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FOREWORD

‘ History vecords nothing that can approach the British achievement
in India; and the world will never see the like again.’
—LoRD SYDENHAM OF COOMBE.

AT a time when England’s work for India looks like nearing
an end—though it may be nearing its finest phase—one
feels justified in attempting even a partial record of essential
work for the country and the people carried out during the
most creative period of British rule. Little of that work is
realised outside India, where it is mainly taken for granted ;
and a large measure of it has been done by men in the less-
regarded Imperial Services—Public Works, Police, Woods
and Forests, Education, to name only a few; men who, in
Kipling’s phrase, ‘ mostly cursed their work, yet carried it
through to the end, in difficult surroundings, without help
or acknowledgment ’ ; their health often taxed by extremes
of climate almost beyond human endurance.

‘We all think we know something of India,” wrote Ian
Hay twenty years ago, ‘its military life, its official and
viceregal activities: . . . but of the men who have built
India up and held it together we hear nothing: . . . the
men who preserve forests, who build dams and canals, who
cause two blades of rice to grow where one grew before.
We take them for granted ; and, to a great extent, they
take themselves for granted. That is why we never hear
of them. . . . They work behind the scenes, facing emer-
gencies, devising expedients. They see to it that, in spite
of official vagaries above and seditious propaganda below,
the dams hold, the canals irrigate, the grass grows and the
British Raj endures.’

The fact that it may ultimately abdicate (if India ever
achieves political unity ?) detracts nothing from the truth
of that last. What the whole country owes to those
unromantic, inconspicuous men of the West is past com-

A2



10 FOREWORD

puting, though they themselves have rarely seen it in that
light. Their devotion has been mainly to the tdsk in hand,
the immediate responsibility or demand. Absorbed in these,
they have served the larger issue unaware, with all their
strength, honesty and perseverance ; a form of service that
exacts heavy toll in health and human deprivations, for
which neither pay nor promotion can compensate. The
best of them have been actuated mainly by love of the
land and concern for its people, by a steadfast belief in the
justice they imposed ; not realising then, as now, that the
elaborations of Western law courts were less well adapted
to India’s need than the simpler more summary forms of
justice favoured by men of the Lawrence period.

And how many prejudiced critics, British or Indian, take
account of the fact that those early traders of the East India
Company—or their sons—went back afterwards as servants
of India, that the children of those who had ‘shaken the
Pagoda tree’ returned to teach and establish justice, that
conquering soldiers remained to ensure peace in the land
and banish fear of invasion.

Of the rank and file among British officials in all Services,
it may be truthfully said that they have been ° willing
slaves, making bricks for builders yet to come; believing
that their work would endure and by it they would be
judged.’

In point of fact, they did more than build; a word that
suggests dead brick and stone. They created between them a
living Indian Empire that contained within itself the elements
of growth ; and growth is all. It cannot be too definitely
stated that no one planned to conquer India or evolve its
Empire. Britain’s greatest work—there as elsewhere—was
carried out by individual men of genius and character, most
of them disinterested men—a point too often overlooked.
Neither plans nor ‘ planners ' cramped their native capacity
for solving problems and dealing with human situations
humanly as they arose. In essence, theirs was no political
achievement, though often adversely affected by the
pendulum-swing of party politics in England and more
recently by the ‘ political-minded’ few of modern India,
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who claim to speak for many millions, and are frequently
disposed to misrepresent or deny the value even of Britain’s
outstanding services to their country.

Without undue complacency one may be allowed to
counter the cheap charge of exploitation by a partial record
of things done that will be attempted in this beok.

Financial gain, accruing to Government from railways and
great public works, has been spent almost entirely in and
for India. It has never been the main motive behind any
great undertaking. The aim has always been to develop the
country and increase the well-being of its people. Further-
more, in no case does any question of profit arise for the
men who do the actual work ; men who seldom reap any
adequate reward beyond the inner satisfaction of the ‘job
well done.” For those who are engaged in the more human
services—education, welfare and the never-ending battle
with plague, pestilence and famine—there remains the
deeper spiritual satisfaction of suffering alleviated and
lives saved often in their own despite. Only in reports or
blue books can one find brief, passing tributes to the heroism
of doctors, nurses, missionaries and Famine Officers who
would not, for a moment, associate themselves with that
over-used word.

Nevertheless it is they and their like who play leading
parts in my Plain Tales from actual India; and, if these
are mainly confined to the Punjab, it is because the scale
of the land is too immense for any adequate record of the
ways and works carried out in every Province ; also because
in few other Provinces have more stupendous feats of
engineering been achieved. Certainly nowhere else, except
in Sind, has the face of the land been transformed as com-
pletely as the Canal Colonies have changed the whole aspect
of the Punjab.

These, in the space of forty years, have converted its
immense desert area into one of the great granaries of the
world ; and one of the richest tracts in India, if not in Asia.

That almost incredible transformation has been carried
out entirely by engineers, military or civil, and completed
by the human work-—medical, missionary, educational—of
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stones in that complicated structure the British Administra-
tion of India.

Criticised, cursed, admired—often unwillingly—it remains
a triumph of its kind : as witness the tribute elicited from a
thoughtful writer, mainly critical of the white man in relation
to India and Indians: ‘ My @sthetic sense was pleased not
only with India—as now discovered—but with an alien
work, which, as the highest expression of national genius,
may justly be called a work of art. This was the English
administration. ... Like the dominant theme in a symphony,
it is always present or presaged. Its comfort is mental as
well as physical. Indians know this, whatever their politics.
Let them take the administration and preserve it. The
English remain its artist. It stands by itself in history proud
and incomparable. I am pleased that it is English . . . but
it needs no patriotism to appreciate such a monument. . . .
To see a great race given scope for the exercise of its supreme
strength, to see it conduct the art of Government on a scale
and with a perfection accomplished by no previous race, is
to achieve that sublime pleasure in the works of man which
is ordinarily conferred only by the great artist. This I saw
in India.’

The writer of that sincere tribute saw chiefly the political
cdifice, the ups and downs of race relations, mainly in the
greater cities where causes of friction abound. That relation
can be seen at its best among all ranks of the Indian army
and in those practical services where the Sahib and his
assistants are working together towards one immediate end
—the completion of road, bridge, railway, whichever it may
be ; each in his high or humble réle intent on adding some
stone, some wheel or line to the total of that immense and
varied India which has, in great measure, been developed
and unified by the ceaseless background work of British
and Indian men, who, for the most part, have remained
unhonoured and unsung.
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THE GRAND TRUNK ROAD AND
SOME EARLY RAILWAYS

1
ROAD AND RAILWAYS

‘ Pioneers, O pioneers !
Not the cushion and the slipper, not for us the
tame enjoyment.
We take up the task eteynal and the burden and
the lesson— *
Pioneers, O pioneers !’
—WALT WHITMAN.

‘ WHAT is the Grand Trunk Road ?’

That random question, asked by an intelligent woman
unfamiliar with India, could probably not be answered in
detail by many of her kind, even if they chanced to have
read a half-forgotten Kim, and tramping with his Lama
down the long double avenues of that wonderful highway—
‘ the backbone of Hind.’

To the old cavalry Rissaldar, who names it so, Kipling
has ascribed a word-picture in his own characteristic vein :
‘ For the most part it is shaded with four lines of trees ;
the middle road, all hard, takes the quick traffic. . . . Left
and right is the rougher road for heavy carts. . .. All castes
and kinds of men move here. Look ! Brahmans and chumars,
-bankers and tinkers, barbers and bumnmias, pilgrims and
potters—all the world coming and going. It is to me as a
river from which I am withdrawn like a log after a flood.’
‘ And truly '—adds the author— The Grand Trunk Road is
a wonderful spectacle ; a stately corridor ; all India spread
out to left and right. It runs straight, bearing, without
crowding, India’s traffic for fifteen hundred miles—such a
river of life as nowhere else exists in the world. . . .’

The fifteen hundred miles, laid down in some forty years,
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now runs on from Peshawar through the Khyber Pass to
Kabul city : a spinal column such as few countries anywhere
near the size of India can boast.

In earliest times the Path, in later times the Road, has
exercised its peculiar fascination over the restless spirit of
man, eternally attracted by its promise of adventure and
freedom from the trammels of town, by the lure of new
places and new faces. Through a wild and warring country
it runs as a symbol of peace ; for, if trade follows the flag,
so do cultivation, wider knowledge and friendlier human
contacts follow the Road.

Not until the eighteen-thirties were the first ‘pukka’
main roads undertaken by the East India Company ; feelers
from the three chief cities of the south—Calcutta, Bombay
and Madras. Before these, there were only routes marked
out and used, since Mogul times, mostly by marching armies
and by travellers, on horseback, in palanquins or country
carts. There were also the three great rivers, Ganges, Jumna
and Brahmaputra, with their leisurely traffic of flat-bottomed
paddle-boats, moving by day and moored at night; time
being of no account, so long as journey’s end came at last.

The decline of river traffic began in 1828 with early work
on the Grand Trunk Road, that was to follow the old route
from Calcutta to Delhi. As usual there were those who
doubted the need for a metalled highway. River travel
was cheaper, if slower ; but Lord William Bentinck, Governor
of Bengal, looking to India’s future, resolved to push on with
a project that was to become the most remarkable thorough-
fare in India, if not in the world. Once begun, it crept north-
ward, mile by mile, under difficulties and discouragements
inconceivable to the modern mind. Raised a few feet above-
the plain, to save it from flooding in the rains, its massive
rock foundation was laid down by crowds of chanting coolies ;
its top-dressing of nodular limestone flattened under huge
rollers, each pulled by a hundred Indians. Beyond cavil
the all-enduring coolie, more often cursed than commended,
may fairly be reckoned among those who have shared in
the making of many unrealised marvels—and remained
unsung.
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- The wide rivers that must be crossed were first ferried and
eventually spanned by mighty bridges to form a continuous
highway to the far North.

‘Then for the first time in history wheeled carriages
rolled across the land, and the map of India began to shrink.
The Grand Trunk Road developed a life of its own : marching
regiments behind the blare of trumpets and cheerful brass
bands ; wedding processions with jangle of bells and laughter
and ribald jokes, a trail of scarlet litters ; holy men pacing
sedately from shrine to shrine ; trade-carrying carts, drawn
by horse or bullock, travelling twice their normal distance
in a day on the smooth hard road.’

The traffic it carried before railways appeared was incal-
culable. The whole thickness of metalling had to be renewed
every six years. Delays were endless: lack of funds and
skilled labour; lack of materials and transport over a
roadless country. But even at a snail’s pace, the Road
moved on and on to its ultimate end : fifteen hundred miles
of tree-shaded thoroughfare : * a truly remarkable monument
to early British energy in India. For boldness of conception,
worked out under vastly difficult conditions, it has hardly
ever been surpassed.’

A further tribute is worth quoting from the Life of Lord
Lawrence : ‘ The Romans were the great road-makers of
history ; but the Grand Trunk Road may—in the difficulties
it overcame and the benefits conferred—challenge com-
parison with that greatest triumph of Roman engineering
skill, the Appian Way.” It became fhe Road, the one huge
artery through which the life-blood of India flowed ; and a
general demand went up for more of its kind.

But the 'forties brought an unforeseen check to this belated
zeal for road-building.

In far-off England travel and traffic were already being
transformed by the inventive genius of the Stephensons,
father and son, who had discovered the power of steam and
turned it to practical account; first in mining districts ;
then in a grid of railway lines that gradually scarred the
whole country, in the teeth of furious opposition from a
horse-loving race. Inevitably progressive enterprise won the
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day; and, in course of time, an England converted to
railways began looking towards India, with hef vast possi-
bilities and slow-moving way of life. Why not railways out
there also ?

The revolutionary idea was mooted mainly by one man,
Rowland Macdonald Stephenson—unrelated to the famous
inventors—a brilliant junior in the first Steam Navigation
Company that afterwards became the P. & O.

In and out of season he pressed the project on the Court
of Directors in London. But that august body strangely
failed to recognise public works as part of their policy.
‘ They regarded the construction of road or canal—much
like a war—as a necessary evil, to be undertaken reluctantly
and, if possible, not to be repeated.’

But young Stephenson’s vision, brains and limitless energy
were stimulated rather than discouraged by short-sighted
business men, very much alive to the risks involved. White
ants would destroy wooden sleepers. Floods would wash
away embankments. Rank vegetation would choke the
lines. Indians would never travel by rail, even if the crazy
idea could be carried out. Undaunted by dismal prophecies,
Stephenson gave up important work in London and brought
his family to India, firmly resolved to remain there till he
had achieved his purpose.

Lord Ellenboro’-—an opinionated Governor-General—dis-
missed the whole scheme as ‘ visionary,” but, on his recall,
Sir Frederick Halliday—acting in his stead—recognised the
importance of the scheme, and encouraged the laying down of
several lines northward from the main cities.

In 1845 the Court of Directors arrived at a half»hearted
decision to face the costly experiment. But first the Board
of Control must express its views at great length to the Court
of Directors, who tossed the ball back again: a matter of
months each way. The B. of C. and the C. of D. irresistibly
suggest a Pickwickian episode, with the Circumlocution
Office in full working order.

Not until 1849 did Lord Dalhousie’s vigorous mind give
fresh impetus to the long-delayed undertaking; but, by
that time, a decade of ceaseless work and worry in a deadly
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climate had told on Stephenson’s health. Only his invincible
spirit remained to lift him through. Year after year, .pulled
down by climate and fever, he sat in his office driving on
that vast concern with the energy of five men; combating
differences with Government, differences with contractors,
solving problems without end, and never losing heart or
temper with any obstacle. Though he wrote with difficulty
and could not tolerate fools, he became the very soul of
that great concern. ‘Every man under him knew he could
rely on Stephenson for support. However formidable the
difficulties, he demanded that none should talk of impossi-
bility, that non-existent labour be imported, and undis-
coverable minor contractors created out of the ground!’
His self-reliance amounted almost to a fault; but it was
that which carried him through.

Not until 1855, after ten years of unceasing toil, was the
first 120 miles from Calcutta to Benares opened by Lord
Dalhousie ; and thereafter the line rolled steadily forward
with only one serious interruption—the Mutiny, which
held up all important projects for nearly a year.

Stephenson himself escaped that grim experience by the
complete collapse of his hard-driven body in 1856; yet
from distant London he continued to direct and push on the
great work of his life. Only after much persuasion he was
induced to accept a Knighthood; and a pension of £2000
a year, out of the surplus earnings of his line. Even then,
his ever-active mind, looking beyond the horizon, dreamed
of linking up the Empire by a direct line from Calais to India ;
actually the first inception of the Bagdad railway ; but the
time was not ripe for so mighty an enterprise.

Mentally and physically he continued to run upstairs
six steps at a time till well after his eightieth year ; but his
abounding energy failed him at last. He had achieved enough
to satisfy three men and had justly earned the title, ‘ Father
of Indian Railways '—one of the greatest experiments of all
time : railways that were to exercise an influence more
far-reaching than in any other country of the world. Yet
how many now, in England or India, know anything of
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Stephenson or of his astonishing work ? Far from unhon-
oured, in his own day, he yet remains virtually unsung.

Thus, through the driving impetus of one man, road-
making in India—begun too late—was checked by the
unlooked for success of a rival enterprise. Wiseacres who
declared that Indians would never travel by rail, found
themselves entirely in the wrong. The ‘fire carriage,” that
fearsome monster, soon became so popular as to alter the
whole fempo of life. Railways were the thing; and the
making of main roads came to a dead stop.

Yet still the Grand Trunk Road—having more than
justified its existence—pushed on and on; dawdling north-
ward without haste, without rest ; a vast experiment that
succeeded only through the dogged perseverance of its
human builders, defying natural forces and the natural
indolence of the coolie-log. The last was countered often
by a strange device hardly to be imagined in any other
country : a paid ‘ shahbash wallah,’ whose role it was to
shout praise and encouragement to his flagging fellows: a
form of spiritual stimulant so successful that occasionally
it tempted the resourceful Asiatic to practise wiles undreamed
of by any confiding British officer.

One such, a young R.E., was told off to repair a bridge ;
urgent work that needed day and night labour in shifts.
To make sure of no shirking he pitched his tent near the
bridge, where—in wakeful hours—he could hear the men
chanting at their toil. Yet, each morning showed no visible
progress. On the third night, puzzled and suspicious, he
crept cautiously out of his tent in the small hours; and
behold, his gang of night workers, squatting round the camp
fire, smoking their hookahs and chanting at full pitch of
their lungs—* Oh Brother ! Shahbash brother. Pull together
—oh brothers !’

On that occasion the form of ‘ shahbash’ applied by the
defrauded Sahib was not of a spiritual order.

- By the middle 'forties that persistent Road had reached
the Punjab, where no railways challenged its supremacy ;
and there it came under the direction of a promising young
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Engineer, Robert Napier, who had already proved his
mettle among the hills of Darjeeling. In the Punjab he
built a cantonment at Amballa and a new hill station ;
served with distinction in two Sikh Wars; in '49, when final
British victory left Henry Lawrence uncrowned King of
the Punjab, he asked for his friend Colonel Napier as Chief
Engineer.

Already he had gathered round him the famous group of
‘ Politicals * known as Lawrences’s young men. ‘Far from
faultless, they differed widely with the individuality of strong
natures; yet all shared one essential quality : they feared
God, and feared nothing else in heaven or earth.” ! Sincerely,
without exception, they loved Henry Lawrence; and few,
if any, stood higher in his esteem, or closer to his heart than
Robert Napier.

Thus manned and governed, no wonder the Punjab set
the standard of British administration for all India. Years
after, when they questioned John Lawrence as to the secret
of that early system, he would answer truly, ‘ It was not
our system. It wasourmen.’” Inother words, it was character
—nhis brother’s, his own and their colleagues—that made the
Punjab.

With unerring judgment Henry laid upon Napier the
stupendous task of changing a war-ravaged wilderness into
a flourishing Province of British India; and to understand
what that task involved, one must consider the condition
of the Punjab in 1849.

Roads, properly speaking, there were none ; bridges, none ;
public conveyances, none; schools, hospitals, jails, none.
Ranjit Singh and his Sikh Durbar found it simpler to mutilate
offenders and turn them loose, as a warning to others. Thus
the whole aspect of the country must be radically changed
by Napier, who had ridden all over the Punjab, and knew
it as it was known to no other. His splendid Public Works
are still the pride of that Province and a model for all India.
His great Canal revived dead villages and created new ones
throughout its course of 247 miles ; and as for roads, within
three years the Board was able to report 1300 miles of made

! Honoria Lawrence (Maud Diver).



22 THE GRAND TRUNK ROAD AND SOME EARLY RAILWAYS

roads: 2000 miles traced for making and 5000 surveyed,
with the modest addition of a hundred large bridges built
and four lesser ones.

But no array of figures, however imposing, can give an
adequate idea of the transformation wrought, under Dal-
housie’s brilliant dictatorship. Never in India, or elsewhere,
have changes so rapid and remarkable been made in a newly
conquered, utterly undeveloped country; and if the cost
of Napier’s vast Public Works sometimes appeared excessive
to the financial-minded John Lawrence, none had eventually
greater reason to bless his Chief Engineer. For along the
Grand Trunk Road marched all the Punjab troops and guns
that were to help recapture Delhi in 1857.

The northern section of that great Road was now to travel
across the new Province, to connect Lahore with Peshawar
and form the backbone of the Punjab strategic system.

Napier’s first need was to choose a subaltern whom he
could confidently put in charge of the works; and already
he had found his man. During the recent siege of Multin
he had proved many times over the quality of a certain young
Alex. Taylor of his own corps, who had conducted a danger-
ous flotilla journey down the Sutlej to the besieged city, and
had shown exceptional steadiness, energy and resource in
managing the unwieldy pontoon boats, that must be guided
and propelled through the surging, flood-swollen river.

The heat had been terrific, rapids and shallows, rocks and
sandbanks and lurking alligators had created endless vicissi-
tudes, sudden and alarming.

In the course of that two-hundred-mile journey the older
and the younger man had been drawn into an almost father-
and-son relation, that ripened into a lasting friendship. To
Napier, Alex. Taylor owed many valuable opportunities of
service; none perhaps more valuable, or more keenly
appreciated, than this congenial yet terrifying charge of
carrying on the Grand Trunk Road through the most difficult
section of its whole course.

At the time he was just turned four-and-twenty, with
little experience of practical engineering and none whatever
of making roads. It was typical of the period and the
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method of Henry Lawrence. He never asked, * Is it possible ? *
He set great ends before men, and left the outcome to their
personal initiative, energy and courage. ‘It was the day
of subalterns, boys in age, men in character, with the adven-
turous ardour and audacity of their youth. They learnt how
to govern by governing. They learnt how to make roads
by making them.’” It was on the same principle that Napier
—having proved his subaltern friend—did not hesitate to
put him in charge of so great an undertaking.

The start must be made single-handed, without lesser
roads or maps for guidance. Everything must be prepared,
evolved or collected by one gifted, resolute young man.
He must be his own draughtsman, clerk, mason, surveyor
and traveller. He must raise his own army of coolies, pay
them himself and keep complicated accounts for the hardest
of taskmasters—Sir John Lawrence. Emphatically here
was the chance of his life ; and there is no truer service that
a senior can do for a promising junior than to give him his
chance early in the day. Divided between elation and
alarm, Taylor set himself to justify the trust placed in him ;
and before very long he knew that he had found his vocation.
The Road became his passion ; and throughout his variously
distinguished career he was to be known as Taylor of the
Grand Trunk Road.

A photograph of his Delhi statue reveals him as a young
man of striking appearance, the fine-boned face and
deep-set eyes suggesting his Highland heritage. Young and
in robust health, he was never at a loss to solve the teasing
problems that were legion on the Jhelum-Pindi Road. Yet,
with all his zeal for the work in hand, he was singularly free
from personal ambition. A spirit of unworldliness, instilled
by early training, was fostered by the example of two chiefs
as single-minded as Robert Napier and John Lawrence,
who worked always at high pressure and expected as much
of those under him. Swift to mark what was done amiss,
he seldom failed to give praise where it was due. Also,
like Henry, he left ample scope for personality and initiative,
always giving that coveted boon, a free hand, to the Man on
the Spot.
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Such leadership unfailingly imbued the younger men
with a devotion to work for the work’s sake ; with a sense
of being Englishmen of a certain class in a foreign country,
very much alive to the implications involved. True, their
Calvinistic faith induced a certain spiritual narrowness.
Few of them could rightly assess either the stern Unitarian
creed of the Moslem, or the profound philosophy of higher
Hinduism. In their view a man must be either Christian
or Pagan ; and they saw themselves—simply and instinctively
—as Christians in a Pagan land, constrained to manifest
their belief in principle and in action.

Years after, looking back on those strenuous days, Taylor
writes : ‘ There was a glow of work and duty around us in
the Punjab such as I have never felt before or since. I well
remember the reaction of feeling when I went on furlough
to England; the want of pressure of any kind, the self-
seeking, the dulling and dwarfing lack of high aims. One
went back lowered several pegs—saddened altogether.’

And here he was, in 1849, called upon to cleave through
the uncharted Punjab this great strategic highway, that
was to open up and civilise a country four times the size of
Scotland, before the railway, creeping northward, began to
steal its traffic. On him devolved all practical details. By
him an army of 60,000 coolies must somehow be recruited,
housed and paid ; no easy matter that last, since the Road
was but one important item in Napier’s immense programme
that was never to be completely fulfilled.

Cramped, yet undeterred, by his Chief’s passion for
economy, he carried on his stupendous works; while his
subaltern cheerfully surmounted the hundred and one
difficulties of driving a pukka road across a kachcha Province,
without machinery of any kind. Even wheelbarrows were
novelties shied at by coolies, accustomed to bearing burdens
on their own heads; and appliances from England might
take anything from seven to ten months in transit.

For all that, the Road went steadily forward; its 270
miles divided into seven sections, each with its Engineer
and staff, picked by Taylor, on whom rested full responsi-
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bility for the project as a whole. With his amazing grasp
of detail, he had the seven sections clear in his brain. And
he practically lived in the saddle, as did all his fellows.
It was a hard life, but a congenial one, combative and
strenuous, full of unexpected adventures. Through the
fierce Punjab hot weather—often 120° in the shade—they
carried on, cheerful, if perspiring; but it was in the ‘ cold
weather,” with frosty nights and cloudless days, that outdoor
work made swiftest progress.

