ‘ ‘

The effect produced by this passage of the Shandir
was invaluable. The Chitrdlis doubted if regular in-
fantry could cross, while they were certain that guns
could not; and to precisely the same degree that they
grew disheartened, were the local levies from Punidl,
Hunza, and Nagar astonished and encouraged. From
this time forward, there are no longer half-complaints
of their behaviour or conjectures about their loyalty;
nothing is heard but a chorus of praise concerning
their devotion and bravery, and at the end of the
campaign Kelly wrote of them officially in terms of
unstinted panegyric. In estimating the fighting value
of irregular, undisciplined troops, such as levies, who
throw in their lot with us for pay or from fear, or
because it may advance their material or sentimental
interests, but rarely or never because of any sympathy,
or affection which we inspire, it must not be forgotten
that these men can only be relied upon to play a winning
game. They are alien in religion, in customs, and in
modes of thought, and know nothing of military discipline,
that bond which tightly binds the British-Indian soldier
to his British officers, and induces, as well as maintains,
a habit of unquestioning obedience in Musalmin or
Hindu to his Christian leader.



CHAPTER XVIII
A SMALL PITCHED BATTLE

A REQUISITION of all ponies and saddles in the

Laspur district being made, in order to replace the
battery mules and harness left at Teru, the levies collected
and handed over to Stewart-as strange a variety of
animals as was ever offered to a smart artillery officer
for military purposes. The assortment ranged from a
raw-boned, half-starved creature of fourteen hands, with a
pitiful sore back, down to six donkeys not more than
thirty-two inches high; in fact, of all those brought in,
only five were of the least use. With their owners, and
forty villagers, impressed as porters, these five animals
were shut up and carefully guarded, for upon their safe
custody depended the mobility of the mountain guns. On
the other hand, some of the miseries of war were lessened
to the poor men, because they were well cared for and
properly fed.

Although there were alarms which compelled no pre-
caytions to be omitted, the night passed away quietly,
and on the morning of the 6th, Borradaile made a
reconnaissance in force, to discover if he could com-
municate with Mastuj. He pushed down the valley with
one hundred and twenty Pioneers, the levies, and the
two seven-pounders, as far as the village of Gusht, and
two miles below that place found the enemy strongly
posted on both banks of the river, at the Chakalwat
position. Having seen what he wanted, Borradaile re-
turned to Laspur after dark. All the gunners, even the

166
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“layers,” wore bandages over their eyes, while Stewart

and Gough, now quite blind, were led along the roads.

The same afternoon, Colonel Kelly and his staff arrived,

having crossed the pass from Langar, where they spent

the previous night. Wednesday, the 7th, was a halt, for

the men were worn out after such hard work at high

altitudes, and a large proportion of them required medical
treatment, especially for ‘their eyes; it also gave time

for coolies to be sent back to Langar for the ammunition

which Stewart was forced to drop there.

On the 8th the whole force camped at Gusht, when
the enemy was found to be still at Chakalwat, which
was reconnoitred and carefully sketched, preparatory to
an attack on the following day, while urgent messages
were sent back to Laspur for the Punidl levies, who had
been left there. The Chakalwat is one of the many easily
defensible places to be found on this frontier, and is well
known to all the people as a darband. A Chitrél general
has not to sit down and meditate upon the best place
to make a stand, for the capabilities of every good posi-’
tion in the country have been tested on numberless
occasions by actual fighting. From a military ‘point of
view, Chakalwat is a powerful defence against an enemy
trying to seize Mastuj, which is round a spur in its rear;
but the peculiarity of its being fortified and held, in this
instance, lies in the fact that Mastuj, though blockaded
by the Chitrilis, was strongly garrisoned by our troops,
who could sally out at any moment, Muhammed Isa,
the general in command, had therefore to fight with a con-
tinual glance over the shoulder, to see that his retreat.
was not imperilled by the appearance of Moberly behind.
him.

The Chitralis held Chakalwat strongly on both banks,
There the Laspur torrent takes a couple of bold curves
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and is shaped like a reversed S. Each concavity of this
reversed letter is filled by a broad turtle-backed plain,
ridged and furrowed, and across the river, opposite to
each, is a mighty shale slope; that on the Gusht side (on
the left bank), with its linear outcrops of rocks and its
frozen snow-slip, being altogether impassable, while that
"on the right bank is indeed crossed by a narrow track
leading to. Mastuj; but it can be blocked at pleasure by
stones rolled down the terrific incline from the ridges
high above. Everywhere it is difficult, and in most
places impossible, to descend to the water’s edge. The
shale slopes, for instance, end abruptly in a continued
series of low precipices. The crossings between the two
banks are at the up-stream end of the whole position, a
little. below Gusht, where there is usually a bridge, and
at a point near the juncture of the double curves, where,
with caution, the river may be forded from one enormous
convex “fan” to the other. To stop Kelly, the enemy.
destroyed the bridge, and built sangars, which com-
manded the ford from the left of Gusht bank. In line
_with these, and on the same side of the river, along the
top of the steep river cliffs, were three similar fortifi-
cations, whose fire could sweep the Mastuj road on the
opposite bank, That path, blocked farther on, by a
.long loop-holed barricade, was also threatened with
destruction at any moment by small companies of men
stationed on the rocks above to start a thunder of stones
and débris rushing and plunging down to the river.
Sharp-shooters were posted on the Gusht side on the
rocks jutting out from the shale. Their business was to
harass anyone on the great rugged plain across the river.
The whole position is well shown in the ground plan

opposite, made officially by Beynon, Colonel Kelly’s staff
officer, o : ‘
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At 6 AM. on the gth of April, Colonel Kelly sent
the ‘Hunza and Nagar men, under the guidance of his
own staff officer, straight up the hills on his left (that is
to say, on the left bank of the river), to turn the right
flank of the enemy from above, while the Puniil men,
just arrived from Laspur, were despatched across the
torrent to climb the hills forming the right boundary of
the valley, and dislodge the Chitrdlis posted there to
roll down stones. Three hours later, Kelly moved out
of Gusht with all his force, except a small baggage
guard, to make a front attack, A mile below the
village, Oldham, with his Kashmir Sappers, improvised
a temporary bridge for men on foot, upon the site where
the other had been demolished by the enemy. The
mountain guns taken through the water on ponies, were
afterwards carried up to the big fan by villagers, carefully
guarded. . -

The advance was led by Cobbe, with a half company,
one section of which formed the advanced party. His
men were commanded in dumb show, or by the whistle
~—for their British officer was still speechless from
exposure during the Shandir march. Next in order
came Oldham, with his Kashmfr Sappers, then the main
body under Borradaile, one and a half companies of the
32nd, and Stewart’s guns. Perhaps it is not surprising
that the bullets from the rocks across the river fell
harmless amongst this little band. Spread out on the
huge, rough, and undulating fan, it must have been
difficult for the Chitrdli marksmen even to see Kelly's
drab-coloured men. As the river was again neared,
the fire grew hotter. Cobbe’s second section was brought
up in line with the first, and began with it alternately
to discharge steady volleys at the greater of the two
sangars protecting the ford. Borradaile next sent forward
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the guns, and another half company of the Pioneers,
while the Kashmir Sappers moved over to the left.

The seven-pounders were carried into action by the
gunners, . t6 the great mental relief of the unhappy
villagers. The range, 600 yards, was discussed by
Cobbe, who could scarcely whisper, and Stewart, who
could barely see, but the third shell broke a hole into
the sangar nearest the snow-drift, when its defenders at
once began to bolt. Soon the enemy’s fire grew slack,
whereupon the infantry and artillery advanced to within
400 yards and attacked the next work, which made no
response. At the proper moment, the Hunza and Nagar
men, who had already made themselves heard, showed
above, the river was forded without opposition, and all
was over. The flying enemy was chased down the left
bank ‘for a couple of miles, but pursuit was hopeless.
Native Indian troops might as well try to catch a wild.
goat as fugitive Chitrdlis, whose energies on this occa-
sion were spurred by the knowledge that round the
corner the Mastuj troops were probably already on the
move to intercept them. Luckily for the runaways, the
guns had not been heard by Moberly. Not much loss
was suffered by either side in this little affair. Kelly
had four men wounded, but only one badly hit; while
five or six bodies left on the ground, alone gave any
clue to the extent of the enemy’s casualties.

The attack was nicely planned, and well timed. If the
resistance of the Chitrdlis was not strenuous, it must be
confessed that they showed effrontery in fighting at all,
with Mastuj so close in their rear. Muhammed Isa
retired with neatness. To distract the Mastuj garrison
he opened a lively fire upon the fort; then by the time
it was decided that retreating horse and foot were not
merely falling back for a stratagem, and Moberly sallied
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out to discover what it all meant, the quick-moving
enemy was beyond reach. After a halt, Kelly, fording
the river again, marched into Mastuj. = The Sikhs, saved
from Ross's disaster, threw themselves at Stewart’s feet,
and “salaamed,” with dust on their heads. Sighing,
they declared that now the guns had- arrived all would
be well, .
Three days were passed at Mastuj, but not in idleness.
Much had to be done, many points to be decided.
First and foremost, could the Gilgit force press on to the
relief of Chitrdl, or must it wait for supplies and until
transport was collected? After careful reflection, and
discussion with Borradaile, his second in command, Kelly
decided to advance; so Oldham set to work knocking
down houses and built a bridge over the Mastuj river
with the timbers thus obtained. )
On the roth of April, the second detachment of the .
32nd Pioneers, two companies, marched in under Lieuts.
Petersen and H. Bethune. They brought with them
the battery gear and ammunition which had been left
behind, and on the r1th Stewart, having collected ponies
from all the country round, tried a hill parade. The
result would have disappointed any one but a subaltern
of a mountain battery on field service, for the small,
weak creatures could hardly crawl under their burdens,
several fell, and all were doubtful. However, good food
and care revived them somewhat, and the enthusiastic
Stewart actually started on the 13th for the Nisa Gul
fight, with an imposing string of animals carrying the
guns, carriages, wheels, and ammunition boxes in orthodox
style, each led by a local driver pressed for the service.
Only twelve of these poor beasts reached Chitral.
Muhammed Isa was known to be at the Nisa Gul with
a strong force prepared to dispute its passage. The whole
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position was thoroughly reconnoitred on the 12th, and a
sketch made of it by Beynon, the staff officer. Next
- morning ' Colonel Kelly explained the plan of attack to
his officers. All recognised the fact that if the sangars
were obstinately defended there would be sharp fighting ;
but the troops were in splendid heart, as much elated
at the prospect of action as they were relieved to learn
that they were not to .remain at Mastuj ; every man was
furious at the news of the treachery practised upon
Fowler’s and Edwardes’s party. Oldham devoted much
care to making ladders; he also collected ropes to deal
with the enormous ravine which constituted the chief
strength and defence of the enemy. Kelly, on the 1 3th
April, marched to the attack.

The position held by Muhammed Isa was extra-
ordfnari]y strong. It was always asserted by Chitrilis,
that to force a crossing from the Chitrdl side, to attack
Mastuj, was impossible, and that the only way it could
be carried in the opposite direction (the one taken by
Kelly), was by a determined advance along the ordinary
road, and by battering down all barricades with cannon.
It is certain that no one in Chitril would have believed
it possible to force the Nisa Gul in the way it actually

was forced. :

For five miles below Mastuj there are two paths, one
a hill track running dangerously across rocky slopes on

A the right bank ; the other blundering over boulder-strewn
stony patches, and through an endless series of eccentric
water channels, which wash round those pebbly islets.
This latter road can only be used when the waters are

’ low. It, after innumerable fordings, makes a last plunge

into the main river to join the hill track on the right
bank and ascend with it to a waterless corrugated plateau
of great extent, stretching from extremely steep slopes
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on the right hahd, to end in a perpendicular drop to
the river.bed on the left. The farther one gets, the
wider grows ‘thié'i“gfeat grey plain, until at the distance
of a. mile it atté.iﬁs a greatest breadth, when a most
remarkable physxcal feature is revealed — an immense
cleavage, like an- earthquake fissure, which runs from
the hills on .the . right, bisecting the plateau right
through to the river. With precipitous sides, its depth
is reckoned not by tens, but by hundreds of feet. A
more effectual obstacle to an advancing army cannot
be imagined. Undefended, it would cause delay. The
regular road descends to the river's edge at the left
extremity or outlet of this mighty cleft by a difficult
narrow pathway, followed by an equally stiff climb up the
opposite side. Horses have to be taken over with great
care; a few minutes’ work would make the crossing im-
practicable, even for men on foot. At the other or upper
end, this vast square-cut gully gradually loses itself in the
hills, where the unstable slopes, loosely covered by shale,
look impassable for an ibex. To journey all round along
the top of the watershed, would necessitate a hopeless
détour. Kelly’s difficulties are shown to a small extent
in Beynon’s reconnaissance sketch, but that does not
show the chief obstacle—namely, this enormous rect-
angular ravine—nor can it show the fortifications built
to block the road climbing out of it on the farther
side at the river end.

The start from Mastuj was made at 7 AM. In
advance went one company of the 32nd, led by Peterson,
with a second company under Cobbe, as a support.
Then the main body under Borradaile, with whom was
Bethune ; it consisted of the remaining two companies of
the Pioneers, Oldham and his Sappers, Stewart with the
mountain guns, and one hundred men of the 4th Kashmir
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Regiment, commanded by Moberly. At 11 AM. the plain
was reached, when the two leading companies advanced
in line, but some distance apart—Peterson’s on the left.
Together, they constituted the firing line, and support.
No sooner had they extended, than the enemy opened
fire, and a native officer with the main body was hit
by a Snider bullet; a piece of bad luck, when the long
range is considered. The Pioneers marched on steadily
without firing, the configuration of the ground preventing
their seeing the sangars in front, at the same time, that
it protected them greatly from the enemy. Peterson first
bore off a bit to the left - threatening the right of
Muhammed Isa’s central defences, which were designed
to sweep the ordinary road for about 450 yards, while
Cobbe attacked the same four sangars straight in front,
advancing eventually within 250 yards of them, almost
to the edge of the ravine,

By this time the guns had been brought up on the right,
and beyond them, Borradaile’s two companies of Pioneers
were busy silencing the small hill sangars, and scattering
groups of Chitrdlis on the slopes at the extreme left of
Muhammed Isa’s line. The levies were posted still
farther away; their orders were to try and cross the
dangerous shale on the steep inclines which border
the upper end of the mighty ravine, and then attack
that sangar marked No. 17 in the sketch. At first
there was some difficulty in getting the guns up, for
bullets were dropping everywhere, and the drivers re-
fused to budge an inch. The man with the leading
pony bluntly declared he would be shot if he did.
Having no escort, Stewart drew his revolver, put the
muzzle to the man’s head, and explained, that though
he might escape the enemy’s rifles, he could not possibly
escape the officer’s pistol. . The poor wretch saw the force
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of this grim logic, and the guns were brought into action
about 400 yards from No. 17 sangar, when the unlucky
driver was at once shot through the stomach. It was
izery hard, but war is hard and cruel, and there is no
poetic justice in the billeting of a bullet. The rest of
the animals, and the spare ammunition were then sent
back a short space to shelter in a dip of the ground.
Stewart began pounding at No. 17, which was Kelly's
chief point of attack, with shells filled with sand. Those
with bursting charges also break up against stone forti-
fications, but the live variety burst with the fuse outside
a thick wall, thereby weakening the blow perhaps, while
sand-plugged shell seem to concentrate the whole of their
energy in smashing themselves stolidly against it.

This particular sangar, admirably built, was hard to
demolish, but being placed on a éharp declivity, every
stone that fell off in front rolled clear, and was finally
got rid of. In that way, it was eventually cut down
to about two feet six inches. In the midst of the
showers of shot and shell, a splendid - looking dog
ran out to play. He dashed delightedly at the dust
knocked up by the bullets, for a few moments, then
bolted away, poor fellow, with his tail between his legs
and a shot in his body. Peterson’s and Cobbe’s com-
panies silenced the central defences, while Borradaile
on the right, not only kept in check No. 17, as well as
the other hill posts, but drove the groups of Chitrélis
high up the slopes. The enemy’s fire everywhere was
slackening, so the guns were limbered up, and the
trembling villagers with their ponies were sent for, to"
- transfer them to a spot opposite sangar No. 12. But
~ the battery in moving to the left excited such a heavy
fusillade, all sangars waking up to join in, that the
Pioneers chaffingly called to one another to give the
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gunners a wide berth. It came into action again on
Peterson’s left, at not more than 150 yards in front of
No. 12. ’

While the pieces were being laid, only the top stones
of the sangar wall could be seen. The battery havilddr-
major (sergeant-major) was already wounded, two ponies
were hit, and another driver shot through the chest. Very
slowly the guns were run forward. The range was
desperately close. Gradually the line of loopholes rise
into view. An anxious moment and—whew! no faces,
no rifles; no smoke! It was lucky this sangar proved
empty, or the brave gunners, little more than 100 yards
away, would have been terribly slated. No. 17 now
began to stir again, and had to be quieted with a couple
of shell; also, two “case” were fired, just for the look
of the thing. Then ‘another havild4r was hit, a cor-
poral shot dead, and a gunner wounded in three places;
altogether, 50 per cent. of the men on the two guns were
hors de combat. As there was no more work for the
guns at that moment, Stewart retired them again some
yards while he went to Colonel Kelly and obtained
permission to search for a road down the precipitous
face of the ravine.

The military’ sketch shows a long gap between the
enemy’s hill sangars and their main defences. It was,
in fact, considered so certain, that in this interval no
one would dream of crossing the ravine, that it would be
absurd to build works there. But Muhammed Isa was
wrong. Noticing this absence, of fortifications, Oldham
and Beynon also asked leave to hunt for a spot
where the ladders and ropes, which the former had
brought from Mastuj, might be utilised. The two even-
tually found a place, not very promising indeed, but
where it was thought an initial attempt might be made.
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Then Oldham hastened back for his Kashmir Sappers,
and Beynon went to report the find to Colonel Kelly,
Oldham quickly returned and set to work. For the
first forty feet the descent was comparatively easy, so
that a man, by holding on with one hand to a rope
made fast above, could with the other contrive to cut
rough steps with a pick; but then there came a vertical
drop when the ladders were the only hope. The adven-
turous little band was all the time under a galling fire.
One Sapper was soon mortally wounded, and a havild4r
shot through the groin. No time was to be lost. The
stalwart Oldham scrambled down the rope, placed the
ladder with his. own hands, and descended. He was
followed by a dozen brave fellows, By dint of care and
coolness in cutting footsteps, all reached the bottom ;
the lower they got the safer they were. The undaunted
thirteen next attacked the opposite slope and found, to
their delight, a goat-track, only moderately bad, by which
they climbed up the enemy’s side of the ravine, It was
a rare deed for one British officer and twelve Kashmir
Sappers to cross that awful place to meet above them
unknown ground and an unknown enemy; but the man
who did it (an unsung hero) is a member of that famous
corps which gave Gilgit an Aylmer to blow open Nilt
gate, and a Fowler to cover himself and his comrades
with glory, even amidst the slaughter at Reshun,
Looking back, Oldham found that Cobbe had lined
his side of the ravine with Pioneers, so he stood up, waving
a handkerchief, lest his party might be fired upon by
friends, and shouted himself hoarse for them to hurry
over. The enemy in No. 17, scared at seeing that a lodg-
ment had been made on their edge of the great Nullah,
now tried to get away. They raced, singly, over the steep
hill-side, but, it is said, only one man escaped. At this
M
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instant the levies appeared, and occupied the deserted
work. In some miraculous way, they had crossed the
stone shoots. Naturally enough, they were in no hurry
to make the attempt; but were finally induced to do so
by Moberly, whom Borradaile sent to urge them on.
The men in the sangars,on the enemy’s extreme right,
now also tried to bolt, but many were driven into the
works again by horsemen placed ready for that contingency.
Suddenly the flying Chitralis paused, and began to crowd
back in jubilation. - A very odd thing had occurred, which .
completely deceived them, and might easily have ended
tragically for Oldham’s isolated party.

It seems that Oldham brought with him a few
slabs of gun cotton, in case of need, which were placed
on the ground near where the descent was made. A
chance bullet struck these slabs, but as fhey were not
detonated, they merely began to blaze a yard or so in
front of Cobbe’s men. The Kashmir Rifles were close
at hand, preparing to follow Beynon and Moberly,
now in the bottom of the ravine with a.couple of
orderlies. As there might be other explosives near,
Cobbe retired his left half company some fifty yards, to
a depression in the ground, and ordered the rest of the
men to lie down. The Kashmir Infantry were also told
to fall back, which they at once did, in stolid, Oriental
fashion, marching slowly away, as if executing a drill
manceuvre, to the distance of a quarter of a mile or so,
when, by good luck, they came across an army surgeon,
who suggested that they should return. They at once
wheeled round, with great equanimity. It is, perhaps, idle
to speculate how far they would have gone if they had not
met the English doctor, for the Kashmir officers evidently
appreciated the military virtue of obeying orders. These
retrograde movements were misundersltood by the enemy,
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who believed they had won a victory in spite of themselves.
But not for long. Borradaile hurried up and sent Cobbe
over with his company ;. but the enemy by this time
perceiving their mistake were in steady retreat again,
followed by Oldham, Beynon, Moberly, the two orderlies, -
and the twelve Kashmir Sappers, who pursued, firing
volleys as they went, and enjoyed themselves thoroughly.
The retreating Chitrélis stopped behind every big stone to
take steady aim at them. Soon Cobbe and a few of his
Pioneers appeared, breathing hard —for the ropes and
ladders were anything but easy of descent—but the
ground suddenly falls away to the west, so Muhammed
Isa’s men got hidden by it, and escaped with small loss,
Kelly led the rest of his force by a road, shown in the
sketch, down into the ravine, and then up again on to
_ the captured position.

So ended the fight at the Nisa Gul, a brilliant piece
of work. The loss of the Gilgit force was comparatively
small, but the troops had, nevertheless, been under an
extremely ‘heavy fire. It would hardly be credited how
difficult it is, even for careful marksmen like Chitr4lis,
to hit drab-coloured men, scattered over a great dust-
coloured plain. Most of the casualties occurred where
men were grouped from necessity, as, for instance, about
guns. Only one British officer was touched, Moberly,
whose hand, resting at his side, was grazed by a bullet.
The undulations of the ground gave sufficient cover
against the direct fire from the defences at the edge of
the big ravine. Nothing is more uncomfortable than
to be subjected to a heavy dropping fire from an invisible
enemy, and many of the groups and small parties of
Chitralis on the hills were completely hidden. It tries
the best troops. The Pioneers were admirably steady
and confident, and their discipline was perfect; in short,
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they maintained the reputation they have long held, as
one of the best regiments of the Punjéb. Good fighting
was expected from them; but the behaviour of the
Kashmir gunners and sappers surprised everyone, for they
are not British-India troops, with scientific training long
" continuéd, the possessors of proud traditions, and many
of them, the gunners particularly, were recruits. Stewart’s
thoroughness, his tireless energy, and the power he has
of inspiring confidence in Orientals, are the. true causes
why the battery was so good, whilehis daring, physical
strength and: determination, are precisely the qualities
which impress Eastern soldiers, and delight their imagina-
tion, .Young Oldham, too, with his splendid dash and go,
carried his twelve men across the ravine sirfiply-by the
-force of his own brave energy. They followed him trust-
i fully, as children obey the voice of one they admire and
feel to'be strong. . Great as were . Kelly’s ‘achievements,
it must be confessed—and he would be the first to admit—
that his officers were of wonderful fibre, - From Borradaile,
the ‘man ‘of unswerving ‘mind .and .iron resolve, to the
youngest - subaltern, all were of the finest quality.
+" The force .bivouacked uncomfortably on the plateau a
little beyond the enémy’s captured works, and’ opposite to
the village of Sanogher. In answer to signals, the baggage .
was brought on from Mastuj, under a guard of the 14th
Sikhs; and the ‘same escort took the wounded back next
morning. Stewart had to deliver a funeral oration to his
decimated gunners,and then this fighting Irishman, with the.
big tender heart, devoted himself to soothing the dying
moments of a poor young Kashmir artilleryman, wounded
in three different places. He was only a boy, and looked
sadly out of place in such a scene. Next morning, before
starting, Colonel Kelly spoke a few appreciative words to
the battery, and gladdened the hearts of the men. The
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one fear the wounded had was that they mlght be left
-behind.

The march from the Nisa Gul to Chitrd), after a visit to
Drésan, was most toilsome. All roads had been destroyed
by Muhammed Isa, and bridges broken. Rain,and misery
at the camping-grounds, followed exhausting days; while
the track of the battery was dotted with dead ponies— -
the requisitioned animals being too weak to replace the
powerful mules still on the wrong side of the Shandiir Pass.
Drag ropes had continually to be fixed to the guns, and
then the men pulled for all they were worth, as the saying
runs, to prevent the overloaded brutes pitching headlong
off the path. In spite of all efforts, a gun would occa-
sionally fall off the road, and have to be laboriously
hoisted up from the carcass of a broken-backed pony.
Oldham’s Sappers were unceasingly at work mending the
damaged pathways,

On the 17th of April the jaded force found itself by the
water’s edge opposite the village of Baranis, the road in
front demolished to the last vestige, and the bridge over
‘the Mastuj river reduced to charcoal. There was nothing
for it but to ford. The stream ran strong, Soldiers and
coolies were sent through in parties of not less than four or
five, but so heavy was the current that several men were
washed away—to be rescued skilfully by some of the
levies who were stationed midstream, on horseback, for the
purpose. The battery detachment stuck to their guns
pluckily, amidst the rushing water, while the British
officers, mounted and ballasted with six or eight rifles
apiece, blundered slowly through the torrent with a
straggling line of Sepoys stringing from the ponies’ tails.
All landed safely in the end.

Most of the 18th was devoted to foraging, so the march
was a short one; but the Sappers, as usual, worked nearly
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round the clock. On this day, in backwaters of the river,
ghastly remains of mutilated bodies were seen, doubtless
those ‘of the Sikhs murdered at Kalak. At the halting-
place of Maroi, news came that Muhammed Isa was hold-
ing both banks of a gorge, a short distance ahead, called
the Gulan Gul. He had been falling back steadily one
day’s march in front of Kelly, waiting for reinforcements
promised him from Chitrdl. When they arrived, he be-
lieved he would be able to attack with certainty of success.

The Gulan Gul, where he was now posted, is a
stupendous defile, whose wild waters race between pre-
cipitous rocks to hurl themselves into the Mastuj river.
Near the point of juncture, there used to be a mere spider's
thread of a bridge; the Chitrdlis had burnt it down and
entrenched themselves on the farther side., Kelly conse-
quently directed Bethune to recross the Mastuj river with a’
detachment, and enfilade the position from the opposite
bank. To facilitate this movement, at daybreak of the
19th, Oldham started with his ‘Sappers, supplemented by
some of the skilled artisans of the Pioneers, to find if the
remains of a bridge seen on the 17th could not be utilised
for the erection of another. 'They found its near canti-
lever gone, the farther one smouldering, and the masonry
red-hot. Indeed, in the middle of the abutment there was
excellent white lime burnt in this self - constituted kiln.
Two of Bethune’s soldiers, and some of the Hunza men,
first swam the strong river, and then Oldham, finding it
impossible to make them hear his instructions, plunged
into the water. His header was applauded by the levies,
who always jump in feet foremost, but the stream was icy
cold, and the unacclimatised Englishman paid for his un-
avoidable swim by two months of fever, At the moment
the bridge was completed, word came that it was no longer
needed. ‘Muhammed Isa, it seemed, instead of receiving
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reinforcements, received an urgent summons to Chitrdl,
so the passage of the Gulan Gul was unprotected. The
whole force crossed as soon as the bridge could be
repaired, and camped at the village of Koghazi, one
march from Chitrdl,

Cobbe made a reconnaissance during the afternoon. He
“had gone about four miles, when men were met coming
from Chitrdl, spluttering with good news, and bringing
letters in my handwriting.

Only one day more, then, and if there were no fighting
on hand, perhaps some of those arrears of sleep and rest
which Nature was pressing for, might be paid—and how
‘gladly! In the meantime, back to camp to hear the first
despatches sent out of Chitrdl, with mingled feelings of
delight for the safety of the garrison, and pain for the loss

of Baird, everybody’s friend, and for those who had
fallen with him: '



CHAPTER XIX
LOW'S ADVANCE FROM THE SOUTH .

E must now, to weave in all the threads of the
story, explain, with brevity, what was happening
in India. On the 15th March, a division of troops was
ordered to mobilise on the Peshawer frontier by the
1st of April; and a pronouncement to that effect
appeared in the Gazetfe of India, The Government com-
‘menced to hire camels for transport a week eatlier, without
saying why, and naturally the Indian Press became
greatly excited at being kept in the dark. After a
council meeting at Calcutta, the object of the expedmon'
was set forth. Major-General Sir Robert Low received
the command of this force, which was to march straight
to Chitral from Nowshera on the K4bul river. ‘
On the 3rd of April the Malakund Pass was.
stormed, all three infantry brigades taking part in the
fight, one regiment only being kept in reserve. It was
skilfully planned. There are three passes leading over
that rocky range of hills which must be crossed to
reach the Swit river from the frontier military station
of Mardén. All three were defended -against General
Low. He made a feint before the Shahkot, the middle
one, with the 1st brigade, at the same time that the
2nd and 3rd brigades menaced the Malakund, the
most westerly. ° Finally, concentrating the whole of his
force, he rolled it over the Malakund before the enemy
could parry the manceuvre, '
The Malakund is of vast strength, a place pleasanter to
184
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hold than to attack under a burning sun, Yet, although
it was occupied by seven thousand Pathdns, they were
powerless against the tactics of the British general.
An artistic handling of sixteen mountain guns, firing
crushing salvoes wherever the enemy massed, kept
the defenders scattered and embarrassed. The Guides
infantry, with the 4th Sikhs, were sent up the steep
hills to the west, but it was quickly seen that they
could not fully carry out their flanking attack in time..
So the Gordon Highlanders and the King’s Own Scottish
Borderers were Joused by their Brigadier, Waterfield, -a
well-known Indian officer, affectionately nicknamed “the
bear” by native soldiers. Racing for the honour of
their regiments, the meén swarmed over the’ rugged
declivities at a wonderful speed, and breathless but
triumphant, had crowned the pass by two o'clock, the
6oth Rifles being close up. Considering their poor arma-
ment, for General Low estimated that only between a
third and a fourth were armed, the remainder simply
rolling down rocks or hutling stones, the Pathdns fought
splendidly, and therefore suffered much loss, The
British casualties were comparatively few, eleven knlled'
and forty-seven wounded. '
Because of the narrow roadways, the transport animals
jammed, and time was unavoidably lost in shifting the
places of the 2nd and 1st brigades, so as to get the latter -
in front. After this was done, the 1st brigade, the follow-
ing day, had a small but “regular” engagement with the
enemy, including a cavalry charge, to the north of the
range, and camped for the night at the village of Khér.
General Low reconnoitred as far as the Swét river on
the sth, and a special correspondent, the late Major
“Roddy” Owen, indulged his adventurous heart by
splashing over to the right bank, He was probably
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the first European to pass the great stream undisguised.
On the 7th, a.crossing was effected after a brisk skir-
mish, ended by a picturesque flounder through the
"rapid water, and a spirited charge by the 11th
Bengal Lancers. Next day, General 'Loy\f moved his
headquarters. to Chakdéra, on the farther bank. A
contretemps at the Panjkora river, on the night of the
12th, owing to a sudden rise of flood - water which
brought down heavy timbers and carried away a newly-
erected bridge, delayed the force four days. At the time
of -this accident the Guides were on the farther _side, and
remained for a time in jeopardy, losing their colonel, one
of the devoted family of Battye that sacrifices a son in
every frontier war. For three days the water continued
to rise, as did the Swét river also, whose pontoon bridge
was likewise in danger. As General Low depended upon
that bridge for his supplies, it was an anxious time.

‘The Jandol valley was attacked op the 17th, and
occupied without further resistance the next -morning.
General Gatacre set out on the 1gth with a couple of
battalions, some guns and twenty days’ food, for Dir and
Chitrdl. “He is.a man whose exploits, based on an almost
superhuman energy and power of endurance, may some
day become fabulous. After making a record, he sets
himself to break it as a point of honour, while -he was
champion road-maker of - the expedition. He crossed
the rugged and tedious Janbatdi ridge,  and had only
moved one march beyond, when there came bad news from |
Chitrdl. Up to the 17th, so ran the messages, the tired
garrison, though still holding out, were_beaten to their
knees. Mines had been burrowed within a few yards of
one of the towers, and the portentous gloom hanging over
the fort might at any instant be broken into by the flash
of an explosion—the signal that all was over.
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Betwéen Gatacre and, Chitrél there were at least, five
days’ jgﬁ_rﬁéy, with places where the troops must quarry a
passage for the mules, and more than one spot where
a dogged enemy could defend himself bloodily. How
were. the besieged, in such urgent case, to be succoured ?
Time was not only short, but beyond estimate, for any
moment might date the crash of disaster at Chitrdl, and
let loose men, drunk with victory, to rush madly upon .
the other infidels’ directly in the line of retreat. These,
and minor considerations, must have shown themselves
to the Brigadier without disturbing him. What were
frontier generals for, but to overcome the impossible;
" Kelly had vanquished the Shandfr, why should .not
Gatacre remove mountains by faith and will, and make
the Lowari Pass merely the chief incident of a day’s long
march? So he signalled to Sir Robert Low for permission
to take five hundred British soldiers, two mountain guns,
and a few Sappers to rush for Chitr4l at all cost—to save,
if it were to be so, and to ‘leave nothing undone if it were
otherwise decreed. The same tidings which had fired
Gatacre, equally fired his chief, and an answer flew back,
that the former might cast himself off at once with the
assurance that troops and supplies would be pressed after
him, under the very eye of Sir Robert Low, who would
himself conduct them.

Gatacre and his five hundred lean, hard-bitten Buﬂ's
were already strxpped and girded for the great race, when
fresh messengers brought word that the cloud at Chitral
“had passed away. So there was no more need for hurry,
and Gatacre carried his brigade over the Lowari Pass on

the 25th April, with difficulties that were trifling in face
of his cheeriness and “go.”



CHAPTER XX
THE STORY GOES BACK TO CHITRAL.

T is now the time to hark back to Chitrdl itself, and

pick up the story where it was abruptly left at Chapter

xii. with the safe retreat of the Gdirat detachments into
the fort on March 1st.

On the 2nd March all the troops were in good heart,
and worked hard in carrying inside certain supplies which
had been stored in a large apartment just outside the
main gate. Thanks mainly to Gurdon’s cleverness and
vigour, we had collected rations to last the soldiers for
three months. But more food stores were wanted, because
our only hope of defending the fort successfully, if events
forced us to that last resort, lay in our associating with us
in the siege, willingly or involuntarily, as many Chitrdlis
as possible. This unknown number must also be pro-
vided for. A certain young prince, named Asfundiar,
a cheery boy, and a good sportsman, had gone over
to Sher Afzul. .His house at Chitrdl, full of grain, we
determined to seize. Amir-ul-Mulk's men were told off
for this work, but, acting under their master’s secret
orders, they delayed so long that, in the end, the- supplies
were lost. Whereupon the Mehtar, with maddening sim-
plicity, excused his conduct to me by saying that he did
not want, needlessly, to multiply his enemies in Sher
Afzul's camp.

Eventually, he with all, or nearly all, the remaining
headmen decided on a plan of action. My chief native

Indian assistant was invited to a conference, where Mian
188
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Ré4hat Shéh, the individual referred to on page 83, acted
as spokesman throughout. He began by producing two
letters from Sher Afzul—one addressed to his daughter,
‘a widow of the murdered Mehtar, Nizdm-ul-Mulk, and
the other written to himself. In both of them it was
declared  that the future relations of Chitrdl with the
Government of India were to be on the basis that the
latter must pay the former an annual subsidy, and that
no Europeans were to live in the country. Mian Rdhat
Shih went on to explain that they had unanimously
decided that Amfr-ul-Mulk and all the Chitrdl headmen
present, were collectively to inform me that I was in a
critical position, and must accept Sher Afzul's terms.
- There was no alternative. How could we be reinforced,
he asked, seeing that all the bridges and the worst pieces of
road had been broken down? If I were certain of getting
more troops, we might, perhaps, try to hold the fort, but.
such a plan was not really feasible. I might, indeed, go
with some of my men to Mastuj, travelling up the right
bank of the Mastuj river,and there collect troops pre-
paratory to returning in force, while the rest of my escort
remained behind in the fort with Amir-ul-Mulk; but the
best plan was for me to start without delay for Mastuj
with all the soldiers. This was the real gist of the pro-
posals; it was the old plan, warmed up, to catch the
Gilgit troops on the Baitdri clifft Amir-ul-Mulk and
his friends, having resolved to make their peace with
Sher Afzul, thought they could not make a nicer peace-
offering than a British force, helpless and hopeless, neatly
caught on those terrible galleries five miles from Chitr4l!
It was arranged that my answer should be spoken to
the chiefs assembled in durbar. They were accordingly
received, ceremoniously, in a large inner room of the fort,
Amfr-ul-Mulk being seated upon a large arm-chair at
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my right. All the British officers were present. Every
precaution against treachery had been taken. In front
of Amir-ul-Mulk and us British officers the headmen knelt,
in rows, after the Oriental fashion, on a spread carpet, and
the conference began.

. After reviewing the existing state of aﬁ’anrs, I went on
to remark upon Sher Afzul’s apparent alliance with Umra
Khén. His obvious hostility to the Government of India
also came in for comment. I then showed. that Amir-ul-
Mulk had been given every chance to prove himself capable
of ruling the country. Though helped in many ways,
and even officially accepted as Mehtar as far as my powers
permitted, it was clear that he could not maintain
proper authority, and it was equally clear that he had
been listening to the promptings of ill advisers. By this
last act he practically resigned the Mehtarship in favour
of Sher Afzul, but I had determined to make his younger
brother,. Shuja-ul-Mulk, the head of the state, condntlonal
on the approval of the Government of India.

By a’ gesture, Amir-ul-Mulk was directed to leave the
arm-chair, which was treated as emblematic of a throne,
and I then ceremoniously placed the little Shuja-ul-Mulk
upon it, and formally entrusted his personal safety to
Captain Townshend the officer who immediately ‘com-
manded the Kashmir part of myescort. The silence of pro-

- found surprise fell upon the durbar ; ; even Mian Réhat Shéh
lost his presence of mind and could only stare fixedly,
his face lengthening with astonishment. After a time
they recovered themselves sufficiently to profess acqui-
escence in the arrangement, and to offer homage to Shuja-
.ful -Mulk. A further dramatic element was infused into
the scene when Amfr-ul-Mulk, rising from his lowly seat,
approached timorously and with a deprecating manner
to salute his brother. I then explained that as the Mehtar
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was very young he would require experienced advisers,
and that I looked to ‘the princes and headmen before
.me to instruct him in the duties of government.

For the present, Amir-ul-Mulk must remain within the
fort, for outside his life was no longer safe. This was
strictly true. It was merely the divinity that hedges
round a -Mehtar which preserved him from the still,
but implacable, hatred of Nizdm-ul-Mulk’s relations.
Bereft of this sanctity, he was so generally despised
and disliked that only by compulsion could a menial
servant be got to attend upon the late ruler of Chitrdl,

Present at the durbar was a murderous scoundrel, the
wretch who had actually slain Nizdm-ul-Mulk, Campbell
arrested him; his carbine was found to be at full cock,
but he had been most carefully watched all the time.
Shuja-ul-Mulk, at the instigation of his uncles, made a
first experiment of the reality of power, by asking that the
assassin be handed over to him to be dealt with justly.
This was done, and eventually the unhappy prisoner
was marched to the river bank, where he was executed
with sword strokes,

In the afternoon, Shuja-ul-Mulk held a durbar in the
square yard of the public part of the fort. Drumming,
piping, and rejoicing, of a not very enthusiastic kind,
announced his succession to the Katir throne, and many
people came to make their obeisance to the boy
sovereign,

Sher Afzul, at half—past four, was known to be at Aiin
- with a strong force, All that had passed was explained to
him in a letter, and he was warned that if he did not come
in he must, in the end, be the sufferer.



CHAPTER XXI
OUR DEFEAT

ON the 3rd March, a fateful day, a reply came from
Sher Afzul, and also a document alleged to have
been sent by the Chitrdli headmen with him. In both it
was demanded that Sher Afzul be made Mehtar, and that
his stipulations be agreed to. These letters were brought
by the prince now infamous as Y4dgir Beg. As my illness
was severe I received him in bed. Hé was both intelligent
and influential, so I tried everything in my power to make
him speak out frankly, and to find what was actually going
- on at Aidn. After a time, by the help of presents, the
Chitréli euphemism for bribes, and by friendly and sympa-
thetic talk, he gradually softened and told me, confidentially,
that these letters had no real meaning, as everything turned
on certain negotiations which were, at that very moment,
- being discussed by Umra Khén and Sher Afzul. If those
two chiefs came to terms, which seemed inevitable, the
latter would immediately press on to Chitral,
During the afterncon of the previous day, an alarm had
gone forth that Sher Afzul’s advance guard was on the
great Chitrdl fan, and not more than three miles away. A
trustworthy Chitr4li, appropriately named Wafaddr (faith-
ful), rode out with a few horsemen and proved the rumour
false. Now, a seemingly truthful report declared that a
dozen of Sher Azful’s riflemen were actually in the Chitr4l
bazaar, a serai-like enclosure about 750 yards from the fort
walls. It must be understood that we were by no means
. in a good defensive state, On the west, the main gate
192
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side, there were large guest apartments and guard-rooms,
where the grain had been stored, and to the south and
south-west numerous detached buildings, comprising the
temple, pleasure houses, and stables. The advisability of
clearing away these structures had been admitted; it was,
indeed, beyond dispute, but until all hopes of peace were
gone, it was resolved that they should not be touched,
because, in Chitrdli eyes, these royal adjuncts of the fort
were almost sacred. '

Obviously, it was of the first importance that Umra
Khén and Sher Afzul should not get their men into
these buildings covertly, or under any pretence, for,
once there, with our parapets commanded on every side,
the fort could be assailed at a terrible advantage, and
easily fired. The fact of armed men being in the bazaar
looked as if ‘the fuse were lighted and an explosion
imminent, Time was badly wanted, not only to clear the
precincts of the fort and to level dangerous walls, but also
for loopholing and other measures of inside defence. In
short, it was necessary, above all else, that the advancing
enemy be kept at a distance, Sher Afzul's designs had
been truly gauged, and have been already explained, while
our main object was to keep him as far from the walls as
we could, until troops marched to our relief, or until he
and his followers gave up their adventure in despair,

So I now asked Campbell to take out a sufficiently
strong party for safety, and make a reconnaissance across
_ the Chitrdl plain, to see if it were true that Sher Afzul was
there with an armed force. This was at a quarter to four,
and in less than half-an-hour two hundred of the Kashmir
Rifles, more than half of our garrison, fully equipped,
marched out under Captains Townshend and Baird,
Campbell being in chief command, and Gurdon accom-
panying him as a “political” officer. I was ill and in

N
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great trouble, but my anxiety became so strong that
Sher Afzul should not get close to the fort- in its
unprepared state, by any crafty Oriental stratagem or
plausible excuse, that I got up, put a horseman’s cloak
over my night-clothes, and rode after the party.

Campbell detached fifty Sepoys to hold the serai-bazaar,
and Baird was sent away forward with an advance party,
leading up some slopes on the right, to confront about one
hundred and fifty men of dubious intention on the farther
side of a great outlet through the valley boundary of hills
to the west, and about a mile south of the fort. With
-Baird thrown forward high up on the left bank of that
'big ravine, the main body under Townshend covering my
old mission-house, and between these two a connecting
support for Baird, and with the serai also held in the
rear, there was time to discuss matters. All wayfarers
were stopped and interrogated, Some travelling priests
were . carefully questioned, There seemed little, if any,
doubt that Sher Afzul, with an armed party, was in
a house or hamlet hidden from view on the right bank
of the stream, whose outrush through the hills Baird
was ovetlooking. What numbers were thus concealed
could not be determined. It was 200 or 400, certainly
not more, according to the guesses of our informants.
The whole of our force, save those men in the serai,
was now on the edge of a sinuous curve of high ground
which, after walling in one side of the polo ground,
stretches to where Baird was posted.

One or two horsemen, all we had, were sent scouting
across and beyond the polo ground. They, however,
showed no disposition to push their investigations farther
than half-a-mile or so. They rode backwards and
forwards, looking very gallant with their long spears,
but doing little good, The men over against Baird



OUR DEFEAT 195

were differently described as Lutkho men, ready for the
fight, and as timorous villagers who had fled for safety
to the hills. A balance of opinion amongst the native
Indian officials, the brave Rab Nawdz Khén and others,
was that they were simple folk terrified at the sight
of armed forces. In the end it was settled that it was
not too late for a further reconnaissance. Campbell
thereupon ordered Townshend forward with a hundred
men ; and in an extended double line they marched upon
a house which Campbell indicated. Unfortunately, this
movement necessitated a descent from the edge of the
plateau to the lower level. Perceiving this, Campbell
sent a mounted messenger after the detachment with the
written order, “left shoulders forward,” which would have
brought it to the upper ground again, but unhappily
this note never reached Townshend, who, following out
his original instructions, eventually came upon the enemy
somewhat at a disadvantage.

Gurdon was now reverted from “ political ” to military
duty, and placed at Campbell’s service, who sent him off
with a letter to Baird which embodied my wishes that a A
single shot should first be fired over the heads of the men
at the farther side of the ravine, when, if they proved to be
enemies and not simple villagers, they were to be steadily
volleyed at and driven back. The note itself has been
lost, but there is no doubt that it conveyed exactly what
was intended. Unluckily, the written word of the English
language is not always incapable of misconception, and
the mood of the reader at times influences his grasp
of its meaning.

Baird read his instructions, and fired a single shot,
which was at once answered by a volley. ~He then
decided that a phrase Campbell had used to the effect
that the men across the ravine were “to be turned out”
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of their position, if they proved hostxle could only mean
that he was to descend from his place, cross the bed of
the mountain stream, and attack with the bayonet up
the opposite slope. No doubt, he was chafing at inaction,
for with all his kindliness and gentle manners, there was
no braver of more dashing officer in" the army. Then,
he was fond -of military ~apophthegms, for instance,
amongst his papers was found the following—* When
you -meet an- Asiatic go for him"—a sufficiently compre-
hensive formula. This, perhaps, shows his - chivalrous
fighting disposition. = Gurdon, who always grows cooler
as his clear h‘ead sees danger, ventured, as a junior, to
hint that Baird had not read the letter correctly, and
begged he might, at anyrate, be allowed to fetch up
the men of the support, who were some little distance
away, before the assault was made; but Baird answered
that the orders were clear to his mind, and that Gurdon
had better remain with him, So they hurried down
together, crossed the bed of the stream, and' soon found
themselves climbing the spur on the other side with but
thirteen companions, for the remainder of the men had
taken cover. Immediately this move was made the
attacked Chitrdlis retreated a little higher up the hill,
then scrambled down into the gorge, to climb and seize
the ‘very ground Baird had left,

Taken thus in the flank, as well as overwhelmed from
above, by riflemen who were invisible because of the
unevenness of the steep slope, Gurdon, a Gurkha officer,
. §ubadér Badri Nér Singh, whose name - deserves to be
remembered in spite of its outlandish sound to English
ears, and' three Sepoys were soon all that were left,
the: remainder of- the party being shot down. Even a
small fox terrier was amongst the killed. Gurdon started
off a man for Whitchurch, the doctor, and leaving a couple
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of Sepoys with poor ‘Baird, who was mortally hit, actually
climbed still"‘fa.rtherv.up the hill, with Badri Ndr- Singh,
to a spot giving a view of the riflemen above, and where he
could try also to keep down the fire from the side which
Baird had first held, whence the enemy were now shooting
with great skill. In this way alone could Baird be pro-
tected, Time passed, and then Gurdon saw Whitchurch
carry off the stricken officer ini a “doolie,” but he still kept
his faithful post for some time longer, until the convoy
might fairly’ be supposed to be out of danger. Then he
hurried down the slope, energetically collected as many of
the laggard men as he could find, and, with Badri Nir
Singh’s help, got them into some sort of order on the
bank of the torrent. Gurdon looked after the right, and
the Gurkha posted himself at the left of the little line
thus formed to offer a cool front to the Chitrdlis, and to:
await developments, '
No bugle had been heard to blow the retreat, but
that question was decided by a mass of the enemy who
had ascended the right bank of the stream from Sher
Afzul’s main party, and now burst through the middle
of the line; by sheer weight they forced Badri Nér Singh
and half the Sepoys down the road Whitchurch had taken,
while Gurdon and the rest of his men were pressed uphill. '
With the enemy above, they were thus completely sur-
rounded. By great fortune the darkness had grown deeper ;
and the imperturbable Gurdon, never losing his nerve for
an instant, led his men quietly back in the very throng
of the Chitrdlis, who were panting to cut his throat.
Fact is often more surprising than romance, Gurdon,
with his little party, silently, their steps unhurried, but
all hearts beating hard, passed, unrecognised in the
gloom, between the Musjid and my old house, already
crowded with shouting Sher Afzulites. Thence he crept



198 CHITRAL

to the bank of the Chitril stream, and ran his party
down the steep incline to the water'’s edge. Now was
the time to be quick; and without the loss of another
man, Gurdon hurried along the stream some quarter of
a mile, waded through, and climbed the left bank, when
a straight dash across fields brought him to the fort, flushed
and breathless, but with the pleased lodk of one who takes
exercise of an interesting kind.- Immediately, at my request
he hurried away with a fresh detachment, hastily collected,
to cover the main gate of the fort, and at the same time
help in'the retreating column, which proved to be close
at hand. -

. Weleft Townshend’s party moving over a long slope
of the convex Chitrdl plain, towards a house pointed
out to him’ by Campbell, as the place where Sher Afzul
probably was. Campbell himself stayed with me for
a short time on the higher ground to the right, but soon
afterwards, when the firing became heavy, he went forward,
as will be seen, to direct Townshend’s attack. Townshend
found the house empty, but in front, and a little to his
right, lay a hamlet enclosed by a wall. There men were
noticed dodging amongst the tree-trunks which clustered
thickly round the houses.  Just then the sound of sharp
firing came from Baird's side—our extreme right. So
Townshend decided that those in front of him must be
the enemy. Consequently—his detachment volleying, by
sections—he continued his advance. The hamlet replied
furiously. Townshend had only a hundred soldiers with
him, and of those he kept back a couple of sections as
a support. About 200 or 250 yards from the enemy
the men found fair cover behind a low stone - reveted
bank, but the Chitrdlis shot carefully, and soon there
~were several casualties, Townshend decided to keep
“his ground, and engage the little village steadily. His
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idea was that' Baird would eventually come down from
the high ground on the right, and attack the hamlet from
above; when, if the enemy bolted, he, Townshend, would
be admirably placed to catch them as they ran.

