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INTRODUCTION?

AMoNG the men who fought and bled in their country’s
service during the flood-tide of the Indian Mutiny, few
names shone with a steadier and more inspiring lustre
than that of William S. R. Hodson, the prince of scout-
ing officers, the bold and skilful leader of Hodson’s
Horse. From the middle of May to the close of Sep-
tember, 1857, the fame of his achievements rang daily
louder in the field force which Barnard led from Karnil
to the siege of Delhi. During the next six months he
contrived to add some new and noteworthy services to
a record already blazing with heroic deeds.

Dying as a brevet-major in the prime of his strenuous
manhood, he had already won for himself a proud place
on the honour-lists of our long island story. Hodson’s
claim to be remembered as a great soldier has never
been questioned even by the boldest assailants of his
moral rectitude or of his fitness for civil rule. It was
perhaps inevitable that a man of his mark and character
should repel at least as many as he attracted. Few
men, indeed, have had warmer friends or more per-
sistent enemies. But the latter included none of his
own household, and very few who could claim much

- personal knowledge of the man they misjudged.

In writing about Hodson, I have tried to steer an
even course between the Scylla of unqualified praise and
the Charybdis of undeserved censure. A careful study
of Reynell Taylor’s report,—the full text of which will
be found in the Appendix,—compared with the evidence
contained in some of Hodson’s own letters, and in the
statements volunteered by important witnesses, has

1 Original Preface to grst edition of rgor.
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viii Major W. Hodson

convinced me that nine-tenths of the stories current to
his discredit owe their prevalence and long vitality to a
widespread misconception of the causes which led to his
removal from the Guides. Of the remaining tenth it is
enough, I think, to say that they are either absurd
distortions of the truth or conclusions drawn from facts
about which opinions will always differ.

In this volume I have quoted liberally from the
letters published by the Rev. Prebendary George H.
Hodson in his excellent biography of his illustrious
brother. These letters are at once so characteristic of
the writer, so full of life and movement and many-sided
interests, so rich in terse and lively details of note-
worthy scenes, incidents, adventures, that I think no
adequate record of his romantic career could do without
them. In these letters one sees the man himself in all
his varied aspects and relations, from the frank, genial,
sympathetic son, brother, friend, and husband, to the
cool, clear-headed, resourceful soldier, always ready to
do, dare, or suffer greatly in the cause of manifest duty;
quick to take up with a light heart any task that good
fortune or the public need might offer to his hands, and
successful in winning the unbounded confidence and the
loving homage of his Indian troops. Happily for my
purpose, the Rev. G. H. Hodson himself invited me to
make free use of his brother’s published correspondence.
I venture to think that no intelligent reader will grumble
at my acceptance of an offer so generous, made by a
master in his own field of literary art.

For much of the new matter contained in this volume
my heartiest thanks are due to Miss Hodson, who
supplied me with a mass of papers bearing upon her
brother’s career. To Hodson’s old schoolfellow and life-
long friend, the Rev. F. A. Foster, I am indebted for
some pleasant reminiscences of his boyhood and for
several of the letters, now published for the first time.
Another of his earliest friends, Major-General Charles
Thomason, R.E., has favoured me with some happy
instances of Hodson’s bright, buoyant, engaging per-
sonality. To Hodson’s stepson, Major-General Reveley
Mitford, to Mr. W. S. Seton-Karr, and Mr. J. W. Sherer,
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C.S.I., my thanks are also due for some valuable addi-
tions to the new matter contained in this volume. The
usual references to printed documents will be found in

their proper places throughout the book.
s T o

The following is the list of other works by the same
author:—

East and West, and other poems, 1859; Studies in Biography,
1865; History of the British Empire in India from the appointment
of Lord Hardinge to the political extinction of the East India
Company, 1844-1862; A Sequel to Thornton’s History of India, 2
vols., 1866; History of India from the earliest times to the present
day, etc., 1874; revised and enlarged ed., 1899; Warren Hastings:
a biography, 1878; Lord Lawrence: a sketch of his public career,
1880; History of India under Queen Victoria. From 1836 to 1880,
2 vols., 1886; William Taylor of Patna: a brief account of his
services, etc. (brief extracts from letters received from 1857 to 1884),
1887; Life of the Marquis of Dalhousie (Statesmen series), 1889;
Warren Hastings (Rulers of India series), 1890; Earl of Aackland
{Rulers of India series), 1893; The Life of John Nicholson, Soldier
and Administrator, 1897; oth edition, 1904; in Nelson’s Shilling
Library, 1908; A Leader of Light Horse: Life of Hodson of Hodson’s
Horse, 1901; The Bayard of India: A Life of General Sir James
Outram, Bart., 1903.

TrANsLATIONS: |- Michelet’s La Sorciére, 1863; J. J. L. Blanc's
Lettres sur I’Angleterre, 2nd series, 1867.

Editor of Allew's Indian Masl from 1867-1878, and contributor
to various journals and magazines,



CHAP.
1

CONTENTS

. BIRTH AND PARENTAGE—EARLY TRAINING—ScHOOL

II.
IIL
IV.
V.
VI
VIIL.
VIIIL
IX.

XI.
XI
XIIL

-

XIV.
Xv.
XVI.
XVIIL
XVIIIL
XIX.
XX.
XXI.

Lire ar Ruesy . 5 o o . .
FroM CAMBRIDGE TO GUERNSEY AND TORQUAY .
THE FIrsT S1IKH WAR o 0 o o .
FroM SABATHU TO KAsHMIR o o o
“ FResa Woops aND PasTures New o o
THE OUTBREAK AT MULTAN, AND AFTER .

Tueg SECOND SikH WAR o o o o
FroM SoLDIER TO CIVILIAN o 0 .
FroM Kasamir 1o KussowLie . o . .
MARRIAGE AND PROMOTION TO THE COMMAND OF THE

Guipes s o o o . . .
U~pER A CrLoUD . o o o o .
WAITING FOR BETTER TIMES o . . .

THE GREAT MUTINY—FIRST WEEKS OF THE SIEGE OF
DELHI . o . 5 . e .

THE SIEGE OF DELHI . 5 . . a
BEFORE DELHI . . . . . .
THE STORMING OF DELHI . o o .
FroM Dernr to UmBALA . o o o o
FroM UMBALA TO FATHIGARH . o ° o

FroM FATHIGARH TO CAWNPORE . o 5 oc

LAST SCENE OF ALL . o o o
CoNcLUSION o o o o o d .
APPENDIX . B . o o S
INDEX . B 0 o o

97
114
129

143
163

257



TO
LILY WARING TROTTER,

THIS BOOK, WHICH, BUT FOR HER ACTIVE AND
PATIENT COLLABORATION, COULD NOT HAVE
BEEN WRITTEN, IS DEDICATED BY

HER GRATEFUL FATHER

xi






MAJOR W. HODSON

CHAPTER I

BIRTH AND PARENTAGE—EARLY TRAINING—SCHOOL LIFE
AT RUGBY. 1821-1840

WiLriam STEPHEN Raikes HobpsoN, the subject of this
memoir, was born on the 19th of March 1821 at Maisemore
Court, 1n a village near the Severn, about two miles to
the north of Gloucester. In a family of eight children,
he was the third son of the Rev. George Hodson, after-
wards Archdeacon of Stafford and Canon of Lichfield, who
was then residing at Maisemore Court in order to be near
the Bishop of Gloucester, to whom he was chaplain, and
taking private pupils. The Rev. George Hodson’s mother,
Miss Hewitt, was sister-in-law to Archdeacon Paley, the
well-known author of Evidences of Christianity.

William Hodson’s father came of a family which had
long been settled in the north of England. The father
himself had entered Trinity College, Cambridge, where he
took his degree in 1810 as seventh Wrangler and second
Chancellor’s Medallist. He was shortly afterwards elected
as Fellow and Tutor of Magdalen College. He married
Mary Stephen, niece of James Stephen, the eminent
Master in Chancery, the friend of Wilberforce and
Macaulay, and the head of a family conspicuous through-

out the century at the Bar, on the Bench, in Council,
and in various fields of hterary achievement.

Young Master Willie was blessed with a bright and
joyous nature and an affectionate disposition, which en-
deared him not only to his own family but to all around
him of whatever degree. ““That which characterised
him most writes his elder brother, the Rev. George H.
Hodson, “was his quickness of observation and his in-

A



2 Major W. Hodson

terest in everything going on about him. By living with
his eyes and ears open, and never suffering anything to
escape his notice, he acquired a stock of practical know-
ledge which he turned to good account in his after-life.” 1
With his frank blue eyes, shapely features, his yellow
hair and slim well-knit figure, he must have been a
beautiful as well as a charming boy. No wonder that, in
the words of Miss Sibella Hodson, * his father was wrapped
up in him, and we all thought him fascinating.” If his
manner as a boy towards other boys was sometimes rough
and masterful, he had ever a soft place in his heart for
girls and women. His mother, at any rate, was not
afraid to entrust him at need with the sole companionship
of her youngest daughter, a trust which he never.failed
tenderly and loyally to fulfil.

“He was always,” writes Miss Hodson, “ very neat
and tidy in his dress and appearance, and he was very
handy. His handwriting, too, was always clear and
beautiful; never a blot or erasure, even in the stress of
active service. . . . Owing to the severe headaches
from which he suffered, and which made study often hard
work for him, and kept him at times from school, I used
to be his playfellow,” an arrangement which she never
found cause to regret, even when her playmate insisted
on teaching her the broadsword exercise.

During William’s early boyhood his studies, on account
of the headaches aforesaid, were pursued at home under
the direction of his excellent father, except for the short
period when the Rev. E. Harland acted as his private
tutor. “ Home life, however,” says Mr. George H.
Hodson, “had not prevented him from growing up an
active high-spirited boy, full of life and energy.” Nor
had his peculiar ailments prevented his nimble intellect
from imbibing a fair amount of such knowledge as boys
of his age are expected to acquire. Whatever else the
boy of fourteen may have failed to learn, he had at least
received the spiritual training of a nature nutrita faustis
sub penetralibus—a nature fed upon the best traditions of
a pure English home.

1 Hodson of Hodson's Horse. By the Rev. George H. Hodson,
M.A,, etc. Revised edition. 1889.



Early Training 3

In the early part of 1837 young Hodson was sent to
school at Rugby, then famous for the reforming rule of
its headmaster, the wise and learned Dr. Arnold, whose
name has long been a household word with all readers of
Tom Brown’s School-days, and the Life by Dean Stanley.
And here I cannot do better than quote the following
pertinent memoranda which have been kindly furnished
me by Hodson’s schoolfellow, Mr. W. S. Seton-Karr,
sometime judge in the High Court of Calcutta, and after-
wards Foreign Secretary to the Government of India in
1868-69:—

“ Hodson, when he came to Rugby, was older than any
of his contemporaries of that year; most of them were
of the age of twelve to fourteen. He was placed in the
Middle Fifth, and thus escaped fagging altogether and
passing through the Fifth Form and the ¢ Twenty,’ as it
was then termed, reached the Sixth Form under Arnold
during 1839 and 1840 Hodson was not a deep or brilliant
scholar, and he was no proficient in Latin verse, on which
Arnold, after some hesitation, had by that time begun
to set a high value, as may be seen in Dean Stanley’s
Biography. But he had read the best Greek and Latin
authors, and his construing was correct and even elegant;
while in general knowledge of the world he always struck
us as superior to the average of clever scholars of the same
age. He had a store of anecdotes about public men, the
universities, and their Dons; and we used to look to him
more than to other contemporaries for information and
enlightenment on matters beyond the reach and range of
average schoolboy life.

“ Hodson was no cricketer, and never even in the
Twenty-two; but he was an excellent runner, and led
the others at hare-and-hounds, or paper chases, which
came off at least once a-week in the winter and spring,
when the claims of football were not paramount. His
wind and endurance in the Crick and the Barby Hill runs
were often the admiration and envy of the school.

‘ Although athletics—with the exception of cricket,
football, and ‘ Bigside-leaping *—were not so extensively
practised, nor held in the same esteem, as they are at the
present day, Hodson was one of the committee for con-
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verting the island into a sort of gymnasium, with swings,
parallel bars, and other mechanical contrivances; and he
won great renown by winning a single wager which de-
pended on three distinct events:—

1. He was to run eight miles in the hour.

2. To run a mile in five minutes.

3. To pick up 100 stones, placed one yard apart, within

the hour.
If he failed in any one of these feats he was to forfeit his
stake. He accomplished them on the Tuesday, Thursday,
and Saturday, half-holidays, in one week.

“ I witnessed the performance on two occasions. The
eight miles were run on the Barby Road, and part
of the way against a cold head wind. He had some
minutes to spare, and did the eight miles with hardly a

ause.

P 1 was not present when he ran the mile, but I under-
stood that he was ten or fifteen seconds within time. On
the third occasion the stones were laid in the Close, along
the path which leads from the head-master’s garden to
what was then the Rev. C. A. Anstey’s. The event came
off after 3 P.M. ‘ calling over,’ before a crowd of boys, and
I distinctly remember our tutor, Bonamy Price, looking
on with wonder and approval. Hodson began by picking
up all the distant stones first; and occasionally took a
few between twenty and thirty yards from the starting-
point. He kept the half-dozen nearest to the starting-
point for the last, and picked them up rapidly, winning
his wager with several minutes to spare.

“ Doubtless, in the present day, the above record has
been beaten, and the same number of stones has been
picked up in three-quarters of an hour, and even less, by
those whom Dr. Arnold might have designated as fortemgue
Gyan, fortemgue Cloanthum. But Hodson’s feat, in the
’Thirties, was thought a great achievement.

“ Hodson was a good disciplinarian, and could keep the
fags in order. At the end of 1839 it happened that the
captain, or head of Cotton’s house, was unequal to the
task of ruling some rather overgrown fellows who were in
the Lower Forms. So, after due consultation, Arnold
resolved on transferring Hodson from Price’s to Cotton’s
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house with his master’s approval. The ¢ Doctor ’ always
set a value on physical strength and determination as
useful adjuncts to scholarship, and he was well aware of
the importance of ¢ muscular Christianity ’ in its proper
place, n support of brains. Hodson’s friends and col-
leagues at Price’s were sorry to lose him; but there was
no more trouble or turbulence at Cotton’s when Hodson
had cleared the way. I left Rugby at midsummer 1840,
while Hodson stayed till ¢ Lawrence Sheriff,’ or Founder’s
day, in October.”

The under-master with whom young Hodson first
resided was the Rev. Bonamy Price, who had been one
of Mr. Hodson’s pupils at Maisemore Court. Among
William Hodson’s younger schoolfellows was another boy,
who afterwards became a distinguished member of the
Indian Civil Service, Mr. John Walter Sherer, C.S.1., who
has favoured me with some pleasant reminiscences of his
former schoolfellow, which illustrates the subject of them
from another point of view:—

“1 was at Rugby with William, but did not at first
know him; he was two or three years older than myself,
for one thing. . . . The prepositor in my house (Powlett’s,
afterwards Cotton’s) was F. Gell (afterwards Bishop of
Madras), and when he went to Cambridge, Hodson was
induced to migrate to us. I being in a Form not above
fagging, became principal fag to Hodson, and had to clean
his study, make his coffee, and boil his eggs. Of course he
was in the Sixth, where it became an honour to have
studied under Arnold. Willie Hodson used to refer to his
pupilage with pride. But he was never really an Arnold
man—I mean as was Stanley (Dean of Westminster), Tom
Hughes, or Seton-Karr. He was rather an isolated boy;
for though a great athlete, he did not play much at cricket
or football, and was rather given to hare-and-hounds, long
runs in the country, jumps over hedges, and so on. Occa-
sionally he gave an exhibition in the Close (our ¢ playing-
field ) of picking up stones at distances within a certain
time. He went in for dumb-bells and other contrivances
for strengthening the figure, and he was a very powerful
well-shaped youth, Tall rather than otherwise, with a
fresh though rather pale face and yellow hair, and large
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dark-grey or dark-blue eyes, which were a little stern and
unforgiving in expression.

“He was always rather bothered with heat, and re-
quired water for his head; and quite early would be at
the pump half stripped and sousing his yellow locks. He
was not popular, perhaps—because, being fond of long
runs, he followed in a measure his own fancies. He was
known to be clever and fond of reading, but took no prizes.
As a fag’s master he was strict, but took his fag’s part, and
was not unreasonable.