Taylor, living at Pindi—half-way between the Jhelum
and the Indus—scoured the whole area and seemed to be
everywhere at once. Like most young men of the period
he was ahead of his years; very much a man, though in
many ways he remained a boy to the end of his long life—
‘ straight as a die, scorning mediocrity, seething with energy
and self-confidence, imperious and outspoken—what would
now be called a live wire ; admired by many, loved by some,
and disliked by not a few.’

But before all else the Road—the whole Road and nothing
but the Road—made up his satisfying sum of life. For
him no other work had quite the same fascination. Year
after year, through many hot weathers, he pitched his tent
on the sun-smitten plain, near some difficult cuttings or
within sight of some great bridge that needed critical
attention. Only on Saturdays he would close his Pindi
office and ride off alone up into the Murree hills, where
Napier had built the first houses of the now familiar hill
station.

Relays of horses every ten miles would carry him up and
up out of the Punjab furnace into clean, pine-scented air.
Twilight deepening to dark, stars and moon overhead,
would find him under some stately deodar near a mountain
stream, enjoying a simple evening meal before he flung
himself, blissfully weary, on a native string-bed with rug
and pillow to sleep as men only sleep in the open air.

At dawn he would wake to the tinkle of the stream, the
scent of his deodar, the call of cuckoo and dove among
the trees, to the more prosaic refreshment of tea, toast and
cggs. Then he would fall asleep again, dozing on and off
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through the whole summer day, strong sunlight tempered
by cool air; till at sunset he was roused, body and mind
renewed, to enjoy his camp dinner and the fifty-mile ride
down through the forest under its canopy of stars, back to
the stifling office, where he would be found, alert and eager,
at his post on Monday morning, ready to meet any demand,
any enterprise that might be required of him.

There were welcome interludes also for sport : water birds
in great variety, rivers full of fish; the big Indian salmon
(mahseer) often weighing over twenty pounds. And Taylor
was an ardent sportsman; ardent in all things, work or
play: a piece of human quicksilver; his high spirits and
vitality a tonic to any man who began to feel stale or dis-
heartened by difficulties without end.

In the Punjab, shaken by the clash of great personalities,
the Lawrences and Napier unmistakably set a standard that
all felt spurred to emulate : Henry with his hold on their
spirits and hearts; John with his single-minded devotion
to work, order and method ; Napier with his generous heart,
his hand and brain of steel. Between them they managed
to gather, and keep, around them a singularly fine and
devoted set of men, either akin to them in outlook or aspiring
to become so.

But before the gathering storm of mutiny broke over
India, Henry had been shifted from Rajputana to Lucknow,
and had lost his beloved wife three years earlier. Napier
had also left the Punjab, with mingled regret and relief at
breaking his official link with John Lawrence. The two
men were fundamentally unalike in method, if not in aim ;
and Henry’s departure had widened the breach between them.

So in ’'57 there remained only John, with Montgomery
for right-hand man. Stalwart, confident, a leader of heroic
magnitude, he faced the coming upheaval that was to sweep
away the East India Company, wreck the Bengal Army,
and plunge Northern India into a welter of massacre and
widespread destruction—yet not entire destruction. From
the ashes of John Company and the Great Moguls there
emerged, in due time, the Indian Empire.
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2
INTERLUDE FOR REBELLION

' Your danger is as you have seen. And I am sorry it is so great.
But I wish it to cause no despondencies, as truly I think it will not : for
we are Englishmen.’—OLIVER CROMWELL.

IN the spring of 1857, Alex. Taylor’s interminable Road
was forging ahead through its most difficult phase from
Pindi to Peshawar, taking in its stride the mighty Indus,
‘ Father of Rivers,” that debouches from the hills in a roaring
torrent through the narrow gorge above Attock, where
Akbar’s picturesque stone fort has commanded the ferry
since I168I. '

Taylor, still living at Pindi—with his bachelor chalet at
Murree—was as usual here, there and everywhere along.the
whole route, glad to find many old friends in Peshawar,
where, by luck or fate, Herbert Edwardes was Commissioner,
with John Nicholson for Deputy. It was at Ferdzpur, some
years earlier, that Taylor had first met Nicholson: a young
soldier-political of striking appearance, already recognised
as ‘a man fitted by genius and character to fill the highest
State offices.” Literally worshipped by the rough Frontier
tribesmen he ruled, his physical strength and beauty, his
gallantry, integrity and ability made an overwhelming
impression on all with whom he came in contact.

At that time he and Edwardes had their own local problems
to cope with. In fact it seems evident that hardly a prominent
man in India—except the uncannily prescient Henry
Lawrence—had any clear foresight of the coming event
that, for years, had been casting its shadow before. Yet
among them there were many who knew that the Crimean
and Persian Wars had dangerously denuded India of British
troops. These were now in a disparity of 36,000 to 237,000
sepoys, who had not forgotten the disasters of Kabul; and
in March Henry Lawrence wrote frankly, ‘ There is a bad
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feeling abroad in the Native Army, due to our absurd system
that allows no outlet for ambition. I have preached warnings
about this for thirteen years. I hope the Government will
mend their ways before it is too late.’

Those fatal words shadowed the whole of his own last
brave Lucknow adventure. He himself had been sent there
too late. What he did achieve, in the short time given him
to prepare the now famous Residency for its coming ordeal,
was in the nature of a miracle.

As to the Native Army he was right ; and not as to the
Army alone Dalhousie’s policy of annexation had alarmed
the Princes. Doubt and fear possessed all believers in the
higher Hinduism. Dismay shook the hearts of the ignorant,
who were told that the British Raj had embarked on a
crusade against caste. Ancient loyalties and inarticulate
instincts were stirring in millions of hearts. The Englishman,
however—unaware of prejudices other than his own—
ignored these things.

Early in ’57 disquieting symptoms increased for those
who had eyes to see, or ears to hear. Yet the astounding
fact remains that no British official, civil or military, seems
to have imagined the possibility of what was about to happen.
All alike were taken by surprise. Even the first risings in
Calcutta were treated as local, while the spirit of disaffection
spread north-westward to Meerut and the independent
kingdom of Qudh.

It was near the middle of May when there came to Lahore
a telegram from Delhi that fell upon all like a thunderbolt :
‘We must leave office. The sepoys have come in from
Meerut and are burning everything. We are off. Mr Tod
(head of the telegraph service) is dead. We heard that nine
Europeans were killed. Good-bye.’

Thus they knew that the worst had happened ; but not
till later did they hear the worst in all its hideous detail.

The great flare-up—secretly prepared for months—had
come three weeks before the given date ; the fuse prematurely
lit by local passions—possibly by the harsh treatment
meted out, at Meerut, to eighfy sowars of the 3rd Native
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Cavalry, picked men of a picked regiment, who had refused
to bite the supposedly defiled cartridge. In addition to the
regulation sentence of penal servitude, passed by men of
their own race, they were condemned to be publicly stripped
of their uniforms before a parade of the whole garrison,
surrounded by a mixed crowd, white and brown. Then,
one by one, their leg-irons were riveted on to them; an
ordeal prolonged for nearly two hours.

The needless, cruel indignity, that enraged many English-
men, so enraged their fellow sepoys that the rising fixed for
31st May was forestalled by the horrors of that unforgettable
Sunday evening in Meerut. The tragic tale has been told
over and over in history and fiction, but it happened eighty
years ago—and how quickly people forget.

While church bells called unsuspecting men and women

. to evening service, sepoys in the Native Lines were shooting
their officers and freeing their eighty dishonoured comrades ;
some rushing off to the jail, some to civil lines where
bungalows were gutted, women and children brutally
murdered, with never a deterrent move from Cantonments,
not two miles away. The mutineers, virtually unhindered,
completed their work of destruction and fled, helter-skelter,
from the expected retribution.

‘To Delhi! To Delhi!’ they cried—and raced on
unchecked ; while the Brigadier wasted fine troops in
defending his ravaged cantonments against rebels who were
busy elsewhere. No pursuit was attempted or, apparently,
considered by Brigadier-General Hewitt, an obese and
antiquated officer of fifty years’ service, who ought long
since to have been retired. Pursuit might have been vain ;
but even the belated arrival of British troops in Delhi would
have changed the whole face of affairs. Instead, the
deplorable record stands that the joint inaction of Hewitt
and Archdale Wilson, his second-in-command, became
responsible for the siege of Delhi, the massacre and bloodshed
in Northern India, Oudh and Bengal ; for the death of men
like Nicholson, Havelock and Henry Lawrence; and the
destruction of 150,000 loyal sepoys.

Nor was Hewitt the only high official responsible for piling
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disaster on disaster. At Jalandhar there was General
Johnstone, who let three Native regiments slip away to
Delhi, in spite of repeated warnings from Lawrence to disarm
them all.

There was the Commander-in-Chief himself, a complacent
optimist, convinced that the ‘cartridge excitement * would
yield to the ‘soothing syrup of explanations.” So he and
his staff had betaken themselves to Simla, with invaluable
British regiments at Sabathu. The startling news from
Delhi created a passing panic and sent General Anson down
to Amballa, without actually opening his eyes to the terrible
truth, Even outspoken letters from John Lawrence—some
of the wisest and strongest he ever wrote—emphasised by
urgent telegrams, did not take full effect ; and while Anson
delayed, the spirit of mutiny flared up in all directions.
Cholera broke out in his own camp—and he died of it;
though it was afterwards said, not inaptly, that ‘ he died
from an attack of John Lawrence !’

No wonder that much-tried man—responsible for the
warlike and inflammable Punjab—wrote in exasperation to
Lord Canning, ‘I assure you, sir, that some of these Com-
manding Officers are worse enemies to us than the mutineers
themselves. I could sometimes almost believe they have
been given to us for our destruction.’

In Delhi itself—on that fatal roth May—it was afterwards
told how an unofficial telegram from Meerut was received
by the Commissioner that evening, while he sat at dinner ;
put unopened into his pocket-—and forgoiten. Improbable
though it sounds, the fact remains that some warning was
sent before the wires were cut on 11th May ; that the efforts
made to keep out the sepoys came too late, like everything
else on that day of disaster. No attempt was made to
approach the Indian nobles, men of high standing, who
would promptly have rallied to the Sirkar; and their
retainers might have done yeoman service in checking the
first inrush of rebels. But the complete surprise and alarm
wrought panic and paralysis at a moment when all hung on
swift, cool-headed action.

By nine o’clock every British official had been kllled
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women and children cruelly murdered. Anarchy reigned.
The few English left alive and the terrified people of Delhi
could only pray for ‘ the cloud of dust on the Meerut road '—
that never came.

Within twenty-four hours five thousand rebels had captured
Delhi without a shot fired in its defence ; and, by the per-
sistent irony of fate, it had been rendered almost impregnable
by Robet Napier himself.

That Hewitt was afterwards relieved of his command did
not undo the harm done or bring back to life the innocent
dead. In the blunt words of John Lawrence, ‘ The evil
caused by General Hewitt’s inexplicable delay in marching
on Delhi will be felt for the next fifty years.” And, as usual,
he was not far wide-of the mark.

For the Mutiny—with all its horrors and violent passions
on both sides—left a legacy of ill-feeling and misconception,
also on both sides, never completely dispelled.

But if Delhi had been taken unawares, all had not been
flung away. In Lucknow, Sir Henry Lawrence was doing
wonders, with ‘ his astonishing grip on men’; yet even he
was pursued by the prevailing fatality. Everything hung
ultimately on the Punjab—on the recently defeated Sikhs
and on a group of men hardly equalled in any page of
England’s story.

If certain incompetent Commanders did seem given to the
English for their destruction, the men who held the Punjab
—soldiers and civilians—must as surely have been given
them for their salvation.

With Sir John Lawrence at Pindi, Robert Montgomery
wore his mantle at Lahore, where he proved his quality by
a stroke so swift and bold that even Lawrence was taken
aback when he heard of it. ’

Briefly, on the 12th he received the Delhi telegram, with
secret information from Richard Lawrence—Chief of Police—
that four Native Infantry regiments at Mian Mir were ‘ in it
up to the neck.’

On the 13th—at a general parade—the sepoys of those
four regiments were ordered, without warning, to lay down
their arms. Followed a brief hesitation, fraught with dire



32 THE GRAND TRUNK ROAD AND SOME EARLY RAILWAYS

possibilities if the order were not obeyed. But unmasked
guns and instinctive response to a work of command just
turned the scale. Four regiments quietly laid down two
thousand rifles and seven hundred sabres : the whole Indian
garrison disarmed without a shot by three British companies.
More : a hundred men were promptly rattled off in country
carts to Amritsar ; and there again rebellion was forestalled.

Within forty-eight hours of hearing from Delhi both
stations had been saved from the fate of Meerut, Fer6zpur
strengthened, Multan and Kangra warned: an achievement
worth recalling to a generation that has forgotten these
things—if it has ever known them at all.

To John Lawrence, at Pindi, racked with anxiety, the
news brought such immense relief that he wrote off to
Montgomery in a burst of unwonted enthusiasm: ‘ Your
Lahore men have done nobly. I should like to embrace them.
All are pukka trumps '—his highest word of praise.

With high confidence also he could look towards Peshawar.
No malign fate there; no incompetent General, but three
of the finest ‘ Lawrence young men ’: Herbert Edwardes
and John Nicholson, with Neville Chamberlain as Brigadier
to Sydney Cotton, who commanded the garrison. Lawrence
had originally refused Nicholson’s urgent request to serve
under Edwardes on the score that he could not have ‘ two
top-sawyers in one station’; but glad enough he was to
have them so in the hour of crisis. All three were men with
whom to think was to act. Nicholson alone was ‘ worth the
wing of a regiment ’ in any evil day.

At Nowshera, not twenty-six miles away, was young Alex.
Taylor still hard at work on his Road ; while John Lawrence
at Pindi had all the strings in his powerful hands. On him
it fell, during those three critical months, ‘to sweep his
great Province with searching glance, holding it with his
iron grasp and inherent force of character; to stimulate
every enterprise, direct every movement of troops from the
gloomy portals of the Khyber to the Ridge before Delhi.’

At the outbreak—so sudden and startling, so mismanaged
by the higher commands—the outlook was undeniably sinister
in a Province where 10,000 British troops must deal with
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36,000 sepoys, most of them mutinous, or likely to become
so on the first opportunity. To meet that danger Lawrence
had but one dictum: ‘Trust all Sikhs—their Princes and
Sirdars. Distrust all sepoys. Disarm them all at once.’
None too easy for the ten thousand to disarm more than
three times their number; but courage and high resolve
make all things possible; and eventually every suspected
regiment was disarmed, in most cases, as Lahore, without a
shot fired.

Lack of rapid communications gave men everywhere the
authority to act promptly on their own initiative: thus
revealing many fine examples of what can be done through
sheer force of character, unhampered by waiting for orders
or fear of responsibility. Among those so placed was none
readier than John Lawrence to say with Meredith—

‘I take the hap
Of all my deeds. The wind that fills my sails
Propels ; but I am helmsman.’

When the Delhi news reached him he was prostrate with
neuralgia and a half-blinded eye ; yet next day he despatched
in all directions ‘ a masterly batch of letters, extraordinary
alike for their quality and quantity,’ proving himself
complete master of the situation—not in the Punjab alone.
His imperial spirit ranged far beyond his own youngest
Province to the whole Indian Empire. ‘ How he worked,
how he planned, what wide views he took was known, in a
measure, to all his fellow workers and all who studied the
history of the Mutiny.’! His famous sentence written to
General Anson deserves to be re-quoted in connection with
present problems : ‘ Reflect upon the whole history of India.
Where have we ever failed when we have acted vigorously ?
Where have we succeeded when led by timid councils ? *

Of those last there were none in the Punjab. ‘ Action—
action!” he insisted again and again. ‘Do something to
show you are not afraid. . . . Inaction at Meerut lost us
Delhi. Inaction at Delhi may lose us India. . . . Dangers

1 Life of Lord Lawrence (Bosworth Smith).
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thicken round the man who hesitates ; and the price of one
man’s hesitation is often paid for in other men’s lives.’

Never was a truer statement penned. Nor did he weary
in his constant exhortation to ‘take wide views’; not
only to consider local emergencies or immediate dangers,
but to grasp the whole desperate situation : to act—act with
promptness and decision.

His one driving thought echoed the cry of the mutineers :
‘ To Delhi—to Delhi !’ At all costs and as soon as possible,
the lost city must be retaken; but there must be no risk
of losing the Punjab. Sikh Chiefs and Sirdars had power
in plenty to embarrass the British ; yet—thanks to the fair
dealing and consideration of Sir Henry Lawrence—they
preferred to help their former enemies : to range themselves
with the four Sikh Rajahs and their followers,  whose fidelity
and heroism, by the side of their conquerors, lights up a
dark page of Indian history.’

Henry Lawrence, who left half his heart in the Punjab,
left also an aftermath of his spirit to animate the youngest,
the most warlike, yet most trustworthy of the Provinces ;
‘every man of which was now in his right place, upheld by
complete confidence in the ever-anxious, yet never despondent
John Lawrence. One and all they increasingly believed that
if the impossible could be done, by him it would be done.’

Everywhere along the Frontier, British officers were
working in full accord with the ruling spirits at Pindi and
Peshawar ; but the unpunished massacres at Meerut and
Delhi shook the foundations of British prestige; and the
sky darkened from hour to hour. Yet those ruling spirits
at Pindi, Peshawar, Lahore, never seriously doubted the
issue ; and the resolute mind generates decisive action.

First they must disarm the Province, before their few
vital British troops could be sent elsewhere. For if British
rule collapsed in the Punjab, all Northern India would be
submerged. Yet the stubborn fact remained that troops
and supplies emphatically must reach Delhi before the
monsoon hampered large-scale movement ; and there was
then only one direct route available—Alex. Taylor’s Grand
Trunk Road.
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When war threatens, the engineer, working in the back-
ground, has his reward. By 1857, years of unremitting
toil had produced two hundred miles of metalled road, not
yet complete by any means, but a reliable link between
Lahore and Delhi. That road was presently to be guarded
and kept open by the four Protected Chiefs of the Punjab—
Patiala, Kapurthala, Nabha, Jindh—while column after
column of regiments, ammunition and stores travelled safely
down to the Delhi Field Force : ‘ A signal instance of Asiatic
honour upheld in the face of unparalleled temptation,’ !

Down that road also tramped Henry Lawrence’s Corps of
Guides on their famous march from the morthern wilds of
Hoti Mardan. Five hundred miles they covered, under the
blazing sun of an Indian June, in twenty-two days, with
only three halts for rest by special order ; a march unequalled
anywhere, under such conditions, in point of speed. Yet
they arrived ‘light of step, light of heart; proud of their
mission, their leader and their march. . . . And they were
welcomed, as well they might be, with ringing cheers.” 2 To
crown all, half an hour after their arrival, they went straight
into action.

They were only the vanguard of reinforcements that
Lawrence was presently to send in a swelling stream down
Taylor’s Road, till the day came when he could at last
give the coveted order to Captain John Nicholson: ‘Go
down to Delhi—and take it.’

Taylor himself, craving for active service, must perforce
carry on his Road from Pindi to Attock where the mighty
Indus joined by the Kabul River cleaves its way—as described
—through ‘ the gorge of black slate; rushing through the
narrow channel at a speed of twenty miles an hour. The
roar and foam of those maddened waters are things to see
and hear—and remember. . . . Cliffs above them black as
ebony, white as marble or brilliant orange varied with yellow
sand and green bushes at the mouth of many ravines.’

Taylor, kept strictly to his important non-military work,
was tantalised by distorted rumours; gleaning chance

1 Sir George Lawrence.
3 The Story of the Guides. G. Younghusband.
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fragments of fact from Nicholson, Edwardes or Neville
Chamberlain, as one or other galloped from Peshawar to
Pindi and back again on some urgent errand. At sundown
he would ride into Attock Fort, where he found congenial
spirits, all consumed with one ambition—to reach Delhi
and join the camp on the Ridge.

Only one taste of exciting action came his way on zoth
May—and he made the most of it.

Visiting Attock that day, he heard that a detachment of
Native Infantry, joined by mutineers, had gone off towards
Nowshera, clearly intending to rouse the whole garrison,
loot the magazine, cross the Kabul River and make for
Hoti Mardan—held by their own regiment in the absence
of the Guides.

Here was his chance. Off he galloped across country,
reached Nowshera before the sepoys, smashed the boat-
bridge over the Kabul River, scattered the ferry-boats,
dispersed the oarsmen, and fully enjoyed the dismay of the
foiled mutineers, who must either swim the river or give
up the game. Severalessayed the crossing, and were drowned.
A Native Cavalry regiment brought out against them,
refused to act. So a certain number did manage to reach
Mardan and seize the fort; but their plan to stir up
a wholesale rising had been scotched by one resourceful
subaltern, to the huge delight of Edwardes and Nicholson
in Peshawar.

There the Border tribes were now flocking in with offers
of service, impressed by Edwardes’ bold if painful step, of
disarming three Native Infantry regiments on parade. Till
then the Pathans had been standing aloof, waiting to see
how the white man would handle a dilemma of the first
magnitude.

‘They had not calculated,” wrote Edwardes, ‘on our
having so much pluck. Now they are eager to fight for the
obvious masters of Peshawar.”. Men were even coming in
from the Miranzai region, that had only been subdued a
few months earlier, and was now, in Edwardes’ phrase—
‘as quiet as a Bayswater tea-garden.’

But although the Punjab held its own, the whole outlook
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in June was dark with foreboding. Province after Province
in the north-west flamed into open rebellion. The small
British force sweltering on the Delhi Ridge was too weak in
numbers and in siege equipment to attempt a full-scale
attack on 15,000 rebels strongly entrenched in a city fortified
by a prince of engineers.

To send down help would be a slow affair at best, and
would dangerously denude the Punjab; while the rebels
were being daily reinforced by disciplined soldiers and
armed villagers. For a brief while even John Lawrence
fell into a mood of despondency, aggravated by overwork
in hot-weather conditions.

And still Taylor hopefully awaited the coveted order
that came not. Work on the Road languished in June.
Every officer who could be spared went off on leave; and
Taylor returned unwillingly to his office at Pindi, unaware
that he had already been commended to his Chief by no less
a person than Nicholson himself, who was working wonders
with his movable column ; stamping out sparks of mutiny
in all directions; taking his own line of action, even when
it clashed with orders from Lawrence; virtually saving
the Province, that must soon be dangerously stripped of
British troops and artillery, because another spineless General
at Delhi kept asking for more. At last there seemed no
choice but to despatch Nicholson and his invaluable column,
strengthening his hand with the rank of Brigadier-General.

News of his departure quenched Alex. Taylor’s last lingering
hope of reaching Delhi. Utterly disheartened, he arrdnged
to go off salmon fishing, with a friend, some twenty miles
from Pindi.

Before leaving, he rode out to inspect his works, and so
chanced to meet Thornton, Commissioner of Pindi, who
greeted him with the question : ‘ What are you doing here ?
You ought to be at Delhi.’

To which Taylor answered ruefully: ° John Lawrence
-won’t send me. Someone kas to get on with this Road.’

And off he went to catch salmon, while Thornton resolved
to have a word with the great man.

His mention of Taylor came aptly at a moment when
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Lawrence had just heard from Delhi that the Chief Engineer
—yet another Hewitt—had been recalled for obvious reasons.
That ill-chosen officer had arrived in camp with a Persian
wife and a train of twenty camels bearing all her belongings :
clearly the last man to command the important Engineer
brigade at a time of crisis. He was to be replaced by an
admirable officer, Colonel Baird-Smith, R.E.; but there
would also be need of others in that line. So Lawrence,
knowing his man, said briefly, ‘ Send Taylor to me.’

Taylor, of course, was nowhere to be found. Inquiries
and search discovered him, at last, knee-deep in his salmon
river. Promptly he galloped back to Pindi, half in hope,
half in fear that he was only ‘in for a wigging’ through
exceeding his estimates—the unforgivable sin. -

He was not left long in doubt.

‘I want you to go to Delhi at once,” was all that Lawrence
had to say. ‘Can you start to-morrow ?’