But time went on, and there was no sign of Baird,
while small groups of the enemy began to move around
his left flank, and enfilade him from the direction of the'
river. On his right, also, one or.two of the enemy’s
skirmishers were creeping up; the day was closing, and
it would soon be dark. Campbell was now near enough to
shout to Townshend that he had better rush the village.
Townshend answered that he was trying to get his supports
up. Campbell ran across to him and then went back and
brought up as many men as he could find. To rejoin
Townshend, he had to climb over the débris of a fallen
wall. As he paused on the top to use his field-glasses, a
bullet struck him in the knee,

The charge could not be carried home. An attempt
was gallantly made, but two brave Kashmir officers and
several men were at once killed, when the remainder
began to lie down and hunt for shelter. As it was hope-
less to persist, Townshend brought them back to their
old position, and reported to Campbell, adding, as his
own opinion, that seeing it was rapidly getting dark, we
ought to retire. Campbell, badly wounded as he was,
sat down and wrote a message to Harley to bring out
the Sikhs to cover his retreat, and told Townshend to
wait a little and then fall back. Of course, Campbell’s
intention was to go slowly, but the instant the enemy
perceived the retrograde movement they came on with
ardent yells; their shooting was terribly (galling and
well-aimed.  Closing in, they yet offered no mark to our
riflemen. Training and heredity have made them adepts
at this kind of fighting, while their marvellous activity,
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and the suppleness of their sinewy bodies," enable them:
to find cover everywhefe. Occasional” gleams of white
clothing, head-dress, or banners, were alone to be seen;
even those were rare. The position of a hostile rifleman
~'was merely indicated by a little puff of smoke.

Campbell and Townshend tried hard to stave off the
imminent panic. Four men were assigned to the former,
but they hurried him so, that he packed them off and
hobbled along by himself, leaning on his sword. From
the left rear the bullets came thick. A devoted Brahmin
hospital assistant, who had been tending the wounded
with singular devotion, fell groaning to the earth, with
several other men. The poor Indian doctor offered large
rewards to anyone who would carry him, but he was
a heavy man, and mortally hit, and there was none to
aid. A Gurkha seized Campbell’s left hand and refused
to leave him. He had to be shaken off, however, at a
wall,, which his wounded officer needed both hands to
surmount, preparatory to rolling down the other side,
where his faithful little comrade picked him up again.
Grown bold now, white-robed Chitrdlis were running in
like wild dogs round a failing deer, but Campbell managed
to keep them off with shots from his revolver ; a quarter
of a mile farther on he came to the little enclosure
which I held with a-few men. v '

I had kept along the edge of the high ground to the
right with Campbell, until he went over to Townshend’s
party after the fight developéd. Eventually my little
party stopped near a small orchard, full of trees, a low
lateral wall running eastward from it at right angles. -
There the enemy’s sharpshooters were so brisk and
clever that our horses had to be trotted away sharply

to a safer place, while we crouched down under the
low wall., :
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My few followers consisted of Gilgit Rajahs, Rab
Nawédz Khdn, the little cavalry man, and some Muham-
medan clerks and orderlies, as well as two or three
Chitrélis, who together formed a kind of rough escort for
me. On the way a shocking accident neaily happened.”
A moving group of men was noticed low down on the
spur opposite to that where Baird had originally gone,
and beneath the Chitrdlis who were shooting rapidly from
above. None of the Gilgit troops being thought of in
such a position, it was concluded that this group -must
be the enemy. Someone suggested a volley; I agreed.
Distances were calculated. Already a settling of shoulders
on rifle stocks had begun, when a sharp cry of “Stop”
was raised, I had recognised Gurdon’s long legs. Just
in time ; shortly afterwards poor Baird was seen stretched
on the slope, and was identified by the fox terrier at his
feet. Messengers were sent to Whitchurch, who, mounted
by Campbell, galloped uphill, meeting on his way,the
man Gurdon had sent to find him.

After the horses were hurried away, the fire on
our party grew extraordinarily sharp and accurate. The
only cover was the low stone wall, and it had to be-
strictly kept. Bullets went “ishing” just over it with
curious monotony, as if a machine gun were working.
Raising my hedd, very occasionally, to look over, I had
my fur cap cut; my companions had not to be advised
to lie low. As a matter of fact, our only half-combatant
little company was the object of excessive attention on
the part of the Sher Afzulites, who thought us the real
attacking force. We could enfilade them to a small
extent, and, quite unconsciously, we kept them back
until they found out their mistake.

I was desperately weak and suffering, and was alter-.
nately doubled up with pain, and made to tingle with
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pleasure as the cavalry man shouted reports of the
progress of the fight. “Now they fly,” he would call
“No, they don’t” “Yes, yes, they do; hurrah!” So
it went on almost to the end, each ¢ry growing more
and more optimistic. -Suddenly the little man, with
staring eyes and mouth fixed open;. pointed to the
right and ejaculated, “They are on us” Startled out
.of my pleasant feeling of success, I glanced to the left
and saw a little party of Sepoys racing back. They
-must be Townshend’s men, then! But where was their
“leader? Turning, I begged Rab Nawdz Khén to fire
one or two shots, just to steady those rolling in on us
from the right, while I got hold of the retreating Gurkhas.
It was known afterwards that the brave man did exactly
as he was told, and was cut down, hacked in many places,
and left for dead, after he had killed a couple of men.
He actually stopped the advancing Chitrdlis for an

instant by his pluck, when his rifle Jammed and he was
at once overwhelmed,

Running across to intercept the men, my weakness
was so great that I had to sink upon a stone in the
open. It was like a nightmare. “Alas, you are hit”
said a voice in my ear, as Sifat. Bahadur, the brave
Punidl Rajah, ran up with a protecting arm. ¢ NO.
Sifat, not hit. For God’s sake, try and get my pony.”
Then a strange incident occurred. A Gilgit groom,
usually the most timid of men, was seen determinedly
bringing up my big galloway, an animal possessed of a
tremendous’ stride, and now snorting with terror.  The
enemy’s fire was wonderfully hot, the earth being thudded
into as at the beginning of a mighty hailstorm. It was
a marvel how horse or groom, or anything else, for that
matter, escaped. Half-maddened with fright, the brute
was hard to approach, and after I had been mounted
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by the two Orientals it seemed impossible for me to
keep on his back. When we caught up the retreating
" Sepoys I could not stop him, but only force him round
and round by hauling with both hands on one rein. In
the end I had to throw myself off, just as the Gilgit
groom, cool and most earnest, ran up and seized the
bridlee. Near by was a small enclosure a few yards
square. Into this I hurried all the men that could be
got together. Leaning their rifles on top of the rough
walls, the Kashm{r Sepoys behaved beautifully; only one
or two flinched from exposing their heads above the
breastwork. My suspense for the next few minutes may
perhaps be imagined. What had become of Campbell,
Townshend, and the others? Baird was not thought
of; he, of course, had been carried back, and was safe
in the fort, -

The enemy were firing, seemingly, all round. One or
two Sepoys, who at first could not be stopped, were now
running back towards us, hard, which showed that there
were hostile Chitrdlis in our rear, and that we were
more or less surrounded, However, our sole duty was
to wait, keep off the enemy, and hope that more men
would come in to the poor shelter., After a little a
Sepoy, on the long’ south side of the enclosure, raised
a cry, at the same time firing his rifle into the middle
of a mass of men emerging out of a gloom enlivened,
intermittently, by fire sparks which fell from the muzzles
of the matchlocks, which had now joined in with Sher
Afzul’s riflemen. Heaven send that that soldier’s shot
went harmless!

In another instant Campbell and Townshend, with
the remainder of their party, were in the enclosure,
Campbell was the last, or very nearly the last, to arrive.
Even at such a moment his picturesque appearance



204 CHITRAL

stampe& itself on my memory. Without head-covering
of any kind, he had literally thrown away his scabbard;
" a roughly-bandaged knee showed he was severely, prob-
ably dangerously, wounded. As he limped in, chin in
the air, with a wrathful® glance over the shoulder—the
rigid tension of his right arm and wrist made the sword
vibrate, and told graphically all that was passing in his
mind—he was the ideal of a man brimming over with
fight. A great crisis seems to accentuate a man's char-
acteristics, and on this ocaasion Campbell, who has
naturally a somewhat jaunty bearing, looked the type
of an Irish cavalry soldier, though from his name he is
probably a Scotsman. :

In answer to me he said he was merely hit in the
knee, and went on looking after the men. Three horses
had now been brought into the shelter of the walls, and
I bawled to Campbell to mount one. Thinking this
meant he was to leave his men, he demurred, and begged
to be allowed to stay with them. He was almost forced
on to an animal in the end. In a rapid.conversation
with Townshend it was decided that the latter should
bring along the detachment quickly, while I was to try
to get to the fort and bring out Harley with his Sikh
company, for neither of us knew that Campbell had
already sent an order to that effect. Yet once more,
quite calm and unruffled, my Gilgiti brought up the
horse, and with Sifat Bahddur’s help got me into the
saddle. This was the last piece of energy that groom
ever showed. He got back to the fort safely; then he
collapsed. For weeks afterwards he sat motionless and
dazed. He could not even be induced to bring water
for his horse by the covered way. As he believed him-
sel.f ill and unable to work, no one interfered with him.
His limited stock of manhood had been too severely
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trenched upon, but his devotion on the 3rd March was
not forgotten.

My-. frightened animal started off with big bounds,
while Sifat Bah4dur, who had protested all the time
against my going, yelled for me to come back, as
the low boundary walls were already dotted with the
enemy’s swordsmen; but the horse was now practically
uncontrollable, however much I might have wanted to
stop him. With a great leap he cleared both the walls
of a narrow lane, and then strided down a series of
small drops from one terraced field to another. Finally
we landed on the polo ground. There a group of Chitrdlis
on foot, flourishing their swords, charged, but the pace
was too good, and one abrupt swerve avoided them
altogether. Now from the left and from the ridge
above, a lively fire was opened by Chitrdli matchlock
men, but they also did 'not allow for the speed we were
going, and most of their bullets fell behind. The fire-
work -like effect of the sparks belching out from the
ancient weapons at close quarters was both exciting and
confusing. ‘

At the upper end of the polo ground, near the Chitrdl
torrent, I was able to take a pull at the horse preparatory
to a rush through the hamlet, just below the house of a
useful friend of ours, Futteh Ali Shih. There I found
two faithful Chitrdlis mounted, and armed with long
spears. We three splashed through the torrent, heads
low, and crouched in our saddles, to gallop hard and run
the gauntlet of the narrow lanes between the hovels,
when we saw, to our great content, that the place was
empty, save for a few old women seated on the house-
tops, who seemed too aged even for astonishment.

Farther on, near the fort, we came on Harley ad-
vancing at the head of his Sikhs, in line. At the
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moment that Campbell marched out with his recon-
naissance party Harley was outside on duty. When he
got back and -took charge he brought in all his men,
posting them, and the remainder of the Kashmir infantry,
on the parapets to await events. - A few long shots were
fired from across the river, one man being hit, but
there was no serious attack. Shortly before six o'clock
he was handed Campbell's orders to take out his men
and cover the retreat. The messenger, a soldier of the
Central India Horse, Campbell’s orderly, undertook to
show the way. He was evidently a little at fault, but
a hundred yards from the walls they came upon me,
and I sent them up to the serai,

I was debating how to ensure that stragglers follow-
ing along the road I had come should not fire into
Harley’s men, marching in the serai direction. No one
would volunteer to go, although two men started obediently
enough, when ordered to warn all detached soldiers how
things stood. To make quite sure, I was thinking of
riding back myself, but first shouted after Harley to ask
how many men were left in the fort. “About forty, sir,”
called back that ever-cheerful Irishman, as he trudged
on in front of his Sikhs. He under-estimated the number
considerably, but his reply made me catch my breath.
The bridge and the towers commanding it were luckily
still held by Gurkhas, but an enterprising enemy might
easily get round through the trees on the west, and
attempt, perhaps, to rush the fort. I hurried inside.
There was indeed a scene of confusion,

Harley had formally handed over custody of the place
to a Dogra officer, who was paralysed at his own responsi-
bility, aided, no doubt, by a vivid imagination. He could
merely reply to my orders by a graceful bow, somewhat
oddly combined with a military salute. In consterna-



OUR DEFEAT 207

tion and doubt.some Sepoys were trying to close the
gates. A rather dull-witted, but brave Gurkha officer
came to the rescue. Men were rapidly collected and
pushed outside to the west to cover the main gate,
while other guards were sent to the parapet above it.
A sharp lookout was enjoined everywhere. These
arrangements occupied some time, and then Gurdon
arrived. He at once hurried to the south-west corner
of the fort to support Harley, if necessary, but he had
gone but a few yards when the retreating force came in
together, followed by the steady Sikhs. Soon all were
inside the walls once more.

Campbell and Townshend, who worked most zealously,
brought the defeated Kashmir troops along the east side
of the polo ground, with much skill, exposing them as
little as possible to the enemy’s skirmishers. They rallied
the men just before they crossed the bridge over the
Chitral stream and entered the serai, but the soldiers were
a little out of hand, so when Harley in the darkness saw
a confused -looking crowd tumbling out of the bazaar
enclosure, he concluded that it was the enemy.

Now comes an undoubted incident. The Sikhs were
in line. Shots were falling all round and between them,
and wild matchlock work was going on in every direc-
tion. Any troops in the world might have been a little
excited, as they were several hundred yards from the
fort, with no supports as far as they knew, and were
being shot at on three sides. When the mob-like mass
of men rushed out from the bazaar, Harley gave his
Sikhs the word, “Present.” Campbell, fortunately, heard
it, and raised a warning shout at the very moment that
Harley recognised the grey horse he rode. It was a
close shave, but so absolutely cool and in hand were the
Sikhs, that not one rifle was let off; and Campbell’s
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party passed between the Sikhs, standing grim and silent
with fixed bayonets. Harley gave Campbell 200 yards’
start, and after firing two or three volleys, which effectually
"drove back the more adventurous of the pursuing enemy,
retired to the fort slowly, and in that way gave numerous
stragglers, coming by the lower road with my messengers,
time to reach its protecting walls.

No sooner was everyone inside, than an informal roll-
call showed that Baird, Whitchurch, and their party were
missing. A sorrow too heavy for thought fell on our
hearts, but there was work to be done; Campbell was
peremptorily sent off to hospital, and Townshend, as the
next senior officer, succeeded him in immediate military
command. He and I decided that we must try and give
the defeated troops a few hours’ repose to recover them-’
selves, for the effect of a disaster on soldiers is rarely
_temporary, and is too often hard to remedy. The parapets

" and towers were manned, the trustworthy Sikhs keeping a
sharp eye on the main gate and on the river front. Now
poor Campbell and the other wounded had to be attended
to, and I went to see what amount of skill the native
Indian dispensary doctor possessed. -Campbell was found
to have his knee-cap shattered by a bullet, while deeper
and graver injuries were suspected.

Desperate emergencies sometimes justify drastic action.
Thus, finding that medical skill does not mellow and im-
prove by being put aside for years, I nevertheless, trusting
to my old surgical principles as a substitute for recent
experience, seized a bottle containing carbolic acid dis-
solved in water, and poured the strong mixture relentlessly
over and into Campbell's wound. The resulting pain
was hardly less great than his indignation at such rough
treatment, and it required all his politeness and self-control
not to say what he felt. It may be here mentioned, that
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although convinced | had done right at the time, I never
reflected upon this episode without something like remorse,
until I was assured long afterwards, by the most famous
surgeon in London, that my prompt, if vigorous, action
probably saved Campbell his leg, and enabled him, less
than two years afterwards, to make one of the champion
polo team of the Indian cavalry. '

Hardly was this work done when the astounding news
was brought that Baird and Whitchurch were outside the
fort at the garden entrance. It was quite true, How we
scrambled to unbar. the door! We British officers
pressed outside to find Whitchurch, tired, breathless, and
white, with his hands clasped under Baird's arms, his
labouring breast supporting the drooped head of his
dying friend, who had a moment before received yet
another bullet wound in the face. Several Gurkhas com-
pleted the group. They had helped Whitchurch to carry
in the kind, brave, little soldier who was obviously death-"
stricken. We were most anxious about taking down the
names of these Sepoys, and did so hurriedly. It is,
therefore, possible that one or two included in our list
had no right to be there, for the lantern was dim, and
the excitement considerable, but it is certain that no
man entitled to a place in that honourable band went
unrewarded. : :

Next I had to indite despatches, and with Gurdon’s help
send off messengers to Mastuj, and then perform the most
pleasant act of that unhappy day, and thank Whitchurch
formally, but with a full heart, for his devoted courage.

One chief reason why the retreat had been made with
so much comparative success was that the bridge and the
towers commanding it were all the time held by our
soldiers. Although swarming on the opposite bank the
enemy could not cross the river. It was clear that this

o



210 CHITRAL

guard must now be recalled and the post abandoned, for
it could not be rationed. The question was how and when
should this be done? Campbell and Townshend wanted
to try and get the men in during the night, while I was
of the contrary opinion, on the ground that in the daylight
we could give effective help if it were needed. However,
the orders sent out were misunderstood, and the men came
back in the early morning, while it was yet dark, and with-
out loss. The enemy occupied the deserted position at
once, shouting with delight. For an hour afterwards they
beat their drums in triumph. This retirement, though
absolutely necessary in the circumstances, was, of course, a
confession that we were completely defeated, and that no
Kashmir soldiers could any longer remain outside the fort,
so perhaps there was reason for the extravagant elation of
the victors. A certain number of the Chitrdli princes and
headmen of doubtful loyalty had been quartered outside
in the summer-house. Seeing this final turn of events,
they now fled and went over to Sher Afzul. They were
as sure as he was that the fort was untenable, and wisely,
according to their lights, joined the winning side.

About eleven o'clock and consequéntly before this
conclusive event, the sentries reported that a dying man,
in a litter, was at the main gate. It was found to
be Rab Nawdz Khin. Left for dead, and stripped, he
had been found by one of the illegitimate princes, who,
while decently covering up the body, discovered that it
still had life. With the help of his servants, he brought
the wounded man to the gate. He himself refused to
enter, but remarked that if in the end the British were
~ successful, he begged that his charitable action would be
remembered. Thus he was able to hold the position
most loved by Chitrlis—that of a man who does not
stand to lose anything whichever side wins,



OUR DEFEAT arr

The dead had been left on the field. Inquiry showed
that out of the men actually engaged the casualties
amounted to thirty per cent, while the number killed
was especially heavy—half of the total. Perhaps an
extract from my private diary may fitly end this chapter.
It runs: “The true reason of our defeat was that we
found the enemy too strong and too well-armed for us.
There were other reasons also. Our men behaved well
on the whole. A large number behaved splendidly; an
almost equal number behaved indifferently: the one
party counterbalanced the other. But it was quite clear
that the Réghunith (the name of the Kashmir regiment)
Sepoys had not the faintest idea of musketry. Their
shooting was terribly wild — atrociously bad. They
fumbled with their rifles, let them off at all manner of
unexpected times, dropped their ammunition about, and
behaved, many of them, as if they had never before fired
a shot. There is too much reason to fear that some of
our men, at any rate, were hit by the wild, unaimed
shooting of their own comrades. Some of the men
were capable of being rallied ; others no man could have
stopped. One humorously smiled at me, and said, ¢ All
right, Sahib, but I am wounded, see!’ and he exposed
a shattered arm. Others excitedly exclaimed, ¢Barit
nahin’ (meaning they had no more cartridges), and
twisting their fingers with the Eastern gesture which
means ‘I have nothing” Then they rushed on with
wide open eyes, and pupils dilated like those of a
hunted animal. [ feared to seize such men and examine
their pouches, lest others equally panic-struck might
seek to justify their conduct by throwing away the
precious ammunition. Still, on the whole, considering
the circumstances, and considering the noble behaviour
of some of the men, the Rdghundths did not do badly.
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They were hampered by their greatcoats (it was a warm
afternoon), and by their other clothes, while they had
to fight a numerous, better armed, far more skilful, and
far more active enemy. The way Sher Afzul's men
took cover during the advance was wonderful. I hardly
saw one of them until the swordsmen came at me.
They hid behind rocks, trees, and walls with such skill,"
and dashed from one cover to another with so much
agility, that in the deepening gloom they were practically
invisible.” .

The above extract was written at the time when all
facts and impressions were fresh in my mind, It remains
to be added that the Kashmir Sepoys were armed with
Sniders having the grooves worn away—such as are
known, flippantly, as gas-pipe rifles. Perhaps it is not
surprising that the Chitralis, with us in the fort, avowed
that Kashmir troops were not only no better than they
were in the old times, but that it would be impossible
ever to improve them.



CHAPTER XXII
BAIRD'S DEATH

HE following day, the 4th March, the siege began,
A dropping fire was kept up on the fort all day
long from the village of Danfn, across the river, and from
the high ground all round us. Campbell had to be
removed from the durbar room, where he was first
placed, into a somewhat dark but safe apartment to
the south, Although convinced that he could not be
hit where he lay, he had to confess that it was poor
fun to lie in bed with bullets striking the walls, His
new room was utilised as the store-place of the officers’
mess, because, as he could never leave his couch, he
was able to watch, unceasingly, over the precious pea-
flour, the few tins of tobacco, the scanty condiments
and provisions, and the four bottles of brandy, which
comprised our whole stock. So, though badly wounded,
Campbell ‘was helpful from the first, and later he
became, as will be seen, a kind of special intelligencer
for me. Vigorous efforts were begun to knock down
the old stables and other buildings on ‘the garden side,
both to prevent the enemy approaching too near the
walls, and to procure firewood and timber for interior
defences. ‘
 The Kashmfr troops did the demolitions, but only
with partial success. Willing they undoubtedly were,
but a certain unhandiness made them slow and clumsy,
while it also attracted the enemy’s notice, and one

man was badly shot through the thigh. It was clear
213 o
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some change was necessary; so, a few days later, I
organised a special corps from horse-keepers, officers’
servants, and low-class Chitrilis in the fort, and placed
them all under the command of the strong-willed Sifat
‘Bahddur, who has an instinct for dominating frontier
men of that rank. From that time forward, one of the
very remarkable sights of the siege was to watch Sifat’s
men at work. 'Walls were pulled down, or defences
run up, heavy timbers adjusted, or wooden pillars
‘dragged from the condemned roofs they supported, with
the maximum of speed and effectiveness, and much more
quietly than would be readily believed. From first to
last, none were seriously injured while thus employed.
Night was the time usually chosen for such work, but
if it had to be done in the daylight, there was never
any hesitation.

Perhaps the most curious point about their working
was the light-hearted gaiety of these people. An abject
Balti, one of a race remarkable for its absence of manly
virtues, a poor wretch who at ordinary times. would
throw down a load and sit trembling or dart abeut
mad with fear, even at the suspicion that he was being
shot at, might be seen, under Sifat’s rule, skipping
across the open, full of fun, grinning at the dust kicked
up by the bullets, and dodging from cover to cover as
though he were a child playing a merry game. With
energies seemingly as everlasting as their good spirits,
that nimble labour-corps proved invaluable. Not only
was the heavy work skilfully done, but the troops were
saved the fatigue of uncongenial tasks, conserving their
strength for military duties.

But to return to the record of the 4th March. On
this day Baird died. During the morning Whitchurch
informed me there was no gleam of hope, that the poor
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fellow had but an hour or two of life, and that he
particularly wished to see me privately. I found Baird
propped up into a sitting position with pillows, his right
arm round the neck of a Kashmir servant, who had
knelt in one position for several hours holding his dying
master’s hand, from which the thumb had been severed,
with that kind patience and womanly tenderness so often
found amongst Orientals. A pad and bandage at the
waist showed where the mortal wound was, while a
third bullet had struck him at the fort gate, as has
already been told.

In low tones, but with perfect clearness, Baird began
to speak. He knew he was dying, he said. His breath-
ing space seemed to grow smaller and smaller. But he
did not mind dying. It was a soldier’s death (here the
faded eyes lighted up for a moment), but he wanted to
tell me about Whitchurch. Then he related the brave
things that all the world knows now. How Whitchurch
stuck to him always, never leaving him for an instant
except. when compelled to place him on the ground
while he, with Badri N4r Singh and his few Gurkhas,
charged and dispersed hostile bands of Chitrdlis. Could
even Whitchurch deserve a higher panegyric than that
spoken in interrupted words by the comrade he had
brought in, with so much scorn for his own safety, to
die amongst friends? Baird urged me “not to forget
Whitchurch,” Speech was then difficult for me — it
is hard now to recall this scene with undimmed eyes—
but I put my hand gently on the bloodless forehead, and
gave a solemn promise. He made one or two further
requests of a sacred character, for he was as piously
filial to his widowed mother as he was urgent about
his brave friend. Just then a message came that I was
wanted at the main gate. I moved towards the door
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and looked back. The pallid lips slowly framed a half
smile, the kind eyes grew soft, while, with a voice weak
but almost cheerful, Baird murmured, “Good-bye, sir; I
hope all your plans will come right” What could be
.answered? I automatically uttered a wish I knew to
~be impossible, that Baird would yet help me to carry
them out, and then hurried away.

On my return a little later, Whitchurch, standing
by the door, reported that Baird was unconscious. He
expired shortly afterwards. A fit and proper ending to
this story was Whitchurch’s remorseful account to me,
a few days later, of his “brutality” to Baird.  He told
how, as he was carrying Baird in the litter across the
polo ground, the enemy closed round. Three of the
four carriers were shot dead and the other mortally hit.
Of course, the doolie dropped to the ground, and,
naturally enough, the Gurkhas fell back for a moment
and left Whitchurch. Although of short stature, Baird
‘was thick-set and muscular. Whitchurch could not lift
him, so he pulled his right hand over his own shoulder,
and circling his waist with his left arm dragged him
along the ground for some distance, when Badri Nér
.Singh brought his men back again. It was touching
to perceive that Whitchurch evidently thought he had
used his dying friend roughly, and was unconscious of
the steadfast heroism which his narrative disclosed.

It would be gratuitous to moralise on such facts, yet
one cannot refrain from exulting that in this practical
fame-seeking age, when a soldiers glory is as market-
able a commodity as any other, British officers can
nevertheless be found ready to die for purely unselfish
sentiments of comradeship, or to devote their last moments
to securing the just recognition of another’s merits. Baird,
gentle as he was brave, and possessed of that sublime
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tact which springs from innate kindness of heart, lies
buried on a distant frontier and among an alien people;
but his memory will linger for awhile even in India,
that land of- forgetfulness, and his story may perhaps
remain in thg minds of others than those who knew him
in life. Whitchurch’s name is enrolled in the list of the
Queen’s heroes, and is indelibly stamped on the hearts
of those who were his brother officers at Chitrél.

Poor Baird, wrapped in his soldier’s greatcoat, was
buried the same night, in a building immediately in front
of the main gate. Harley, who undertook to dig the
grave, at first led some men quietly into the garden on
the opposite side of the fort, but found the soil there a
mere network of tree roots, and, after several trials, had
to give up the attempt and return, Before they did so, the
alarm sounded, and there was firing from the west. The
Kashmfr riflemen guarding the east tower, seemingly did
not know what was going on in the garden, and fired a
couple of volleys at Harley’s party, but, as that officer
subsequently remarked, “ Luckily for us, on this occasion,
the Rdghundths were in the habit, when they fired from the
parapets, of holding their rifles at an angle of elevation
instead of depression, and the bullets lodged in the tops
of the chenar trees!”



CHAPTER XXIII
BESIE(;:ED

A THOROUGH consideration of all points connected

with the defence took place on ‘the s5th March.
There was sufficient ammunition, but none to spare—
namely, 300 rounds a man for the Martini-Henry rifles
of the Sikhs, and 280 rounds for the Sniders of the
Kashmir troops, with a little over. Food was scantier
than we expected. The Bengali Commissariat Agent
had returned ds in stock a certain quantity which he
only expected to receive in return for advances paid
to local dealers, However, the little Mehtar Shuja-ul-
Mulk handed over to me all his private stores, and, finally,
it was ordered that each man was to receive one pound
of flour a day as the basis of his diet. This poor
allowance would enable the garrison to hold out for
three months, It was to be supplemented by rations
of ghi (clarified butter), the eastern soldier’s delight, and
condiments, as far as the limited supply of those articles
would stretch. There was a little rice available for the
officers’ table, but the few sheep had to be reserved for
the sick and wounded in hospital.

To grind the corn properly was a difficulty which
was never completely overcome. Harley had amongst
his Sikhs an. invaluable man who seemed able to do
anything and everything which required skilful hands.
But the only stones for him to shape into hand mills
were of a wrong kind and soft, consequently they were

continually wearing away, and the flour was always mixed
) : 218
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. with gritty particles, As a result, the men got dysentery
and other internal ailments. We soon found that the
Commissariat Agent was a fair organiser, and able to
relieve us of all details connected with the payment of
the mill-workers—the odds and ends of people about
the fort who laboured well and cheerily for liberal
wages, The Bengali himself proved interesting in many
ways : in the first place, he thoroughly knew his business,
and issued the daily rations quickly and without causing a
grumble. Next, he was a frank coward, but lost no man’s
respect thereby, for his avowed tremors never interfered
with duty., A man shot dead alongside of him at the
scales probably added no additional shakiness to the
figures in the checking book. He crossed dangerous
places looking sea-sick, but never thought of shirking
the risk. Indeed, his timidity almost attained the dignity
of one of those physical infirmities which excite- ad-
miration when an afflicted person triumphs over it, or
at any rate does not permit it to interfere with his vocation.
How we should have got on without this feeble-bodied,
weak-nerved individual, it is hard to guess.

All unnecessary mouths—that is to say, useless
prisoners and so forth—were sent away, but there
remained inside the walls no less than 550 persons to
be fed. We had just over 340 riflemen, but, excluding
those in hospital, only 83 of them were Sikhs—good
shots and trustworthy soldiers. Fifty-two Chitrdlis
were included in our numbers—people not to be trusted ;
indeed, they were always carefully guarded, with one or
two exceptions, whenever there was an alarm. On the
other hand, they were necessary. Without their help,
and without their peculiar knowledge of local methods
of assaulting and defending fortified places, we should
have done badly. '



220 CHITRAL

As will be seen, we had no real fighting after the 3rd
March, except when the Gun Tower was fired, and on
the day of Harley's sortie. We merely stayed on the
defensive, exhausting "our ingenuity and our limited
resources in making the place impregnable. For such
work the Chitrdlis associated with us were invaluable.
They also gave a certain limited but useful moral
support, including, as they did, the little Mehtar and
his brother, Amir-ul-Mulk, as well as six or seven
others of the most important men in the country—
princes and chiefs,

The sufferings to be borne during a protracted siege
are not to be measured entirely by the number of men
killed and wounded, or by the semi-starvation and sick-
" ness the garrison may have to endure. There are other
miseries as well, minor, no doubt, but real. Perhaps
the worst are anxiety, confinement, bad sanitation, over-
crowding, and foetid smells especially, for although the
nose, like the mind, becomes intermittently deadened to
prolonged sensations of the same nature, yet it is long
before it grows callous to really bad stinks. Imagine
what it must be for five hundred and fifty persons to
be cooped up in a space eighty yards square for forty-
seven days! It was at first proposed to dig latrine
trenches in the open space of the courtyard, but I
finally settled they must all be outside the walls on the
" river side—a happy decision, as it proved. ’

During the 5th March, under the protection of a
white flag, a messenger brought two letters, one from
Sher Afzul, the other from two chiefs, kinsmen and
lieutenants of Umra Khén, lately arrived in Chitr], with
a thousand men, a large number of whom were said to
be armed with good military rifles. The purport of the
two communications was identical; they demanded that
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Sher Afzul be formally recognised as Mehtar of Chitrdl,
and that I should at once march back to Gilgit, under
the safeguard "and guarantee of the Jandol Khdns. A
brief acknowledgment of these documents was sent back
by the man who brought them. This individual was
by no means unfriendly in manner, but inclined to
talk freely. We discovered that the Chitrdli losses in
the fight on the 3rd March had been small, less even
than was imagined, and that they probably did not
exceed ten or fifteen casualties altogether, while the
only man of mark killed was that ill-mannered envoy
of Sher Afzul who came to me at Gdirat  After
getting as much news from our informant as we could,
he was dismissed with gifts of money,

This was the initiation of a consistent policy. It was
clear that the enemy was too strong for us. The greater
part of our troops were still demoralised by defeat; fight-
ing was, therefore, to be avoided when possible. All we
could do was to lie low, strive to counter all devices or
stratagems of the besiegers, and hope either that they
would in time be disheartened and grow hopeless, or be
driven away by a relieving column from Gilgit. The bad
site of the fort, commanded as it was on every hand, and
the grave danger there was of its being fired, owing to
the large amount of wood used in its construction, made it
of supreme importance that our opponents should, if pos-
sible, be kept from attacking us determinedly. To accom-
plish this, the obvious method was to induce a belief that
food was scarce. My Indian clerks played up to this plan
ably, and their occasional small lapses caused no suspicion,
for the Chitrdlis in the fort gave us great, though uncon-
scious, help. With a very few exceptions, they were all
Sher Afzulites, and, consequently, each was anxious to be
the sender of good tidings to that prince. They therefore
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seized every chance of whispering to messengers with flags
of truce, or of sending word in any other possible way to
Sher Afzul, “that So-and-So bids him be full of hope for
the Feringhis have no food, many are sick and hurt, and
‘all must soon surrender” Many of these men fully
believed what they said, for. it was obvious that from the
ﬁrst no one had enough to eat.

4 Another important aid in furtherance of our design
was to encourage- flags of truce, to get armistices as often
as possible, and to prolong all negotiations. Messengers,
therefore, were made much of, and bribed to smuggle the
food we knew they could not bring. Our end was gained
when they related how hungry we must be.

To ‘cheer’ up the garrison, on the 6th, fourteen men,
including Badri Nér Singh, were .formally put in orders as
proposed for the Order of Merit for their pluck and stead-
fastness in remaxnmg with Whitchurch on the 3rd March.
This Indian décoration for native soldiers is divided into
three classes. It is the reward of bravery, and carties with
it a life pension. . A gallant and lucky Sepoy may, by suc-
cessive acts of courage, ascend from one grade to another,
the perpetual allowance increasing at each step. Probably
a more popular or more useful institution for Eastern.
soldiérs could not be devised. As hinted before, it is pos-
sible that more men were included in this list than strict
justice, apart from sworn evidence, would have admitted,
for the total number with Whitchurch was certainly fewer.
He himself could only identify Badri Nir Singh and
three others, while Badri N4r Singh, when asked who
were his companions on the famous occasion, sent in the
name of every man in his section. However, the prompt
publication of the recommendation did a great deal of
good, and served to enliven, as well as to stir the ambi-
tions of, the Kashmir detachment.
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On the same day an envoy of importance came to see
me, protected by a flag of truce. This was no less a person
than Umra Khdn’s “Diwdn” (which may perhaps be
translated in this instance as financial -minister and con-
fidential adviser). He was an astute-looking man, dressed
as a Pathdn, but actually a Hindu. A large hooked nose
gave a somewhat predatory character.to an intelligent if
impassive face. There was a long preliminary talk, which’
ended in ‘our agreeing upon the polite fiction that Umra
Khdn’s private secretary was incompetent, and could
neither .write Persian correctly nor lucidly translate it
into Pushtu, and that, therefore, Umra Khdn and I might
possibly have been at cross purposes for some time past.
In this way the path was cleared for the Diwdn Sd4ié to
tell his master’s story in his own way.

He began by protesting that I had imprisoned Umra
Khdn's messengers, which was quite untrue, but gave the
speaker the moral superiority of accepting gracefully, and
with dignity, the necessary explanations, Then he ob-
served, without the shadow of a smile, how sorry Umra
Khén was that Gurdon should have gone so near to Drosh
fort on the 18th of February (see page 88), and yet have
departed again without seeing him. As Gurdon’s invita-
tion to stay was a well-directed volley of musketry, this .
point also was soon dismissed. Next, it seemed that the
Jandol Khdn was hurt at my suddenly leaving Gdirat
without publishing my intention. Probably there was
sincerity in this remark, for a further delay there might
have caused the capture of our little force by Jandol men
brought along the side valley by its faithless Chitrdli
guards, and interposed between us and Aidn. “But,” pro-
ceeded the Diwdn Sahib, “ Umra Khén is still the friend
of the British, and had positively warned Sher Afzul not
to fight with the * Colonel Séhib’ (the British Agent).” Not
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only had he done this, but he had actually sent his two
kinsmen and a thousand men, not to support Sher Azful, as
the vulgar might suppose, but to serve as a kind of police,
and to prevent any collision, even if they had to employ
force. ‘ : -
Nothin?g irritates an independent frontier man more
than to be convicted even of the most glaring and
‘obvious lie. Such a coarse and rude action is unpardon-
able in his eyes. Therefore, the Diwdn was not asked if
the steady fire daily poured into the fort by the Pathédns
was also an act of covert friendship. His remarks were
simply met by a kind smile, which he returned in a
pensive manner, and continued. Somewhat inconse-
quentially he hinted that the Amfr of Kébul was help-
ing Sher Azful, and then’ openly declared ‘that all
Muhammedans were united together against the English
to drive them out of Chitrdl. Finally, he played his
best card in alluding to the fate of poor Cavagnari,
slain at Kébul in 1879, and explained how that brave
officer had been killed simply for want of such a friend as
Umra Khdn desired to be to me. As a disinterested
person he urged me to leave the fort and return to
Gilgit, or to Asmdr if I preferred the latter road. Umra
Khén would be answerable for our safety in either direc-
tion, and was even prepared to explain matters personally
to the Peshawer authorities, if the “brave Colonel” were
afraid to take upon himself the responsibility of retiring
from Chitrdl without orders from the Government of
India.

I gravely thanked the Diwdn Sahib for his advice, and
expressed my gratitude to Umra Khdn for sending me an
envoy of his rank and ability. It was gratifying to hear
how anxious the Jandol chief was about my safety. At
the same time, as a soldier, Umra Khdn would reflect that
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it was impossible for us to evacuate the fort ; and perhaps,
on the whole, it would be better if he addressed himself in
future to Mr Udny in the Kundr Valley, as, in the circum-
stances of a siege, it was difficult to receive his represen-
tatives properly. Not till six o'clock in the evening did
the Diwdn Sahib take himself and his inscrutable counte-
nance away. ,

All the 6th and 7th there was much to be done in the
way of making volley loopholes, and in arranging log
head-cover on the parapets. Some of this work had to be
altered subsequently. Volley loopholes are good against
an enemy that attacks with a masterful rush, but they are
useless against marksmen who cannot be seen, and who
never forget that, because of the cruelly hard restrictions
imposed on the frontier contraband trade in stolen ammuni-
tion, a poor Chitrdli can nowadays get no more than five
of, at most, six cartridges for a rupee.  Therefore he aims
~his rifle from an improvised rest, and carefully ; also, as a
reminiscence of matchlock shooting days, he likes to get
near his object. Consequently smaller loopholes had to be
substituted for the larger and dangerous variety at first
made. A dropping fire was kept up desultorily by the
enemy while daylight lasted. Each night there were
slight alarms when ‘the garrison, still wanting in ex-
perience, responded with unnecessary commotion and
much sounding of bugles.



CHAPTER XXIV
LIFE UNDER FIRE

VER since our defeat on the 3rd March, it had been
a chief object to send news of what had happened to
Mastuj. Four days in succession men were induced to try
and get letters through the cordon which was tightening
round us, but on the 7th of March no one would make
the attempt. We were anxious about that convoy of
ammunition which Moberly had been told to send down
to Chitral for the useof the local levies ordered up from
Gilgit. It was thought probable that the convoy had not
started, for  there was no urgency about it, and we were to
get two days’ warning before it left Mastuj. Nevertheless,
bearing in mind the singular power of duplicity which the
Chitrali possesses, there was danger of. the truth about
recent events not having reached the ears of the commander
of Mastuj, and that therefore the cartridge boxes, and
their guard, might be in jeopardy.

On the 7th I sent out a spy, carefully instructed in
his part, to find if my former messengers had been caught.
Supposing all went well, he was to creep back at night
to the marble rock by the river edge, at the end of the
covered way, where the sentries would be warned about
him. During the night the enemy made a demonstration
against the north-west corner of the fort with matchlock
men, and shortly afterwards a fire was discovered in that
part of the waterway which runs under the river tower. It
blazed up gaily, but there was never much danger. A

couple of water-carriers constituted the entire force neces-
’ 226
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sary to cope with it. Afterwards, we learned that my spy
had gone straight to Sher Azful and told him everything,
whereupon a man under sentence of death was offered a
free pardon if he would play the #d/ of the returning spy
and fire the Water-tower, He jumped at the chance, and,
after setting light to his combustibles, got away unin-
jured, but he was too flurried to do the work properly.
The sentries on the walls allowed him to enter and begin
what it only perhaps required coolness to turn into a suc-
cessful enterprise. The nights of the 8th and gth were
comparatively quiet. Men were seen amongst the trees
to the north-west quite close to the walls. What. their
object was could not be discovered, A few volleys were
fired and they ran away.

On the Yoth March the first week of the siege was ended,

Nothing remarkable had occurred, Sher Afzul seemed
to be taking matters easily, possibly because he expected
in a few more days that the fruit, rapidly growing over-
ripe, would fall of itself into his mouth. Also, it was noticed,
on the gth, that large numbers of men were moving up
the valley. They marched along the highest ridges to the
west, far out of range. We conjectured that their object
was to block the road against reinforcements from Gilgit.
Townshend reported to .me on the same date that
the Kashmir troops were still depressed, and evidently
had not recovered from their bad shaking on the 3rd.
All, including Campbell, agreed that it would be hope-
less to rely upon them for a sortie or other offensive
measure just then, and that any action of that kind
would certainly result in the loss of one or more of
our few British officers. Great strides had been made
during these seven days in making the fort secure.
Sifat Bahddur's corps had done wonders. The stables
on the river front had been loopholed, and ttllade into
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a good flanking protection to our covered water-way,
E.and’. both'iends of the stables enclosure were properly
"blocked -up with strong walls pierced for rifle-fire.
“Pathdns and Chitrdlis alike seem to have no experi-
ence in making direct assaults on a fortress. - Even the
current stories of Umra Khdn's prowess and originality
—how he battered with cannon and then stormed
hostile positions—were of doubtful ‘truth; while every-
one knew that if its water supply were cut off, no
garrison could hold out. Therefore, it was clear that the
enemy would press the attack against the water-tower,
and the .covered way to the river, when they began to
fight seriously. It followed: also that our -best energies
must be devoted to the protection of those vital points.
Chitrdl fort, and its attached buildings, are on the
verge of the river bank, so scarped away at that par-
ticular place as to be practically inaccessible, except
at. one narrow gully. where a rough rocky path, of sur-
prising steepness, has been partly converted into a tunnel
by the isolated Water Tower which encloses and roofs
it in, and is then carried, in two floors, above the plane
of .the ‘stable - enclosure, but not quite so high as the
north-east parapet. According to the seasonal meltings
in . the. mountain-born river, the distance between the -
lower end of the tunnel and the water's edge is
lengthened or contracted. During the early months of
the year it is. atits greatest. Over this intervening
space, as-already mentioned, Campbell, previous to our
beleaguerment, constructed an invaluable passage more
than five feet high. On account of the inequalities of
the ground its direction was as irregular as its floor was
uneven. . - Several  great boulders, including the marble
rock half-in and bhalf-out ‘of the water, were utilised
in making the walls, and gave them strength. From
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lack of time and material no roofing had at first been
attempted. One night the enemy ran up a crafty work,
showing no loopholes, on the opposite bank, whence
their marksmen found the short range so helpful, that’
out of the five men wounded during the first week four
were shot in this passage. By the marble rock and
at the foot of the tower were the dangerous spots.
Wood for properly closing in the narrow way was now
obtained by the demolition of the store-rooms and
other apartments just outside of the main gate, under
one of which poor Baird’s body lay buried. This head
cover was hastily and rather clumsily made, but fulfilled
its object.

From the fort side of the Water Tower there is a
steep but short climb to the narrow level space separat-
ing the stables from the parapeted wall. The last
two or three feet of this sharp ascent always remained
exposed, but a couple of quick steps to the left
gained good shelter. Water - carriers, however, could
not be persuaded of the risk in pausing for breath just
at the top of the slope. Fatalistically, or fatuously, they
invariably rested a moment at this dangerous edge, and
it was not until two of the poor fellows were shot
dead within a short interval that the remainder could
be induced to halt two yards short of the top, take
breath, and then scramble up the last few feet and
dodge smartly to the left for the protection of the
stable wall, By this method, they gave no time
for that deliberate shooting which the Chitrdli marks-
man, properly parsimonious of ammunition, loves so
well.

Campbell's waterway constituted the rigid south
boundary of a bay of white sand, which is covered in
the melting season. Its curving northern limit, the



230  CHITRAL

only accessible place, was the comparatively low bank
of a marshy flat covered with big trees. This flat, held
by the enemy, was considerably lower than the level of
the fort which it reached by a steep path debouching
in front of the main gate. Between path and gate
an oblong enclosure intervened, thanks to Sifat Bahidur,
who, by his demolitions, had converted a mass of build-
ings and passages into that simple form, The sand
itself, being the open way for a direct assault upon the
loopholed waterway, had to be sedulously protected,
and ‘one of the chief problems of the defence was
how to converge from walls, parapet, and towers, such
a fire upon it as would crush the masterful charge of a
furious foe,

And now, a word about the structure of the fort.
The walls are made of coarsely-squared timbers, some
4 inches by 4 inches, laid horizontally between layers
of stones embedded in mud mortar. In thickness the
walls vary, being especially strong near the main en-
trance, which is on the west side, and feeblest on the
flank looking down the valley to the south. The long
timbers are strengthened in position by short cross pieces,
similarly made of inflammable pine wood, which stick out
some few inches from the wall like stumpy almonds
from the surface of a plum pudding. At the corners
of the towers, where the long lateral timbers overlap,
they are often fixed together by a clumsy tenon and
mortise, and jut forth several inches beyond the uneven
walls, Projecting knobs are, therefore, to be found all
over the fort, but particularly close together upon the
towers, A monkey would find them convenient steps
to climb anywhere, while a lithe Chitrdli could follow

him in most places.
The immense amount of wood in the towers, where the
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intervening layers of masonry are only a few inches thick,
is not all disclosed to the view. For there is an inner pine-
wood frame corresponding to that seen from without, and
separated from it by about a foot of rubble. In very dry
weather it would be almost sufficient to light one of these
structures with a torch to make it blaze like a blast
furnace,

A transverse block of buildings divides the fort into
two unequal oblongs, that on the river side being the
larger. This part is used by the public generally, and
it is provided on three sides with a maze of living
rooms for the garrison, servants, and guests. One room
of great size, with a good verandah, was the old durbar
hall. We used it as a hospital. Many of the rooms
have a central smoke-hole large enough for the passage
of a man, as poor Gurdon found one night when going
his rounds to visit the sentries on the banquette. He
fell through one of these apertures on to the floor
below, happily with no worse damage than bruises and
a bad shake. On the other or south side of the great
partition is the private half of the fort and the women’s
quarters. None but a very select few of their sub-
jects ever visited the Mehtars of Chitrdl in that digni-
fied and secluded place. It has one large and three
smaller courtyards, the rest being covered in; and
it was on its flat, continuous roofs that promenades
were possible at night when the firing was slack.
While there was light all business there had to be trans-
acted at a trot, It was interesting to watch the different
modes of hurrying across this exposed place in the
daytime. Most did so at the double, as above described..
One or two walked with prodigiously long rapid steps,
which took them faster than another man’s run, and
with a nervous grin, almost amounting to a frozen
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smile, in the direction whence a shot might be expected.
A very few ambled along, gurgling with facetiousness,
and making occasional jumps over imaginary bullets.
These were the wags among the native servants.

After the 1oth March we, so to speak, settled down
regularly to the business of standing a siege. Before
that date various experiments had been made in dividing
the night guards between Townshend, Harley, and Gurdon,
but with indifferent results. Two hours stretches were
no good, and ‘a couple of officers going round together
still ‘less so. It was decided that the experience of
sailors should be followed, and thenceforward regular
watches, similar to those of seamen, were organised.
This plan worked well; but after the attack developed,
and alarms multiplied, it might almost be said that all
three officers were on duty continuously during the dark
nights, When there was bright moonlight no demon-
strations were made, and there was rest for all.

At first the Sikhs, our chief reliance, had been put
to guard the south wall because it was so weak; sub-
sequently, it was recognised that the north tower and
the river parapet together constituted the post of honour,
Cut off from the water our case would be hopeless;
therefore the Sikhs were transferred to that side of the
fort and not again moved, although small detachments were
taken away from time to time for particular duty, as will
be seen. Whenever there was an alarm raised Harley
commanded the parapets occupied by or near to his
men, while Gurdon looked after those defended by the
Kashmir troops on the southern portion of the fort.
Townshend, the senior officer, placed himself at the head
of the inlying picket, which, after the first few days of
our investment, always collected at the inner end of a
broad passage leading from the great courtyard to the
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main gate. They were perfectly sheltered and could act
readily in any required direction. Happily, no direct
assault was ever made, so they were never wanted.
They constituted our reserve. Whitchurch, the silent
doctor, on these occasions fell in with Townshend. He
was the hardest worked individual in the place. All
day long he toiled in the dreadful atmosphere of the
hospital, and when the men at night rushed to their
posts he, armed with a double barrelled rifle, waited
with the inlying picket until all danger of an attack
had passed away.

It was my chief occupation to devise plans, with the
help of Sifat and Wafaddr Khién, for strengthening our
defences or protecting the soldiers from reverse fire, or
for screening them by what may be called dodges, such
as putting up portions of tents to hide ladders or paths
frequently used; the careful enemy did not fire, as a
" rule, without somebody to aim at. There was one
exception to this. Curtains were designed to conceal
men at the loopholes under the banquettes of the south
wall, but those curtains were regularly bombarded from
across the river, -

My small room looked down from the back of the
dividing block into the largest of the small courts in
what was described as the private part of the fort. By
daylight the apartment had the appearance of a little
armoury, as in the corners were rifles, certain packages ot
cartridges, and some eastern swords. At first, as before
said, every summons to arms was sounded on the bugle,
but after a time that was changed, and the men scrambled
rapidly but silently to their assigned places.

Half-awake, one shot would set me listening; two—
three—four —in rapid succession might bring one foot
to the ground. Then perhaps there was silence, and 1
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fell back again on my pillow, very likely to be lifted
clean out of bed, a moment later, by a heavy ratile of
musketry. My faithful little servant would appear in the
doorway, fumbling with an Alpine Club lantern, and help
me, for I was miserably weak, into a coat. Already a
shuffling rush of soft-shod feet made the narrow stair-
case creak and vibrate, and Sifat and the Gilgit Rajahs
would silently bustle in with some of their men, followed
by Wafadir Khin, and one other of the Mehtar’s
advisers, who snatched up the rifles in the corner and
buckled on the swards, for all the Chitralis had been
disarmed on a transparent pretext. So these two
trusted friends kept their weapons in my bedroom,
that we might not appear ® unduly favour them.
There was no fear of their fellows seeing them after
retreal, for the former were so carefully protected,
to speak euphuistically, from any possible danger, that
four great Sikhs compelled them, at night, to remain in
the two rooms put aside for their ose.