“ We stayed on at Rugby till I ceased to be a fag and
came to know him as a friend; and after I left, and he had
gone to college, we met at times at Leamington.”

Another schoolfellow, Mr, Thomas Arnold, has also
written of William Hodson in his Passages from a Wander-
ing Life : * Hodson of Hodson’s Horse, who boarded at
Price’s house, was in the Sixth Form at the same time with
me. He had a remarkable face, his complexion being
smooth and brilliant as that of a girl, while his hair was
of a bright golden yellow. He was tall and well made,
and a first-rate runner: if I remember right he was re-
garded as the best runner in the school. His expansive
and impulsive nature won him many friends, and for my
own part I always liked him greatly. His faults were
arrogance, rashness, and a domineering temper; and if
one bears this in mind, it is easy to understand the errors
into which he fell in India.”

How far Hodson’s health interfered at times with his
regular school work may be gathered from a letter written
to his father by Dr. Arnold in December 1839: ““ My report
of your son’s progress has been completely deranged by the
state of his health, which not only hindered him from
doing anything at all at his examination, but prevented
him from doing his regular compositions during a great
part of the half year, and affected, I have no doubt, his
work generally. There was a peculiar inconvenience in
this, because as exercise was recommended to him strongly,
he took an active part in all the school amusements, so
that his health seemed to interfere with nothing but his
work; and though I have not the slightest doubt that the
case was really so,—that he could not read or compose,
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and that it did him good to play at football,—yet the
example to the school was very apt to be misunderstood,
and I think that you will agree with me that it would be
better for him not to return to Rugby till his health is
fully re-established. I say this, hoping most sincerely
that he may be well enough to return immediately after
the holidays; for what I saw of his conduct last half year
in one or two important instances pleased me much, and
I think that his character and influence would act more
and more beneficially on the school with every half year of
added age.”

On the strength of this letter young Hodson’s Christmas
holidays were extended into the spring of 1840. On his
return to Rugby he took up the post which Arnold had
already designed for him, in the house of a new master,
the Rev. G. E. Cotton, afterwards Bishop of Calcutta.
How loyally he discharged the duties of his new and some-
what trying office the following letter from Bishop Cotton
will show:—

‘““ May 18, 1858.

“You are aware that your brother was my pupil at
Rugby for a very short time. He was originally at Price’s
house, but at the beginning of 1840 I succeeded to a house
in which there were no prepositors. To remedy this want
Dr. Amold arranged, with Price’s consent, that your
brother should be transferred to my house, partly because
from my intimacy with you at Cambridge I had naturally
made his acquaintance, and partly because from his
energetic character and practical ability he was likely to
give efficient help to 2 new master beginning the manage-
ment of a house.

“ Unfortunately at the time that he ought to have
joined me he was taken ill, and did not return to Rugby
till a large portion of the half year was past, and as he left
it for Cambridge in the following October, my immediate
connection with him was brief. But it was long enough
to give abundant proof that Arnold’s choice had been a
wise one. I remember quite well that soon after he came
he made several sensible suggestions as to the arrange-
ments of the house, which after two months or more of
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freedom from the authority of the Sixth had probably
become somewhat anarchical. But the great point to be
noticed was, that though he immediately re-established
the shattered prestige of prepositorial power, he contrived
to make himself very popular with various classes of boys.
The younger boys found in him an efficient protector
against bullying. Those of a more literary turn (amongst
others one of the present Professors at Oxford) found in
him an agreeable and intelligent companion, and were
proud of being admitted to sit in his study and talk on
matters of intellectual interest. Those who were anxious
that their house should take a good position in the school
were glad to see a leading member of the Sixth Form at
its head, and helping it to rise to greater importance. The
Democrats got their master, and submitted with a good
grace to power which they could not resist, and which was
judiciously and moderately exercised. The régime was
wise, firm, and kind, and the house was happy and pros-
perous. In my private relations with him I always found
him very pleasant, and quite able to reconcile with real
tact his position as a private friend with his relation as
the highest pupil and head of the house to a young master
entering on his work. From all that I knew of him, both
at Rugby and afterwards, I was not surprised at the
courage and coolness which the T'mes compared to ‘the
spirit of a paladin of old.” I cannot say how much I
regret that I shall not be welcomed in India by the first
head of my dear old home at Rugby.”

In June 1840 Dr. Arnold writes again to Hodson’s
father to express his entire satisfaction with the good
results which had followed Hodson’s return to Rugby.
“1 sincerely hope,” he adds, “ that he will be able to
return to us again after the holidays.”

¢ Who does not remember,’ says a writer in the Book
of Rugby School, ‘the fair-haired, light-complexioned,
active man, whose running feats, whether in the open
fields or on the gravel walks of the Close, created such
marvel among his contemporaries? He has carried his
hare-and-hounds into his country’s service, and as com-
mandant of the gallant corps of Guides has displayed an
activity and courage on the wild frontier of the Punjab,
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the natural development of his early prowess at Crick
and Brownsover.” One of Hodson’s schoolfellows, the
future author of Tom Broww’s School-days, tells us how
at the first calling over he used to come in splashed and
hot, with his cheery, ¢ Old fellow! I've been to Brinklow
since dinner.” From the same writer we learn ¢ that as a
boy he wasnot remarkable for physical strength or courage,
and none of us would have foretold that he would become
one of the most daring and successful swordsmen in the
Indian army.’ 1

The sort of courage for which William Hodson was not
remarkable may be inferred from the following passage in
a letter addressed to me by another old Rugbeian, who
afterwards won his laurels in the Indian Civil Service.
“T recollect,” says my informant, * that some years ago,
when Tom Hughes, the author of Tom Brown’s School-days,
was staying with me here for a few days, we had a good
deal of talk about William Hodson, among other of our
contemporaries at Rugby. I then found that Tom Hughes,
like myself, had been a good deal surprised at the reputa-
tion which Hodson had achieved as a gallant and dashing
soldier. The impression which both of us had formed of
him as a schoolboy had not at all prepared us for the feats
which he accomplished in after-life. We could neither of
us call to mind having ever seen him in the thick of a
scrimmage at football. He was generally hovering outside
on these occasions, looking out probably for the chance of
running with the ball.”

It seems clear that Hodson’s courage was naturally cool
and circumspect—the courage, let us say, of Ulysses rather
than the headlong fury of Ajax or Achilles. Having no
great love of fighting for fighting’s sake, he never threw
himself into the rough-and-tumble of a football scrim-
mage; nor did his soul yearn for the joy of shedding or
losing blood in hard disfiguring duels with the clenched
fist.

From other accounts it appears that “ larky Prichard,” 2

2 Frasers Maganm, February 1859.
“He was called by us Prichard,” writes Mr. Seton-Karr,
kX because he came to Price’s after a boy named Prichard had just
left, who resembled Hodson only in the colour of his red hair.”
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as he was called, would lead the way in a game of hare-and-
hounds, “ with his nice easy stride, for he never had any
great pace,! though he could last for ever, and would get
back coolly and comfortably to ‘ Bons’ when the rear
hounds were toiling 2 mile behind.” It will be seen that
on the question of pace opinions appear to differ, but it is
certain at least that Hodson was endowed with marvellous
staying power.,

In some of his holiday rambles about the pretty Stafford-
shire village of Colwich, where his father was then vicar,
Hodson was accompanied by his friend and schoolfellow
Fred. Foster, afterwards the Rev. F. A. Foster, with whom
Hodson was to keep up an intimate correspondence during
his Indian career. On one of these occasions the two
young athletes set out on a three days’ walk in Stafford-
shire and Derbyshire.

“So far as my memory serves me,” writes Mr, Foster,
“we went to Matlock Bath, as we certainly did to Ash-
bourne and Dovedale. I well remember at the latter
place, as we came down a steep slope to our quarters for
the night, at the little inn, the Isaac Walton, we laughed
together at our many tumbles! Certainly God took
care of us, for on visiting the spot in the morning we
agreed that we should scarcely like to come down it in
broad daylight.

‘ One morning we missed our way, and found that we
had walked just twenty miles before breakfast. We asked
the waiter at the hotel what he could give us for our break-
fast. He mentioned a long list of various eatables, and I
was amused by Hodson quietly saying, ¢ Very well, bring
them all in.’

“Our longest walk, of quite fifty miles, was on a
Saturday, and about 11 .M. I said to Hodson, ‘I very
much fear your father,’ the Archdeacon of Stafford, with
whom I was staying, ‘ will sit up in his study till he sees
us, and we are within an hour of Sunday morning.” So
we agreed to run, and did so at full speed for the last six
miles, being in ca.pltal condition, and found when we

14 He could run at any rate one mile in five minutes,” says Mr.
Seton-Karr.



School Life at Rugby s

reached Colwich Vicarage that the good old archdeacom
was in his study awaiting our arrival.”

With this feat of youthful endurance the present chapter
may come to a fitting close. The evidence here collected
will serve at least to show what sort of character W. Hodson
left behind him when he quitted Rugby for Cambridge in
the autumn of 1840.



CHAPTER II

FROM CAMBRIDGE TO GUERNSEY AND TORQUAY.
1840-1845

I~ October 1840, William Hodson entered on his first term
of residence at Trinity College, Cambridge, where his
second brother, afterwards the Rev. George H. Hodson,
Fellow of Trinity and Vicar of Enfield, had taken his
degree a few months earlier. ‘ Here,” says the Rev.
G. H. Hodson, “ as might have been expected from his
previous habits, he took an active interest in boating and
other athletic amusements, while at the same time he by
no means neglected the more serious and intellectual
pursuits of the university. He had a very considerable
acquaintance with, and taste for, both classical and general
literature; but a constitutional tendency to headache very
much stood in the way of any close application to books,
and after he had taken his degree in 1844, was one strong
reason for his deciding on an active rather than a studious
life.”

The new undergraduate had for his tutor the Rev. J. W.
Blakesley, a Fellow of Trinity and afterwards Dean of
Lincoln, who was soon to make his mark among scholarly
English exponents of Greek and Latin classics. Writing
on March 31, 1841, to Hodson’s father, Mr. Blakesley takes
occasion to express “ the pleasure which I received from
hearing that, although not successful in his late contest
for the Bell Scholarship, he was among the very first of
the candidates, and produced a very strong impression
in his favour.

“From the opportunities I have had of forming a
]udgment as to his attainments, I feel that his friends will
be quite justified in expecting from him, should his health
(as I trust it will) hold, a distinguished university career;
and I have, moreover, no fear that in his case, as some-

' Hodson of Hodsow’s Horse.
12



Cambridge to Guernsey 13

times unfortunately happens, intellectual attainments wil}
be unaccompanied by moral habits.”

One of Hodson’s college friends was Mr. G. Chance,
afterwards a police magistrate in London, who has kindly
favoured me with a few reminiscences of Hodson’s life at
Cambridge.

“ It seems only a few years,” he writes, * since we were
at Cambridge together. He was a genial and excellent
companion, and beloved by his friends. He was a member
of the 2nd Trinity Boat Club, and pulled, I think, No. 3
in the first boat, of which I was stroke. He and I on one
occasion rowed a pair-oar match against his cousin William
Atkinson and the late Sir M. Thompson, chairman of the
Midland Railway Company, in which we won. He was
remarkable for his activity: some of us used to scour the
country, leaping gates and ditches, and in these feats of
agility he and F. Strickland, another Rugbeian, were pre-
eminent. I in common with every one else followed his
splendid achievements in India with admiration, and I
would have gladly welcomed him home had he been spared.

It was about this time that William Hodson became
acquainted with two boys, the sons of his father’s old pupil
James Thomason, who was already coming to the front
in the Civil Service of the East India Company. The
boys were spending their holidays under the archdeacon’s
hospitable roof at Colwich.

‘“And happy holidays they were,” writes General
Charles Thomason, the younger of the two sons. “It
was there in the early *Forties that I made the acquaint-
ance of William Hodson, who speedily raised himself to
the rank of hero in my boyish imagination. He was
always so cheery that no boy could have resisted him.

“ He enjoyed above all things coaching me up in glean-
ings from Pickwick, which at his call I occasionally recited
to an admiring audience. ‘Away with melancholy, as
the little boy said when his schoolmistress died,” was a
favourite one, and knowing him as well in after-years as
I did, I often thought of ‘ away with melancholy ’ as his
natural motto. It was in the Mutiny days that we were
destined to meet again.” !

1 MS. Reminiscences by General C. Thomason.
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It appears that during his residence at Cambridge
Hodson had at one time thought of studying for the Bar.
But the state of his health conspired with his earlier pre-
dilections to turn his thoughts into less pacific channels.
A cadetship in the East India Company’s service offered
many attractions to young men of soldierly instincts and
moderate wealth. It meant, for one thing, a sure provision
for life, with the prospect of liberal rewards for tried
capacity in various fields. There was, of course, a fixed
age-limit to all such appointments, and that limit Hodson
had nearly overstepped when he took his B.A. degree in
the spring of 1844. He might still, however, attain his
heart’s desire by passing through the doorway of a militia
regiment.

Through the timely intervention of Lord de Saumarez
his friends obtained for him a commission in the Guernsey
Militia from General Sir William Napier, then Lieutenant-
Governor of Guernsey. ““From the first,” writes Mr. G. H.
Hodson, “he felt that the profession of a soldier was
one that required to be studied, and took every oppor-
tunity of mastering its principles.” To that end, indeed,
he could hardly have studied under a worthier teacher than
the great historian of the Peninsular War.

On leaving Guernsey in the winter of 1844 Hodson
took with him the following testimonial from Sir William
Napier: ‘I not only consider you fit to hold a commission
in any service, but I think you will be an acquisition to
any service. Your education, your ability, your zeal to
make yourself acquainted with military matters, gave me
the greatest satisfaction during your service in the militia,
and I heartily wish you success in your present applica-
tion.” General Napier also gave the young soldier a
commendatory letter to his brother Sir Charles, who was
now strenuously governing the province which his arms
had lately wrested from the Amirs of Sind.! How little
use Hodson made of this letter we shall see by-and-by.

On his return to England Hodson duly presented himself
at the old India House in Leadenhall Street to take the

1 The victories of Mi4ni and Haidarabad in 1843 had settled the
fate of Sind, and Sir Charles Napier became governor of the province
which he had virtually conquered.
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oath of allegiance to his new masters, and see himself
enrolled as a cadet of infantry on the Bengal establish-
ment. This cadetship he had just obtained through the
good offices of his father’s friend, Sir Robert Inglis, who
gave young Hodson the preference over a younger candi-
date nearly related to himself. ¢ The fact,” he wrote,
““that my cousin was sixteen, and that your son was
twenty-three, decided me; the one could wait, the other
could not; and now that we have had the great gratifica-
tion of seeing your son, I am more than ever satisfied.
Lady Inglis and myself concur in thinking most favourably
of his appearance and manner, and augur all things good
in reference to his future life.”

He then hastened to join his family at Torquay, whither
they had gone for a time on account of his mother’s
failing health. After some happy weeks spent among his
own people, amidst the wooded hills and green pastures
that border the white beaches and blue seas of South
Devon, he proceeded in company with his brother George
to Southampton, where he embarked on board the Seringa-
patam, the ship that was to bear him round the Cape, to
the scene of his future achievements and early death.



CHAPTER III
THE FIRST SIKH WAR. 1845-1846

AFTER a somewhat stormy voyage of about three months,
remarkable chiefly for the death of his favourite little dog,!
and utilised by himself in the reading of many books and
gaining some little knowledge of Hindustani, William
Hodson landed at Calcutta on August 20, 1845. At
Madras a few weeks earlier he had been kindly received
by the governor and his family, with whom he spent some
pleasant days, in spite of the weather and a touch of illness.
‘It is hot enough, certainly,” he writes home; * but this
house is delightful, and the people very kind. Their
house being full, I sleep in a large tent pitched on the
lawn or compound outside, which is both pleasant and
cool.” He was “ much disappointed with the natives. I
fancied them a much finer race. At a distance they are
picturesque enough, but they are not contrived for a near
view.”