‘Can I?’ He could have started within the hour; but
there was need to hand over his Road, to collect a few
essentials, borrowing shirts from one friend, a sword from
another.

Thus equipped—not even a pistol—he drove off next day,
with two other young officers, in a dog-cart, scarcely able to
believe in his good luck.

From Lahore they went on by mail-cart ; and in forty-
eight hours—driving all night and most of the day—they
had covered a hundred and eighty miles of Taylor’s half-
completed Road. Finally, they commandeered horses and
rode on to Delhi, having traversed the whole five hundred
miles in five days and nights with the Punjab furnace at its
fiercest.

At last his consuming ambition was fulfilled: he had
reached Delhi.

From the high platform of Flagstaff Tower he surveyed
the scene soon to be associated with danger, excitement and:
adventure, brave laughter, brave endurance of the worst
that July and August could do: heat, rain-storms, fatigue,
sickness and bad nursing ; worst of all, the stench from
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unburied bodies of men and animals, the incurable plague
of flies.

The Ridge itself, stretching obliquely across the northern
city front, is nowhere more than ninety feet high. Between
its two wings of rock ran the Delhi Canal and the Punjab
Road. Behind it lay the camp and ruined cantonments,
which it partially protected. The city wall was nearly seven
miles in circuit; two miles of it lying along the bank of
the River Jumna. The northern front of little more than a
mile ran from the Water Bastion, past the Kashmir Gate, to
the Mori Bastion.

This was the only possible front for attack, the British
being still too weak in numbers to attempt investment.
They were themselves virtually the besieged, combating
almost daily attacks and alarms. For the rebels had occupied
suburbs and gardens outside the city. All the scales seemed
weighted in their favour: fifteen thousand against five,
and their numbers daily increasing ; no lack of artillery or
ammunition ; their shadow emperor still keeping up the
semblance of a Court in his palace overlooking the river.
Rose-red walls and huge battlements, sheltered palaces and
mosques, among the most beautiful in all India ; and above
the low outer wall, with its loopholed parapet, blossomed
the domes and minarets of the Jamma Masjid—clear in the
dawn, dark against the smouldering glow of a hot-weather
sunset.

In the camp itself Taylor found plenty of soldierly material,
but little sign of vigorous leadership. According to General
Barnard, ‘ the whole thing was too gigantic for the force
against it *; which, in one sense, was true enough. Without
a siege train, they had not sufficient weight of guns to carry
out the tremendous task expected of them by Lord Canning
and Sir John Lawrence. Yet if Delhi were not soon taken,
what of ten thousand English women and children behind
them in the Punjab? That grim question made the
doubts and hesitations of semi-invalid Generals almost
unendurable. 4

Though six weeks had passed since the horrors of Meerut,
no single plan of operations had been thought out or provided
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by the deplorable Chief Engineer. He initiated nothing.
Indeed he practically abdicated his functions, without
protest from the General who relied on him.

Mercifully, before worse befell he was replaced by the
gifted and spirited Alex. Taylor till the coming of an able
Senior Officer, Colonel Baird-Smith.

Meantime Taylor virtually commanded the brigade ; and,
from the day of his arrival, he infused new life not only into
the Engineer Department, but into the whole force. Bright,
loyal, generous, as resourceful as he was brave, he soon
became beloved by the whole camp, more especially by the
younger men of his own corps. ‘No sooner did he arrive,’
writes one of them, ‘ than affairs assumed an entirely new
complexion. At last we had a real Engineer of works. In a
very few days he won the complete confidence of us subalterns.
We would have followed him anywhere.’

For that brief period of actual command he was given
full scope to exercise the transforming power of personality.
All knew of his record in the siege of Multan; and very
soon he began those daring reconnaissances into the enemy’s
positions which were to become his speciality.

He took up his quarters with a score of other young
engincers in a ramshackle bungalow ; and although their
hearts and bodies did not escape the pangs of that testing
time, their boyish high spirits remained unquenched—
unquenchable. Taylor, at thirty-one, was the eldest of them,
the rest being in their early twenties; ‘accomplished
all-round men, every one of them, men of clear intellect and
good courage.’ !

Heat, sickness, wounds, anxiety, overwork, failed to
dishearten them. At times, the whole cantonment resounded
with music. There were many singers, far too many enthusi-
astic performers on flute and cornet. The Engineers even
raised an instrumental quartet. They dined on a billiard
table, with its edges sawn off. In spare time they lay head
and tail, like sardines, under their one improvised punkah,
reading and writing and cracking perpetual jokes ; liveliest
always when things are at their worst.

1 Lord Canning.
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Taylor, luckier than some of his fellows, was eventually
followed by his faithful servants from Murree, bringing the
clothes and wine and stores that he had written for on
departure, but had scarcely expected to see again. His
servants were all hillmen, fearful of far journeys; and
their precious loads must be carried, without convoy, through
five hundred miles of disturbed country.

But the Sahib’s orders were sacred. So one August morning
he returned to camp at g A.M., after five hours of early work,
to find ‘ a white-robed salaaming bearer announcing, *‘ The
Sahib’s bath is ready "’ ’: no allusion to any long journey
or interval of time. His tent was ready pitched; grass
blinds hung in the doorway ; flies driven away ; a steaming
bath prepared, and a change of linen laid out on his camp-
bed. He was going to ‘live like a Sahib again!’ Gaiety
and courage so invincible seemed a guarantee of ultimate
victory ; for the rock against which the sepoys hurled
themselves was not of stone, but of indomitable spirit, flesh
and blood.

Yet resistance, however heroic, would never take Delhi.
The need was urgent for a plan of attack and a General
who knew when to take those risks that hold the secret of
success. ,

The General had yet to arrive ; the plan of attack existed
already in the mind of one brilliant young Engineer. To
the perfecting of its endless details and to acquiring a practical
knowledge of all it involved Taylor devoted every hour,
day or night, that could be spared from his normal round
of work.

‘I am never off duty,” he wrote in evident enjoyment ;
and the full account of his many daring exploits—examining
all points of vantage held by the enemy—must be read in
the vivid story of his life by his daughter, Alicia Cameron
Taylor. In addition to exceptional peril and fatigue, there
was need for absolute secrecy even from his fellows, who
gleaned information for him or worked out minor details
of his unrevealed scheme. Only two officers in the force
really knew anything of the design behind his many
activities: Colonel Baird-Smith-—when he took over the

B2
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Sapper command—and the man whose coming was to
transform the whole camp—the young Brigadier-General
John Nicholson.

It was on the 8th of August 1857 that a jolting mail-cart
brought John Nicholson to join the much enduring little
army that had gallantly repelled five times its numbers,
yet had failed to capture Delhi.

He had hurried on ahead of his Columns for consultation
with General Wilson, whose doubts and anxieties were
casting a shadow of depression, tinged with impatience, on
his high-spirited troops. Again he had been pressing Lawrence
for more British regiments. The Punjab Chief—having sent
his last available man and gun—had answered bluntly that
he could spare no more. Delhi must be taken—and that
speedily—by the troops already supplied. ‘Every day’s
delay,” he wrote, ‘ is fraught with danger. Every day adds
to the risk of the Native Princes taking part against us.
Even in the Punjab we are by no means strong.” In spite
of that he was sending them now his strongest and best ;
one who had already proved his genius for war; and the
news of his coming had produced an electrical effect on the
whole camp.

At once he went off alone round the picquets, examining
every one of them with searching questions. Not many of
them even guessed his identity. To most of the force he was
known only by name and by his high reputation as a leader.
But what they all thought or said of him mattered little
to one whose mental stature matched his whole impressive
aspect. ‘Cast in a giant mould, with massive chest and
powerful limbs, an expression ardent and with a dash of
roughness ; features of stern beauty, deep-set hazel eyes,
long brown beard and a sonorous voice. There was an air
of immense strength, talent and resolution in his whole
bearing, a power of ruling men on high occasions of which
none could fail to be aware.’”! An unconsciously imperial
air made him seem older than his thirty-four years and was
apt to antagonise men of lesser quality; yet it clothed a

Y Life of John Nicholson (Captain L. Trotter).
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genuine modesty and warmth of heart that made him beloved
by men of equal stature; respected and admired—often
unwillingly—by all. To Indlans, who worship strength and
fine breeding, he seemed little less than a god. It was a
Sikh who said of him, ‘ He should be a King’; and there was
truth in that just appraisement.

Yet this man, whose powerful, insubordinate sense of
individuality often embarrassed his seniors, could write of
Henry Lawrence to his loved Herbert Edwardes, ‘If it
please Providence that I live through this business, you
must get me alongside of you again and help me in following
his example. I am so weak and unstable that I shall never
do any good of myself.” This was a side of Nicholson known
to few; and to those few it was sacred. Certainly none
who worked with him—least of all those who resented
his dominant air—would recognise in that flash of self-
revealing one who was a match for John Lawrence in an almost
aggressive self-reliance. Yet there was Lawrence himself
writing, ‘ Men call me John the Rigorous; but in truth I
am John the weak.” Both great leaders possessed the defects
of their Ulster forbears: a religious faith, in many ways
narrow and hard judging, which did yet produce characters
of rare integrity and virility coupled with genuine tenderness
of heart.

Supreme among these was Nicholson—' General by the
Grace of God '—who rode into camp, like a king coming to
his own, and virtually took command of the whole force.
It was his will that dominated the General; his leading
that the Army was prepared to follow. Yet was he but a
Company’s Captain; and in camp there were Colonels of
Dragoon Guards, of Lancers and 6oth Rifles, not one of
whom felt superseded, or demurred at the prospect of serving
under Brigadier-General John Nicholson—a magnetlc leader
of men.

He found the Delhi camp alive with the spirit of brave
adventurous youth ; but he also found himself allied with a
General whose good qualities as a man did not include the
soldierly elements essential to the critical. task in hand.
The over-anxious Barnard, having died of cholera, had been
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replaced by General Archdale Wilson—a curious appointment
in view of the fact that Wilson had been implicated in the
fatal Meerut policy of inaction and partly responsible for the
loss of Delhi.

So far, he had at least brought order and discipline where
there had been much laxity ; but too soon it became evident
that he was ‘not the man for the job.” Bold in actual
fighting, he was pessimistic in council ; and, at that time,
physically unfit, having lately recovered from smallpox.
Sickness everywhere in that unhealthy season was taking
its toll of officers and men : two thousand in hospital and
few of the others at their best.

Happily both Taylor and Nicholson were in exuberant
health ; their minds and bodies equal to any demand on
them. The excitement of the life and the importance of
the issue kept Taylor on the crest of a wave, elated at the
coming struggle, which would test their manhood to the
utmost. And that struggle was to be based on a plan of his
own devising: a plan at once daring and cautious—the
Scots and Irish mingling tliat made him an ideal leader for
any desperate venture. No wonder ‘ the younger Engineer
officers swore by him.’

While the whole camp fretted against inactivity, these
two men of genius, of iron will and physique, were between
them forging the weapons of victory; and from Lahore
Lawrence was writing to Henry Norman, ‘Every day’s
delay adds to our difficulties. Every day more regiments
are breaking out. Before long we shall have no Native
Army left.’

For all that, there were thousands who remained ‘true
to salt.” Out of Nicholson’s four thousand, only a quarter
were British troops; but their leader was worth at least
another thousand. And now, at last the long-awaited siege
train was dragging its ponderous length of five or six miles
along the Grand Trunk Road. Its approach could obviously
not be concealed from the rebels in Delhi; and on 25th
August it became known that some six thousand of them
with sixteen guns had left the city, bent on intercepting the
one thing needful to British victory.
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Here was Nicholson’s opportunity ; and ke rese to it in
his own brilliant fashion.

Next day, before dawn, he marched out with two thousand
five hundred men of all arms, in a torrential downpour that
lashed the ground into a very swamp: men and horses—
the guns often up to their axles—floundering through it in
hot semi-darkness. Only a Nicholson—or a Chamberlain—
could have led troops out in such weather. But the time
factor was everything; and wherever he led, men would
follow. A Gunner officer tells how, in places, they had to
wade through water right up to their saddles; but they
beheld ‘ Nicholson’s great form riding steadily on ahead,
as if nothing were the matter, and felt sure that all was
right.’

For twelve hours they pressed on, through bog and rain
and spells of scorching heat, before they caught up with
an enemy entrenched in a large building, with strongly held
villages on either side. But the tired troops responded with
a will to Nicholson’s resolute leading, his genius for daring
a risk at the right moment. ,

Boldly he attacked a large serai, the enemy’s strongest
position. First a shattering bombardment ; then the eager
infantry dashed across two hundred yards of mud and
stormed the place with deadly effect. From a short sharp
struggle they emerged victorious, drove the surprised rebels
across the canal bridge and captured the guns before they
could be carried off.

In less than an hour they had routed twice their number ;
seized guns, ordinance, baggage, and were only checked by
darkness from pursuit of a fleeing enemy. That night they
must bivouac, foodless and shelterless, with only the glow of
victory to warm their chilled bodies.

Next morning elephants came out from camp to bring
in the wounded and the weariest, the rest marching back
with thirteen guns for trophy. '

After more than two months on the Ridge this was the
first disabling blow struck at the mutineers ; and the whole
camp was filled with admiration of the new Brigadicr,
Lawrence himself, in the midst of harassing work, wrote
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from Lahore, ‘ I wish I had the power of knighting you on
the spot.” All Nicholson’s praise was for his men, their
élan and steadiness after a demoralising march.

From that decisive day the rebels ceased from troubling
in front or rear. It was sickness, the destroying angel—
fever, dysentery, cholera—that killed or disabled more than
the most persistent enemy. Yet spirits ran high, for the
siege gun was rumbling daily nearer ; and on 4th September
it rumbled into camp, drawn by elephants. There were
also bullock-carts, laden with shot and shell ; better still,
there were fresh troops, greeted by the garrison with cheer
on cheer. At last they saw hope of an attack that could
hardly be discouraged by their hesitant General, who was
now almost in a state of collapse. Colonel Baird-Smith—
ill himself—was fairly exhausted from the strain of dealing
with a Commander whom he reckoned ‘almost as much
an obstacle to be overcome as the walls of Delhi or -the
bayonets of the enemy.’

Finally, between the cross-fire of urgent letters from
Lawrence and blunt words from Nicholson, Wilson saw
himself committed to action ; and his final message revealed
his deplorable state of mind. ‘I disagree with the Engineers
entirely. I foresee great, if not insuperable difficulties ; but
as I have no other plan, I yield to the urgent remonstrance
of the Chief Engineer.’

Thus implicitly he thrust upon Baird-Smith the responsi-
bility for failure or success of an attack that he chose to
regard as a gamble.

Nicholson, made of sterner stuff, was growing fiercely
impatient of the General’s incapacity for so great a venture.
His soldierly mind, while it grasped the whole critical situation,
was completely unshadowed by forebodings.

To Lawrence, with serene assurance, ‘ The game is com-
pletely in our hands. We only need a player to move the
pieces. Fortunately Wilson—after even threatening to
withdraw the guns and abandon the attempt—has made
everything over to the Engineers; and they alone will
deserve the credit of taking Delhi. Had Wilson carried out
his threat of withdrawing the guns, I was quite prepared to



INTERLUDE FOR REBELLION 47

appeal to the Army to set him aside and elect a successor.
I have seen lots of useless Generals in my day; but such
an ignorant, croaking, obstructive as he is, I have never
met. . . . I believe the Meerut catastrophe was more his
fault than Hewitt’s. . . . He is allowing the Engineers to
undertake operations simply because the Army will no
longer put up with his inactivity.’

Thus, between them, they overcame the main human
obstacle to action; and then at last did Alex. Taylor—
after countless daring exploits—find himself free to initiate
the greatest one of all.

He and John Nicholson, from the first, had instinctively
recognised each other as men of like temper and daring ;
one in the fundamentals of all great character—courage,
integrity, ardour; typical Irishmen of Scottish descent ;
both upheld by the true heroism that is unaware of itself.
Their whole relation to each other in those last weeks of
Nicholson'’s life revealed his character in new light. ‘ Bravest
of the brave, rashest of the rash, his devotion to Taylor
made him nervously, even amusingly anxious lest he should
expose himself to needless danger.” He, of all men, insistently
preached caution to his gallant friend; yet, for lack of it,
he lost his own life.

In the stress of arduous work and their self-dedication to
one end, chances of personal companionship were infrequent ;
but their talk at such times was intimate and turned often
on religion—Scots as they both were, in spite of Irish birth
and Irish mothers. Sheltering behind a ruin or a rock,
while shells crashed and bullets ‘ pinged’ overhead, they
would drink claret together and discuss free will, predestina-
tion, salvation, faith and works.

In the words of Taylor’'s daughter, ‘ My father adored
Nicholson. They understood one another and were happy
Paddies together; two high-spirited passionate idealists,
for whom life, at the moment, had small value apart from
the great venture to which both were dedicated; both
leading spirits of that final triumphant yet tragic assault
on Delhi.’

Nicholson studied with enthusiasm Taylor’s boldly designed
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plan of attack, seen and approved by Baird-Smith, who
was too ill for active exploits ; fortunate in having so gifted
and resourceful a Second-in-Command.

The opening move, a most dangerous one, was the need
to occupy an enemy post oddly named Ludlow Castle, which
Taylor himself had visited in August—at imminent risk of
extinction—secretly and alone.

Now—with Nicholson to back him—he announced that
before he could begin to huild breeching batteries, the big
house, Ludlow Castle, must be occupied. From his own
experience he made bold to state that, by careful timing,
the place could be taken out of hand.
~ Wilson flatly refused to believe that a post so vital could
be so carelessly held. He frankly doubted whether Taylor
himself could ever have made the rash experiment. He
insisted on further proof: a demand that could not be
supplied.

Taylor possessed a potent ally in John Nicholson, who
promptly backed the venture, and offered to explore Ludlow
Castle with Taylor that very night. Well enough he knew
that on Taylor’s life and his own hung issues of the first
importance ; that neither ought, by rights, to be perilously
prowling in darkness outside the camp. But Taylor’s
assertion must be verified ; and the adventure itself demanded
the precise blend of resolve, recklessness and prudence native
to both.

So at midnight they crept secretly out of camp; and
Taylor triumphantly took Nicholson right into Ludlow
Castle, which they had the luck to find unoccupied. Un-
hindered, they cxamined the surrounding gardens and
returned in safety from ‘a stealthy exploration as romantic
and irregular as any episode in modern warfare.’

It cut away the ground from under Wilson'’s feet ; and it
led to the swift, successful capture of the big house, the
rebels being completely taken by surprise. It raised the
spirits of men and officers, though nearly half their number
was in hospital and the reinforced enemy—some 40,000
strong—was safely entrenched within the walls of an almost
impregnable city.
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The hour was at hand ; and none but the sceptical Wilson
doubted the result.

But four breaching batteries had yet to be built, with
utmost secrecy, in the dead of night. It was Taylor’s great
moment ; mind and body braced to the utmost; and
throughout he had the backing of Nicholson, coupled with
that of his chief, Baird-Smith.

From now on, the Sapper camp was a scene of excitement
and incessant activity ; Taylor leaving nothing to chance ;
everything foreseen organised, rehearsed to the last detail,
in weather conditions aggravated by the exceptional heat
of early September and a blinding, choking dust-storm, liker
to May or June.

At last, on the 7th September, Taylor and his Sappers
entered on their herculean task, to build No. 1 Battery
between dusk and dawn, with platforms for six guns that
were to pound the Mori Bastion, and a ‘wing’ to hold
24-pounders that would discourage sorties from the Kashmir
Gate.

It was a stifling night brilliantly lit by stars and fireflies
and, at ten o'clock, a rising moon. Even in darkness the
heat was a burden. Only the excitement of working against
time kept everyone up to the mark. Moon and stars looked
down on a scene of confused movement: ‘hundreds of
camels arriving, dropping their loads and returning ; hundreds
of men busy as bees, unloading carts full of shot and shell ;
huge guns drawn by twenty bullocks each ; Sappers, Gunners,
Infantry all mixed up with that congested mass. . . .” Yet
everyone knew his part; everyone was doing it. Men and
officers worked like Trojans, well aware of what the day
would bring forth. As fast as a platform was ready, guns
must be dragged into position. It was a task for Titans;
and, in spite of the tireless Alex. Taylor, dawn found them
with a completed battery and stored ammunition, but only
one gun hoisted on to its platform.

There had been erratic fire during the night; and at
sunrise the new-made Battery stood revealed—a mark for
round after round of musketry fire and cannon.

Through it all, officers and men went doggedly on, placing
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other platforms and guns; no pause till all was complete,
and No. 1 Battery fired its first salvo on the Mori Bastion
amid cheers from their fellows, who had collected on the
Ridge.

The erection of that Battery in a single night—a feat
unsurpassed in Engineer annals—was not only a triumph
of character over circumstance, but a triumph of foresight
and skill. If all had not been so carefully organised and
rehearsed, no resolve, no courage or energy could have accom-
plished that night’s work.

And there were yet three more to build before the attack
could be launched. No. 2, the great breaching Battery—
already traced—must be set up before Ludlow Castle, five
hundred yards from the Kashmir Bastion. It was decided
that not less than three nights would be needed for its con-
struction ; and their time was limited. Night after night
they laboured in moon-splashed darkness ; day by day fresh
wonders were revealed, more guns began to pound the walls.
The night of the rrth produced a Third Battery—in the
planning of which Taylor surpassed himself—a hundred and
fifty yards from the Mori Bastion, where now a statue of the
builder keeps guard for all time.

By the 1zth, fifty guns and mortars were in full play,
reducing two bastions to utter ruin.

The tension of that long—yet all too short—weck, from
Monday to Monday, was unforgettable. Delay threatened
peril or failure ; and on none did the knowledge press more
urgently than on Nicholson and on Taylor, ‘ who virtually
directed all siege operations from first to last.”! Only his
brother officers knew how heavy was the responsibility
that devolved on him. ‘Mounted on a cob worthy of its
rider, he galloped, under a burning sun, from Battery to
Battery. Wherever danger or difficulty beckoned, there he
was sure to be found—the heart and soul of every movement ;
never sparing himself, inspiring, aiding, animating all by his
noble example. . . . He never complained, never faltered ;
almost it might be said he never rested. Eighteen hours
out of the twenty-four he spent at the front; returning to

1 George Medley, R.E.
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his tent so worn out that once his bearer found him fast
asleep on the ground, a few yards from the bed he had been
too tired to reach. ‘‘ A little sleep, a little wash, alittle
change,” and he became his untiring self again.’ !

With him, as often as not, was John Nicholson; the
two heroic spirits drawn, during those few weeks, into an
almost brotherly devotion. Taylor himself wrote : ‘ General
Nicholson passed the greater part of every day with me on
the works to give me the benefit of his authority. . . . Any
movement of troops I needed he immediately arranged ;
thus ensuring rapid action. He was also in constant touch
with Baird-Smith. We all worked together in perfect
harmony.’

Perhaps none realised more fully than Nicholson the
responsibility laid on Taylor’s shoulders ; the perfection of
detail packed into a plan of assault that could hardly fail
of success. He knew also that the essential secrecy of
Taylor’s preparations, the petty jealousies of small-minded
men, might prevent his vital part in the siege from being
as recognised as it deserved to be. Men carrying on safely,
in offices at Headquarters, would criticise those who worked
at the front in hourly danger, or complain of unavoidable
delay.

It was on some such occasion that Nicholson—always hot
against injustice—paid his famous tribute to the younger
man whom he ardently admired and loved.

‘ Well, if I live through this,” he informed them all in his
ringing tones, ‘ I shall let the whole world know who took
Delhi—that Alex. Taylor did it.’

1 Life of Sir Alex. Taylor, by A. C. Taylor.
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3
FRUITS OF VICTORY

* One equal temper of heroic hearls.'—SHAKESPEARE.

INDIA itself had been won and held in defiance of all the
laws of war; and of Delhi much the same might be said.
The taking of that famous city—in its way a miracle—
followed upon a twelve-weeks’ siege, ‘ the most memorable
in British annals.” The northern line of wall, with its two
bastions, could be threatened only by four batteries, amply
manned and equipped; the walls to be breached and the
bastions pounded by Taylor’s fifty-four guns.