With my scratch inlying picket I used to make rapid
tours, at intervals, along the south wall, examining the
drains by which it was perhaps possible, though umlikely,
that men might enter, and using the sharp eyes and keen
hearing of my companions to investigate all weak spots
Between times we went wherever the excitement seemed
greatest, but kept, as a rule, near Gurdon’s parapets, for his
men were still doubtful both of themselves and of thelr
rifles, and could not be trusted completely.

Being still anxions for more exact knowledge of wha!
was going on in the enemy’s camp, I accepted, on the 10t}
March, the offer of one of the Chitrili headmen to go ow
‘and learn what had become of the body of General B3
Singh, who was shot dead on the 3rd, while helpin;
to lead the abortive charge immediately precedent &
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our retirement. My messenger on this occasion was a
terrible rascal, in which respect he did not differ materi-
ally from his brother magnates. He was the son of an
illegitimate prince, which gave him the right to affix a
title of honour to his name. As he was intelligent, and
could undoubtedly get me the information I wanted, he
was sent forth on a horse in a stately manner. We ran up
a white flag, and sounded the “ Cease fire.”

When it was discovered who approached them our
besiegers began to cheer lustily. The sending out of
such an important man was looked upon as an indication
that we had decided to surrender. Shortly afterwards
learning the truth, they anathematised me heartily.
However, the game was theirs, for I had unwittingly
lent them the best military engineer in the country.
He did not return, and in vain we listened all that night
for the word “Rajah” to be shouted from the garden,
the signal agreed upon to let me know that some one
had brought news. After dark, none the less, Sifat's
brigade did first-rate work in demolishing outside houses
and carrying in the timber. Only a few shots were fired
at them.

We now began our second week of sicge.

All day on the 11th March, there was an inter-
change of letters between the fort and Sher Azful. The
Diwin Sahib also came with a letter from Umra Khin,
enclosing a note I had entrusted to another agent of his
to forward to Udny. Umra Khén declared that the
Afghdn Commander-in-Chief would not allow any Jandoli
messengers to approach the British boundary commis-
sioner. Sher Afzul sent three letters altogether. There
was something different from usual in their tone. Writing
politely about poor B4j Singh, he suggested that I should
send a Sepoy to identify the body. He protested that he
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really desired peace; and Umra Khdn also seemed to sing
to a gentler tune, It was all very strange, but, in reply,
Sher Afzul was told that if he sincerely desired peace, he
should make his submission. For answer, he said he did
not understand how he could submit unconditionally ; and
repeated his old terms about being subsidised, and that no
Europeans were to remain in the country. Then he sug-
gested that two Chitrdli headmen in the fort should be
sent out to discuss peace proposals; but as my first
emissary had not returned I demurred about sending
them, or my head clerk, who had also been asked for.

At length, as it was getting dark, and, in the hope of
having another quiet day, while negotiating, I excused my-
self to Sher Afzul’s letter-bearer until the following morn-
ing., This man had really given me the key to the unusual
anxiety shown by the enemy to come to terms quickly.
He asserted—but he was not believed for one second—
that there had been disaster to two British detachments,
one at a place called Reshun, three marches from Chitrél,
on the left bank on the Mastuj river, the other a little
beyond that village; that of the former, forty Sepoys
and one British officer were killed, and sixty boxes: of
treasure and twenty loads of cartridges captured, while ten
men, the sole survivors, were defending themselves in a
fortified house. The other party was declared to have
fared still worse, sixty-two men being crushed to death
by rocks hurled down the cliffs; the bare dozen remain-
ing were said to be entrenched in a cave by the river's
edge.

I looked upon this story as not only false, but as
showing small power of invention. The touch about
the sixty boxes of treasure, in particular, was considered
unworthy of even an average Chitrdli, Yet its substance
was lamentably true. We also learned that three of the
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men I had sent to Mastuj w1th Ietters had been: captured
and put in prison.

There was a beautiful full moon, which always
meant a cessation of the enemy’s fire. Tirich Mir,
the mighty mountain to the north, which the Chitrali
imagination peoples with fairy folk, flung up its twenty
‘thousand feet against a clear sky. In the morn-
ing Sher Afzul's man did not return, but there was
no firing into the fort till ten o'clock. As a rule,
daylight was ushered in with a light sprinkling of
bullets. Over the river, at the village of Danin, there
was a marksman—or perhaps two, for the method of
doing it was never clear—who always before breakfast
discharged a series of shots in couples, not simultane-
ously, but one a fraction of a second after the first.
The interval never seemed to vary, and the performance
was as monotonous as it was futile, but it recurred
every day, starting when our bugles clanged reveillé,

During the quiet of the preceding day, Townshend
had busied himself with making an epaulement for a
gun on the south side of Sifat’s enclosure, We had
found in the fort two seven-pounders and eighty rounds
of ammunition, with solid projectiles. The little cannon
were in fair order, but had no sights—a graduated piece
of wood, and a small pyramid of heaped-up flour being
used by the Chitrdlis instead. Only one man in the
fort knew anything about artillery, that was the Kash-
mir colonel of the R4ghunith regiment, who formerly
served in one of the Maharajah’s mountain batteries.
His. knowledge, however, was limited, and he had 'all
the infantry man’s lack of enthusiasm for ordnance.
On this date, the 12th, it was decided to try a shot,
but by some unfortunate mistake, the detachment told
off for the duty carried the gun into the garden to th‘e
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south-east-instead of to the epaulement made for it on
‘the west. Being right in the open, they had only a
couple of rounds fired when they had to bolt back into
the fort, with one man 4ors de combat, The shooting was
not at all bad considering; indeed, it was afterwards
said that my old mission-house, occupied by Sher Afzul,
was hit at the corner. ; '

A week or two later, another attempt to utilise a
gun - was made through an aperture dug during the
night in the west wall of Sifat’s enclosure. But the
morning light revealed that the port was completely
blocked by a big tree trunk; so-another had to be
made. Then one of our solid shot hit the top beam of
the nearest hostile sangar, but without doing much
damage as far as we could learn; whereupon the
military officers decided it was useless to continue the
_experiment, and the little seven-pounders were relegated
to purely ornamental duties in the big yard. A know-
ledge of artillery cannot, unfortunately, be evolved from
the precepts of common-sense, nor acquired on the spur
of the moment. It was during the experiments with
this gun that Wafadé4r horrified me by bragging that in
the old time, when salutes were fired in my honour and
he officiated as battery commandant, so expert did he
become, that not more than three or. four -men’ retired
to hospital on each occasion with burnt hands!

1 have mentioned. that the window of my small,
first-floor room, which had a,south aspect, looked down
into the biggest of the four: inner courts, For some
reason, not to be explained, its sliding open -work
shutters were never once hit by bullets, though, towards
the end of the siege, it used to be consfantly hammered
with 'stones slung by men hidden behind a wall thirty
yards from the parapet, Beneath me was the little
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Mehtar’s treasuré, with a sentry guarding the door. To
the east, on the same floor, and separated from me by
the stalrcase, which led from below to the roof.in two
flights, divided by a landing, was a long, dark apart-
ment, inhabited by Townshend and Gurdon. Their only
window, a mere ventilation hole just under the ceiling,
.opened high above the great yard of the fort.

On the other side of me Harley occupied a chapel
with a separate stair running downwards to our court.
A passage led from his room to another one behind,
whence I had been expelled by the sharp-shooters across
the river, and then through an ante-room into a largish
durbar hall on the west, whose big open casement also
looking north, could be seen, throughout its length and
breadth, from Danin. Consequently, it was often hit
by the enemy’s marksmen. We used one corner of it
for bathing. Behind a barricade of Chitral saddles, old
boxes, and carpets, we were quite safe.

The ante-room mentioned communicated with ' our
commissariat office underneath, and a high range of roofs
above, by two huge deeply-notched poles. It had been
a favourite murdering-place of the Mehtars of Chitrdl,
There was in it a wooden screen, behind which execu-
tioners could lie concealed until the victims emerged from
the durbar, expecting, of course, to descend to the apart-
ment below, and thence reach the great yard; no Oriental
of good manners would be so wanting in etiquette as to
apprise a doomed man of what was in store for him.
Afzul-ul-Mulk had three of his brothers slain there one
evening, but they probably anticipated their fate when
they were coldly dismissed from the Mehtar’s presence,
It is said that even hé showed signs of agitation, and
turned pale, when the sickening sound of mortal blows was
heard through the closed door, But the whole of the fort
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was blood-stained. A lover of gruesome stories could -
there drink his fill of horror.

The partition between the two halves of the fort con-
tained, therefore, within itself, so to speak, an upper and a
lower floor of apartments, some of which I have enumer-
ated. Looking north-east into the great yard, it had no
windows or other openings on the ground level, only three
doors, One, already mentioned, led into the commissariat
store, whence the rough stair-pole climbed to the slaughter-
house ante-room. A second door to the west was of minor
importance, The third and chief was in the corner by the
hospital. It was one end of a high, twisted passage which
passed under a prison chamber, and was therefore com-
pletely closed in. Nevertheless, it became deplorable in
wet weather, when a slip from one of its stepping-places
soused one over ankles in muddy water. The inner ex-
tremity opened upon a tiny court, across which ran a
way from our quarters to the strong, high garden door,
protected, at this time, by a backing of water-worn
stones many feet in thickness,

- The common road for everybody moving about the
fort was along this tortuous dark passage, and no British
officer passed through it after dark without being chal-
lenged by a sentry hidden away in the gloom of the long
roofed-in passage leading from the garden entrance. He
generally allowed his fellow-soldiers to go unnoticed, but
although he must have known us as well as he knew them,
and we were certainly less likely than they to be mistaken
for an enemy within our gates, yet he greeted us each time
of our appearance with an exuberant “hukm dar?” (who
comes there?), and demanded the pass-word in the sen-
tinels’ orthodox catechism. On lively nights,.the same
man must have challenged me a dozen times,

Being only an ignorant civilian I accepted this cere-
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. mony as esoteric, but, no doubt, an essential founda-
tion of military discipline. Whenever, from hurry or
forgetfulness, my responses were cut short or I shouted
“Colorado” when “Timbuctoo” was the word, I felt a
sting of conscience afterwards. My feelings will therefore
be imagined when soon after Colonel Kelly arrived, I
was told that his staff officer had observed that pass-
words were “all rot,” and were never used in his force.
So military had one grown then, that it was hard to
refrain from saying that the service must be going to
the dogs. The officer who repeated the iconoclastic
speech to me was bluish-red with indignation.

The inner court, which our sleeping-rooms, on the
upper floor, bounded on one side, was surrounded on
the other three by a high, wide verandah supported on
strong wooden pillars. At one end Harley at first
screened off a portion for a bed-chamber, till some
stray shots, a little slanting rain, and similar incon-

" veniences drove him into the chapel. He was a melodi-
ous person of gregarious instincts, Looking back, one
reflects how churlishly his songs and shuffling accom-
paniments were sometimes received, and how badly we
should have missed them, I think that Harley, even
after an all-night watch, always lay down to sleep with
reluctance, and would never have rested at all had
there been anyone equally companionable to talk to. His
unquenchable good spirits stimulated us greatly without
our knowing it

The middle length of verandah was our mess-room.
A rough table, with two camp chairs and some impro-
vised seats comprised its furniture. Qur viands were a
scanty supply of tinned beef and a-vast deal of
mustard ; but, by blessed fortune, there were many tins
of pea-flour; so every day, from the beginning to the

Q . v
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~end of the siege, we had pea-soup for dinner. = Little
Shuja-ul-Mulk presented us with a few ornamental birds
which his brother Nizdm had collected, but they only
lasted a few days. There was bread, made half of
flour and half of stone dust, for the bold; and a little
rice. To 'me all these articles seemed luxury, for I
was starving on a milk diet - Swiss milk (the last tin)
and hot water. A little later my weakness became
great, and braridy was given me from our store of four
bottles. ‘At one corner of the mess-verandah was the
kitchen door; at the other the entrance to Campbell’s
room, which he shared with his devoted nurse and
surgeon, Whitchurch, who having already so much to
do, naturally superintended our victualling also.
Amongst my engineering contrivances was one failure
of the most dismal kind, The stable space outside the
walls was dreadful to the nose, and small pools of horrible
water were dammed back all along the floor of a long
low chamber, with doors at both ends, which connected
the stables with the big yard within, and served both
as a guard-house and a thoroughfare. Sifat and I had
a miniature surface canal dug, with much attention to
levels, to carry off this liquid sewage. The outlet was
a short distance down Campbell’s water-way, above the
tower, through a scupper piercing one of the side walls;
and it acted very well But we could not see the
conﬁguratlon of the cliff slopes outside, and, next day,
we discovered that all the drainage had found its way
back within the covered passage close to the river, into
the small rocky basin where buckets and water-skins
were filled !
Upon this date the Fort Commandant’s diary has the
following entry :—*“The British Agent desires me to let
off thirty rounds a day from the towers on to Sher Afzul’s
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house.” This represents an amiable wish on my part that
Sher Afzul also should experience‘ the discomfort we felt
- from “sniping.”

No messenger appeared, and the l3th of March
passed away. Sifat Bahddur and his companions, in-
veterate cartridge wasters, were allowed to amuse them-
selves with some old Enfields we found in one of the
rooms. Probably the Chitrdlis with us conceived that our
other ammunition was running short—a valuable piece of
news for the lucky man who could convey it to Sher
Afzul.

A bright day, sunshine and clear sky, was followed by
a dark, clouded night. One or two of our Chitrdlis, under
Wafaddr, were sent out at eight o’clock to prowl round
the walls, and see if they could find any signs of a mine.
They came back quickly with a report satisfactory enough
as far as it went. It became darker still, a dense black-
ness falling upon us like something palpable. At half-
past ten there was an outburst of firing from the Sikh
parapets, near the North-tower. Then followed wild cries
from the garden, where a regular British bugle sounded
the charge, and Gurdon heard a voice cheering men to an
assault on the East-tower. We threw down a fire-ball,
and responded with volleys which reverberated through
the fort. Our bugles blew the Cease-fire at half-past
- eleven, but the rifles rung out again, independently, from
time to time until midnight. Afterwards there were only
the few occasional shots of ‘the sentries.

The total result was that the enemy completed a good
sangar, one hundred and fifty yards or so up-stream on
our bank. It was this noise which started off the Sikhs
in the first place. A plausible feint was thereupon made
against the East-tower, perhaps with the idea of its being
developed into a real assault if we were caught napping.



244 CHITRAL

On two successive nights, fresh works had been built

closeto us. But even now, after full consideration, I donot
see how this could have been prevented. If we had been
strong enough and enterprising enough to sortie, we should
have destroyed one of the enemy’s defences, no doubt ; but
a second attempt might easily have landed us into a trap,
for, unless there were the element of surprise in our
attack, we might have found ourselves in a dummy sangar,
exposed to a terrific fire from hidden riflemen—and we
dare not risk' a second reverse. Practically, we had only
the Sikhs who could be relied upon absolutely, and not
more than eighty of these were fit for work. There were
_splendid fellows among the Kashmir soldiers, it is true,
but in the gloomy, downcast looks of most, one could
read that they still suffered from their former defeat.
Again, heroic as were two or three of their officers, the
majority were of a distinctly inferior class. We had no
British officers to spare, so there was nothing for it but
to allow the enemy to develop his plans, and content
ourselves with keeping a sharp outlook for an occasion
when a forcible blow might be struck with all the odds in
our favour.

Gurdon was most anxious for an adventure against
the last built sangar, but it was felt to be premature.

To stop the stealthy approach of the Sher Afzulites,
in any other way than by sorties, was impossible. A
sangar was bullet-proof before it was discovered. Their
method was this. First, a number of fascines, of fresh
branches tightly withe-bound, was made. All Chitrélis
assert that one such bundle, if sufficiently green and
properly tied, will stop a Martini-Henry bullet, Provided
with these faggots, two or three men would creep silently
along the ground some dark night, and heap them up
on a spot previously chosen. Others, behind, passed
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forward more fascines from the rear, and in a few minutes
there was a useful barricade formed, Next, stones were
handed along, and, finally, timbers. At this last stage,
the noise of hammering could not be muffled, but as
the workers were behind a bullet-proof screen. they were
safe. When heavier materials had to be brought from
unsheltered places, a false attack on the opposite side
of the fort was generally sufficient to divert the attention
of our sentries, because of the terrific noise inside the
walls, caused by the echoing volleys,



CHAPTER XXV
MISFORTUNE

T has been said that to stop any attempt upon the
East-tower we threw down a.fire-ball; this re-
quires explanation. One night, during the Hunza-Nagar
expedition in December 1891, the Nagars imagined
we were attacking a position they held at a Zidrat
(shrine). With much outcry and firing of guns, they
rolled fire-balls down the steep river-bank, and lit up
the scene effectively. I afterwards learned that the
" chief component of these novel contrivances was a
special kind of pine wood which blazes splendidly,
because it contains much turpentine. There was plenty
of this material in the fort, so we set to work to
make, with pine chips and straw, balls of about a
foot in diameter, and stuffed inside a casing of coarse
canvas. We had a small quantity of kerosene oil,
and each ball was saturated .with a wine bottleful
of this before it was set on fire. Our supply of oil
being scanty, it was further ordered that the lighting, as
well as the throwing, must be done by British officers.
On the whole, the experiment was successful, especially
on the night of the 13th, when the East-tower was
brilliantly - illuminated for nearly half-an-hour. But
everything depended not only on the care with which
the balls were set on fire and made to blaze well before
they were hurled, ‘but also on economy in their use.
I was feeling qualms about the rapidity with which
they were being expended, and at the shrinkagé of the
246
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kerosene, when a much better expedient was suggested
by Wafad4dr Khdn, which will be described in the proper
place. .

All day long on the 14th there was a great deal of
sniping. A new sangar, which had not been discovered
by anyone, was shown to me by, Wafadir Khidn, and
made me rub my eyes in surprise. This will indicate
how quickly and silently these approaches could be
thrown up.

In the military diary of this date the following
appears :—* Rdghundths steadier and better in hand last
night—no wild firing. British Agent pleased with them.”
The Kashmir riflemen were improving under the im-
mediate care of the British officers, their volleys had
been fired steadily; hence my commendation.

It was getting dark, about six o’clock, when the
approach of a flag of truce was reported. A long
interval—three whole days—having now passed without
letter from Sher Afzul, there was some curiosity to
learn what he had to say. His messenger proved
to be a poor old woman, who mumbled out that Sher
Afzul would hold himself responsible for the arrange-
ments of my journey, if I would only leave the fort
and go back to Gilgit. All troops and stores might go
with me. He would also consent to be friends in future,
if the Government of India agreed to revert to their line
of policy during the reign of Amin-ul-Mulk. Having
delivered her message, the old woman told us, as news,
that all the peoples of Yéghistin (the rebellious country
——i.e. the independent frontier land) had decided to rise
against the British, under the leadership of Sher Afzul
and Umra Kh4n. My picturesque little friend, Muhammed
Wali (see page 38), had been sent for, she said, with his
relatives, and even Gilgit and Puni4l were beating the
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drum of revolt. Our informant went back without any
reply being given her,

The stables were further fortified durmor the day,
and placed under the guardianship of a section of the
Kashmir Rifles, who were to be changed each night,
for the stench there was otherwise insupportable. Twelve
Sikhs were also sent into the loopholed water passage
every evening, As the tower over it was also strongly
held, it was now well protected, even without help from the
fort. If this covered way were seized, we should have
to re-take it at any price. While Harley was super-
intending the work in the stables, with me as a spectator,
a little incident occurred, illustrative of the accuracy of
the shooting from Danfn. The walls were old and
crumbling, so” that a loophole often suddenly enlarged
itself in an embarrassing way, and required to be partly
filled up again. On one such occasion, the space left
was about a foot square, and a man was about to block
it with a big stone which he had on his shoulder, when
a bullet, from over the river, came through the aperture
and whizzed between the stone and his face. He flinched
a little, and again advanced. This time the stone was
hit plump, but the man, luckily, finished his task unhurt,

During the night there were’ frequent alarms and
excursions, A couple of fire-balls had to be thrown
out; and Pathin yells in the garden added to the
- disturbance. It was again pitch dark. Much of our
firing was probably at some animals turned out in
the afternoon, because our stock of straw was almost
ended. All ponies were driven forth with the excep-
tion of eight, kept in case we wanted them for food,
but the poor beasts lingered near the walls all day, and
when no longer distinguishable in the blackness outside,
several were killed from the walls. It must be ad-



MISFORTUNE 249

mitted that, sorry as one felt for the unfortunate ponies,
the fact of their being shot in the garden, from parapets
not held by Sikhs, showed that the Kashmir Rifles
were beginning to aim low when they volleyed—a cause
for satisfaction indeed.

We were now growing used to the Pathdn war-cry.
It is a kind of loud note increasing very quickly, both
in sonorousness and in shortness of interval, till it
grows into one swelling roar. They gave us continued
opportunities of studying it.

The morning of the 15th March revealed that the
enemy had been busy improving his sangars; but all
day long no single shot was fired at us. Rain fell
without ceasing. We took advantage of the calm to
convert the river end of Campbell's covered way into
a small but strong little fort. Sifat had recommended
it, and his men worked with a will. It was to be held
‘at night by eight additional Sikhs. Qur besiegers were
not altogether idle, and long after dark we heard the
sound of another approach being constructed in the
garden. In the afternoon the rain changed to sleet, but
at six o'clock snow covered the ground to a depth of
four inches, -

Another letter was brought from Sher Afzul. Each
day seemed to produce its daily letter, This began in
the customary manner by saying that the writer was
anxious for peace, but insisted upon his own terms being
conceded. An accompanying missive was addressed to
the Chitrdli notables in the fort, telling them to go
at once, and make submission, when their past faults
would be forgiven. Sher Afzul also wrote that he had
a letter from a British officer, a prisoner at Reshun,
to me, telling of the capture of Sepoys at Reshun,
Buni, and Mastuj, He offered .to send the document,
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provided I would allow two- headmen, specxﬂcally named
- to fetch it
I disbelieved the story ; mdeed the pOSSlblllty of
its being true never entered my thoughts, But Sher
Afzul himself seemed to me enigmatical; his persistent
complaints against me, personally, were strange even for a
Chitrali statesman, with whose ways I was not unacquainted.
A common plan they adopt is to state their wishes, how-
ever extravagant, at an interview if possible. Rarely can
.the requests be granted, for they are usually overstated
in an amusing way. After this is explained at length,
and politely, your visitor retires with gentle melancholy.
Next day, or at the earliest opportunity, he will repeat,
word for word, his former petition, only to receive an
identical answer—not shortened in any way by a feeling
" of impatience at your having already given it. And so
it goes on. I have had an envoy at Gilgit who finally
returned to his master at' Chitrdl with the ‘reply he had -
been given a month previously, and at least a score of
times afterwards. We parted the best of friends. He
was a prince, and went away happy in the consciousness
of having done all a diplomatist could on his Mehtar's
behalf,* Any signs of irritation at his pertinacity would
have made him unhappy, and hurt in dignity. ‘
. “Yet in spite of such experiences, Sher Afzul's unvary-
ing letters caused me surprise, So to clear up all con-
ceivable doubt I wrote and asked him if he  had
certainly received my first communication, dated  the
24th February, which invited him in kind and friendly
‘terms to come to me at Chitrdl. To avoid the possibility
of a mistake, I enclosed a copy of the original letter.
As for his allegation about a British officer having
been captured at Reshun, I remarked that one head-
man allowed out of the fort by me had been detained,
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and therefore no other would be'sent. It was sug-
gested that my former messenger might brmg me the
document. In conclusion, Sher Afzul was warmly urged
to*save Chitrdl the horrors. of further war, and enjoined
to submit, ask pardon of the Government of India,
and throw himself upon its mercy. That Government,
.he was assured, was merciful and lenient, and would
give the fullest consideration to all he had to say. “Be
well advised, therefore,” ran the last sentence, “and.
before it is too late, do as I advise you.”

~ Six inches of snow on the ground and a glorious
blue sky greeted our eyes next morning. The guards
and sentries, particularly those in the covered way,
" suffered miserably during their long watch, and were
wet through; but the besiegers had been quiet, and
“hardly a shot had been fired at us for twenty-four
hours, in spite of there being no light from the moon
till two hours after midnight.

About four o’clock in the afternoon a man came
down the road from the serai, bearing a white flag. He
brought two letters, one from Sher Afzul, and the other,
said to be the joint production of all the Chitrdli mag-
nates with him. Both documents were of interminable
length. The first mentioned contained the curious
remark that Sher Afzul had received and understood
"my first note to him, written on the 24th February, but
that he considered such a message on my part was
improper.

There was also an enclosure from Lteutenant Edwardes,
dated Reshun, the 13th March. For a moment my heart
stood still; I could not read. This is the story it told,
in a mixture of French and English. Edwardes and
his party, consisting of Licutenant Fowler, twenty of the
Bengal sappers and miners, with forty of the Rédghundth
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Regiment, convoying sixty boxes of ammunition, had
been attacked on our side of Reshun on the 7th inst.
Compelled to retreat, they defended themselves in a
house of that village up to the r13th, when Umra Khan’s
men, their opponents, proposed a truce, to which Edwardes
agreed. Sorties had been necessary to get water, and
the severity of the fighting was shown by the casualties
—five killed, and thirteen wounded. The letter continued
that, just as a parley was agreed upon, a headman named
Muhammed Isa, Sher Afzul’s foster-brother, arrived with
a large company of armed Chitrdlis, and entered into
friendly conversation with- Edwardes when the latter
went out to meet him. Since Muhammed Isa had come,
Edwardes recognised that his opponents were too strong
for him. :

The contents of the local letters may perhaps be
guessed : long recapitulations of what had been already
said a dozen times, and professions of a desire for peace.
' Both wound up with the remark that by sending Edwardes’s
letter to me my correspondents had given a proof of
their sincerity and friendliness. They suggested that my
head clerk should be sent to a conference at Sher Afzul’s
house. I hurriedly sent back two answers, the first to
say that a second would quickly follow. In the latter, I
declared that I accepted the sending of Edwardes’s letter
to me as an.earnest of the Chitrdlis’ genuine desire to
stop further fighting, and expressed myself as willing to
discuss the question of terms with them. As a prelimin-
ary, I offered a three days’ armistice, during which they
must not come in front of their sangars, while my men
would not leave the precincts of the fort. If this were
agreed to, Sher Afzul was to hoist a white flag; we
should respond, and my Indian head clerk would go to
Sher Afzul as soon as any one came to fetch him.
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There was still light enough for us to see a white flag
run up over my old mission-house. We displayed an-
other, A second letter from Sher Afzul asked for my
clerk to be sent to him next morning.

Before my sleepless eyes all night was the certainty
that treachery was intended at Reshun, My only hope lay
in our contriving some means of getting a letter of warn-
ing ‘through to Edwardes; otherwise, I feared we should
never see him or Fowler again. Those two young men
both of them admirable examples of the best type of fear-
less, open-hearted, single-minded soldiers, were new to this
kind of warfare, and presumably liable to fall victims of
Chitrdli wiles. Yet how could they be cautioned?
Already, two days, during which Edwardes’s letter was
detained by Sher Azful, had been lost. I was nearly in
despair. The morning was long in coming, and it seemed
longer still before my clerk, Amir Ali, was sent for. He
had been well primed in his part,and a copy of instruc-
tions, to show my conditions for a cessation of hostilities,
“was given him in case he might forget them from nervous-
ness at his responsibilities. Two objects he was to strive
for, Permission for me to send a letter to Edwardes; and
a prolongation of the truce. With regard to the first he
would require all his tact, because it was certain it would
be hard to gain.

I tried to sham as much indifference as I could.
Nevertheless, when, in defiance of the white flags, the fort
was fired into on two occasions, we took no notice, and let
it pass as a mistake. We were playing a game, with the
lives of the Reshun party as a prize. There was naturally
much excitement in the fort, but that made reticence of
great importance. However, I told Campbell, who was
torn with disquietude about Fowler and Edwardes, of my
-views, and said that although I would do nearly anything
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to save them, yet for us to agree to retire was certain
death ; that our leaving the fort would do no good, and
once oufside we should be certainly butchered.

My first messenger, he¢ who had never returned, now
came to take Amir Ali to Sher Afzul. I .was closeted
with the man for some time, but he was so agitated that
he could not, or would not, tell me anything. His wits
seemed scared out of him, and his face was drawn as if
from paralysis. Perhaps he feared I should detain him, or,
more likely, that his treachery was discovered. In any
case, I was too anxious to get authentic news of the Reshun
party to prolong the interview. My instructions to Amir
Ali were four in number. Three were to be strongly
fought for, and the other he might give way upon, with-
out referring to me, if hard pressed. He was to say—
first, that the truce could not last longer than three days
unless a stated amount of flour and two sheep were daily
supplied to us. This point was to be urged as an essential
condition ; secondly, he was to argue that it was absolutely
necessary to open the road to Mastuj for letters, on the
ground, for instance, that troops must not press on to our
assistance in contravention of the armistice; thirdly, no
armed men must approach the walls, nor would any of our
party, carrying weapons, be allowed outside the fort;
fourthly, and lastly, a neutral zone was proposed, and
its boundaries suggested.

Amir Ali was' away a long time. His account of what
happened would be tedious to relate in full. He had been
conducted to my old house, which Sher Afzul was occupy-
ing. -In passing through the serai-bazaar he observed that
it was strongly fortified and-full of Pathdns, nearly all
of them armed with Martini-Henry rifles. Two princes,
escorted by about two hundred Jandolis, received him “in
a deprecatory manner.” At the gate of the front enclosure
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he was detained for half-an-hour, while Umra Khin’s two
relatives were sent for. When they arrived a sort of pro-
cession was formed, thirty or forty riflemen going in front,
and a similar number following- them into the first room.
When the durbar room itself was reached it was found
packed with people carrying loaded rifles.

After ceremonial greetings my “ Salaam ” was given to
Sher Afzul, and acknowledged. Then there fell a silence.
Amir Ali, seeing the prince was a little nervous, spoke first
to encourage him, according to his own account. Follow-
ing this friendly lead, Sher Afzul observed that he had
nothing to add to what was contained in his letter to me,
whereupon, as is customary all the world over after such a
remark, he spoke at great length, recapitulating nearly
everything that had happened since the year 1893. He
wound up with the declaration that he was still ready
to make peace and to be friends; but on his own terms.
It was Nizdm, he said, that introduced British influence
into the country, but the people were no longer able to
bear it. The ancient agreement was that British troops
were not to cross the frontier at Somal, a village nearly two
hundred miles to the east; that must now be reverted to.

Then Amf{r Ali had an innings, and gave my messages.
“In an instant,” he relates, “the friendly eyes of the
audience turned into hatred.” Nevertheless, he told his
story to the end, in spite of the people not “}anting to hear
it. * All my conditions for an armistice were refused
peremptorily, Next, the Shina Chief, Umra Khén’s cousin
and chief commander, spoke for himself and his brother
Khin, For his part, he said, he would have no truce.
- Troops might come from Mastuj if they chose. They
could march back if peace were made. Otherwise, they
might be useful to me. Neutral zones were all nonsense.
On the other hand, the sangars would be approached
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closer and closer every night. An attack would be
instantly ordered, unless Sher Afzul’s stipulations were
conceded in full. There was but one course open to me;
that was to evacuate the fort on the instant and return to
Gilgit. If that were done he, the speaker, would be
responsible for my safety and that of my -troops. Sher
Afzul would thereupon be Mehtar, and all the Jandolis
could return to their homes. The action of the Govern-
ment of India in coming to Chitrdl meant aggression in
Bajour later on, and all Bajouris must fight for the honour
of their country. '

Once or twice Sher Afzul desired to interrupt the
young soldier, but was silenced by a gesture. He meekly
confirmed the other, murmuring that the Khin was his
mouthpiece. That was the substance of the conference.
Amir Ali subsequently drew up a few personal reflections
on what he had seen.and heard, but he was the slave
of his own idioms, as is so frequently the case with
Orientals when using our language. This explains a
great deal of their irresponsibility and mere wordiness
when talking in English. He spoke of machines and
wire - pullers, -puppets, hungry wolves, of sins being
washed away, and tried to think up to mere phrases,
which he accepted as his own well-considered opinions.
It was obvious, however, that Sher Afzul was anything
but a free agent, for he was not even permitted to see
my man, except in the presence of the masterful young
Khdns. '

I wrote back to Sher Afzul that I did not clearly see
why he had sent for my clerk ; that although he wrote of
a desire to make peace, his messages, if correctly delivered,
did not sound peaceful, and that he should write in exact
terms what his demands were. Supposing I agreed to
surrender Chitrdl fort, what guarantees would be given
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that my party would not be attacked afterwards at a
disadvantage? What hostages would be offered? And
would he, or would he not, let me send a letter to the
British officers at Reshun? If he wished to end the
truce at dusk, as Amir Ali informed me, he need only
pull down his flag and fire a warning gun; nothing else
was necessary. An answer quickly came, written, as
usual, very politely. It stated that the whole negotia-
tion would be laid before Umra Khin at Drosh. Until
his views were known, there had better be no more fight-
ing. My people must not come out of the fort, nor
ought I to permit his men to enter it. He begged me
keep my mind at rest. A brief note told him that his
suggestions were accepted. There was evidently no hope
of getting a letter through to Edwardes, so we had to
be content with a few additional days of truce.

Thus ended this long 17th of March, and our second
week of siege.



CHAPTER XXVI
BAD FAITH AND BAD NEWS

HE armistice was strictly observed by the enemy.’

" We could walk about on the roofs or along the
parapets without being shot at, which gave one an odd
sense of freedom. There was much activity in the serai-
bazaar and at Futteh Ali Shdh’s house. ' It looked as
if the latter place was being strongly fortified. As this
seemed to be our opponent’s way of observing a truce,
we set to work likewise, and fitted bullet-proof covers
on to the towers, and improvised shelters for the men
on the walls with beams brought in from the summer:
house corner of the garden, where the little temple and
other apartments had been cast down. We also made
ramparts of packing-cases and other boxes filled with
earth, and with stacks of firewood. Before long, a man
came running to say that if Sifat’s men did not stop
carrying in the timbers they would be fired upon. The
possibility of such an objection had been pointed out
to me some time before by one of the British officers,
I answered the enemy’s spokesman that so long as they
continued to work at Futteh Ali Shih’s house, so long
should we continue to strengthen ourselves. also, The
man went away and nothing happened.

As will be seen from the illustrations, our fort had
four towers, irrespective of the one guarding the covered
way. For convenience, we called two of them the North
and East-tower respectively, while the pair flanking the
south wall were known as the Flag and the Gun-towers.

258
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Why the last-mentioned was so termed I forget; but
probably we merely adhered to the name given it by
the Chitrdlis, As a work of art it was much admired
by the country people, who looked upon it as a memorial
to Amidn-ul-Mulk’s father, in whose reign it was erected
by the Kalash tribe of slave Kifirs. But so far from
justifying its picturesque title, the concussion from one
round of a seven-pounder would probably have split the
walls, if it did not bring them down altogether. It
contained even more wood than the others, whose walls
were so largely built up of pine timber, From the base
to what we may call the first floor it was solid; a long
inside ladder led thence to a lofty upper apartment,
occupying all the square space between the walls. Above
that again was a roof partially enclosed on one side and
unscreened on all others, It was reached awkwardly
through a manhole,

Although the Gun-tower was high it was much lower
than the Flag-tower, which was not less than seventy feet
from base to summit. The only entrance was up a
very long clumsy ladder, whose top rested against a
bracket projecting from the wall just below a small door.
This ladder being exposed to the full view of the
enemy, the Sikh guards could only be relieved when it
was dark. Curious to relate, both the west and the
south aspects of the fort were very badly flanked—the
North, the Flag, and the Gun-towers standing out a very
short distance, merely a foot or so, beyond the walls.
The garden, or south-east side, was better protected, and
could be faitly well covered by lateral loopholes. For
instance, in the Gun-tower we cut out a big piece of
the northern wall of”the raised lower chamber, and
thereby gave sufficient space for two men to fire down-
wards with a good view of the garden door, which was
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similarly defended by other smaller openings. The large
gap was covered throughout the day by an enormous
Morababad tea-tray which we found in the fort. When
it was unclosed in the evening. the soldiers were strictly
cautioned to show no lights.

The top room of the Gun-tower had a little wooden
gallery, about the size of a stunted sentry-box, thrust out
from its south face, and overlooking the summer-house.
With the object of strengthening and improving it, planks
were nailed all round, to a height of three feet, and backed
by loose boards, thick enough to stop bullets. Looking
towards the Flag-tower, a long slit opening was contrived,
so that a rifleman, kneeling on the floor, could cover nearly

" the whole of the south wall. We termed this contrivance
our machicoulis gallery, only, unfortunately, we forgot the
machicolation, through which the foot of the tower could
be seen and protected. From the eastern side an un-
blocked window-frame, extending to the floor, gave a view
straight down the garden.

A fruitless labour, begun at this time, was to dig
a well in the big yard, just in front of the hospital.
Careful cross-examination of several Chitrdlis led to the
conviction that in former days water had been found there.
Relays of men were told off to try and find it again.
After several days of wearisome toil the task had to be
abandoned. We were cheered once by coming upon damp
soil, but after that particular layer had been dug through,
and hard, dry earth was discovered underneath, we felt
it useless to persevere. Perhaps it was better for every-
one to know that his life depended entirely upon our
holding the water-way. ) .

Before this date, the 18th, our daylight surroundings
had been dreary. Except in the far distance, near Sher
Afzul’s abode, and .behind the serai, moving objects were
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never seen. Most of the enemy’s sangars, also, could only
be made out when a momentary puff of smoke indicated
their position. Therefore, within a radius of 700 yards,
there was the quietness of death when there was no rattle
of musketry. Often, for hours at a time, no sound would
break the heavy stillness, because inside the walls, with
the exception of the keen-eyed sentries crouching on the
towers, all the garrison were asleep or resting. Sometimes
this unnatural silence was so oppressive that an outbreak
of rifle-fire came as a relief. Now, during the armistice,
cattle and goats were to be seen everywhere grazing
placidly. People moved to and fro with the step of every-
day life and a low buzz of conversation, even an occasional
laugh, was heard in the fort.

About three o’clock in the afternoon, a soldierly-look-
ing man strolled up to the main gate and, seeing a British
officer there, saluted in military fashion. This led to con-
versation. He said he had formerly been a sergeant
in the sth Punjab Infantry, but was now a subaddr in
Umra Khin's regular troops,- as distinguished from his
tribal levies. While talking, he “stood at attention,” re-
spectfully. Not only was he frank in his comments on
passing events, but to cheer us up, no doubt, he lied freely.
According to him, Sher Afzul's troops were short of
ammunition, and on the point of marching away to Drosh.
Of course the clerks went through the farce of bribing him
to fetch us food. If you only persevere in a particular
line of action, in time you come to believe your own
fables, which thereby gain all the force of sincerity, and
become convincing.

Qur poor soldiers were suffering very much. Bad
sanitation, stone dust mixed with the flour, in addition
to exposure and snow at night, begat fever and dysentery,
while there was no milk to diet the sick, and drugs
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were scanty—many medical stores having been accident-
ally left outside by the Indian dispensary doctor on the
3rd March. After dark it began to rain heavily, and
kept on all night, drenching the exposed pickets and
sentries to the skin. - But it seemed powerless to quench
the light-heartedness of the enemy, who gathered round
blazing fires in the serai. Their drummings, and the
cheers. with which they encouraged the dancing boys,
could be heard long after midnight.

Before seven o'clock on the morning of the 19th the :
rain stopped, and three hours later a bright sun appeared
above the hills. Amidst all the anxieties of our position,
one carefully recorded fact on this date was that we
had killed our penultimate goose, and that only one
other bird intervened between us and a blank dinner-

-~ table.

After breakfast, a letter, written by the two Jandol
Khéns, was brought to the gate. The gist of it was that
I must leave the fort immediately, and march to Peshawer
through Jandol and Swdt; and that the sincerity of
the writers would be shown in the careful and honourable
manner they would escort me to Peshawer with all my
followers and soldiers. With probably unconscious irony
they remarked that the Government of India had long
"desired that English officers might travel by that road;
but hitherto the Jandol people had not looked kindly
upon the idea. Now, however, to show the world how
strong was the good feeling entertained by the King of
Chitrdl and Umra Khdn for my Government, they con-
sented to our going that way. My correspondents were
politely solicitous about my health, and then, with an
abrupt change of style, the letter ended by saying that
if its suggestions were not acceptable, I should say so
on the back of the document forthwith, and return it
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I replied that I did not think the present a good
opportunity to visit Jandol and Swdt, nor, in my opinion,
would my going there serve as a cementing bond
of friendship between the Jandolis and Government.
Answers to my questions were also asked for, especially
to that one about sending a note to Edwardes at Reshun.
When those were received, it would be possible to resume
negotiations. Sher Afzul wrote also, at inordinate length,
but with an identical meaning. All the troubles which
had arisen were due, he said, to my insensibility to the
principles of equity and justice. But in spite of that, he
and Umra Khdn had decided to escort me to Peshawer
with honour. If I were still obdurate, all that need be
done was to record that fact on the back of his letter
and have done with it. But he was answered politely.
I pointed out that the chief points raised by me had
not been touched upon, and that such subjects as
guarantees, hostages, and my sending letters to Reshun
still awaited discussion.

This drew forth a rejoinder reproaching me for my lack
of confidence. How could I be so suspicious of my friend
as even to think about guarantees! He then naively
confessed the reason why he had not allowed me to com-
municate with the British officers at Reshun. According
to his account, both he and the two Jandol Khéns
sent careful instructions to their troops there how to
behave, but, unhappily, the truce had been broken before
those instructions arrived. Two British officers and nine
Indian soldiers were now on their way to Chitrdl—
obviously as prisoners, although that rough word was not
used. They might be expected about nine o’clock that
evening. ~Another long letter from the Jandol Khins
simply gave the same news in precisely similar words, and
then urged me to agree to their proposals for me to retire
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with honour from Chitrdl. If that were done, a “news-
_writer” might be left behind for the present.

Concerning the truth of the statements made about
Reshun I had, unhappily, no doubts at all. I was equally
certain that there had been treachery. Even Sher Afzul
and his allies seemed to think it necessary to write in an
apologetic tone. The former went so far as to confess that
he sincerely believed the Government of India never had
any intention of annexing Chitrd], but only desired the
‘firm friendship of its ruler. All this made me uneasy, and
the small number of Indian soldiers said to be coming with
the two British officers added to the feeling. The insist-
ence upon our travelling through Jandol to Peshawer,
instead of merely marching back to Mastuj and Gilgit, was
also curious and disturbing. In the meantime, there was
nothing for it but to try, by all possible means, and per-
suade the enemy to treat their prisoners well. We must
guard our defences more strictly than ever. ’

All day long, small groups of Pathdns and Chitralis had
been watched coming down the valley. Many wounded
crept along, afoot or riding, and seven or eight corpses on
stretchers were carried past. We concluded that there
must have been sharp fighting at Reshun. To bring slain
warriors so great a distance to Chitrdl for suitable inter.
ment, could only mean that the dead were chiefs or
important folk. If this were true thé enemy must have
suffered heavily, because, in the East, the proportion of
leaders to ordinary fighters in the total number of those
killed in action is generally low.

Our Chitrdlis all agreed that a relief party must be close
at hand, and that their fellow-countrymen had been
worsted in a fight. It was also reported to me that
messengets during the day, after hinting mysteriously to

-my head clerk that the two Jandol Khéns were ready to
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treat with me on their own account, had gone away with-
out further explanation. ~ Lastly, the lady known as the
Asmiri Queen, little Shuja-ul-Mulk’s mother, sent a man
to say that the British had beaten the Chitrdlis on the road
from Mastuj, and that I must on no account abandon the
fort. But none of these communications brought me any
comfort. Word came late at night, that the truce would
continue until we fired the first shot. Nevertheless, we
watched sharply, and strengthened some of our posts.

Next day, Wednesday the 2oth, I wrote to Sher Afzul
‘for the latest news of his captives. One informant declared
that Edwardes and Fowler had been separated ; that one
of them was to be brought to Chitrdl, and the other sent to
Mastuj. Long answers came from Sher Afzul,and from the
Jandol Khéns, to say that the prisoners were to be brought
in during the afternoon, and that riding ponies would be
sent down to meet them at the bridge. It was further
insinuated that my expressed anxiety about the British
officers was merely a pretext for delaying negotiations for
a surrender. They reiterated that they would, all of them,
collectively, be responsible for my safety on the march to
Peshawer, and remarked that further delay in coming to
terms would be of no advantage to me. According to
them, the breach of the armistice at Reshun was accidental,
so to speak, and fresh fighting having broken out no one
could stop it. They added that the troops had been
censured, and their commander placed under arrest.
Once more I was required to agree to their demands
forthwith, : oo

That I was to go to Jandol was the main stipulation.
Upon that the allies were determined. Consequently,
I wrote at length, to argue the question.from the point
of view of our retiring to Mastuj, and to say that the
other- plan could not be considered. I said that I
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accepted their assurances that my officers were safe in
their hands, and that they would be well treated. Also,
" that the attack made upon them during a parley was
from a misunderstanding; and that the individual re-
sponsible for that attack had been punished. Neverthe-
less, they must perceive how necessary it was to provide
against similar accidents in the future. With me, I
-explained, there were some fifty men unable to walk,
from various reasons. How were they to be carried?
Also, we had large quantities of stores of different kinds.
How were these to be transported?

What we had to agree upon was really the price to
be paid for the release of Edwardes and Fowler. In
short, what was the nature of the ransom demanded
for those unfortunate young soldiers. I expressed my-
self as ready to discuss that proposition from the stand-
point of ‘our evacuatihg the fort, and retiring to Mastuj;
but before going further, they must tell me what hostages
they were prepared to offer for their good faith, and
what guarantees that all arrangements for our journey
would- be properly made.

In the extremely improbable event of Sher Afzul and
the Khdns accepting these terms, as the basis of further
negotiations, it was decided that the hostages to be
finally demanded should be no other than themselves!
A reply came that the captured officers would only be
handed over to me at Chitrdl, if I gave my word that
! would surrender the fort; I had but to say that, and
Edwardes and Fowler would at once be permitted to
write to us.

. Soon after, three o'clock in the afternoon, imme-
diately behind a melancholy little procession of corpses,
a close crowd, of about a hundred persons, was seen com-
ing up from the bridge, with a couple of riderless ponies
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following. At the same instant, armed men flocked
into the sangars on the west, which lay between us and
the roadway, to prevent any rescue party issuing from
the fort. This showed that our opponents relied upon
our respecting a flag of truce very little more than we
trusted them. Every Britisher in the fort, except, of
course, poor Campbell, was on the parapet, straining his
eyes, through field-glasses, to see if Edwardes and Fowler
were in the throng. They were not discerned, and it
was agreed (with myself as the sole dissentient) that
they were not there; but optimism is a privilege of
youth, and it is easier to convince yourself of what you
desire even against the strongest evidence, than any
one would believe who has not experimented on the
subject. Hence, the manning of the sangars was looked
upon as an artful subterfuge of the enemy, and the
whole performance as an elaborate stratagem.

In the evening Amir Ali went to see the prisoners,
escorted by our deserter friend, formerly of the sth
Punjab Infantry. He took with him large presents of
money for both the Khdns; and tobacco and pipes, as
well as other small articles, for our friends, which he was
allowed to hand over to them in the presence of their
custodians. Some conversation was also permitted in
the Hindustani language, from which we learned that
the poor fellows were well in health. Under the influence
of the bribes the two Khdns grew friendly, and sent me
a request for a couple of watches, revolvers, and cartridges.
Several of their followers also eagerly assured Amir Ali
of their wish to serve us, only they were not allowed
to approach the fort. This, of course, meant that they,
too, desired presents,

The Khins again promised that our friends should
not be injured, but be made as comfortable as possnble
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We found that they had been stripped of everything
except the garments they wore; but we were allowed
to send them underclothing, tea, sugar, and plates,
although uncertain of their receiving those articles. Of
an escape there seemed but little chance, for Pathdns
were in the British officers’ room all night. My only
hope, and that a poor one, lay in working upon the
cupidity of the Khdns.

The fort no doubt looked strange to Edwardes and
Fowler, as they were marched up from the river. Perhaps,
through the thickly-planted but bare and wintry trees, they
had glimpses of the enemy’s works close up to the main
gate enclosure. ~ But the press of their escort, more
probably, allowed them only -to see our ruined precincts,
the loopholed walls and the white flag waving from
the highest tower. All the walls must have had a
curiously dishevelled outline, for the back cover, intended
to protect the soldiers on the banquette, consisted chiefly
of long planks, set up on end, without any uniformity of
height or regularity in grouping. In some places they
were clustered together, while at others, less important,
they were sparsely distributed.

The low parapets of the towers had been raised by
superimposed boxes full of earth, propped up by boards,
while some of the towers were capped with a very rough
bullet-proof head-cover. Probably, in such circumstances,
men note appearances unconsciously, and the officers,
.with the possibility of a violent death never far from
their ‘minds, thought more of their friends inside the
walls—eager, though powerless, to help them-than of
the extraordinary look of our defences.

Correspondence of the usual kind was resumed on
the 21st. Amir Ali told me, that the night before, the
Khdns had said that we had no alternative but to do
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as they wished. We were now ordered to desist from
carrying in wood from outside, although the hostile
sangars were being strengthened industriously; but it
was necessaty to submit, for the enemy had the whip-
hand of mé in all minor matters now. Amir Ali was
again allowed to go and see Edwardes and Fowler,
whom. he found seated in durbar, with Sher Afzul, the
-young Khins, and many other notables, It was re-
peated that I must go to Jandol. My agent answered,
gently, that it could not be done. Much discussion fol-
lowed. According to my clerk, the cogency of his
arguments was admitted by Sher Afzul, who, neverthe-
less, insisted upon his own conditions being accepted.

Edwardes wrote to say he wanted to see Gurdon,
and that his captors had agreed to his doing so. This
was mentioned to Amfr Ali by the Khdns, who were
told that I would allow Gurdon to meet one, or both,
of the officers at a particular place not far from the
fort. This concession was scouted.