The climate of Calcutta he found “ very trying: hot
rains and close stifling weather, which reduces one’s
strength terribly.” Sir Lawrence Peel, Archdeacon
Dealtry, John Peter Grant, Frederick Currie, and Sir
Herbert Maddock were among the acquaintances whom
he then made. Two happy days of September were spent
by him at Garden Reach, in the house of his new friend
Sir Lawrence Peel, then Chief Justice of Bengal. Hodson
justly speaks of him as “a thoroughly nice agreeable
man,” and feels ““ quite a different animal after two days
spent in comfort and comparative freedom from heat.”

After three weeks spent in the city of palaces Hodson
began his voyage by steamer up the country towards Agra,
then the capital of the North-West Provinces. Here on

1The poor little creature had been shut up during a gale, and
afterwards fell into convulsions from excess of joy at seeing its
master again.
16
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October 18 he became the guest of the Lieutenant-
Governor, James Thomason, an old family friend and
connection, “ who from that time to his death,” says
Mr. George H. Hodson, “treated him with as much
affection, and took as deep an interest in his career, as
if he had been his own son.”

At this time Sir Henry Hardinge was Governor-General
of India, and Sir Hugh Gough, the conqueror of the
Gwalior Marithas, was his Commander-in-Chief. The
clouds were even then lowering along the Satlaj, and
troops were preparing to march from various stations
towards the point of possible danger. Before leaving
Calcutta Ensign Hodson had been appointed to do duty
with the 2nd Bengal Grenadiers, a native regiment which
was presently to form part of the Governor-General’s
escort from Agra to Ferozepore. * Nothing,” he writes,
“ was ever so kind as Mr. Thomason has been. . . . He
is certainly a most delightful man, and his affectionate
manner to me is quite touching. He has just given me
a horse for the march, and seems bent on making me
comfortable.” On November 2, he left Thomason’s
hospitable roof, to become ere long an actor in one of the
bloodiest wars recorded in Indian history.

In spite of the delay caused by a sudden attack of fever
and dysentery, he gained the headquarters’ camp near
Delhi on the morning of the 7th. His first experiences of
a cold-weather march with troops in Northern India are
described so vividly in one of his own letters that no excuse
is needed for reproducing the description here:—

“ Soon after 4 A.M. a bugle sounds the révesllé, and the
whole mass is astir at once. The smoke of the evening
fires has by this time blown away, and everything stands
out clear and defined in the bright moonlight. The
sepoys, too, bring the straw from their tents, and make
fires to warm their black faces on all sides; and the groups
of swarthy redcoats stooping over the blaze, with a white
background of canvas, and the dark clear sky behind all,
produce a most picturesque effect as one turns out into
the cold. Then the multitudes of camels, horses, and
elephants, in all imaginable groups and positions, the
groans and cries of the former as they stoop and kneel

B
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for their burdens, the neighing of hundreds of horses
mingling with the shouts of the innumerable servants and
their masters’ calls, the bleating of sheep and goats, and,
louder than all, the shrill screams of the Hindoo women,
almost bewilder one’s senses as one treads one’s way
through the canvas streets and squares to the place where
the regiment assembles outside the camp.

““ A second bugle sounds ‘the assembly.” There is a
blaze of torches from the Governor’s tents; his palanquin
carriage, drawn by four mules and escorted by jingling
troopers, trots to the front. The artillery thunder forth
the morning gun as a signal that the great man is gone,
the guns rattle by, the cavalry push on after them, and
then at length our band strikes up. ‘Forward’ is the
word, and the red (and black) column moves along, by
this time as completely obscured by the dense clouds of
dust as though they were in London during a November
fog. We are not expected to remain with our men, but
mount at once and ride in a cluster before the band, or
ride on a quarter of a mile or so in twos and threes, com-
plaining of the laziness of the great man’s people and of
the dust and cold, as if we were the most ill-used of her
Majesty’s subjects. As soon as we’re off the ground, and
the road pretty clear, I dismount and walk the first eight
miles or so, this being the time to recover one’s powers of
locomotion. The cold is really very great, especially in
the hour before sunrise—generally about one and a half
or two hours after we start. It soon gets warm enough
to make one glad to ride again, and by the time the march
is over, and the white city is in sight, the heat is very
great, though now diminishing daily. It is a sudden
change of temperature, truly, from near freezing at start-
ing to 9o° or 100° at arriving; and it is this, I think, which
makes us feel the heat so much in this climate. In the
daytime we get on very well, the heat seldom exceeding
86°, and often not more than 84° and 82° in tents. It
sounds hot, but a house or tent at 84° is tolerably en-
durable, especially if there is a breeze. My tent is twelve
feet square inside, and contains a low pallet-bed, a table,
chair, two camel trunks, and brass basin for washing. I
will get a sketch of the camp to send you.
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“ Nov. 18—This nomad life is agreeable in many
respects, and very healthy, and one sees a great deal of
the country; but it destroys time rather, as the march is
not over generally till half-past nine or ten, and then
breakfast, a most eagerly desired composition, and dress-
ing afterwards, do not leave much of the day before the
cool evening comes for exercise, or sight-seeing and
dining, and by nine most of us are in bed or near it.”

By December 2, the Governor-General had pitched his
camp near Umbila, where a large portion of Gough’s
army was already mustering for its march towards the
frontier: Hodson got leave to ride on and see the troops
assemble to greet the Governor-General. ‘I never saw,”
he wrote, “ so splendid a sight: 12,000 of the finest troops
were drawn up In one line, and as I rode slowly along the
whole front, I had an excellent opportunity of examining
the varied materials of an Indian army. First were the
English Horse Artillery, then the dashing dragoons of the
3rd Queen’s, most splendidly mounted and appointed;
then came the stern determined-looking British footmen
side by side with their tall and swarthy brethren from
the Ganges and Jumna—the Hindoo, the Mussulman, and
the white man, all obeying the same word and acknow-
ledging the same common tie; next to these a large brigade
of guns, with a mixture of all colours and creeds; then
more regiments of foot, the whole closed up by the
regiments of native cavalry; the quiet-looking and
English -dressed Hindoo troopers strangely contrasted
with the wild irregulars in all the fanciful uxn-uniformity
of their native costume: yet these last are the men I
fancy for service. Altogether, it was a most interesting
sight, either to the historian or soldier, especially as one
remembered that these were no men of parade, but
assembled here to be poured across the Satlaj at a word.”

After the death of Ranjit Singh, the Lion of the Punjdb,
in 1839, the kingdom he had founded by force or fraud
between the Sulaiman Hills and the Satlaj speedily became
a prey to all the evils that spring from incapable rulers
and a disciplined soldiery conscious of its own strength,
and bound together by the heritage of a common creed.
The Sikh army of the Khalsa, or * Chosen,” combined the
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religious fervour of Cromwell’s Ironsides with the military
pride and restlessness of Roman pretorians or Turkish
janissaries. This army had become a terror to their
nominal masters at Lahore, who made a show of govern-
ing the Punjib on behalf of its child sovereign, Dhulip
Singh.

'Ighousands of these soldiers were encamped round
Lahore, clamouring for the pay which a needy and thrift-
less government was quite unable to grant them. If the
whole Sikh army would only march across the Satlaj, they
might count on getting all they wanted from the plundered
cittes of Hindustan.

Such was the bait held out to these sturdy rioters by
some of the leading spirits in the Lahore Darbir, or
Council of State, who hoped thus to rid themselves of a
formidable nuisance, and at the same time to maintain a
secret understanding with the Government of India. In
due time the bait took. On December 11, a great Sikh
army, well equipped with guns, began crossing the Satlaj
not far from Ferozepore.

On December 15, the 2nd Grenadiers joined the main
army which Gough was leading from Umbéla, by forced
marches towards the Satlaj. ‘“On the 17th,” writes
Hodson to his father, ‘“ we had a march of thirty miles,
in the daytime too, with scanty food. On the 18th, after
a fasting march of twenty-five miles, we were summoned,
at half-past four in the afternoon, to battle, which lasted
till long after dark.” This was the battle of Mudki, the
first of those fights which taught us to respect the prowess
of our Sikh foes, and to admire the stubborn courage with
which they fought their guns. Hodson’s regiment formed
part of Gilbert’s division. * Almost the first shot which
greeted our regiment ” (continues Hodson), “ killed the
man standing by my side, and instantly afterwards I was
staggered by a ball from a frightened sepoy behind me
grazing my cheek and blackening my face with the powder,
so close was it to my head! We were within twenty, and
at times ten, yards of three guns blazing grape into us;
and, worse than all, the bushes with which the whole
ground was covered were filled with marksmen, who,
unseen by us, could pick us off at pleasure. No efforts
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could bring the sepoys forward, or half the loss might have
been spared had they rushed on with the bayonet. We
had three officers wounded out of our small party, and
lost many of the men. We were bivouacked on the cold
ground that night, and remained under arms the whole
of the following day.”

Three days later began at Firozshah the long, fierce,
and changeful struggle on which for nearly two days the
fate of India may be said to have hung. Around the
village of Firozshah the Sikhs had for some days been
intrenching themselves in a kind of oblong square a mile
long by half a mile deep. More than a hundred guns,
light and heavy, defended a position held by about
35,000 men, of whom 10,000 were horse. Gough’s army,
strengthened betimes by General Littler’s contingent
from Ferozepore, numbered about 17,500 men supported
by sixty-nine light field-guns. It was against the longest
face of the Sikh camp that our troops were led on the
afternoon of December 21, over flat and open ground
dotted here and there by patches of low jungle.

““ On the evening of the 21st, as we rushed towards the
guns,” writes Hodson to his father, “in the most dense
dust and smoke, and under an unprecedented fire of grape,
our sepoys again gave way and broke. It was a fearful
crisis, but the bravery of the English regiments saved us.
The colonel (Hamilton), the greater part of my brother
officers, and myself were left with the colours and about
thirty men immediately in front of the batteries! Our
escape is most providential, and is, I trust, thankfully
acknowledged by us. A ball—from a shell, I fancy—
struck my leg below the knee, but happily spared the
bone, and only inflicted a flesh wound. I was also knocked
down fwice—once by a shell bursting so close to me as
to kill the men behind me, and once by the explosion of
a magazine or mine. I am most thankful, indeed, for
my escape from death or maiming.”

How the night of the 21st was spent by our tired and
famishing soldiers Hodson himself shall tell us. His own
regiment was bivouacking beside the Queen’s 8oth Foot,
an old Staffordshire regiment, whose ranks still contain
many men from that county. It is a splendid corps,”
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says Hodson, “ well-behaved in cantonments, and first-
rate in action. I lay between them and the 1st European
Bengal Fusiliers [his future regiment] on the night of the
21st of December, when Lord Hardinge called out, ‘ 8oth!
that gun must be silenced.”” It was a heavy Sikh gun,
which was playing havoc with the troops of Gilbert’s
division, and the 1st Europeans were ordered to support
their comrades of the 8oth. “ They jumped up, formed
into line, and advanced through the black darkness
silently and firmly: gradually we lost the sound of their
tread, and anxiously listened for the slightest intimation
of their progress. All was still for five minutes, while they
gradually gained the front of the battery whose fire had
caused us so much loss. Suddenly we heard a dropping
fire, a blaze of the Sikh cannon followed, then a thrilling
cheer from the 8oth, accompanied by a rattling and
murderous volley, as they sprang upon the battery and
spiked the monster gun. In a few more minutes they
moved back quietly, and lay down as before in the cold
sand; but they had left forty-five of their number, and
two captains, to mark the scene of their exploit by their
graves.”

Soon after daybreak of the 22nd, Gough and Hardinge
—for the latter had waived his right as Governor-General
to the chief command, and contented himself with leading
the left wing of the army of the Satlaj—formed up their
shattered troops for the work that still lay before them.
In the teeth of a brisk cannonade they drove the enemy
out of the village of Firozshah, and before noon were
masters of the whole intrenched camp. But their trials
were not yet over, for presently Tej Singh was seen in
the distance leading an army, reckoned at 20,000 men and
sixty guns. Our fainting troops nerved themselves for
one supreme effort, and the cavalry were sent forward
from both flanks. Our guns were useless for want of
ammunition. But the Sikh leader, for reasons best known
to himself, declined the challenge, and speedily withdrew
towards the Satlaj. The victory was ours at last, but
dearly purchased with the loss of more than 2400 men,
of whom nearly 700 died on the field.

On the night of the 24th our weary troops marched on
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to Sultanpur, about five miles from the scene of that
terrible carnage.  Here,” says Hodson, “we got some
food, and into our beds, after four days and nights on
the ground, alternately tried with heat and cold, now
most severe at night, and nothing but an occasional
mouthful of black native bread. I think, during the
four days, all I had to eat would not compose half a
home breakfast-loaf, and for a day and night we had
not even water: when we did get water, after driving the
enemy from their camp, it was found to have been spoilt
with gunpowder! It was like eating Leamington water,
but our thirst was too great to stick at trifles.” *

From the same place he writes on December 26: “ We
are resting here comfortably again in our tents, and had
a turkey for our Christmas dinner last night. The rest
is most grateful. We had only nine hours in bed out of
five nights, and then the next four were on the ground.
So you see I have come in for the realities of a soldier’s
life pretty early in my career; and since I am spared,
it is doubtless a great thing for me in every way. There
never has been anything like it in India, and it is not
often that an action anywhere has lasted thirty-six hours
asoursdid. It is called a succession of three engagements,
but the firing never ceased for a quarter of an hour.
Infantry attacking guns was the order of the day, and
the loss occasioned by such a desperate resort was fearful.

‘ How different,” he continues, ““ your Christmas week
will have been from mine! This time last year I was
quietly staying at Bisham, and now sleeping on the banks
of the Satlaj, with a sea of tents around me for miles and
miles! The last few days seem a year, and I can scarcely
believe that I have only been four months in India, and
only two with my regiment.”

11In one of his letters to Mr. Thomason he says: * I have unfor-
tunately been ill ever since we moved from the scene of the action of
the 21st and 22nd of December. All of us have been complaining
more or less, in consequence, it is supposed, of the horrible water we
found at Firozshah. If not actually poisoned it was at least
saturated with gunpowder, and there were animals found in the
wells. . . . I bhave been, however, confined to my tent and bed
for eight or nine days with violent dysentery and general cold,
which has settled down into an obstinate cough. I am terribly
pulled down at present, but I trust before we again commence
work I may be fit to take my place.”
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About this time Hodson’s anxiety with regard to his
mother was greatly relieved by the accounts that reached
him of her improving health. “ The two last mails have
brought me letters from herself, which is the best possible
sign of increasing strength.” But the seeming improve-
ment was only a passing rally. About half a year later,
while Hodson was staying with his new friend and future
benefactor, Colonel Henry Lawrence, his heart was
saddened by news of his mother’s death. It was a
terrible blow to the son, who, in his own words, * had
up till the last moment never allowed himself to doubt
that he should see her again.” No one, he wrote to his
sister, ‘“ can understand the intenseness of hope until
they have been separated, as I have, from every one dear
to them. . . . Even my father’s last letters, which I now
wonder did not alarm me at the time, had failed to convey
conviction to my mind.” The blow seemed all the harder
to bear, as it fell upon him while he was staying at Simla
““in a house full of people,” from whom he had to conceal
his grief.

During the first weeks of 1846, while Gough was await-
ing fresh reinforcements with the heavy guns from Delhi,
the Sikhs lay idle on their own side of the Satlaj. At
length, towards the end of January, a strong Sikh force,
under Ranjor Singh, recrossed the river and threatened
Ludidna. On January 28, the victory of Aliwil, skilfully
won by Sir Harry Smith, sent the enemy flying back
across the Satlaj with the loss of fifty-six guns, and relieved
our frontier posts from all present danger. Meanwhile
a great Sikh army was busily intrenching itself on both
sides of the Satlaj about Sobraon and Hariki, and in
the very face of the line held by Gough.

When the 2nd Grenadiers were ordered off to a post
some miles in the rear of Gough’s army, its place in the
front was taken by another sepoy regiment, the 16th
Grenadiers, who had formed part of Nott’s “splendid
infantry ” at Kandahar during the first Afghan war.
Into this regiment Ensign Hodson was allowed to ex-
change, “ not liking the notion of returning to the rear
while an enemy was in front.” He joined his new
regiment on the evening of February 9. He was just in
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time to share in the hard fighting and the decisive victory
of Sobraon, which, on February 10, closed the first Sikh
war. ““ About three in the morning,” writes Hodson to
his father, “ we advanced towards the Sikh intrench-
ments along the river’s bank. Our guns and ammunition
had all come up a day or two before, and during the night
were placed in position to shell their camp. At day-
break seventeen heavy mortars and howitzers, rockets,
and heavy guns commenced a magnificent fire on their
position.”