On the morning of the 12th, at a given signal, the bombard-
ment began in earnest ; and cheers rang out from the Ridge
as bastions crumbled and yards of parapet were torn away.
Not a moment’s respite, for the next forty-eight hours, from
the whistling of bullets and roar of guns. Exhausted gunners
—replaced by volunteers—would fling themselves down for
a brief, profound sleep ; then with vigour renewed, would
spring up and at it again. The coolness and courage of
Sikh gunners, picked out by Lawrence, matched that of
their British fellows. The endurance of bhsstis, and of native
servants bringing food to their Sahibs, surpassed all
expectation.

Not until the night of the 13th came the eagerly awaited
order, ‘ Assault at Dawn ’: a signal of death for many of
those who welcomed it. All were to assemble at Ludlow
Castle ; and Nicholson was to lead the first storming column.
A golden future opened out before him. He had been told
he was to lead the pursuit; and Lawrence had already
appointed him Commissioner in the Punjab. When he
spoke of it to Daly of the Guides, the soldier said at once,
‘ You won’t need to take that. You'll become a General and
get a Division.’
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‘ General of a Division!’ Nicholson’s haughty laugh
spurned the suggestion. ‘You think I'd prefer that?
Look at them! Look at the Generals!’

A sweeping, but not unnatural retort, in view of his late
experience.

None who beheld him that morning, at the sumntit of his
powers, could have believed that his vigorous and valuable
life was so nearly at an end.

Omens, at the start, were unfavourable. The dawn
attack was unavoidably delayed. Breaches made in the
walls had been partly closed by the rebels under cover of
night. So eager assaulting columns must lie down and cool
their ardour, while the roar of an artillery duel rent the air
and wasted valuable hours of darkness.

With their nerves at strain the troops waited, till a silver
radiance lightened the east and the sun, like a flaming sword,
leapt from the scabbard of night.

Each of the four attacking columns had its part assigned
in a programme as masterly as it was bold, for a small force
defying one of the first rules of war—that the besiegers of
a fortified town should outnumber the besieged by three to
one. In Delhi the proportion was ten thousand against
forty thousand; and only three thousand out of the ten
were British troops.

Taylor, as assaulting Engineer, was attached to Column One
under Nicholson, who had been told only at the last minute
that his command virtually included Columns- One and Two.
This belated information entailed a few urgent words with
Brigadier Jones of Column Two; and characteristically, it
was Taylor whom Nicholson chose to leave in his place:
Taylor, whose plan of attack was now being put to the
test. He further added that, if the signal to advance should
be given before his return, Taylor was to lead the first
storming column,

That signal was given by Nicholson himself ; and thus
it befell that the assault was actually led by Taylor, who
believed—not without reason—that his magnanimous leader
had intended to give him the honour which was his due.
Through such great-hearted acts of generosity Nicholson
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won ‘ the love, verging on adoration, with which he was
regarded by his brother officers.’

On this occasion, returning from his interview, he left
Taylor in the post of honour, while he himself took over a
wing of his own column,

On a sudden, the thunder of artillery ceased. With a
resounding cheer the 6oth Rifles skirmished off to cover the
assaulting columns. At the signal they also sprang forward,
each column to its appointed breach, in full sunlight, under
a shower of bullets, men falling right and left, none able to
stay and help the wounded ; Nicholson himself striding on
ahead, ‘ unhurt, unheeding, as if death itself could not prevail
against him.’

Across the glacis they sped and leapt into the ditch, where
scaling ladders were set up and hurled down and set up
again. Over they went at last, leaving behind them a tragic
pile of dead and dying.

Now the two first columns were on the ramparts, clearing
them of rebels; “bullets, thick as locusts, whizzing over
them. In the triumph of that wildly exciting moment the
cheers were so deafening that officers could hardly make
themselves heard.

Then from the Kashmir Gate came a mighty explosion :
signal that the 3rd Column had entered the city—by what
a deathless exploit could not then be known.

Columns One and Two (Nicholson and Jones) now parted
company : Nicholson to clear the ramparts as far west as
the Lahore Gate, Jones to take and hold the Kabul Gate.

As they separated, a mixed body of some thousand officers
and men raced, leaderless, along the ramparts and down a
narrow lane below them, chasing a demoralised enemy
right away to the strong Burn Bastion near the all-important
Lahore Gate, overlooking the Chandni Chowk, Delhi’s famous
Silver Street. One of them, young Arthur Lang, R.E,
vividly tells the tale, with its deplorable climax.

‘On we rushed, cheering and shouting, swept by storms
of shot from side streets and musketry from house-tops,
officers and men falling fast. It was exciting to the verge of
madness. . . . The air seemed full of bullets. I wondered



56 THE GRAND TRUNK ROAD AND SOME EARLY RAILWAYS

how much longer I could tear on—unhit. We took tower
after tower, gun after gun, never stopping—till we nearly
reached the Lahore Gate, when a gun-mounted barricade
caused a check.”

Even so they pushed on, rebels fleeing before the tide of
British and Indian troops that had overflowed their ramparts.
England’s star was in the ascendant ; and that little party
—unaware of disaster to Column Four—might then have
carried the day.

Fatally, at that moment, they were caught up by their
leader, Brigadier Jones, who seemed to have lost his
bearings.

‘ Where have we got to? ’ he asked Lang; and was told
that his victorious troops had swept him past his own objec-
tive, almost to the Lahore Gate that was Nicholson’s goal.

He had, in fact—to his evident dismay—" exceeded
instructions.’ :

‘We were all shouting for advance,” wrote Lang. ‘But
not a bit. We could only get permission to’hold our ground ’ :
a dismal order for men drunk with excitement and success.

Checked in full career, they were condemned to cool
their heels in doorways, or cower behind buttresses, while
the street was swept with grape, man after man picked off
by sharpshooters. Gradually, inevitably, they ‘nursed a
panic.” Officers, who had carried them forward, could now
only do their utmost to stave off actual flight.

In less than half an hour the worst befell. Their men,
sweeping past them, headed back to the Kabul Gate.

Brigadier Jones, by his unsoldierly halt, had flung away
a brilliant opportunity that might have retrieved Major
Reid’s disaster and saved the life of their inspired leader.

Too late—the eternal refrain—he perceived his mistake
and made a futile effort to seize the Lahore Gate. But
ardour had been chilled and his numbers reduced. The
enemy had returned in force and barricaded the road. Half
a dozen desperate attacks were whipped back with loss on loss.

The rising tide had turned. :

Reid’s Column Four was in full retreat down the Grand
Trunk Road, a multitude of rebels in pursuit. Column
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Three, under Colonel Campbell, waited anxiously at the
Jamma Masjid for co-operating troops—that never came.
Nicholson himself had been delayed an hour and more,
near the Kashmir Gate, making arrangements with Alex.
Taylor for a defence base at that angle of the city. Then,
forming up a small body of the stormers, he went off to rejoin
his column.

Turning, as he rode away, he called back to Taylor, ‘ I am
sorry not to have you with me’; and Taylor—sharing his
regret—could not know that he was never to hear that
friendly resonant voice again:

By the time Nicholson reached the Kabul Gate—hampered
everywhere by the devil of delay—two invaluable hours had
passed since the victorious assault on the still unconquered
city. The men under Jones were tired, hungry and dis-
heartened by that senseless, exasperating check when all
was in their hands. Jones himself had dire news to give of
Column Four, foiled in an almost impossible task. Major
Reid, wounded early in the day, had been let down by his
Kashmiris, who had bolted at sight from a horde of mutineers.

Between them and the dire indecision of Jones, the
morning’s costly triumph had fallen far short of victory.
Delhi, valiantly assaulted, had not yet been taken.

The major struggle for the Lahore Gate, the Jamma Masjid
and King’s Palace, still lay ahead. But for Jones, Nicholson
might have found half his work done, thus enabling him
to join up with isolated Column Three and capture the
Palace by nightfall. As it was, he found only a flag planted
on the Kabul Gate, held by a spiritless residue of his two first
columns. With these he must, at all hazards, seize the
Burn Bastion and Lahore Gate—or face defeat.

Two hours earlier his magnetic leading would have carried
the day. Once again—it was too late. To his fellows the
double achievement seemed now not humanly possible. An
extremely narrow lane, leading to the Lahore Gate, hugged
the city wall. Its windows and roof-tops bristled with
riflemen. From the far end, it was swept by guns loaded
with grape; and beyond them loomed the Great Burn
Bastion, built by Englishmen, capable of holding a thousand
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rebels. Till it was taken, there could be no firm grip on
the city.

‘But his own men were ‘played out’ physically and
morally. Since midnight they had been on the alert, had
experienced the tension and excitement of the assault, had
cleared more than a mile of ramparts under heavy fire.
Disheartened by their fatal check, exhausted with sultry
heat and lack of food or drink, they had little spirit left
for his culminating call on their courage and endurance.
Added to these was the British soldier’s innate distaste for
the unsportsman-like nature of street fighting.

All that Nicholson knew. He had worked throughout
like any soldier ; yet, in body and spirit, he towered above
the best of them. Judging others by himself, he demanded
the virtually impossible of that fine corps the 1st Fusiliers ;
the 75th to charge along the ramparts and carry the position
from above.

‘ Officers to the front !’

With a rousing cheer they carried their men forward,
seized and spiked the first gun; ‘nothing could surpass
their heroic contempt of death.” Their Commandant, first
to fall, shouted to them in his final agony, ‘ Go on, men!
Goon!’

And they went on.

From the second gun they were hurled back almost leader-
less. They had done what they could. But there were
others to meet the imperative need. And there was Nicholson
himself, a titanic figure ; his voice like a bugle-call, bidding
them ‘Come on !’ '

Instinctively they wavered. Threat of death confronted
them from every window, every house-top.

Then Nicholson knew it was a case for leadership rather
than command. Still a Captain, he had not yet learnt to
be a General. Impatient, indomitable, he sprang forward,
his sword unsheathed, and swung round facing them with
that commanding gesture, calling to them again : ‘ Come on,
men! Comeon...!’

Still, for an instant, they wavered ; then, to their horror,
they saw him reel round and fall, mortally hit by a shot
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from the Burn Bastion, which he had resolved to take at
all costs.

An orderly sergeant caught him as he fell, and laid him
in a recess partly sheltered from fire. But when they would
have moved him, he resisted. He would lie there till the
city was taken; still convinced that it must be taken
that day.

At last, though protesting and faint with pain, he must
perforce let them carry him back to the Kabul Gate; and
Brigadier Jones—of all men—reigned in his stead.

The fallen leader could only be sent in a doolie to the
field hospital, but none could be spared to go with him ;
and it has been told, by Roberts himself, how he found that
doolie, with its precious burden, dumped down by the road-
side, its bearers having run off in search of loot.

Lifting the flap, he beheld his admired leader, exhausted
from loss of blood, ‘ with death written on his face.’

‘T am dying,’ he said simply. ‘ There is no chance for me.’

And Roberts, heart-broken, saw that he spoke truth. In
his own words, ‘ Other men had daily died around me .
but I never felt as I felt then. To lose Nicholson seemed,
at that moment, to lose everything.’

So must the whole Army have felt in that dark hour ; not
least, General Wilson, riding into Delhi with his staff and
greeted by news of disaster on all sides. Sixty officers and
a thousand men killed or wounded ; the city stormed, but
not yet captured; his ‘ tower of strength,” John Nicholson,
wounded unto death.

It was news that might have shaken the stoutest heart ;
and Wilson—a man of many good qualities—lacked the
resolute spirit that alone can wrest victory from disaster.

The whole British position had certainly never been more
perilous than it was on the evening of their great military
success ; but Wilson’s unsoldierly impulse to withdraw the
guns and fall back on the Ridge till supports arrived from
the south, was flatly vetoed by every member of his staff.
They recognised, if he did not, that the early success, though
incomplete, had been decisive. The moral effect must not be
lost by any blundering step backwards.
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And there was Baird-Smith at his elbow, cool and deter-
mined as ever. To the fatal question, ‘ Can we hold on ?’
he answered briefly, * We must hold on.” There was Neville
Chamberlain, still laid up with his wound, backing the Chief
Engineer. As for Nicholson—stricken yet inflexible—when
the General’s egregious suggestion reached him in hospital,
he exclaimed, with a flash of his old fire, * Thank God, I have
enough strength left to shoot that man—if necessary.’

And the camp, with untold relief, heard no more of a
backward move.

Alex. Taylor himself, unobtrusive hero of the day, remained
perforce in Delhi, where there was urgent work for him and
his Engineers if the daring assault were to be crowned by
victory. No record remains of what he must have felt when
the dire news reached him that Nicholson had fallen in a
superhuman effort to achieve the impossible : no record of
any brief return to camp for a sight of his wounded leader
and friend.

His place was in the city, where OppOSltlon was proving
more stubborn than any had foreseen ; and the British troops
temporarily were out of hand after months of courage and
endeavour and the day-long strain of battle against odds.
To a section of them, half mad with thirst, large stores of
beer, wine and spirits had proved fatally irresistible ; and
operations were checked perforce till the effect wore off.

Taylor, left in charge of defence arrangements, carried on
to exhaustion point and beyond, hampered as he was by
scarcity of Engineer officers: two-thirds of them dead or
wounded. By nightfall of the 14th he was completely
‘ played out.” ‘ Since the 7th he had been at the front, with
little respite, day or night, his highly-strung nerves on the
rack ; brain and body driven by a passionate energy that
flung itself with cold fury against any and every obstacle ;
surged against it, overleapt and swept it away.’

Now, after an almost sleepless week, weariness over-
whelmed him. Returning to his tent, he slept—as only the
young can sleep—on and off for some seventy hours. After
that he came to life again, ready for his immediate task—
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the complete capture of Delhi. For the city was not yet
taken, nor the valiant Nicholson conquered by the pain and
exhaustion of his wound. It seemed almost as if his iron
will could force even death to stand aside till the news he
confidently awaited should assure him that his life had not
been given in vain.

During those nine days of weakness and acute suffering,
he seemed singularly detached from his own physical con-
dition ; his clear brain concentrated on one thought, one
desire—to know how things were going in the city.

‘ Though talking was difficult and forbidden by his doctors,
he persistently asked questions, criticised, offered advice and
even dictated letters to his friend Herbert Edwardes.” To
Lawrence he wrote frankly begging him to supersede Wilson
and give the command to Chamberlain, whose courage,
coolness and self-forgetfulness had been beyond praise.

Already, wounded as he was, he had taken over charge
in Delhi, on the tactful plea of giving the General a rest ;
while Taylor and his few remaining engineers went ahead
with their completion of conquest.

To avoid street fighting, he decided on occupying many
large deserted houses in their own grounds, filling the windows
and roofs with sharpshooters. Through the medley of small
buildings between them his men must ‘sap’ a sheltered
way : an unpleasant task that soon dispersed the occupants
and sent rebels by the hundred streaming out of Delhi.
But while they held the Burn Bastion and Lahore Gate, the
Palace and Jamma Masjid, victory tarried.

Once more Taylor’s versatile genius solved the problem.
He would capture other large deserted houses close to the
Gate and Bastion, so as to overlook all approaches: a plan
approved by authority. But it was mainly through the
influence of Henry Norman, D.A.A.G., that he found himself
finally in command of six hundred men. These promptly
assaulted and captured thirty large houses with trifling loss.
By sunset they had possession of two so close behind the
gorge of the Burn Bastion that the enemy departed in haste ;
and the British were in possession soon after dark.

That important seizure— not least among Alex. Taylor’s
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great services ‘—increased the exodus from Delhi and cheered
even the despondent Wilson. It confirmed Nicholson’s
former statement—repeated even when he lay dying—
‘ Remember to tell them that Alex. Taylor took Delhi.’

It now only remained to rush the Lahore Gate, to make
straight for Jamma Masjid and the Palace.

Swiftly and effectually the thing was done.

Before dawn on the 2oth Arthur Lang and ‘ Little Bobs’
were out sapping through houses and yards, till they came
to anchor in a large room overlooking the Street of Silver,
not fifty yards from the Lahore Gate. Taylor coming up
with his own party found the street empty, but for a few
sentries ; and the Gate itself was seized almost without
opposition.

Then came the cry, ‘ To the Palace ! '—last stronghold of
rebellion. Its main entrance, the Delhi Gate, was blown up
by Lieutenant Home, R.E., one of the heroic few who had
survived the Kashmir Gate explosion, and when smoke had
cleared away, the troops rushed in, 6oth Rifles with Punjab
Infantry—and the Palace of the great Moguls was in British
hands.

But the Shadow King and his court had long since fled
to the tomb of Humayun, a huge building, almost a city,
several miles from Delhi. Those that remained offered no
opposition ; and Taylor’s party thankfully escaped from the
carnage that followed.

Reaction from prolonged strain, with its inevitable
depression and disenchantment, laid a chilling hand on
them.

Next morning, at sunrise, British guns fired a royal salute
from the Palace, announcing to their world that Delhi was
a conquered city ; conquered by British youth and valour,
by the spirit of leadership in Nicholson, Chamberlain and
Alex. Taylor.

Sick and wounded on the Ridge heard that salute and
thanked God that the long strain had ended in victory.
John Nicholson, in the bungalow to which they had moved
him, knew it for the signal that his own secret duel with
death was over. When a messenger from the city brought
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him the great tidings, he said simply, ‘ My desire was that
Delhi should be taken before I died; and it has been
granted.’

After that it seemed as if his resolute spirit loosened its
hold on the tormented body. In two days he was gone from
them; and news of his death darkened the triumphant
hour with a universal sense of tragedy. Delhi had fallen—
but at almost too high a price.

‘It did not sound like a victory,” wrote Edwardes, who
loved him as David loved Jonathan; and Lawrence—who
had found his match in the most powerfully insubordinate
of Henry’s young men—wept when they told him that
Nicholson was dead.

‘ We have lost many good and noble men,” he wrote later.
‘ But none of them compare with Nicholson. He was a
glorious soldier.’

That was the simple truth.

His quiet burial service, a day later, was attended only
by a few sorrowing friends, foremost among them, Neville
Chamberlain. No cannon saluted the heroic dead; mno
musketry, no solemn music. The sadly diminished army
had too much urgent work on hand for bestowing military
honours even on their foremost leader ; and he—the hardest
working of them all-——would have preferred the heart’s silent
tribute of his friends.

He was gone, who seemed so great; but the essence of
the man lived ‘on; the power of his personality, widely
attested by the impression he made on the young men of his
day : ‘ an impression of unconscious majesty, at once immedi-
ate and indelible, so that neither the separation caused by
death nor by time could remove it.”! And like Sir Henry
Lawrence he is reverenced by men of both races in India
to-day.

Sir John, in his Mutiny report, did not hesitate to affirm
that without John Nicholson, Delhi could not have fallen.
The same might equally have been said of himself and the
Province he daringly denuded to that end.

‘ The Punjab alone had done the work. Not a man had

1 Forty-one Years in India (Lord Roberts).



64 THE GRAND TRUNK ROAD AND SOME EARLY RAILWAYS

come from England ; and except the small contingent from
Meerut as from Sind, not a man, not a rupee, not a grain,
had come to Delhi from the rest of India.’! To Lord
Dalhousie Lawrence wrote frankly, * We have had a terrible
time. . .. Had the storming of Delhi not succeeded all must
have gone. To Nicholson, Alex. Taylor of the Engineers
and Chamberlain the real merit of our success is due. . . .
John Nicholson from the moment of his arrival was the
life and soul of the Army . . . and Alex. Taylor—only 2nd
Engineer before Delhi—was really the officer who designed
and arranged all the scientific operations that led to the
success of the assault.’

Yet, as honours came slowly through from England,
men looked vainly for his name on the lists. Sir Harry
Lumsden wrote, in chivalrous protest, * Will England #never
learn to recognise the right men?’ And Chamberlain also
felt that official recognition tarried unduly. ‘ As for Captain
Taylor, we are morc indcbted to him for the result of the
short siege than to any other individual ;" but who will ever
know all the services he rendered ? ’

Few ever did know. The full tale of his Delhi achievements
remained unsung till after his death. But he always received,
in full measure, the only recognition he prized—that of his
fellow workers, and friends.

None of these paid him a higher tribute than Sir Frederick
Maunsell, R.E., who wrote with authority from personal
experience : ‘I was one of the senior Engineers at Delhi ;
and I can frankly say that not one of us was capable of doing
what Taylor did. Compared with him we were nowhere.
His was the mind that conceived the Plan of Attack; his
the mind and body that carried it to a successful conclusion.
Untiring in energy, unsparing of himself he was, in fact,
the hero of the siege ; and the common saying that ‘“ Taylor
took Delhi ” is demonstrably true.’

With the fall of Delhi fell the last hope of the mutineers.
Rebellion was crushed at its centre. Fortifications built
by British Engineers, the arms and ammunition they had
collected, the troops they themselves had raised, disciplined

1 Life of Lord Lawrence (Bosworth Smith).
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and armed, the inherent strength of the Mogul capital—all
had failed to withstand that heroic onslaught.

Yet there still remained the long-drawn siege of Lucknow
before men could say, ‘ It is over.” Taylor himself—tardily
raised to the rank of Colonel Taylor, C.B.—had yet to do
and suffer great things in the final relief of Lucknow ; but
the Delhi experience and achievement fitly closes the most
famous period of his life.



4
BACK TO ROAD AND RAILWAY

* What wouldst thou have a great good man obtain ?
Place, titles, salary or gilded chain ?
Greatness and goodness are not means, but ends.’
—COLERIDGE.

THE spring of 1858 found Taylor once more in England, on
eighteen months’ furlough after fifteen years of Indian service ;
a normal time of absence at that period.

Landing at Newhaven he broke his journey to Ireland at
Ashburnham Vicarage to give the family news of their
cldest daughter, his Pindi friend, Mrs Graham. There he
was welcomed as a ‘Delhi hero’ by a bevy of English
girls in full crinolines, more alarming to a shy man than a
whole regiment of Indian rebels. Women had played a very
small part in his life ; but he was not too shy to fall in love
with one of them—Mrs Graham’s younger sister, Lily Munn.
On May Day, 1860, he married her; and in October they
sailed for India—back to the Punjab and the Grand Trunk
Road; Taylor’s earlier appointment having been kept
open for him by Sir Robert Montgomery at the request of
John Lawrence, who was also back in England—the man of
the hour.

Young Mrs Taylor, prostrate with sea-sickness, was thank-
ful to reach Calcutta, where scenes of gaiety were followed
by a slow-paced journey up-country and a Christmas house-
party with Montgomery at Lahore. Thence to Pindi they
travelled on * Taylor’s Road,’ as it was now known throughout
the Punjab; and with them went a sister whom Taylor—
having asked her to join him—could not bear to disappoint
on account of his marriage.

In Calcutta he had refused two high military posts, welcome
recognition of his Delhi services, The way of advancement
had its own natural lure; but ‘to desert the Road for
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preferment,’” wrote his daughter, ‘ seemed to him almost a
par with deserting his wife for a richer woman.’

She herself now discovered, with an amused shock, that
her husband’s life was no longer ruled mainly by her wishes.
Back in his kingdom he must inspect every mile of the
Road with utmost care. The ladies in a buggy, he and his
Assistant on horseback, they would travel leisurely for half
the day and spend the remaining hours in some primitively
furnished rest-house. Even there the work went on. The
two men, absorbed in plans and estimates, left the ladies
free to sit in corners, discreetly silent, or, if they preferred,
on boxes in their bedrooms. Joyfully, he once more took
the reins of the whole concern into his strong, autocratic
grasp. For him every mile of the Road held memories of
struggle, or of triumph achieved with inadequate machinery
and untrained labour, with John Lawrence thundering,
‘ Reduce the estimates!’

Section by section, bridge by bridge, the great highway
had crept along its difficult northern reaches ; each section,
when completed, taken into use without any opening ceremony
as in later days. There seems to have been no thought of
any such climax to achievement. An austere devotion to
the work, an inherent distaste for any hint of self-advertise-
ment pervaded the Punjab during those decades that may
aptly be called the Lawrence period. It implied no conscious
superiority to the most natural of human desires. Certainly
Taylor’s tendency to shrink from honours and plaudits was
purely instinctive. As he saw it, he and his staff were
gentlemen, who naturally did their bounden duty to the
utmost. What call for kudos or rewards? There was no
puritanical thought of refusing honours fairly earned ; but
the principle, as such, tended to inspire that ‘glad self-
oblation of unnumbered Englishmen, in the Victorian era,
who devoted themselves and their abilities to the general
weal and to the fulfilling of imperial necessities that were
often on a scale unimagined by their countrymen at Home.’