I also sent out a Chitrdli headman, an ancient
warrior with a slashed visage, to see what he could
effect. This man was, undoubtedly, faithful to me, be-
cause Sher Afzul was known to owe him a grudge, and
would certainly kill him at the first opportunity, He
went to see the two, and found them firm about my
surrendering. Amongst others, he saw a certain man
named Gulwali, whose business seemed to be to watch
those nobles on Umra Khdn's behalf. This individual
sent me word, confidentially, that his master was all for
peace, and that it was the young chiefs who were the insti-
gators of all the evils we suffered. Umra Khén, he said, was
now only anxious to arrange matters so that the faults
he had committed might be forgiven but the other two
played for their own hand—merely to get money.
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The doorway leading into the stable enclosure was
protected during the day, at Sifat’s instance, by a semi-
circular outside wall, properly loopholed—a moderately
successful work. To build it was, however, difficult, on
account of the ground being saturated with rain‘water
and sewage which we could not drain away.

My discomfort and weakness attained their worst on
this day. Both were extreme, but henceforward I began
to mend rapidly. '



CHAPTER XXVII
OUR LOWEST POINT—AND A FLAG

EXT morning, Friday, our deserter acquaintance
brought me a note from the Khdn of Shina
asking me, formally, to permit a conference between
one of my officers and Edwardes and Fowler. He
solemnly declared that he would be personally responsible
for the safety of anyone I sent, and that, consequently,
there need be no cause for anxiety on that score. I
answered the ex-sergeant from the parapet that I was
willing to send an officer to a particular pollarded tree,
which I indicated, but no farther. The man answered
that his master would only allow the interview to take
place at the Musjid in the bazaar. He was then
told that my answer was final.

Whitchurch got a short note soon afterwards from
Fowler, which told us that, 'out of their whole party,
only twelve were alive. We learned, for the first time,
some details of what took place at Reshun during the
parleyings there. The story has already been told; it
is only alluded to here because it confirmed, if confirma-
tion was necessary, the suspicion that there had been
perfidy. OQur unhappy friends, while watching a game
of polo, at the invitation of the rascally Muhammed Isa,
were seized, thrown down, and bound.

Umra’s Diwdn came to pay ‘me a visit during the
afternoon. Gurdon and I saw him together. He gravely
advised me, as a friend, to give up the fort, and not die

of starvation. This remark pleased me, as the Chitrdli
271
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I sent to the Khins, the day before, - foolishly bragged
that we had food enough to last for months. Happily,
our besiegers, reflecting upon. the characteristics of their
race, believed the exact opposite of his assertion. A long
talk ended in the Diwdn Sahib going away unsuccessful,
but cheery. .

In the fort we were far from happy. Not only had
the enemy captured a large number of rifles at Reshun,
but .also the whole of the ammunition intended for the
"lgvives .ordered up from Gilgit. Worst of all, it was
- known that Fowler had a large quantity of gun-cotton
with him, and that his surviving Sepoys, all Muham-
- medans, knew how to use it. These facts spread a
certain consternation through the fort for a few days
—more, indeed, than I was aware of, until after it had
subsided. '

Now, my head clerk went on a secret errand to the
Khéns. He took with him revolvers and watches for their
acceptance, and did his best to stimulate their covetous-
ness, but to little purpose. Loyal he certainly was, and
not without ability, but it is no disparagement of him
if 1 record my belief that my old friend and clerk,
Abdul Hakim, would probably have been more successful.
He was more experienced, had greater force of will,
and more power of concentrating his mind on a par-
ticular object. Amir Ali whispered to the Khdns that,
if they would hand over Edwardes and Fowler to me,
or get them into the fort in any way they pleased,
they should receive a large specified reward. The bribe
was to be paid in uncoined gold, lent to me by the
little Mehtar. Consequently, it could be paid without
anyone’s knowledge. :

I also sent them a solemn promise that, if they
would do as I asked, the service should never be
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forgotten, and they might rely upon me as a friend
ever afterwards. It seemed that, on hearing my message,
they talked together in undertones for some time, and
then told Amir Ali that, willing as they were to oblige
me in this matter, if they could do so with any hope
of succéss, my proposal was impracticable. They were
watched, they said, by Sher Afzul's men. Moreover, the
facts must eventually leak out, and bring them to shame
before the whole Musalmén world; while Umra Khin
would be furious. Amir Ali pressed them, as far as he -
dared, but unsuccessfully.

He told me afterwards that the chiefs were not
really afraid of the Chitrdlis, nor were they influenced
by anything approaching to shame, but that Umra Khin
had spies everywhere, and that it was Gulwali, the man
already mentioned, and others of the same class, that
they feared. After the conference had lasted a con-
siderable time, Sher Afzul got news of it, whereupon
he at once hurried thither with all his headmen.

Then followed a long talk, in which Amf{r Ali played
a spirited part. We have his own word for it. He
argued, unanswerably, in reply to many attempts to
seduce him from his allegiance, that, according to the
principles of Isldim, Musalmins must pray for and
serve their ruling king without any regard to the religion
professed by that king; therefore, the Muhammedans
in the fort were acting in obedience to the teaching of
their Koran, and were ready, all of them, to sacrifice
themselves and die for their king and superior officer.
He was then laughingly asked how reinforcements could
cross the Shandir at that time of the year. “The
Pass,” answered the alert Amir Ali, “will be worked
into a plain by the thousands of men tramping over it
from Gilgit.”

S
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After seeing Edwardes and Fowler, and listening to
their unhappy tale, he returned, bringing with him the
Diwdn Sahib, who asked to see me, so that he might be
given a final definite answer to take to Umra Khidn.
I excused myself, however, because it was so late, and
bade him come back in the morning. We did not trust
our opponents enough to give anyone an excuse for
approaching the walls after dark.

Nevertheless, Gulwali was allowed to see Wafaddr, and
the individual with the scarred face. There was a great
parade of secrecy, and Amir Ali was not permitted to
be present. " Afterwards, they told me that Gulwali asse-
verated that Umra Khin was extremely well disposed
towards the Government of India, and then added, as his
own private conviction, that the two Khdns in Chitrdl
were “a prey to avarice” He also expressed a wish to
see me, secretly, at night, and offered to take a letter
either to Umra Khdn or to Peshawer. There was a
suspicion, not to say a hope, in ‘my mind that Gulwali
was himself a “prey to avarice,” and 1 determined to
test this at once.
~ Amir Ali told me that he had seen, with Sher Afzul,
my little friend, Muhammed Wali, who was, he thought,
friendly to me at heart,’ and therefore all the more
obliged to pose as an irreconcilable. On the last occasion
that my clerk went out he took a Gilgiti servant with
him, who contrived to get hold of certain news which
was believed in the bazaar. It was that regular troops,
as well as Hunza, Nagar, and Gllglt levies, had reached
Mastuj.

Saturday, the 23rd March, brought back the crafty
Diwdn for another long conversation with Gurdon and
me. He wanted a definite answer, he said, about my
going to Jandol, and nothing more. But it was pointed
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out that he had already received it. Forthwith, he pro-
ceeded to argue the whole question yet once more. Then
he touched upon the importance, the necessity, of my
sending an officer to talk to Fowler and Edwardes. I
gave my former reply, but the Diwdn Sahib insisted
that neither one nor both of the officers could be sent
to the place fixed upon by me. Whereupon I expressed
my sorrow. The envoy rejoined by playing his highest
trump. Looking me straight in the face he asked,
“Supposing Umra Khdn’s conditions were not agreed
to, what is to prevent us from taking the two British ,
officers down to the river and killing them?” I replied
gravely, “ What prevents me, Diwdn Sahib, from ordering
you now into the courtyard to be shot?” A shade
slowly passed over his face and left it grey and relaxed.
Probably the Diwdn Sahib had never been so taken
aback in his life. I improved the occasion and sermon-
ised a little, when he plucked up again, but without
his former assurance,

He professed to know nothing of the circumstances
attending the capture of the Reshun detachment, so that
_most of my remarks about the shamefulness of treachery
fell rather flat. Reverting to his first proposal, he con-
fessed that Umra Khdn knew that he had committed
himself, and now wanted to make amends by acting as my
protector, and by escorting me honourably to Peshawer.
He added that all the tribes were up from Childs to
Bajour; even Hunza, Nagar, Gilgit, and Khushwaktia
had risen. Naturally there was no reply to any of these
statements save a gesture of composure. Well, would
I give him a letter to Umra Khan? “Certainly I will” .
“When is the truce to end?” “At the pleasure of the
Khéns.”

Finally, he declared we need be in no anxiety about
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our friends; that he, personally, would watch over them
and never let them out of his sight until they were safe
with Umra Khdn. This was an indirect intimation that
he wanted a pourboire. We were obliged to conciliate
this man in spite of his irritating rudeness, for he obvi-
ously had the power, to worry or help Edwardes and
Fowler. So we gave him money and soft speeches
instead of the harsh reprimand he deserved. My letter,
which he carried to Umra Khén, after mentioning the
capture of two of my officers, went on to say that if
. they were taken in fair warfare I had nothmg to complain
. about, but if they were seized by perfidy then “you ought
to send them back to me at once with a letter of apolagy.”
By so doing, he was told, he would show himself a man
" of honour and a princely character. He was furthermore
exhorted to send back to me all his prisoners, to with-
draw his forces from Chitrdl, and trust to the leniency
of the Government of India. .

At dusk Sher Afzul hauled down his flag of truce,
so we had to do the same with ours. I hoped to have
prolongéd the armistice for another day or two, but
“had no plausible excuse. However, there had been a
formal cessation of hostilities for six whole days, and
no firing of any kind since the night of the 15th, with
the exception of the two shots on the 17th, while the
white flags were flying.

So there was to be no more free and easy strolling
about the fort, except at night. Even d‘uring the truce,
Wafaddr, knowing his fellow-countrymen’s natural in-
stincts, was always begging us not to expose ourselves
on the west wall. A European head within thirty yards
of him would, I suppose, have been a heart - burning
temptation to any Chitrdli or Pathdn with a rifle in
his hands.
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It had been settled that the man, Gulwali, was to be
brought into the fort after dark to see me secretly.
Gurdon had a faithful Chitr4li servant, who was sent out to
fetch him in from a pre-arranged place, When he got
there he found himself in an ambush, and men sprang forth
to seize him, but he kept his wits, tearing himself away
from his would-be captors, at the same time calling out
loudly to the soldiers on the Gun-tower to fire. There
was a little shooting, but all soon quietened down, although
the Kashm{r riflemen on the garden parapet kept send-
ing reports that large numbers of the enemy were
massing to the south-east.

For two nights in succession it had rained hard. The
tops of the walls had to be covered with tarpaulins to pre-
vent their melting away, because the parapets had little or
no wood in their construction, and consisted merely of
stones and mud mortar,

This -night (the 23rd) I tried, with only moderate
success, to illuminate the west wall by means of a large
bonfire. During the night Sifat’s enclosure was left un-
guarded. It was imperfectly loopholed on each side of its
huge gate on the west, and when we retired from it at dark, «
the one or two loopholes there were could be used by the
enemy from the opposite side. A great fire of logs was lit
in the middle of the quadrangle, between the fort main-
door and the enclosure gate just referred to, Our strong
fort entrance was securely barricaded every night with
stones and timber ; but it had a square manhole, about four
feet above the ground, which would give exit to any one
tending the fire. But, as may be supposed, nobody was
anxious for the job, therefore, long before morning it
faded down. No fire, however big, ould be expected to
last till daylight without being properly stoked,

Early on the 24th the old familiar sniping !into the
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‘fort-from Danin began again. The rain poured down in
a ceaseless torrent, carrying away, at length, a good large
mass of the parapet wall on the west. Every one was wet
through and miserable, while the sentries and the water-
guards were ir; a deplorable condition. A little rum was
given to those who liked it, and tea to the rest, as they
came off duty. During the morning some one imagined
that he heard the sound of a gun booming in the distance,
but it was not repeated, and the excitement caused by
the statement soon died away again, o

Harley’s orderly, one of the 14th Sikhs, got a bullet
“through his turban; his scalp also was slightly cut
As -soon as his head was dressed .in the hospital *he
_resumed his work; but instead of being grateful for a
lucky escape, the man went about muttering extreme
annoyance at the damage done to his head-dress. He
was amusingly inconsolable about it. '

The enemy were persistent, if not particularly ener-
- getic, and we had no communication from Sher Afzul all
day, a noteworthy circumstance. Qur friendly Chitrélis
were downcast. In their eyes I had behaved wrongly
‘in declining to accept the terms offered me. Even my
friend Wafaddr waxed gently reproachful, although he
put his complaint in the form of an historical remini-
scence. In that country, he remarked, in a dreamy
manner, as though addressing nobody in partlcular when-
ever a small garrison found itself helpless, and beleaguered
by a large force, it was always the custom for it to
capitulate, when it invariably received good treatment,
Such observations indicated that Wafad4r had not been’
uninfluenced by the crafty Gulwali. Yet I did not distrust
him. He was very impressionable, but not disloyal. But
if he spoke the feelings of the most trustworthy of the
boy-Mehtar's followers, the sentiments of the rest could
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be easily guessed a sleepless eye must be kept upon
them.

Rain continued to fall heavily all the day, and we were

“surprised as well as delighted at the comparatxvely little
.damage it did to the walls. For seventy-two hours there
had been no mitigation of the downpour. The men could
hardly get dry in the daytime before being drenched
again in the evening, when they had to stay near their
alarm posts. All night long they were sickening with
fever and dysentery, for the cold wind, blowing on their
saturated - clothes, chilled them blue. As the officer of
the watch went his rounds every'havlf hour, he was, for
all practical purposes, contmually in the open His plight
was as bad as the men’s, .

Our third week of siege ﬁm:/zed asy mxserably as the
enemy outside could have desired.”

Early next morning (the 25th), ‘thé " clouds seemed
breaking, as I viewed them from the top of the short flight
of stairs which led from my room to the continuous roofs.
A man accustomed to make the best of circumstances
often finds some compensation for the most discouraging
events. Hence the comforting reflection came to me that
whatever harm the continuous rain was causing us, it
secured us against an outbreak of fire, a contingency which
we always had in mind, Bringing my eyes and thoughts-
from the clouds.I noticed, at my feet, what looked like
a very small flag stuck into the mud of the roof. Two
or three other little banners also displayed themselves. In
answer -to my questions, a man shouted back from the
Gun-tower that they were put there to stop. the rain; and

certainly the sky was fast clearing up.
' On further inquiry, I learnt that Shuja-ul-Mulk,
observing the great discomfort we were in from the
rain, had asked Midn Réhat Shih, our shifty fellow-
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subject from Peshawer, to stop it as a favour to him.
The method used by the Midn, a ‘man none the less
venerated because he was a notorious rascal, was to
.write verses from the Koran on slips of paper, and then
fix them in the cleft end of sujtable sticks. Possibly the
wily fellow perceived that the atmosphere was getting
lighter. However that may be, the sky quickly cleared,
the sun burst forth, and the earth began rapidly to dry.
The Musulmdns in the fort referred to the incident with
gestures of smiling sélf-depreciation, as if fearful of ap-
pearing vain-glorious, but not without a glance of mild
and half - contemptuous triumph, which plainly said,
“What can your religion show to rival this?” 1 have
frequently seen bad weather change, after peculiar cere-
monials, on the Indian frontier, and 91 could- forget
the times of failure also, my human ‘tendency to vague
wonderment would have been greatly strengthened.
Failures, nevertheless, in my experience, are much less
frequent than successes, a fact probably attributable to
the weather-wisdom of my cloud-compelling friends.
There was a good deal of shooting the whole of this
day, and a little desultory firing kept on until half-past
nine, Afterwards there was quiet.

Tuesday, March 26th, marked the final appearance
of the seven-pounder, which has been already related. A
Sikh was killed in one of the tqwers from a bullet
which entered at a loophole. The enemy did not like
the gun being used, and opened a furious fire upon the
fort. At night, as was our arrangement for dead
" Hindus, after the proper rites had been observed, the
corpse was carried down to the waterway and thrust
out into the river with some unavoidable commotion,
which attracted notice, and started a fusilade,

Campbell had, and doubtless still has, a remarkable
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liking for Easterns, and in return possesses a power of .
attraction for them. = His servants and orderlies were
devoted to him. Uncommon linguistic gifts increased
his influence, and he was constantly having Oriental
visitors in his sick-room. In this way, he used to hear
the opinions current in the fort, and, without perhaps
being conscious of the fact, he was in himself a useful
intelligence department. Of course, at times they told
him the wildest stories, probably with the amiable in-
tention of cheering his spirits, His orderly at that time,
an exceptionally handsome Muhammedan cavalry soldier
from his own regiment, the Central Indian Horse, used
to report to his master the common talk of the garrison.
This man warned Campbell that a great attack might
be now expecteci,\as it was the end .of the annual fast,
when Musalmdns are exceptionally fanatical. The pre-
dicted danger was a straight, determined charge across
the streak of white sand, from the big sangar up-stream
on the river's edge, delivered suddenly in broad day-
light against the covered way. Campbell passed on
this warning to me, and from that time forward we
had a picket in the water-passage all day, as well as
" by night.

Long after dark there was intense excitement for a
while, It was reported that a man outside, after shouting
for one of our local servants by name, appealed to
the guards not to shoot, because he had a letter for me.
Gurdon hurried to the parapet with the Chitrdli asked
for, but they could get no answer to their call. The
sentries explained that the first man had been joined
by another, and that both had then gone away together.
We were, consequently, left in doubt whether it was
really a messenger for us who had approached the Gun-
tower, or whether it was some “devilry” of the enemy.
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The man never came back. The enemy lit a blazing
fire inside their sangar in the middle of the garden.
We volleyed at it once or twice, but without perceptible
effect. .

The next day (the 27th), at noon, there was jubila-
tion over a story that one of the Sikhs had killed a
man, whose body, in testimony thereof, lay exposed
some seven hundred yards distant.” However, there
was some uncertainty about the object pointed out, and as
no one ran forward to carry it away, it probably was
not a corpse. But the little incident indicates the diffi-
culty we found in retaliating on the Sher Afzulites.
Since the 3rd of March we had thus far suffered nineteen
casualties ; but we were not absolutely.gertain of having
hit one of the enemy in return. It is very hard, even
for a good Sikh, to shoot a running man at a range of
800 or 1000 yards. The only reasonable chance is to
volley .at him, but our ammunition required to be strictly
conserved. Moreover, even at those distances we never
saw any one, except for a very short time, as figures
occasionally ran from cover to cover or darted through
the trees on the west of the bazaar.

As this was the last day of the Muhammedan Fast
we conjectured that a desperate attack might be made
on the eve of the famous festival, which would begin with.
the first sight of the new moon; but there was no such
attack. Indeed, the care of themselves that the Pathin
part of the enemy showed, and their want of enterprise,
always surprised me, until I learned long afterwards of
the deadly nature of the fighting at Reshun, not only
before, but after the two British officers had been decoyed
on to the polo-ground and seized. The story goes, that
the final rush after that catastrophe was so valiantly
met by Dhurm Singh, the brave Gurkha subaddr, and his
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men, that the Pathdn losses were terrible, and/not fully
realised until the dead came to be buried. Umra Khdn,
it is said, was so angered and troubled when he heard
the truth, that he gave emphatic orders for no more
direct assaults on our troops, when entrenched, ever to
be made. If this is true, the devoted little band that
marched to our assistance with such amazing courage,
did greatly relieve us from our enemies even at the very
moment it was overwhelmed and destroyed.

The night passed off with no excitement, except
between two and three in the morning, when the Kashmir
Rifles burnt a good many cartridges. It was ex-
plained that they heard suspicious noises at the foot of
the wall, . , '

Thursday, the 28th, was the great Muhammedan
Festival of the Eed. We supposed that the comparative
lassitude of our besiegers might, perhaps, be due to their
obligation to fast daily till sundown; and that now the
trying month was ended we might expect them to show
more resolution. In the afternoon, one of the Chitrélis
in the fort gave way to passionate sorrow. The poor
fellow’s younger brother had called from outside that
their father had been killed by us in a sangar at
Danfn,

Just before sunset, letters were brought to the gate
under a “cease-fire.” They were from Drosh, one from
Edwardes, and one from Umra Khdn. A short enclosed
note from Fowler begged Campbell, if ever he got
the chance, to take care of the pony mare stolen from
the writer at Reshun. Edwardes made us melancholy
with the details of the tragedy at Reshun. Umra
Khin wrote that he had received my letter, and
appreciated its remarks. “Having sent for the
Englishmen,” he continued, “I told them them they
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were at liberty to choose one of the three following
proposals,:—
“(1) if they wished to go to the colonel at Chitrdl
I would send them there;
“(2) if they wanted to go to ]andol I would takc
them to-Jandol; and
“(3) if they liked to remain at Drosh they could
do so. :

“Both the Englishmen said that they would go to the
colonel at Chitrdl, if their Sepoys were also released with
them ; but, otherwise, without the Sepoys, they would not
go to Chitrdl. I told them that their Sepoys would not
in any case be allowed to go with them. For this reason
they have remained. I told them to write to you what-
ever they wanted to write, either in En‘gl-i.sh or in Persian,
as they liked. They said ¢ Very well’ . God willing, both
letters will reach you and make known all particulars.
Further, rest assured as regards me, and always let me
know about yourself. I have detained the Sepoys because
they are Musalméns, all Muhammedans being brethren.”

Edwardes confirmed what Umra Khdn had written
about his offers to them. It is generally believed these
were made by Umra Khé4n in a hilarious mood, and they
were undoubtedly received by most of his hearers as an
excellent joke. Supposing the British officers had elected
to return to Chitrdl, it is certain that they would still
have been detained, with or without plausible excuse, for
Umra Khdn’s chief hope at this time, lay in the high
value -of his hostages.

This was a remarkable day in the annals of the siege.
I had often lamented not having with me my British
Agent’s flag, which had been left behind at Gilgit.
Possibly 1 was getting superstitious on the subject, and
imagined that its absence brought us ill-luck. It seemed
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almost improper, not to say illegal, to fight without the
Union Jack floating over our heads. Also, many people
were getting downhearted, for our prospects were un-
deniably a little cloudy. So we went into committee on
the subject, and decided we must have a flag. Harley, of
course, at once produced a Sikh soldier who was a good
needleman; he had men equal to every emergency.
Shuja-ul-Mulk gave me some cheap, red-dyed cloth; a
blue turban being also contributed, and some white cotton
material. Whitchurch’s share was important. He pos-
sessed an empty tin of navy-cut tobacco with a picture
of a Jack upon it, which we used as a pattern. The
others gave advice, With scissors, needle, and thread
the Sikh set to won;k. The width of the stripes and their
other proportions were earnestly debated; the pole, and
‘everything connected with it, were also anxiously dis-
cussed. When the flag was finished, 2 day later, and
brought for final inspection, we found it admirable in
every way, except that its contriver had sought to improve
upon our national ensign by sewing in the middle a
~crescent and crossed swords cut out of white stuff. He
was a little upset by our want of appreciation, and went
away slowly to remove his own particular creations.

The flag was carefully erected on the top of the lofty
"tower to the south-west, at night, for it was a long
operation, and we did not want anyone hit, as that might
look like a bad omen. At early dawn, and every morning
after, when one capped to the fluttering rag, a smile of
confidence, one might almost say the smile of adoration
for a fetish, accompanied the action.

During a siege, as well as in all other occasions of
a man’s life, there is plenty of room for superstition. We,
for instance, will always believe that this flag turned the
scale of our fortunes from the moment it was run up.
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In truth it helped us greatly. It cheered our hearts and
stiffened our backs. Critical eyes have since discovered
that it was made incorrectly, that certain narrow white
stripes were all of the same width, so that it could never
have been flown upside down as a signal of distress.
Happier are we that such a contingency was never pro-
vided for. Sentiment still hangs about this improvised
Union Jack. It is one of my dearest possessions.



CHAPTER XXVIII
| REACTION

THE daily detail of work in the way ‘of strengthening

old defences, inventing new ones, or in devising
screens or fresh places for bringing a flanking fire upon
important points, would be tedious to record; but every
night all spare hands were thus employed in carrying
out plans which had been devised during the day.

A committee was convened, with Townshend as
president, and Gufdon and Harley as the two other
members, to recommend Whitchurch for the Victoria
Cross, in compliance with the official regulations on the
subject. Upon the proceedings being handed to me, I
wrote- a forwarding note to go with them, in which I
fulfilled, to the extent of my power, the solemn promises
I had made to the dying Baird. It was well to have
this record completed properly, and betimes, for no one
could say what might happen within the next few weeks,
who might be killed or who left.

On the 29th March I sent a note answering Umra
- Khdn briefly; a mere polite acknowledgment of his
letter. Campbell also wrote to Fowler, with the object
of cheering him and Edwardes. The Jandol Khdns
sent me word that Umra Khdn had already left Drosh
for Bajour, so that if I wanted to make peace (their
term for a surrender) I must give fifteen days’ notice
beforehand, to allow time for them to communicate
with their chief. He himself had bade me be of good

cheer, and started off with the encouraging remark that,
287
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by his orders the fort was not to be “rushed” Umra
.Khin was updoubtedly a person possessed of some
humour of a peculiar kind.

A man who came for my letter produced a shoulder
of mutton and some country tobacco; a bit of the meat,
to make quite sure, was offered to a dog, who enjoyed
it, and so removed our doubts. The joint was then de-
voted to the sick people in hospital.

We were closely beleaguered. A double cordon
stretched round the fort tightly. On the night of the
28th a very good fellow, Mir Hamza, who deserves to
be recorded —even if my collection of uncomfortable
names in  this book is already large—tried to pass
through the enemy’s lines with a note, but only a few
yards from the walls he was chall'enged, and obliged
to race back. This man, years before, is said to have
saved Colonel John Biddulph, an admirable author and a
renowned frontier officer, from capture by the “ Wrestler”
(referred to on page 25).

Any attempt upon us would have been out of the
question on this date, so light was the sky with its
young crescent moon. To the north, that wonderful
mass of snow mountain looked as lovely and as unsym-
pathetic as ever. Its beauty always made one melancholy,
nor could it be looked upon without a long sigh and sad
thoughts of those far away at home, who were, we knew,
suffering much more for us than we suffered ourselves.
We could only repay their anxious thoughts with others.
as tender. ~If we could but have sent them a single
line of love, a weight would have been lifted from our
hearts, .

We achieved a notable triumph this same- evening.
It has been already told how we sought to illuminate the
walls at night, and so keep the besiegers off them, by
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fire-balls during demonstrations, and by log fires in front
of the maln gate. Such experiments were successful to
a limited extent only. Wafaddr now explained to me
a local method, with the same end In vlew, which sounded
more promising. He showed how little platforms could
be thrust out through horizontal slits cut in the parapet
walls, and heaps of pine chips be kindled and kept alight
upon them. One man would have to be employed, con-
tinuously, for each of these cressets, to feed the flames,
but nothing except his hand and wrist need ever be
exposed, and then only for short periods at irregular
intervals. . We determined to try this plan experiment-
ally on the west and the river sides, therefore little gangs
of Chitrdlis were employed to construct the platforms
and fix them propetly, The result was good, and would
be still more hopeful when certain minor faults had been
rectified. Great care was required in their manipu-
lations, so that the fort might not be set on fire,
When the breeze was even moderate, these illuminators
could not be used upon the windy side, At other times,
all that was necessary was to put one trustworthy
sentry In charge of the Chitrdli who added the fuel, and
to keep alongside of each platform a large skinful of
water.

The shock caused by the Reshun disaster had affected .
us all greatly, nor was it lessened by vague rumours of
yet another catastrophe to a second force marching from
Mastuj in a devoted attempt to rescue Edwardes, For
obvious reasons, discussion on the subject was discouraged ;
but, for several days after the prisoners had been brought
to Chitrdl, a sadder-faced company than we in the fort
could scarcely have been found, And still, any reference
- to Edwardes or Fowler gave one a cold feeling at the
heart; their fate was so doubtful. Terrible stories of

T
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the cruelties practised by Pathdns on helpless captives
rose to the mind, and there we were, impotent, and shut
up like whipped children, within our four walls! We
could only fix our jaws and grip our hands in useless
anger.” That our poor friends would in the end escape
murder hardly engaged our thoughts, whatever our
time-serving lips might say. 1 worried my nights with
doubts if enough had been done to save them, My
cooler judgment said yes. My tired thoughts continually
touched the question, to glance off, and then return again
and again with exhausting persistence. But mental time
moves with the speed of a hurricane, and in particular
circumstances, ordinary conceptions of days and periods
have no meaning. Already the events of scarcely more
than a week past seemed ancient history, so far distant
that half-forgetfulness had begun to play its consoling
part. The more acutely one feels the sooner comes
relief, no matter how deep are the sore places which
remain.

Now reaction had begun, and was nearly equal to the
former heavy depression of the garrison. The “boys,” as
_Campbell termed them, were in high spirits. OIld tins
fixed to the tails of stray dogs made them charge the
bazaar madly, and the enemy, gaping with surprise, was -
more convinced than ever that no Britishers. are quite
sane. Then after a quiet night a glorious spring morning
ushered in Saturday, the 3oth March, and turned all
youthful fancies to thoughts of gaiety. Two dummies,
atrocious caricatures of a helmeted British officer and
his turbaned orderly, were made, and set up the follow-
ing day on the top of the inner dividing wall of the
fort. At a few hundred yards anything passes for a
man. I have mistaken artfully-disposed upright stones
on a housetop for night-guards, and small -groups of
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wooden statues for possible foes, so it was no wonder
that the besiegers were fooled. They started a furious
musketry fire, and it was long before they guessed that
there was something more than human in the imper-
turbability of the effigies. It was interesting to note,
when the figures were brought down in the evening, for
after being displayed they could not be withdrawn in
daylight, that they remained untouched. All the bullets
fell low, while the woodwork of the window of the
durbar hall underneath was peppered all over. Prob-
ably the vigorous young foliage on the trees hid the
straw men from the middle distance sangars, while many
of the others were so close that the fort walls interfered
with their view. Consequently, most of the aiming was
done at over-long ranges.

Upon this Saturday we had a stock-taking, and reviewed
our position. At the then rate of expenditure, our rations,
such as they were, would last up to the 1ith of June—a
comfortable reflection. We numbered altogether 543
mouths, of whom 403 were soldiers; but only 342 of the
latter were riflemen actually on duty, the remainder being in
hospital. The guard and sentry work was very heavy.
It may be interesting to show how the men were dis-
tributed at this time. At the main west gate were ten
soldiers, and at the garden entrance six. Each of the
four parapets had ten men told off for it, and each of the
four towers absorbed another six. There were ten soldiers
employed to look after the Chitrdlis. Campbell’s covered
way had ‘a picket of twenty, the water tower twenty-five,
and the stables a similar number, while the doorway

“leading out into the stables was guarded by ten Sikhs.
After we had gone over the list many times in consultation,
it was found impossible to reduce this total. The only
other guards were six .men over the Righundth Snider



202 ‘ CHITRAL

ammunition; that of the Sikhs (Martini cartridges) was
kept at the main gate. One hundred and sixty-seven
‘fighting men remained for other possible work, sorties,
reinforcements, and so forth. On the whole, we had no
just cause to complain, and, provided that the Kashmir
Rifles had “come again,” we should take a great deal of
beating. ‘

Discipline was carefully maintained. Bugle calls were
given as regularly as in a cantonment. At first, the op-
position bugler used often to blow at the same time, but
not of late, Possibly, we thought, he had gone up the
valley, Mastuj way, with the Chitrdli contingents, which
were seen to be constantly moving in that direction.
These contingents travelled along the ridges to the west
on the sky-line just out of range, aesensible precaution,
but none the less irritating on that account.

All the Sikhs were wonderfully cheery and eager, Ex-
citement delights them; thoughts of bloodshed brighten
their handsome faces with pleasant smiles. Commanding
them, under Harley, was their own subaddr, a splendid
old fellow who had grown grey in the service of the
Queen, Strange as it may sound to Western ears, he
was everlastingly haranguing his company. His voice was
strident, and lacerated one’s nerves with its monotonous
clamour, but no one would have dreamed of asking him
to modulate it. Many Easterns are like some Anglo-Saxon
women, and have to talk to help.them to think. This
old Sikh officer was as strict as he was brave. I never
approached the main gate, which might be looked upon
as the headquarters of Harley’s men, although they were
also at the water door, on watch over the Chitrdlis, on
the top of the towers, and at every other important place,
without the guard tumbling out to present arms, while
the bugler sounded a point of war. The old subadir
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would have been disconsolate at any remission of military
courtesy, although subsequently he was induced to relax
it to some extent. At the beginning of the siege, I was
generally known as the “Colonel,” an honorary rank
bestowed upon me for convenience, the word “British
Agent” being troublesome for Orientals to pronounce;
but the Sikhs had now given me the brevet of “ General,”
which stuck to me long afterwards, and, like my former
description, was not a little confusing to people who did
not know me well, but had always heard that I was a
civilian.

Perhaps the most pleasant thing about the Sikhs, was
the kind, gay, friendly looks they gave one, as if there
was some simple gJd joke always on hand. Men who
could so keep up their spirits after the hard work, bad
food, and continual exposure they had experienced, must
be practically. invincible.

They were a great contrast to the sad, heavy faces of
most of the Rdghundths, whether Gurkhas or Dogras.
Yet it must in fairness be said that these men knew little
or no Hindustani, the speech used by the British officers;

" and that to draw forth the splendid soldierly qualities of
Gurkhas, particular officers are required, who are accus-
tomed to them, and able to gain their liking in intimate
converse. With one additional officer, for instance, my
former companion and assistant, C, G. Bruce of the sth
Gurkhas, these men would ever have gone about with
the national grin, a thing which darkness' scarcely hides.
But we had only three British officers altogether, for
regimental duties, and ‘they were overworked, so that’
the Kashmir soldiers had to be left greatly to their own
leaders—brave but ill-instructed men,

Sunday, the 31st of March, was the last day of our
Jourth week of siege,
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Qur Chitrdli friends stated their conviction' that the
"morning would reveal new sangars close up to us.on
the west. They were right in supposing that we should
have evidence of the enemy’s activity, but they did
not guess the éxact form. it would take. At the north
corner -the Sikhs, - hearing a rattle of stones during
the night, fired a few shots. -Daylight showed that some
eight or nine yards of rough wall had been erected, sloping
from the enemy’s up-stream sangar towards the water’s
edge. The firing from the North-tower had, seemingly,
stopped the building of a screened way, more or less
parallel to our own, on the farther side of the sand-spit.
Again, on- the opposite side of the river, a brand new
approach displayed itself exactly opposite to the end of
Campbell’s ‘covered passage. It could not do very much
“harm, however, for the addition of a few timbers, thought-
fully arranged, parried it sufficiently. Probably it was
designed chiefly to guard against men being sent out of
the fort at night to swim down the river. One peculiarity
of all the sangars, except that facing our west front, was
that no loop-holes could be discerned, even with the best
field-glasses. They were so cleverly contrived that one
never knew the result of a shot, or where to shoot; con-
sequently, as our cartridges were precious, we rarely fired
at them at all,
) At half-past four in the afternoon there was another
parley. We ceased firing, but the sangar across the river
probably could not see the white flags displayed,. for
it kept rattling away at us, but did no harm. The
envoy was the ancient woman, who came to say, by
word of mouth, that Sher Afzul was prepared to give
me a safe conduct to Mastuj, and also to mend the roads.
He would, in addition, have all our stores and baggage
carried by villagers. In short, he proposed that we should
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evacuate the fort with all the honours of war; but this
was to be my very last chance, Supposing I refused to
listen to him he would not attempt to negotiate with me
again. v - .
One encouraging remark the old woman made was
that no troops were advancing from Gilgit. As this
was gratuitous—and bearing in mind that Chitrdlis stick
to the truth so tenaciously, as somebody has remarked,
that it is impossible to get it from them—it looked as
if a relieving force were approaching. The woman
also handed in a.letter, neither signed nor sealed—but
said to. be written at the dictation, and on behalf of
all the notables of Chitrl—which calmly stated that I,
personally, had told them at Gdirat they were at liberty
to choose anyone )they pleased as Mehtar. Although it
seemed almost unnecessary to answer so absurd a state-
ment, 1 contradicted it dispassionately in a signed docu-
ment, for perhaps some person was disseminating false-
hoods which my silence might be held to substantiate:
On the other hand, it was equally probable that my
answer would be read out as an admission of that or
any other untruth,

The Chitrdlis in the fort were allowed to talk freely
with Sher Afzul's messenger, but some of my people were
present to hear what they said. The rest of her news
proved of small importance. In reply to Sher Afzul's
verbal message, she was told to say that he had better
send a letter, She had only been gone a very few minutes,
when men hurried up to the gate with a polite invitation
for Amir Ali to go and play polo with Sher Afzull We
had anticipated a very different reason for their hurry;
and if our besiegers were humorists, which doubtless they
were not, they certainly “sold me” this time, as the
slang phrase runs. With equal politeness, they were
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assured by my clerk that stress of business alone pre-
vented his going back with them.

We had in the fort a man who had given us valuable

help all through, but particularly before the siege began.
He was a person of high rank, and, happily for us, he knew
that the triumph of Sher Afzul would be synchronous with
his own death, for there was hatred between them., On
this account, chiefly, our friend Futteh Ali Shah, whose
house, already referred to, was directly opposite, at seven
hundred yards interval, our south wall, had done all
in his power to help Gurdon collect the supplies which
~alone enabled us to maintain our position. He was as
faithful as Wafadar, and for identical reasons. On the
1st of April he told me that two little companies of
men we had observed travelling dowfl the valley, were
‘vety likely returning from Mastuj, and that, in his
opinion, a Gilgit force must certainly have arrived there.
Should that be true, he thought Sher Afzul would
probably make a grand attempt to get hold of the fort
by stratagem within the next four or five days. While
it was yet dark, soon after three in the morning, two
Jandolis near the Gun-tower shouted that they had
brought a letter for me, from the Commissioner of
Peshawer, and wished to deliver it personally. The
British officer on watch shouted back, using Wafadir as
his mouthpiece, that they should place the letter on
a stone and themselves retire, or else bring it in the
daytime. '

Small numbers of the enemy were then observed to be
collecting round the sof-désant messengers, whereupon the
guard was ordered to fire, This little incident subse-
quently diverted our thoughts, for, of course, the men
might have been well paid to get a letter through, which
could not be done secretly except in the way they
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adopted. On the other hand, it might have been merely
a rascally attempt to get sufficiently near the walls to
light a fire under the tower, the adventurers them-
selves being secure from harm after the “cease-fire”
had sounded. We could not remember how the wind
blew that night, whether on the south wall, so as to
help an incendiary, or in another direction. However,
what is quite certain is, that Gurdon was right to run
no risk, and therefore to give the order to fire.

One of the agreeable observations of the ancient dame,

on the previous evening, was that the Sher Afzulites were
busily engaged in making scaling ladders for a determined
attack. The Chitrdlis in the fort also told Campbell that
they thought hostile marksmen might build themselves
bullet-proof nests of fascines or faggots in the surrounding
trees, and harass us greatly. To be ready for a scaling
party, which by common consent was to attack the south
wall especially, for that was admittedly our weakest flank,
Wafadar and I got out some long spears from a store-
room, and placed them conveniently for my scratch picket
to use through certain long, slit loopholes below the
‘banquette on the south. As for the men climbing into
the trees, there was never much anxiety on that point.
The Kashmir Rifles riddled the upper branches habitually,
and very likely, from their inferior shooting were, in that
way, a real protection to us.

Everybody asked after the siege why we had not cut
down those trees, Nobody reflected on the time necessary
for such an operation, even if we had possessed good axes
and skilled woodsmen. As a matter of fact, we went in
with bare poles all round us, and in a hurry; we came out
with the trees in full foliage. There is no doubt that, in
this particular instance, the dense foliage on all sides did
little harm; for, if it allowed the enemy to get faitly near,
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it also gave us a valuable screen. If our opponents had
been determined enough to climb into the fort along the
two or three overhanging boughs, or to assail us from
the upper branches, they would certainly have been
able to capture or demolish the Gun-tower, more easily,
by rushing in and starting a dozen simultaneous fires
against the walls, selecting a time when a favourable wind
was blowing. After that there would have been stubborn
fighting, no doubt, but we should have been still far from
hopeless, while the enemy must have perished in hundreds.
Reshun had taught the Chitrilis and their Pathdn allies
the price they must pay for a masterful attempt to capture
the fort. .

All Sifat’s men in any way fit for such work were now
(April 1st) enrolled as levies and armed with Snider rifles,
as well as with Eastern swords. Everybody knew, with-
out being told, that the siege was entering upon a last
and more desperate phase. We had been shut up for a
whole month, and the long arm of the Government of
India must be stretching itself forth to rescue us, whilst
the besiegers could not but be aware of that fact, and
must feel that they had little time to lose.

I thought at the time, and I have always thought
since, that the hoisting of the Union Jack was the turning
of our luck. I know, at any rate, that coincident with
that event there was a wonderful return of cheerfulness,
confidence, and determination to be seen on 'most faces.
Trials and keen anxiety were in store for us all; but the
unhappy week of the truce was gone for ever. It was
then we reached our lowest point. The daily routine of
work went on now more pleasantly, because we were all
happier.

Superstition, the belief in luck, and similar fancies are far
beyond the control of reason. Many times 1 laughed at my-



REACTION 299

self for yielding to such influences, but yielded nevertheless.
For instance, I used at odd times to play a “Patience”
game; but whenever the cards came out properly there
was invariably a noisy ‘demonstration by the enemy, with
its usual concomitant of excitement and disturbance. It
almost seemed that one must deliberately play to lose,
or else bring on a hostile attack! Fantastic ideas of this
kind have a real meaning for many men, and for all lovers
of games of chance. But I care nothing for gambling, so
with me it must have been genuine inherited superstition.
“Patience” was abandoned for good. Then, towards the
end of the siege, when I used to pass the greater part
of my night, if there was quiet, in the mess-verandah,
sitting over a small charcoal fire, one of the young
Chitrdlis in the’fort often brought his long-stringed
guitar and sang to its music, either alone, or with
Wafaddr and another in a trio. Gradually I became
convinced that their music, though, of course inaudible
to the enemy, was inevitably followed by an outburst of
firing and by an alarm. It was useless to scorn one's
self as a fool and to persevere. The rule held good.
many times, and it had not one exception. Finally,
fancy conquered common-sense, and the musicians were
asked to come no more,

Sifat’s men were busy all the night of the 1st April in
digging a trench leading to the water-way, and parallel to
the river wall of the stables. It was to form a sunken road
for the better protection of the water-carriers labouring
under their heavy burdens from the river. On the outer
edge a line of heavy beams was stuck on end to shelter,
as well as to conceal, those using the ditch-like path. 1
saw the work after it was finished, and, though roughly
done, it was effective. But immediately afterwards there
came a steady downpour of rain, and by the morning all
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the beams were lying on the ground, and the sunken way
itself was full of water, A fatigue party of Sikhs told
off to repair the damage had poor success. So Sifat tried
his hand once again, and on the following Thursday (the
4th) solved the difficulty, the rain stopping at the same
time, '



CHAPTER XXIX
SHORT RATIONS

SHER AFZUL recommenced negotiations on the 2nd,
3rd, and all the 4th April, in the usual way, by letters,
in which he represented himself as an injured innocent and
me as-an aggressive person, followed by demands that I
should come out of the fort; and all the time his envoys
simply cooed with his protestations of friendliness and
loyalty towards the Government of India, as well as of
his wish for peace. According to the messengers, Sher
‘Afzul was languishing for my personal friendship, and was
merely the ally of Umra Khidn, because he could get no
encouragement to desert him and throw in his lot with
me, Consequently, they said, he was at a loss to know
what to do. I replied advising him to submit, and,
perhaps somewhat disingenuously, asked him not to hurry
a decision, but to take at least a fortnight to think it over.

We now got hints for the first time of the shocking
massacre of Sikhs at Kalak.

Another letter Sher Afzul sent, really gave the lie to
every statement I had made, and was more like a docu-
ment drawn up in defence of a prisoner in desperate case
than an ordinary argument about a parley. All the same,
the men who came with it were as oily-tongued as ever.
They even brought a goat and some tobacco for my clerks,
With great earnestness they asseverated that Sher Afzul
was most anxious for peace—a statement I was also begin-

ning to believe. He was evidently much disturbed at some
event unknown to us,
301
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With me was one of Sher Afzul's half-brothers, an
ancient friend who, in Chitrdl fashion, used to seek every
opportunity to caress my hand, and - gaze affectionately
into my eyes. Of late, this prince had grown less demon-
strative, and more and more thoughtful. Sher Afzul now
asked for him to be sent out as peace-maker and go-
between. He further observed that this mutual friend
could go with me as a hostage if I agreed to march back
to Mastuj. It is a remark of this kind, that I should give
up to Sher Afzul a man to be afterwards sent to me as
a hostage, which shows there is some subtle line of thought
in the Chitrdli mind not easy of grasp even by an European
who has studied the people earnestly. I declined to part
with my long-time friend, a compliment which that friend
tried hard to be grateful for, but he enly succeeded in
contorting features, already dark with chagrin, into the
phantom of a smile. The poor old fellow had a son known
to me ever since he was a little boy. To cajole me into
letting the father go Sher Afzul sent this youth to the
fort, but I was just as determined to keep my few magnates
together as Sher Afzul was anxious to show that he had
all the people of rank in the country with him.

Probably to insinuate the futility of further resistance,
this boy brought me a letter said to have been received
by Sher Afzul from a man I had never heard of, a
resident of Jandol It affirmed that everything was
quiet in Jandol, and that Sher Afzul might therefore
attack us without fear; also, that all the Musalmén tribes
and clans were united in his support. This made me
wonder if a relieving force could possibly be starting
from Peshawer. :

One of the humours of this period was when Sher
‘Afzul’s emissary gravely produced a tiny Quackenbush
cartridge, and said how gratified his master would be if
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I would kindly fit a rifle to it. My answer was not worthy
of the occasion, It was that I should be charmed to let
him have the little rifle in exchange for ten goats or sheep.
No doubt he blushed for me and my sordid commercial
spirit. We had, it is true, one of these toy guns, but
Campbell had been brought out of his bed and propped
up in a chair in the mess-verandah, where he divided his
time between reading books, and missing sparrows for
dinner. But, nevertheless, one did not know that the
Quackenbush might not get us something some day.

Sher Afzul protested that he intended to drive into
the fort the families of all the Chitrdlis who were with
me, This was, perhaps, because of a message I had sent
him, that in future, an armistice must be paid for at
the daily rate of six goats and four hundred-and eighty
pounds of flour. He solemnly vowed that he would give
me back Edwardes and Fowler at the village of Danin
after I had marched out—an idle promise, for those officers
were then far away in Bajour,

His last “bluff” was that he was not only prepared
to think over my observations for a fortnight, as had
been suggested, but that I ought to think over his offers for
at least three weeks before coming to a decision. Only,
he added, the siege would be pressed all the same. He
did not wish to inconvenience me, but if I liked quarrels
and trouble there was no help for.it. That was the
last letter but one Sher Afzul ever sent me; and the last
was written in very different circumstances, and in a
very different tone, some weeks later,

There had been very little firing at night or shoutmg
for some days, but on Friday morning, the sth, between
one and six o'clock, there was a good deal of noise,
and much letting off of guns round us, while the enemys
bugler re-appeared and blew the “assembly,” “fire,” and
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several other calls, Two new sangars were discovered
soon afterwards, and rumours spread that approaches
were to be made behind the great plane trees, close to
the walls, and also that we were to be mined.

Another form of assault, now started in an organised
way, was that of abusing us, whereat, it must be confessed,
the Pathdns showed proficiency. The summer-house
corner was not twenty-five yards from the Gun-tower,
and as the wall there was high, and gave perfect shelter,.
anyone could come near enough to make every word
distinct. . .Near the East-tower, also, the enemy could
approach, with safety, almost as close. But only a few
people in the fort understood what was shouted. One
of these was a Gilgit man, of some position, who had
been under a cloud since the 3rd of March, when he
behaved indifferently. He now saw a chance of display-
ing certain hitherto hidden talents, and, from the top
of a tower, eloguently answered back the vile things,
whatever they were, which were shouted from outside.
All this, doubtless, sounds archalc, but the siege through-
.out was anachronistic.

At nine o'clock there was an explosion, as if a big
gun were being fired from across the river., No one
could guess its meaning, but in the end we decided it
must be a device to persuade us that the enemy possessed
cannon. This may seem strange to Western ears; but
I have been regularly bombarded morning after morning,
on the Gilgit frontier, in this harmless way. Campbell’s
orderly was confident that a relieving force, with mountain
artillery, was engaging our besiegers. ,

The previous evening the son of the old prince again
came to the gate, but, as it was late, he was asked to
return in the morning. He arrived, after mid-day, with
long verbal communications from Sher Afzul, as well as
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strict injunctions to bring back his father. To move
my hard heart he faltered, with wistful pathos, that if he
were seen returning by himself he would be fired upon.
He was sent away alone, and told to say that I would
receive no more messages through old women or little
boys.

A noisy night followed in spite of its being beautifully
clear and not very dark. Soon after nine there was an’
interchange of shots followed by incessant yells and war
cries from the end garden wall. Then the enemy made
a series of pretended rushes which ended in nothing.
Pipes were sounded, to be presently drowned in choruses
of insult, and the racket outside was surprising. To
it we contributed, at intervals, by steady volleys. After
eleven o'clock the outcry lessened, but the shooting was
kept up till daylight. Every one looked about sharply
to find what new thing had happened. It was sufficiently
bad ; no less than three new works were seen. A large
sangar faced us not thirty yards from our west wall, It
looked as complete and well-built as it was big. For
such a structure to be erected between darkness and
dawn one had to go to the “Arabian Nights” for a
precedent. Then there was a second, half-finished, in the
middle of the garden, and a something that looked as
if a covered road were being made from the enemy’s
river bank up-stream sangar to the out-of-doors durbar
place, which we termed the “chabutra,” just outside of
Sifat’s enclosure, and close to, but to the north of, the
great mushroom approach which had sprung up so
* portentously in a single night. After six o'clock the
enemy’s fire slackened. We had to work hard all
that day. '

Townshend used to come to my room every morning
at eight, read his diary and copy it out for me; then

U ‘
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we discussed together the work to be attempted within
the next twenty - four hours, our decisions being duly
recorded in his note-book. For this day we designed
much additionalulqopholing, while, after dark, we intended
to build a strong barrier wall, properly perforated for
rifle fire, at the west end of the stables enclosure,
flanking this new erection from a small square building,
now turned into a blockhouse, which stood at the top
of Campbell's waterway. In addition, there was a great
deal of defensive work to be done in the East-tower,
especially in that portion of it commanding the eastern
extremity of the stable outpost. That important position
was, indeed, made very strong, well able to protect the
water passage on both its flanks, while, in proportion
to our total garrison, the interior of the covered way
and the tower over it were most liberally supplied with
soldiers. We likewise took Sifat's enclosure in hand,
which the big new sangar so closely menaced. During
the afternoon, many fresh loopholes were made in its
west wall, which twelve Sikhs were to maintain during
the night, and also on the side facing the river, where
a detachment of our newly-enrolled levies, with a couple
of Gilgit Rajahs, stationed themselves at sundown to
watch sharply against a sudden charge of the enemy
across the sand at the water’s level. Certainly, these
elaborate arrangements once complete, it .would be bad
luck if we were to lose our waterway and have to retake
it. But, practically, that part of our defences was now
impregnable, ’
The enemy worked busily all day at the summer-
house post, but no amount of watching from the Gun-
tower could detect his object. He was also fussing a
good deal at his latest new approach, and one bundle of
faggots actually lay upon the chabutra, protruding beyond
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the edge which overlooked the steep path leading up from
the river bank sangar. We decided to go out at night-
fall on the chabutra and try to find out what was
being done there, and then, if it were practicable, to build
out a small sangar to flank the west wall of Sifat’s
enclosure, and prevent a work being constructed upon the
chabutra itself. Of course, the great sangar, the astonish-
ing growth of a few hours, as it appeared to us, was of
enormous interest. It was exciting to be so close to
the enemy, for not more than twenty yards now inter-
vened between our respective loopholes. Townshend and
I were in Sifat's enclosure the greater part of the after.
noon, discussing matters and directing the workers. Near
the south-west corner, the old gun port had been hastily
filled in, and we Were nearly caught napping, while
standing there, for a bullet came through one of the
interstices of the stones, and smashed itself into frag-
ments close by my leg; a happy let-off, to use a
common expression.