For the first time in his Indian warfare the fiery old
commander-in-chief had allowed his splendid artillery to
try their worst upon the foe. At half-past eight he let
his infantry go. ¢ Sir R. Dick’s division on the right,
and ours (Gilbert’s) in front, covered by our fire from the
batteries. On we went as usual in the teeth of a dreadful
fire of guns and musketry, and after a desperate struggle
we got within their #iple and guadruple intrenchments,
and then their day of reckoning came indeed. Driven
from trench to trench, and surrounded on all sides, they
retired, fighting most bravely, to the river, into which
they were driven pell-mell, a tremendous fire of musketry
pouring on them from our bank, and the Horse Artillery
finishing their destruction with grape. The river is
literally choked with corpses, and their camp full of dead
and dying.”

Hodson himself “ had the pleasure of spiking two guns
which were turned on us. Once more I have escaped, I
am thankful to say, unhurt, except that a bullet took a
fancy to my little finger and cut the skin off the top of it
—a mere pin-scratch, though it spoilt a buckskin glove.
T am perfectly well: we cross in a day or two, but I fancy
have done with fighting.”

The fighting was over for that present. The Sikh army
was utterly broken: all their guns, sixty-seven in number,
a great many standards, and a camp full of warlike stores,
had fallen into our hands. A few days later the fortress
of Philér, on the right bank of the Satlaj, opposite
Ludiéna, surrendered without a shot to the troops of
Brigadier Wheeler. On February 13, Gough himself was
writing his despatches from Kassfir, and two days later,
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at the same place, the Sikh leaders were listening to the
terms on which alone they might secure the maintenance
of the Sikh rule at Lahore. On February 27, Hodson writes
to his sister from Lahore: “ On the 17th we crossed the
Satlaj, and are now encamped close to old Ranjit Singh’s
capital, without a shot having been fired on this side the
river! The war is over; sixty days have seen the over-
throw of the Sikh army, which, when that period com-
menced, marched from the spot on which the victors are
now encamped, with no fewer than 100,000 fighting men,
now

“ A broken and a routed host,
Their standards gone, their leaders lost.”

So ends the tale of the mightiest army, and the best
organised, which India has seen. . . . A campaign is a
wonderful dispeller of false notions and young imagina-
tions, and seems too stern a hint to be soon forgotten.”

1 The Sikh loss at Sobraon was reckoned at not less than 8ooo
killed and wounded, while Gough’s army, about 17,000 strong, lost
320 officers and men killed and 2063 wounded. Gilbert’s division
suffered heavily, losing 6 officers, 5 sergeants, and 109 men slain;
50 officers, 46 sergeants, 2 trumpeters, 685 privates wounded.



CHAPTER 1V
FROM SABATHU TO KASHMIR, 1846

A miLuioN and a half sterling was the fine which Sir
Henry, now soon to become Lord Hardinge, inflicted on
the Sikh Government for waging an unprovoked war with
its peaceful neighbour. But the Lahore Treasury could
not scrape together more than half a million. Gulab
Singh, Rajah of Jammu and a leading member of the
Lahore Darbdr, offered to pay over the remaining million
if Lord Hardinge would recognise him as sovereign ruler
of Kashmir, His offer was accepted as the easiest way
of replenishing the East India Company’s exchequer, and
of solving a rather knotty political problem. Out of the
rest of Ranjit Singh’s kingdom the Governor-General
reserved for his master’s own keeping the Jalandhar Doab,
the strip of country lying between the Satlaj and the
Biyas.

The intriguing mother of little Dhulip Singh retained
her place at the head of the Lahore Darbar with Lal
Singh for her Wazir. The old Khalsa army was to be
cut down to a third of its former strength, and a strong
British garrison under General Littler ensured for a time
the peace of the Sikh capital. Colonel Henry Lawrence,
who had been summoned from Nipal on the death of the
gallant Major Broadfoot, was selected for the post of
British Resident and general adviser at the Lahore Court.
Such were the measures by which Lord Hardinge hoped
to stave off for many years the final day of reckoning
between the Indian Government and the recognised rulers
of the Punjab.

When the Governor-General put his seal to the treaty
of March g, the hot weather was fast setting in, and most
of the troops composing the army of the Satlaj were
already hurrying back to their respective cantonments.
Hodson himself had once more exchanged into the 26th
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Sepoys, with whom he marched towards Umbéla. By
March 26, the last of the homeward-bound regiments had
recrossed the Satlaj by the noble bridge of boats which
our engineers had got ready. The sight of the regiments,
mostly European, filing across the bridge, struck Hodson
with keen admiration of the dusty, travel-stained, war-
worn remnants of the troops who had fought so doggedly
at Firozshah and Sobraon. ‘ With that cool firm air of
determination which is the most marked characteristic
of English soldiers, regiment after regiment passed on,
cavalry, artillery, and infantry in succession, their bands
playing quick steps and national tunes as each stepped
upon the bridge. . . . As each regiment moved up on this
side the river, our fine old chief addressed a few words of
congratulation and praise to each; they pushed on to
their tents, and a genuine English cheer, caught up and
repeated from corps to corps and a thundering salute
from the artillery, proclaimed the final dispersion, and
bade an appropriate farewell to the army of the Satlaj.”
Writing to his dear friend, Mr. F. A. Foster, on March
30, Hodson describes his own experiences of the long,
hot, dusty march towards Umbéla: “ Be it known to all
stayers at home that writing a letter is a very serious
business, indeed, to dwellers in tents; for besides the usual
interruptions caused by duty and marching, and the more
public sort of existence one leads in camp, one is exposed
to every vicissitude of heat and cold and wind, as 1f one
were sitting under an umbrella almost. I don’t speak
of the magnificent houses of commanders-in-chief and
governor-generals, but of such small tents as befit sub-
alterns, captains, and Sir Charles Napier! He is content
with the same accommodation as I am, but then he really
is a great man as well as a great soldier, not a little one
made big by fortune. . . . But the dust! No one who has
not been in the sandy plains of Upper India can conceive
what a windy day brings with it. Iam wrong in calling it
sand ; it is fine alluvial soil pulverised by the heat so
finely that it is impalpable to the touch, lying ankle-deep
for miles and miles of country. You may guess how this
rises with the tramp of so many thousands of men and
horses, and fills the air so densely that one can hardly
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breathe, and one’s eyes become blinded with accumulated
filth, and the eyelashes thickened and clotted with our
mother earth. On a windy day this rushes into one’s
tent and covers everything with a blanket of earth as
effectually as snow does the country at home, When the
said wind becomes a kot one, as it is rapidly doing by this
time of year, the nuisance is terribly aggravated, and tents
become almost unbearable—I might say gquite, but that
they must be borne. However, we have had great luck
in the weather ever since I became a nomad and a denizen
of tents; and it has so many attractions that I like it
very well, especially when anything is going on: now,
however, when merely marching home, and at this season
of the year, it is getting disagreeable. We march at three
in the morning to get to our new ground before the heat
of the day begins; but I imagine the thermometer is
about ¢8° or from that to 105° in tents even now, and it
is cool for the time of year!”

In the same letter Hodson treats his friend to some
outspoken criticisms on the course of the late campaign:—

‘ England, I see, is ringing with the deeds of the ‘ army
of the Satlaj.” How would it not be roused from one end
to the other were the whole truth known! Were the
tissue of mismanagement, blunders, errors, ignorance,
and arrogance displayed during the short but glorious
campaign exposed, the indignation excited by it would,
I trust, be the beginning of a new era for India. The
despatches are most disgraceful. The most unblushing
falsehoods are put forth, both as to facts, figures, and
individuals, with a coolness worthy of Napoleon. I have
little hopes, however, of any improvement. Success—
ultimate success—throws its cloak of charity over un-
numbered errors, and in a few months it will be forgotten
that 100 English gentlemen, some thousands of brave
‘soldiers, have died to retrieve their generals’ errors. The
one great fact should be known from end to end of the
land, that on the 21st of December 1845 an Anglo-Indian
army was repulsed, if not beaten, by an inferior force in
point of numbers and skill, and undoubtedly inferior to
English soldiers in courage, though immensely superior
in artillery, and in knowledge of the ground, and in
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generalship! Will it be believed that a large proportion,
if not the greater part, of our loss was caused by our own
regiments being so badly handled that they fired upon
one another incessantly! My own regiment received a
volley from behind as we advanced; the 1st Europeans
fell before our eyes in numbers by a volley from our own
45th Sepoys! ! Is not all this disgraceful and cruel to an
unparalleled degree!

It was near being a sad day for the Indian empire:
nothing but the cool determination of the soldiers not to
be beaten saved the day, and enabled them to resist, un-
supported by artillery, the two vigorous attacks made
upon us on the 22nd, after we had driven them from their
position at daybreak, by Tej Singh’s fresh troops and
admirably served artillery. I grant that the battle of
Sobraon on the roth of February was a splendid affair,
and well managed on the whole, though here again our
magnificent guns and mortars were comparatively useless
from want of ammunition! The despatches are pretty
truthful on this last affair, except in minor points. My
division, General Gilbert’s, had the pleasure and honour
of attacking the whole front of the formidable intrench-
ment lined by thirty-three regular regiments, and a
desperate struggle we had for it, and the loss in that part
of the affair was awful. But I must draw up short, and
try hereafter to give you some idea of ‘ my first campaign.’
I have been most mercifully preserved through the whole
of it. As you may have seen in the papers, I was wounded
at Firozshah by a shot in the leg, but it was of but little
consequence. In each of the other actions I was touched,
and yet I am alive and well, and in better health and
spirits than I have been for months, and I trust in some
things a better man. It is an excellent thing for one,
you may depend upon it, to be exposed to the fire of an
enemy, and a field of battle is a stern but truthful and
valuable monitor: may its lessons not be forgotten!”

By the 13th of April, the 26th Native Infantry had
reached Umbéla, on their way to Bareilly in Rohilkhand.
By this time Hodson had fondly hoped to see himself
transferred to the 1st European regiment, who had just
been styled Fusiliers for their distinguished services in
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the late campaign. “It is the finest regiment in India,”
he writes, ““ with white faces, too, and a very nice set
of officers. I have been brigaded with them all along.”

He had evidently had enough of soldiering with men
who could not be trusted to follow their white officers in
the hour of need. But the answer to his latest applica-
tion was so long in coming that the 26th Sepoys were
quietly cantoned among the groves of Bareilly before he
found himself posted to the regiment of his choice.

How poor an estimate William Hodson had in these
few months learned to form of the regular native army
of Bengal may be seen from the letter he wrote about this
time to his kind friend, James Thomason, at Agra: “In
discipline and subordination they seem to be lamentably
deficient, especially towards the native commissioned and
non-commissioned officers. On the march I have found
these last give me more trouble than the men even. My
brother officers say that I see an unfavourable specimen
in the 2nd, as regards discipline, owing to their frequent
service of late and the number of recruits; but I fear the
evil is very widespread. It may, no doubt, be traced
mainly to the want of European officers. This, however,
is an evil not likely to be removed on any large scale.
Meantime, unless some vigorous and radical improvements
take place, I think our position will be very uncertain,
and even alarming, in the event of extended hostilities.
You must really forgive my speaking so plainly, and
writing my own opinions so freely. You encouraged me
to do so when I was at Agra, if you remember, and I
value the privilege too highly as connected with the
greater one of receiving advice and counsel from you,
not to exercise it, even at the risk of your thinking me
presumptuous and hasty in my opinions.”*

It was about this time that Thomason himself, writing
to Hodson’s father, expressed his pleasure at William’s
evident success in winning the esteem and goodwill of
his brother officers. “ I had some little fear,” he adds,
“that his great superiority in age and attainments to
those of his own standing in the army might make him
the object of envy and disparagement. I felt that he had

1 Fraser's Magauine, for February 1859.
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no easy task before him, and that it would be difficult to
conduct himself with discretion and becoming humility
in such a position. He was quite aware of the difficulty
when we talked the matter over at Agra, and I am much
pleased to see the success which has attended his prudent
exertions.”

In May of this year, 1846, while the hot winds were
blowing their fiercest over the scorched plams below, the
1st Bengal Fusiliers were resting from war’s hardships in
the cool hill-station of Sabathu, lying nearly half-way on
the old road from Kalka up to the lofty wood-crowned
heights of Simla. Hodson resolved to reach Sabathu by
making his way across the long range of mountains that
stretch north-westwards from Naini-Tal. A friendly
civilian offered to take him from Bareilly up to Naini-Tal,
whence he continued his journey on foot, trusting “ that
my old powers of walking and endurance will revive in
the mountain air.”

But the rainy season, which that year set in early in
June, compelled Hodson to change his plans by the time
he reached Mussoorie. After a halt of two days at that
station, he rode down to Dera Dun, and travelled thence
by post through Saharanpur and Umbéla to the foot of
the Simla hills. At Kalka he mounted his own horse and
rode on straight to Sabathu. “ Here I am at last,” he
writes on June 16, ¢ with my own regiment, and with the
prospect of being quiet for four months. I am eighth
second lieutenant; a distinguished position, is it not? at
the age of five-and-twenty. The campaign, I am sorry
to say, did me no good in the way of promotion, owing to
my not having been ‘posted’ permanently before it
commenced.”

On July 3, Hodson begs his father to congratulate him
on being posted to so splendid a corps as the 1st Fusiliers,
“now, alas! a mere shadow of what it was six months
ago. We could only muster 256 men under arms when
we were inspected by Sir Walter Gilbert on the 1st; but
then there was a most picturesque body of convalescents
present with their empty sleeves, pale faces, and crutches,
but looking proudly conscious of their good conduct,
and ready ‘ to do it again.” We are under much stricter
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discipline in this corps, both officers and men, and obliged
to be orderly and submissive. No bad thing for us either.
I hold there is more real liberty in being under a decent
restraint than in absolute freedom from any check. I
have been much more reconciled to India since I joined
this regiment. It is pleasant to have white faces about
one, and hear one’s own tongue spoken ; and then, besides,
there is a home-loving feeling in this corps which I have
never met with in India.”*

On August 31, Hodson went up to Simla to spend a
week with his new friend, Colonel Henry Lawrence, to
whom Thomason had introduced him by letter in the
previous March. This was to prove the beginning of a
friendship which lasted throughout both their lives. The
week grew into a month, “ thanks to Colonel Lawrence’ s
pressing, and Colonel Orchard s, my colonel’s, kindness.”

At Lawrence’s own desire the two lived, worked, and
slept together in the same rooms, Hodson makmg himself
generally useful by writing out ‘abstracts of his friend’s
letters and copying his confidential papers. “He is
amazingly kind,” wrote Hodson, “ and tells me all that
is going on, initiating me into the mysteries of  political ’
business, and thus giving me more knowledge of things
and persons Indian than I should learn in a year of
ordinary life—ay, or in three years either. This is a
great advantage to my ultimate prospects. . . . Hemakes
me work at Hindustani, and has given me a lesson or two
in the use of the theodolite and other surveying instru-
ments, to the end that I may get employed in the Survey-
ing Department, after two years of which, he says, ‘I
shall be fit for a political.’

The kindly old captain of artillery, who had in his time
played many parts in his country’s service, was delighted
with the many proofs of his young friend’s zeal and
capacity. Writing home in September to his wife, Henry
Lawrence says: ‘I brought up with me from Sabdthu
a fine young fellow, by name Hodson, son of the Arch-
deacon of Stafford.  He is now (1o P.M.) sleeping in my
little office-room, where I am writing. Thomason recom-
mended him to me, and I have seldom met so promising

1 Hodson of Hodsow’s Horse.
@
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a young fellow. He left the native branch of the army
at the expense of some steps, because he did not like the
conduct of the sepoys. He was for four years with Dr.
Arnold, and two in the Sixth Form under his eye. He
speaks most affectionately of him. I will try to get
leave for him for a month, to accompany me to Lahore
and Jammu in October. . . . I get a good deal of help
from Hodson, who works willingly and sensibly. Perhaps
you may meet the family at Lichfield.”