At times, the distaste for public demonstration was perhaps
pushed a shade too far, as in the case of Taylor’s simple yet

1 Life of Sir Alex. Taylor, by Alicia Cameron Taylor.
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impressive memorial to John Nicholson. An obelisk of blue-
grey limestone, two hundred and thirty feet high, it was set
upon a curious islanded hill at the top of Margalla Pass, a
long spur jutting out from the Murree range. There, in
lonely dignity, it towered above the highway as Nicholson
towered above even the great men of his time. It com-
manded wide prospects : north-west to Peshawar and Hazara ;
south-east towards Pindi with its mountain background ;
south-west to Kohat, Bannu and the whole frontier region
for ever associated with the man of whom it is still said by
local tribesmen that ‘ the sound of his galloping horse can
be heard from Attock to Peshawar.’

The creation of such a monument might well have been
marked by a gathering of all who held Nicholson in honour—
British officers and civilians, wild tribes and Punjab Chiefs.
It has even been suggested that ‘ the union of these diverse
clements in a generous common enthusiasm might have done
more to join hearts and bridge gulfs than years of benevolent
rule.” But, to those most concerned, a public tribute seemed
alien to the spirit of the time and of Nicholson himself,  so
high above praise, so disdainful of bunting and tinsel.” To
Taylor, above all, it seemed fitting that the hill-top needle
should lift itself solitary against the sky—a lasting symbol
of one who had always led the way, who had lost his life
while leading the way into that lane of death, vainly exhorting
his men to ‘ Come on !’

For three years after his return to India Taylor was once
more absorbed in the strenuous work of the Lahore-Peshawar
Road, now covering nearly three hundred miles: all his
faculties concentrated on the difficult problem of bridging
or tunnelling under the mighty Indus near Attock Fort.

When Akbar built it and set up the original ferry, with
two hundred picked boatmen, he gave them the monopoly
of that dangerous water traffic and wisely attached them
to the spot by grants of land still held by their dependants.
So the Attock boatmen remained masters of the ferry—one
of the most famous river reaches in the world. Hardy,
intrepid, and water-wise, they were inured to the buffetings
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of wind and wave ; and in Taylor they found precisely the
right brand of Sahib; one who, like themselves, had com-
mand of the river that was almost their god ; who treated
them as personal friends and built boats for them that would
carry them over torrent and flood. Above all, he achieved a
feat seldom attempted even by the bravest among them.

For a long time he had set his heart on swimming across
the river a little below the ferry, defying whirlpools and
rapids against which neither man nor boat could prevail.
It was to be no impulsive display of gallantry. The cautious
Scot in him tempered always his Irish love of danger. He
enjoyed a risky venture for its own sake ; but he played to
win, not to fling away his life in a display of bravado.

So he carefully studied every aspect of the river; its way

. with the logs that he flung into the rapids and with the few
boatmen who had dared the feat.

The critical area was in mid-stream, where ridges of rock
created whirlpools like ‘ gigantic glassy mushrooms,” hollow
centred and laced with foam. Below them the stream raced
madly towards a clear backwater on the other side. So
far, no white man had ever risked the perilous venture.
Why should not Alex. Taylor give them a lead? It was
clearly a question of non-resistance ; of keeping a steady
nerve : and, having decided that the thing could be done,
he resolved to do it.

With one of his Assistants he was rowed to the edge of
the whirlpool. There the younger man’s courage failed him.
So Taylor leapt alone into the swirling waters. Resistless
as a log, he was violently tossed up and sucked down again
and again, till the whirlpool flung him out battered and
breathless, just able to swim through a racing flood to the
backwater that was his goal.

The boatmen, who watched him, exclaimed in admiration
at a feat that was told and re-told among them for’ decades
to come.

Since then, a few other expert swimmers have dared the
whirlpool and rapid ; but Taylor gave the lead.

That was in his early bachelor days, before Delhi. Now
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he came back to his kingdom, after sounding heights and
depths of soldierly experience, with a wife up at Murree ;
his youth of heart, mind and body, responsive as ever to the
call of high adventure.

His most daring feat in that line was an episode on holiday
with a younger friend in Kashmir, seeing the valley in its
unspoilt beauty. Before very long, hours of lazing on lakes
began to pall. He craved some exciting form of descent to
the plains; and he found it in a little-known river—the
Poonch—that flows downward from Kashmir in a precipitous
course among wild hills and gorges. From report, it was
described as an impossible succession of snarling rapids
and foaming cataracts that fell sheer into rock-bound pools
—precisely the kind of spree that Taylor could never resist.
By good luck he happened to possess a little leather-covered
wicker canoe, also a water-wise friend in one of the head
boatmen of Attock. To his long-suffering wife he wrote for
the canoe. To his Attock friend he said, ‘ Come’—and
gladly, proudly, the boatman came. The cockle-shell came
also; and the two adventurers set out on their hazardous
journey.

* Down and down they were carried by the rushing stream,
“plump over cascades, along wild rapids, through echoing gorges ;
always in absolute ignorance of what the next plunge might
veveal ; depending entively on their nerve and coolness, their
power of quick decision. Soaked, breathless and baitered they
reached Tangrot, tmmensely pleased with themselves and their
explost.’

Whether or no a married man over forty was justified in
taking a needless risk of the first magnitude was a point
not likely to be argued by Taylor himself, and whatever
his wife may have thought about it, she could only thank
God when he came unharmed through his perilous trip.
That was his idea of enjoyment ; and his holidays were few
enough.

The Indus-Attock road confronted him and his staff with
one of their stiffest problems: how to replace the old ferry
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and bridge of boats by a permanent bridge, so as to make
the Grand Trunk Road a continuous thoroughfare. During
his absence a scheme, of which he entirely disapproved,
had been planned for tunnelling under the river. In the end
his judgment was vindicated and the costly failure abandoned ;

but in the early ’sixties his Assistants were still vahantly
tackling the impossible.

Among these the most notable was young James Buster’
Browne, a Bengal Engineer of two years’ service, independent
and unconventional, as arresting in appearance as in character.
His exceptional power, mental and spiritual, was rooted in a
profound religious faith. His intense feeling for music, that
almost changed his career, remained a joy and a solace to
him through life : altogether a subaltern of unusual quality
and promise. Yet, to most of his fellows, he then seemed
Vittle more than a jovial and humorous ‘ good sort,” game
for any mad prank, and as a mimic hardly to be excelled.
With his ear for music went a remarkable ear for languages—
which largely accounted for his influence with all Pathans,
whom he came to understand as few Englishmen have done.
He was actually the first British officer to qualify in their
language. It is told how he would sit between two tribesmen,
each talking a different dialect of Pushtu unknown to the
other, and act as interpreter between them.

Venturesome and original, he found life on the Border
very much to his taste : an atmosphere of vigour, simplicity
and constant hard work ; association with a people singularly
responsive to his high spirits and keen sense of humour.
His command of their language revealed to him much that is
hidden from the average British officer; and he possessed
in full the qualities most appreciated by Indians—courtesy,
courage, sincerity and straight dealing. Above all, he was
a born comrade. In any work, involving danger or hardship,
he would take more than his share. He would join the
wild tribesmen round their evening watch-fires, share their
meal and learn to sing their ballads—the one white
man among them. Yet always he upheld his own high
standard of conduct, thus winning both their friendship
and respect.
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Inevitably Alex. Taylor was quick to perceive in him the
very qualities that Napier had earlier recognised in himself :
the enthusiasm, the tireless energy and engineering genius.
Recognition was mutual ; and a lasting friendship sprang
up between them. Both lived for their work. Both enjoyed
every facet of life with a quenchless vitality of mind and
body. Both understood and loved Indian human nature,
especially on the Border ; though even Taylor could scarcely
excel Browne’s gift for getting out of his men a maximum
of work with a minimum of pressure. ‘ More flies are taken
by molasses than by vinegar,” was the motto he acted on with
striking success.

Taylor gives an amusing sample of the way it worked when
Browne was building a difficult bridge over the Bara River
seven miles from Peshawar. Chief among many obstacles
was the river-bed of deep, unresisting mud, that gave and’
gave and could firmly hold nothing—more disheartening to
work in than any rock. Even the patient coolie-people
flagged in the unending task of excavation that never seemed
to excavate. But Browne—seldom at a loss—devised a form
of stimulant as typical as it was effective.

Taylor, inspecting works shortly after the rains, found
his splendid-looking, bearded Assistant sitting cross-legged
on a wettish mound near one of his dismal excavations, shirt-
sleeves rolled up, shirt front open, administering his unique
form of stimulant to endeavour.

On a mound to his left saw a cashier with a bowl full of
small coins ; on his right a metai-wallah ; * and between them
squatted bazaar music-makers, emitting a cheerful, un-
melodious noise. Below him two gaping holes awaited the
piers that must be deeply embedded to withstand the
onslaught of raging water.

Out of one hole came a half-drenched coolie, crowned with
his basket full of mud. Having emptied it, he held out his
hand, grinning broadly, first for a small coin, then for the
coveted sweetmeat. After that, he would go down for the
next load, fortified, expectant—a willing slave to the Sahib
who so well understood the simple needs of man.

1 Sweetmeat seller.
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In the matter of stimulating workers by music Browne
was more than half a century ahead of his time; only of
late the stirring effect of it has been recognised and proved
in war factories to-day. His humour and unique forms of
stimulation carried along with him a willing army of workers,
who completed the bridge in record time, taking pride in
their achievement and declaring that they had never known
such a Sahib.

Browne and scores of his kind—in the Public Works and
other services—may be said to have more or less created
modern India; a fact frequently overlooked even by the
British themselves, of whom it has been said by a shrewd
Moslem that if ever their power fails they will have ‘ died of
their own altruism.’

As to the inevitable flood—nightmare of every bridge-
builder—Kipling has portrayed one such catastrophe in a
superb short story of blended fantasy and fact. But an
actual experience, worth quoting, is told by Browne: a
flood that threaterled to destroy not only his bridge, but a
valuable new pile engine—the only one of its kind in India.

Let him speak for himself.

‘Early on Sunday morning a native rushed in, saying the
river was coming down about five feet deep. Out I ran and
secured the engine with chains, ropes, bolts as best I could—
no time to dismantle it before the flood was on us.

‘ The engine gently rose. *‘ Crick, crick’ went ropes and
chains, to my great dismay. But after swaying about a liltle
it found its bearings—and the worst seemed to be over.

“In the evening I went up to the roof of my house to bed ;
and about 12 o’'clock I heard much shouting from the men
on guard higher up the river. Tumbling out in my wight-shirt,
I rushed to give the pile engine ropes an extra pull. But in
three or four minutes I saw the river coming down in a huge
wave, about 200 feet wide : one wall of voaring water, coming
on at the rate of fifteen miles an hour, tearing down the river
banks, foaming and frelting in the moonlight : a very grand
sight, but not at all to my liking.

‘ By this time I had about two hundred coolies assembled,

C2
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with guy ropes; and scuttling on shore, I anxiously awaited
the effect of the first shock.

‘Down it came like a wild beast tumbling high over the
pile engine, which bent and swayed and rocked, while tightened
chains became like bars of iron.

‘ Suddenly a great haystack appeared, bearing down with
tremendous velocity on to my unfortunate charge. One snap,
one shock, the report of a rifle; and onme after another the
chains broke, sending the coolies tn all directions, with cut
faces and bruised bodies.

‘ Then off went the huge machine, bobbing and ducking as
if chaffing us for our trouble,; the guy ropes torn from the
coolies’ hands in a moment. Four of my Sikh guard and myself
plunged in after it holding on like grim death, a ﬁamiemomum
of coolies rushmg along the bank.

‘ The pile engine flung first to ome side, then to the other,
swung round corners with tremendous velocity ; whirled in an
eddy ; then off again with a jerk.

* During these mancewvres the Sikhs and myself twisted four
of the chains together. These we fastened to the great ram—a
huge mass of iron prevented from slipping into the water by
two large beams. A carpenter swam out to us with a hatchet,
and turn by turn we went at those beams, hitting as never men
hit before, till the huge bit of iron slipped into the water. Slower
and slower we went along, till at last we were moored by the ram,
which held us firm as a rock.

‘ In that short time we had gone down about four miles—
and farther on was a fall in the river about fifteen feet high.

* Five minutes more and we would have been over it. We
ourselves could easily have swum ashore, but not a vestige of
the pile engine would have remained intact. As it is, we have
saved everything, thank God. The worst of it was I had to walk
Sfive miles without shoes. Not a shoe had we in the company.
It would have rather startled you to see me walking into my
house that day, clad only in my night-shirt, covered with mud
and water from head to foot.

After two years on the Grand Trunk Road, Browne was
posted as Executive Engineer to the Kohat Division, that
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now included Peshawar and Hezara, a stretch of country
more than the whole length of England—and he a subaltern
barely twenty-four, handicapped by the loss of one eye
from using his theodolite in too strong a glare. But no
loss, no big demand could abate his herculean energy, his
power to concentrate on the work in hand. Already he
had revealed those personal qualities to which he owed
much of his later commanding influence. Whoever had
dealings with him, British or Indian, recognised him as a
natural ruler of men, one who never hesitated to make drastic
decisions on his own responsibility, in any emergency, at
any risk—the hall-mark of great character.

He was, in fact, too individual and unconventional to be
popular with the official-minded. A born pioneer, he seemed
fitted by nature to wrestle with Frontier roads and railways
and deal with the fierce tribes of the North-West. His great
strength and physical courage alone commanded their
respect. ‘ Brave without recklessness, alive to danger, yet
facing it undismayed, he inspired complete confidence in
all who worked under him. The wildest and most cut-throat
creatures would follow him like dogs for years in the hope
of employment One of them protected his eldest son who
was in danger ; and his own implicit trust in them was never
betrayed.’ !

Most genial of men, he was rigid on matters of principle.
A sudden flash in his eye would reveal the strong character
behind ; yet never a hint of racial superiority. He would
sleep in Pathan huts, accept their hospitality, join in their
amusements with a friendly intimacy that seemed to draw
out all the better side of their natures. For practical proof
of trust and good feeling, they would even send their women-
folk, on occasion, to guide him from village to village.

Those few years of close contact with every Border tribe,
under extremely dangerous conditions, laid the foundation
for the most distinguished phase of his later life in Baluchistan,
The various nature of his actual work was unique in range
and quantity. It included the construction of Civil Lines,
and Cantonments in Kohat, Bannu and Dehra Ishmael ;

1 Life of General Sir James Browne, by M‘Leod Innes.
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the building of churches at Nowshera and Attock ; barracks
for a regiment at Peshawar ; forts all along the Border and
well-sinking everywhere. As if that did not suffice, in the
intervals he was mastering local dialects and studying
Oriental classics, Persian and Urdu: a programme that
left him little leisure for the busy-idleness of social Anglo-
India.

Those few strenuous years he reckoned among the happiest
in his life : years of vigorous work and play, of increasing
popularity with his comrades and his many tribal friends.
Everywhere he was a welcome guest ; and whenever a good
chance brought him into touch with his best friend, Henry
Blair, R.E., high jinks would be the order of the day. The
two together were irrepressible ; and Browne would fling
himself as heartily into their spirited nonsense as into the
serious urgencies of life. '

But through all his many-sided executive work ran his
zest for engineering. Bridges became a speciality after a
visit to America seven years later, when he devoted most
of his first long leave to amassing professional knowledge on
that subject.

In the early ’sixties his work with Taylor on the Road was
drawing to an end. A spell of soldiering intervened, when
both took part in the brief Ambeyla Campaign against certain
fanatical Border Moslems : Taylor as Chief Engineer, Browne
as one of his subalterns. That first taste of active service,
in a wild hill country, Browne enjoyed the more because, by
good fortune, his fellow sub. happened to be Henry Blair.

Within a month the successful campaign was over, and
Taylor back with his wife at Murree, where a son was born and
christened Neville after his friend and C.O. of Delhi days.

Seven years were to elapse before he was again in touch
with his first love, the Grand Trunk Road, as Chief Engineer
of the Punjab, under his old friend Lord Napier of Magdala,
now Commander-in-Chief. To him Taylor owed nearly
every special appointment in his career; and from that
time onwards he can no longer be reckoned as unsung. It
is his wonderful early work and the outstanding part he
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played in the capture of Delhi that are too little known even
among his own people.

His friend ‘ Buster ’ Browne, during those years, had also
earned long leave in England. Returning to India with a
wife and child, he was first posted to R.E. headquarters at
Roorki, then transferred to the Kangra Valley, a Himalayan
region of such wild grandeur and beauty that it has been said
to rival Kashmir.

Here he was back at his road-making, on very different
lines: a Punjab scheme to open up the lower Himalayas
for commercial tea-planting. In all the hundred and twenty
miles of that projected road there was no level ground nor
any long stretch of it that could be levelled : no skilled labour ;
only hill nomads, abysmally ignorant, whom Browne must
patiently teach and train and convert, by his friendly person-
ality, into staunch devotees. It was the same everywhere
throughout his life. Whatever his human material, its
response was unfailing to his understanding heart and kindly
vein of humour.

But the making of that road was ‘ no picnic * for himself,
his staff, or his army of willing labourers. It involved
the continuous blasting of cliffs; the building of endless
bridges, over torrents or ravines from any material at hand ;
many of them so remarkable, in boldness of design and
conquest of local difficulties, that they drew praise from
the Punjab Governor, and from Taylor himself, as  monu-
ments of constructive skill.” They crowned his work in the
Northern Punjab and his reputation as a brilliant practical
Engineer ; being only excelled by his own later achievements
after that fruitful year in America.

The advent of Lord Lytton—a Viceroy of the forward
policy school—proved to be a turning-point in Browne’s
career. Lytton, an opinionated genius, with an eye for
exceptional men, was not slow to discern the fine mingling
of talent and character that distinguished ‘ Buster ’ Browne
eéven among notable young men of the day. At five-and-
thirty his mind and judgment were far ahead of his years,
especially in the wider range of public affairs. Brimful of
originality, he was at his best when free to work things out
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in his own, often individual, way. Still too junior for his
exceptional breadth and independence of thought to carry
weight, he was too clear-headed not to hold decisive views
on life and men and Frontier problems in which he had
specialised from very early days.

Lord Lytton wisely chose him for important survey work
between Sukkur and Sibi, with a view to laying down railways
and roads through that unmapped country, where every
man’s hand seemed to be against his neighbour, friend or
foe. But, as usual, Browne’s invincible bonkomie carried
him through. The people took a liking to him. Though
he heard many tales of barbarity, he was never molested
in any way. The new appointment shifted his centre of
interest from the Pathan North-West to the Baluch Border
that was to make his name and fame. The actual survey
took him to the foot of the Bolan Pass, and brought him
into close touch with the Baluch tribes—hearty, friendly
folk, far easier to deal with than the fiercely independent
Pathan. Keenly alive to all implicit possibilities, he entered
with zest upon one of the most isolated yet most interesting
years of his life.

Lord Lytton’s excessive ‘ forward ’ trend had revived the
Afghan question and the danger of Russian designs in that
quarter. So Browne’s survey report blossomed into a political
paper sufficiently remarkable to excite Lord Lytton’s atten-
tion. It resulted in a summons to Simla—paradise of official-
dom—where Browne had always felt out of his element.
But on this occasion he found himself greeted by his old
friend Blair, graciously welcomed by the Viceroy, informed
that his work had been discussed and approved. Lord
Lytton, it seemed, was impressed by his comprehensive
grasp of Border politics. He was invited to spend part
of his time at Government House for daily discussions that
had little or no connection with railways. And none was
more surprised than Browne himself when he found his
engineering work assigned to another officer, so that he might
be attached to Lord Lytton’s personal staff.

" Temporarily he was posted back to the Pishin Border as
Political Officer on special service, with instructions to keep
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a close watch on the local tribes—especially a certain Pathan
clan known as Kédkurs—and send his reports on them direct
to the Viceroy. Russian movements and intrigues with the
Amir already foreshadowed the possibility of Afghan war ;
hence the importance of friendliness with all Border tribes.
Browne was to collect information by exploring, surveying,
even by disguise if need be. In Lytton’s own words he was
‘ to keep open the door of the Kdkur country and use the
best means he could devise for gaining insight into secret local
politics *: an appointment in the true Lawrence tradition.
He was simply told what must be done—and left to do it
by the light of his own intelligence. While keeping a close
watch on the tribe, he must so completely win their liking
and confidence that, in the event of war, they could be
relied on to stand by the British Government and refrain from
siding with the enemy.

For such a project Browne was eminently fitted by know-
ledge, brains and temperament ; nor could any mission have
been more welcome to him after months devoted to intensive
study of the region, the language and the people.

For another whole year he lived alone in those fierce hills,
cheerfully facing risk, exposure, privation ; his disregard of
danger being all the finer because it was taken for granted
and known to so few.

His only concern was for the important work which he
carried through, in his own fashion, with complete success.

A year later Lord Lytton’s manceuvres led inevitably to
a second Afghan War—of which more will soon be told.
Then did the full value of Browne’s achievement stand
revealed. For the Kdkurs—once deadly enemies—fired
never a shot against British troops. They even informed
the Amir that, owing to generous British treatment, not a
Kdkur would join his forces.

These are the unobtrusive victories of character, little
heard of outside their sphere ; victories as effective and often
more lasting than any success on the ficld of battle.

For Browne himself that time of crucial work behind the
scenes was but the first step towards the crowning years of
his life, when he was to succeed the famous Sir Robert
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Sandeman in full command of Baluchistan. It brought
him into close personal touch with Sandeman, who was
then engaged in settling that region of leaderless, warring
tribes through the potent influence of persuasion and friendly
understanding. Each of them, in his own fashion, stood for
the ideal type of Frontier officer, living always at high
tension, equally ready to seize any risk or opportunity ;
armed for nerve-shattering contentions with Authority, if
needs must ; both of them men who, in emergency, would
instinctively do the wise and not the foolish thing. And
Sandeman was given time—the essential element, denied to
most civilians, who spend half their service being shifted
from pillar to post. For sixteen years he was left unmolested
to carry out the policy of civilising influence, his only
interruptions being caused by persistent ill-health, mamly
from overwork.

Neither man then dreamed that Browne would follow
after in the same tradition. Men of like quality, they
worked together in perfect accord, both- fully aware that,
between a restless intriguing Russia, a dubious Amir and
an aggressive Viceroy, there was little chance of a peaceful
issue.

When the harassed Afghan Amir finally refused to receive
Lytton’s mission to Kabul, the fat was in the fire ; and the
Viceroy—further impressed by Browne’s political genius—
attached him as Intelhgence Officer to General Biddulph’s
force.

His distinguished services throughout both phases of the
war, and his queer personal influence over the Ghilzai tribe—
attributed to a supposed Afghan ‘ double '—must be read in
the record of his Life and Times, by General M‘Leod Innes.
We are here concerned mainly with Browne the engineer
and his supreme achievement, the Sind-Pishin railway ;
surveyed in 1876, but not taken on again by him till his
return from two years’ furlough in 1883,

By that time his admired chief and lifelong friend, Sir
Alex. Taylor, had been reluctantly obliged to leave India
at the height of his career: a personal sacrifice of brilliant
prospects to a private emergency, self-imposed and faced
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with his innate nobility and courage. Six years earlier the
same dilemma had almost come upon him through the threat
of blindness—a common calamity among Engineers owing
to the fierce Indian glare and constant use, in full sunlight,
of finely adjusted optical instruments.

Only after months of depression, semi-darkness, -and
dread had he been restored to light and work by a continental
specialist. Unluckily in those days of semi-darkness he
had been obliged to refuse the high appointment of Quarter-
master-General offered him by the Commander-in-Chief,
Lord Napier, who saw how his devotion to the Road was
debarring him from higher military posts that were his due.
But his return to India-—sight and health restored—was
signalised by two high appointments very much after his
heart. As Government Secretary to the Public Works
"Department he earned the ‘ red ribbon ’ of his original service
and an all-round acclamation from his fellow Engineers.
In addition, he was offered a newly made post—President
of the India Defence Committee, with permanent offices
in Simla: no hot weathers and the very climate for his
delicate wife ; while tours of defence inspection would take
him all over India and involve the kind of arduous work he
loved. Most of all he rejoiced in the new power and oppor-
tunity to use his lifelong experience in a peaceful form of
active service for the land of his adoption. To crown his
content the English mail brought good news of his wife,
whose health had given way after months of devoted help
during his semi-blindness. Now, at last the doctors had
given her leave to join her husband in India, the best that
could befall.