A little later I borrowed a rook rifle and had a kind
of duel with one of the enemy. Cautiously peering
through the edge of a loophole, to watch a similar
aperture of the enemy’s sangar, at length too much
of my face was exposed, and a bullet struck the wall
noisily outside. It was a shockingly bad shot, but
probably the man who fired felt as excited as myself—
not the best state of mind and body for drawing a
fine sight on a very near object. There was a pause,
and again I approached the hole, at the same instant
that the enemy’s lpophole showed a kind of pinkish
tinge, instead of being black, which showed that it
had a man’s face for a background, We both started
away, and I suppose he, like mysclf, was standing well
back, looking down the barrel of his rifle. Then I
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shifted quietly to a loophole farther north and watched
carefully. After a considerable time, the enemy’s loop-
hole turned pink once again. Probably he had de-
cided that his vis-d-vis’s loophole must really be empty,
and he wanted to see where else he could shoot. My
finger began to press the trigger as slowly and steadily
as my eagerness would allow. Off went the rifle, after
a couple of seconds or so, which seemed like hours, and
the particular loophole I had been watching remained
vacant for the rest of the afternoon. Whether the man
was hit, or only scared, it is impossible to say. Shooting
at close quarters, with accurate rifles, is, however, a very
different thing from the long-range firing I had been
in the habit of indulging in occasionally from the Gun-
tower, at running men, eight hundred®yards distant. But
that was more for range-finding, and to help instruct
some of the more remarkably ignorant of the Rdghunith
riflemen, than with any idea of hitting a particular
individual, )

The evening closed in, and we sat down to our frugal
dinner of inferior horse-meat and spoiled rice, preceded
however by the .pea-soup, which we should have been
more grateful for, if it had not grown distasteful from
monotony. A horse was first killed for food on the 22nd
of March, after much . discussion. Gurdon would not
soften to the idea, while Whitchurch, with intense disgust
on every feature, lapsed into speech to observe that he
would as soon eat dog. Upon that date I was the
wretchedest invalid imaginable, and the cook’s first. ex-
periment was to try and- make soup for me. He
prepared something or other which was brought in
a bowl.  One sniff of that dreadful fluid sufficed.
How it had been concocted was unknown, and never
inquired into, but its odour was appalling. Perhaps, after
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all, Whitchurch and Gurdon were right, and there was
something about our horses, or their feeding, that made
them uneatable. Nevertheless, we persevered, and ordered
a beef-steak, which proved excellent from the point of
view of hungry men closely besieged.

Following that success, we had horse-beef every day,
and its former opponents waxed loud in its praises.
Whitchurch regulated the killings. No man knew whose
pony he was eating. Campbell, who has a great tender-
ness for horses and dogs, was moralising once on this
- subject. He observed that it was all sentiment, and
that a little black pony he was very fond of would
of course have to be killed, although he himself would
eat none of it. That particular animal had been con-
sumed several day’s earlier, and he had partaken of it
with the rest. One of my ponies, which really belonged
to Lieutenant Dew of the Guides, who had lent it to
me, was very sick with fever; the other had been driven
out of the fort. The poor dying brute was begged by
some of the Musalmdns and slaughtered for their use.
We were really very fortunate about our messing, The
fort contained a large stock of salt, which enabled us to
pickle our beef and so have no waste. Nothing could
induce the Hindus to touch the meat, so they lived en-
tirely on the gritty flour, and crowded into the hospital.
Whitchurch at this time (6th April) had more than seventy
patients to look after.

Perhaps our table talk is worthy of record. It was
remarkable for its limitations, and for the gusto with which
its favourite topic was discussed. Whitchurch was gratui-
tously supposed to have matrimonial leanings, and no meal
passed without a reference to that. He was a capital
person to chaff, for he was intensely good-natured, some-
what shy, and never retaliated. But the solid talk for ever
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converged round a subject of never-dying interest, and
always began after the first pangs of hunger had been
assnaged effectually, if not altogether satisfactorily.
Someone would say, “What excellent dinners they give
you at the Savoy!” Then everybody brightened up, and
ate Savoy dinners or suppers over again in imagination,
and gloatingly. This theme never staled. It came daily
as the savoury at our evensong banquets. Probably it
was natural, for the nutritious but uninteresting pea-soup,
the more than half-starved horse-flesh, and the damaged
rice, day after day and. meal after meal, required an
imaginative condiment of some kind.

We had, in the commissariat stores, a small quantity
of rum of a peculiarly coarse flavour and odour. By a
careful calculation, it was computed that each British
officer might have a pint bottle of this deleterious spirit
every twelve days without the Sikhs and Gurkhas being
deprived of their share, Of course, Muhammedans will
not use alcohol in any shape, and the Dogras also
refused to partake of it. They were given a little tea
in compensation. About the rum ration, a comical
incident occurred, One day an officer came to me
with a perplexed and somewhat injured look on his
face, and a small volume in his hand, which, he ex-
plained, was Wolseley’s soldiers’ pocket-book, or some
such work. He proceeded to state his case, which was
that Wolseley had distinctly laid down the exact
amount of an officer’s tot of rum. “Why, then”
said he, “am I only to have a pint bottle every
twelve days instead of the authorised quantity?” It
was gently explained to him that Wolseley had seem-
ingly not legislated for the contingency of there not

being enough rum to distribute on his liberal scale—
a setious omission.



SHORT RATIONS 311

There was one mystery in connection with our kitchen
which was never explained. We had no butter, fat, or
any other form of grease. How, then, did the Indian

servants contrive to fry us gutta-percha beef-steaks, and
similar delicacies?



CHAPTER XXX
THE FIRING OF THE GUN-TOWER

N this particular night, the 6th April, we were
peculiarly on the alert, for, just before dark, some
forty or fifty men had been seen moving from the bazaar
towards the river, where there was a hidden path under
the bank, which led to the loopholed end of the garden.
It was by that road that Whitchurch had brought in
Baird on the night of the 3rd of March; probably more
of the enemy were to follow. Campbell’s opinion, from
" what his visitors told him, was that we should have a
lively night, and that probably an energetic attempt would
be made by the enemy to carry the stable picket, All
our thoughts were therefore turned upon that part of
our defences, but, knowing what we had done to protect
the river flank, the waterway and its approaches, we
waited with confidence whatever might happen.

About ten o'clock, the night being quiet, I essayed to
see with my own eyes what was going on near the chabutra,
and to find out if we could, with advantage, push out a
work on to that structure, Wafaddr and Sifat were with
me to advise and discuss, and we began, as silently as
possible, to dig a hole through the enclosure wall. The
work was more difficult than was anticipated, and over
two hours had passed before there was a sufficiently large
aperture for a man to crawl through, We then slowly
passed out beams and boxes full of earth, and soon had
a more or less effective little sangar, except that its walls

were so low that it could only be used in a crouching
31z
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attitude. From it, we commanded the whole of the west
wall of the enclosure, admirably. '
On the parapet behind us were the Sikhs, with the
old subadér overlooking them personally, and watching
what we were doing. He had been carefully warned that
one or more of us might crawl out on to the chabutra, and
that he must not fire. Although, as I have said, we
worked as quietly as we could, a certain amount of noise
was unavoidable. Yet, wonderful to relate, or wonderful
as it seemed at the time, the big sangar took no notice,
and remained as silent as if deserted, I imagine that all
my palpitations were superfluous. Between our little
party, working on its stomach, so to speak, and the hostile
sangar, was the great trunk of a mighty chenar tree; and
we tried never to hhve any of the enemy’s loopholes in view, .
which meant that we were in good cover, the tree inter-
vening, Every now and then, however, a loophole would
show, and one naturally expected that the sight would be
followed by a flash and the whizz of a bullet, an uncom-
fortable thought when the range, thirty yards at the out-
side, was remembered. But the sangar kept quiescent,
until its very silence seemed uncanny and disquieting.
With my heart in my mouth, I ran forward and crouched
behind the great tree-trunk in the middle of the chabutra.
There was only time for me to note that the bundle of
fascines was solitary, with no wall behind it, when a
hubbub arose on the Sikhs’ parapet. Words of warning
were hissed over the wall, which brought me back as
quickly as possible to my mouse-hole, keeping the tree-
trunk between me and that argus-eyed sangar as far as I
could. An eager messenger from the old subad4r was wait-
ing to whisper that the enemy had been seen on our side
of the tree-trunk, and the Sikhs were about to shoot,
Obviously, I was that enemy ; I thanked my stars that the
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splendid, thick-headed old gentleman had sent his caution
before he fired. However, it was now past two o'clock,
and we had seen all there was to be seen; so I went away
to lie down, leaving a note for Townshend, who was in
bed, to say what had been done.

It seemed to me that I had hardly laid my head upon
the pillow, although, in reality, two or three hours must
have passed away, when there was a heavy rattle of
musketry from the North-tower, The Sikhs were volley-
ing in reply to a sharp discharge of rifles, accompanied by
. shouting, from the west, beyond Sifat’s enclosure. Then
a Sikh was brought in from the outwork, through the
manhole in the fort gate. He had been hit in the leg,
_at.the very spot where I had so nearly escaped in the
afternoon. In the dark, the poor féllow had not per-
ceived how roughly the old gun-port had been blocked up. .
There was an uproar on the west front when I, with my
party, got to the inner end of the main-gate passage,
where the inlying picket, with Townshend and Whit-
church, was collected. We had first made a rapid tour
of the south wall, where everything seemed quiet, but here,
on the west side, there was an ear-splitting noise. Whit-
church, silent as usual, had a double-barrelled rifle in his
hand, and his long Chitrdli brown robe pulled up through his
belt in a business-like way. Why, I wonder, does a silent,
motionless man, in the midst of excitement, give the im-
pression of large reserves of strength! Gurdon and
Harley were on the parapets at their proper places, the
former to the south, and the latter on the river flank.
Townshend and I discussed the situation exhaustively.
We decided that it was a real attack, but which side was
actually menaced? Was it the waterway? It could
hardly be the North-tower, Probably, arguing by past
experience, it was coming from the garden side.
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Suddenly a glaring light showed from the south-
east corner of the fort. Upon this night the machicoulis
fires were not to be lighted without order, the wind
blowing rather strongly from the south, “Hullo,” was
the remark, * Gurdon has had to light up after all,” At
that instant a man came running across the big yard with
a message from Gurdon that the enemy had fired the Gun-
tower. It was an awful moment, no doubt, but all my
thoughts turned into energetic anger, which expressed
itself partly, I fear, in expletives. Curlously enough, it
was not alarm at the terrible danger, but anger, I may
say fury, against the enemy which filled my mind.
Running, and shouting as I ran, officers’ servants, native
grooms, coolies, every unarmed man except the Chitrilis
who were safe in’ their rooms, were quickly collected in
the lower storey of the Gun-tower and on the promenade
roof which led into it. Marvellously quickly each fell
into his place, as though he had been carefully drilled
for such an emergency. Lines of men were organised, or,
perhaps one should say, organised themselves; and either
passed buckets, pails, or pots of water from hand to
hand, or carried up earth in their coats, Wafad4r being
particularly insistent on our trying to smother the flames
with earth. As there was no aperture on the summer-
house side in the lower room, we had to struggle with
the fire from the -apartment above, where was the
machicoulis gallery — but, alas! without the machicola-
tion in its floor! There was a still rougher arrangement
at the other window or door-frame which looked straight
down the garden, where the outside screens were fixed
upon one enormous beam, which had been laboriously
taken upstairs, One end of this beam projected some
feet through the window, and upon it a rough three-
sided barricade, waist high, had been contrived.
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It was the south-east corner of the Gun-tower which
had been attacked, and already there was a great fire
‘blazing noisily on each of its sides. That facing the
‘summer-house was much the larger, and was burning as
merrily as if it had been carefully stoked for hours.
The fire on the other side of the apex was compara-
tively insignificant, and a fine old tracker, Sultdin Shéh,
a servant of Campbell’s, sat out on the beam, and was
so industrious in casting water and soil upon the flames
that he could not be supplied fast enough with those
extinguishers ; and during all the noise and clatter his
voice was heard calling for more, until it was silenced,
poor old fellow, by a couple of bullets, one into the hip
and the other through his arm. But he had effected
wonders before he was hit, and his fire was almost out.
On the summer-house side, however, the flames seemed
to thrive on the water, mould, and stones hurled upon
them from the gallery, and roared like a furnace. It was
very hard to get at them. The only way was to throw
the water over the three-foot-high side walls of the
machicoulis gallery, which meant danger to the man at
work, for, however careful he was, it was impossible for
his arm’ and hand not to be seen by an enemy only
twenty-five yards distant.

The noise was astonishing, The fierce, but intermit-
tent rushing sound of the flames below, the smashing or
splintering of the boards of the machicoulis gallery as
they were volleyed into at such a short range, and the
yells and triumphant shouts of the enemy, combined with
the high-pitched vociferous prayers of the priests, all
contributed to form a bewxldermg clamour, Every now
and then a higher leap of the eager flames poured a
glare of light into the tower—a light which seemed
strong, yet left the faces of the workers in- shadow.
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They hurried about breathlessly, and were merely black
figures flashed upon a ground of.rosy light one second,
and the next were hidden in the darkness. The loose
boards, used as backing for the sides of the gallery,
jumped up and down or were thrown bodily over by
the impact of the volleys; so that the little Gurkha,
squatted on the floor, had to keep hastily replacing his
own - defences, in the intervals of ladling quenching
materials on to the fire. Bullets crashed into the great
timbers supporting the roof. The wonderful sight was
to see the gangs work silently, for none but Sultin
Shih could make himself heard in the din, and Wafad4r
had to scream right into my ear before I could even
half-understand him. But with unflagging vigour they
strained and laboured. They felt how critical was the
danger. For a long time all our exertions seemed use-
less—one instant the fire would seem crushed and
overwhelmed, only to rise madder than ever the next,
as if it redoubled its fury in response to the yells of
our wild foemen.

After Sultin Shdh was so badly hurt, we pulled him
inside and carried him to a corner, but his post was left
unfilled. I had, at this time, to send down to Townshend
for more men. He, of course, was still with the inlying
picket, for no one knew where else a determined attack:
might not be attempted. In response, Whitchurch brought
up six Sikhs—it was fighting men that were wanted—and
went back to encourage the water-carriers to still further
efforts. Then the brave little Gurkha in the gallery, which
could only hold one man at a time, was doubly wounded,
through its wooden walls, We dragged him in, but who
was to take his place? Looking closely into men’s faces,
I recognised the Gurkba subaddr, Badri N4r Singh, who
had fought so well with Gurdon, and afterwards stuck 0
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nobly to Whitchurch on the 3rd March. I‘put my hand
on his shoulder. He understood, and changed counten-
ance, for he was not a bullock, but that bravest type of
soldier whose imagination reveals all the dangers of a
situation, which yet have no power to shake his nerve.
Creeping out on to the gallery, he quickly replaced the
boards, which were leaping about as if alive. With quiet
courage he kept there at work until we all went down to
the room below. Happily, he was not hit, and his bravery
did not go unrewarded.

One of the most uncomfortable ordeals imaginable,
was to pop one's head over the side of the gallery to
examine the fire. It was the signal for a still hotter out-
burst of shooting, accompanied by a fury of yells and
abuse. Extreme fatigue is an anodyhe to nervousness.
I was soon utterly tired, and all excitement died out. At
length we began to win. We redoubled our exertions ; the
enemy his execrations. Gurdon had been busy on his
parapet, trying to keep down the enemy’s fire by volleys;
but our assailants were well protected behind a wall, and
Gurdon’s men could only, at the most, have hit the loop-
holes slantingly, He himself had frequently run in to
help me, and he now came in again with a message from
Townshend to ask if I thought it advisable for a sortie to
be sent out. It was then nearly broad daylight. The
enemy were in great force, and on the watch for such a
move. For the last time, one had to look over the machi-
coulis gallery, when it was found that the original fire was
practically dead, but that the tower wall itself was blazing.
Consequently, a sortie would be useless, for there was
nothing but red ashes at the foot of the tower, while the
jerky sheets of flame were clinging high out of reach. So
I answered no; and shortly afterwards we all moved to
the room beneath. ‘
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If it had been dangerous above, it was no less dangerous
below. There was no opening of any kind in the
burning south wall ; consequently, holes had to be knocked
through hastily, to get at the lighted timbers. In a
previous chapter, the construction of the tower walls was
described, and it was explained that they were, in short,
two huge wooden crates, separated by about a foot of
stones embedded in mud mortar. It was also explained
that the Gun-tower contained more timber than any
other. :

There was still another danger, namely, the risk of the
fire outside, and us within, weakening the structure, and
deranging its somewhat delicate balance, and so causing
it 'to collapse. Wafaddr, always cool and helpful, was
- our consulting engineer. He quickly, yet with confidence,
marked certain spots where the walls could be safely
perforated. The first hole, about a foot square, and breast
high, immediately became a mark for the enemy, a mark
which, unfortunately, none could miss at the short range.
Luckily, npearly all the bullets whisked through, slant-
ing upwards, and caused little harm, if much noise. The
yelling folk outside at times cheered, as if about to charge,
but, nevertheless, kept under cover closely.

The post of honour was at the opening first made. ‘A
tall Sikh, delighted with encomiums on his bravery,
although, no doubt, he would have worked just as well
without them, ladled water through it manfully, smiling
agreeably, in spite of the bullets, Only his right arm and
hand were necessarily exposed, but he was certain to be
hit sooner or later. There was little confusion, and every-
body worked well. We were all hopeful now. Near the
floor, at the south-east corner, the wall was very hot, so a
Hunza servant of Gurdon’s, a man named Rajab, with
others, broke into the masonry, to discover that the fire
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had penetrated between the inner and outer wooden
frames. Rajab, stripped to a pair of cotton trousers,
sawed away at the timbers to make a hole large enough
to pour in water, o

All this time I had been wearing a fur greatcoat over
a sleeping suit. Now, the temperature compelled me to
pull off the outer garment; while doing so, a bullet struck
a wooden pillar at my back with the force of a cannon ball,
It must have come from a long range, and not from below.
Sifat drew a quick breath at the narrow shave, when an
absurd story of Marryat's came to my mind—at that
unlikely time and place—about a mariner, who declared
he always kept his head in the first hole made through
his ship’s side in a sea-fight, and was then safe, for no shot
ever followed another exactly. This cbuld not be trans-
lated to Sifat’s understanding ; but I smiled at the recollec-
tion, and also because we were confident that the enemy
had been frustrated. Bullets kept rushing through the
hole where the Sikh was, to strike the ceiling and bring
down showers of fragments. While bending towards
Rajab, to explain what he should do, something struck
me so heavily on the left shoulder, that I stumbled and
fell. It never occurred to me that I was hit; but it
seemed as if something heavy, dislodged from the ceiling,
had fallen upon me. Sifat’s face, however, before he spoke,
told me it was a wound.

Like a flash, the horrible shoulder injuries I had seen
Whitchurch dressing in the hospital, during my daily visits
there, came to my mind, and I scuttled across the roof,
followed by Sifat, to the top of the little stair that led to my
room. Dragging off the coat part of my sleeping clothes, I
began, in front of a tiny looking-glass, to feel about the bony
projections of my shoulder, dreading to find one of them
give way beneath my finger. But nothing of the sort
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occurred, and my left arm moved in its socket easily, So

when Whitchurch came to me, running, and a kind of faint-

ness brought me once more to the ground, I was actually

exulting, The wound was large and deep, and had.
carried away a good deal of the shoulder; but it luckily

avoided the bones. Perhaps a Snider bullet never made

more fuss with less result. I was carefully bound up, and
put to bed, and began to suffer a reaction from the excite-
ments and exertions of the past twenty-four hours, which
were, perhaps, as full of incident as any I remember.

Reports were brought to me, continually, about the
progress of the fire. Everything was well, but Nature
herself seemed to be warring against us, or, at least, not
baulking our enemies ; for every time the flames were dying
away a blast of south wind would revivify them. At length,
about half-past nine, Townshend came to say that the fire
was practically out. It smouldered on for some time longer.
Rajab-was badly hit, so was the brave Sikh, and three or
four others, The hole through which my bullet came was
filled up thoroughly, it was supposed. But there was one
crevice left; and, just as all was over, and the tired workers
were about to withdraw, a fateful shot came hustling through,
and penetrated the soldierly breast of the Central Indian
trooper, Campbell’s orderly, Poor fellow, there was little
or no chance for him, Whitchurch told me. In quiet
courage and faithfulness, this man was an admirable
representative of one of those Punjib tribes of Muham-
medans who preserve the martial instincts and gallant
appearance of their R4jput ancestors, defeated and forced
into Isldm long ages ago.

That the sentries in the Gun-tower—men of the
-Kashmir Rifles—had not been vigilant was clear, and
during the day better arrangements for watching were
made. Sikhs were put on all the towers, as well as some

X
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of Sifat’'s men. Both were keen as hawks, but the latter
were also possessed of local knowledge, and a better
appreciation of local sounds. The machicoulis gallery was
re-modelled and made strong. A small square window on
the east face of the Flag-tower gave a clear view of the
ashes of the fire, but it had not been utilised hitherto,
because there was a risk of shots from it going dangerously
near the soldiers on the south parapet. But, to-day, a
careful marksman was sent there. In addition, thoughtful
plans were made by the fort Commandant, to provide
against incendiary attacks in the future. Whitchurch was
to control them, with Sifat as his lieutenant.” Heaps of
earth and water were collected on all towers, and large stones
were carried up also, to disperse and crush out incipient fires
by sheer weight. Numerous miniaturestanks were devised
by letting waterproof sheets into holes in the ground. By
the time these precautionary measures were finished, or
nearly finished, darkness came round again, and we waited
anxiously for the next hostile move,

In every camp, in war time, there are curious rumours,
called “shaves,” which originate no one knows how, and
are disseminated with equal mystery. They are some-
times_fantastic, but often. curiously accurate, and they, not
infrequently, give valuable hints to those at the head of
affairs. Upon this day everyone had heard—from nobody
in particular—~that the Chitr4lis, about midnight, would
swim the river and distract the attention of our water
pickets, preparatory to large numbers of men hurling
themselves boldly upon both flanks of the covered way.
Just after dark, when the hurrying officers had scarcely
finished inspecting the watch and ward for the night,
Townshend came to me with surprise and perplexity on
his face, to say that, in spite of all that had been done,
some live embers of charcoal had again been thrown at
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the very foot of the Gun-tower, although a bundle of dry
twigs, which they were to kindle, was dropped a yard or
two away. Yet, all the time, dozens of eyes had, one
would suppose, been fixed upon that spot, and nobody
had been observed to approach the wall. My informant
declared it was like witchcraft. However, the incident
prevented any further slackness. Ever afterwards, a trust-
worthy Sikh was to be found lying prone, watching through
the opening in the floor of the machicoulis gallery.

It was more than surmised that our times of changing
guards had been studied by the besiegers, who seized a
moment when the soldiers were shifting places, to throw
down the charcoal, although the thrower’s nerve failed
him at the last; hence, the faggots were not properly
placed. This led’to an alteration of the time for
relieving sentries, Strange to say, we expended few cart-
ridges during the previous night, not more than three
hundred rounds altogether, As usual, stories were told
by the Sepoys of the wonders they had done in the way
of killing. It was asserted that a dozen corpses were left
on the ground by the enemy, but Townshend, who had
seen service, was sceptical; his doubts were justified, for
we subsequently learned that only two or three men were
hit throughout the day, all of them on the west side of
the fort. '

So ended our fifth week of siege.

The night which followed was one of the unhappiest I
remember, It was not so much the pain of the wound,
or the dreadful inconvenience it caused, by compelling a
constrained attitude, as the aching depression which
crushed me down. There was a little desultory firing
from time totime, hardly enough, one might almost say,
to preserve the interest of the piece, but my heart grew
cold with morbid thoughts. In the morning I was like
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one hardly yet roused from a nightmare. Then I was
‘told that the military officers had decided to abandon
and throw down the western outwork—Sifat’s enclosure—
and to turn a certain erection called a fléche, in front of
the main door, into a more complete work, named a
tambour, loopholed to protect the walls; and that the
work of demolition had already begun. The military
officers were unanimous, it seemed, about this retirement,
holding that the risk of retaining the place was greater
than the advantage of the convenient flanking fire it gave
against any rush across the sand-spit.

Wafaddr, my clerks, Sifat, and others, came with long
fages to say that there was a feeling abroad that my being
hit was a presage of further ill-luck; they certainly looked
melancholy enough themselves, and shook their heads in
the saddest way. Lying in bed, aching and troubled in
mind, was terribly tedious; so, with help, I got up and
paid visits to the hospital and round the fort as usual.
The Sikhs were looking happy and cheerful, and we had
some pleasant talk. Campbell’s unfortunate orderly was
in shocking pain. His efforts to restrain agonised groans
were so evident, that it was necessary to ‘cut short one’s
words of encouragement, and leave. The hospital was
always a terrible place to visit. On this date, Whitchurch
had no less than eighty-five patients—including those
who merély came for medicine, or to have slight wounds
dressed. :

I found that although Sifat’s enclosure had been
abandoned, only ‘the shed-like portions were destroyed,
the perpendicular walls still remaining. Everything, in-
deed, looked rosier than in my repulsive sleeping-room.

Here is an extract from the fort Commandant’s
diary :—“British Agent all right in spite of his wounds,
and told me to tell Subad4r Badri N4r Singh, 4th KR,
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and Sepoy Awi Singh (wounded severely) that they
would both be recommended for the order of merit for
bravery. . . . Also, he wishes Boler Singh recommended
for the order of merit” It was important that everyone
in the fort should know that courageous deeds were
recognised at once, and that brave men were certain to
be recommended for that decoration, so highly prized by
Indian soldiers, and described on page 222. Badri Nér
Singh had already been recommended for the third class
of the order, so now, if he had the luck not to be killed,
he would, probably, at the end of the siege, find himself
promoted into the second class as well.

During the afternoon I set about improving the
loopholes in the Gun - tower, and making slanting
apertures, for downward fire, in its lower storey.” This
last-mentioned work could only be done in the day-
time; afterwards, a light would, by illuminating the
interior, make the inmates easy marks, through the loop-
holes, for the skilful Chitrdli and Pathdn riflemen. But
even in daylight the task was not easy. As already
mentioned, the tower was solid up to the first floor; that
is to say, it was filled compactly with stones and earth
up to that level. To make a vertical, or rather (from
within) a slanting loophole we first dug out a little well,
some 18 inches square, and then sawed through the inner
timber frame, to the required -extent, and as low down as
possible, in order to remove the stones embedded between
it and the outer wood-work. It was after the saw had
been thrust right through the wall and its point projected
outside that the real danger began. The tool itself was
of bad steel, and kept bending double. As soon as the
masonry had been knocked away sufficiently for it to
work easily, the enemy began shooting at the hole.

Harley’s Sikh carpenter, naturally, did not much care
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for the job, but he was a capital fellow. I made him tie
the saw-handle to a stick with the piece of -a scarf, so as
to keep his hands out of danger, and, as the firing came
from across the river, seat himself in the square hole with
his knees and ankles jammed against its sides. He worked
in this awkward attitude with safety, but uncomfortably
and slowly. The enemy’s marksmen had keen sight
even to see the small aperture in the outer wall; but no
sooner was it the necessary four or five inches wide, than in
came a bullet, plump, and stuck in the earth below where
‘the Sikh was sitting, and between his legs. I had satisfied
myself, anxiously, that while he remained in the same
position he could not be hurt, so I enjoined him not to
move; even an inch. He knew it also, I think, but every
time a bullet came in he stopped working for an instant
and glanced up at me with an aggrieved look. I would
then give him a reassuring smile, with a few words of
encouragement, and on he would go again. As the little
saw worked away steadily all the same, the enemy, after a
few admirable shots, stopped firing. They were always
averse' to burning cartridges ‘uselessly. The point of this
story is the child-like obedience these stalwart Punjib
soldiers have for an European supetior, and the trust
they put in his words. Such faith is, indeed, quite
touching. o

With the aid of Chitrdli youths, I also set about
making a long loophole, four feet long, to command the
ground just short of the foot of the tower on the summer-
house side. This required care, for fear the equilibrium
of the whole structure might be disturbed. We worked
as before, only on a larger scale. A big square well
was dug against the wall, with a step left at the bottom.
Upon this step the watching rifleman could lie and watch
through the horizontal aperture, which was just below
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the level of his face. Any bullets—and many came in at
first—lodged in the soft earth in the face of the step,
while a man approaching close enough to try and shoot
upwards must be so near the foot of the tower that half ,
a dozen rifles would be trained upon him at once, The
precaution was against a rapid dash at the wall with
a lighted brand, followed by an equally quick retreat. It
was terribly tedious and tiring work, for the old engineers
had not only filled up the tower conscientiously, but had
strengthened it by strong cross beams firmly fixed. The
Chitrdlis, however, stripped of their upper garments,
worked with extraordinary energy, and before night the
long loophole was nearly finished.

The fort rumour of this date was that the activity of
the enemy was due to desperation, because they knew
that a relief was marching to us from Mastuj. Also,
that the comparative quiet we had experienced all day
was due to many of our besiegers having been hurried up
the valley to occupy strong places on the road.

An uneventful night was followed by a quiet day—
Tuesday thegth, The enemy had now discovered a strange
way of giving trouble. It has been explained that the
officers’ mess was in the verandah of a court in the southern
half of the fort. This place had never been invaded by a
bullet for three weeks; and, indeed, those which drove
Harley out of his extemporised bedroom must have been
chance shots fired from long ranges, for, much as the
Sher Afzulites wished to cause us harassment, they never
again succeeded in dropping bullets there. Nevertheless,
full of resource, they now began slinging in: stones, from
behind the wall of the summer-house corner, which
fell with remarkable accuracy into our court, or flew
high over the dividing wall into the big yard. Such
curious missiles, for employment in an Indian frontier
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war at the end of the nineteenth century, were effectual
and galling. They rained thickly, and had to be carried
away by the basketful; while everyone was compelled to
seek shelter. It was irritating to keep dodging stones
during the daytime, and exasperating at night to hear
them rattle on the woodwork or thud into the ground at
your feet., One or two of the garrison were severely hurt,
and everyone felt that it would be inglorious to figure in a
casualty list as “badly wounded by a stone.”
My wooden shutters were banged against incessantly,
and there was an endless bob-bob-bob down the stairs
leading to my door. A Gilgit resident, a Path4n by birth,
who had certain omissions, on the 3rd March, to atone
for, like the man mentioned on page 304, declared- that
he was a good slinger, as was also one of his friends, and,
with my permission, they two would show us how to pay
back the enemy in his own coin. We collected to watch
the exhibition. The Pathin carefully selected a pebble,
preliminary to stretching and manipulating his sling with
the parade of an expert. He then stepped back a yard
_ or. two, whirled it artistically, with much bustle of arms,
head, and raiment, and delivered the projectile, which, to
his gasping horror, instead of flying over the parapet,
came off straight at a right angle into our midst, passing
close between two startled heads. After that we made no
further attempt to emulate the enemy; but the amusing
discomfiture of our own man, in some odd way, proved so
agreeable that it made the stone-throwing trouble ever
afterwards easier to bear.

Our Chitrélis all this day had a fit of sulks. They
complained, and truthfully, it must be confessed, that I did
not trust them, and, therefore, had taken away their arms.
It was even reported to me that they had brought Shuja-
ul-Mulk to their way of thinking, and that, with two or
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three exceptions, they would all, for national reasons, be
miserable if in the end we were not defeated.

Towards the latter part of the afternoon I laboriously,
and with much help, climbed to the top of the Gun-tower,
and sat down to talk to a Sikh sentry whose village
dialect was hard to comprehend. He was a heavy-
featured man, but at that moment he was watching with
an intentness which brought a half-startled look into his
face, a gap in the upper part of the garden wall. Two
people, one a Chitrdli, the other a Pathdn, had just gone
by, he said, and must re-pass shortly. He modestly
hoped to hit one of them, as he had formerly gained a
rupee prize, he proudly observed, in a regimental com-
petition, at a running-man target. After a look round I
was helped down again, leaving the Sikh with his rifle all
ready, and his eye still glued to the gap. Presently I
heard him fire, and, shortly afterwards, on being relieved,
he came down to tell me his story. The Chitrdli, it
seemed, had run along, doubled up, and so swiftly that
it was impossible to draw a bead upon him; but the
Pathdn, scornful and swaggering, stalked past slowly with
his nose in the air, probably by way of setting an example
of courage to the other. But the poor chap got the
bullet right through his lungs, falling down dead, and was
finally dragged away by people creeping up under the
wall and tying a rope to his legs. As one writes, it is
odd to remember the plain matter-of-fact way in which
such incidents as this are heard in war time; and then. the
contrast between a rough frontier life, with the law, order,
and police of London, strikes one with curious force.

Later, a Pathdn was heard lamenting close to the
same gap. In accents of dramatic sorrow he proclaimed,
that now his brother was dead, life meant nothing more
to him; he only wanted to die also. Even we, fairly
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case hardened, were startled to learn that the moustached
old subaddr of the Sikhs, who happened to be on the
tower at the time inspecting his men, had bawled out in
reply, “ All'right, my father-in-law” (a term of opprobrium),
“take two steps to the front and you shall go, without
doubt, to your brother.” Chivalry is not precisely the
feeling that generations of war between Sikhs and Pathdns
has developed.



CHAPTER XXXI

‘A TIRED GARRISON

WEDNESDAY, the 10th April, passed away quietly, -

but there was much work to do, and more to plan
for the night, in the way of additional defences. The
tambour in front of the main gate was strong enough, but,
as it was built hurriedly, it did not quite command the
whole of the west fort wall, its side of the Flag-tower, in
particular, being partially unprotected. It became more
difficult now than earlier in the siege to get work properly
finished. The labour gangs would sometimes run up a
wall which fell down next day, or would make a big
loophole by the simple process of knocking through an
aperture large enough for a couple of men to enter abreast.
Consequently, a good deal of work had to be done twice
over. Everybody, in truth, was getting tired, and at
two o'clock in the morning sleepiness and fatigue are
harder to bear than at any other time,

We had a lively night. Just before one o’clock there
was a terrible din, firing and shouting from all sides of
the fort. We replied steadily. Then followed a sharp
fusilade from the Gun-tower, and the Water-tower was
also busy. On the west side the demonstration, or frus-
trated assault, was particularly noisy. After half-an-hour
the enemy were supposed to retire in the direction of
the bazaar; at any rate, we sent several volleys along that
path. Upon this occasion, and especially towards the
end of the disturbance, our shooting was particularly

impressive. Out of a short silence the shouted order
33
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would be heard, then following an instant’s pause came
the flash and the thunder-clap. Backwards and forwards
rolled the mighty noise, echoing and reverberating between-
‘towers and walls. A military command given sonorously,
in heavy darkness, when one’s nerves are highly strung,
is solemn and thrilling. We all thought at first
that this was a real attack. Scaling ladders, we had
heard, were in the bazaar ready for use, and Wafaddr
looked well to the long spears with which my party were
to thrust through the slit loopholes of the south wall, the
weak place in the fort.

The military officers had asked me to add, to my
scratch company, some Kashmir Gurkhas, on the sup-
position that my men were not altogether trustworthy. I
agreed, but the irregular regular soldiets were so clumsy
with their rifles, which they banged against doors or fell
down ladders with, and they were so hard to talk to,
seeing that they could not speak Hindustani, and I knew
nothing of Gurkhdli, that after a short trial I was obliged
to send them away.

In one respect this was the most painful alarm I ever
experienced. When the outbreak of firing occurred I was
lying down, carefully bandaged. The noise was so start-
ling that I jumped up excitedly, dashed into my coat, and
ran out to discover the cause. As my arm had never
been into a sleeve since I was hit, and was not again
thrust into one till long afterwards, the pain was great.
Yet, for half-an-hour, so imminent seemed an escalade
that there was no time to relieve it. Whitchurch, of
the multifarious occupations, the man who worked
hard for six hours daily, in the fetid atmosphere of the
hospital, and never seemed to have a moment’s leisure
to indulge the high fever which racked him, because of
his exhaustion —yet who always had time to help any-
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body else—came and eased me when, at length, I got
- round to the inlying picket at the main gate. He was
. a standing wonder to us all, a notable example of how
a man with a big heart can even triumph over the
high temperatures of an Indian ague.

Our untrustworthy Chitrdlis were unusually perturbed
upon this occasion. They dressed themselves hurriedly,
being especially careful about their boots, and waited
with eager expectation as if for a promised event. It is
possible that they had been warned to look out for some-
thing decisive. If so, they were disappointed. Shuja-ul-
Mulk was terrified at the volleys, which, as I-have said,
were really - awe-inspiring. He broke down, poor little
boy, and abandoned his preternatural dignity for childish
terror. It was only by putting him to sleep with a
stalwart Adamzidda that his tremors could be soothed.
We had very few casualties, and in spite of the expen-
diture of many cartridges we still had plenty remaining,
for all men kors de combat increased the number of
rounds available for those on duty.

Thursday, the rith, was a glorious day, so beautiful,
that it increased our pangs at being imprisoned in a small,
evil -smelling fort. The great mountain to the north,
lovely and grim, once more showed its unrufled brow
against a wonderful sky, and yet again filled the mind
with thoughts of human insignificance. What would it
matter, it seemed to suggest, if all these warring pigmies,
assailants and defenders alike, were swept off the face of
the earth? Similar swarms of tiny creatures had behaved
with identical absurdity through long generations, with-
out even exciting the notice of the great calm Spirit of
the snow. At evening time the Sher Afzulites began
drumming away merrily in the distance for polo or
dancing,. or because they merely desired to exult over
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us. Between nine and ten o’clock the stone-throwing all
but stopped, and only one solitary voice continued the
song of abuse, which was varied by an occasional trumpet-
call. As the moon would not be up for several hours, we
had to be vigilant; but the night was clear, and our machi-
coulis fires blazed brayely, sending floods of light fully
thirty yards from the walls, making it impossible for a cat
to escape undetected. This steady glare, on a windless
night, must have looked pretty from the outside. I often
caught myself wishing I could admire it from that stand-
point. At one oclock out came the moon, and some
bright mind suggested we should have supper “after the
theatre,” so we sat down to pickled horse cheerily and
with much make-believe. Afterwards, except the one
officer on watch, all went to lie down with the possibility
of having to turn out any instant. But there were hardly
half-a-dozen shots fired before the dawn broke.

Wafaddr, after supper, related to me a dream, wherein
he had seen a British force victorious at the Nisa ’Gul,
and the Chitrdlis flying in disorder. The interpretation
was obvious; we were to be immediately relieved. Next
day, it was reported that the other Chitrdlis were once
more cheerful. They had also been dreaming dreams
of good omen, and encouraged thereby they wreathed
themselves in smiles, and  were energetic in subser-
vience to us, the ‘lucky people. We had come into’
the fort with the earth sleeping and the trees bare.
" Now, outside, there was a wealth of fresh green foliage
and the crops were well grown.

Many persons in groups, or singly, and several horse-
men, were seen moving up the valley on-the 12th April
Banners were displayed, and there were many signs of
a considerable movement of troops towards Mastuj. Yet,
we reflected that it was all a' trifle ostentatious. Why
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could not Sher Afzul have marched his men by night,
unless he wanted us to believe he had unduly weakened
his beleaguering force! So we half made up our minds
for a sharp fight during the night. As an illustration of
the nearness of the enemy’s works, we found, about five
o'clock in the afternoon, a Sikh lying dead on the west
parapet over the main gate; he was shot through the
eye. He must have crept up to the banquette, which
could be reached by a ladder, well screened by tent
canvas, to peep through one of the small loopholes, and,
in that seemingly safe position, was killed. No one
" missed him, and the body had lain there for two or three
hours, in Whitchurch’s opinion; as a rule, no one ven-
tured to show himself for an instant on the parapets in
daylight. ’

There was a lateral facet on the western edge of the
double-topped Tirich Mir, whose dead-white surface used
to glow with copper tints in the level rays of the depart-
ing sun. It flashed upon us, like a promise of peace,
lingering after all else was in gloom., How often have
we not stood, regretfully, to watch it fade slowly and
die—the signal for Pandemonium to break loose, So
to-night; there burst forth a distressing clamour from
the summer-house corner, howls and yells accompanied
by drum beating, and the strains of some unusually
lacerating musical instrument of the horn species, while
stones poured into the fort. The sentries replied with
occasional shots, and the night passed away harmlessly,
but with no lull of the noise,

Enclosed within four narrow walls, for a long time,
one gradually loses a just sense of proportion. Little
evils appear mountainous, while those of really large
size may, in the constricted space, be only partially
discerned. It may almost be said, that sometimes the
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trifles of life are alone of importance. One trouble which
caused us extreme irritation was a tiny monkey, a rather
pretty but hopelessly mischievous little creature. He
was the delight of the garrison, and the detestation of
its officers. Official papers, diaries, and small cherished
articles were his game, which he pursued with unvarying
success. I suffered most from his attacks. He was
captured, and condemned; to live in a box, turned upside
down, with holes in the bottom. - But sympathetic
friends invariably released him after each incarceration,
and in the wildness of his glee he perpetrated devilment
seven times worse than before. He finally made my
sleeping -room a mere paper-strewn rag shop, and
emptied my box of “safety” razors, edgewise, on to the
floor. In desperation, this criminal had to be arrested,
‘and placed formally in charge of the sentry over the
Rdghundth ammunition, who was held militarily re-
sponsible for his safe custody. It. was strange that
monkey was never shot, for he would walk along the
parapets, or climb the face of the walls from one pro-
jecting wooden knob to another. Our other beasts were
not so fortunate. A large, good-tempered dog had a
couple of bullets through him, one of which could be
seen, and felt lying under the skin of his flank. Another
lay dead outside the waterway. These animals used to
jump over the stable barricades and feed upon the dead
ponies and other carrion until they became almost as
offensive as the carcasses. :

Probably noting the ease with which dogs could
get away from the fort, a Chitrdli youth one morning
followed their example, leapt a barrier wall, and before
the guards had roused froﬁm their astonishment, was in
safety behind the trees. It was never proved that his
countrymen in the fort were cognisant of his attempt, but
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very likely he was the bearer of messages to Sher Afzul.
However, his fate was tragic. Sher Afzul must have
been in a vicious temper when the young man was
brought into his presence, for he immediately ordered
him to be put to death; which was done there and then.
After that no one tried to desert.

The 13th April was uneventful throughout its twenty-
four hours. No less than seventy-six people still had to
be attended to in hospital. Our food was holding out
well, although I had decided that if we were not relieved
before the 1st of May, the daily ration was to be still
further reduced. .

Groups of men were again observed at intervals, all
day long, marching up the valley, a fact which might
be speculated upor to the heart’s content, without any
definite result. As evening approached, the noise of
drumming, singing, and abuse grew louder and louder
from the summer-house side, and the enemy’s slingers
quitted themselves like men. One or two volleys were
fired in the hope of moderating the clamour, but uselessly.
Did the enemy suppose that we should surrender to the
might of human outcry like a second Bastille? It was
not only surprising but also exasperating. The morn-
ing light disclosed that the big sangar on the west had
been connected with the older erection, immediately
behind it, by a covered way. A shallow trench was
dug between the two, and roofed over with sheaves lean-
ing one against the other, This was . quite as effectual
against us as if it had been enclosed by solid masonry
walls and a bomb-proof roof, for, as it concealed any-
one moving through it, the enemy’s object was gained,
since we could no more afford to waste cartridges upon
their screens than they could upon ours.

" With the 14th, closed our sixth week of siege.
Y
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All that day and the 15th our attention was still
diverted by the constant going and coming of the enemy
upon the Mastuj road, and there were incessant tom-toming,
stone showers, and wild howlings both nights. Occasion-
ally, when the shouting would suddenly swell into a
deep roar, we would fire a volley, believing a rush was
preparing, but nothing ever happened, and each morn-
ing we searched in vain to detect fresh approaches:
What did it all mean? Someone suggested that the
besiegers, having detached much of their strength Mastuj-
wards, were trying by noise to conceal their scanty numbers.
This seemed plausible, for it was hard to believe that the
Sher Afzulites would exert themselves so much merely
to keep our sentries awake.

Rab Nawdz Khén, the brave Kttle cavalry man,
terribly wounded on the 3rd March, made an almost
magical recovery. One of his arms remained crippled,
otherwise he was well. He kept warning us against
a possible mine. It could only come from the summer-
house, and the soldiers in the Gun-tower were urged
to listen carefully, and always, for any sound of digging.
But. nothing occurred to justify Rab Nawdz Khdn's
suspicions, in spite of the numerous men -with strained
ears, who listened anxiously.

The 16th passed away also w1thout 1nc1dent except
that once a sentry thought he detected .the sound of a
pick. But it was never repeated, and the report caused
no uneasiness; indeed, all fear of a mine was gradually
passing away. OQur Chitrdlis were happy because, they
. explained, our troops had not only reached Mastuj, but
Sher Afzul must have set out in person to resist them.
With the advent of soldiers from India, they averred

that all the Khushwaktis would rise and declare in our
favour,



CHAPTER XXXII
HARLEY SAVES US

N the memorable morning of the 17th April, an hour

or so after breakfast, there was another report sent
down that the enemy were mining the Gun-tower. We
thought it merely a scare, but, of course, an officer went
promptly to inquire into the matter. It was Townshend,
and shortly afterwards he called out begging me to come
up. There was that in his voice which told something
momentous had occurred. I hurried to the Gun-tower,
where, from the long loophole I had constructed on
the 8th, we distinctly heard, working underground, the
muffled vibrating thud of a pick, with an occasional
high-pitched ring as iron struck stone, and seemingly
not more than ten or twelve feet from where we stood.
We looked at one another in startled inquiry. He
tentatively asked, “We must counter-mine?” Sifat,
who had followed closely on my heels, knew what was
passing between us as well as if he could understand
English. He vehemently whispered over my shoulder,
“Bdhar Jdna,” which was his way of saying we must
sortie. I acquiesced at once, and so did Townshend,
for we perceived that there was nothing else to be done
in time. Townshend went aside to listen once more to
the dull strokes, so menacing, yet so full of fascination.
“How many men, Sifat,” I.inquired; “ sixty?”  “No,
a hundred,” was the reply ; and so it was finally settled.

The forlorn hope was to be made up of forty Sikhs,
) 339
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under their own jemaddr (lieutenant), and sixty Kashmir
‘Riflemen, the whole to be led by young Harley.
Gurdon begged almost pathetically to be sent also,
but only one officer could be risked, and as Hatley’s
Sikhs were to go, he, of course, must show them the
way. He, for some reason or other, thought the point
was still in debate, and came to me with a terribly
aggrieved face, to substantiate his claims to be the first
man knocked on the head, in all probability. It is
pleasant to reflect, that after forty-five days of close
siege and bad food, with harassed nights as well as
anxious days, these two young soldiers should vie with
each’ other in generous rivalry to lead the desperate
venture ; for its desperate nature was evident. If, as was
only too probable, the summer-house* post were strongly
fortified, our devoted men must be shot down long before
they could tear away its batricades, as they would be
assailed  not only from the loopholes they were charging,
but from those of the garden sangars, and from its end
and river wallss. Why Umra Khdn's veterans did not
make themselves impregnable against such a surprise as
we gave them, cannot be fully explained. Their Chitrélis
allies still grow hot and cold when they think of it.
Carelessness, fatalism, arrogance, all had a share, no
doubt, but the chief influence at work was the contempt
_ with which the Pathdns had come to regard us, because
of our persistently defensive attitude. For once it was
not the Britisher who despised his wild enemy, but the
wild mountaineer who underrated the Britisher. At
heart, he believes, that man for man he is the superior
of Indian troops, and that Jour numbers, armament, and
organisation, alone enable us to conquer. These tribes-
men have been known, it is said, to appeal to the sport-
ing instincts of = British generals to send away thexr
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artillery, and then see who would win in a fair open
fight. I remember, too, that during the siege of Sherpur,
in 1879, we were abused by the rascallions drumming
and parading over Sfah Sang as “XKila-bund badmdshes,”
which may be translated, rascals shut up in a fort or
besieged (ie. who dare not come out). However, it is
certain that on this occasion, Umra Khin’s trusted fight-
ing-men at the summer-house post derided the possibility
of our leaving the protection of the fort walls.

It was decided that Harley’s perilous adventure, upon
which so much depended, should be made at four o'clock
in the afternoon. So Townshend set about writing out
the necessary orders; and Harley started to select the
explosives required to blow up the mine. He was our
expert in such milifary engineering questions, and, more-
over, possessed the only book on the subject-—one written
by General Brackenbury. During the early days of April
he had occupied his leisure moments by filling canvas
bags with gunpowder, which we found in considerable
quantities in the fort. Into the midst of each of these
bags, which weighed 5o, 60, or 100 lbs, was thrust the
end of a long narrow canvas tube, many feet long, also
filled with gunpowder—a substitute for a fuse. Each
such explosive apparatus, when finished, was enclosed in
a much larger bag, strong and made of waterproof
sheeting, to guard against damp, and enable it to be
carried about conveniently,. When wanted for use, the
long gunpowder hose was to be drawn out from the
covering bag and used as the train to fire the charge,
after the latter had been properly tamped. Harley, at
the time he devised these appliances, had no particular
object in view, but thought they might perhaps prove
useful in demolitions or similar work; now they were
invaluable. He selected two bags, holding, respectively,
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50 and 60 lbs. of gunpowder, a sufficient quantity, it
was thought, to burst open the mine; and he also
arranged to carry with him a dozen pickaxes.

My business was, silently and cautiously, with Sifat’s
men, to remove the heavy backing of big stones against
the garden door. The dropping or rolling down of one
such stone, so close was the enemy, might defeat our
plans, and uselessly sacrifice the soldiers; for a surprise
was essential for the success of our scheme.