“If T were only nearer you all,”” writes Hodson, *“ and
had any old friends about me, I should have nothing to
regret or wish for. It is there that the shoe pinches. ~All
minor annoyances are easily got rid of, but one does find
a wonderful lack of one’s old friends and old associations.
Society is very different here from ours at home, and
different as it 1s, I have seen very little of it. Nor am I,
with my previous habits, age, and education, the person
to feel this an indifferent matter; but, on the contrary,
all the drawbacks of Indian existence come with redoubled
force from the greatness of the contrast. Still I do not
let these things annoy me or weigh down my spirits, but
strive, by keeping up English habits, tastes, and feelings,
and looking forward to a run home (thus having a motive
always in view), to make the best of everything as it
occurs, and to act upon the principle that mere outward
circumstances don’t make a man’s happiness.”

It is not surprising to find that a young man of Hodson’s
years, tastes, and training did not take kindly to Anglo-
Indian ways and traditions, or that he should feel con-
tempt for a regular Indian, “a man who thinks it fine
to adopt a totally different set of habits and morals and
fashions, until, in forgetting that he is an Englishman, he
usually forgets also that he is a Christian and a gentleman.”
A Cambridge graduate of twenty-five would naturally
have little in common with boys of sixteen and seventeen
fresh from school, free from all home restraints, and
launched without warning into a strange new world of
moral and social complexities. Their ways were not his
ways, nor would he deign to lay aside one of his English
habits for the sake of winning the goodwill of younger or
less fastidious comrades.
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Things at this time were not going smoothly beyond
the frontier. Gulib Singh’s entrance into Kashmir had
been followed by his speedy retirement before a body of
the insurgents, who drove his troops out of the valley in
the name of their late governor, Shaikh Imam-ud-din.
Hodson expects that “ October will see an army assembled
to frighten them into submission. . . . We seem bound
to see him established on the throne we carved out for
him, and it is our only chance of keeping peace and
order though at the best he is such a villain, and so
detested that I imagine it will be but a sorry “state of
quietness—

¢ The torrent’s smoothness ere it dash below.’ ”

On October 1, 1846, Hodson left Sabathu to join
Colonel Lawrence at the foot of the hills. At Rupar on
the Satlaj they took boat for Ferozepore, ‘“ and came
across to Lahore during the night in a capital barouche
belonging to the Rani, with relays of horses and an escort
of cavalry.” While two British columns advanced north-
wards from Lahore and Jalandhar, Lawrence himself
marched towards Kashmir at the head of some 10,000
of those very Sikhs who had fought against us at Firoz-
shah and Sobraon. Hodson was delighted at the thought
of seeing Kashmir, and was gaining great advantage
from being with these ¢ politicals,” in the way of learning
the languages and the method of governing the natives.
I have been hard at work day and night for some time
now writing for Colonel Lawrence.”

In the last week of October, Lawrence was encamped
at Théna, at the foot of a pass leading into the peerless
valley of Kashmir. Hodson himself was one of the very
few English officers who had accompanied him on that
memorable march. On the plain below were lying in
picturesque confusion and motley garb the combined
forces of Jammu and Lahore. “ The spare stalwart Sikh,
with his grizzled beard and blue turban of the scantiest
dimensions, side by side with the huge-limbed Afghan,
with voluminous head-gear and many-coloured garments.
The proud Brahmin in the same ranks with the fierce
¢ Children of the Faithful ’; the little active hillman; the
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diminutive, sturdy, platter-faced Gurkha, and the slight
made Hindustani, collected in the same tents, and all alike
clothed in a caricature of the British uniform.”

Hodson had seen ““a great deal of the native sirdars,
or chiefs, especially Tej Singh, who commanded the Sikh
forces in the war, and of the Maharajah,—the former a
small, spare, little man, marked with the smallpox, and
with a thin scanty beard, but sharp and intelligent, and
by his own account a hkero.”” The Maharajah, Gulab
Singh, was “a fine, tall, portly man, with a splendid
expressive face, and most gentlemanly pleasing manner,
and fine-toned voice —altogether the most pleasing
Asiatic I have seen, to all appearance the gentlest of the
gentle, and the most sincere and truthful character in the
world. And in his habits he is certainly exemplary; but
he is the cleverest hypocrite in the world; as sharp and
acute as possible, devoured by avarice and ambition, and
when roused, horribly cruel. This latter accusation he
rebuts by alleging the necessity of the case and the ferocity
of those he has to deal with. To us, however, his fondness
for flaying men alive, cutting off their noses and ears and
hands, etc., savours of the inexcusable. He was accused
of having flayed 12,000 men, which he indignantly asserted
was a monstrous calumny, as he only skinned three ;
afterwards he confessed to three hundred | Vet he is not
a bit worse, and in many ways infinitely better, than
most native princes. Lawrence doubts whether one
could be found with fewer faults, if placed in similar
circumstances.”

Of the costumes of the Sikh sirdars, ‘ the effect,” says
Hodson, “is always good, however bright they may be.
They never make a mistake in colours.” On the 25th
Lawrence knew there would be no fighting, for the recusant
Imim-ud-din was already on his way to make full sub-
mission. By the end of October he had yielded himself
up to the safe keeping of Captain Herbert Edwardes, who
on the 1st of November brought him into the camp of
Colonel Lawrence.

While Edwardes was escorting his penitent captive to
Lahore, Hodson himself accompanied his patron into the
beautiful valley for the purpose of installing Gulab Singh
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in the capital of his new dominions. On November 4,
Lawrence’s party crossed the Pir Panjal Pass, 12,000 feet
above the sea, with snow all around them. The road
from Théna to the top of the pass was, in Hodson’s words,
““most lovely the whole way, winding up a glen wooded
magnificently, and the rocks towering above us on all
sides; the trees were all in their varied autumn dress,
surmounted by forests of pine: altogether I never saw
so grand a scene.” On the sth the three Englishmen,
Lawrence, Browne, and Hodson, rode down into the valley
“amid the acclamations of an admiring population of
beggars!” A few days spent in the valley sufficed to
carry out Lawrence’s plans for the pacification of Kashmir.

This chapter may fitly close with Hodson’s descrip-
tion of the men and women of Kashmir: “They are a
poor wretched set, only good for beasts of burden,—and
certainly they can carry a vast load,—their dress, both
men and women, being a loose wide-sleeved smock-frock
of dirty sackcloth-looking woollen. The men wear a dirty
skull-cap on their shaven ‘nobs,” and the women a crimson
machine, like a flower-pot saucer inverted, from which
depends a veil or cloth of the same texture as the frock;
legs and feet clothed in their native dirt. The women are
atrociously ugly, and screech like the witches in ¢ Macbeth ~
—so much so, that when the agent asked me to give them
a rupee or two, I felt it my duty to refuse firmly, but
respectfully, on the ground that it would be encouraging
ugliness!”



CHAPTER V
““ FRESH WOODS AND PASTURES NEW.” 1846-1848

BEFORE returning to Sabithu, Hodson had to play his
part in a certain drama enacted at Lahore by special
command of Lord Hardinge. As soon as Lawrence
reached Lahore a commission of five British officers,
headed by Mr. (afterwards Sir Frederick) Currie, sat in
judgment upon LAl Singh, the treacherous Wazir who had
secretly prompted the rebellion of Shaikh Imém-ud-din.
‘The Wazir’s guﬂt was proved beyond question, and the
queen-regent’s worthless paramour was deposed from his
high office and sent off as a state prisoner to the fort of
Agra.

Writing to Mr. Foster from Sabéthu on the last day of
1846, Hodson speaks of his own modest share in the
historic tragi-comedy, which led up to the treaty of
Bhairowal,—a treaty under which Henry Lawrence, as
president of a remodelled council of regency, became
virtual ruler of the Punjib: “ You will see in the papers
an account of the new arrangements for the occupation
of the Punjab, but you will not see an account of the
share your unfortunate friend had in it, and the rather
<conspicuous part I played at Lahore durmg the late in-
vestigation, which ended in the deposition of the Wazir,
L3l Singh. I was sent both days to bring him and his
court to the tents where the proceedings were being carried
on; and when he was deposed, I was commissioned to
accompany him to his honourable confinement. Iam not
a very nervous subject in these matters, but it might have
been anything but a joke taking a fallen Sikh ruler to his
place of durance unaccompanied by a single man save his
own wild fanatic followers. Yet I and two other English
officers were allowed to take him away, put him down at
his sponging-house, and ride away without so much as a
stone being thrown! and less than a year ago this very

38
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man was one of the leaders of the most formidable armies
that ever threatened our power in India.”

“ Thave still,” he writes, “ two second lieutenants above
me. However, it would be worth while to exchange at a
loss into this corps. I am uncommonly proud of it, or at
least of what remains of it, for wé are hardly more than a
skeleton. Lord Gough, in reviewing us the other day, said
he would rather have the 300 men we had left, to go into
action with, than any other regiment a thousand strong!
This, even when taken cum grano, is very gratifying, and
is, moreover, an expression of the opinion of the whole
service. . . . You know what good spirits I have always
had, and that I was not apt to be gloomy, and yet even
I find it hard not to be depressed very often. The want
of society is very trying to a man who has left England
at an age to appreciate its benefits; and our only society
here is in our regiment, and though we are very fortunate
in our present set, you can understand that there is not
much to encourage one in the somewhat noisy companion-
ship of a number of fellows nearly all one’s juniors by some
years. Ladies’ society there is none: there are a few who
call themselves such, but with very little reason, save that
they are not men.

¢ There is much in India to interest one, much worthy
of all one’s efforts, many most important duties and in-
fluences, but nothing to call forth one’s affections or any
of the softer and more delightful feelings of youth and life.
In fact, one’s life is a harsh reality ; nothing is left to the
imagination; noamenities; no poetry; nomusic; nothing
elegant; nothing refined. There is nothing left but to be
up and doing, to be active and energetic while you can,
and look forward to a happier state either here or hereafter.
I certainly have commenced my Indian career under more
favourable circumstances than often falls to the lot of a
man on his first introduction: both in my own line and in
the opportunities I have had of becoming initiated into
the ‘native mind’ and principles of action during my
sojourn with Colonel Lawrence.”

As early as August 1846, Hodson and two engineer
officers had set out with Lawrence in search of a fitting
site for the asylum which Lawrence had long been eager
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to erect among the Himalayan pines and cedars for the
benefit of the children of our European soldiers. “ We
nearly fixed,”” wrote Lawrence, “on a spur of the Kussowlie
Hill, but eventually selected the hill of Sandwar as com-
bining most of the requisites for an asylum—viz., isolation,
with ample space and plenty of water, at a good height,
in a healthy locality not far from European troops. The
selection was most fortunate, and I doubt not I owe it to
my companions,” !

As secretary to the new asylum, which was soon to
bear the name of its illustrious founder, William Hodson
in the spring of 1847 entered into a strange new world of
multifarious labours and responsibilities. * Since the 1st
of April,” he writes to Mr. Foster in August, “I have been
deeply engaged in building and superintending the starting
of ‘ an asylum for European soldiers’ children in the hills,”
the idea of which was started by Colonel Lawrence, and
most liberal funds into the bargain. Throughout the
summer I have had the sole direction of some 600 work-
people, besides keeping accounts and answering inquiries
and letters from all parts of the country, in my capacity
of secretary.”

No wonder that the constant exposure during a very
hot June knocked him up, and brought on an attack of
illness from which he suffered more or less during the next
two months.

“You would have been amused,” he eontinues, “ to
see me undertake what might truly be called a magnum
opus with so little previous training. It is only a specimen
of the way in which India brings a man out, and of how
varied and unusual are the calls upon the faculties of mind
and body in the course of one’s career in the East.

“ Building is a totally different affair here from similar
employment at home. You begin literally from the mine,
the quarry, and the forest. You have actually to teach
your workmen as you go on, and in my case to learn your-
self at the same time! and to be prepared to explain and
point out every, even the most simple, operation of handi-
craft. I have gone to the forest and selected trees from
the wood, and when cut down, shown the carpenters how

1 Merivale’s Life of Sir H. Lawrence.
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to cut planks from them, and then to make them into doors
and windows. At other times I have made moulds for
bricks and pointed out their use; or marked out rocks in
the quarry, to be subdued by the chisel and hammer.
In addition to this is the duty of drawing plans and de-
signing buildings, of procuring workmen and paying them,
and training the whole to a nigger’s greatest difficulty—
‘ industry.” Of course you must understand that this
description, though faithful as to my experience in this
frontier country where our rule has been so short, would
be exaggerated if applied to the long-established provinces
below. Here contact and example and teaching have done
their work, and things go on in a more smooth civilised
fashion. . . . However, I am far from grudging the
labour in so good a cause, which will rescue the soldier’s
child from an infancy of contamination and ignorance,
and an early death or life of sickly misery. Nor in
a selfish point of view is it to be regretted, since I have got
a name for willingness to work which will stand me in
stead hereafter.”

Colonel Lawrence, for his part, ‘seems determined,”
says Hodson in one of his letters home, ““I shall have
nothing to stop me; for his invariable reply to every
question is, ‘ act on your own judgment’; ‘do what you
think right ’; I give you carte blanche to act in my name
and draw on my funds,’ and so forth.” The asylum was
opened in due course by Mrs. George Lawrence, wife of
Henry’s elder brother, Captain George Lawrence, who had
been one of the Kabul prisoners during the first Afghan
war.

In a letter to his brother, Hodson refers to his work at
Sandwar: ““ One is obliged to take to anything that offers
to avoid the t@dium vite which the want of employment
engenders in this ‘lovely country,’—in those, at least,
who have not learnt to exist in the philosophical medium
of brandy and cheroots. Did I tell you, by the bye, that
I abjured tobacco when I left England, and that I have
never been tempted by even a night al fresco to resume
the delusive habit? Nor have I told you (because I
despaired of your believing it) that I have declined from
the paths of virtue in respect to beer also, this two years
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past, seldom or never even tasting that once idolised
stimulant! It has not been caused alone by a love of
-eccentricity, but by the very sensitive state of my inner
man, achieved in India, which obliges me to live by rule.”

During this year Hodson had certainly, to use his own
words, “had a benefit of work, both civil and literary,
for the Institution; and since Colonel Lawrence put an
advertisement in the papers desiring all anxious persons
to apply to me, I have had enough on my hands. It is
all very well, but interferes no little with my reading;
and I am sure to get more kicks than thanks for my pains
from an ungrateful and undiscerning public. However,
as long as Colonel Lawrence leaves everything so com-
pletely in my hands, and trusts so implicitly to my skill
-and honesty, it would be a shame not to work ‘ unlike a
nigger.’

‘It is intended that the children should remain in the
Institution until they are eighteen years of age, if their
fathers be alive, and until somehow or other provided for
should they be orphans. The majority of the boys will,
of course, become soldiers; but my belief is, that having
been brought up in the delightful climate of the Himalaya,
they will, after ten or fifteen years, settle down in the
various stations and slightly elevated valleys in these
hills as traders and cultivators, and form the nucleus of
the first British colony in India. My object is to give them
English habits from the first, which they have in most
cases to learn, from being brought up by native nurses
from infancy. Part of the scheme is to make the Institu-
tion support itself, and I am very shortly going to start
a farmyard. I have already got a fine large garden in
full swing; and here you may see French beans, cabbages,
strawberry plants, and fine potatoes free from disease.
1 steadfastly refuse the slightest dash of colour in admit-
ting children. People may call this illiberal if they please;
the answer is obvious. Half-castes stand the climate of
the plains too well to need a hill sanitarium, and by mixing
them with English children you corrupt those whom you
‘wish to benefit.”