Happy in the present, hopeful for the future, he was
very much occupied throughout December with his tours
of inspection that kept him longer than usual away from
Headquarters ; and returning on the 3oth to Calcutta, he
found three weeks of Home letters awaiting him. Eager
for news, he opened them—only to receive shock on shock ;
each letter heavier with tales of domestic trouble that seemed
to call for his immlediate return. Instead of welcoming
his wife to India he saw himself, as husband and father,
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urgently needed at home: a harsh reversal of high hopes
and plans.

One whole day he spent alone in his room thinking the
matter out ; and early next morning telegraphed his resigna-
tion of the two posts that had been so welcome to him, so
valuable for India. With a stroke of the pen he had stripped
himself of everything.

It is difficult to imagine what quixotry of thought impelled
him to that decision ; and there was none at hand to save
him from himself. A month must be spent in Simla, to
complete schemes of Imperial Defence initiated by him;
and in February he must bid good-bye to India—to high
projects and golden prospects—for ever. At fifty, in the
fullness of vigour and ability, his Indian career came to an
end—nominally by his own choice. Actually his clear-eyed
sense of duty could see no choice in the matter. .

‘ Nothing dulls the ache of pain better than change of
scene,” he wrote to a friend; and in less than two years
complete change of scene and of work revived his active
interest in life.

Towards the end of 1880 he was urgently pressed to accept
the post of President to the Royal Indian Engineering College
at Cooper’s Hill, an Institute created by Colonel George
Chesney, R.E. Occupying a palatial country house set on
the crest of a wooded hill above the Thames between
Windsor and Runnymede, it was possibly the first in
a long line of great English homes transformed into centres
of education.

The offer did not originally attract Taylor, who declared
he was ‘ no schoolmaster ’; a man of action rather than of
books. But Chesney would take no refusal; and the other
soon perceived that here was a heaven-sent opportunity to
carry on work for India by preparing a younger generation
to go out and serve her in the right spirit. Through his
influence he could stimulate ‘ a real liking for India and its
people—shrewd observers of character, who attach more
importance to breeding and disinterestedness than tolearning.’
He could bear witness to the indisputable truth that character,
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first and last, has been the true foundation-stone of British
power in the East.

In his own case, for all his brilliant brain, it was his nobility
of character that most deeply impressed all who knew him.
Therein lay the secret of his ‘ great and inspiring influence
for good ’ throughout his sixteen years at Cooper’s Hill. His
outlook in the training of students was that of the statesman,
rather than the Engineer. His mind reached beyond the
handling of bricks, mortar and steel, to the handling of men ;
the need to supply India not only with trained Engineers,
but with English gentlemen.

‘Here we have grit,” he said himself on one occasion.
‘ The quality that goes to make a service distinguished: a
personal quality beyond the reach of lectures, laboratories
and examinations.” The spirit, not the letter, was his lifelong
concern. In every form of work he recognised ‘a purely
spiritual element, which is in reality a condition of human
achievement, a sane idealism that will never let great ends
be sacrificed to the utility of the moment.’

Technical training he could leave to an admirable staff.
On him alone rested full responsibility for the characters of
his young men, who must be imbued with his own profound
religious faith, his own high standard of public life and work.
How finely he fulfilled his human task has been proved by the
fact that the spirit of his régime, maintained by Cooper’s
Hill in its thirty years of life, definitely raised the standard
of all other Engineering schools. It sent out to India the
right type of men; and more than ever the right type is
needed out there to-day.

Taylor himself—banished too early from the country and
the work he loved—never lost interest in all that was being
done for India by younger friends whom he had left behind.
Especially he watched with admiration and affection the
career of his former talented subaltern, ‘ Buster ° Browne—
now Colonel James Browne, R.E., engaged upon his great
engineering feat, the Harnai Railway connecting Sind with
Quetta, capital of Baluchistan. Taylor knew how tremendous
were the defiles that must be traversed in the process of
building that formidable line ; but the tougher the task the
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stronger the appeal to Browne, whose energy and resource
had not diminished with years; the more keenly, too, did
it interest Sir Alex. Taylor, since his own son-in-law was one
of Browne's most trusted Adjutants.

And so back to India swings the shuttle interweaving the
life and work of these two exceptional men, half-forgotten
by this time, if indeed the full scope and value of their services
were ever realised by their countrymen outside India.

It was in 1883 that Colonel Browne returned from active
service with Kitchener in Egypt to find himself detailed for
immediate construction of that same Frontier Railway, an
off-shoot of the main Lahore-Peshawar line. Through change
of party Government in England, Gladstone was again in
power ; and a Liberal Cabinet at once reversed the extremely
forward policy of Lord Lytton, who had aimed at anneving
all Southern Afghanistan. Inevitably the backward swing
involved the kind of wholesale withdrawal so bewildering
to the Asiatic, who lacks the political clue to such apparent
vacillations. Lord Lytton, obliged to resign, was replaced
by a Viceroy pledged to Gladstone’s policy of ‘ peace and
retrenchment.” Kandahar must be abandoned ; all  forward *
railway work ruinously undone. Rails and plant that
would have been invaluable to Browne were torn up and
sold for a song, only to be bought again later at a fabulous
price when future events created a recurrent scare in that
region.

Fortunately the backward move had stopped short at
Quetta, that must now be made speedily accessible to troops
and all munitions of war. But, between Sibi and Quetta,
ranged high, de-forested mountains; wedges of naked rock
carved into gorges and fantastic pinnacles by rain and frost
and the action of rivers in flood: a positively inimical
country where Nature poured out ‘ all the climatic curses at
her command !’ In violent extremes of heat and cold it
rivalled the Khyber Pass; its lowlands from May to July
being accounted ‘ the hottest corner of the earth.’ As to
supplies, there was no local food available : hardly a blade
of grass to be seen ; no water often for miles ; no lumber or
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fuel, and its inhabitants were mainly cut-throats and thieves.
The whole undertaking, on the face of it, must have looked
impossible even to an engineer of genius; but the white
man in the East spends much of his service in achieving the
impossible, without any particular credit expected or received.
In this case, as an urgent military undertaking, it positively
must be achieved—and in record time.

All was settled in Simla, to Browne’s complete satisfaction,
by direct arrangement with the Commander-in-Chief, Sir
Donald Stewart, his old friend and leader in the Afghan War.
His funds were not to be limited. There were to be no
cramping demands for estimates or sanctioned designs.
Speed was to be the one consideration. He was, in fact, to
have the free hand essential to his tremendous task.

_,_In October he left Simla, completely unaware that some
"Tsudden-¢mgency of State affairs had upset his whole under-
standinm"ﬁr Donald. A fresh Member added to the
Viceroy’s Gaypncil had been placed in control of Public
Works, and the HMarnai railway—a military affair—had been
inexplicably transferred to civil control. Only on reaching
Sibi did Browne discover, to his dismay, that he had been
placed under an unknown Member of Council: all his
arrangements cancelled—his special latitude, his freedom
from detailed control: his whole position fundamentally
changed without lessening his responsibility for results.

So unexpected a volfe-face upset even Browne’s equanimity ;
but he seldom wasted energy in kicking against the pricks.
He could only push on with his urgent work in the hope that
at least he would be frec from personal interference. Vain
hope. That far-off Member of Council began haggling over
details from the start: demanding estimates as to the
cost of driving a railway through unknown country in the
teeth of obstacles equally unknown. And while he haggled,
the Russians were nearing Merv. They had coerced Persia
and Afghanistan. So that the fear of a sudden advance in
force emphasised Browne’s need for unhampered progress.

On the other hand, there was the Secretary for Government
demanding, ‘ When will the line be complete ? *

Browne’s reply was conclusive: ‘With money freely
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granted—in two and a half years’; an undertaking he
fulfilled to the letter.

In the terrific country ahead of him, engineering problems
were legion. For practical purposes the line was worked out
in four divisions beginning with the Nari Gorge, channel of
a tortuous river that had carved its way through beetling
cliffs and fantastic peaks many thousand feet high: one of
the most weird tracts of earth-through which ‘a railway has
ever been carried. The gorge itself must be crossed five
times, involving six bridges in as many miles, over a harmless-
looking river subject to violent floods at irregular scasons.

More formidable still was the great Chappar Rift, higher
up the line : a chasm two and a half miles long, often only
a few yards wide; no more than a camel track beside a
stream that also became a roaring torrent in,iGud-time,
between cliffs three hundred feet high. Final'y the line
must climb to its highest point, 6800 fept; " twenty-five
miles across a mountain mass little better than hard mud,
where cuttings and tunnels must be run through treacherous
soil of quite a different character. After that, through more
rugged mountains came the descent to Quetta: the whole
distance a matter of 224 miles.

And to every form of obstruction was added the disabling
curse of sickness: even the more temperate zones were
infected with a local form of malaria that surpassed in
virulence anything within ordinary Indian experience. -

Worse than all were the dread visitations of cholera.
The first wave of it in November 1884 brought work almost
to a standstill. Three Pioneer battalions were decimated
byit. Desertions multiplied. The Afghan workers absconded
to a man ; and the whole native clerical staff followed suit,
enlivening their dire decision with a characteristic telegram
to Browne: ‘Clerks in Council. Cholera raging to-night.
All go. What can man give in exchange for soul?° How
their places were to be filled did not concern the composers
of that eloquent plea for safety first.

And that was not the end of cholera visitations by any
means. It reappeared and wrought even severer damage in
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May and June. It carried off several valuable officers and
one thousand employees out of twenty thousand before the
plague was stayed.

In May—when things were at their worst—moves in
Central Asia created the periodical scare that brought a
telegram from Simla, urging that the work be persistently
carried on, ‘ even at the sacrifice of lives.’

So the work went on ; and the deaths went on—not from
cholera only, but from scurvy and fever and general collapse.
Yet every man who worked under Browne caught fire from
his ardour, courage and resolve. Among them all was none
more notable than Captain Buchanan Scott, one of his most
talented and tireless Assistants. In spite of constant fever
and a severc attack of cholera, his sheer will to work carried
all before it.

TS ¢$pion of the line, during the hot season, covered
twenty-eightfnfles of the Chappar Rift: great spurs of a
rocky mou.*ajn crossing the drainage of the country; a
freak of Nature calculated to defy even the cleverest Engineer.
Impossible to traverse that rock except by two lines of
continuous cement-lined tunnels, ending at opposite points
level with each other; the chasm between to be spanned
by an iron girder bridge 225 feet above the river-bed.

Labour apart, what such feats of daring amounted to, in
sheer strain of mind and muscle and nerve, cannot easily be
conceived. The necessary tunnels alone, owing to extreme
hardness of the rock, could not be built in the usual way,
running continuously on either side. They must be achieved
by a number of approaches, or short tunnels, from the
precipitous cliff to the interior passage ; and it was in the
placing and constructing of these that the engineers and
workmen were called upon for ‘ a degree of physical courage
as great as was ever needed in any operation of life.’

To ensure openings at the right level, the men must work
from horizontal shafts driven inwards from the face of the
cliff. This entailed the dizzying process of letting each man
down in a rope chair from the summit that he might bore a
hole at the exact place with his steel * jumper.’

In this fashion, thanks to that bold and singular device,
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six openings were made on one side of the cliff, six on the
other : the whole tunnel blasted out in a few months, ready
for the high connecting bridge, not the least astonishing item
in a programme associated chiefly with the name of Captain
Buchanan Scott, R.E., inspired by the ingenuity and bound-
less energy of ‘ Buster * Browne.

Scott himself wrote afterwards: ‘The design calculated
for the making of this Bridge cost me many months of
thought. Only materials at hand were available. The
erection of that mass of iron was no small problem; but
the whole was completed without the loss of a single life,
though the workmen were sometimes nearly blown off the
piers by the wind ; the tallest pier being ninety feet high.’
There are six tunnels in the eight miles and three larger
bridges beside the Louise Margaret, opened by and named
after the Duchess of Connaught. IR

The whole division of the line had been ertrutlpdto Scott
by a leader who knew how to pick his men and who never
failed to give honour where honour was*due. Browne'’s
tribute to his Executive Engineer must be quoted in any
attempt at portraying the hazardous, valuable work done by
Britain for India.

‘Scott and Whiteford,” Browne wrote to Simla, ‘ have
had divisions in the upper and lower sections of the line,
tunnel and bridge building, girder erections and plate-laying,
with a temperature in the house of 120 ; and the same work
with temperature in the verandah of 18 below zero, deep
snow and rivers blocked with ice. Scott, who had been on
the line from the very first, has surveyed and constructed
the whole twenty-eight miles of the Chappar Division. He
has now made over 2000 feet of cement-lined tunnels, mostly
in very dangerous and treacherous soil, where no native
would venture without European example, owing to the
unavoidable danger involved. . .. The handling and planning
of such cnormous weights—involving many lives, if there
were any lack of courage, skill or precision—represents a
strain of personal responsibility and anxiety which it is not
easy to overstate.’

Only an active imagination can begin to realise a tithe of
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‘the struggle, the ultimate triumph implied in that undecor-
ated statement of fact.

Of his own contribution, first and last, Browne could not
write ; but there were others to testify that ‘ his was the
master mind: his the final responsibility for success or
failure. He was everywhere ; controlling, advising, cheering
the workers, comforting the sick. Often men were heard
to say, ‘‘ I would do this for ‘ Buster * Browne, but for no
one else.” It was Browne’s personality that carried the
work through. It was this that inspired his men.’

Everywhere and always great achievement springs from
great personality coupled with enthusiasm—the magnet and
the lever. One might almost say that without those twain
‘ was not anything made that is made.’

But no human power could cry ‘ Halt’ to the devils of
destruction and delay. And these did their damnedest early
in the secQi! . year of that mighty race against time. Long
before the wormal flood season, rivers were churned into
torrents by a vest volume of water some forty feet deep,
rushing down from the higher hills with unheard-of force
and fury. By a malign perversity, that abnormal, continuous
rainfall, for three months on end, exceeded anything of the
kind that had been known for fifty years. Again and again
the winding Nari stream rose with incredible swiftness into
a torrent that demolished embankment, material, works—
all repaired at great expense, only to be again destroyed by
a fresh, unexpected onslaught before preparation could be
made to resist the enemy.

The last and most disastrous of these floods raged for
six days, carrying away miles of road, deluging whole camps,
stopping the food supply, and causing a fatal epidemic of
malaria.

The tale of devastation culminated in an episode eminently
characteristic of ‘ Buster ’ Browne and his way with the men
under him.

The flood, in its fury, had dislodged a large and expensive
pumping machine lately arrived from England and hurled
it into an excavation, where the precious machine floundered
in deep water. At all costs it must be saved ; and Browne,
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unmindful of his dignity as General in command, hurried
to the rescue ; heartened the distracted workmen and fired
their zeal to retrieve his treasure with the human incentives
that had so often done wonders in his subaltern days.

A native band filled the air with inspiriting music and the
weirdly compelling mutter of tom-toms : a form of encourage-
ment that took instantaneous effect.

Very soon, hundreds of men thronged the narrow valley,
and boldly plunged into the waters of destruction. Between
the magical effects of the music and Browne’s personal
encouragement, they were spurred to so mighty a collective
effort, that within a few days the pumping machine was lifted
out of danger on the wave of goodwill and energy evoked by
the Chief Engineer.

Next time the Nari rose in wrath it was powerless for
evil ; and the great exploit, in defiance of disease, destruction_
and 1mm1cal country, moved on to its appointed eﬂ’m
thirty-two months—as promised—the wholé 274 miles of
railway—presenting almost every conceiyablé problem of
construction--was completed under Browne's inspiring
leadership, by his army of coolies and his handful of British
engineers.

The first engine rumbled over Scott’s Bridge in February
1887 ; the first actual train on the 1oth March; and one
week later an engine ran right through from Sibi to Quetta.
Once more, in Britain’s island story, the impossible had been
achieved as a matter of course, ‘ all in the day’s march.’

The story of that great exploit—forgotten, if ever fully
known—ended with an impressive opening ceremony, graced
by Sir Frederick Roberts and the Duke and Duchess of
Connaught, when the Duchess herself personally opened the
Louise Margaret Bridge. By her wish, and on her behalf,
Browne specially addressed all the native workmen who had
played their humble yet important part in a grand achieve-
ment—one of the greatest in India.

The whole line stands for the culminating triumph of
Browne’s remarkable work as an Engineer. It was followed
by long leave in England, by appointments to higher,
more responsible positions on his return to India; but few
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phases of his manifold experience can have given him deeper
satisfaction than the strenuous and often anxious thirty-two
months that gave Baluchistan its Harnai Railway.

After that he had but ten more years to live; first as
Quartermaster-General, then as Governor of Baluchistan,
carrying on Sir Robert Sandeman’s successful policy of
peace and goodwill, in spite of many hindrances and the
failure of his persistent efforts to free the whole Border from
Punjab control, to place it directly under the Simla Foreign
Office—a subject. to which he had given the closest attention
for years.

At the early age of fifty-six ‘ Buster’ Browne died in
harness, his iron constitution worn out by relentless, life-
long over-exertion. The end came swiftly after a few days’
illness ; and the funeral—as always in India—followed hard
upon. The whole population of Quetta thronged the road
in mingled sorrow and respect for the man who was personally
beloved by many of them, honoured by all.

For James Browne, in addition to his many fine qualities
of mind and character, possessed the indefinable genius to
be loved in almost the same measure as Sir Henry Lawrence
himself. His success with Indians sprang largely from a
subtle touch of consideration—a hall-mark of the true
Sahib that they are quick to recognise. For all his gaiety of
spirit, his real friends were chiefly attracted by his depth
and constancy of heart; and few among them felt the
sudden, unexpected loss more deeply than Sir Alex. Taylor,
who lived for another sixteen years.

During most of that time he continued to serve India.
For he left his individual mark on Cooper’s Hill and on the
many young men who were privileged to spend a formative
time under the dominating influence of his character. They
themselves have testified to the enormous ‘ importance and
value of the work done by Sir Alex. in the last phase of his
active life ; a phase in which he was privileged to uphold
the Cooper’s Hill standard of personal character, integrity
and honour.’

The words written by his own staff on his retirement in
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1895 may fittingly conclude this inadequate study of Alex.
Taylor and ‘Buster’ Browne, two devoted workers for
India ; typical, each in his different way, of the spirit that
informed the finest Victorian Anglo-Indians—too .often
misunderstood and misprized by those who came after and
reaped where they had sown.

‘ The pages of English History remind us that, but for the
heroic and devoted services of Englishmen in India nearly
forty years ago, there might now be no Indian interests for
them to cherish ; and prominent in that record stands the
name of Sir Alex. Taylor.’ ‘
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A HUNDRED YEARS OF THE
KHYBER PASS—1842-1942

1

THE KHYBER: AS IT WAS
1

‘I dreamed I was an husbandman whom God sent into a dreary
world; . .. and the more I workedthe tougher looked my plot. I was tired ;
and when I saw that God watched me, I said, ** The toil is hard, but I
shall see the fruit.”’ And God turned away saying, ‘‘ You shall not see
the fruit.”’ ‘‘ But theve will be fruit, oh Lovd?"’ And God said, ** For
all your labour you get strength, not fruit.”” Then I, complaining, ** If
cold be so muach better to train wild flowers . . . but here are always thorns
for me to eat.”’ And God said, ** If there were not thorns, I had here no
need of such an husbandman as you.” '—E. S. BOLTON.

Tue Khyber : magical words for all who know anything of
India, even by hearsay. Always there is fascination in the
long backward look; and the Khyber can look back on
the passing and re-passing of trade caravans, the march
and counter-march of conquering hosts through centuries
that merge into the mists of time.

For more than two thousand years Persians, Greeks,
Tartars, Mogul and Afghan have debouched on to the plains
of India through its impressive defiles—twenty-seven miles
of rock and boulder and craggy hills that seem to emanate
an uncanny atmosphere of secret hostility to man and all
his works.

And outside on the plain, only ten miles from Peshawar,
the familiar, squat fort of Jamrud has crouched, watchful
for any hostile sign of life from those deceptively empty-
looking hills—crumpled ridges and fantastic peaks, restless
yet immobile ; a No Man’s Land that is neither India nor
Afghanistan ; one of the least known and most remarkable
regions of earth.

From the stony plain those hills rise abruptly, forming a
V-shaped entrance. Beyond it they fall apart, only to crowd
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close in again like an embodied menace ; their yellowish-
brown surface changing, as the light shifts, to subtle shades
of green and blue. The keen dry air, astonishingly clear,
intensifies the effect of unreality that pervades that strange
land : no haze, no perspective, no charm of gradual transition.
Sudden light gives place to sudden darkness; icy blasts
of winter to a spring so brief that it seems only a prelude
to furnace blasts of the fierce northern hot weather.

And, as is the country, so is its race of arrogantly independ-
ent men, in whom courage and cruelty, cunning and candour,
humour and ferocity are as sharply contrasted as their stark
hills and stream-fed valleys. Brave, intelligent, self-reliant,
they are in many ways akin to the old Highland clans. They
have never been ruled by a king, nor rendered allegiance to
any but their own chiefs and Mullahs—holy men who too
often use their power to unholy ends.

The Pass itself was originally the watercourse of a stream
that carved its way between two rocky ranges, geographically
the most important of the few northern routes between
Asia and India. Never snowed up in winter, though icily
cold, it provides liberal springs of water every ten miles or
s0 ; asurprising feature in an almost rainless region. Through
the magnificent gorge of Ali Masjid—roughly half-way—a
perennial stream flows between almost vertical cliffs: a
stream that is now pumped back uphill to form the water
supply of many tribal villages and of the garrison at Landi
Katal, the one plateau that commands a far view over
desolate hills towards Afghanistan.

Grander and wilder is the outlook a mile beyond the
Katal, the road cutting its way through a narrow crack,
sinister and full of echoes. A sudden turn reveals one of
the most impressive views in the world—magnificent, yet
menacing in its savage grandeur. From a sharp drop in the
foreground one looks out, as if from an airplane, over two
hundred miles or so of naked, unmapped country, threaded
by the winding Kabul River. Beyond, and again beyond, -
ridges and scarped summits form a titanic amphitheatre,
crowned by snow mountains of the Hindu Kush, a hundred
and twenty miles away, yet so sharply clear that on a cloud-
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less day of winter their majestic proportions ‘seem to hit
one in the face.” Westward, they are flanked by dagger
peaks of the Tirah stabbing the hard blue sky.

From that stupendous climax the road winds down another
six miles to Landi Khina—the end of India: the edge of
Afghanistan.

The tribesmen of the. famous Pass are mainly of the
Afridi clans; the strongest and most formidable of their
kind. Natural fighters and unerring marksmen, they have
found it simpler and more congenial to live by raiding Indian
villages than by trying to cultivate their own unfertile soil ;
and while the Sikhs were masters of the Punjab, Pathan
zest for looting was stimulated by long-standing religious
antagonism.

Then came the British—conquering and finally annexing
Ranjit’s kihgdom; and the whole difficult problem of
their relations with Afghanistan hinged on the vagaries of
those turbulent tribes: a problem further complicated by
political changes arising from two opposite schools of thought.
The ‘forward policy,” favoured mainly by Conservatives,
aimed at pushing the British Frontier right across the tribal
area, taking in its stride the formidable task of controlling
and civilising a fiercely independent race of men, who had
been left almost unmolested for three hundred years.

Votaries of the °backward policy '—mainly Liberal—
advocated leaving that independent zone to form a defensive
barrier against any invaders and attempting no permanent
occupation beyond India’s racial and geographical boundary
line—the Indus. Soldiers have always tended to favour the
first ; Politicals and diplomats the second. Vacillations to
and fro have resulted in a form of compromise native to
British genius. Refraining from overmuch interference with
the tribes, unless their behaviour enforced it, they have
also refrained from permanent occupation, except in turbulent
Waziristan ; while a peaceful and modified forward policy
has been carried on by Political Agents; visiting tribal
areas, instituting flag marches and building roads to encourage
that chief of civilising influences, the motor-bus.