As the time drew near, nothing remained but to
speak a few words of advice; and for an anxious
recapitulation of all details, to see that nothing had
been - forgotten. In a quiet talk, Townshend, Harley,
and I, carefully reviewed all the arrangements and
found them complete. Young Harley, whose customary
attitude partakes somewhat of gay Irish insouciance,
had now a quiet look of concentrated energy, in which
his limbs seemed also to participate. His unusual manner
inspired one with confiderice, as also did his alert self-
possessed eagerness. At the close of our talk, I per-
sonally begged him not to get on too far in front of
his men. [ explained my meaning by instances from
my own experience, and strove to prove the theory
that an officer, heading a desperate attack, ought always
to have four or five trustworthy men close up along-
side ‘of him. It was easy to show how a single isolated
man, a long way ahead, might be at once killed, and
how nearly certain it was that, if- Harley were shot, the
attack would fail ; also, how ill the Chitr4li garrison could
bear the loss of another British officer. I also explained
that I badly wanted prispners, from whom to extract
information about outside affairs. Harley listened with
consummate coolness, and then went away to select the
men who were to be abreast of him in the first rush.



HARLEY SAVES US 343

Finally, the parapets and towers were stealthily manned,
and Harley’s party collected in the passage leading to
the garden exit, silent and crowded together, with their
bayonets dimly gleaming, for there was to be no firing
till the post was carried—nothing but white steel. All
hearts stopped beating for an instant. Everyone knew; and
at that moment felt more than ever, the awful significance
of that incessant pick, pick, picking, at the foot of the
Gun - tower, and approaching nearer and nearer; each
stroke with suggestions of overwhelming catastrophe.
It made one feel sick to reflect how everything depended
upon the summer-house being merely occupied by rifle-
men, and not being invincible by reason of its defences,

At four o'clock the gates were swung open, and
Harley ran out, closely followed by his men. As they
could only pass through two or three at a time, Harley
took advantage of a built-up garden lounging place, a
few yards away, to get about a dozen men together,
when they made a collective tiger-spring for the
summer - house, closely followed by the rest of the
soldiers. The enemy, though completely surprised, had
still that resourceful steadiness which comes from con-
stant fighting. It enabled them to fire a volley into
the faces of our men, killing two, and severely wounding
a third, of those charging with Harley. One of them
was a Gurkha, who had managed to squeeze himself
into the front rank reserved for the Sikhs. But all the
devoted little band were burning with fight, and responded
to their leader as valiantly as he led them. There were
no barricades—merely a wall of piled-up bundles of
compressed green twigs to stop bullets. Short, sharp
bayonet work soon cleared 'the building, and the enemy,
except those imprisoned inside the mine, fled to the
protection of the end corner of the garden wall, and

-
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at once began to pile out faggot bundles and construct
a temporary sangar of fascines with all the method and
rapidity of perfectly trained soldiers.

Our success had been paid for. Already from the
parapet, over the sallying gate, melancholy uniformed
figures could be seen dotted about amongst the trees in the
massive limpness of death. Upon the copper bugle, at the

. back of a dead Gurkha, the sunlight flickered prettily.

Like a thunder cloud bursting over the fort was the
violent outbreak of musketry, and from all sides fighting
men were seen running up, bent double, to reinforce the
sangars. In the firm belief that this was the despairing
effort of famine-stricken wretches to cut their way out,
the exulting enemy pressed forward to the fight.

Within the walls, the pent-up feelings of our men
found vent in violent emotion, furious shooting, and
deafening uproar. On every hand were flushed faces,
glaring eyes, and features distorted with excitement. All
shouted, and none listened, Rab Nawiz Khén, even, was
flourishing a revolver at a loophole with wild gestures
and a maniac laugh. Near him a R4ghunéth soldier, his
head whirling, was deliberately levelling his rifle at the
summer-house. I took him by the shoulders and twisted
him in the river direction, where he kept on firing auto-

“matically. The Sikhs in hospital came crawling out,
seized rifles, and crept on to the parapets. Several of
them had lost half their feet from frost-bite, and were
obliged to hobble sideways or even swarm up the notched
poles which did duty for ladders. All alike were full
of battle madness, and shouting with joy at the pro-
spect of a fight in the broad day, and to support their
“brothers” outside. It was long before _there was a
semblance of order.

In the midst of all this noise and turmoil, when
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everyone was literally standing on tip-toe, sweating with
agitation, I understood a common remark of Harley’s
that Gurdon, in critical times, was even irritatingly
cool. In the present instance he had experienced
some trouble with the Sepoys on the west wall. Those
men had not participated in the general thirst for a
fight, and were dispirited still by their defeat prior to
our investment. So much so, indeed, that Gurdon and
their officers found a difficulty at first in keeping them
on the parapets, but that once accomplished, Gurdon
came to ask, “Is there anything you want me to do, sir?”
with a quiet, kindly smile, astonishing to behold in such
a scene. No wonder he sicceeded in bringing his small
detachment, the relics of poor Baird’s party, safely
through the very mnidst of Sher. Afzul’s men on the 3rd
March.

The enemy, at the end of the garden and behind the
wall on its river side, kept up a remarkably well sus-
tained fire through their loopholes upon our waterway,
stables, defences, and the garden face of the fort, which
gave some people the strange impression that they
intended to charge the solid walls in the full light of
the sun, The open door had a natural attraction for
the Pathdn riflemen, and bullets streamed through.
Small harm was done, however, as the guard formed
a respectful lane for the missiles. Only one man was
hit there. Wounded men soon began to stagger back,
or were carried to hospital, where Whitchurch was
busily plying his merciful work. One poor water-carrier
came in with his jaw broken by a bullet. The wound
was dressed and his face bound up. Regardless of the
injury, and its accompanying “shock,” he humped his
great skin bag- on to his loins, and was starting out
again when I stopped him. He protested, and, finding
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me obdurate, sat down and wailed that his poor Sikhs
were dying for the water he might not carry them.

All this time, Harley, in the captured summer-house,
was galled by the tremendous fire of the enmemy, and
his men at first began to reply to it independently. He
stopped that with his whistle, and then got in a volley
or two, which had effect. While firing independently,
no single Pathdn had been hit. Next, he began to
look about for the shaft of the mine, which was found
immediately outside a wall ef fascines, which. had been
broken down during the first headlong charge. Its
mouth was also covered over with fascines-— curiously
enough.” They probably had fallen into it during the
surge of the mélée, After clearing them away, volunteers
were called for, and, as the Gurkha®“kookri” (hacking
knife) would be more useful than bayoneted rifles in
the shaft, Harley asked the senior Kashmir officer for
men ; but none responded except one Dogra soldier, who
threw down his rifle, dragged forth his “kookri,” and
jumped down into the pit. The Sikhs pressed forward
‘with a single impulse, but only six could be selected,
and of them no more than two could descend into the
shaft at the same time. The remainder stood at the
top, exposed to a heavy fire, and pulled out the Chitrlis
as they appeared ; for the instant a man showed at the
orifice of the mine, flaming forth sword in hand or
. unarmed, he was bayoneted, and hoisted out of the
way.

Harley now brought up his powder-bags, and, having
cleared the shaft ‘of soldiers, descended into it with one
companion. They did not know if there were any more
workers in the tunnel, Suddenly a swordsman showed
himself. With a flash, the Sikh with Harley grabbed
at the sword with one hand, while he drove home his
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bayonet with the other. Several more continued to
come out, some armed and some not, but all were slain
at the top of the shaft, except two, that Harley somehow
managed to save. In the noise, the reek, and the fury,
sudden death alone would have restrained the blood
lust of the furious Sikhs. The doomed mine-workers,
if they emerged, must come singly, to meet their fate
at the top of the shallow shaft; while if they remained
inside they must be blown to pieces. About twenty
had passed forth, when Harley, thinking the tunnel clear,
placed his explosives a few feet inside its mouth and
began to tamp them. - Then a couple more Chitrélis
tried to struggle into the open. By their confused
trampling, the long gunpowder hose got torn into pieces.
Harley was almott in despair, for the men carrying the
picks had cast them aside into the long grass, in order
to use their rifles, and the tools could not be recovered,
Luckily, he had a length of tubing still intact, some
twenty feet of it, which he started to find. As he was
about to jump down again with it into the shaft, a violent
explosion occurred, knocking him down and burning the
turbans of the Sepoys.

A minute previous I had run up to the machicoulis
gallery in the Gun-tower to watch events. Thence I
saw an enormous puff of smoke rise abruptly, like a
beautiful white balloon, and Harley’s men race back
in two parties, their leader, last of all, bringing with
him one of the prisoners. An extraordinary rifle - fire
blazed about them as they dashed across the twenty
yards of open space, but no one was touched; the
garden gate was banged to and quickly re-barricaded.
One glance showed me the never-to-be-forgotten horror
of the summer-house shambles, then I ran down to
congratulate Harley and praise his men.
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‘The Sikhs, still raging with excitement, crowded for-
ward to recite the numbers they had killed, and to exhibit
their stained bayonets and splashed faces. Their eyes
sparkled with measureless pride; they. had the ecstatic
look of religious fanatics. But Harley, with whom was
Townshend, looked downcast and annoyed. They had
indeed come to report to me that the powder bags had
prematurely exploded, and that, with the exception of
about three yards of its roof, the mine remained intact.
While I live, shall I remember the bitter, the cold dismay
this news caused me., But no time was to be lost;.a
second sortie was out of the question, for the enemy were
already thronging the summer-house, and could not again
be surprised. I ran to the spots which, in view of all
possibilities, Wafaddr and Sifat had indicated as the best
starting-points for counter-mines, and'we at once set to
work digging. In the presence of Townshend and Gurdon,
hastily summoned for the purpose, Sifat was promised a
large sum of money if our mines penetrated beyond the
walls in time to intercept that of the Pathdns.. With
almost frenzied energy we were labouring, when Gurdon
came down: from the tower to observe, in a thoughtful
 tone, that the enemy seemed to have made a trench which
reached nearly to our wall. Further examination of this
last -development proved that it ‘was the mine, collapsed
from end to end. We were reprieved. Harley’s gun-
powder had done its work after all. The frail roof of the
tunnel, unsupported by beams—the: mine was, in fact, a
mere- burrow—had slowly . sunk down in great  masses,
leavmg earth bridges here and there. Back swung the
. pendulum triumphantly. Now the stars in their courses
were fighting for us, and our ultimate success was certain.
With the conviction of a zealot, I declared to everyone
that our troubles were over, for my seemingly lost luck
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had returned. Nevertheless, Townshend agreed. with me
that our counter-mines should not: be stopped, so that if
the baffled Pathéns attempted a fresh mme, they would
find it anticipated.

The Chitrdlis plume themselves on knowmg nothing
about such methods of attack, which they look upon as
a Pathdn speciality. . Consequently, the summer - house
post and the loopholed garden walls had been handed
over to Umra Khdn's warriors, and completely they had
failed in their trust. They under-estimated our spirit of
enterprise, and let themselves be surprised. By asser-
ting complete absence of personal , responsibility, the
Chitrélis still find consolation for Harley 's brﬂhant succeess,
which not only saved us at the time; but macle it }mposmble
for Sher Afzul to Induce his followers to”dxrectly assault
the fort. One strange incident occurred durmg the
thickest of the excitement. Some ‘of out £hxtrélns began
to weep for the fate of their fellow-countrymen mmde the
tunnel, and truly declared, as we found afterwards, that
the diggers were not Pathdns, who merely acted as guards,
but farmers from down the river, living upon the estate
of one of the headmen with me. How they knew this
fact can only be suspected, but our disconsolate allies
formed a strong contrast to us in our over-brimming
joyfulness,

What a cheery dinner we had that night! Even the
famished smokers suffered less than usual, Our tobacco
had long been exhausted, while cloves, chopped straw,
and the bark of the plane tree proved wretched sub-
stitutes. for the gentle narcotic. Whitchurch, 1 think,
felt the privation most, and, next to him, Campbell.
Upon the rest of us it weighed less hardly. Wafaddr,
a few days before, had whispered, with the air of a
conspirator, that the Mehtar possessed a few Egyptian

K



350 CHITRAL

cigarettes which he desired me to accept. - There were
about twenty altogether. I decided not to burden my
conscience with the responsibility of so much treasure,
and asked Wafaddr to dole them out occasionally as I
directed, seven at a time—one for each of us, and two
for Campbell, on account of his bad luck in having been
again ordered to bed by Whitchurch. Leaning on one
elbow after dinner, and trying to smoke our single
cigarette more slowly than was possible, we talked more
and more of the Savoy and other tantalising thoughts.
Whitchurch invariably finished his first, and then watched
with wolfish eyes how we burnt our finger-tips and our
moustaches in smoking ours to the very end. He would
give a gasp of horror if anyone inadvertently raised an
arm to cast away the last morsel, for *such residues were
priceless to him. No doubt, with his mouth watering,
he would manipulate the fragrant particles, stuff them
into the bottom of a pipe, and suck at it with simple
faith, long after even the flavour of the encrusted bowl
had passed away.

Our two prisoners were subjected to an exhaustlve
examination. They had plenty to tell, but hardly any-
thing worth recording. The mildest of .their beliefs was

that the Amir of Kabul was backing Sher Afzul, and
" was already at Peshawer preparatory to an invasion of
India! According to them, a great attack was planned
for the previous day, when an attempt was to be made
to fire the Water-tower, but it was deferred because the
Pathdns were confident that they could demolish the
Gun-tower by their mine. Some vague statements
were also made about pent houses already constructed
and in the bazaar ready for use, under cover of which
many fires were to be kindled against the walls simul-
taneously. We resolved that if such classic methods
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were employed, they must be met by modern bayonet
charges,

Last of all was the bill for the day’s proceedings;
the reckoning when we laugh no more. Out of Harley’s
brave hundred there were twenty-one casualties—a large
but not unreasonable proportion, considering the nature
of the work. The Chitrdlis lost between forty and fifty
killed outright, some five-and-thirty of whom were
bayoneted in and about the shaft of the mine. Such
was the rage of the Sepoys—Sikhs, Gurkhas, and Dogras
alike—that they could not be restrained from slaughtering
even unarmed men. Amidst frantic yells of “kill, kill”
the poor wretches sank, one by one, in that tempestuous
sea of hate. An hour later they would have been treated .
kindly, even tendesly; but at the climax of fury, when
our  men were intoxicated with their own and one
another’s excitement—the most catching of all mob in-
fluences-~they could. spare no one. It is astonishing
that Harley contrived to save the two men, for, in a
swaying throng of overwrought Eastern soldiers, bayonet
thrusts cannot be identified. * There is no doubt that this
fierce ruthlessness startled the Sher Afzulites from the
conviction that our troops were broken in spirit—what in
India is expressively called “soft.”

Of all duties, the most sorrowful is that of visiting
the wounded after an engagement. One never knows
how the poor fellows may be able to endure their pain.
Usually, thank God, the shock of the injury, Nature’s own
anasthetic, saves their manhood, for the power of endur-
ance of wounds received in action depends, alas, less on
the fortitude of the soldier than upon- the exact nature
of the wound. The North American Indians had devices
which would extort a scream from the most stoical victim
at the stake; so, to a certain extent, is it in battle,
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One of the first hit of Harley's men was a grand Sikh.
He was carried to the hospital, where I afterwards found
him writhing on the ground, and shrieking from the agony
of his quivering nerves. Yet he was one of the bravest of a
brave race. Similarly, I remember at the attack on Nilt
Fort, in 1891, that one of the Gurkha soldiers of the
Maharajah’s Bodyguard regiment, was conspicuous for
a dashing impatience, which he with difficulty restrained,
.to push forward against the enemy. All at once this
man, to the fury and astonishment of his Kashmir leader,
was seen to burst into tears, throw down his rifle, and hide
behind a tree. Astounded, and burning with shame, his
Gurkha officer followed him ; but an experienced English-
man, a captain of a British India regiment, bade the
subaddr be calm, as he was certain the man was badly
wounded, It happened that I also observed the incident,
and ran across a zone of fire to see what it meant. The
man was shot in the pit of the stomach and died soon
afterwards.  Another illustrative incident occurred at
Childs, at the end of 189z2. . There, while Captain Wallace
was bravely trying to cover the retreat of five Gurkhas
rafting from the opposite bank of the Indus, where they had
been assailed by the treacherous enemy, one of his Dogra
Sepoys, to the Englishman’s disgust, suddenly cast away
his rifle and ran behind a rock. That man was marked
by us for exemplary punishment, aftetwards, even when
we learned that he was wounded; and . it was not
until a-skilful army-surgeon inspected the injury some
days later, that we were able to forgive the seeming
cowardice. As a matter of fact, a bullet had shattered
the nerves in the palm of the right hand to such an
_extent, that no human fortitude could withstand the
horrible pain the poor creature suffered. So it was heart-
breaking to perceive that our splendid Sikh, stricken
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mortally, must, ere he died go through the dreadful
humiliation, worse than death itself, to such a man and his
friends, of screaming out the remainder of his life. Truly,
a soldier'’s prayer should be, that, when his end came, he
might be killed swiftly, or, at least, be permitted to die
with dignity and composure.

All the early part of the night the besiegers were known
to be busily moving about, under cover, cautiously dragging
away their killed. Our dead, though but a yard or two
from the walls, had to be abandoned, and, with the carcasses
of animals, the unburied of the friendless slain of the enemy,
and more than one corpse in the mine, lay stark before
‘Heaven, dumb protests against man’s cruel anger. The
actual fighting was one of the least evils of our long siege.
Just before midnight the sound of great cheering twice
came to our ears. Its meaning could not be conjectured,
and dawn broke on the 18th April after a quietness inside
the walls interrupted only by the customary odd shots of
the sentries. But we still worked strenuously at the mines,
and at our other protections, being resolved not to throw
away a single point in the game. We particularly directed
our attention to building screening walls to the hospital
verandah, where bullets now began to drop at intervals.

Our prisoners informed us, withs a reluctance that
carried half conviction with it, that the beleaguerment
of Mastuj had been raised by a mixed force of regular
troops and levies from Gilgit, and that the Chitrdlis had
fallen back ten miles nearer to, us to defend the famous
Nisa Gul cutting.’

Soon after breakfast, we were temporarily paralysed
by the Bengali Commissariat Agent bursting upon us
with news of another mine. “His dry lips could scarcely
ejaculate the odd phrase, “ Please, sir, I hear the voice
of digging.” Quietness was enjoined, in the usual way,

z



354 ‘CHITRAL

by vociferous commands. Then we all went to the store-
room, and even the most sceptical (myself and another)
began to believe there was “something in it,” when we
heard the sickening echo of the thud—thud—thud we knew
so well. After much wasted anxiety for a few moments,
it was discovered that this exact reproduction of the stroke
of a pick was simply caused by a Sepoy chopping fire-
" wood, for cooking purposes, in a distant apartment, the
ground conveying the sound with horrible suggestiveness.
Yet, once again during the day we had another less
important scare of the same kind, which turned out to
be the earth vibrations caused by our own mining tools.
However, nothing could for long destroy our optim-
ism, although the whole garrison was eager and vigilant.
No single face bore a trace of despendency now. The
Réghundths were bright and cheerful. They had done
well, and suffered heavily in the sortie. Success, with
its concomitant self-confidence, that prime essential of
a soldier, which makes swaggering a military virtue,
now wiped away depression and warmed their hearts.
As for the Sikhs, those off duty sat in groups cleaning,
nursing, or even fondling their rifles—their “fathers and
mothers”—for “do they not protect their lives?” With
happy smiles, they chatted gaily, and probably elaborated
plans with one another for saving and gaining additional
rupees; for it is difficult to say which god these magnificent
_soldiers most adore—steel (bayonets and cannon) or the
silver of the Indian currency. Give them sufficient of
both, with hard but just discipline, and bear in mind that
Sikhs of shortish stature have hardly yet been tried—ex-
" cept against us in the Punjéb war—then we shall get large
‘numbers of recruits from the finest martial folk within our
own borders—a militaty sect which probably only con-
tmues to exist for the sake of our class battalions.



CHAPTER XXXIII
THE END OF A MINOR SIEGE

THURSDAY,_April 18th, passed away with little com-

motion. QOur men occasionally fired at parties of -
the enemy carrying off their dead, but there was no
after-swell to the storm of yesterday. Night fell, and
found us all watchful, for it was the eve of the Musal-
man Sabbath, when Pathdns, tortured with thoughts of
vengeance, and with new blood feuds on hand, might be
expected to “glut their ire.” I spent much time devising
little pent roofs, to enable men on the towers to fire
downwards, and command the foot of the walls, while
they themselves were protected ; and everybody else was
busy looking to walls and shelters. ‘

About a couple of hours after dark, Townshend came
to report that a man had actually crept up to the Sikhs on
the west side, and, after shouting out something, had gone
away again uninjured. Our indignation flared up and
supplied its own fuel. What! wer¢ the Sikhs getting
slack! So we rated, and the incident passed. Later, a
man cried out again, and word flashed through the fort
that all our besiegers had fled, and that Futteh Ali Shih's
brother was outside begging for admission, the first bringer
of the good tidings. Directions were given for him to
be admitted through the manhole in the main gate, and
brought to me; but no precutions were to be relaxed.
He confirmed the flying rumours, and supplemented them.
Sher Afzul, it seemed, with the two Bajour Khéns, had fled.

with all their following, It appeared that Muhammed Isa,
355
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after a severe beating at the Nisa Gul, had fallen back,
march by march, upon Chitrdl, hoping for the reinforce-
ments (2000 riflemen) promised by Umra Khén but never
sent; that a final grand effort to capture the fort was
projected, but because of the losses inflicted by Harley
in his sortie, the enemy were so discouraged, that all hope
of getting men to attempt it had to be given up. Finally,
a Gilgit force, flushed with victory, was but two marches
away, and nothing remained but general congratulations.
Nevertheless, we decided to wait for morning, when
Gurdon, with a company, was to move out and see exactly
how matters stood. We, however, sincerely believed the
news, and though still cautious against possible treachery,
gave ourselves up to pleasant emotions. Wafaddr pro-
duced the last seven cigarettes—the onty adequate incense

“and sacrifice combined worthy of our feelings. Some

shocking rum was also brought out to make a grog. The
decoction would surely rack some of our heads, but there
must be something emblematic of festivity; and so we
sat over the small fire, quietly happy, for we were all too
played out for boisterous joy, talking of our people at
home, and wondering, surmising, and guessing till daylight.
Nobody wanted to sleep. One or two made the attempt,
but soon gave it up and fell to talking again. The reins
of our tongues were loosed, so that we felt a strange
pleasure in easy speech, as though we had of late only
been allowed to converse in low tones.

Our Chitrilis were exuberant in their loyalty ; no more

".grumbling, but every man radiant for a short time. Then,

o

poor people, the truth was disclosed how villainously Sher
Afzal and his friends had hehaved, Hardly any one was
without terrible cause for sorrow. Sher Afzul had put to
death the relatives of some, and had given away the wives

-.and .sjsters of others, Their houses were mere ash-heaps,
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and all their property gone. Certain ingeniously shocking
methods of vengeance;—on Wafaddr in particular—may
not be written: there is a sickening horror about these
vile retaliations which makes one glad to escape to other
memories,

Gurdon marched out at nine o'clock, with a strong
detachment, to find that every one had really fled. Bajouri
traders came with presents of sugar, and small groceries—
gifts of propitiation. It was astounding to find how much
they had admired us all through, and what joy our release
from the hateful fort prison gave them. No one could
be more horrified, they declared, at the inexcusably bad
behaviour of their fellow-countrymen. They could give
us little information, except vague rumours that Kelly was
only two marches away; while another army, great and
irresistible, was marching up from Peshawer and Hoti
Marddn, accompanied by the old ruler of Dir, ousted by
Umra Khdn, and now restored to his own again. Ever
since the 12th of the month it seemed that Sher Afzul
and the Jandol Khdns began to show how uncomfort-
able their minds were, but they kept up their followers’
spirits by asserting that the Amir's Commander-in-Chief
was hurrying to help them.

Everybody was busy still. Sheep and goats, and
decent clean food were requisitioned for the soldiers; it
was pleasant work for Townshend and Harley to look
after the brave fellows, while Gurdon and I had much
writing to do, and many interviews. We had, of course,
sent off a letter to Kelly as quickly as it could be com-
posed. o

Visitors trooped to Caspbell, bidding him cheer up,
for the sky was blue, the breezes cool, and the valley
waving with barley and wheat. He should be carried out
to see for himself, as soon as any one had time to find a
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nice place under the beautiful trees, free from ill odours and
the carcasses of dead animals. Poor Whitchurch, with
his hospital, and his own fever, ﬁ;a.s, as usual; the heaviest -
and the quietest of workers. Letters were brought from
the Chitrdl Relief Force, giving us that information from
outside for which we were greedy, Then, late at night,
came a short note from Kelly, to say he would reach
Chitrdl on the following day (the zoth).
Next morning we were all up betimes. It was so
sweet to move out from our sombre walls,. although
there was little inclination to wander far, for a strange
inertness had to be contended against. For breakfast
we had eggs and fresh milk and a skinny chicken, and
could hardly eat for admiration of such delicacies. The
men, too, were getting good rations; but none of those
“extras” so dear to the Eastern soldier—tea, sugar, and
" butter. Perhaps Kelly might be bringing some. We
little knew how lightly he was marching. At noon we
began exchanging sxgnals Two hours more and they
“would be here.
~, Gurdon was in great trouble. We found out that a
report of his death had been $ent to his relatives in
"England. A groom, leading his pony, had been killed on
the 3rd March, and the animal subsequently seized by
Muhammed Isa, who set off for Reshun riding it. At
that place it was seen and identified by Fowler. Some-
what naturally, as all Muhammed Isa’s men knew an
officer had bken mortally wounded, and as that chief
braggirigly declared that he had done the deed, and
captured the pony by his own prowess, it was accepted
without " hesitation that it was Gurdon who was dead.
It was painful to think of the sorrow such a mistake must
have caused.
At two o'clock, Kelly’s advanced guard was descried
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crossing the bridge, their. bugles sounding an old familiar
tune, which somehow made one ‘melancholy as well as
happy —in short, emotional, With the exception of
Campbell, who could not be carried about safely until the
fort was more clear, we all went outside to see them arrive.
There were no extravagant greetings; I, for my: part,
welcorned them mechanically. All T could see were the
dark- complexloned sturdy Mazbis, looking admirably well,
and much travel-stained, Officers passed me, but I only
 really saw two—Qldham, because he was wearing a turban
‘and Kelly, who waved a walking - stick from the Chitrali
saddle on a sturdy little pony. My mind was weary, and
my life seemed fatigued also. 1 felt, by anticipation, what
it must be to attain a great age and feel a listlessness
about all things. *They declare; that we five standing
stilly in front of the ruined outwork, were white-faced and
strangely quiet. Perhaps nothing short of a Pathdn
battle-cry and the sharp clatter of rifle fire could have
really roused us ; for the long-sustained stimulus of danger
-and responsibility was gone ; and only tiredness, a tiredness
of brain and eyes and body, remained.

The women’s durbar hall, occupied during the SIege :
by Rab Nawdz Khdn's wife and two other women, was
turned into a banqueting-chamber for a dinner to- Kelly
and his officers, nine in number altogether, on Sunday
the 21st. Campbell was carried to it at the cost of a
bad jerk to his knee in the narrow doorway. So many
British officers collected together in Chitrdl was a strange
-sight to me, and all through the meal in lazy-bfained |
reverie, I kept reverting to the circumstances which had
brought it about. My mind, kept going back to the visit
paid to Chitrl, in 1888, by Colonel Algernon Durand and
myself, in the height of its picturesque remoteness, when
we were conducted to dinner over strips of silk”ﬂturban
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cloth, which we spoxled with our shooting boots, and were

there entertained with wonderful hyperboles of conversa-

tion. Could old Amfr-ul-Mulk have then foreseefi that the

most sacred apartment of the sacred part of his fort would

" ever witness a dinner-party of uniformed British officers,

“who sat at table with the matter-of-fact air one associates

-with a private dining-room or a mess chamber, how would

the ancient man have gazed upon us?—the old autocrat
beloved of God, and of the Prophet of God, whose royal
brethren and chief nobles were proud to offer him their
turban tails for kerchiefs, and the head-dresses themselves
as basins when he desired to wash the snuff from his gums.

The mere suggestion of the idea in a dream would have
cost lives.

Kelly’s officers were wonderfully nife fellows. Stewart,
the gunner, with deep insight into the wants of men, sent
us over two small tins of tobacco—every grain he possessed.
Cobbe, similarly, made me ashamed of being powerless
to resist his precious gifts of the same kind. All seemed.
to think, from Kelly downwards, that their march was a
- mere trifle, their hardships undeserving of reference. They
were the most singularly generous and modest men I have
ever met, and my admiration for them grew deeper and
deeper, as the true facts of their story were brought to
light. Campbell was languishing to see trees, and sky,
and green fields, but no one had time to take him out
till Monday, the 2z2nd, when he was put -under a big tree
and left to batten on the fresh air.- To such a nature as
his, with his love of outdoor pursuits, the dark, grimy room
he tenanted so long must have been like a dungeon.

The following day we all, moved into my old house—
no longer “Sher Afzul’s house”—and in the evening the
thrice-blessed flag—our luck—was lazily flapping on its roof.
We found it difficult to get Campbell in and out of the
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doorways, and finally decided to build him a makeshift
hut in the garden at the back. Upon the 24th we learned,
with a pleasure it is impossible to tell, that Edwardes and
Fowler were both safe with Sir Robert Low’s relieving
force.  Umra Khdn, as we emphatically proclaimed, had
behaved. like a gentleman.



CONCLUSION

So the long, weary siege‘was ended, and already a
thing of the past. Our total losses, including the recon-
naissance of the 3rd of March, were forty-one killed,
and sixty-two wounded—one hundred and three casualties
altogether, Of these, five killed and four wounded were
followers, and not soldiers. My escort numbered three
hundred and seventy combatants, all told. Colonel Kelly
was now in military command of Chitr4l, and had passed
on his temporary “political” powers *to me when he
arrived. Consequently, Harley, Whitchurch, and all the
Sikhs and Rdghundths were now under his orders.
Townshend and Gurdon remained with me, the former as
my Mil‘itary, and the latter as my Political Assistant.
Congratulatioris and landatory telegrams began to
pour in. At a final parade of the garrison, the gracious
message of Her Majesty, the Queen-Empress, was read
out and translated to the Sepoys, and. was subsequently
repeated to those in hospital. Wonderful is the power
of a great sovereign’s words! An Eastern soldier’s cheek
takes a deeper hue, and his mien grows prouder at such
august praises. Not even the British Tommy Atkins, with
his capacity for sentiment and emotion, is more deeply
moved.® Many other messages came from the Viceroy,
Sir Henry Fowler, the Commanders-in-Chief at home
and in India, the Maharajal of Kashmir, and a great
number more, both from ’official personages and from
private friends, while it is urinecessary, perhaps, to say that

Lord Roberts sent messages which filled the Sepoys,
362
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not to speak of others, with pride and gaiety. He
never forgets; and always says the exact thing to °
gladden the soldier’s heart, which he knows so well.

All these messages were delightful, to get, and helped
to check the terrible reaction which followed our long
insanitary imprisonment. But for me, Lord Elgin did an
action which could only have originated in a very kind
heart. He knew the strong attachment there was be-
tween myself and Colonel Algernon Durand, his military
secretary, my long-time friend, fellow-traveller, and former
chief, so he sent him to carry letters to me, and then
conduct me to India and Simla.



INDEX

AspuL HakiyM, Indian Political
Attaché, 40, 46, 82
Adamz4das, 36
Afghin Commander-in-chief, 15, 58
s  views of, 1842 and 1880, 97
Afzul, the “‘dour” Mehtar, 21,
28, 31
» Killing of, 32
Agent’s, British, escort, 64
Aides-de-camp, Oriental, 68
Aitn, Anxious night at, 100
Allies in the fort, their value, 220
sy strictly guarded, 234
Amén-ul-Mulk, the *Great Mehtar,”
6, 9, 18, 26
e Assassinatiaps by, 22
» his death, 27
Amir of Kabul, 1, 17, 48
Amfr-ul-Mulk, the idiot prince, 21,
55, 81, 82, 84, 87, 99
Ammunition convoy, 104, 226
Anglo-Russian  Pamir Commission,

50
Arab pony, Endurance of, 39
Armistice proffered, 253 *
Asmiy, 17, 22, 45
Assassin sect, 37 ) .

BADRINAR, Gurkha subadir, 213,

317 T
Baird, Captain J. M‘D,, 13, 19, 63,
Bzf». 89, 193-217

j Singh, General, 13, 65, 88,
Bethune, Lient. H., 171, 173
Beynon, Lieut. Wi G, L., 64, 168,

173179 :
Biddulph, Colonel John, 25, 288
Biddy, the fox-terrier, 128, 144
Bill-of-fare in the fort, 241
Bonfires for lighting west wall, 277
Borradaile, Captain H. B., 1§2-183
Borradaile crosses the Shanddr, 161
Bravery of a timid man, 203
Bretherton, Captain G. H., 64, 105, .
106, 109, 110
Bribing enemy’s messengers, 261
British designs on Chitr4l, Repudia-
tion of, 83

365

British officers and Kashmfr regi-
ments, 65
British officers on service in the East,

160

Browning-Smith, Surgeon-Captain,
157, 160, 162

Bruce, Col. A. MC., acting British
Agent at Gilgit, 11

Bruce, Lieut., the Hon. C. G., 36-51,
293

CampBELL, Captain C. P., 13, 18,
19, 63, 70, 77, 79, 82, 83, 89, 94,
191-361

Campbell’s invaluable water-way, 86,
22! . :

Cannon, Make-believe, 304

Cavagnari’s fate held up as a warning,

224
Chakalwat position, 167, 168
” Fight at the, 169
Chitrdl, Affaus at, in February
1895, 87

4  Anti-British faction at, 1§

,s  Defensible positions in, 167

s  Depressing return to, 100

s  First news from, 183

s  Fort, Arrangement of, 231
s»»  Invasion of, by Umra Khén,

73
s»»  Night capture of, in 1892, 32
s  Outbreak, Account of the, 53
»» _ Royal power in, 31
Chitrdli Allies in the fort-—their
value, 220
»  Vauban allowed
besiegers, 235
s»s  Envoys, Ways of, 250
Chitr4lis as horsemen, 88
»  dislike to Jandols, fo, 74
5 ontheroad, §
»  Secretiveness of, 58
ys  Defeatof, by Umra Khén, 77
Cigarettes, Priceless, 350
Cobbe, Lieu;. A. 63., 155, 162, 170,
174-X79, 183, :
Cold, Intense, 38, 70, 161
Comn grinding during the siege, 219

to join



366

DEAD have to be abandoned, 211,

353
Deserter’s fate, 337
Dhurm Singh’s last stand, 140
Durand agreement, 15
Durand, Colonel Algernon, 26, 34,
36, 363
Durand, Sir Mortimer, 15

EASTERN king’s diplomacy, 25

Eastern secrecy, 32

Edwardes, Lieut. S. M., 13, 107,
120-149, 253, 283

Edwardes and Fowler escorted past

the fort, 267

IHint at

murdering, 275
Ransom for,

266

Edwardes and Gurdon, Suggested
meeting of, 269, 271

”n 11

32 3

FANATICISM, 16

Fanaticism, Absence of, 10, 46

Fanatics, School for, 44

Fire-balls, Their origin and effective-
ness, 246

Flag, Our, and what it did for us, 285

Fording a mountain river, 181

Fort of inflammability, 231

Fort, Animals in the, 336

Fowler, Lieut. J. 8., R.E., ra3, 120-
151

Friendlies, 219

Frontier management, 49

Frontier politics, 15

Frontier tribes distrust, Reason for, 16

Futteh Ali Shdh, a useful friend, 296

GAIRAT, 81
s Critical position at, 98
»  inspection of, 88
sy  retirement from, 99
Reconnaissance from, 93
Gatacre, Brig.-General, 186
Ghizr, Description of, 155
Ghost stories m India, 9
Gordon Highlanders, 185
Gordon, Lieut. J. L. R., 36, 39, 40,

5%, 55 |

Gough, Lieut. H. A. K., 62, 69,
72, 153

Gulan Gul, 182

Guns, Method of carrying over snow,

157
s» taken across the Shandfir, 164
Gun-tower, 260

INDEX

Gun-tower, Firing of the, 312
» _ second attempt at, 323
“ Gunga Din,” Our, 345
Gupis Fort, 19
Gurdon, Lleut. B, E. M., 15, 18-20,
51-61, 73, 74, 85, 188.362

Harrey, Lievr. H. XK., 51, 72, 76,
77, 83, 204-362, some, 339
Hayward’s murder in Vésfn, 24

Horseflesh banquets, 309

ICR-COVERED ROADS, 69

Idioms, English, dlfﬁculnes of, for
Natives of India, 256

India, Important instructions from, go

Indian soldiers fight against us, 261

ANBATAL, 186
andol Valley, Capture of, 186
Jandol Kbéns, Faiture to bribe the,
272
Jones, Lieut. H. J., 108, 111, 114~
117, 173
*

KAFIRS, 73, 41, 45
Kashmir troops, Miserable armament
of, 211
as riflemen, 19, 211
Kelly, Colonelj G., 64, 65, 152-183
,y forces the Chakalwat, 169
y» marches into Chitrdl, 359
Khdr, Fight at, 185
Khushwakt revolt, 86
Kila Drosh, 83, 85
Kordgh catastrophe, 114
“](,8 S.B.s” at the Malakund, 185

LASPUR seized by Kelly’s force, 163
Levies, 9o, 111, 169, 178
Lockhart, Sir William, 235, 71
Loopholing, 225, 248 325
Lowari Pass, 73, 146, 187

4 Blizzard on the, 146
Low, Major -General Sir R., 184, 187

MALAKUND Pass captured, 184
Mastu], Defence of, 119
Digaster at, 103
s garrison besleged 118, 153
Matchlocks, giant, 41
Maulais, the assassin sect, 35

+Mazbi Sikhs, 65

Mehtar-Boy’s nerve gives way, 333

Mehtar, Nizém-ul-Mulk, a trembling
victor, 41

Mines, Counter, 348



INDEX

Mission-house at Chitrél, 42, 8o

Moberly, Lieut, F. J., D.8.0., 13,
76, 104, 110-112, 174

Moslem, A thoroughgoing, 44

Mubammed Isa, Sher Afzul’s general,
117, 136-142, 167, 176, 182

Muhammed Wali Khdn, a picturesque
prince, 37, 38, 47, 68

Murder, Precautions against, 54

Nivrr, 27
Nisa Gul, 108, 110, 112, 172, 173
’ Fight at the, 172

Nizdm, the %xandsame, 20, 2I, 28,
. 31, 34, 45, 47

s Murder of, 52
Nobles (See Adamzidas)
Nursut (Kundr Valley), 31, 44, 45

QupuaMm, Ligvr. L. W. §,, RE.,
153-18

Oldham’s exploit, 177

Order of Merit, Indian, 222, 325

Oriental wiles, 137 .

Oriental court, 30, 360

Owen, The late Major ‘‘Roddy,”
185 -

PANGKORA BRIDGE, Destruction of,
186

Pamfss, 13

Parapet demolished by rain, 278

Passage of the Shandiir ; its effect, 165

Pathdn war-cry, 249

Pathdn prisoners, 79

Pathéns overrule Sher Afzul, 256

Path4ns spy upon one another, 269

Petersen, Lieut, ¥. H., 152, 171-175

Phula, Col.. reaches Mastuj, 110

Pioneer regiments in India,.64

Ponies on‘ice, 69

Puppet King, 60

QUEEN, Message from the, 362

RAB Nawaz KHaAN, 82
Rain, way to stop, 280
Reshun, Description of, 122
5  doctoring at, 129
sy  race for cover, 125
»»  furious night attack, 131
5>  Sortie of March roth, 132
»  the flag of truce, 136
,»  nhegotiations with enemy, 136
»s  the game of polo, 139
»  overwhelmed, 140
Rifles to Chitrl, Presentations of, 28

367

Ross, The late Captain J. C., 103, 10§
s his successful march, 107
s letter to The Times, 106
42 departure into the gloom, rog
sy defeat and death, 115

Russian menace to India, 50

SANGARS, 244, 294

Shandir Pass, 39, 39, 71, 161

Sher Afzul, the pretender, 21, 28, 32,
42, 45, 58, 83'891 101, 357

Shuja-ul-Mulk (*“Sugar and Milk ),
21, 81, 190, etc.

Siege of the fort. First weeh—Out-
posts withdrawn ; demolitions ; our
resources ; corn-grinding ; popula-
tion of fort; policy of deception ;
loopholing ; attempt to fire Water-
tower, 210-227

Second week—Riverside strength-
ened ; forlorn hopes not feared ;
water-cagriers shot ;  dangerous
sand-flat; Sifat’s enclosure; officers’
watches; alarm posts; allies strictly
guarded ; negotiations ; our guns;
engineering failure ; -search for
mines ; besiegers creep nearer ;
silent sangar-making ; daily letter
from enemy ; Edwardes’ Reshun
letter ; armistice proffered ; my’
agent 3 truce; 227-257

ZThirdwesk—Qbservance of truce ;
sickness; suffering of troops ; corpses
carried past fort; captive officers
interviewed by Amir Ali ; failure to
bribe Khéns ; Umra Khén’s envoy ;
truce ends; bonfires to light up
wall ; parapet ruined by rain ; allies
downcast ; 258-279

Fourth week—Alleged letter from
friends ; how Reshun events helped
us; letter for Umra Khin; Jast
attempt to send out messenger ;

oul ; reaction; siege arrange-
men ipline ; Gurhka’s dejec-
tion ; 279-293

Fifth week—New approaches ;
talk of scaling-ladders; of crow’s
nests ; Sifat’s men armed ; hint of

alak massacre; trees round the
fort ; more negotiating ; additional
sangars ; firing of the Gun-tower ;
Badri Nar Singh ; cazeless sentries ;
enemy again attempts the tower;
204-323 .

Sixth week — Stone - slinging 5
failure of an expert ; allies sulky ,

*



368

walls  well illuminated ;
nights; tired ; 323-337
Last week—The mine ; Gurdon

and Harley; the powder-bags;
Harley’s sortie; counter - mines H
enemy’s mine collapsed ; happy
dinner ; Harley’s prisoners ; Sher
Afau) flees; 338356

Sifat, the brave, 68, 202-338
s, his labour corps, 234

Sikhs, 39, 40, 46, 102-117, 171, 207,
219 éf seq., 339-354

Sixtieth Rifles, 185

Slavery, 7, 59

Snow blindness, 164, 167

Stewart, Lieut. C. G., R.A., 14, 152-

153
Sultdn Shéh’s bravery, 316
Superstitions, 299
Surgery, Rough and ready, 208
Swit River crossed, 186

Teru, The bleak, 70, 156
Thirty-second Pioneer Regt., 65
Tirich Mir, Mount, 333, 335

noisy

INDEX

Tobacco famine, 349
Townshend, Captain C. V., F., 62,
68, 69, 76, 88, 89, 190-3621

Unny, Mr R,, C.S.L, 13, 18, 19, 83
Umra Khén of Jandol, 16-18, 44, 48,
73, 76, 77, 90, 262, etc. etc,

WAFADAR (the faithful one), 192, etc.

Wapenshaw, an Eastemn, 41 '

Waterfield, Brigadier-General, 183

Well.sinking farlure, 260

Whitchureh, Surgeon Captain H. F.,
14, 69, 72, 76, 196, 209, 216

12

287 .
¢ Wrestler,” The, 25, 288

VAstn, Outbreak in, 62

Yddgir Beg, a plausiblé scoundrel,
117, 137

Y#ks as roadmakers in snow, 159

Younghushand, Captain ¥. E.,C,LE.,
36, 51, 5§

W. H. WHITE AND CO, LTD., RIVERSIDE PRESS RDINBURGH

recommended for V.C., -



A CATALOGUE OF BOOKS
AND ANNOUNCEMENTS OF
METHUEN AND COMPANY
PUBLISHERS : LONDON
36 ESSEX STREET
W.C.

-
CONTENTS
T s PAGE
FORTHCOMING BOOKS, . . . . 2
POBTRY, . . . . . . 8
BELLES LETTRES, ANTHOLOGIES, ETC., . . 9
ILLUSRTATED BOOKS, . . . . . to
HISTORY, . . . . . . . 11
BIOGRAPHYV, . « - . . . 14
TRAVEL, ADVENTURE AND TOPOGRAFHY, . . 15
NAVAL AND MILITARY, . . . . 17
GENERAL LITERATURE, . . . B 18
SCIENCE AND TECHNOLOGY, . . . . 20
PHILOSOPHY, . . . . . . 20
THEOLOGY, . . . . . 21
FICTION, . . . . . . 24
BOOKS ¥OR BOVS AND GIRLS, . . . . 34
THE PEACOCK LIBRARY, . . . . 34
UNIVERSITY BEXTENSION SERIES, . . . 35
SOCIAL QUESTIONS OF TO-DAY . . . 36
CLASSICAL TRANSLATIONS . . . . 37 5
EDUCATTONAL BOOKS, . . . . 37

OCTOBER 1898




OcTOBER 1898,

- MEssRS. METHUEN’S
ANNOUNCEMENTS

Travel and Adventure:

NORTHWARD: OVER THE GREAT ICE. By R. E.
PeARY. With over 8ao Illustrations, Maps and Diagrams. Zwo
Volumes, Royal 8vo. 32s. net.

In this important work Lieutenant Peary tells the story of his travels and adven-
tures in the Arctic regions. His extraordinary sledge journey and his experiences
among the Eskimos are fully described, and this book is a complete record of his
Arctic work, for which the Royal Geographical Society has this year awarded
him their Gold Medal,

The fact that Lieutenant Peary is about to start on a dttermined effort to reach the
North Pole lends a special interest to this book.

THROUGH ASIA. By SveN HEDIN., With over 250 [llustra-
tions from Sketches and Photographs by the Author, and 10 Maps.
Twe volumes., Royal 8vo. 365, net.

In this book Dr. Sven Hedin, the distinguished Swedish explorer, describes his
. four years’ experiences and his extraordinary adventures in Central Asia. Dr.

Hedin is an accomplished artist, and his drawings are full of vigour and interest.

In adventurous interest and substantial resuits in various departments of know-
ledge, Dr. Hedin's joume{[will bear comparison with the travels of the great
explorers of the past, from Marco Polo downwards.

The Gold Medals of the Royal Geographical Society and of the Russian Geographical
Society have been conferred upon him for this journey.

THE HIGHEST ANDES. By E. A, FITzGERALD. With
40 Tllustrations, 10 of which are Photogravures, and a Large Map.
Royal 8vo.  30s. net. ' .

Also, a Small Edition on Handmade Paper, limited to 50 Copies,
420, £5, 55
A narrative of the highest climb yet accomplished. The illustrations have been

reproduced with the greatest care, and the book, in addition to its adventurous
interest, contains appendices of great scientific value,

CHITRAL : The Story of a Minor Siege. By SIR G. S. ROBERT-
soN, K.C.5.I. With Numerous Illustrations and a Map. Desmy 8vo.
- 215, mel. .

Sir George Robertson, who was at the time British Agent at Gilgit, has written
the story of Chitral from the Foint of view of one actually besieged in the fort.
The book is of considerable length, and has an Introductory part explaining
the series of events which culminated in the famous siege ; also an account of
Ross’s disaster in the KoraGH defile, the heroic defence of Resuun, and Kelly's
great march, It has numerous illus®{ ations—plans, pictures and portraits—and a

. map, and will give a connected narrative of tge stirting episodes on the Chitral
frontier in 18¢5. :
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TWENTY YEARS IN THE NEAR EAST. By A. HULME
BeEaMAN, With Portrait. Demy 8vo. ~ 105. 6d. :

A personal narrative of experiences in Syria, Egypt, Turkey and the Balkan States,

including adventures in the Lebanon, during the bombardment of Alexandra, the

first Egyptian Campaign, the Donogla Expedition, the Cretan Insurrection, etc.
The bock also contains several chapters on Turkey, its people and its Sultan.

Theology |

DOCTRINE AND DEVELOPMENT. By HASTINGS RASH-
DALL, M, A,, Fellow and Tutor of New College, Oxford. Crown 8uo.
6s.

‘I'his volume consists of twenty sermons, preached chiefly before the University of
Oxford. They are an attempt to translate into the language of modern thought
some of the leading ideas of Christian theology and ethics.

CLOVELLY SERMONS. By WiLLiaM HARRISON, M.A,, late
Rector of Clovelly, With a Preface by Lucas MALET. .Crown 8vo.
3s. 64,

A volume of Sermons by a son-in-law of Charles Kingsley.

APOSTOLIC CHRISTIANITY : As Illustrated by the Epistles
of S. Paul to the Corinthians. By H. H. Henson, M.A., Fellow
of All Souls’, Oxford.  Crown 8ue. 6s.

andbooks of Theology.

General Editor, A. RogerTsoN, D.D., Principal of King’s College,
i London.

THE XXXIX. ARTICLES OF THE CHURCH OF ENG-
LAND, Edited with an Introduction by E. C. 8. Gisson, D.D.,
Vicar of Leeds, late Principal of Wells Theological College. Rewisea
and Cheager Edition én One Volume, Demy Svo. 125, 6d. :

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF THE
CREEDS. By A. E. BurN, Examining Chaplain to the Bishop of
Lichfield. Demy 8vo. 105, 6d.

The Churchbman’'s ALibrary.

Edited by J. H, BURN, B.D.

A series of books by competent scholars on Church History,qfnstitu-
tions, and Doctrine, for the use of clerical and lay readers.

THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN HERE AND HERE-
AFTER. By Canon WINYERBOTHAM, M.A., B.Sc, LL.B.
Crown 8vo. 3. 6d. - ) .
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‘Oriotd itommentar(es.

General Editor, WALTER Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble College,
©* Dean Ireland’s Professor of Exegesis in the
University of Oxford.

Messrs. METHUEN propose to issue a series of Commentaries wpon such
Books of the Bible as still seem to need further explanation.

The object of each Commentary is primarily exegetical, to interpret
the author’s meaning to the present generation. The editors will not
deal, except very subordinately, with questions of textual criticism or
philology.; but taking the English text in the Revised Version as their
basis, they will try to combine a hearty acceptance of critical principles
with loyalty to the Catholic Faith. It is hoped that in this way the series
may be of nse both to theological students and to the clergy, and also to
the growing number of educated laymen and laywomen who wish to read
the Bible intelligently and reverently.

THE BOOK OF JOB. Edited, with Introduction and Notes,
by E. C. S. G1BsoN, D.D., Vicar of Leeds. @Demy 8vo. 6.

The Librarp of Devotion,

Pott 8vo.  Cloth 2s. ; leather 2s. 6d. net,
NEW VOLUMES., .

A SERIOUS CALL TO A DEVOUT AND HOLY LIFE.
By WitLiam Law. Edited, with an Introduction, Analysis, and
Notes, by C. Bigg, D.D. Lo 8vo.