In October 1847, the 1st Fusiliers—now the 1st Munster

1 Hodson of Hodsow’s Horse.
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Fusiliers—began their march from Sabéthu towards Cawn-
pore. Hodson naturally did not relish the prospect of
returning to mere regimental duty in the plains, and the
adjutancy which he had meanwhile been led to hope for
did not fall vacant at the time expected. But his kind
patron intervened betimes on his young friend’s behalf.
Not the least noteworthy of Henry Lawrence’s achieve-
- ments in the Punjdb was the formation of that splendid
corps of Guides, which was afterwards to win renown in
many a frontier campaign, to say nothing of its matchless
services during the Sepoy Mutiny of 1857. Lawrence, in
his steadfast zeal for Hodson’s advantage, had strongly
advised him to accept the adjutancy of his regiment as
a useful step towards further distinction. I know of
no man,” he added, “ of double or treble your standing
who has so good a prospect before him. Favour and
partiality do occasionally give a man a lift, but depend
upon it that ks is the best chance in the long-run who
helps himself. So far you have done this manfully, and
you have reason to be proud of being selected at one
time for three different appointments by three different
men, Don’t, however, be too proud. Learn your duties
thoroughly. Continue to study two or three hours a-day,
not to pass in a hurry, but that you may do so two or
three years hence with éclat. . . . In oriental phrase,
pray consider that much is said in this hurried scrawl, and
believe that I shall watch your career with warm interest.”

The disappointment regarding the adjutancy was more
than compensated by the good fortune to which Hodson
himself thus refers: “ You will, I am sure, rejoice with me
at my unprecedented good fortune in being appointed to
a responsible and honourable post, almost before, by the
rules of the service, I am entitled to take charge of a
company of sepoys. I shall even be better off than I
thought; instead of merely ¢ doing duty ’ with the Guide
Corps, I am to be the second in command.”

This corps, as first raised in December 1846, consisted
of one troop of horse and two companies of foot, placed
under the command of Lieutenant (afterwards Sir Harry)
Lumsden. Of the men at first enlisted some were Hindu-
stani soldiers then serving in the Sikh army, while a few



44 Major W. Hodson

Pathédns who had served with us in Afghanistan, and some
Mazbi, or low-caste Sikhs, formed the remainder of the
infant corps. ‘““The grand object of the corps,” in
Hodson’s words, “is to train a body of men in peace to
be efficient in war: to be not only acquainted with
localities, roads, rivers, hills, ferries, and passes, but have
a good idea of the produce and supplies available in any
part of the country; to give accurale information, not
running open-mouthed to say that 10,000 horsemen and
a thousand guns are coming (in true native style), but to
stop to see whether it may not be really only a common
cart and a few wild horsemen who are kicking up all the
dust; to call twenty-five by its right name, and not say
fifty for short, as most natives do. This, of course, wants
a great deal of careful instruction and attention. Beyond
this, the officers should give a tolerably correct sketch and
report of any country through which they may pass, be
au fait at routes and means of feeding troops, and above
all—and here you come close upon practical duties—keep
an eye on the doings ¢ of the neighbours’ and the state
of the country, so as to be able to give such information
as may lead to any outbreak being nipped in the bud.”
Not content with procuring Hodson’s appointment to
the Guides, Lawrence found some preliminary work for
his zealous follower in the country between Lahore and
the Satlaj. “You must congratulate me,” Hodson
writes in December 1847 from Kassiir, “ on having been
appointed to the staff of the Resident at Lahore, a piece
of good fortune almost unprecedented in one so young in
the service. I owe it to the continued and unwearying
kindness of Colonel Lawrence, and to an impression on
the part of the powers that be, that I was game to work:
one which, I must confess, I have done somewhat to deserve
during the past year. Iam now, in addition to the duties
of the Guide Corps, employed in surveying, and making
roads and canals under the chief engineer, so as to open
up and improve the country of the Sikhs; while at the
same time I have to keep an eye on the doings of the
native officials, and protect the oppressed from injustice
and tyranny. I have only within the last two days
hunted out as pretty a case of murder and robbery as
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ever graced Newgate, and sent the worthies to Lahore
for trial, besides several cases of theft and false imprison-
ment. . . . Within the last thirty-two days I have marked
out and cleared twenty miles of road through a wide
jungle; collected and set to work upwards of 1oco men,
and trained them to all kinds of employments which they
had never seen before. In short, you may judge I have
not been idle when I tell you that upwards of 50,000 Rs.
have passed through my hands in the last nine months
for public works. Till the last month this has been gratis
on my part, but my new appointment comfortably doubles
my regimental pay, which in these hard times is not a bad
thing.”

Orgl November 30, Henry Lawrence quitted Lahore on
sick-leave for two years to England. A few days earlier
Hodson had paid him a farewell visit, and received
his last instructions. “ He is a genuinely kind-hearted
mortal, and has been a brother to me ever since I knew
him. I hope to see him back in two years, invigorated
and renewed, to carry out the good work which he has
so nobly begun.” But events were already working to
cut short the hardly-earned holiday of his noble-hearted
chief. Henry Lawrence sailed homewards in company
with Lord Hardinge on the 18th January 1848. The
close of that year was to find Sir Henry Lawrence, K.C.B.,
back again in the Punjib with another Sikh war raging
around him.



CHAPTER VI
THE OUTBREAK AT MULTAN, AND AFTER. 1848

AMONG those who rejoiced in Hodson’s appointment to
the Guides was Captain (afterwards Sir Herbert) Edwardes,
himself a subaltern in the 1st Bengal Fusiliers, who had
lately been transferred to Lawrence’s political staff.
Writing home to his mother in the autumn of 1847,
Edwardes thus speaks of his brother officer: “ Young
Hodson has been appointed to do duty with our Punjab
Guide Corps, commanded by Lieutenant Lumsden. The
duties of a commandant or adjutant of Guides are at once
important and delightful. . . . In short, it is a roving
commission, and to a man of spirit and ability one of the
finest appointments imaginable. I think Hodson will do
it justice. He is one of the finest young fellows I know,
and a thorough soldier in his heart.”

Some busy weeks, however, of 1848 were yet to elapse
before Hodson actually joined the Guides. By the middle
of January he was off again from Kassiir “ like a steam-
engine, calling at a series of stations, puffing and panting,
hither and thither, never resting, ever starting; now in a
cutting, now in a tunnel; firstina field, nextonahill. . . .
At present I am moving rapidly along the banks of a small
canal which traverses the Doab, between the Ravi and
Biyas rivers, for purposes of irrigation; accompanying
Major Napier [afterwards Lord Napier of Magdala], to
whom the prosecution of all public improvements through-
out the Land of the Five Rivers belongs.”

On the 15th he is resting for the day at Dinanagar, “ in
a little garden-house of Ranjit Singh’s in the midst of a
lovely grove of great extent, through whose dark-green
boughs we have a splendid panorama of the snowy range
to back our horizon. We have great projects of extending
the canal by various branches to feed and fertilise the
whole extent of the Doib, which wants nothing but water
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to make it a garden, so fertile is the soil. . . . The
weather is perfect, so I am as happy as mere externals.
can make one.”

A few days later he was staying at ““ a fine picturesque-
old castle or fort built by the Emperor Shah Jahdn. Its
lofty walls, with their turrets and battlements, enclose-
a quadrangle of the size of the great court of Trinity,
while from the centre rises a dark mass of buildings three
storeys high, forming the keep; presenting externally four-
blank walls pierced with loopholes, but within, arches and
pillars and galleries with an open space in the centre, in
which they all face. The summit rises sixty-four feet
which, in addition to the great elevation of the mound on
which the castle stands, gives a noble view of mountain,.
river, and plain, covered with the finest timber and green
with young corn; the whole backed by range on range,.
peak after peak, of dazzling snow.”

Two more of these ruined castles, all monuments of
the taste and grandeur of the Mogul emperors, were
visited in the course of Hodson’s tour. ‘ That Goth,.
Ranjit Singh,” he writes, * and his followers have as much.
to answer for in their way as Cromwell and his crop-eared
scoundrels in England and Ireland. They seem only to-
have conquered to destroy: every public work, every
castle, road, serai, or avenue, has been destroyed; the-
finest mosques turned into powder-magazines and stables,
the gardens into cantonments, and the fields into deserts.”

Hodson one day came across an amusing instance of
the way in which the Sikhs managed their fiscal affairs.
He had been ordered to report on the accounts of revenue:
formerly collected in 180 villages along the Shah-Nahr,
or Royal Canal. “ By a convenient mixture of coaxing
and threats, compllment and invective, a return was at
last effected, by which it appeared that in ordinary cases
about one-half the revenue reached the treasury, in some
one-third, and in one district nothing/ To my great
amusement, when I came to this point, the gallant col-
lector, a long-bearded old Sikh, quietly remarked, ¢ Yes,
Sahib, this was indeed a great place for us entirely.’ I
said, ¢ Yes, you villain, you gentry grew fat on robbing
your master.” ¢ Don’t call it robbing,’ he said; ‘I assure-
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you I wouldn’t be dishonest for the world. I never took
more than my predecessors did before me.” About the
most naive definition of honesty I have had the luck to
meet with, I fancy our visit to these nooks and corners
of the Punjdb has added some £50,000 a-year to the
revenue.”

About this time he was surveying a part of the country
lying along the left bank of the Ravi and below the hills.
On March 14 he writes again from Dinanagar, whither he
had returned after encountering one of those sudden storms
of rain which transform a peaceful landscape into a wilder-
ness of mud, stones, and water. The powerful breakwater
which Napier’s workmen had just built across a branch
of the Chakar river was battered by the conquering flood
until in two hours it became, said Hodson, ““a thing of
history.”

In consequence of Hodson’s report as to the amount
of plundering that went on in his neighbourhood, a large
party of horse was sent out under one of the principal
chiefs to act upon the information thus supplied. * We
have accordingly had a robber-hunt on a large and toler-
ably successful scale. Numbers have been caught. One
shot, pour encourager les autres, and we have traces of
others, so that my quiet practice, originally for my own
amusement and information, has been very useful to the
state.” He had discovered the greatest part of it by
sending out clever fellows, disguised as fakeers, or religious
beggars, to the different villages to talk to the people and
learn their doings. * Some of the stories of Sikh violence,
cruelty, and treachery which I have picked up are almost
beyond belief. The indifference of these people to human
life is something appalling. I could hardly get them to
give a thought or attempt an inquiry as to the identity
of a man whom I found dead, evidently by violence, by
the roadside yesterday morning; and they were horrified
at the thought of tying up or confining a sacred ox who
had gored his thirteenth man the evening before last!
They told me plainly that no one had the right to com-
plain of being hurt by so venerable a beast.”

Before the end of March, Hodson received a letter from
Sir Frederick Currie, then acting as Resident at Lahore,
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who invited him to “knock off his present work *” and
come into Lahore as quickly as he could. “I want to
send you,” he added, “ with Mr. Agnew to Multin, Mz,
Agnew starts immediately with your acquaintance, Sirdar
Shamsher Singh, to assume the government of that
province, Mulrdj having sent in his resignation of the
Nizimat. Lieutenant Becher is to be Agnew’s permanent
assistant, but he cannot join just now, and I wish you to
go with Agnew It is an ¢mportant mission, and one that,
I think, you will like to be employed in. When relieved
by Becher, you will join the Guides at Lahore, and be
employed also as assistant to the Resident. The sooner
you come the better.”

Hodson did knock off work at once, and hastened by
forced marches towards Lahore. He was “ much in-
terested in the thought of going to so new a place as
Multin,—new, that is to say, to Europeans, yet so im-
portant from position and commerce. The only draw-
back is the heat, which is notorious throughout Western
India. I am not aware, however, that it is otherwise
unhealthy. As you may suppose, I am much gratified
by the appointment, both for its own sake and also as
evincing so very favourable and kindly a disposition
toward myself on the part of the new potentate.”

A merciful Providence, however, saved Hodson from
the cruel fate which presently overtook Mr. Vans Agnew
and his military colleague, Lieutenant Anderson, at
Multdn. By the beginning of April he had reached
Lahore, where he met with a friendly greeting from Sir
Frederick and Lady Currie, and once more tasted the
delights of “loaf-bread, arm-chairs, hats, and ladies.”
There he found that the arrangement proposed by Currie
“ had already become matter of history, not of fact. The
new one is still better for me. Iam to remain at Lahore,
and be an assistant to the Resident, having my Guide
duties to discharge also when Lumsden arrives from
Peshawar with the corps.”

The new Political ““ won’t say anything of the regulanty
or consistency of making a man of two and a half years’
service, and who has passed no examination, a political
officer, nor will we be ungrateful enough to say that he is

D
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unfit for the appointment, but that he should do his
utmost to show that the rule is more honoured in the
breach than in the observance.”

Pending the arrival of the Guides at Lahore, Hodson
threw himself with his usual energy into the duties of his
new employment. For six hours a-day he had to sit in
court, “ hearing petitions and appeals in all manner of
cases, civil and criminal, and in matters of revenue. . . .
One must be content with substantial justice as distin-
guished from technical law. In any point of difficulty one
has always an older head to refer to, and meantime one
has the satisfaction of knowing that one is independent
and untrammelled save by a very simple code. Some
things, such as sentencing a man to imprisonment for
several years for killing a cow, are rather startling to one’s
ideas of right and wrong; but then to kill a cow is to
break a law, and to disturb the public peace—perhaps
cause bloodshed: so the law is vindicated, and one’s
conscience saved.”

What spare time remained to him he employed in finish-
ing a map which he had begun at Dinanagar, in translating
official documents, and attending the darbirs. ‘ When
the Guides arrive on the 2oth I shall have,” he writes, “ to
assist in drilling and instructing them, to say nothing of
seeing that their quarters are prepared, and everything
ready for them. I am not, therefore, idle, and only wish
I had time to read.”

Meanwhile a storm was bursting which no one in India
appears to have foreseen. On April 26, Hodson writes
to his father from Lahore: I mentioned to you that Sir
F. Currie’s plan of sending me to assist Agnew at Multin
had been altered, and that Anderson had gone with him
in my stead. At the time I was disposed to be disap-
pointed; but we never know what is for our good. In this
case I should doubtless have incurred the horrible fate
of poor Anderson and Agnew. Both these poor fellows
have been barbarously murdered by the Multin troops.”

After giving a detailed account of their tragic fate
and of the treacherous part played by Mulrdj himself,
he adds: “ The Sikh Darbér profess their inability to
coerce their rebel subject, who is rapidly collecting a
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large army, and strengthening himself in the proverbially
strong fort of Multdn. One cannot say how it will end.
The necessary delay of five months, till after the rains,
will give time for all the disaffected to gather together,
and no one can say how far the infection may extend.
The Sikhs were right in saying, ¢ We shall have one more
fight for it yet.””

The two Englishmen had been murdered on the 2oth
of April 1848, and a few days later the brave Herbert
Edwardes, from his frontier post beyond the Indus, began.
to collect the levies whom he was presently leading towards
the scene of an outbreak which erelong became the centre
of a widespread revolt against British tutelage over the
Punjgdb. On May 7, Hodson was writing thus from
Lahore: “1I expect to be busy in catching a party of
rascals who have been trying to pervert our sepoys by
bribes and promises. We have a clue to them, and hope
to take them in the act. We are surrounded here with
treachery. No man can say who is implicated, or how
far the treason has spread. The life of no British officer
away from Lahore is worth a week’s purchase. It is a
pleasant sort of government to prop up, when their head-
men conspire against you, and their troops desert you on.
the slightest temptation.”

In the same letter he asks his brother to procure for
Lumsden and himself “a brace of good helmets ”* that
would serve to protect them equally against ““sun and
blows ”’; something like the leathern helmet, “light,
serviceable, and neat,”” then worn by the Prussian army.
“ We don’t want ornament; in fact the plainer the better,
as we should always wear a turban over them, but strong,
and light as a hat.”

This was the first of many commissions intrusted to
the Rev. George H. Hodson in connection with the cloth-
ing and arming of the new Guide Corps. Lumsden had
left such matters almost entirely in his subaltern’s hands.
The two men agreed in the choice of khaki, or dust colour,
for the uniform of the Guides. With regard to the choice
of weapons, Mr. Hodson was requested to send out 300
carbines of a pattern to be selected by himself, which to his.
thinking “ seemed scarcely a clerical business.”
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When the Guides arrived at Lahore very few of the
men had firearms of any sort. The only weapons that any
of them could boast of were old flint-muskets which had
been in use for more than a quarter of a century. They
had never been clothed in uniform, but wore their native
dresses of various hues and shapes.

The result of these commissions proved so satisfactory
that Sir Charles Napier, who in 1849 succeeded Lord
Gough as commander-in-chief, pronounced the Guides
to be the only properly dressed light troops he had seen
in India.