It was the forward policy school, in aggressive mood,
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that virtually thrust upon an inexperienced Viceroy the
ill-planned, ill-fated First Afghan War. In 1839 the fear
of Russian invasion, not altogether unfounded, was magnified
by a group of Simla Secretaries eager to play their own part
in ‘the great game’ of extending England’s political
influence into Central Asia. Afghanistan at that time was
united, as never before, under its strongest and ablest Amir,
Dost Mahomed Khan. In fair fight he had defeated the
late Amir, Shah Shuja, forcing him to seek refuge in India,
where he still lived in retirement, drawing a superfluous
pension, till Government, for its own ends, was unhappily
inspired to regard him as a monarch unfairly deprived of
his throne; was even prepared to replace him on that
unstable eminence at the cost of making war on the so-called
usurper, Dést Mahomed Khan, who, in spite of Russian over-
tures, frankly favoured friendship with England. Nothing
but the infatuate policy of the Indian Government changed
him into an embittered enemy.

There are recurrent periods of history when the political
atmosphere seems charged with microbes of evil; so that
the minds of even the sanest men become infected by them.
These—looking back—must often wonder what malign
fatality caused them to act as they did. In this particular
case, fatality or rank misjudgment was responsible for a
chapter of tragedies, muddles and heroism unequalled in
British annals.

The whole bewildering story I have told in detail elsewhere :
its fated atmosphere of Greek tragedy, its tangle of human
motives and clash of character; the sense of inescapable
doom, the awful retreat and massacre of a deluded army,
in those tragic autumn and winter months of 1841-42, just
over a hundred years ago.

‘ Never '—it was afterwards written—'not even before
the Mutiny, was the whole fabric of British India in graver
danger than in that critical spring of 1842, when the word
went from city to city that British Power was broken and
the Sahibs would soon be leaving India.’ !

1 The Hero of the Herat and The Judgment of the Sword (Maud
Diver).
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They did not leave it then. They have not left it yet ;
and it will be a bad day for both countries if such an event
should ever come to pass.

It was in that same critical spring that General Sir George
Pollock forced the Khyber Pass with his Army of Retribution
—the first invading army that came from India—and wreaked
vengeance on Kabul City: strange prelude to the ironical
climax of reinstating that very D&st Mahomed who had
been driven from his rightful throne at an uncounted cost in
money and lives.

But if the triumph of forcing the Khyber belonged to
George Pollock, the less spectacular achievement of keeping
it open, for supplies and communications, was carried through
mainly by the energy, skill and resolution of two young
Political Officers, Captain Henry Lawrence and Captain
Frederick Mackeson ; the first of them destined to leave a
memory that will live for ever; the second, almost his
match in brains and character, fated to be murdered some
twelve years later, in Peshawar, at the early age of forty-
seven. Even so, he left a name honoured and respected
among Pathans ‘ above that of any other Englishman who
has served on the Peshawar Border.” What that means can
only be appreciated by readers who know Border history
and the quality of those Englishmen who are honoured and
remembered there to this day. Emphatically Frederick
Mackeson—scarcely known of outside India—takes high rank
in the noble army of ‘ The Unsung.’

In those early days he was Political Officer of Peshawar,
sharing with Henry Lawrence the difficult task of ‘ keeping
Pollock’s back door open’; both men consistently doing
more than their duty in the many small ways that often
reveal great character; °the spontaneous, over-and-above
services that no authority will ask you to do or thank you
for doing, but which the true man sees he can do—and does
accordingly.” ! For the Khyber, though nominally in British
hands, was virtually held by grasping Afridis and truculent
Sikhs ; Mackeson, at one end, bribing the Afridis ; Lawrence,
at the other end, manipulating disgruntled Sikhs: a harder

1 Sir Henry Lawrence.
D
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matter for both men than any but themselves were ever
likely to know.

Lawrence ultimately went forward with his Sikhs to join
Pollock at Jalilabad, while Mackeson remained to carry on
alone his charge of the Pass; and he kept it clear, as long
as need be, without one serious interruption.

Such men never tell the tale of their doings, that are taken
for granted by themselves and their fellows. But Indians
(or Pathans, as may be) seldom take for granted those white
men whose pre-eminence of brains and character they
experience in the round of their daily lives.

After his fine unspectacular years in the Khyber, winning
the trust and devotion of the tribes, Mackeson was appointed
Commissioner of Peshawar by Lord Dalhousie. In that
position he still had control of the Khyber ; still maintained
the allegiance of the tribes through personal contact and
confidence. Yet, by one of life’s persistent ironies, it was
a Pathan who murdered him, simply because he was a white
man and an ‘infidel ’; and to kill such an one was, for the
fanatic, an act of merit, ensuring his own entry into paradise.

The tragedy happened one September evening in 1853.
Mackeson, sitting outside his house, was hearing and receiving
petitions, when from the mixed crowd a Pathan approached
him, proffering a written paper.

While Mackeson scanned it, the seeming petitioner whipped
out a dagger from under his shirt, and stabbed the Com-
missioner in broad daylight.

Death was not immediate ; but Mackeson—' one of the
greatest Englishmen who ever served on the Frontier '—
lived only a few days after that cowardly assault.

Later on, by private subscription, a small monument to
his memory was put up on the Mall, with a well close by
to provide pure drinking water for all : the kind of memorial
that he would have appreciated almost as much as the fine
tribute paid to him by Lord Dalhousie.

‘ His value as a political servant of the State was known
to none better than the Governor-General himself, who, in
a difficult and eventful time, had cause to mark his great
ability and the admirable prudence, discretion and temper
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which added tenfold to his soldier-like qualities of character.
The loss of Colonel Mackeson would have dimmed a victory.
To lose him thus—is a misfortune of the heaviest ; for the
Government counted him among its bravest and best.’

Dalhousie it was who first recognised the need to create
a separate Frontier Province ; and he had, in fact, chosen
Mackeson to be its first Governor. That important project,
deferred by his death, was destined to be left in abeyance for
half a century.

But those on the Border who most deeply felt the loss
of their loved and honoured Commissioner were less con-
cerned with his high political destiny than with the man
who had so endeared himself alike to British and Pathans.
The memory of Mackeson Sahib, like that of * Jan Nikulseyn,’
became a tradition ; so that forty-five years after that sense-
less murder his name and fame and character were still as
fresh on the Border as if he had passed from them no more
than a few weeks before. Yet there exists no Life of Mackeson
to immortalise his memory or to tell how it was that he
made himself so loved and respected by those robber clans
of the Khyber Pass, who give their allegiance to strength
and courage—and do not forget.

2

It was nearly twenty years after Mackeson’s-death that
there came to the Peshawar Border a young Gunner officer,
Robert Warburton, lately appointed to the Punjab Com-
mission ; and in his record of Border service he testifies to
the abiding memory of Mackeson among men who love and
hate with a fierce intensity that makes their loyalty and
respect worth the winning.

Himself the son of a Gunner, he was the child of an
unusually romantic and adventurous marriage.

It happened in 1840, during the brief British occupation
of Afghanistan. That earlier Robert Warburton was
stationed, at the time, in Kabul city with several British
officers, whose fair faces were looked upon with favour by
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Afghan women, seeing them through the eyeholes of their
burkhas when they went abroad, themselves unseen. And
as the men of Kabul were noted for hospitality, so were the
women renowned for their love of intrigue ; and as long as
they wore the burkha in public they enjoyed an amount of
personal freedom rare in the East. Beneath those shapeless
folds lurked the eternal siren in gaily coloured tunic and
trousers, hair plastered, ears outlined with silver rings,
rouged cheeks adorned with tinsel patches of gold or silver
cunningly set—the ceaseless instigator of blood-feuds, the
disturber of domestic peace.

Small chance had the average young mid-Victorian officer
against wiles so exotic; and Warburton, after many secret
meetings, fell deeply in love with a noble Afghan lady famous
for her beauty and wealth, wife of a Kabul Sirdar and niece
of the banished Amir D6st Mahomed Khan. Ruefully he
must have recognised the impossibility of marriage; but
when a man is young and a woman beautiful, the strangest
things may come to pass.

All hinged on the daring and devotion of the Sirdar’s
wife, who did eventually manage to flee from her husband’s
house, taking with her an infant son, and finding refuge with
friends who encouraged her romantic adventure. How she
and her English lover escaped the vengeance of the defrauded
Sirdar none can tell. There must have been, on the woman’s
part, an unusual degree of daring and astuteness backed by
the almost unbelievable good luck that is said to favour
lovers who have the courage of their devotion.

By luck or skill, she did succeed in remaining hidden, till
the Sirdar was forced to recognise that he must face his
loss with dignity and procure a formal divorce. Afterwards,
she was married to her young Gunner in the presence of
Vincent Eyre and several brother officers, who added their
signatures to that curious marriage certificate.

One year they had together before events worked up to
the climax of an Afghan rising, the murder of Sir Alexander
Burnes and other Politicals. A certain number of officers
escaped with their lives, but otherwise lost their all. Young
Warburton’s Afghan wife, unlikely to be welcomed in British
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cantonments, chose to stay behind, till the storm subsided,
with her small Afghan boy, whom he had generously adopted
and christened John Paul Warburton. Like the rest, she
no doubt felt confident that British arms must prevail ;
but, on this incredibly ill-managed occasion, it was Sirdar
Akbar Khan, son of Dost Mahomed, who prevailed ; murdered
the infatuate Envoy and finally induced a British army,
16,000 strong, to leave those indefensible cantonments under
a false promise of protection from attack by the tribes.
Six hostages he demanded for the fulfilling of certain pledges
extorted from the departing British; and among these
went Robert Warburton, who thus escaped the horrors
of that awful retreat and massacre, but could not regain
possession of his lovely Afghan wife.

Safe back in India, he probably gave up all hope of seeing
her again ; ,but that brave and devoted young woman, with
her three-year-old boy and a child on the way, had no idea
of submitting to so dismal a fate, though her courage and
resolve were strained to the utmost in her efforts to escape
from the pursuing vengeance of Akbar Khan. From house
to house, from place to place she fled ; and always his troopers
pursued her ; but always, by some marvel, she avoided them,
and found friends who helped her to journey along the
hideous route towards Peshawar, strewn with the corpses or
whitened bones of a massacred army.

It was in a Ghilzai fort, between two of those grim passes,
that Robert Warburton’s son was born and christened after
his father ; but not until they had been almost a year apart
did the adventurous pair, with their two small boys, at last
come together again. .

Both brothers, when they grew up, earned distinction in
their different services. John Paul, in the Police, proved
himself a terror to evil-doers and a detective of genius.
Robert, as a Political Officer on the Peshawar Border, very
soon made his mark in the handling of local tribes, partly
owing to the Afghan blood in his veins. Stationed for some
years with the Guides at Hoti Mardan, he very soon acquired
such valuable influence over tribal headmen that the Punjab
Government refused to spare him for Afghan service, when
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he was specially asked for by Major Louis Cavagnari, Deputy
Commissioner of Kohat. Keenly disappointed at the time,
he must afterwards have marvelled at the narrow escape
forced on him against his will. For that hard refusal did
veritably save his life.

Since 1843 there had been peace between India and
Afghanistan, sealed by a treaty with the Amir that was
fair enough of its kind. Yet there were many who still
doubted the wisdom of again pressing an undesired Envoy
on a people with a black record for treachery.

To all who prophesied evil, Cavagnari had his ready reply :

‘If my death sets the Red Line on the Hindu Kush, I
don’t care.” Nor did he seem to consider that there might
be other deaths involved.

In London wise old John Lawrence—a stalwart of the
‘ backward’ school—spoke his mind bluntly as usual:
‘It is madness. They will all be. murdered—every one
of them.’

And murdered they were—everyone, except that gallant
few who died fighting in the epic defence of Kabul Residency,
led by Licutenant Walter Pollock Hamilton of the Guides—at
three-and-twenty a hero in the grain. How his little escort
of Guides fought on after he fell—deaf to the appeal of their
fellow Moslems—and died to a man, I have told in detail
elsewhere, together with a full account of the Second Afghan
War.!

So more lives than that of Cavagnari were sacrificed to a
political move—and the Red Line was not set upon the
Hindu Kush. The war, forced on India by that tragic
episode, ended in victory for the British, while it proved
conclusively that the Afghans would never tolerate an army
of occupation. Yet, with individual Englishmen—owing
to a masculine affinity and a robust sense of humour—they
fraternised more readily than with many Asiatics; and the
same may be said of Pathans. Curiously compact of good
and evil qualities, reared in scenes of hideous treachery and
merciless revenge, they are imbued with distrust of all
mankind ; yet proof abounds that, to any British oﬂicer

1 Kabul to Kandahay (Maud Diver).
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who can break through that hard surface and win their
confidence, they will render unswerving allegiance. The
Pathan will follow a brave leader through hell-fire ; but he
will never throw in his lot with India ‘ or work with Britain
to change the wild freedom of his hills into an ordered
political democracy.” Personality is all. And Robert War-
burton possessed a racial capacity for understanding and
dealing with Pathans; yet it took even him years to get
through that thick layer of mistrust.

And what was the result ? He tells it himself.

‘ For fifteen years I went about unarmed among these
people. My camp was always guarded and protected by
them. The deadliest enemies dropped their blood-feuds,
for the time being, in my camp. Property was always safe ;
and time after time have the Afridi elders supported me
against their own Maliks.’ 1

Yet there was nothing of the typical strong man about
Warburton’s personality ; and those with whom he must
co-operate were among the hardest-bitten men in all India.
His first experience of direct dealing with them was—like
Mackeson’s—persuading the Zakka Khel Afridis to keep the
Pass open for military purposes during the Second Afghan
War. And they were not easy subjects for persuasion.
Strongest of Khyber tribes, they numbered five thousand
armed men, every one of them a thief, a raider, a murderer
by inclination, heritage and habit. Yet even among them
he found a Malik whose friendship he relied on through the
whole of his service.

In 1879 he was appointed Chief Political Officer of the
Khyber, a post that set him on the road to his ultimate aim,
the pacifying of a Pass that had been hitherto reckoned the
most dangerous place on the whole North-West Frontier,
dreaded even by Afghan traders and closed to all others.
The extent of his success may be gauged by the fact that,
during his long term as Chief Political Officer, the Khyber
Pass was kept open and reasonably secure, without a single
British soldier or sepoy stationed beyond Jamrud. But, in
contrasting those conditions with the armed occupation of

1 Chiefs.



104 A HUNDRED YEARS OF THE KHYBER PASS

to-day, it must be remembered that control, in Warburton’s
time, was mainly a political affair, based on good-fellowship
between the tribal Chiefs and a British officer peculiarly
fitted to understand their ways of thought, action and life.
‘ Understanding is the law’; and from the first he knew
that the man who neither feared nor distrusted the Afridis
would never have cause to do so. Let them once feel sure of
confidence placed in them, and they will give in return
unflinching loyalty and reveal themselves, at best, as brave
and hospitable, passionate lovers, devoted to children and to
flowers.

On the whole, it was Warburton’s kindly nature, rather
than force of character, that gave him an ascendancy such
as few could estimate but men of his own service, who knew
the tribes as only Frontier Politicals can know their
mingling of treachery with a queer sense of honour, their
grim philosophy expressed im pithy proverbs, their fiery
tempers and complete disregard for human life, including
their own.

He did not, as has been suggested, live among them as
one of themselves; but he believed in being accessible, in
dealing with the tribal Chiefs direct rather than through
the unsatisfactory system of middlemen: a system that
doubtless may have been necessary in very early days, when
no officer was allowed to cross the Borders ; but, like many
original necessities, it outlived its use. Warburton himself
deemed it a more frequent cause of trouble than even the
Mullahs, those adepts at stirring up strife in the name of
religion. The position of the local Arbab (middleman) was
almost that of Envoy on behalf of the Political Officer in all
dealings with tribal councils; a position giving him the
kind of power peculiarly apt to be misused in the past. None
but men favoured by the Arbab could gain access to the
Political Officer, and then only on payment of huge bribes.
The system had been roundly denounced in the 'Forties by
Herbert Edwardes, Deputy Commissioner of Bannu.
Mackeson would have none of it. Thirty years later, still
flourishing, it was barred by Warburton, who recorded his
firm- conviction that the majority of wars between the
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British Government and the Pathans have been due ‘ entirely
to the evil intrigues or machinations of Arbabs, employed
by us to do owr work with the tribes’; yet the discredited
system continued to flourish for another seventeen years.

In April 1880, after a decade of strenuous Border service,
Warburton’s health gave way and he spent a year in England,
mainly in doctors’ hands. Not until the spring of 1882 did
he return to his loved Borderland, to a Khyber changed
indeed. :

As a result of tribal disturbances caused by the Second
Afghan War he found his peaceful Pass occupied by five
thousand troops. No armed Afridi, unless he were in British
service, was allowed to intrude upon his own defile; and
caravans now worked regularly twice a week between Pesha-
war and Kabul. Certain forts in the Pass were held by
irregular tribal levies, raised as Khyber Jezailchis ! in '79 ;
now drilled and equipped as regulars and christened the
Khyber Rifles—a name of which they afterwards had good
reason to be proud.

Warburton soon renewed his fellowship with former friends
among the Afridi Chiefs; and his tale of one famous old
aristocrat, turned eighty-four, throws a lurid light on Afridi
methods and character.

Twenty years earlier this resourceful villain had paid the
equivalent of £100 to have a rival Chief killed in his own fort,
so that no suspicion might arise : an astute move that left
the murderer Chief of his whole tribe. In that capacity, he
proceeded to marry both the mother and the widow of his
rival ; so that mother and daughter became co-wives of their
former enemy. By the mother he had his eldest son; by
the widow three or four more ; strapping turbulent Afridis
all. Thus good to his tribe came out of evil ; and the old
reprobate flourished, intriguing to the last against a financially
‘ squeezable ’ Indian Government.

Of quite another quality was Warburton’s first and truest
friend, Malik Wali Mahomed Khan, a man so singularly
upright that it needed constant vigilance to save him from

1 Jezail—Pathan rifle.
D2
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being ruined by his own honesty—a fate that actually befell
him a few months after his English friend had left the Khyber
for good. As a dove among jackals, so is an honest man
among thieves.

If Warburton himself gained little by his own honesty,
he did thereby win the lasting confidence of a mistrustful
race of men. With his friend and Assistant, Sirdar Aslam
Khan-—a Barakzai Afghan—he enjoyed a seven weeks’ trip
into the Khyber hills, needing no protection other than the
Sirdar’s well-known loyalty and his own policy of trusting
the tribes. Wherever his camp might be, they knew that
all men—even feudal enemies—could meet there as on
neutral ground. ‘No enmity in Warburton Sahib’s camp
became a golden rule, unbroken for fifteen years.’

‘I found that the people were better pleased,” he wrote,
‘ when they felt assured that I trusted them entirely with
my safety. So I always went about with only a walking-
stick in my hand ’ : a gesture of courage and confidence that
could not fail to be respected by the Pathan.

In the summer of '85 great doings were followed by great
disturbances in Northern India. The new Afghan Amir,
Abdul Rahman Khan—settled by the British on his unstable
throne—had proved to be a remarkable man. Under his
rule—for the first time in Afghan history—protection of life
and property was accorded to every individual throughout
his kingdom ; and in March 1885 he came down through
the Khyber for a regally planned meeting with the Viceroy,
Lord Dufferin, at Rawal Pindi.

The royal retinue amounted to a trifle of sixteen hundred
men, seventeen hundred and fifty ponies, with countless
baggage camels ; all to be fed and watered and encamped
by the Khyber Political Officer, who was also responsible
for guarding the sacred person of the Amir. Plans must
be made for a given date ; though the monarch, no slave to
time, would probably overshoot it by a week or ten days—
as he actually did. And in the matter of weather his pro-
verbial luck deserted him. At quite the wrong time of year
rain, and ever more rain, fell without ceasing from the
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end of March to the end of May. The magnificent camp
prepared at Rawal Pindi, with parades and social gatherings,
was drowned out from start to finish. But, in respect of
every major concern between the two countries, all went
well. Neither side had any desire for a third Afghan War:
a calamity that did not recur for another thirty-four years.

3

The period that followed was devoted by Warburton to
plans for defending the Khyber, increasing the water supply
and keeping the road in repair: a desperate business when
floods came through the Pass destroying whole stretches of
it that must be rebuilt, over and over, with very inadequate
means.

‘ Against this enemy,” wrote Warburton, ‘we had no
remedy. We could only exercise patience and begin work
afresh ' : the tale of most engineering work in India, where
the god Climate unceasingly ‘ brands and burns his nothing-
ness into man.” Yet, on the whole, he remains master of his
conditions. Nowhere have more notable feats of engineering
been achieved than in India. But of these the half cannot
be told.

Happily for Warburton, whatever his difficulties, he never
had to cope with tribal opposition. Every year of his steward-
ship increased the Afridi’s confidence in him and all his
works. It was his own Punjab Government that so dis-
hearteningly failed him ; allowing him inadequate money,
giving him no help when catastrophic interruptions involved
stoppage of important work.

He was however cheered, at that time, by the coming of
Sir Frederick Roberts—then Commander-in-Chief of India—
in whom he found a personal friend, a keen advocate of all
measures that concerned the Khyber Pass; and in July '8y
he welcomed yet another Viceroy, Lord Lansdowne to the
region he had made specially his own.

It was then that his hopes were raised in the matter of an
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enterprise that he had very much at heart: a railway line
from Peshawar to Jamrud. By this time his faith in the
Punjab Government must have petered out. But there
actually came a railway engineer, who spent some months
with him and seemed very busy over the survey of his desired
line. With the passing of the summer he vanished, leaving
no trace of a line, no hint of return. Year after year that
simple line was surveyed—without any visible result : till
at last, in the fifth year, came one who said he was armed
with definite orders to complete it. For one month he stayed
in Warburton’s quarters, but never laid down a yard of
permanent way. Then he, too, vanished without explanation
—never to return.

Ten years later—when the whole Frontier was aflame
and a Peshawar-Jamrud line might have saved the situation
—it had not even been begun. What tangles or obstructions
of officialdom lay behind that strange tale will never be
known.

More cheerful is Warburton’s account of the Khyber
Chiefs conducted by him on their very first trip to India in
January 1888.

Beyond the Indus, ‘ Father of Rivers,” they entered an
unknown land. Passing through the Punjab and United
Provinces, the train ran over immense bridges, through cities
of great age and size, while the chieftains sat gazing at it
all ‘ without a single change of feature, as if such marvels
were met with every day in the Khyber Pass.” Only as
limitless distances unfolded on all sides, there began to
dawn on them some idea of the length and breadth and
immensity of this India ruled by the white Queen Empress,
six thousand miles away.

At last on a clear January morning—Calcutta : a revelation
of streets and houses and shipping, more impressive to their
practical minds than miles of open country; a Viceregal
garden party; women, barefaced, mixing publicly with
men ; the Viceroy in person greeting them with kindly
correct inquiries, and a vast refreshment tent where they
were served with cakes and ices.

Warburton, knowing their suspicion of strange food, had



THE KHYBER: AS$ IT WAS 109

P

+ 2
§ o R g 4
Nie S
. 5SS
S5 E E <
g
%) 5
= £
9 “;'tz:‘;
=§ ™ ’
l':nsl” »
> Z
« 34
g ¥4
K15y <
\rn X
z AW

il S iy

T
LANDI KOTAL
45 MLS.

Amss X

ORDINARY PLACE OR SMAL. ROST O

NOTING MonTS
& TRACKE

SCALE
o

AN inPORIANT FORT X

82240 ousae
Ruinar
5§ 4




110 A HUNDRED YEARS OF THE KHYBER PASS

warned them in advance not to refuse anything offered to
them. He would be responsible that the refreshments should
contain nothing that they ought not to eat.

¢ Sahib '—the chief Malik solemnly answered him—* if you
give us poison on this occasion, we will eat it.’

So they eat with relish, and without defilement, in full
view of a curious crowd that gathered round the tent to gaze
at those jovial, bearded unfamiliar beings. And when they
had eaten they asked leave to say their evening prayer.
Unperturbed by curious gazers, they removed their puggaris,
turned towards Mecca, bowed their foreheads to the ground
and prayed.