A BOOK OF DEVOTIONS. By J. W. STANBRIDGE, M.A,,
Rector of Bainton, Canon of York, and sometime Fellow of St.
John’s College, Oxford. Pot¢ 8ve. :

This book contains devotions, Eucharistic, daily and occasional, for the use of mem-
bers of the English Church, sufficiently diversified for those who possess other
works of thekind. Itis intended to be 2 companion in private and public worship,
and is in harmony with the thoughts of the best Devotional writers,

History and Biography

MEMOIRS OF ADMIRAL THE RIGHT HONBLE. SIR
ASTLEY COOPER KEY. By Vice-Admiral P.. H. CoLoMms.
With Portrait. Demy 8zo. 16,

This life of a great sailor throws a considerable light on the evolution of the Navy
dufing the last fifty years. '

THE DECLINE AND FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE.
By EpwarDp GiBeoN. A New Edition, edited with Notes,
Appendices, and Maps by J. B. Bury, LL.D., Fellow of Trinity
College, Dublin, 7% Severn Voldmes. Demy 8vo, gilt top. 8s. 6d.
eack. Crown 8vo, 6s. eack., Vol. VI

1
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A HISTORY OF EGYPT, FROM THE EARLIEST TIMES TO
THE PRESENT DAy. Edited by W. M. FrLiNpERS PETRIE, D.C.L,,
LL.D., Professor of Egyptology at University College, Fully Jilus-
trated. In Six Volumes. Crows 8vo, 6s. eack.

Vol. IV. ROMAN EGYPT. J.G. MILNE.
. Vol. V. THE EGYPT OF THE PTOLEMIES. J. P. MAHAFFY.

THE CANON LAW IN ENGLAND, By F.W. MAITLAND,
LL.D., Downing Professor of the Laws of England in the University
of Cambridge. Royal 8vo. 7s. 6d.

A volume of Essays on the History of the Canon Law in England. These Essays
deal chiefly with the measure of authority attributed in medieval England to the
papal law-books, and one entitled (1)} William Lyndwood, (2) Church, State and
Decretals, (3) Witliame of Drogheda and the Universal Ordinary, (4} Henry I1.
and the Criminous Clerks, (5} Execrabilis in the Commron Pleas, and (6) The
Deacon and the Jewess.

A HISTORY OF SHREWSBURY SCHOOL. By G. W.
Fi1sHER, M.A., Assistant Master, With Numerous Illustrations,
Demy Bvo. 73, 6d.

A HISTORY OF WESTMINSTER SCHOOL. By J. SER-
GEANT, ML.A., Assistant Master. With Numerous Illustrations.
Demy 8Bvo. s, 6d. :

ANNALS OF ETON COLLEGE. By W. STERRY, M.A.
With Numerous Ilustrations. Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d. -

General Literature

THE PILGRIM’S PROGRESS. By Joun Bunvan. Edited,
with an Introduction, by C. H. FirTH, M.A. With 39 Illustrations
by R. ANNING BELL. Crown 8vo. 6s.

This book contains a long Introduction by Mr. Firth, whose knowledge of the period
is unrivalled ; and it is lavishly illustrated.

AN OLD ENGLISH HOME. By S. BariNG GouLp. With
Numerous Plans and Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 6s.

This book describes the life and environment of an old English family.

CAMBRIDGE AND ITS COLLEGES. By A. HAMILTON
TrompsoN. With Illustrations by E, H. New, 2o/t 8vo. Cloth,
35, Leather, 45, :
This book is uniform with Mr, Wells's very successful book, * Oxford and its Colleges.’
UNIVERSITY AND SOCIAL SETTLEMENTS. By W
ReasonN, MLA. Crown 8ve, 2s. 6d. [Soctal Question Strz.z.r.
DANTE’S GARDEN. By RoseMary CoTes. With a frontis-
piece Frap. 8vo. 3s. 6d. b
An account of the Rowers mentioned by Dante, with their legends.
READING AND READERS. By CLIFFORD HARRISON.
Feap, 8vo, 25, 6d. .
A little book of principles and hints by t®e most distinguished of living reciters.

VENTURES IN VERSE. ByB.J]. WiLL1aMS. C7, 8vo. 35 6d.
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, Educational

VOLUMETRIC ANALYSIS. By J]. B. RusSELL, Science

Master at Burnley Grammar School. Crown 8zo.  1s.
A small Manual, containing all the necessary rules, etc., on a subject which has
hitherto only been treated in expensive volumes,

A KEY TO STEDMAN’S EASY FRENCH EXERCISES.
By G. A, SCHRUMPF. Crown 8vo. 3s. net.

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. By A. M. M. STEDMAN,
M.A. Crown 8vo. 1s.6d.
A book which contains the elements of Accidence and Syntax,
CARPENTRY AND JOINERY. By F. C. WeBBger. With
many Ilustrations. Crowr 8vo. 3s. 6d.

. [Handbooks of Tecknology.
A Maanual for technical classes and self-instruction.

PRACTICAL MECHANICS. By SipNey H. WELLS. Illus-
trated, Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. [Handbooks of Tecknology.

A CLASS-BOOK OF DICTATION PASSAGES. By W.
‘WiLLiaMSON, M.A. Crown 8vo. 1s.6d.

. The passages are culled from recognised authors, and a few newspaper passages are
included. The lists of appended words are drawn up mainly on the pringiple of
comparison and contrast, and will form a repertoire of over 2000 words, embracing
practically all the difficulties felt by the pupil.

AN ENTRANCE GUIDE TO THE PROFESSIONS AND
BUSINESS. By Hexry JoNgs, Crown 8wo. 1s. 6d.
[Commercial Series.

Byzantine Texts

Edited by J. B. Bury, LL.D., Professor of Modern History at
. Trinity College, Dublin,
EVAGRIUS. Edited by PROFESSOR LEON PARMENTIER of
Liége and M. BipEz of Gand. Demy 8vo,

-Cheaper Editions

BRITISH CENTRAL AFRICA. By Sir H. H. JOHNSTON,
K.C.B. With nearly Two Hundred Illustrations, and Six Maps.
Revised and Cheaper Edition. Crown 4to. 215, net,

* The book is erowded with important information, and written in a most attractive
style ; it is worthy, in short, of the author’s established reputation.’~Standard.

VAILIMA LETTERS. By ROBERT LoUIS STEVENSON. With

" ang Etched Portrait by WILLIAM STRANG, and other Illustrations.
Cheaper Edition, Crown 8vo. Buckram. 6s.

A BOOK OF CHRISTMAS VERSE. Edited by H.C. BEECHING,
M.A,, and Illustrated by WALTER CRANE.  Cheaper Edition.
Crown 8vo, gilt top.  3s. 6d. :

]
A collection of the best verse inspired by the birth of Christ from the Middle Ages
to the present day. .
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LYRA SACRA : An Anthology of Sacred Verse. Edited by H.
C. BercHING, M.A. Cheaper Edstion. Crown8ve. Buckram. 3s.6d.
* A charming selection, which maintains a lofty standard of excellence.'— Times,

Fiction
THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG. By GILBERT PARKER,
Author of ¢ The Seats of the Mighty.” Crowsn 8vo. 6s.

A romance of 1798.
THE TOWN TRAVELLER. By GEORGE GISSING, Author
of * Demos,’ ¢ In the Year of Jubilee,’ etc. Crowsn 8vo. 6s.
THE COUNTESS TEKLA. By ROBERT BARR, Author of
‘ The Mutable Many,” Crowsn 8zo. 6s.
A historical romance,
THINGS THAT HAVE HAPPENED. By DOROTHEA
GERARD, Author of * Lady Baby,” ¢ Orthodox,’ etc. Crown 8vo. 65,
DOMITIA. By S. BARING GouLD, Author of ‘The Broom

Squire,’ etc, Crown 8wo, 6s.
A romance of imperial Rome

FROM THE EAST UNTO THE WEST. By JANE BARLOW,
Authorof ‘ Irish Ic'iylls,’ ¢ A Creel of Irish Stories,’ etc. Crown 8zo. 65,
TO ARMS! By ANDREW BALFOUR, Author of ‘By Stroke of

Sword.” Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 65,
A romance of 1715,

5
THE JOURNALIST. By C.F. KEARY. Crown 8vo. 6s.
A story of modern literary life,
PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. ByB.M. CROKER, Author of
¢ Proper Pride.’ Crown 8ve, 6s. '
A VENDETTA OF THE DESERT. By W. C. ScuLLy.
Crown 8vo, 35, 6d.
A South African romance,

CORRAGEEN IN ’g8. By Mrs. ORPEN. Crown 8vo. 6s.

A romance of the Irish Rebellion.

AN ENEMY TO THE KING. By R. N. STEPHENS, Crown
8zo. 6s.
THE PLUNDERPIT. By J. KEIGHLEY SNOWDEN. Crown

Szo, 6s.
A romance of adventure. . . 4y
DEADMAN’S. By MARY GAUNT, Author of ¢ Kirkham's Find.
Crown 8vo. 6s.
An Australian story,
WILLOWBRAKE. ByR. MURRAY GILCHRIST, Crown8vo. 6s.
THE ANGEL OF THE COVENANT. By J. MACLAREN
CoBBAN, Crown 8vo. 6s.
A historical romance, of which Montrose is the hero., LY
OWD BOB, THE GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. By ALFRED

OLLIVANT. Crown 8zo, 65, i
A story of the Cumberland dales.
ANANIAS. Bythe Hon, Mrs, ALAN BRODRICK, Crown 8vo. 6s.

ADVENTURES IN WALLYPUG LAND. By G.E. FARROW.
With Illustrations by ALAN WRIGHT.  Crown 8vo. Gilt fop. 55,
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Poetry

Rudyard Kipling. BARRACK-ROOM BALLADS. By
RUDYARD KIPLING, Fourteenth Edition. Crown Sve. 6s.
‘Mr. Kipling's verse is strong, vivid, full of character. . . . Unmistakable genius

rings in every line.'—Zémes.

‘The ballads teem with imagination, they palpitate with emotion. We read them
with laughter and tears; the metres throb in our pulges, the cunningly ordered
words tingle with life; and if this be not poetry, what ist'—Pall Mall Gazette.

Rudyard Kipling, THE SEVEN SEAS. By RUDYARD
KIPLING. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. Buckram, gilt top. 6s.

*The new poems of Mr. Rudyard Kipling have all the spirit and swing of their pre-
decessors, Patriotism is the solid concrete foundation on which Mr, Kipling has
built the whole of his work.’—7¥nees.

*The Empire has found a singer ; it is no depreciation of the songsto say that states-
men may have, one way or other, to take account of them.'--Manchester
Guardian, )

¢ Animated through and through with indubitable genius.’—Dasly Telegraph,

“Q.” POEMS AND BALLADS. By “Q.” Crown 8vo. 3+ 6d.
¢ This work has just the faint, ineffable touch and glow that make poetry.'—Sgeakes.

*“Q." GREEN BAYS: Verses and Parodies, By “Q.,” Author
of ‘Dead Man’s Rock,’ etc,  Second Edition. Crown 8ve. 3s. 6d.

E. Mackay. A SONG OF THE SEA. By ERIC MACKAY.

Second Edition. Feap. 8vo.  5s.
¢ Everywhere Mr. Mackay displays himself the master of a style marked by all the
characteristics of the best rhetoric.'—GZode.

H.Ibsen. BRAND. A Drama by HENRIX IBSEN. Translated
by WiLriam WILSON. Second Edition. Crown 8ve. 3s. 6d.

{The greatest world-poem of the nineteenth century mext to * Faust.,” It is in
the same set with ‘* Agamemnon,” with * Lear,” with the literature that we now
instinctively regard as high and boly.'—Daily Chronicle,

“A. 3" VERSES TO ORDER, By “A. G (. 8veo. 25.6d.
net.
‘A capital specimen of light academic poetry.’—S# James's Gazelte.
J. G. Cordery. THE ODYSSEY OF HOMER. A Transla-
tion by J. G, CorRDERY. Crown 8vo. ¥s. 6d. )
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Belles Lettres, Anthologies, etc.

R. L. Stevenson. VAILIMA LETTERS. By RoBERT Louis
STevENSON. With an Etched Portrait by WrLr1am STRANG, and
other Illustrations. Second Edition, Crown 8ve. Buckram, 6s,

¢ A fascinating book.'—Standard,

! Full of charm and brightness.'—Sgectator.
¢ A gift almost priceless.’—Speaker.
 Unique in literature,’—Daily Chronicle.

George Wyndham. THE POEMS OF WILLIAM SHAKE-
SPEARE, Edited with an Introduction and Notes by GEORGE
WyNDHAM, M.P.  Demy 8vo.  Buckram, gilt top. 10s. 6d.

This edition contains the * Venus,’ * Lucrece,’ and Sonnets, and is prefaced with an

elaborate introduction of over 140 pp.

 One of the most serious contributions to Shakespearian criticism that bas been pub-

lished for some time.'— Timnes.

! One of the best pieces of editing in the language,"—~Outlook. '

‘This is a scholarly and interesting contribution to Shakespearian literature.'—
Literature,

We have no hesitationein describing Mr. George Wyndham's introduction as a
masterly piece of criticism, and all who love our Elizabethan literature will find a
very garden of delight in it."—Spectator,

* Mr. Wyndham'’s notes are admirable, even indispensable.'—Westminster Gazelte.

*The standard edition of Shakespeare's poems.'—Worid,

* The book is written with critical insight and literary felicity.'-—Standard.

W. E. Henley. ENGLISH LYRICS. Selected and Edited by

W. E. HENLEY., Crown8wo. Buckram, gilt top. 6s.
It is a body of choice and lovely poetry.’— Birnsingham Gazette.

Henley and Whibley., A BOOK OF ENGLISH PROSE.
Collected by W, E. HENLEY and CHARLES WHIBLEY, Crown 8uvo.
Buckram, gilt top. 6s. N

' Quite delightful. A greater treat for those not well acquainted with pre-Restoration
prose could not be imagined. ' thencruns.

H.C.Beeching. LYRA SACRA : An Anthology of Sacred Verse.
Edited by H. C. BeecHING, M.A, Crown 8vo. Buckram. 6s.

¢ A charming selection, which maintains a lofty standard of excellence.'— Tisres.

"Q.” THE GOLDEN POMP: A Procession of English Lyrics,
Arranged by A. T. QUILLER COUCH. 'Crown 8vo. [Buckvam. 6s.

' A delightful volume : a really golden *‘ Pomp,"”’~Spectator.

W. B. Yeats. AN ANTHOLOGY OF IRISH VERSE.

Edited by W. B. YEATS. Crown Buwo. 3s. 6d.

* An attractive and catholic selection,’—Z fmes.

G. W. Steevens. MONOLOGUES OF THE DEAD. By

G. W. STERVENS. Foolscap Svo. 35, 6d. 2
The effect is sometimes splendid, sometimes bizarre, but always amazingly clever.’
~Pall Mall Gazette,

W. M. Dixon. . A PRIMER OF TENNYSON. By W. M.
Dixon, M.A., Professor of English Literature at Mason College.
Crown 8vo. 25, 6d,

‘ Much sound and well-expressed critici: The bibliograpby is a boon. ~~Speaker.

A2
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‘W. A. Oraigie. A PRIMER OF BURNS. By W, A. CRAIGIE.

Crown 8vo. 25, 6d. ,
‘A valuable addition to the literature of the poet,—Z'imes.

L. Magnus. A PRIMER OF WORDSWORTH. By LAURIE
MagNus. Crowr 8vo, 2s, 6d.

‘ A valuable contribution to Wordsworthian literature,'—Literature.

Sterne. THE LIFE AND OPINIONS OF TRISTRAM
SHANDY. By LAWRENCE STERNE. With an Introduction by
CHARLES WHIBLEY, and a Portrait. 2z wofs. 7s.

'Very dainty volumes are these; the paper, type, and light-green bindiog are all
very agreeable to the eye.'—Globe.

Congreve. THE COMEDIES OF WILLIAM CONGREVE.
With an Introduction by G. S. STREET, and a Portrait. 2 wols, 7s,

-Morierr. THE ADVENTURES OF HAJJI BABA OF
* ISPAHAN. By James Morier, With an Introduction by E, G..
BrowNE, M. A., and a Portrait. 2 zols, s,

" Walton. THE LIVES OF DONNE, WOTTON, HOOKER,
HERBERT, anp SANDERSON. By Izaak WartonN. With
an Introduction by VERNON BLACKBURN, and a Portrait. 3s. 64.

Johnson, THE LIVES OF THE ENGLISH POETS. By
SAMUEL JoHNSON, LL.D. With an Introduction by J. H. MILLAR,
and a Portrait. 3 wols. 1ros. 6d.

Burns. THE POEMS OF ROBERT BURNS. Edited by
ANDREW LANG and W. A. Crarcie. With Portrait. Demy 8vo,
gilt top.  6s.

This edition contains a carefully collated Text, numerous Notes, critical and textual,
a critical and biographical Introduction, and a Glossary.
¢ Among editions in one volume, this will take the place of authority.'— Z¥mes.

F. Langbridge. BALLADS OF THE BRAVE: Poems of
Chivalry, Enterprise, Courage, and Constancy. Edited by Rev. F.
LANGBRIDGE. Second Edition. Crown 8wo. 3s.6d. School Edition,
2s, 6d. '

‘A very happy conception happily carried out. _These * Ballads of the Brave” are
intended fo suit the real tastes of boys, and will suit the taste of the great majority.”
wSpectator. “The book is full of splendid things.'—Werid.

Illustrated Books

F. D. Bedford. . NURSERY RHYMES. With many Coloured
Pictures, By F. D. BEDFORD. Super Royal 8vo. §s.

¢ Arfexcellent selection of the best known rhymes, with beautifully coloured pictures
exquisitely printed.—Pall Mall Gazette. '

S. Baring Gould. A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES retold by S.
BariNG GouLp., With numerous illustrations and initial letters by
ARTHUR J. GASKIN. Second Rdition. Crown 8vo. Buckvam. 6s.

' Mr. Baring Gould is deserving of gratitude, in re-writing in simple style the old
stories that delighted our fathers and grandfathers.'—Saturday Review.
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8. Baring Gould. OLD ENGLISH FAIRY TALES. Col-
lected and edited by S. BARING GouLD, With Numerous Illustra-
tions by F. D. BEDFORD. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Buckram. 6s.

‘A charming volume. The stories have been selected with great ingenuity from
various old ballads and folk-tales, and now stand forth, clothed in Mr. Baring
Gould's delightful English, to enchant youthful readers.'—Guardian.

8. Baring Gould. A BOOK OF NURSERY SONGS AND
RHYMES. Edited by S. BARING GOULD, and Illustrated by the
Birmingham Art School. Buckram, gilt tep. Crown 8ve. 6s.

¢ The volume is very complete in its way, as it contains nursery songs to the number
of 77, game-thymes, and jingles. To the student we commend the sensible intro-
duction, and the explanatory notes.'—Birmingham Gazette,

H. C. Beeching. A BOOK OF CHRISTMAS VERSE. Edited
by H. C. BEEcHING, M.A., and Illustrated by WALTER CRANE,
Crown 8uvo, gilt top. 5.

An anthology which, from its unity of aim and high poetic excellence, has a better
right to exist than most of its fellows,'—Guardian.

History

Gibbon. THE DECLINE AND FALL OF THE ROMAN
EMPIRE, By Epwarp GisBoN. A New Edition, Edited with
Notes, Appendices, and Maps, by J. B. Bury, LL.D., Fellow of
Trinity College, Dublin, Jn Seven Volumes. Demy 8vo, Gilt top.
8s, 6d. eack. Also crown 8vo. 6s. eack, Veols. o., Il., 111, IV,
and V.

*The time has certainly arrived for a new edition of Gibbon's great work. . . . Pro-
fessor Bury is the right man to undertake this task, His learning is amazing,
both in extent and accuracy. ‘The book is issued in a handy form, and-at a
moderate price, and it is admirably printed.'—Times.

*This edition, is a marvel of erudition and critical skill, and it is the very minimum
of praise to predict that the seven volumes of it will supersede Dean Milman's as
the standard edition of our great historical classic."~Glasgow Herald,

‘At Jast there is an adequate modern edition of Gibbon. . . . The best edition the
nineteenth century could produce.'—AManckester Guardian,

Flinders Petrie. A HISTORY OF EGYPT,FROMTHE EARLIEST
TiMes TO THE PRESENT DAy. Edited by W. M. FLINDERS ~
PeTrig, D.C.L., LL.D., Professor of Egyptology at University
College. Fully Hlustrated, In Six Volumes. Crown 8vo. 6s. each.

Vol. 1. PreHisTorIC TIMES To XVITH DyNasty. W. M. F,
Petrie, Third Edition.

Vol. II. THE XVIITH AND XVIIITH DyNasties. W. M. F.
Petrie.  Second Edition.

* A history written in the spirit of scientific precision so wortbily representegby Dr.
Petrie and his school cannot but promote sound and accurate study, and
supply a vacant place in the English literature of Egyptology.’—Tfmes.

Flinders Petrie, RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN
ANCIENT EGYPT. By W. M. FriNpers PerRrIE, D.C.L.,
LL.D.  Fully Illustrated.  Crlwn 820, 25, 6d.

* The lectures will afford a fund of valuable information for students of ancient ethics,
~—~Manchester Guardian,




12 . MESSRS. METHUEN'S LIST

Flinders Petrie. SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL
-EL AMARNA TABLETS, By W. M. FLINDERS PETRIE,
D.C.L., LL.D. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d.

‘A marvellous record. The addition made to our knowledge is nothing short of
amazing,'—Times,

Flinders Petrie. EGYPTIAN TALES. Edited by W. M.
FLINDERS PETRIE, Illustrated by TRristram EiLLis. In Twe
Volumes, Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. each. :

¢ A valuable addition to the literature of comparative folk-lore. The drawings are
really illustrations in the literal sense of the word.'—Globe.
fInvaluable as a picture of life in Palestine and Egypt.'~Daily News,

Flinders Petriee. EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. By
»  W. M. FLINDERS PETRIE. With 120 Illustrations. Cr. 8zo. 35 6d.

‘In these lectur}_.s he displays rare skill in elucidating the development of
decorative art in Egypt, and in tracing its influence on the art of other
countries.’—Times. .

C. W. Oman, A HISTORY OF THE ART OF WAR.
Vol. 1. : The Middle Ages, from the Fourth to the Fourteenth
Century. By C. W. Oman, M.A., Fellow of All Souls’, Oxford.
Ilustrated.  Demy Svo. 21s.

¢ The book is based throughout upon a. thorough study of the original sources, and
will be an indispensable aid to all students of medisval history.'—A thenzuu.
‘The whole art of war in its historic evolution has never been treated on such an
ample and comprehensive scale, and we question if any recent contribution to the
2_)2;:': h_islzoty of the world has possessed greater and more enduring value'—Daily
onicle,

S. Baring Gowld. THE TRAGEDY OF THE CA&SARS.
With numerous Illustrations from Busts, Gems, Cameos, etc, By S.

BaArING GOULD. Fourth Edition. Royal 8vo. 15s.

© A most splendid and fascinating book on a subject of undying interest. The great

feature of the book is the use the anthor has made of the existing portraits of the

Caesars and the admirable critical subtlety he bas exhibited in dealing with this

" line 0 cessarch. It is brilliantly written, and the illustrations are supplied on a
rofuse magnificence,'—Daily Chronicle.

H. de B. Gibbins. INDUSTRY IN ENGLAND : HISTORI-
CAL OUTLINES. By H. pe B. Gissins, M.A,, D.Litt. With
seMaps. Second Edition. Demy 8vo. 10s. 64,

H. E Bgerton. A HISTORY OF BRITISH COLONIAL
POLICY. By H. E. EcErTON, M.A. Demy 8vo. 125 6d.

‘It is a good book, distinguished by ac®uracy in detail, clear arrangement of facts,
and a broad jrasp of princxxles. "—Manchester Guardian.
¢ Able, impartial, clear. . . . A most valuable volume.'—Atkenauint.
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Albert Sorel. THE EASTERN- QUESTION IN THE
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY. By ALBERT SoREL, of the French
Academy. Translated by F. C. BRAMWELL, M. A., with an Intro-
duction by R, C. L. FLETCHER, Fellow of Magdalen College,
Oxford, Witha Map. Crown 8vs. 4s. 6d.

*The author’s insight into the character and motives of the leading actors in the
drama gives the work an interest uncommon in books based on similar material,'—
Scotsman.,

C. H. Grinling. A HISTORY OF THE GREAT NORTHERN
RAILWAY, 1845-95. By CHARLES H. GrINLING, With Maps
and Illustrations, Demy 8vo. 10s. 64. ‘

¢ Admirably written, and crammed with interesting facts.'—Daily Mail,

The onlyda’ck?_:t;:history of a great English railway company that bas as yet

¢ Marp pé?ir:li;zg ha’s done for the history of the Great Northern what Macaulay did for
English History.'—The Engineer.

A, Clark, THE COLLEGES OF OXFORD: Their History

. and their Traditions. By Members of the University. Edited by A.
CLARK, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Lincoln College, 8zs. 125 64,

¢ A work which will certainly be appealed to for many years as the standard hook on
the Colleges of Oxford."—dA thenaum.

Perrens. THE HISTORY OF FLORENCE FROM 1434
TO 1492, By F. T. PERRENS. 8. 124 6d.

A histdqry of Florence under the domination of Cosimo, Piero, and Lorenzo de
edicis.

J. Wells,. A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. By ]J. WELLS,

M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Wadham Coll., Oxford, With 4 Maps.

Crown 8vo. 35, 6d.

" This book is intended for the Middle and Upper Forms of Public Schools and for

Pass Students at the Universities, It contains copious Tables, etc.
¢An original work written on an original plan, and with uncommon freshness and
vigour.,'—Speaker,

0. Browning. A SHORT HISTORY OF MEDIZEVAL ITALY,
AD. 1250-1530. By OscAarR BROWNING, Fellow and Tutor of King's
College, Cambridge. Second Edition. In Twe Volumes, Crown
8zo. 5. cach, :

VoL, 1. 1250-1409.—Guelphs and Ghibellines,
VoL. 11. 1409-1530.—The Age of the Condottieri.

*Mr. Browning:is to be congratulated on the praduction of a work of #nmense
labour and learning.—Westminster Gazette,

OGrady. THE STORY OF IRELAND. By STANDISH

O’GraADY, Author of ¢ Finn ang his Companions. Cr. 8z0. 25, 6d.

‘Most delightful, most stimulating. Its racy humour, its original imaginings,
make it one of the freshest breeziest volumes.’~Methodist Times,
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‘Biography

S. Baring Gould. THE LIFE OF NAPOLEON BONA-
PARTE., By S. BariNG Govip. With over 450 Illustrations in
t_he Text and 12 Photogravure Plates. Large guarto. Gilt top. 36s.

" “The best biography of Napoleon in our tongue, nor have the French as good a
biographer of their hero, A book very nearly as good as Southey's ¢* Life of
Nelson.”'—Manchester Guardian.

‘The main feature of this gorgeous volume is its great wealth of beantiful photo-
gravures and finely-executed wood engravings, constituting a complete pictorial
chronicle of Napoleon L.'s personal history from the days of his early childhood
at Ajaccio to the date of his second interment.’—Daily Telegraph.

‘ Nearly all the illustrations are real contributions to history.' ~—Westninster Gazette.

Morris Fuller., THE LIFE AND WRITINGS OF ]OHN
DAVENANT, D.D. (1571-1641), Bishop of Salisbury. By MORRIS
FuLLer, B.D, Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d.

J. M. Rigg. ST.ANSELM OF CANTERBURY; A CHAPTER

IN THE HISTORY OF RELIGION. By J. M. Rigc. Demy8vo, 7s.6d.

‘Mr. Rigg has told the story of the life with scholarly ability, and has contributed
an interesting chapter to the history of the Norman period.'—Daily Chronicle,

F. W. Joyce, - THE LIFE OF SIR FREDERICK GORE
OUSELEY, ByF, W. Jovce, M.A. 7s. 6d.
* This book has been undertaken in quite the right spirit, and written with sympathy,

insight, and considerable literary skill.'— Z'7mes.

W. 6. Collingwood. THE LIFE OF JOHN RUSKIN. By
W. G. CoLLINGWOOD, M.A. With Portraits, and 13 Drawings by
Mr. Ruskin, Second Edition. 2 vols, 8uvs, 32s.

‘ No more magnificent volumes have been published for a long time.'—Z'imes,
£t is lon%since we had a biography with such delights of substance and of form,
Such a book is a pleasure for the day, and a joy for ever.'—Daily Chronicle.

C. Waldstein, JOHN RUSKIN. By CHARLES WALDSTEIN,

M.A. With a Photogravure Portrait. Post 8ve. 5s.

‘A thoughtful and well-written criticism of Ruskin's teaching.'—Daily Chronicle.

AMFE Darmesteter. THE LIFE OF ERNEST RENAN. By
MADAME DARMESTETER. With Portrait. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

¢ A polished gem of biography, superior in its kind to any attempt that has been made
of recent years in England, Madame Darmesteter has indeed written for English
readers ' Tke Life of Ernest Renan."’—dA theneum. . .

It is a fascinating and biographical and ecritical study, and an admirably finished
work of literary art.'—Scotsman.

“ It is jnterpenetrated with the dignity and charm, the mild, bright, classical grace of
forth and treatment that Renan himself so loved ; and it fulfils to the uttermost
the delicate and difficult achievement it sets out to accomplish.’—Academy.

W. H. Hutton. THE LIFE OF SIR THOMAS MORE. By
W. H. Hurron, M.A.  With Fgrtraits. Crown 8vo. $s.

* The baok lays good claim to high rank among our biographies. It is excellently,
even lovingly, written.'—Scotsman, ' An excellent monograph.’'— 77mes.

.
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Travel, Adventure and Topography

H. H. Johnston. BRITISH CENTRAL AFRICA. By Sir
H. H. JounstoN, K.C.B. With nearly Two Hundred Illustrations,
and Six Maps, Second Edition. Crown 4fo. 30s. net.

¢ A fascinating book, writteri with equal skill and charm—the work at once of a
literary artist and of a man of action who is singularly wise, brave, and experi-
enced, It abounds in admirable sketches from pencil."—Westminster Gazette.

‘A delightful book . .. collecting within the covers of a single volume all that is
known of this part of our African domail The voluminous appendices are of
extreme valune.'—Manchester Guardian,

‘ The book takes front rank as a standard work by the one man competent to write
it."—Daily Chronicle.

L. Decle THREE YEARS IN SAVAGE AFRICA. By
LioNeL Decre.  With roo Illustrations and § Maps. Serond

Edition, Demy 8vo. 21s.

‘A fine, full book."~Pall Mall Casetie.

¢ Abounding 1n thrilling adventures,'—Daily Telegraph.

¢ His book is profusely illustrated, and its bright pages give a better general survey
of Africa from the C3pe to the Equator than any single volume that has yet been
published.’—T¢mes,

‘A delightful book.'—Academy. .

! Astonishingly frank. Every page deserves close attention.'—Liferature.

' Unquestionabky one of the most interesting books of travel which have recently

4 :

appeared.'—S$tandard.

* The honest impressions of a keen-eyed and intrepid traveller.'—Scofsman.
' Appealing powerfully to the popular imagination.'—G/obe,

Henri of Orleans. FROM TONKIN TO INDIA. By PRINCE
Henri o ORLEANS. Translated by HAMLEY BENT, M,A. With
100 Illustrations and a Map. Crown 4t0, gilt top, 255,
* A welcome contribution to our knowledﬁe. ‘The narrative is full and interesting,
and the appendices give the work a substantial value,'—Témres,
*The Prince’s travels are of real importance. , . his services to geography bave been
considerable, The volume is beautifully illustrated."—Atkenaum,

R. S. 8. Baden-Powell. THE DOWNFALL OF PREMPEH.
A Diary of Life in Ashanti, 1895. By Colonel BADEN-POWELL,

;Vith 21 Ilustrations and a Map.  Cheager Edition. Large Crown
7

‘A cor;xpact,'faithful, most readable record of the campaign.'—Daily News.

R. 8, 8, Baden-Powell. THE MATABELE CAMPAIGN, 18g6.
By Colonel BApeN-PowELL, With nearly 100 Illustrations. Cheaper
Edition. Large Crown 8vo, 6s. :

¢ As a straightforward account of a great deal of plucky work unpretentiously done,
this book is well worth reading.'~Times.

8. L. Hinde, THE FALL OF THE CONGO ARAS®S. By
S. L. HiNpE. With Plans, etc. Demy 8vo. 125, 6d.

*The book is full of good things, and of sustained interest.’—S?. Jantes's Gazelle.,
‘A graphic sketch o? one of the most exciting and important episodes in the struggle
f70‘r. supremacy in Central Africa bstween the Arabs and their European rivals, "~
mmnes,
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A. 8t H. Gibbons, EXPLORATION AND HUNTING IN
CENTRAL AFRICA. By Major A. St. H. Gissons, F.R.G.S.
With 8 full-page Illustrations by C. WaYMPER, 25 Photographs and
Maps. Demy 8vo. 155,

¢ His book is a grand record of quiet, unassuming, tactful resolution. His adven-
tures were as various as his sporting exploits were exciting,’—Z7mes.

E. H. Alderson. WITH THE MOUNTED INFANTRY AND
MASHONALAND FIELD FORCE, 1896, By Lieut.-Colonel
ALDERSON. With numerous Illustrations and Plans. Deney8vo. 105,64,

‘A:}Vinteresting contribution to the story of the British Empire’s growth,’—Daily

LS.
¢ A clear, vigorous, and soldier-like narrative.'Scotsman,

Seymour Vandeleur. CAMPAIGNING ON THE UPPER
NILE AND NIGER. By Lieut. SEYMOUR VANDELRUR., With
an Introduction by Sir G. Goupig, K.C.M.G. With 4 Maps,
Illustrations, and Plans. Large Crown 8ve. 10s. 64.

*Upon the Afrigan question there is no book procurable which contains so much of
value as this one.'~Guardian. .

Lord Fincastle. A FRONTIER CAMPAIGN. By the Viscount
FINCASTLE, V.C., and Lieut. P. C. ErLioTT-LOCKHART. With a
Map and 16 Illustrations, Second Edition. Crown 8ze. 6s.

‘An admirable book, combining in a volume a piece of pleasant reading for the
general reader, and a really valuable treatise on frontier war,’—dtkenaum.

J. K. Trotter. THE NIGER SOURCES. By Colonel J. K.
TROTTER, R.A, With a Map and Illustrations. Crown 8vo.  5s.
€A most interesting as well as a lucidly and. modestly written book.'—Spectator.

Michael Davitt. LIFE AND PROGRESS IN AUSTRAL-
ASIA. By MicHAEL Davirr, M.P. With 2 Maps. Crown 8vo.
6s. 500 pp.

‘An interestingpand suggestive work.’—Daily Chronicle.

‘Contains an astonishing amount of practical information.'-—Daily Mail.

*One of the most valuable contributions ta our store of Imperial literature that has
been published for a very long time.'—Pall Mall Gazette.

W. Crooke. THE _NORTH-WESTERN PROVINCES OF
INDIA : THEIR ETHNOLOGY AND ADMINISTRATION. By W.
Crooke. With Maps and Illustrations, Demy 8ve. 105, 64,

* A carefully and well-written account of one of the most important provinces of the
Empire. Mr. Crooke deals with the land in its physical aspect, the province
under Hindoo and Mussulmau rule, under British rule, its ethnology and sociology,
its religious and social life, the land and its settlement, and the native peasant.
The illustrations are good, and the map is excellent.'~Manckester Guardian.

A. Boigragon. THE BENIN MASSACRE. By CAPTAIN
BOISRAGON, Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d.
¢If the story had been written four hundred years ago it would be read to-day asan
English classic.’—Scatsman. . .
*If anything could enhance the horror and the pathos of this remarkable book it is
the simple style of the author, who writgs as he would talk, unconscious of his
own heroism, with an artlessness which is the highest art.'—Pali Mall Gaselte.




MESsrs. METHUEN’S LIST 17

H.S.Cowper. THE HILL OF THE GRACES : OR, THE GREAT
Stove TemprLes OF TriroLl, By H. S. Cowper, F.S.A. With
Maps, Plans, and 75 Illustrations, Demy 8vo, 10s. 64,

‘ Forms a valuable chapter of what has now become quite a large and important
branch of antiquarian research,'—Times.

W. Kinnaird Rose. WITH THE GREEKS IN THESSALY.
By W. KINNAIRD RosE, Reuter’s Correspondent. With Plans and
23 lllustrations. Crown 8vo. 65,

W. B. Worsfold. SOUTH AFRICA. By W. B, WORSFOLD,
M.A. Witk a Map. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
A al work p d into a very mod compass.'—World.

Naval and Military

G. W. Steevens, NAVAL POLICY: By.G. W, STEEVENS.
Demy 8vo.  6s. ,
This book is a descriptidn of the British and other more important navies of the world,

with a sketch of the lines on which cur naval policy might possibly be developed.
' An extremely able and interesting work.’—Daily Chronicle.

D. Hannay. A SHORT HISTORY OF THE ROYAL NAVY,
FroM EArRLY TiMEes TO THE PRESENT DAY. By DaviD HANNAY,
Ilustrated, 2 Pols. Demy 8wo. 7s. 6d, eack. Vol, 1., 1200-1688,

* We read it from cover to cover at a sitting, and those who go to it for a lively and
brisk picture of the past, with all its faults and its grandeur, will not be disappointed.
The historian is endowed with literary skill and style.‘-—\Szlaqdan{.

‘We can warmly recommend Mr, Hannay's volume to any intelligent student of
naval history, Great as is the merit of Mr, Hannay's historical narrative, the
merit of his strategic exposition is even greater.'—Times,

C. Cooper King. THE STORY OF THE BRITISH ARMY. By
Colonel Coopsr KinG, Illustrated. Demy 8z0. 7s. 6d.
¢ An authoritative and accurate story of England’s military progress,"—Daily Mail,
*This handy volume contains, in a compendious form, a brief but adequate sketch of
the story of the British army.'—Daily News.
R. Southey. ENGLISH SEAMEN (Howard, Clifford, Hawkins,
Drake, Cavendish). By RoBrrRT SouTHEY. Edited, with an
Introduction, by DAvID HANNAY, Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

‘ Admirable and well-told stories of our naval history.’—A»my and Navy Gazette.
' A brave, inspiriting book.'—Black and White,

W. Clark Russell, THE LIFE OF ADMIRAL LORD COL.
LINGWOOD. By W. CrARK RusserLy, With Illustrations by

F. BRANGWYN, Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. .
* A book which we should like to seein the hands of every boy in the country.'—
St James's Gazette, ¢ A really good book.'~Saturday Review.

E. L. 8. Horsburgh. THE CAMPAIGN OF WATERLOO.
By E. L. S. HOrsBURGH, B.A. With Plans. Crown 8vo. 5s.
‘A brilliant essay—simple, sound, and thorough,’—Daily Chronicle.

A3
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"H.B. George. BATTLES OF ENGLISH HISTORY. ByH.B.
GEORGE, M.A., Fellow of New College, Oxford. With numerous
Plans, Trird Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

¢ Mr. George has undertaken a very useful task—that of making military affairs in-
telligible and instructive to non-military readers—and has executed it with laud-
able intelligence and industry, and with a large measure of success.'— Z'imes.

General Literature

S. Baxing Gonld. OLD COUNTRY LIFE. By S. BARING
Gourp. With Sixty-seven Illustrations. Large Crown Svo. Fiftk
Edition. 6s.

£40ld Country Life,” as healthy wholesome reading, full of breezy life and move-
ment, full of quaint stories vigorously told, will not be excelled by any book to be
published throughout the year. Sound, hearty, and English to the core.’—Worid,

S. Baring Gould. HISTORIC ODDITIES AND STRANGE
EVENTS. ByS. BARING GOULD. KFourth Edition. Crown3uvo. 6s.
¢ A collection of exciting and entertaining chapters. The avhole volume is delightful
reading.’—Tinmses.
" 8. Baring Gould. FREAKS OF FANATICISM. By S. BARING
GouLD. Third Edition. Crown 8wo. 61,
“A perfectly fascinating book.'—Scottisk Leader.

S. Baring Gould. A GARLAND OF COUNTRY SONG:
English Folk Songs with their Traditional Melodies. Collected and
arranged by S; BARING GouLD and H. F. SHEPPARD, Demy 4t0. 6s.

S. Baring Gould. SONGS OF THE WEST: Traditional
Ballads and Songs of the West of England, with their Melodies.
Collected by S. BArING GouLD, M.A., and H. F. SHEPPARD,
M.A, In 4 Parts. Parts 1., IL., 1IL, 3. eack. Fart IV., §s.
In one Vol., Frenck morocco, 155,

¢ A rich collection of humour, pathos, grace, and poe\atic fancy. --Saturdey Review.

8. Baring Gould. YORKSHIRE ODDITIES AND STRANGE
EVENTS. By S. BARING GOULD, Fourth Edition. Crown Svo.
5o .

S. Baring Gould. STRANGE SURVIVALS AND SUPER-
gTITIONS. By S. BARING GouLn. Crown 8vo. Second Edition.
5

S. Bafing Gould. THE DESERTS OF SOUTHERN
FRANCE. By S. BARING:GouLD, 2 wols. Demy 8vo. 325

Cotton Minchin. OLD HARRQW DAYS. By J. G. CoTTON
MINCHIN. Crown 8wo. Second Adition. §s.
‘Thi; book is an admirable record.'—Daily Chronicie.
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W. E. Gladstone. THE SPEECHES OF THE RT. HON,
W, E. GLADSTONE, M.P. Edited by A, W, HuTTon, M.A.,
and H. J. ConeN, M.A. With Portraits. Demy 8vo. ¥Vols. IX.
and X, 125, 6d. each.

E. V.Zenker. ANARCHISM. By E.V.ZENKER. Demy 8vo.
s, 6d.

*'Well-written, and full of shrewd comments,'—Tke Speaker. .

f Herr Zenker has succeeded in producing a careful and critical history of the growth
of Anarchist theory. He is to be congratulated upon a really interesting work,’—
Literature. ’

H. G. Hutchinson, THE GOLFING PILGRIM. By HORACE
G. HUTCHINSON. Crown 8vo. 65,

f Full of useful information with plenty of good stories."— Truik,

‘ Without this book the golfer’s library will be incomplete.'—Pall Mall Gazette. ,

* We can recommend few books as better company.'—S#. James's Gazette.

* It will charm all golfers,'~77mes.

* Decidedly pleasant reading.’—d thenaune.

J. Wells, OXFORD AND OXFORD LIFE., By Members of
the University. Edited by J. WELLS, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of
Wadham Colleges Second Edition. Crown 8ve. 3s. 6d,

¢ We congratulate Mr. Wells on the production of a readable and intelligent account
of Oxford as it is at the present time, written by persons who are possessed of a
close acquaintance with the system and life of the University.'—.d thenwenm,

J.Wells, OXFORD AND ITS COLLEGES. By].WgLLs,M.A,,
Fellow and Tutor of Wadham College. Illustrated by E. H. NEw.

Second Edition. Feap, 8vo, 35, Leather, 4s.
¢ An admirable and accurate little treatise, attractively illustrated.’—World.
‘A luminous and tasteful little volame.'—Daily Chronicle.
f Exactly what the intelligent visitor wants.’~Glasgow Herald.

C. G. Robertson. VOCES ACADEMICAE. By C. GRANT
RoserTsoN, M.A., Fellow of All Souls’, Oxford, With a Froniis.
piece,  Pott. 8vo. 3s. 6d. ‘

* Decidedly clever and amusing.’—w A4 tienzum,
‘A clever and entertaining little book.'—Pall Mall Gazette,

L. 'Whibley, GREEK OLIGARCHIES : THEIR ORGANISA-
TION AND CHARACTER. By L. WuisLey, M.A,, Fellow
of Pembroke College, Cambridge, Crown 8vs, 6s.

* An exceedingly useful handbook ? a careful and well-arranged study.’~Zmes.

L. L. Price, ECONOMIC SCIENCE AND PRACTICE.
?y L. 6L. Price, M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, Oxford, Crows
0. 5o .

J. 8. Shedlock. THE PIANOFORTE SONATA: lts Origin

and Development. By J. S. SHEDLOCK, Crown 8vo. Ss.e .
* This work should be in the p ion of every musician and teur. A concise
and lucid history and a very valuable work for reference.'-—A tkencesin,

E.M, Bowden. THE EXAMPLE OF BUDDHA : Being Quota-
tions from Buddhist Literaturs for each Day in the Year. Compiled
by E. M, BowDEN, Zhkird Edition. 16mo. 25, 6d.
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Science and Technology

Freudenreich, DAIRY BACTERIOLOGY. A Short Manual
for the Use of Students. By Dr. Ep. vON FREUDENREICH.
Translated by J. R, AINsWORTH Davis, B, A, Crown 8vo. 25, 6d.

- Chalmers Mitchell. OUTLINES OF BIOLOGY. By P
CHALMERS MITCHELL, M.A., Zllustrated. Crown 8vo. 6s.
A text-book designed to cover the new Schedule issued by the Royal College of
Physicians and Surgeons.

. Massee., A MONOGRAPH OF THE MYXOGASTRES. By

' GEORGE Massge. With 12 Coloured Plates, Royal 8vo. 18s. net.

" ¢A work much in advance: of any book in the language treating of this group of
organisms. Indispensable to every student of the Myxogastres. —Nature.

Stephenson and Suddards. ORNAMENTAL DESIGN FOR
WOVEN FABRICS. By C. SterHENsON, of The Technical
College, Bradford, and F. SupparDs, of The Yorkshire College,

- Leeds. With 65 full-page plates, Demy 8v0.% 7s. 64.

¢The book is very ably done, displaying an intimate knowledge of principles, good
taste, and the faculty of clear exposition.'—Yerkskire Post,

’ HANDBOOKS OF TECHNOLOGY.
Edited by ProFrssoRS GARNETT and WERTHEIMER.
HOW TO MAKE A DRESS. By J. A. E. Woop.

Lllustrated. Crows 8vo. 1s. 6d.

A text-book for students preparing for the City and Guilds examination, based on
the syllabus. The diagrams are numerous.

f Though primarily intended for students, Miss Wood's dainty little manual may be
consulted with advantage by any girls who want to make their own frocks. The
directions are simple and clear, and the diagrams very helpful'—ZLiterature.

¢ A splendid little book,’—Evening News.

Philosophy

L. T. Hobhouse, THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE. By

L. T. HoBHOUSE, Fellow of C.C.C, Oxford, Demy 8vo. 21s.

¢ The most important contribution to English philosophy since the publication of Mr.
Bradley's * Appearance and Reality.”—Glasgow Herald.

' A brilliantly written volume.'—Times.

W. H. Fairbrother. THE PHILOSOPHY OF T. H. GREEN.
By W. H, FAIRBROTHER, M.A. Crown 8uvo. 3s. 6d.
‘In evgry way an admirable book.'—Glasgow Herald. ,

F. W. Bussgell. THE SCHOOL OF PLATO. By F. W.
BUSSé:;.L, D.D., Fellow of Brasenose College, Oxford, Demy 8vo.
105. 6d.

* A highly valuable contribution to the histoty of ancient thought.'— Glasgow Herald.
‘A clever and stimulating book,—Manchesler Guardian.

.
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F. 8. Granger. THE WORSHIP OF THE ROMANS. By
F. S. GRANGER, M. A,, Litt.D., Professor of Philosophy at Univer-
sity College, Nottingham. Crown 8vo, 6s.

*A scholarly analysis of the religious ceremonies, beliefs, and superstitions of ancient
Rome, conducted in the new light of comparative anthropology.’— Zimres,

Theology

handbooks of Theology.
General Editor, A. ROBERTSOE, I()j.D., Principal of King's College,
. ondon.

THE XXXIX. ARTICLES OF THE CHURCH OF ENG-
LAND. Edited with an Introduction by E. C. S. Gisson, D.I).,
Vicar of Leeds, late Principal of Wells Theological College, Second
and Cheaper Edition in One Volume. Demy 8vo. 125, 6d.

*Dr. Gibson is a master of clear and orderly exposition. And he has in a high
degree a quality very necessary, but rarely found, in commentators on this topic,
that of absolute fairness. His book is pre-eminently honest.’—Zrmies.

¢ After a survey of the whole book, we can bear witness to the transparent bonesty
of purpose, evidentdindustry, and clearness of style which mark its contents.
They maintain throughout a very high level of doctrine and tone.'—Gurasdian,

*The most convenient and most acceptable commentary.'—Expository Times.

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF RELIGION.
By F. B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D., Principal of Bishop Hatfield’s
Hall. Demy 8ve, 10s. 6d.

‘Dr. Jevons bas written a notable work, which we can strongly recommend to the
serious attention of theologians and anthropologists.'—Marnchester Guardian.

‘ The merit of this book lies in the penetration, the singular acuteness and force of the
author’s judgment. He isat once critical and luminous, at once just and suggestive,
A comprehensive and thorough book.'—Birmingham Post.

THE DOCTRINE OF THE INCARNATION. By R. L.
OTTLEY, M. A., late fellow of Magdalen College, Oxon., and Principal
of Pusey House, Jn Two Volumes. Demy 8ve. 155,
' Learned and reverent : lucid and well arranged.’ R ¢cord.
*A clear and remarkably full account of the main currents of speculation.  Scholarly

prcc:siPn . ..+ genuine tolerance . . . intense interest in his subject—are Mr.
Ottley's merits, —Guardian.

The Cburchman’s Library,
Edited by J. H. BURN, B.D.

THE BEGINNINGS OF ENGLISH CHRISTIANITY. By
W. E, CoLLiNg, M.A., Professor of Ecclesiastical History at King’s
College, London, With Map, Crows Szo.  3s. 6d.

An investigation in detail, based upon original authorities, of the beginnings of the
English Church, with a careful account of earlier Celtic Christianity. ®ome very
. full aprendlces treat of a number of s‘Pecial subjects. K
An excellent example of thorough and tresh historical work.’—Guardian,

SOME NEW TESTAMENT PROBLEMS. By ARTHUR

WRIGHT, Fellow of Queen’s €allege, Cambridge. Crows 8vo. 65,
' Bold and outspoken ; earnest and reverent,'—Glasgow Herald.




22 MESSRS. METHUEN’S LisT

'S. B. Driver. SERMONS ON SUBJECTS CONNECTED
. WITH THE OLD TESTAMENT. By S. R. Driver, D.D,,
Canon of Christ Church, Regius Professor of Hebrew in ‘the Uni-

versity of Oxford, Crown 8vo. 6s.
fA welcome companion to the author’s famous * Introduction.’—Guardian.

T.K, Cheyne. FOUNDERS OF OLD TESTAMENT CRITI-
CISM. By T. K. Cueyne, D,D., Oriel Professor at Oxford.
Large crown 8ve. 75, 6d. '

A historical sketch of O, T. Criticism,
¢ A very learned and instructive work.'—Zimes.