The conspirators whom Hodson had gone in search of
were duly captured, and he *“ had the satisfaction of seeing
them hung three days later.” He then, in his own words,
““ tried a slight fever as a variety for two days.” On May
14, he “started to bag the Rani, or queen-mother, in her
abode beyond the Ravi, she having been convicted of
complicity in the designs of the conspirators. Lumsden
and myself were deputed by the Resident to call on her
and intimate that her presence was urgently required. A
detachment was ordered out to support us, in case any
resistance should be offered. Fortunately it was not
required, as the Rani complied at once with our polite
request to come along with us. Instead of being taken to
Lahore, as she expected, we carried her off to Kana Kutch,
on the Ferozepore road, where a party of Wheeler’s
Irregulars had been sent to receive her. It was very hard
work—a long night march to the fort (Shaikhopura), and
a fourteen hours’ ride across to Kana Kutch, whence I
had two hours’ gallop into Lahore to report progress,
making sixteen hours in the saddle, in May, when the
nights are hot.”

A few days later he was off again, at the head of some
cavalry, to try and seize or disperse a body of horse and
foot collected by a Sikh guru, or holy man, named Mahard}
Singh. “ I made,” he writes on June 5, “a tremendous
round by Amritsar, Bhairowal Ghat on the Biyas, and up
that river’s bank to Mukerian, in the Jalandhar Doab,
whence T was prepared to cross during the night with a
party of cavalry and attack the rascals unawares.” Every
thing promised well until Hodson found that the insurgent
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leader had been warned off by a * rogue of a native magis-
trate.”” Thereupon he “ fairly bolted across the Ravi, and
is now infesting the Do4b between that river and the
Chinab. I have scoured this part of the country, which
my late surveys enabled me to traverse with perfect ease,
got possession of every boat on the Ravi from Lahore to
the hills, placed horsemen at every ferry, and have been
bullying the people who supplied the saint with provisions
and arms. Ihave a regiment of Irregular Horse (Skinner’s)
with me, and full powers to summon more, if necessary,
from the Jalandhar Dodb. Meantime a party from Lahore
are sweeping round to intercept the fellow, who is getting
strong by degrees; and I am going to dash across at mid-
night with a handful of cavalry and see if I cannot beat
up the country between this and Wazirabad.”

“T am very well,” he adds, ““ hard at work, and enjoy-
ing the thing very much. I imagine this will be the sort
of life we shall lead about once a-week till the Punjib is
annexed. Every native official has fraternised with the
rebels he was ordered to catch.”

About this time Hodson received a long and charac-
teristic letter from Herbert Edwardes, with whom he had
lately been corresponding. The letter was dated May
24, from a small place on the right bank of the Indus, about
three marches from Dera Ghizi Khan. Edwardes begins.
by expressing his conviction that Sir F. Currie has * made:
a mistake beyond all present calculation in yielding to the
commander-in-chief’s wish to postpone hostilities for five
months. Postpone a rebellion! Was ever such a thing
heard of in any government? Postpone avenging the
blood of two British officers! Skould such a thing be
ever heard of in British Asia? I read in the papers of
enormous military preparations. Editors puff the ad-
vancing columns. You tell me of a future 25,000 men,
fifty siege-guns, etc., etc., and all for what? Forsooth,
to do nothing for five months!

“It is a burlesque upon politics, war, and govern-
ment. Give me two of all these prophesied brigades,
and Bahidwal Khén and I will fight the campaign for
you while you are perspiring behind tatties in Lahore,
and bottling up your British ‘indignation’ at the
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slaughter of our countrymen. Action, action, action!
Promptitude! these are the watchwords which constitute
ikbal [prestige], and not the pusillanimous prudence and
calculating indignation which are content to endure
public insult for half a year. I quite blush for our
position in the native eye, and am striving within my
own humble sphere to throw a veil of little victories
over it. What is so extraordinary, I can get no answer
from Sir ¥. C. to any of my public letters or demi~
officials representing the state of this frontier and the
imperative necessity of securing Bahadwal Khan, if Mulraj
is to be kept from overrunning the whole country.”

“1 have just now,” he continues, * galled Mulrdj to
the quick by defeating his lieutenant, Longa Mal, at
Ghézi Khén, taking him prisoner with a gun, killing
Chaitan Mal (Longa Mal’s uncle) and forty others, in-
cluding a Sikh subadir of a regular infantry company.
This has given us the fort of Dera Ghazi Khén and a
country of eight lakhs (£80,000). The success should be
followed up by Bahiwal Khén crossing the Satlaj, my
crossing the Indus, and driving all Mulrdj’s troops into
the fort, after which you might wait as many months
as you chose with both safety and dignity until you were
ready for a siege. Every post I urge this to the Resident,
and am quite sick of every post bringing no reply! Some
extraordinary infatuation rests upon you all in Lahore.
You talk quite coolly and at ease: ¢ Send away the queen’
and ¢ breathe again’; ‘trust I am now getting over the
worst,’—and argue yourselves into the belief that ‘ Mulraj
is in a bad way,” ‘at a standstill,’ and, in fact, on the
eve of submission! Clearly you are under the thumb
of some awful traitor whose interest it is to keep you in
the dark. Mulrdj is daily adding to his means of resist-
ance; digging up and mounting long-buried guns; en-
listing on an average 100 men per diem; storming the
fort; clearing away houses round its base; collecting
revenue, etc., etc. Is this the sort of ‘standstill’ you
all contemplate for five months? . . .

““ While I write this the rebels are firing a salvo on the
opposite side of the river, and have already fired nearly
y00orounds! Magazine is more plentiful with them than
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it is with me. You express a hope in your letter that
the British Government will act for itself, and not prop
up a fallen dynasty. In other words, you hope we shall
seize the opportunity to annex the Punjdb. In this I
cannot agree with you, for I think, for all that has yet
happened, it would be both unjust and inexpedient.
The treaty we made with the Sikh Government and people
cannot be forfeited by the treachery of a Gurkha regiment
in Multin, the rebellion of a discharged karddr, or the
treasonable intrigues of the queen-mother, who has no
connection with the Sikh Government of her son.”

Events, however, were clearly tending to justify the
policy which Hodson already deemed Inevitable, and
which Lord Dalhousie, the new Governor-General, re-
solved a few months later to carry out. It is true that
the treaty of Bhairowal had deprived the queen-mother
of all direct authority in public affairs. But her power
for mischief had not been lessened either by her seclusion
at Shaikhopura or her subsequent removal across the
Satlaj. Her restless ambition made her the rallying
centre for all the discontented spirits in the Punjib.
The outbreak at Multin was, in fact, the signal for a
general Sikh uprising against the Power represented by
Sir Frederick Currie at Lahore, and by a few British
officers scattered throughout the country, from Major
George Lawrence at Peshdwar to Lieutenant Edwardes
in the south-west. In justice also to Currie himself it
must be said that Edwardes’s strictures fell wide of their
mark. Before the end of April he had arranged for
the prompt despatch of Sikh troops under their own
sirdars to the scene of danger, rightly holding, as he
wrote to Lord Dalhousie, that “a successful rebellion
in Multdn . . . would kindle a flame through the land
which it would be very difficult to extinguish.”

On the 10th of May he wrote to the Governor-General
expressing his entire concurrence with Lieutenant
Edwardes “in what he says of the importance of an
immediate move of troops on Multdn, and regret as
deeply as he or any one can do, that an expedition against
Multén at this season is declared impossible.”

* Punjib Blue-Book, 1847-1849.
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When Lord Dalhousie in July granted the Resident
a free hand, Sir F. Currie lost no time in despatching a
British column to the support of Edwardes and the
Nawib of Bahiwalpur.

Meanwhile Hodson tells us in his letter of July s, that
he had been “fairly successful in obtaining information
of the extent of the conspiracy, which has been keeping
the whole country in a ferment these two months past.
All that has occurred is clearly traceable to the Rani,
now happily deported, and her friends, and has been
carried out with a fearful amount of the blackest treachery
and baseness. There have been stirring events since
I wrote last. Twice within a fortnight has Herbert
Edwardes fought and defeated the Multin rebels in
pitched battles.! and has succeeded, despite of treacherous
foes and doubtful friends, in driving them into the fort
of Multdn. His success has been only less splendid than
the energy and courage which he has shown throughout,
especially that high moral courage which defies responsi-
bility, risks, self-interest, and all else, for the good of the
state, and whlch if well directed, seems to command
fortune and ensure success.”

Hodson had then been summoned back to Lahore to
take over the command of the Guides from Lumsden,
who had been ordered down the river towards Bahi-
walpur. He himself had made the journey of a hundred
miles from Dinanagar,  with bag and ba,ggage in sixty
hours, which, considering that one can’t travel at all by
day and not more than four miles by night, required a
great amount of exertion and perseverance. Itisstrange,”
he adds, “ that the natives always knock up sooner than
we do on a march like this. The cavalry were nine days
on the road and grumbled then! I know few things
more fatiguing than, when exhausted by the heat of the
day, to have to mount at nightfall and ride slowly through-
out the night, and for the two most dxsagreeable hours
of a tropical day—viz., those after sunrise.”

The heat at that time was terrible. One night, while
he was making a longer march than usual, a British

1 On June 18 at Kinairi, on the left bank of the Chin4b, and on
July r at Sadusain, a few miles from Multin.
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regiment on its way to Ferozepore suffered cruelly from
the same hot night-wind which had completely pros-
trated himself. “It fell upon the men as they halted
at a well to drink; they were fairly beaten, and lay down
for a few minutes to pant. When they arose to continue
their march, a captain and nine or ten men were left
dead on the ground! It was the simoom of Africa in
miniature.”

1 Hodson of Hodson’s Horse.



CHAPTER VII
THE SECOND SIKH WAR. 1848-1849

ALr through July and August 1848, the blaze of an
organised revolt spread wider and wider throughout the
Land of the Five Rivers. Here and there in the out-
lying districts a few English officers still held their ground
amidst a swarm of enemies concealed or open. While
Edwardes and Lake were anxiously watching the move-
ments of doubtful Sikh allies encamped beside them, and
were clearing the ground for the force of all arms with
which General Whish was about to open the regular siege
of Multdn, George Lawrence at Peshiwar, James Abbott
in the Hazlra highlands, and John Nicholson in the
country between Attock and Hasan Abdal, were striving
their hardest to keep back the flowing tide of Sikh re-
bellion. In Lahore alone a strong British garrison over-
awed the secret plotters and maintained the peace of the
surrounding districts.

It was from the Sikh capital that Hodson wrote on
September 3: “We have had stirring times lately,
though I personally have had little share in them.
Multin is at last invested, and we expect daily to hear
of its fall. Meanwhile a new outbreak has occurred in
Hazira, a wild hilly region on the left bank of the Indus,
above Attock, where one of the powerful sirdars?® has
raised the standard of revolt.”

In the same letter Hodson confided to his friends at
home the fact that his countrymen had narrowly escaped
““the effects of a general and well-organised conspiracy
against British supremacy in Upper India. Our ‘ally’
Gulab Singh, the creature of the treaty of 1846, the hill
tribes, the whole Punjab, the chiefs of Rajputana, and the

! Chatar Singh, father of Rajah Sher Singh, who had been sent
with a strong Sikh force to co-operate with ngardes against Mulraj.
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states round Ambila and Karnil, and even the King of
Kabul, I believe, have been for months and months
securely plotting, without our having more than the
merest hints of local disturbances, against the supremacy
of the British Government. They were to unite for one
vast effort and drive us back upon the Jumna. This
was to be again the boundary of British India. The
rising in Multdn was to be the signal. All was prepared,
when a quarrel between Mulrij and the treacherous khan,
Singh Mén, who was sent to commence the war, spoilt
their whole scheme. The proud Rajput, Gulib Singh,
refused to follow in the wake of a Multin merchant, and
the merchant would not yield to the soldier. We have
seen the mere ebullitions of the storm, the bubbles which
float at the surface. I believe that now we are safe from
a general rising, and that the fall of Multin will put a
stop to mischief. . . . Absolute supremacy has been,
I think, long demonstrated to be our only safety among
wild and treacherous races. Moderation, in the modern
sense, is the greatest of all weakness.”

Early in September our guns fired their first salvo
against the walls of Multdn. By the middle of the
month, however, Sher Singh, whose loyalty had long
been suspected, had marched off at the head of 5000
Sikh troops, and six guns, to make common cause with
Mulrij, and proclaim a kind of holy war against the cow-
killing infidels who had imprisoned his queen, and sat
in the high places once filled by the barons and coun-
cillors of Ranjit Singh. Owing to his defection, General
Whish found himself compelled to raise for that present
the siege of Multdn and await the arrival of further
reinforcements.

In this state of affairs it was deemed advisable at
Lahore to get secure possession of the strong fort of
Govindgarh, overlooking the populous city of Amritsar.
“1 have just despatched every available Guide to try
and get quietly into the far-famed fort of Gavindgarh,
and hope in a few hours to hear of their success. They
have forty friends inside and only a few score wavering
enemies.”

A few days later he writes: “ My Guides have covered
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themselves with glory (and dust) by the way in which
they got into, and got possession of, the famed fort of
Govindgarh. A hundred of my men, under a native
officer,—a fine lad of about twenty, whom I have petted
a good deal,—went up quietly to the gates on pretence
of escorting four State prisoners whom I had put in irons
for the occasion, were allowed to get in, and then threw
up their caps and tock possession of the gateway, despite
the scowls, and threats, and all but open resistance of
the Sikh garrison. A day afterwards a regiment marched
from Lahore and went into garrison there, and so Ranjit
Singh’s treasure-fort is fairly in our hands.” The effect
of this timely movément was declared by Lord Dalhousie,
who had been, indeed, the first to suggest it, “ to have
placed us in a commanding position in the most disaffected
district in the Punjib.”

Before the close of September, Hodson with a party
of his Guides was encamped at Rimnagar on the left
bank of the Chindb, where he hoped to meet the wife
and children of Major George Lawrence and escort them
safely to Lahore. On learning the news of Sher Singh’s
treachery, Major George Lawrence had sent off from
Peshawar Mrs. Lawrence and her two little children under
the charge of Sultdn Muhammad Khan, an Afghan chief,
who had sworn upon the Koran to carry them unharmed
to the British Residency.

This man, however, proved to be a traitor of the
darkest Afghan dye. He showed his gratitude to his old
benefactor, Henry Lawrence, by detaining the brother’s
family under strict guard in his own castle at Kohit,
whence some weeks later they were transferred as
hostages to the camp of his fellow-traitor, the wily old
sirdar, Chatar Singh. Hodson therefore, after six days’
waiting about Ramnagar, found that he had gone, like
John Nicholson and Reynell Taylor, on a bootless errand.
He was suddenly recalled to Lahore by an order which
reached him on the evening of the sth. “I started,”
he says, ‘“at sunset, and pushing my way on various
borrowed steeds across that dreary region during the
night, accompanied by a single camel-rider, I reached

1 Punjib Blue-Book, 1847-1849.
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Lahore, a distance of seventy miles, by nine the following
morning.”

On the 8th he was “ off again at daybreak on a longer
journey still, having to cross the country to Brigadier
Wheeler’s camp in the Jalandhar Doéb, to convey orders
to him relative to the reduction of two rebellious forts
in the Dodb between the Ravi and Biyas. A ‘grind’ of
some twenty-six hours on camel-back, with the necessary
stoppages, took me to the camp, whence (because I had
not had enough) I recrossed the Biyas the same night,
after examining and reporting on the state of the ferries
by which the troops were to follow me. This time I
was escorted by a troop of Irregular Horse, being thereby,
according to my estimation of Sikh prowess, rendered
tolerably independent.”