After Calcutta—Bombay, where they were lodged in a
magnificent house ; and from its roof they beheld a wonder
greater than all—the ocean, called by Indians ‘ Kila pani,’
the black water. .

That ocean-world, blue-green and laced with foam, rolled
on and on, past Aden and Egypt, to unimaginable England.
The Maliks—impressed by the sight of so much water—
remarked that it would be a good thing to have some of that
in the Khyber. Eager to taste it, they were dismayed to
find it bitter-salt, not good for anything except a highway
for ships.

On that lively highway they journeyed homeward from:
Bombay to Karachi. Deceptively smooth at first, it delighted
the Chiefs; but delight vanished when the ship struck a
blizzard, and the stalwart Afridis were prostrated one after
another with the misery and indignity of sea-sickness. Land
travel for them in future was their rueful decision, long
before Karachi released them from the King Emperor’s
highway.

Back in the Khyber they found their fellow Pathans more
sceptical than impressed by their tall tales of genuine
experience. One of them, a few weeks later, came into
Warburton's office with a dejected air.

¢ Sahib,’ he dolefully confessed, ‘ my people will not believe
one word of the truths I tell them. Now I will not answer
any more of their questions.’

So it might be if one rose from the dead to tell the people
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of earth his experience of life in another body, in another
world.

For the gradual process of pacifying the Khyber War-
burton had need of police posts and a fortified serai at Landi
Kotal. But the mere word police was anathema to the
Pathans. Year after year every post he began to build was
demolished ; till, in the end, his quiet power of persistence
and persuasion carried the day. Confident in his concern
for their interest, they accepted the posts and the fortified
serai. They even permitted the survey of a six-foot road
thence to Peshawar that had been Warburton’s dream for
years. Unluckily it proved not wide enough for the passing
of tongas, ekkas and country carts. To increase the width
was a simple matter ; coolies and material available; no
objection from the tribes. All Warburton needed was a
command from headquarters to carry on. After due official
delays, the command arrived—to drop the half-built road
altogether. Warburton—chafing under that inexplicable
decree—must perforce leave unfinished ‘a most useful and
necessary work.” In bitterness of heart he wrote, ‘ All
arrangements for completing the road were simply scattered
to the winds.’

Like the abandoned railway, that road was still unfinished
in 1897, when it would have proved an asset beyond

rice.

P As in the vital matters of the road and the railway, so in
the still more vital matter of his requests for a young British
officer to be trained as his successor, he pleaded persistently
—and pleaded in vain. Equally in vain he begged repeatedly
that two or three British officers might be allotted to his
Khyber Rifles to increase their efficiency and status. Their
Commandant, a fine Afghan officer—Lieut.-Colonel Aslam
Khan—was no longer young. When he retired, there would
be no man of his quality to take his place; and the little
force palpably deserved the stimulant of British leadership.
But although Warburton’s reasonable request bore no fruit,
his peaceful schemes for water supply and transport went
steadily forward, unassisted if unobstructed by Heads of
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Departments; and, in 18go, the value of his unobtrusive
work was implicitly recognised by the letters C.S.I. after
his name.

Twice, during his charge of the Khyber Pass, he had the
privilege of conducting a Viceroy through the whole length
of it: first Lord Dufferin, then Lord Lansdowne. And it
was with the last that Prince Albert Victor, Duke of Clarence,
visited the Peshawar Border including the famous Pass,
where he personally decorated certain men of the Khyber
Rifles.

An episode recorded of the Prince, at the Great Pindi
parade, is worthy of mention as typical of the way in
which the British Royal Family wins hearts all over the
Empire.

The parade culminated in a march past of all arms before
the Prince and Sir Frederick Roberts; and among the
Indian spectators was a landau- containing certain Chiefs
defeated by Roberts in the Second Afghan War. With
them sat his Kandahar opponent, General Ayub Khan, now
virtually a prisoner in British hands ; and the young Prince,
after a few words with Sir Frederick, rode off unattended
towards the Indian group.

Within a few yards of the carriage he drew rein and saluted
England’s former enemy: a simple, spontaneous act of
courtesy that electrified the crowd. Nothing could have
more deeply impressed the Khyber Chiefs, who frankly voiced
their admiration.

A Zakka Khel was heard to say in Pushtu: ‘ Grandson of
our Queen Empress, future heir to her throne—and he rides
up to salute a man who has ever been England’s enemy. A
marvel indeed !’

Many prayers and blessings were offered on behalf of
the Prince that day; yet he left Pindi quite unaware
of the effect produced by his kingly act of courtesy and
consideration.

Warburton heard more of it later from his Khyber friends.
Well they knew the former enmity of Sirdar Ayub Khan.

‘Yet now I have seen ’—concluded his friend, Wali
Mahomed—' the future King of England and ruler of India
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go forward, in the presence of all, to salute his captive.
A noble act. It proves that you English are fit to be rulers
of this country.’ '

Two years later, when Prince Albert died, grief among
the Khyber Chiefs was as genuine as the grief in British
cantonments : so susceptible is India to a genuine aristocratic
impulse of the heart. -

And still peace endured in the Khyber—the peace of
Colonel Warburton’s making ; though it is not clear whether
he received full credit for this, even from British authorities
at Peshawar. Sir Frederick Roberts understood and gave
honour where it was due.

In the winter of 1890-91 he held a big parade at Peshawar,
and of course he must ride through the Khyber with Sir
James Browne—* Buster ’ Browne, of the Quetta railway
and the Grand Trunk Road, now Quartermaster-General of
India.

Alone they rode, with Warburton and a couple of troopers
from the Khyber Rifles; practical proof of the changes
wrought by Warburton’s personality and policy of trust.

Sir James himself remarked on the fact to his companion :
‘Here we are—Commander-in-Chief and Quartermaster-
General with the Khyber Political Officer—riding safely
through these wild hills with no more escort than two Afridi
troopers. If this was told in England to any officer of the old
Punjab school, he would refuse to believe it.’

In view of that significant change, well understood by
soldiers, it is difficult to fathom the official attitude of
Punjab authorities in Peshawar ; the persistent refusal or
ignoring of his urgent pleas for the support he required, not
on his own account, but in the interests of the whole Khyber
region, which, in ten years, he had transformed from a
mainly inimical No Man’s Land into a region of friendly,
first-rate fighting men.

Yet, when war threatened again in the Black Mountain
country, Peshawar authority refused his request to accom-
pany his own Khyber Rifles, who volunteered for service.
From the Maliks he had a written assurance that the peace
of the Pass would be kept by them if he were allowed to go
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as Aide to his very good friend, Lieut.-Colonel Aslam Khan.
The answer remained in the negative.

As it chanced, Aslam Khan was disabled at a critical
juncture, and the force was left without a leader through no
fault of its own. The few British officers asked for by
Warburton had not been given.

Again, when he was obliged to dismiss his Indian assistant
for constant intriguing with the Maliks, he tried vainly to
secure another man in his place. For almost a year he
wrote letter after letter, pointing out his urgent need for
an assistant, preferably a British officer, who would work
loyally for the corps and be qualified to replace him in due
time. Not a single letter was answered ; and he himself
had reason to believe that none of them ever reached Govern-
ment headquarters at Lahore.

No wonder we find him writing : * It made me, jealous to
look at the lists of military officers lent by Government to
Gilgit and Chitral Agencies—twenty or more of them in the
Quarterly Civil List; and to find such difficulty in getting
cven one officer to help the Khyber Staff.’

The one whom he did at last secure stayed little more
than a year, being dissatisfied with his status under the
Punjab Government, after Political service that was directly
under the Simla Foreign Office ; and Warburton could not
blame him, though he ruefully saw himself bereft of the
trained successor whom he fancied he had secured at last.
Too well he knew that the blank might not be filled for
years, if ever; and his doubt was justified. The blank
remained unfilled for three years: ‘A delay,’ he wrote,
‘ that was needless and positively wrong in principle.’

"Alone and discouraged he carried on his thankless task.
Men of that quality do not look for thanks. Their deepest
satisfaction lies in the work itself. Warburton’s heart was
in the Khyber and in the welfare of its people; but he
must needs earn a livelihood ; and his slender pay suffered
an added strain because his wife and children, unable to be
with him, must be maintained elsewhere. After thirty-two
years’ service he was receiving the reduced, inadequate
pay of a bare £550 a year. Long leave in England was due
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to him, yet he could not afford to take it. In a letter to
the then Lieut.-Governor of the Punjab he clearly stated
his case and his difficulties, hoping that his achievements
might entitle him to some human consideration. Vain hope :
no answer, no acknowledgment was ever received.

Further disheartened, he must spend his home leave in
the usual hill station, with no reviving change from the
social and official atmosphere of British India. Nor could
the health of his delicate wife be renewed by a breath of
English air. So he returned to his Khyber ; and Mrs War-
burton to her husbandless home ; and the work went forward
with increasing aid from the tribesmen, who knew a ‘ pukka
Sahib ’ when they found one and gave him the active loyalty
of their kind.

In 1896 he was writing of Landi Kotal that the
hundreds of mulberry, peach and almond trees planted in
the fortified serai were making splendid progress; and on
towards Landi Khana the grand reservoir supplied three
immense tanks of good water, with an open trough on the
road for thirsty animals journeying up and down the Pass.
“ All this,” he adds, ‘ was the work of our engineers, carried
out with friendly help from local tribes; never invoking
outside aid or causing a moment’s anxiety to Government.’
A large serai had also been built to shelter caravans and
travellers from the violent rain-storms that hurtle through
the Pass : a long-standing need supplied at last.

But by now his time as Warden of the Marches was nearing
its end. In early '97 he could look back on eighteen years
of almost unceasing work that had been very much its own
reward. Year after year, with no aid from Government,
roads had been kept in repair, the fortified serai built, the
water supply secured. British or Indian property had become
as safe in the Khyber as in any part of the country. The
political horizon was virtually unclouded. There were now
2500 Afridis in the Indian Army; hundreds drew pensions
and all shared in Khyber allowances: a record of which
any man might feel reasonably proud. Yet so unassuming
was Warburton himself that he was probably regarded by
official Peshawar as a semi-Afghan, shy and unsociable,
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happier among his Maliks than in the Club or the drawing-
rooms of a smart military station: true enough, that last,
no doubt.

It was in May of that year, a few months before his time
was up, that he left the Khyber Pass and his countless
tribal friends, who thought no shame to weep in bidding
him farewell. To the pang of parting was added the
deplorable fact that, in spite of constant pleading, he must
leave his charge without any trained British officer to
replace him.

In his own words,  What I had dreaded, and done my best
to avoid, was now apt to happen. Had I received a British
officer, when I pleaded for one, he would by now have learnt
the work, made friends with the Maliks and the tribes. He
could have stepped into my place and been given another
assistant to learn the work on the same principles. Only
so could the tradition—that had proved so successful—
be carried on. The little extra cost, compared with the
campaigns that Government neglect involved, would have
been a trifle. But’—he patiently adds—'others knew
better ; and when my day of departure came, there was no
one to take my place.’

Failing a British officer, the important Khyber charge
was entrusted to Colonel Aslam Khan, whose pension papers
had been alrcady sent in ; and the command of the Khyber
Rifles was given to Captain Barton of the Guides.

On 10th May 1897 Colonel Robert Warburton, C.S.I., left
Peshawar by the Frontier Mail, with never an idea that in a
few months he would be recalled to face the fruits of a policy
he had vainly striven to annul.

4

By good chance—that looked more like a stroke of fate—
Warburton decided to spend three months in Simla before
leaving India. There he received from Government a formal
acknowledgment of the credit due to him for the successful
working out of Khyber arrangements initiated in 1877, for
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securing the safety of the road and keeping up friendly
relations with the tribes; work that, in earlier days, had
involved much personal risk and experience in carrying out
a novel task of unusual difficulty. To him it was admittedly
due that the Khyber, on a kafila ! day, was now ‘ as safe as
any highroad in India’; that the Khyber Rifles had
developed from an irregular force into a fine corps, keen
for active service under the British Government, even outside
their ownland. These two feats, it was added, ‘ form a lasting
memorial of good work not to be assessed by decorations or
awards.’

Yet already, in his peaceful Khyber, a major storm was
brewing, incited by powerful Mullahs whom the Afridis
dared not disobey. Strings were also being pulled by the
Afghan Amir for the fanatical reason that Greece—a Christian
nation—had been defeated by Mahomedan Turkey; and
Moslems everywhere had been urged to foment a Holy War
against the infidel. In June, Warburton had actually warned
the Simla Secretaries to Government that a great wave of
fanaticism was surging through the Frontier. But again—
‘ Other people knew better.’

The man who spoke from eighteen years’ experience was
informed that recent British successes in Malakand and
Swat had ‘broken the back of Mullah fanaticism for
ever.’

He knew otherwise ; but even at the eleventh hour he was
not given the chance to prove his words.

The first move that gave the lie to secretarial illusions
was a sudden attack on Shabkadr Fort, eighteen miles from
Peshawar, by the Mohmund tribes of that region. It was
followed by news from the Tirah that Mullahs were inciting
the Khyber Afridis and Orakzai tribes beyond Kohat to make
open war on the British.. Not until then did Warburton
receive an urgent State telegram : ‘ If Government propose
to employ you specially, with regard to Afridi affairs, would
you be willing ? ’

His answer was despatched at once by his orderly : ‘ Ready
for any Government service, if required.’

1 Caravans.
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That was on August 13th; and for eight days he vainly
awaited orders—vainly looked for news from Peshawar, that
was not flashed by wireless forty-five years ago.

The news, when at last it came, was serious enough.

A lashkar ! of Afridis—said to be ten thousand strong,
stiffened by fifteen hundred Afghan Mullahs—had appeared,
in their swift and sudden fashion, not far from Ali Masjid.
Thence they had launched a series of aggressive demands :
(1) that all British troops be at once withdrawn from the
Samana Ridge beyond Kohat and from the Malakand ;
(2) that the salt tax be lowered ; (3) that their women, who
had escaped over the Border, be sent back to them to have
their throats cut.

Warburton, from personal knowledge, was convmced that
these demands never came from the Afridis—who had no
grievance against the British Government—but from some
aggressive Mullah ; and that the tribal assembly feared to
tell the truth about it.

‘ What they expected us to do,” he wrote in the sadness
of his heart, ‘ or what they hoped might be done to avert
the catastrophe of war with a Power whose might they
knew only too well, must be left to the imagination. We
were in for what I had laboured all my years to avert—a
great Afridi war.’

Events rapidly confirmed his dire conviction.

Afridi hopes of drastic British action were not fulfilled.
Peshawar authorities, military and civil—for some un-
fathomed reason—did precisely nothing; though it was
clear that an attack on Landi Ko6tal would be the opening
move.

There, Captain Barton of the Guides was in command of
the Khyber Rifles garrison; and amazedly he received
a hurried recall to Peshawar. He went at once, leaving all
his kit, expecting urgent instructions.

The only order given him sounds barely credible. He was
not to return. In the hour of crisis he was virtually bidden
to desert the Fort, which his Khyber Rifles must hold
against impossible odds. In addition, he must lose all his

1 Tribal force.
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personal belongings. Yet there were in Peshawar 9500
British and Indian troops forced to remain inactive, while
five hundred loyal Afridis made a desperate stand against
a formidable number of their own people. What political
motive lurked behind that unaccountable inaction has never
been revealed ; but in the words of a high official, it was
‘a day of pain, grief and humiliation for every Englishman
in India.’

As for the Afridis, left in the lurch, it has been asserted
that they made a poor defence of the Khyber forts. We
have quite another story from Sir Thomas Holdich, K.C.L.E. :
‘ Afridi against Afridi, a stalwart fight they made of it.
Many old scores and family feuds were wiped out in that
battle. More than the weight of the rupee kept-the Khyber
Rifles true to salt. Their own peculiar sense of honour
holds Pathans of all degrees; and splendidly the Khyber
Rifles fought at Landi Kétal till they could hold out no
longer. Their Afridi Commandant—a former Subadar of
the Guides—stoutly upheld the tradition of his Corps. With
him was one son, while two others were with the attacking
Afridis, who appeared in strength on the plateau, having
already captured and destroyed three small forts between
Jamrud and the Katal.

Gallantly his small force held out; and when his own two
sons were sent forward to propose terms of surrender, their
father threatened to shoot them both if they did not retire.

So the fight went on, till the gallant Subadar himself had
been shot through the head.

What remained of the Rifles achieved an orderly retreat
to Peshawar, whence no single soldier had been sent to support
them. Again I quote Sir Thomas Holdich : ‘ Over the Pass
left to its fate and the consequent loss of prestige, apart
from all that followed, it is best to draw a veil. There can
be no excuse for it.” After all that, it was admitted—too late,
as usual-—that the Punjab Government had misjudged the
whole situation, and was therefore quite unprepared for a
general flare-up; that conditions were officially reported
as ‘re-assuring ' when forts had been taken and villages
burnt not far from Peshawar.
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And throughout these disastrous events Colonel Warburton,
whose influence was never more urgently needed, remained
perforce in Simla, waiting for orders that never came.

The news, when it did arrive, filled him with dismay. To
a friend he wrote : ‘ My heart is very heavy over this hideous
disaster, which could have been staved off even to the day
of mischief. How easily, in a few days, the labour of a life-
time can be destroyed.’

Inevitably word went forth along the whole Frontier that
the British had lost face and were afraid. The Orakzais,
beyond Kohat, attacked forts on the Samana Ridge ; and by
September 15th—a month after Warburton’s wire—the
local rising had flamed into an Orakzai-Afridi war. Too
well he knew that if a trained successor had replaced him,
and the discredited middleman system had been abolished,
that deplorable page of history might have been differently
written. -

General Sir William Lockhart, a distinguished soldier, was
deputed to command the British force despatched to regain
all that had been virtually flung away : to punish Afridis
who had been stirred up by the power of their Mullahs and
the pulling of strings from Afghanistan.

Lockhart—knowing Warburton—at once asked for his
services as Political Officer ; and even he, it seems, had some
difficulty in securing them.

‘I am convinced,” wrote Warburton afterwards, ‘that,
without his intervention on my behalf, I should never have
shared in that campaign.’

He did share it on the staff of a Chief whom he had every
reason to admire as a soldier and a man ; but nothing could
mitigate the pain he felt at fighting the Afridis, invading
their sacred Tirah and destroying their fortified homesteads :
a complete wrecking of the policy he had acted on successfully
for eighteen years.

The story of that brief campaign has been told many times
over. It was no mere punitive expedition ; the Afridis being
the most numerous and formidable of the Border tribes ;
their resistance stiffened by the whole tribe of Orakzais
beyond Kohat. It took 35,000 soldiers, British and Indian,



THE KHYBER: AS IT WAS I21

four months to subdue them ; and that only after a bitter
struggle which brought out the finest qualities of British
officers and men and their Indian brothers-in-arms.

With pride he records how all Indian Army Afridis fought
loyally against their fellow tribesmen; how his own four
orderlies proved faithful to him in the many trying and
perilous duties he required of them, though well aware of
the cruelties they would suffer if taken prisoner. Even enemy
Afridis told him they had no desire to fight the British or
to attack the Khyber; but they dared not disobey the
Mullahs who came down in force determined on a Jehad.

Finally, when defeat was admitted, when old men of the
tribe lamented the wanton destruction of their homesteads
and valleys, Warburton spoke to them in sympathy, explain-
ing that it was out of his power to help them.

And they, answered with tears in their eyes, ‘ Never mind,
Sahib, whatever happens, we are earnestly praying that
you may not be injured in this campaign.” A more human
tribute he could hardly have desired, disheartened as he was
by his own acute sense of failure to avert a calamity that was
almost more than he could bear.

The official reward of a knighthood for his services could
do little to ease the bitter knowledge that he might have
averted all had he only been sent for in time. To the question
* Why not ? ’ no answer has ever been forthcoming.

The end of that preventable campaign marked also the
end of Warburton’s Indian service. His thirty-seven years
had been most of them spent on the Border ; many of them
years of lonely exile, before the motor-car banished isolation ;
years of endless difficulty and depressing influences, not least.
the unaccountable and often unfair treatment he endured
from the Punjab authorities of that day. From the Simla
Government came ultimate recognition, in the form of his
knighthood, of all he had achieved through his personal
influence and contact with those least amenable of human
beings, the tribes of the Khyber Pass. Among them his
name and fame have been passed on from father to son.

How much he owed to his Afghan heritage has been clearly
shown. It may safely be said that few purely British officers



122 A HUNDRED YEARS OF THE KHYBER PASS

of his period would have been content, as he was, to spend
eighteen years in the Khyber, with its climate of violent
extremes and the virtual banishment involved from social
station life ; minor drawbacks that are barely mentioned in
Sir Robert Warburton’s modest account of his stewardship.
But ‘ how well he fulfilled his trust is on official record and
will have its lasting place in the history of British rule in
India.’

Yet even before he left the country he had seen the major
part of his life-work needlessly and expensively undone.

At that time he had no thought of writing his own account
of those Khyber years. He was only moved to do so by a
suggestion from Edward VII., then Prince of Wales, to whom
the book was dedicated by special permission. He wrote it
simply as a record of his stewardship, not with any idea of
writing about himself. On his return home—saddened by
the shame of losing the Khyber and all it involved—he still
cherished a hope of further employment in England or India.
But it was not to be. An insidious disease that had troubled
him for years became intensified by the strenuous campaign
and the heartache it involved. He returned home only to
set down his testimony of personal service and—to die.

One who knew him has written, ‘ The loss of the Khyber
after so many years of faithful guardianship, preyed most
heavily upon his mind. It is no exaggeration to say that it
broke his heart.’

Among distinguished Border Political Officers there have
doubtless been many who stood higher, as such, than Sir
Robert Warburton. One need only name the famous pioneers
of the Lawrence period, Edwardes, Nicholson and others ;
or, more recently, men like Sir John Maffey, Sir Harold Deane
and Captain Cecil Down, of whom too little is known. Called
by the tribesmen ‘ King of the Tochi,” he was killed soon
after thirty, having already made his mark.

Warburton owed his pre-eminence largely to his peculiar
personal influence and his understanding of Pathans; but
mainly he is remembered for his unique achievement in
transforming the Khyber Pass from a wild No Man’s Land
to a normal highway of the utmost importance whether
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for peace or war; and, in the process, converting inimical
Afridis into a more or less friendly tribe, freely enlisting in
the Indian Army.

By the signal merit of accomplishing these changes without
military help or civil encouragement, except in a few personal
instances, he may justly be said to take high rank among
many of his kind who have unobtrusively done great things—
and remained unsung.
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2
KHYBER RAILWAY

! The power of a great purpose to . . . open the way, when theve seems
to be none, is a daily mirvacle.’—ANON.

1

THE Tirah Campaign which virtually closed the nineteenth
century also closed an era in the history of that curiously
fascinating region, the Khyber Pass. Its new era opened
promisingly with eleven years of peace: a boon conferred
on the Border by one of India’s most eminent Viceroys—
Lord Curzon.

Arriving in 1899, he found fifteen thousand regular troops
holding the Khyber Pass, the Tochi and even, in the utmost
north, Chitral. These he promptly reduced to four thousand,
by way of balancing the pendulum swing of ‘ backward’
and ‘ forward ’ policies. Obviously the complete occupation
of the whole trans-Border country would tie up too many
troops at a disproportionate cost. Yet complete evacuation
would be misread by Asiatics, unable to understand the
curious British habit of conquest followed by withdrawal.

Clearly the true solution was a middle course. Let the
tribes themselves be given a chance to keep order within
their own region, by the raising of tribal levies under British
officers—a form of mobile militia ; and behind the Irregulars
would remain the normal garrisons in the old Border
stations.

The success of his policy was ensured by the master-stroke
of creating a separate Frontier Province, transferred from
Punjab control to direct relations with the Simla Foreign
Office; and that in the teeth of strong disapproval from
many older Punjab civilians, who regarded the transfer as
an implicit slur on the finest Administration in India.
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For over fifty years the change had been talked of,
obstructed and pigeon-holed—the fate of most major changes
in India. Lord Lytton, a ‘ forward ’ Viceroy, had been the
only one since Dalhousie to revive the idea in one of the
ablest minutes on Frontier admi