H. H. Henson. DISCIPLINE AND LAW, By H. HENSLEY
HeNsoN, B.D., Fellow of All Souls’, Oxford : Incumbent of St
Mary’s Hospital, Iiford ; Chaplain to the Bishop of St. Albans,
Feap, 8vo, 25 6d.

¢ An admirable Jittle volume of Lent addresses. We warmly commend the general
drift of Mr. Henson's book.'—Guardian.

H. H. Henson, LIGHT AND LEAVEN: HISTORICAL AND
Soc1aL SErMONs. By H., HensLEY HENsoy, M.A. Crown 8uo.

6s.
¢ They are always reasonable as well as vigorous,’—Scotsman,

‘W. H. Bennett. A PRIMER OF THE BIBLE. By Prof.
W. H. BENNETT., Second Edition., Crown 8vo. 2s. Gd.
¢The work of an honest, fearless, and sound critic, and an excellent guide in a smal
compass to the books of the Bible.'—Manckester Guardian, .
¢ A unique primer,'—English Churchman,

C.H. Prior. CAMBRIDGE SERMONS. Edited by C. H. PRIOR,
M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Pembroke College. Crown 8zo. 65,

A volume of sermons preached before the University of Cambridge by various
preachers, includipg the late Archbishop of Canterbury and Bishop Westcott.

Cecilia Robinson. THE MINISTRY OF DEACONESSES.
By Deaconess CkciLia RoBINsoN. With an Introduction by the
Lord Bishop of Winchester and an Appendix by Professor ARMITAGE
ROBINSON. Crown 8zo. 3s. 6d.

‘A learned and interesting book, combining with no ordinary skill the authority of
learned research with the practical utility of a descriptive manual of parish work.’
~Scotsman,

E. B.Layard. RELIGION IN BOYHOOD. Notes on the
Religious Training of Boys. By E. B, LavArp, M.A. 18mo. 1Is

W. Yorke Fausset. THE DE CATECHIZANDIS
' RUDIBUS OF ST. AUGUSTINE. Edited, with Introduction,
Notgs, etc., by W. YORKE FAUSSET, M.A. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.
An edifion of a Treatise on the Issentials of Christian Doctrine, and the best
methads of impressing them on candidates for baptism,
F. Weston. THE HOLY SACRIFICE. By F. WESTON, MLA,,
Curate of St. Matthew’s, Westminster. Foit 8vo. 15

A small volume of devotions at the Holy Communion, especially adapted to the
needs of servers and those who do not communicate.
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A Kempis, THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. By THOMAS A
Kemris, With an Introduction by DEAN FARRAR. Illustrated by
C. M. GERE, and printed in black and red. Second Edition. Frap,
8vo. Buckram. 3s. 6d. Padded morocco, §s.
‘A tall the i ble English editions of the * Pmitation,” there can have
been few which were prettier than this one, printed in strong and handsome type,
with all the glory of red initials.'sGlasgow Herald,

J. Keble, THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. By JouN KEBLE. Withan
Introduction and Notes by W. Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble College,
Ireland Professor at Oxford. Illustrated by R. ANNING BELL.
Second Edition. Feap, Bvo. Buckram. 3s. 6d, Padded morocco, §s.

*The present edition is annotated with all the care and insight to be expected from
Mr. Lock. The progress and cir of its position are detailed in the
Introduction. There is an interesting Appendix on the wmss. of the “ Christian
Year,” and another giving the order in which the poems were written, A ¢ Short
Analysis of the Thought” is prefixed to each, and any difficulty in the text is ex-
plained in a note.'~Guardian.

The Library of Devotion.
Pt 8uo,  2s.; leather, 2s. 6d. net.

¢ This series is excelient.’—Tue BisHop or LoNDoN.

¢ A very delightful edition.’—THE Brsnop or Bars aND WELLS.

‘ Well worth the attention of the Clergy.'—THg Biswop orF LICHFIELD,

‘The new ** Library of Devotion " is excellent,’=-THE BisHoP OF PETERBOROUGH.
' Charming.'-~R ecord.

¢ Delightful.'—Church Bells.

THE CONFESSIONS OF ST. AUGUSTINE. Newly
Translated, with an Introduction and Notes, by C. Brge, D.D.,
late Student of Christ Church, -

¢ The translation is an excellent Fieca of English, and the introduction is a masterly
exposition, We augur well of a series which begins so satisfactorily.’-—Zimes,

' No translation has appeared in so convenient a form, and none, we think, evidenc.
ing so true, so delicate, so feeling a touch,’—Birmingham Post.

‘ Dr. Bigg has made a new and vigorous translation, and has enriched the text with
a luminous introduc(iot} and pithy no(es"—Sﬁca&-er.

THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. By JouN KeBLE. With Intro-
duction and Notes by WALTER Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble
College, Ireland Professor at Oxford.

‘No prettier book could be desired.'~Manchester Guardian.

*The volume is very prettily bound and printed, and may fairly claim to be an
advance on any previous editions,'—~Gwardian, .

' The introduction 1s admirable, and admirers of Keble will be greatly interested in
the chronological list of the poems.'«Bookman.'

THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. A Revised Translation,
with an Introduction, by C. Biac, D.D., late Student ¢f Christ
Church.

Dr. Bigg has made a practically new translation of this book, which the reader will
h;we, a}lmosl for the first time, exactly in the shape in which it left the hands of
the author. .

"The text is at once scholarly in its faishful reproduction in English of the sonorous
Church Latin in which the original is composed, and popular in the sense of being
simple and intelligible,'—Scossman,
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Leavers of Religion

Edited by H. C. BEECHING, M.A, Witk Portrails, crown 8vo. 3s. 64,

A serles of short biographies of the most prominent leaders of religious

life and thought of all ages and countries.

. The following are ready-— :

CARDINAL NEWMAN. By R. H. HUTTON,

JOHN WESLEY. By J. H. OvErTON, M.A,
BISHOP WILBERFORCE. By G, W. DANIEL, M.A.
CARDINAL MANNING. By A.W. HUTTON, M.A,
CHARLES SIMEON, By H. C. G. MOULE, D.D.
JOHN KEBLE. By WALTER Lock, D.D,
THOMAS CHALMERS. By Mrs, OLIPHANT.
LANCELOT ANDREWES. By R. L. OTTLEY, M.A.
AUGUSTINE OF CANTERBURY. By E. L. Currts, D.D.
WILLIAM LAUD. By W, H. HUTTON, B.D.

JOHN KNOX. By F. M‘CUNN.

JOHN HOWE. By R. F. HorTON, D.D.

"BISHOP KEN. ByF.A. CLARKE, MAA. *
GEORGE FOX, THE QUAKER. By T. HopckIN, D.C.L.
JOHN DONNE. By AUGUSTUS JESSOPP, D.D.
THOMAS CRANMER. By A.]J. MAsON.

" Other volumes will be announced in due course,
Fiction
8IX SHILLING NOVELS
Marie Corelli’s Novels "
: Crown 8vo. 6s. eack.
A ROMANCE OF TWO WORLDS. Eighieenth Edition.
VENDETTA. Fourteenth Edition.
THELMA. Nineteenth Edition.
ARDATH. Eleventh Edition. :
THE SOUL OF LILITH Ninth Edition.
WORMWOOD. Ninth Edition,
BARABBAS: A DREAM OF THE WORLD'S TRAGEDY.
Thirty-second Edition,

‘The tender reverence of the treatment and the imaginative beauty of the writing
have reconciled us to the daring of the conception, and the conviction is forced on
us that even so exalted a subject cannot be made too familiar to us, provided it be
presented in the true spirit of Christian faith. The amplifications of the Seripture
narrative are often conceived with high poetic insight, and this ** Dream of the
Woeld’s Tragedy™ is a lofty and not inadequate paraphrase of the supreme
climax of the inspired narrative.,'—Dubdlin Xeview.

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. ZZirty-ninth Edition.

* A very powerful piece of work. . . . The conception is magnificent, and is likely
to win an abiding place withia the memory of man. . + . The author bas immense
command of language, and a limitles# audacity. . . - This interesting and re-
markable romance will live long after much of the ephemeral literature of the da

is forgotten. . .. A literary phenomenon . . , novel, and even sublime,' W, T.
STEAD in the Review of Reviews.
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Anthony Hope's Novels
Crown 8vo. 6s. eack.
THE GOD IN THE CAR. Eighth Edition.

¢ A very remarkable hook, deserving of critical analysis impossible within our limit ;
brilliant, but not superficial ; well considered, but not elaborated ; constructed
with the proverbial art that conceals, but yet allows itself to be enjoyed by readers
to whom fine literary method is a keen pleasure.'— The World,

A CHANGE OF AIR. Fifth Edition.

‘A graceful, vivacious comedy, true to human nature. The characters are traced
with a masterly hand.'—Zimes.

A MAN OF MARK. Fourth Edition.

*Of all Mr. Hope's books, “‘ A Man of Mark ” is the one which best compares with
‘¢ The Prisoner of Zenda.” ’— National Observes.

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT ANTONIO. T%ird Edition.

‘It is a perfectly enchanting story of love and chivalry, and pure romance. The
Count 1s the most constant, desperate, and modest and tender of lovers, a peerless
gczntlfin_mn, an intrepid fighter, a faithful friend, and a magnanimous foe,'—

araian.

PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. MILLAR. Z/idrd Edition.
* The tale is thoroughly fresh, quick with vitality, stirring the blood, and bumoerously,
dashingly told.’—S?. James's Gasette.
¢ A story of adventure, every page of which is palpitating withaction.'— Sgealer.
! From cover to cover * Phroso”’ not only engages the attention, but carries the reader
in little whirls of delight from adventure to adventure.'—Academy, *

SIMON DALE. By ANtHONY HoOPE. [Illustrated. ZThird
Edition, Crown 8vo. 65, !

¢ Simon Dale™ is one of the best historical romances that have been written for a
long while.'—S5¢. James's Gasetle,

¢ A bright and gallant story,’—Grapghic,

‘A brilliant novel. The story is rapid and most excellently told,” As for the hero
he is a perfect hero of romance—he is brave, witty, adventurous, and a goo
lover.'—A thenzum., .,

‘*There is searching analysis of human nature, with a most ingeniously constructed
plot.  Mr. Hope has drawn the contrasts of his women with marvellous subtlety
and delicacy, This love-story of 200 years ago makes the man and the woman
live again, "~ Times.

S. Baring Gould’s Novels
Crown 8vo. 6s. each.

*To say that a book is by the author of * Mehalah” is to imply that it contains a
story cast on strong lines, containing dramatic possibilities, vivid and sympathetic
descriptions of Nature, and a wealth of ingenious imagery.'—Speaker.

¢ That whatever Mr. Baring Gould writes is well worth reading, is a conclusion that

may be very generally accepted, His views of life are fresh and vigorous, his
language pointed and characteristic, the incidents of which he makes use are
striking and original, his characters are life-like, and though somewhat excep-
tional people, are drawn and coloured with artistic force. Add to this that his
descriptions of scenes and scenery are painted with the loving eyes and skilled
hands of a master of his art, that he is always fresh and never dull, and it is
po wonder that readers have pained confidence in his power of amusing and
satisfying them, and that year by year his popularity widens.'—Court Glvcular,

ARMINELL. Fourth Edition.

URITH. Fifth Edition.

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA Sixth Edition.

MRS. CURGENVEN OF CURGENVEN. 1';01:;‘!/: Edition,
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CHEAP JACK ZITA. Fourth Edition.

THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fourik Edition.

MARGERY OF QUETHER. ZT%ird Edition.
JACQUETTA. Z%ird Edition.

KITTY ALONE. Fifth Edition. '

NOEMI. Illustrated by R, C. WOODVILLE. T#%ird Edition.

THE BROOM-SQUIRE. [Illustrated by F. Dapb. Fourth
Edition.

THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS. ZTkird Edition.
DARTMOOR IDYLLS.

GUAVAS THE TINNER. Illustrated by F, DADD. Second
KEdition, '

"BLADYS. llustrated. Second Edition.
Gilbert Parker’s Novels

Crown 8vo. 6. each.

PIERRE AND HIS PEOPLE. Fourth Belition.

“Stories happily conceived and finely executed. There is strength and genius in Mr.
Parker’s style,'~Daily Telegraph.

MRS. FALCHION. Fourth Edition.
¢ A splendid study of character.’—d thenaunt, } .,
¢ But little behind anything that has been done by any writer of our time. —Pall
Mall Gazette. ¢ A very striking and admirable novel,'—S¢, Jamies's Gazette.

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. .
*The plot is original and one difficult to work_out; but Mr. Parker has done it with
great skill and delicacy. The reader who is not interested in this original, fresh,
and well-told tale must be a dull person indeed.’—Daily Chronicle.

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Jflustrated. Sixzth Edition.

¢ A rousing and dramatic tale. A book like this, in which swords flash, great sur-
}mses are undertaken, and daring de;ds done, in which men and women live and

ove in the old passionate way, is a joy inexpressible .'—Daily Chronicle.

WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC: The Story of

a Lost Napoleon. Fourth Edition.

¢ Here we find romance—real, breathing, living romance. The character of Valmond
is drawn unerringly, The book must be read, we may say re-read, for any one
thoroughly to appreciate Mr. Parker's delicate touch and innate sympathy with
humanity.'—Pall Mall Gazette, .

AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH: The Last Adven-

tures of ¢ Pretty Pierre.’ Second Edition. .
The present book is full of fine and moving stories of the great North, and it will
add to Mr. Parker's already high reputation.'~ Glasgow Herald, .

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Jlustrated. Ninth Edilion.

“The jest thing he has done ; one of the best things that any one has done lately.’—
St James's Gazette A .

¢ Mr. Parker seems to become stronger and easier with every serious novel that he
attempts. He shows the matured power which bis former novels bave led vs to
expect, and has produced a really fine historical novel.’—A thenaum.

‘A greaf book, —Black and White.

*One of the strongest stories of historical®interest and adventure that wehave read
for many a day. PR A notable and successful book.'—Sgeaker,
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THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES. Second Edition. 3s. 6d.

‘LivinE, breathing romance, genuine and unforced pathos, and a deeper and more
subtle knowledge of buman nature than Mr. Parker has ever displayed before,
1t is, in a word, the work of a true artist.'—Pall Mall Gazette.

Conan Doylee. ROUND THE RED LAMP. By A. CONAN
DovyLe, Sixth Edition. Crown 8ve. 6s.

‘The book is far and away the best view that has been vouchsafed us behind the
scenes of the consulting-room.’—///ustrated London News.

Stanley Weyman. UNDER THE RED ROBE. By STANLEY
WEYMAN, Author of ¢ A Gentleman of France.,! With Illustrations
by R. C. Woodville. Fourteenth Edition. Crown 8w, 6s.

‘A book of which we have read every word for the sheer pleasure of reading, and
which we put down with a pang that we cannot forgetit all and start again.'—
Westminster Gazette.

¢ Every one who reads books at all must read this thrilling romance, from the first
page of which to the last the breathless reader is haled along, An inspiration of
manliness and covrage.'—Daily Chronicie.

Lucas Malet. THE WAGES OF SIN, By Lucas
MALET. Zhirteenth Edition. Crown Sve. 6s.

Lucas Malet. THE CARISSIMA. By LucAs MALET,
Author of ¢ The Wages of Sin,’ ete, ZThird Edition. Crown8wo. 6s.

5. R. Crockett. LOCHINVAR. By S. R. CROCKETT, Author
of *The Raiders,’ ete, Illustrated. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

“Full of gallantry and pathos, of the clash of arms, and brightened by episades of
bumour and love, . . . Mr, Crockett has never written a stronger or better book.’
—Westminster Gazetle.

8. R. Crockett. THE STANDARD BEARER. By S. R.
CROCKETT. Crown 8vo., 6s.
¢ A delightful tale in bis best style,"wSpeaker.
' Mr. Crockett at his best,'—Literature,
* Enjoyable and of absorbing interest,'—~Scotsman. .

Arthur Morrison. TALES OF MEAN STREETS. By ARTHUR
MORRISON, Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6.

* Told with consummate art and extraordinary detail. In the true humanity of the
book lies its justification, the permanence of its interest, and its indubitable
triumph.'— 4 thenaum. -

‘A great book. The author’s method is amazingly eflective, and ‘Froduccs & thrilling
sense of reality. The writer lays upon us a master hand. The book is simply
appalling and frresistible in its interest, Itis humor«;:i also; wulwut humour
it would not make the mark it is certain to make.'— Wor7d.

Arthur Morrison. A CHILD OF THE JAGO. By ARTHUR
MORRISON.  Third Edition. Crown 8ve. 6s. ° :

¢ The book is a masterpiece.'— Pall Mall Gazette.
*Told with great vigour and powerful simplicity."— A thenagm.
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Mrs. Clifford. A FLASH OF SUMMER. By Mrs. W. K. CLIF-

FORD, Author of * Aunt Anne,’ ete. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
¢ The story is a very beautiful one, exquisitely told,’-Speaker, '

Emily Lawless. HURRISH. By the Honble. EMILY Law-
LESS, Al}thor of ¢ Maelcho,’ ete.  Fiftk Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

Emily Lawless. MAELCHO: a Sixteenth Century Romance.

By the Honble. EMILY LAWLESS. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

¢ A really great book.'—Spectator.

*There is no keener pleasure in life than the recognition of genius. A piece of work
of the first order, which we do not hesitate to describe as onie of the most
remarkable literary achievements of this generation.'—Manchester Guardian.

Emily Lawless. TRAITS AND CONFIDENCES. By The
Honble, EmiLy LAWLESS. Crowzn 8vo. 6s.

¢ A very charming little volume. A book which cannot be read without pleasure and
profit, written in excellent English, full of delicate spirit, and a keen appreciation
of nature, human and inanimate.'—Pall Mall Gazetle, o

Jane Barlow, A CREEL OF IRISH STORIES. By JANE

BarLow, Author of ¢ Irish Idylls.’ Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
*Vivid and singularly real."=Scotsman.

J. H. Findlater. THE GREEN GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE.,
By JANE H. FINDLATER., JFourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 06s.

‘A powerful and vivid story.'—Standard.

¢ A beautiful story, sad and strange as truth itself.'—Vanity Fair.

¢ A very charming and pathetic tale.'—Pall Mall Gazette.

¢ A singularly original, clever, and beautiful story.'—Guardian.

‘ Reveals to us a new writer of undoubted faculty and reserve force.’—Spectator.
‘An exquisite idyll, delicate, affecting, and beautiful.'—Black and White.

J. H. Findlater.. A DAUGHTER OF STRIFE. By JANE
HeLEN FINDLATER. Crown 8vo. 6s.

' A story of strong human interest.'—Scotsmarn.
¢ Her thought bas solidity and maturity.'Daily Mail.

Mary Findlater. OVER THE HILLS. By MARY FINDLATER.

Second Edition. Crown 8ve, 6.

* A strong and fascinating piece of work,'—Scotsman.

“ A charming romance, and full of incident, The book is fresh and strong.'—Speaker.
‘Will make the author's name loved in many a household."—Liferary World.

‘A stror and wise book of deep insight and unflinching truth,'—Birmingham Post,

H. G Wells. THE STOLEN BACILLUS, and other Stories.
By H. G, WELLS, Second Edition. Crown 8wo. 6s.

“They are the impressions of a very striking®imagination, which, it would seem, has
a great deal withi, its reach.'—Saturday Review.
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H, G. Wells, THE PLATTNER STORY AnND OTHERS. By H.
G. WELLS. Second Edition. Crown 8ve. 6.
¢ Weird and mysterious, they seem to bold the reader as by a magic spell.'—Scofsman,
‘No volume bas appeared for a long time so likely to give equal pleasure to the
simplest reader and to the most fastidious critic.’~dcademy,

Sara Jeanette Duncan. A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION.
By Sara JEANETTE DuNcAN, Author of ¢ An American Girl in
London.” [Illustrated. Z7hkird Kdition. Crowsn Svo. 6s.

¢ Humour, pure and spontaneous and itresistible.’—Datly Mail,
* A most delightfully bright book,'—Daily Telegragh.

* Eminently amusing and entertaining."—QOu#/ook.

“The dialogue is full of wit.,'—Globe,

‘ Laughter lurks in every page.'—Daily News.

E.F. Benson, DODO: A DETAIL OF THE DAY. ByE.F.
BENSON. Sixteenth Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s.

' A delightfully witty sketch of society.’-——Spectator.
¢ A perpetual feast of epigram and paradox.'—Speaker,

E.F. Benson. THE RUBICON. By E. F. BENSON, Author of

‘Dodo.” Fifth Edition, Crown 8ve. 6.

L T, Benson. THE VINTAGE. By E. F. BENSON. Author
of ‘Dodo.” Illustrated by G. P. Jacoms-Hoon. Third Edition.
Crowsn 8vo.  6s.

‘ An excellent piece of romantic literature ; a very graceful and moving story, We
are struck with the close observation of life in Greece.'—Saturday Keview,

¢ Full of fire, earnestness, and beauty,'—Zke Worid.

¢ An original and vigorous historical vomance. —Morning Post.

Mrs. Oliphant. SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE. By Mrs.
OLIPHANT. Crown 8ve., 6s.
* Full of her own peculiar charm of styleand character-painting.’—Pall Mall Gazelie,

Mrs. Oliphant, THE TWO MARYS. By Mrs. OLIPHANT.
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
Mrs. Oliphant. THE LADY'S WALK. By Mrs. OLIPHANT.
Second Edition. Crown 8we. 6s.
‘A story of exquisite tenderness, of most delicate fancy.’~Pall Mall Gazetle.
W.E. Norris. MATTHEW AUSTIN, By W. E. NORRIS, Author’
of ¢ Mademoiselle de Mersac,’ etc. - Fourth Edition. Crown Sve. 6s.
*An intellectually satisfactory and morally bracing novel.'—Daily Telegraph.

W. E. Norris. HIS GRACE. By W. E. Norrls. Third
, 2

Edition, Crown 8vo. 6s.

*Mr, Notris has drawn a really fine character in the Duke of Hurstbourne, —
Athenaum,

W. E. Norris. THE DESPOTIC LADY AND OTHERS.
© By W. E, Norris. Crown’8uvo. 6s.
* A budget of good fiction of which no one will tire.'—Scotsgan.
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‘W. E. Norris. CLARISSA FURIOSA. By W. E. NORRIS,
Crown 8vo.  6s.

‘As a story it is admirable, as a jew d'esprit it is capital, as a lay sermon studded
with gems of wit and wisdom it is a model.'—7%e Worid.

" 'W. Clark Russell. MY DANISH SWEETHEART. By W.
CLARK RUSSELL. J[lustrated. Fourtk Edition. Crown 8uve. 6s.

Robert Barr. IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS, By ROBERT
: BARR., Zkird Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

¢ A book which has abundantly satisfied us by its capital humour.'—Daily Chronicle.
Mr. Barr has achieved a triumph,’—PaZ Mall Gazelte.

Robert Barr., THE MUTABLE MANY. By ROBERT BARR,
Author of ¢In the Midst of Alarms,” ¢ A Woman Intervenes,’ etc.
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

# Very much the best novel that Mr, Barr bas yet given us. There is much insight
in"it, and much excellent humour.'—Daily Chronicle.
‘An ext‘:;e}ﬂl;nt story. It contains several excellently studied characters."—Glasgow
[+ A

J. Maclaren Cobban. THE KING OF+*ANDAMAN: A
Saviour of Society. By J. MACLAREN COBBAN. Crown 8vo. 6s.

' An unquestionably interesting book. It contains one character, at least, who has
in him the root of immaortality.,’—Pall Mall Gaselte.

J. Maclaren Cobban. WILT THOU HAVE THIS WOMAN ?
By J. M, CosBan, Author of ¢ The King of Andaman.” Crown 8vo. 6s.

M. B. Francis. MISS ERIN. By M. E. Francis, Author of
‘In a Northern Village.” Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

¢ A clever and charming story.—Scofsman.
! Perfectly delightful.’—Daily Mail.
¢ An excellently fancied love tale.'—d4 theneum.

Robert Hichens. BYEWAYS. By RoBerT HICHENS, Author
of ¢ Flames,’ etc. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
¢ A very high artistic instinct and striking command of language raise Mr. Hichens'

work far above the ruck.'—Pall Mall Gazette., . .
 The work is undeniably that of a man of striking imagination.'—Da:ly News.

Percy White. A PASSIONATE PILGRIM. By PERCY WHITE,
Author of ¢ Mr. Bailey-Martin,* Crowsn 8vs. 6s.

¢ A work which it is not hyperbole to describe as of rare excellence,'—Pall Mall Gazette.
* The clever book of a shrewd and clever author.’—.d thenzum.

W. Pett Ridge. SECRETARY TO BAYNE, M.P. By
W. PRTT RIDGE. Crown 8vo. 6s.
¢ Sparkligg, vivacious, adventurous.——S?2. James's Gazette.
¢ Ingenious, amusing, and especially smart,’— Worid.
J. 8. Fletcher. THE BUILDERS. By]J.S. FLETCHER, Author
of ¢ When Charles 1. was King.” Second Edition. Crown 8ve. 6s.

¢ Replete with delightful descriptions.’—Vanity Fasr. -
¢ The background of gountry life has never been sketched more realistically.'« Worid,
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Andrew Balfour. BY STROKE OF SWORD. By ANDREW
Barrour. Illustrated by W, CuBirr CoOKE, Fourth Edition, Crown

8vo. 6s.
¢ A banquet of good things.'~~Acadesmy. :
¢ A recital of thrilling interest, told with unflagging vigour."—G/ode.
¢ An unusually excellent example of a semi-historic romance.'—Weorid.
. Manly, healthy, and patriotic.'"—Glasgow Herald.

J. B. Burton. IN THE DAY OF ADVERSITY. By]. BLOUN-
DELLE-BURTON.” Second Edition, Crown8vo, 6s.
¢ Unusually interesting and full of highly dramatic situations. —Guardian.

J. B. Burton. DENOUNCED. By J. BLOUNDELLE-BURTON.
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

J. B. Burton, THE CLASH OF ARMS. By J. BLOUNDELLE-
BURTON, Second Edition. Crown 8ve. 6s.

¢ A brave story—bravein deed, brave in"word, brave in thought,"—S%, Jantes's Gazette.
‘A fine, manly, spirited piece of work.'—3}Worid,

J. B, Burton. ACROSS THE SALT SEAS. By J. BLOUN-
DELLE-BURTON.! Crown 8ve. 6s.
 The very essence of the true romantic spirit.'~Trwf4.
¢ An ingenious and exciting story.'—Manclester Guaydian.
! Singularly well written.'—d theneune,

W. C. Scullyy. THE WHITE HECATOMB By W. C
ScuLLy, Author of ¢ Kafir Stories.” Crown 8vo. 6s.
‘J{e\(ea]s amarvellously intimate understanding of the Kaffir mind.'-—d frican Critic.

W. C. Scully. BETWEEN SUN AND SAND. By W. C.
Scurry, Author of ¢ The White Hecatomb.! Crowsn 8ve.  6s.

‘ The reader will find the interest of absolute novelty,'— Tke Graphic.

‘The reader Fasses at once into the very atmosphere of the African desert: the
inexpressible space and stillness swallow him up, and there is no world for him
but that immeasurable waste,'—d thencaeum,

Strong, simple, direct.'—Daily Chronicle.
One of the most enthralling tales we have read.'— Worid.

Victor Waite. CROSS TRAILS., By VictorR WAITE. Iilus-
Etrated. Crown 8]7/0. 6; .

¢ i bralling.'—. 3 N

¢ FL‘\’lelrgf g:t’rg:nlgst;na‘n:(ie:}ﬁy '-—/Cl(;/ngmn.

¢ The book is exceedingly powerful.’—Glasgow Herald, :
I Hooper. THE SINGER OF MARLY. By I. HOOPER.

Illustrated by W. CusiTT COOKE. Crown 8vo. 6s.
¢ The characters are all picturesque,'—Scotsman.
“ A novel as vigorous as it is charming.'—Literary World,
¢!

M. C. Balfourr THE FALL OF THE SPARROW. By

M., C. BALFOUR., Crown 8wo. 6s. -
¢It is unusually powerful, and the characterization is uncommonly good.’~Worid.

H. Morrah. A SERIOUS COMEDY. By HERBERT MORRAH.
Crown 8vo, 6s. )
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H, Morrah, THE FAITHFUL CITY. By HERBERT MORRAH,
Author of ¢ A Serious Comedy.” Crown 8vo. 6.

L. B. Walford. SUCCESSORS TO THE TITLE, By Mrs.
‘WALFORD, Author of * Mr. Smith,’ etc. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

Mary Gaunt. KIRKHAM'S FIND. By MArY GAUNT,
Author of ¢ The-Moving Finger.’ Crown 8uvo. ~ 6s.
¢ A really charming novel.'—Standard.

M. M. Dowie. GALLIA, By MENIE MURIEL DOWIE, Author |
of ¢ A Gitl in the Karpathians,’ Tkird Edition. Crown 8uvo. 6s.

*The style is_generally admirable, the dialogue not seldom brilliant, the situations
surprising in their freshness and originality.’—Saturday Review.

M. M. Dowie. THE CROOK OF THE BOUGH. By |

MeN1g MURIEL DowIE. Crowr 8vo. 6s.

‘An uxceFtionally clever and well-written book.'—Daily Telegragh. R .

¢ An excellent story with shrewd humour and bright writing. ~ The author is delight-
fully witty.'—Pall Mall Gazette, .

‘ Strong, suggestive, and witty.'—Daily News.

J. A. Barry. IN THE GREAT DEEP. By J. A. Barry.
Author of ¢ Steve Brown’s Bunyip.” Crows 8vo.  Gs.
‘A collection of really admirable short stories of the sea.'—Westminsier Gazelte.

Julian Corbett. A BUSINESS IN GREAT WATERS. By
Jurian CorBETT. Second Edition. Crown 8ve. 6s.

J. B. Patton. BIJLI, THE DANCER. By JAMES BLYTHE
ParroN., Illustrated. Crowsr 8wvo. 6s.

¢ Powerful and fascinating.’— Pall Mall Gazette.

‘A true and entrancing book.'~~Country Life Illustraled.
¢ A remarkable book.'—Bookman.

“ A vivid picture of Indian life.'—Acadesnty.

Norma Lorimer. JOSIAH’S WIFE. By NorRMA LORIMER.

Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. .
Written in a bright and witty style.'—Pall Mall Gazelte.

Lucy Maynard. THE PHILANTHROPIST. By Lucy May-
NARD. Crown Sve. 6.

‘It contains many graphic sketches of the private life of a charitable institution.’—
Glasgow Herald.

L. Cope Cornford. CAPTAIN JACOBUS: A ROMANCE OF

THE ROAD. ByL.CoPeCorNFoRD. Illustrated. Crowsn 8vo. 6s.
‘An exgeptionally good story of adventure and character.’— World.

L. Cope Cornford. SONS OF ADVERSITY. By L. COPE
CoRNFORD, Author of ¢ Captain Jacobus.” Crown 8ve. 6s.

¢ A very stirring and spirited sketch of the #bacious times of Queen Elizabeth,'—Pal
Mall Gazetle.
Packed with incidént.'—Owntlook.
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F. Brune. VAUSSORE. By FRANCIS BRUNE. Crown Svo.

6s.
! A subtle, complete achievement.'Fall Mall Gazette.
* This story is strangely interesting.'—Manchester Guardian.

OTHER SIX'SHILLING NOVELS

Crown 8vo.

THE KING OF ALBERIA. By LAURA DAINTREY.
THE DAUGHTER OF ALOUETTE. By MaRryY A. OWEN.
" CHILDREN OF THIS WORLD. By ELLEN F. PINSENT.
AN ELECTRIC SPARK. By G. MANVILLE FENN.
UNDER SHADOW OF THE MISSION. By L. S.
MCCHESNEY. *
THE SPECULATORS. By J. F. BREWER.
THE SPIRIT OF STORM. By RonNaLD Ross, .
THE QUEENSBERRY CUP. By CLIVE P. WOLLEY.
A HOME IN INVERESK. By T. L. PATON.
MISS ARMSTRONG'S AND OTHER CIRCUMSTANCES.
By Joun DaviDson.
DR. CONGALTON’S LEGACY. By HENRY JOHNSTON.
TIME AND THE WOMAN. By RICHARD PRYCE.
THIS MAN'S DOMINION. By the Author of ‘A High
Little World.
DIOGENES OF LONDON. By H. B. MARRIOTT WATSON.
THE STONE DRAGON, By MURRAY GILCHRIST.
A VICAR’S WIFE. By EVELYN DICKINSON.
ELSA. By E. M‘QUEEN GRAY. ,

THREE«AND-SIXPENNY NOVELS
Crown $uo.

DERRICK VAUGHAN, NOVELIST. By EpNA LYALL.

THE KLOOF BRIDE. By ERNEST GLANVILLE.

SUBJECT TO VANITY. By MARGARET BENSON.

THE SIGN OF THE SPIDER. By BERTRAM MIiTFORD,

THE MOVING FINGER. By MARY GAUNT.

JACO TRELOAR, By J. H. PEARCE.

THE DANCE OF THE HOURS. By 'VEra.'

A WOMAN OF FORTY. By EsME STUART,

A CUMBERER OF THE GROUND., By CoNSTANCE SMITH.

THE SIN OF ANGELS. By EVELYN DICKINSON.

AUT DIABOLUS AUT NIHIL. By X. L. »
- THE COMING OF CUCULAIN. By Stanpisu O'GRADY.

THE GODS GIVE MY DONKEY W{NGS. By ANGuUs EVAN ABBOTT.

THE STAR GAZERS, By G. MANVILLE FENN.

THE POISON OF ASPS,” By R. ORTON PROWSE.

THE QUIET MRS, FLEMING. 3y R, PRYCE.

DISENCHANTMENT, By F. MABEL ROBINSON,
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THE SQUIRE OF WANDALES. By A, SHIELD.
A REVEREND GENTLEMAN. By J. M. CoBBAN.
A DEPLORABLE AFFAIR. By W. E. NORRIS.
A CAVALIER'S LADYE, By Mrs. DICKER,
THE PRODIGALS. By Mrs. OLIPHANT.
‘THE SUPPLANTER. By P. NEUMANN,
- A MAN WITH BLACK EYELASHES. By H. A. KENNEDY.
A HANDFUL OF EXOTICS. By S. GORDON.
AN ODD EXPERIMENT. By HANNAH LYNCH.
. SCOTTISH BORDER LIFE. By James C. DIBDIN.

HALF-CROWN NOVELS
. Crown 8vo.

HOVENDEN, V.C, By F. MABEL ROBINSON.
THE PLAN OF CAMPAIGN. By F. MABEL ROBINSON.
MR. BUTLER'S WARD. By F. MABEL ROBINSON.
ELI'S CHILDREN. By G. MANVILLE FENN,
A DOUBLE KNOT, By G. MAnviLLE FENN,
DISARMED. By M. BETHAM EDWARDS. .
A MARRIAGE AT SEA. By W, CLARK RUSSELL.
IN TENT AND BUNGALOW, By the Author of ‘Indian Idylls,’
MY STEWARDSHIP, By E. M'‘QUEEN GRAY, e
JACK’S FATHER. By W. E. NORRIs.
A LOST ILLUSION, By LesLIE KEITH.

THE. TRUE HISTORY OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON, Christian and Com-
munist, By E. LYNN LYNTON, ZEleventh Edition, Post 8vo. 1s.

Books for Boys and Girls

A Series of Books by well-known Authors, well illustrated.

THREE-AND-SIXPENCE EACH

THE ICELANDER’S SWORD. By S. BARING GOULD. -
TWO LITTLE CHILDREN AND CHING. By Epitd E. CUTHELL.
TODDLEBEN'S HERO, By M. M. BLAKE.
ONLY A GUARD-ROOM DOG. By EprtH E. CUTHELL.
THE DOCTOR OF THE JULIET. By Harry COLLINGWOOD.
MASTER ROCKAFELLAR'S VOYAGE. By W. CLARK RUSSELL.
SYDFBELTON : Or, The Boy who would not go to Sea. By G. MANVILLE

ENN.
THE WALLYPUG IN LONDON. By G. E. FARROW.

The Peacock Library

A Series of Books for Girls by well-known Authors, kandsomely bound,
e and well {llustrated.

THREE-AND-SIXPENCE EACH
A PINCH OF EXPERIENCE. By L. B. WALFORD.
THE RED GRANGE. By Mrs, MOLESWORTH.
THE Msd[{‘.ClL{/IET OF MADAME DE MONLUC. By the Author of
! e Mort,
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DUMPS. By Mrs. PARR,

OUT OF THE FASHION, By L. T. MEADE.

A GIRL OF THE PEOPLE. By L. T. MEADE.
HEPSY GIPSY. By L. T. MEADE, 2s. 6d.

THE HONOURABLE MISS. By L. T. MEADE.
MY LAND OF BEULAH. By Mrs. LEITH ADAMS,

University Extension Series

A series of books on historical, literary, and scientific subjects, suitable
for extension students and home-reading circles, Each volume is com-
plete in itself, and the subjects are treated by competent writers in a
broad and philosophic spirit. :

Edited by J. E. SYMES, M.A.,

Principal of University College, Nottingham.
Crown 8vo. Price (with some exceptions) 25, 6d,
The following volumes are ready \—

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF ENGLAND. By H. DE B, GIBBINS,
D.Litt., M.A., lateScholar of Wadham College, Oxon., Cobden Prizeman.
Fifth Edition, Revi.reg'. With Maps and Plans, 35, .

‘A compact and clear story of our industrial development. A study of this concise
but luminous book cannot fail to give the reader a clear insight into the principal
phenomena of our industrial history. The editor and publishers are to be congrat-
ulated on this first volume of their venture, and we shall look with expectant
interest for the succeeding volumes of the series."w-University Extension Journal.

A HISTORY OF ENGLISH POLITICAL ECONOMY. By L. L. PrICE,
M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, Oxon, Second Edition.

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY  An Inquiry into the Industrial Conditions of
the Poor. By J. A. HoBsoN, M.A. ZTkird Edition.

VICTORIAN POETS, By A, SHARP.

THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. By]J. E, Symes, M.A,

PSYCHOLOGY. ByF., S, GRANGER, M.A, Second Edition,

THE EVOLUTION OF PLANT LIFE: Lower Forms. By G. MASSEE.
With Hllustrations.

AIR AND WATER. By V. B. Lewgs, M.A. Zlustrated, ’

THE CHEMISTRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH, By C, W, KiMMmINs,
M.A. llustraled.

THE MECHANICS OF DAILY LIFE. ByV, P, SELLS, M.A, [llustrated,

ENGLISH ‘SOCIAL REFORMERS, By H. pE B. Gissins, D.Litt., M.A.

ENGLISH TRADE AND FINANCE IN THE SEVENTEENTH
CENTURY. By W. A. S, HEwins, B.A.

THE CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. The Elementary Principles of Chemistry.
By M. M. PATTISON MUIR, M.A, [llustrated.

A TEXT-BOOK OF AGRICULTURAL BOTANY. By M, C. POTTER,
M.A,, F.L.8, llustrated, 3s. 6d. »

THE VAULT OF HEAVEN. A Popular Introduction to Astronomy.
By R. A. GREGORY. With numerous Illustrations.

METEOROLOGY. The Elements of Weather and Climate, By H. N,

*_Dickson, F.R.S.E., F.R. Met. Soc. Jlustrated.

A MANUAL OF ELECTRICAE SCIENCE, By Grorck ], BUrch,
M.A,  With numerous Illustrations. 35




36 MEssrs. METHUEN’S LisT
. 1 .

THE EARTH. An Introduction to Physiography. By EvAN SmaLL, M.A.
Hlustrated, . . »

'INSECT LIFE. ByF. W. THEOBALD, M.A. Jllustrated.

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO BROWNING. By W. M.

- Drxon, M.A,

ENGLISH LOCAL GOVERNMENT, By E. JEnks, M.A., Professor of
Law at University College, Liverpool.

THE GREEK VIEW OF LIFE. By G. L. DICKiNsON, Fellow of King's
College, Cambridge. .Second Edition.

" Social Questions of To-day

Edited by H. o B. GIBBINS, D.Liit., M. A.

X Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d.

A series of volumes upon those topics of social, economic, and industrial
interest'that are at the present moment foremos! in the public mind.
Each volume of the series is written by an author who is an acknow-
ledged authority upon the subject with which he deals.

~The following Volumes of the Series are ready i—

TRAEI\DdEfUNIONISM—-NEW AND OLD. By G. HOWELL, Second

Lon.

THE CO-OPERATIVE MOVEMENT TO-DAY. By G. J. HOLYOAKE,
Second Edition. .

MUTUAL THRIFT., By Rev. ]. FROME WILKINSON, M.A.

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY. By]J. A, Homson, M.A. Third Edition.

THE COMMERCE OF NATIONS. By C.F. BASTABLE, M. A., Professor
of Economics at Trinity College, Dublin.

THE ALIEN INVASION. By W. H. WILKINS, B.A.

- THE RURAL EXODUS. By P, ANDERSON GRAHAM.

LAND NATIONALIZATION., By Harorp Cox, B.A.

A SHORTER WORKING DAY. By H. ok B. Gismins, D.Litt,, M.A,,
and R, A. HADFIELD, of the Hecla, Works, Sheffield.

BACK TO THE LAND: An Inquiry into the Cure for Rural Depopulation.
By H. E. MOORE.

TRUSTS, POOLS AND CORNERS. By J. STEPHEN JEANS.

THE FACTORY SYSTEM. By R. W. Cooke-TAYLOR.

THE STATE AND ITS CHILDREN, By GERTRUDE TUCKWELL.

WOMEN'S WORK. By LADY DILKE, Miss BULLEY, and Miss WHITLEY.

MUNICIPALITIES AT WORK. The Municipal Policy of Six Great
Towns, and its Influence on their Social Welfare. By FREDERICK DOLMAN.

SOCIALISM AND MODERN THOUGHT. By M. KAUFMANN. .

THE HOUSING (OF THE WORKING CLASSES, By E. BOWMAKER.
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MODERN CIVILIZATION IN SOME OF ITS ECONOMIC ASPECTS,
By W. CUNNINGHAM, D.D., Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge.
THE PROBLEM OF THE UNEMPLOYED. By J. A. Hosson, B.A.,
LIFE IN WEST LONDON. By ARTHUR SHERWELL, M.A. Second Edition.
RAILWAY NATIONALIZATION. By CLEMENT EDWARDS, ’

WORKHOQUSES AND PAUPERISM. By LouisA TWINING,
.

Classical Translations

EditedbyH. F, FOX,’ M. A., Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford.

ASCHYLUS~—Agamemnon, Chdephoroe, Eumenides, Translated by LEwis
CAMPBELL, LL.D., late Professor of Greek at St, Andrews, 5. °

CICERO—De Oratore I. Translated by E, N. P. MooRr, M.A," 3+ 6d.

CICERO - Select Orations (Pro Milone, Pro Murena, Philippic 1, In
Catilinam). Translated by H. E. D, BrAKIsTON, M.A., Fellow and
Tutor of Trinity College, Oxford, 5s.

. CICERQO—De Natura Deorum. Translated by F, Brooks, M.A., late

- Scholar of Balliol College, Oxford. 3s. 6d.

HORACE: THE ODES AND EPODES, Translated by A, GODLEY, MLA.,
Fellow of Magdalen College, Oxford. zs.

LUCIAN—Six Dialogues (Nigrinus, Icaro-Menippus, The Cock, The Ship, The
Parasite, The Lover of Falsehood). Translated by S, T. IRWIN,M. A, Assis-
tant Master at Clifton ; late Scholar of Exeter College, Oxford. 3¢ 6d.

SOPHQCLES—Electra and Ajax. Translated by E. D, A, MORSHEAD,
M.A., Assistant Master at Winchester, 25, 6d

TACITUS—Agricola and Germania. Translated by R. B, TOWNSHEND,
late Scholar of Trinity College, Cambridge, 2s, 64, .

Educational Books
CLASSICAL

PLAUTI BACCHIDES. Edited with Introduction, Commentary, and
Critical Notes by J. M‘CosH, M.A.  Feap. 40, 125, 6d.

“The notes are coplous, and contain a great deal of information that is good and
useful.’—Classical Review.

PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION, By E.C. MARCHANT,
M.A,, Fellow of Peterhouse, Cambridge ; and A. M. Cook, M.A,, late
Scholar of Wadham College, Oxford; Assistant Masters at St, Paul's
School, Crown 8vo, w3s. 6d.

* A capital selection, and of more variety and value than such books usually are.'—
Athenzum., )

¢ A judiciously compiled book which will be found widely con¥enient,'—Schaolmaster,

“We know no book of this class better fitted for use in the higher forms of schools,'
Guardian. . : »

TACITI AGRICOLA.’ ‘With Introduction, Notes, Map, ete. By R, F,
DaAvis, M.A,, Assistant Master at Weymouth College, Crown 8vo, 2s.

TACITI GERMANIA. By the same Editor. Crown 8vo, 25,

HERQDOTUS: EASY SELECTIONS, With Vocabulary. By A. C.
LMDELL, M.A.  Feap, 8ve. 13. 6d.
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SELECTIONS FROM THE ODYSSEY. By E D. SToNE, M.A,, late
Assistant Master,at Eton, * Fzap, 8o, - 1s. 6d.
PLAUTUS: THE CAPTIVI. Adapted for Lower Forms byJ H. FREESE,
. M. A, late Fellow of St John's, Cambridge. 1s. 64.
DEMOSTHENES AGAINST CONON AND CALLICLES. Edited with
. Notes and Vocabulary, by F. DARWIN SWIET, M A., formerly Schclar
. of Queen’s College, Oxford. Feap. 8vo. os.

EXERCISES IN LATIN ACCIDENCE. By S. E. WINBOLT, Assistant
Master in Christ's Hospital. Crown 8vo. 15, 6d.
An elementary book adapted for Lower Forms to accompany the shorter Latin primer.
‘ Skllfully arranged. -—-GIa:g:rw Herald,
¢ Accurate and well armnged '—Athenzum. ®
NOTES ON GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX. By G. BUCKLAND
GREEN, M.A., Assistant Master at Edinburgh Academy, late Fellow of
St. John's College, Oxon. Crown 8up. * 35, 6d.

Notes and explanations on the chief dlfﬁcultxes of Greck and Latm Syntax, with -

numerous passages for exercise,
‘Supplies a gap in educanonal literature, —Gla.rgaw Herald,
" GERMAN
A COMPANION GERMAN GRAMMAR. By H'DE B. Gmnms, D.Litt.,
M.A., Assxstant Master at Nottingham High School. Crowr 8vo. 1s. 6d.

GERMAN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANSLA’I‘ION By E.
M*'QUEEN GRAY. Crown 8vo. =25 64,

) ) SCIENCE
THE WORLD OF SCIENCE, Including Chemistry, Heat, Light, Sound,
. Magnetism, Electricity, Botany, Zoology, Physiology, Astronomy, and
Geology. By Ri ELLIOTT STEEL, MLA., F.C.S, 147 Illustrations.
Second Edition. Crown8uvo. 25, 6d. PR
ELEMENTARY LIGHT, ByR, E, STeEeL, With numerous Illustrations.
Crown 8vo.  4s. 6d.
ENGLISH

ENGLISH RECORDS. A Companion to the” Hlstory of England. By
* H. E. MALDEN, M.A. Crown 8’00 3s 6d. s

A book which aims at concentrating i ion upon dates, g logy, officials, con-

stitutional documents, etc,, which is usually found scattered in different volumes,

THE ENGLISH CITIZEN: HIS'RIGHTS AND DUTIES. By H. E.°

MALDEN, M,A, 15 64.

A DIGEST OF DEDUCTIVE LOGIC. Bs*JOHNSON BARKER, B.A.
Crown 8vo. 25, 64, v ’

TEST CARDS IN EUCLID AND ALGEBRA. By D, S, CALDERWOOD,

Headmaster of the Normal School, Edinburgh. In three packets of 40,

with Answers, 1Is. y

A set of cards for advanced pupils in elementary schools,

*They bear all the marks of having begn prepared by a teacher of experience who
knows the value of careful grading and constant repetition. Sums are specially
inserted to meet all likely difficultieg, The_ papers set at the various ublic
examinatigns have heen largely drawn upon in preparmg the cards." —G/E:gm
Herald, s

.

»




38 MEssrS. METHUEN’S LIST

-

SELECTIONS FROM THE ODYSSEY. By E. D. STong, M.A,, late
Assistaht Master,at Eton. Feap. 8vo, 15, 6d. -
PLAUTUS: THE CAPTIVI. Adapted for Lower Forms by J, H, FREESE,
) M.A.,, late Fellow of St: John's, Cambridge. 1s. 64. '
DEMOSTHENES AGAINST CONON AND CALLICLES. Edited with
’ Notes and Vocabulary, by F. DARWIN SwiFT, M.A., formerly Scholar
. of Queen's College, Oxford. Frap. 8vo. 2s.
EXERCISES IN LATIN ACCIDENCE. By S. E. WINBOLT, Assistant
Master in Christ’s Hospital. Crown 8vo. 15, 6d. .
An elementary book adapted for Lower Forms to accompany the shorter Latin primer.
¢ Skilfully arranged.'—Glasgow Herald.
¢ Accurate and well arr.anged.'—-A thenaum. *
NOTES ON GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX. By G. BUCKLAND
(GREEN, M.A,, Assistant Master at Edinburgh Academy, late Fellow of

St. John's College, Oxon. Crown 8vo. * 35 64,
Notes and explanations on the chief difficulties of Greek and Latin Syntax, with

numerous passages fOl’ C.Xel'cls.ﬁ. .
! Supplies a gap in educational literature.'—Glasgow Herald.

GERMAN *

A COMPANION GERMAN GRAMMAR, By H’ pE B. Gisains, D, Litt.,
M.A,, Assistant Master at Nottingham High School. Crews 8vo. 1s. 6d.

GERMAN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. By E
M'QUEEN GRAY, Crown 8ve. 2s. 6d. M :

‘ ) SCIENCE
THE WORLD OF SCIENCE, Including Chemistry, Heat, Light, Sound,
. Magnetism, Electricity, Botany, Zoology, Physiology, Astronomy, and
Geology. By Ry ELLIOTT STEEL, M.A,, F.C,S, 147 Illustrations.
Second Edition. Crown8uvo, 2s, 6d, P .
ELEMENTARY LIGHT. By R. E.STeer. With numerous Illustrations.

Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d.
ENGLISH

ENGLISH RECORDS. A Companion to the History of England. By
* H. E, MALDEN, M.A, Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. .

A book which aims at concentrating information upon dates, genealogy, officials, con-

stitutional documents, etc., which is usually found scattered in different volumes. .

THE ENGLISH CITIZEN: HIS‘RIGHTS AND. DUTIES, By H. E. -
MALDEN, MLA. 13, 6d. . .

‘A DIGEST OF DEDUCTIVE LOGIC, Bf}JoHNSON BARKER, B.A,
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