Next morning he marched to the fort of Rangar Nagal,
some fourteen miles from the right bank of the Biyas.
His approach was greeted by a fire of matchlocks and
wall-pieces, which enabled him to mark the exact range
of the enemy’s guns. He “lost no time in getting the
horsemen into a secure position (which means, one
equally good for fighting or running away), and advanced
under shelter of the trees and sugar-canes to within easy
distance of the fort. Hence I despatched a message to
the rebels, to say that if they did not come to reason
within an hour they should have no choice but that
between cold steel or the gallows. The hour elapsed
without result, so mentally consigning the garrison to
annihilation, I set to work to reconnoitre the ground
round the fort. This accomplished, with no further
interruption than a shower of unpleasant bullets when
I ventured too near, I sat down and drew a little pencil
plan of the ground and fort, despatched a trooper with
1t to the brigadier, and then retired to a little village
about a mile off for the night. Another day and night
passed in this precarious fashion without (as is my usual
fate) servants, clothes, or traps, until at length my own
men (Guides) arrived from Lahore with my baggage and
horses. I could now muster 100 rifles and 8o horse-
men, so we set to work to imvest the place, being the
only way to render the escape of the rebels difficult or
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impossible. The fort, though very small, was immensely
strong, and well garrisoned with desperadoes, and we had
sharp work of it during the two nights and day which
elapsed before the brigadier appeared with his troops.
By keeping my men scattered about in parties, under
cover, the superiority of their weapons enabled them to
gall the defenders of the fort whenever they showed
their heads, day or night, and whenever they made a
sally they got driven back with the loss of one or two of
therr companions. At last the brigadier appeared,
pounded the place with his guns during the day, and
let the garrison escape at night.”

The following week was spent in the work of destroy-
ing the empty fort, by means of forty-one mines loaded
in all with 8ooco Ib. of powder. Hodson’s services on
this occasion were gratefully acknowledged by Brigadier
Wheeler in his despatch of October 15: ‘ Lieutenant
W. S. Hodson, with his detachment of the corps of
Guides, has done most excellent service, and by his daring
boldness, and that of his men, gained the admiration of all.””

Wheeler’s next movement was directed against the
fort of Moréri, on the left bank of the Ravi, a few miles
north-west of Dinanagar. He had hoped that Major
Fisher, acting in concert with Hodson, would be in time
to prevent the escape of the enemy; but Fisher was too
late for such a purpose. On the night of the 24th the
rebels, says Hodson, “ bolted before he [the brigadier]
fired a shot. . . . I have had loads of work,” he adds,
“ what with soldiering, providing supplies for the force,
and all the multifarious duties which come on the shoulders
of a ‘political > out here. I am quite well, and the
weather is lovely, so work is easy comparatively, and
an active life like this is, as you know, my particular
weakness.”

In the last days of October the leading brigades of
Gough’s army of the Punjib had marched past Lahore
across the Ravi to the camping-ground at Shahdara,
where, on November 3, 7000 good troops were assembled,
eager to move forward under the best of Gough’s cavalry
leaders, Brigadier-General Cureton. By the zist, Lord
Gough himself was encamped ten miles from Ramnagar,
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at the head of some 16,000 troops of all arms, preparing
to drive the enemy across the Chindb. Hodson had
hoped to cross the Ravi and join the commander-in-chief.
““ We want Sir Charles Napier sadly,” he wrote. * What
with the incapacity shown at Multin, and the dilatory
proceedings at headquarters, our reputation is suffering
cruelly, and every one knows that that is a stain only to-
be dyed out in blood. Every week’s delay adds thousands.
to our present foes and future victims.”  But his energies
were still *“ confined to a space bounded by the Chindb
and the Biyas, and a line drawn east and west through
Amritsar and Lahore. Nearly the whole of this vast
tract of country has been under my sole charge. I have
had also to feed an army daily of 3000 odd fighting men,
2000 odd horses, and 14,000 to 15,000 camp followers.
Also to take care of and work my Guides; to point out
the haunts and obtain information of the strength of
“the enemy ’ and give him over to the tender mercies
of fire and sword.”

On the 8th of November he marched from Dinanagar
to overtake Wheeler’s column and accompany it across
the Ravi. On reaching that river he tried in vain to
persuade the brigadier to march against a party of insur-
gents who were only fourteen miles off. Wheeler was
intent on pushing on to join the main army. About
half way on the march towards Ramnagar, Hodson * rode
over to Lahore and talked to Sir F. Currie, who was just
despatching an express to me about these very people
we had left unattacked two days before. He sent me off
there and then to see the commander-in-chief, who was
very polite; asked my opinion (and acted on it too!);
told me all his plans for carrying on the war; and on my
telling him the facts of the case, sent an order to the
brigadier to retrace his steps and attack the party he had
passed by at once, with something very like a rap over
the knuckles.”

After a delay of several days, caused by a counter-
order to reinforce General Colin Campbell, Wheeler was
allowed to march towards the fort of Kalallwéla, in the
Rechna Doéb,! not far from Pathankét.

1 The Doé4b between the Ravi and the Chinib.
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By the 2oth, Wheeler’s force had got within two marches
of the place aforesaid. In spite of Hodson’s urgent
entreaties, the brigadier was for moving forward so slowly
that Hodson felt himself  compelled to out-manceuvre
him by a bold stroke.” On the following morning he
pushed on ahead with his Guides about ten miles to a
fort held by a doubtful Sikh sirdar. He had with him
only 100 men, while the enemy “ was only eight miles
off with goo0—rabble, to be sure, and fellows who have
no heart for fighting.”

In a moment Hodson’s mind was made up, and here
he must tell his own story: “I therefore ‘boned’ the
chief’s two confidential servants, who were in his dwelling-
house outside the fort, and taking one on each side of
me, walked up to the gateway and demanded admission;
they hesitated and made excuses. I significantly hinted
that my two companions should be responsible if a shot
was fired; the stout Sikh heart failed, and I was admitted.
My proceeding was justified, and rendered most oppor-
tune, by the discovery that the garrison were preparing
munitions of war, mounting guns, and looking saucy.
I turned them out by the same means as I had gained
admittance—viz., by hinting that if any resistance was
made the headmen by my side were doomed. Putting in
sixteen of my Guides to hold it until further orders, I
took up my quarters outside for the night, and prepared
to attack another small mud fort near at hand in the
morning.

“ However, my friends ran away in the night in a
fright, and thus I had opened the road to Kalallwila
without firing a shot.”

On the morning of the 22nd, Hodson resumed his
march, sending a messenger back to the brigadier begging
him to come on with all possible speed to his help. The
brigadier, he writes, ““ was dreadfully angry, but came on
like a good boy! When within a mile or so of the fort I
halted my party to allow his column to get up nearer,
and as soon as I could see it, moved on quietly. The
ruse told to perfection: thinking they had only 100 men
and myself to deal with, the Sikhs advanced in strength,
thirty to one, to meet me, with colours flying and drums
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beating. Just then a breeze sprang up, the dust blew
aside, and the long line of horsemen coming on rapidly
behind my party burst upon their senses. They turned
instantly and made for the fort, so leaving my men to
advance quietly after them, I galloped up to the brigadier,
pointed out the flying Sikhs, explained their position, and
begged him to charge them.”

The brigadier “ melted from his wrath and told two
regiments of Irregulars to follow my guidance. On we
went at the gallop, cut in amongst the fugitives, and
punished them fearfully. The unfortunate wretches had
cause to rue the day they turned rebels, for we left them
thickly on the ground as we swept along. I have never
charged with cavalry before, or come so directly into
hand-to-hand conflict with the Sikh, save of course in
the trenches at Sobraon. About 300 to 400 escaped
into the fort, while the remainder threw down their arms
and dispersed over the country.”

The remnant of the garrison fled in the night, their
loss in slain alone during the attack and the subsequent
pursuit amounting to 300. From the village adjacent to
the fort a large body of the enemy had been dislodged,
wrote the brigadier, “ by the detachment of the corps
of Guides in good style, killing several.” * * Since then,”
writes Hodson, ‘“ we have been pursuing other parties,
but only came into collision with them to a very trifling
extent once. They had learnt how to run away beauti-
fully. The brigadier has grown quite active, and very
fond of me since that day at Kalallwila, though he had
the wit to see how very ¢ brown I had done him ’ by making
him march two marches in one.”

Hodson himself received the special thanks of Brigadier-
General Hugh Wheeler, ‘“ not only for his services in the
field, but for the information with which he furnished
him,”

In the letter from which we have already quoted,
Hodson draws a lively picture of the duties devolved
upon him as a political officer in command of a body
of the Guides: *Item, fighting personally; item, to
destroy six forts, and sell by auction the property therein

1 Punjéb Blue-Book, 1847-1849.
E
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found; item, to be civil to all comers; ifem, to report
all the said doings daily to Government; ifem, to march
ten to twenty miles a-day at a slow pace; ifem, to eat,
drink, dress, and sleep, to rest oneself from all these
labours. In the above compendious epitome of the work
of that much-abused and ill-used class called ¢ politicals ’
in India, you will, I trust, observe no vacant places or
kiati in which you would expect to see inscribed, ¢ Item,
to write to one’s friends.” ”’

Meanwhile several bands of insurgents continued ravag-
ng the country between the Ravi and Chindb. Hodson
dashed at these marauders whenever he got the chance.
Before the middle of December, as soon as he had estab-
lished some kind of order about Dinanagar, he was once
more across the Ravi on the track of a rebel party headed
by two petty Sikh sirdars, who had been busily plunder-
ing the country at the foot of the hills near Sialkét. On
the evening of the 15th he learned that some 500 of
the insurgents were within his reach at Gamrola, near
ZafarwAl, some twenty-five miles off. There were so
many spies in his camp that he allowed his men to turn
in as usual for the night. Soon after midnight, however,
he aroused his little party and “got them under arms
and off before any one was aware of our move. I had
with me 100 of my Guides and 15 sowars.”

Marching all night, he came upon the insurgents at
daybreak. Halting the Guides under cover of a small
wooded village, he himself went forward to reconnoitre,
and “ found the enemy drawn up to the number of from
150 to 200 horse and foot on the north side of Gamrola,
between the village and a large tank.” Just then, how-
ever, they were joined by a party from Baddi-Pind, and
the whole fell back to the bank of a wide nullah which
ran along their rear. Besides his fifteen sowars he was
now accompanied by a party of Sikh horsemen, of whose
fidelity he was more than doubtful. In order at once to
get rid of these and mislead the enemy as to the strength
of his own party, Hodson instructed them to prevent
the enemy from getting into the villages or hiding among
the sugar-canes on his flanks.

He was still awaiting the arrival of his Guide infantry,
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who were now close at hand. Within five minutes,
however, the insurgents “ moved off sulkily like a herd
of frightened deer, half alarmed, half in doubt. I saw
at once that there was but one chance left, and deter-
mined to go at them as I was, though 15 to 150 is an
imprudent attempt.” Crossing the nullah-bed at a trot,
Hodson’s horsemen fired one volley. Then throwing their
matchlocks aside, they dashed at the retiring enemy.
“The greater part instantly fled precipitately, but a
number of Akalies [or fanatics], seeing that they had
no chance of escape on foot, turned and fought with
desperation. One man in particular succeeded in keep-
ing four sowars at bay for some minutes, and was only
mastered after a severe struggle.” !

Such is the story told by Hodson in his official
letter to his political chief, Sir F. Currie. ‘ The affair
at Baddi-Pind,” wrote Sir F. Currie to the Governor-
General, “was a most gallant one, far more so than
Lieutenant Hodson’s modest statement in his letter
would lead one to suppose. I have had accounts of it
from parties who were eye-witnesses to the personal
gallantry and energy of Lieutenant Hodson, by whose
hand, in single conflict, the Akal: fell, after he had beaten
off four of the sowars of the 15th Irregulars; and to whose
bold activity, indefatigable exertions, and the admirable
arrangements made by him, with the small means at his
disposal, the successful issue of this excursion is to be
attributed.” 2

The following passage in one of Hodson’s private
letters will serve to fill up the outline thus sketched
by the Resident himself: “ The mounted men got off,
but a party of Akalies on foot stopped and fought us,
in some instances very fiercely. One fine bold ¢ Nihung’
beat off four sowars one after another, and kept them
all at bay. I then went at him myself, fearing that
he would kill one of them. He instantly rushed to meet

1 Punjib Blue-Book.

* Ibid. With regard to this affair Sir H. Lawrence had written
to Sir F. Currie: ‘“ Mr. Hodson’s affair seems to be a most gallant
one, very modestly told. Pray make an official report of it, that

he may get the kudos which is due to him; his name has often been
before me, and always honourably.”
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me like a tiger, closed with me, yelling, ‘ Wah Guru-ke
jai!’ and accompanying each shout with a terrific blow
of his tulwar. 1 guarded the three or four first, but
he pressed so closely to my horse’s rein that I could not
get a fair cut in return. At length I pressed in my
turn upon him so sharply that he missed his blow, and
I caught his tulwar back-handed with my bridle-hand,
wrenched it from him, and cut him down with the right,
having received no further injury than a severe cut across
the fingers. I never beheld such desperation and fury
in my hife. It was not human scarcely.”

By that time the rest of the insurgents had got so
far away that Hodson did not deem it prudent to chase
them any farther “in the face of a hostile population,
who came out of the villages, with arms in their hands,
which, though nominally brought against the insurgents,
might at any moment have been turned against us. My
sepoys, too, had followed me at a run for more than a
mile, which in addition to their long march had exhausted
them greatly.” He was therefore obliged to halt, ““ not
without a growl at General Wheeler for having left me
without any men. We had killed one more than our own
number, however, and five more were so severely wounded
that they were removed on charpoys.”

The fort of Baddi-Pind was levelled to the ground.
Next morning at daybreak Hodson continued the pursuit.
Shortly after noon he sighted a body of insurgents near
Cherauk, but they had gained so long a start of him
that after a gallop of three miles he was fain to give
up the chase. “1I regret extremely,” he wrote to the
Resident, *“ that I had not had a larger party of cavalry
with me, Had I been accompanied by even a single
troop, I think it is not too much to say that the whole
of the leaders of these bands of marauders would have
been either killed or taken prisoners.”

The enemy, however, had no heart for further fighting.
In the same letter of December 23, from which I have
just quoted, Hodson was able to report to Sir Frederick
Currie that after his last encounter they “ only halted
for a few hours at a time to collect their scattered
followers and cook their food, and hurried to the upper
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ferries of the Chinab, which the last of the party crossed
early on the zoth. I have ascertained satisfactorily that
there are no insurgents in arms on this side the Chinab,
and I have made some progress in reducing these districts
to order.”

Nor was Lord Dalhousie slow on his part to indorse
Currie’s eulogies of his dashing subaltern. Addressing
the Resident through his own secretary, Sir Henry
Elliot, on January 14, 1849, the Governor-General con-
veyed to Lieutenant Hodson * the strong expression of
his satisfaction with his conduct, and with the mode in
which he discharges whatever duty is intrusted to him.
The Governor-General has had frequent occasions of
noticing the activity, energy, and intelligence of his pro-
ceedings, and he has added to the exercise of the same
qualities on this occasion an exhibition of personal
gallantry which the Governor-General has much pleasure
in recording and applauding, although Lieutenant Hodson
has modestly refrained from bringing it to notice himself.
The Governor-General offers to Lieutenant Hodson his
best thanks for these services.” 2

Meanwhile events in the Punjab were steadily advanc-
ing towards the issue which Hodson had been among
the first to foresee. By the middle of December the
bulk of Gough’s army was halted some miles beyond
the Chinib about Hela, awaiting Dalhousie’s permission
to attack Sher Singh, who had fallen back from the line
of the Chinib to a strongly intrenched position near the
Jhilam, behind the jungles of Chilianwala. Peshawar
was already occupied by Dost Muhammad’s Afghans.
James Abbott still held his own in the wilds of Hazara.
But thousands of good Sikh troops were marching from
the Indus to the Jhilam under the standard of Sher
Singh’s father, Chatar Singh. Nicholson’s efforts to
hinder his advance had proved utterly futile for want of
timely aid from Gough’s troops.

In the last days of December, General Whish found
himself strong enough to press forward the siege of
Multdn with so much vigour that by January 2, 1849,
the whole of the city outside the citadel had fallen into

1 Punjib Blue-Book. * Hodson of Hodson's Horse.
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his hands. On the 3rd of the same month the strong
fortress of Attock opened its gates to the Amir of
Afghanistan, and its brave defender, Lieutenant Herbert,
subsequently became, like George Lawrence, a prisoner
in the hands of Chatar Singh.

The good news from Multan induced Lord Dalhousie,
then staying at Ferozepore, to loosen somewhat the
curb he had placed upon his impetuous commander-
in-chief. What use the brave old soldier made of his
chief’s concession may be seen from the following passage
in Hodson’s letter of January 18: ““We have just re-
ceived intelligence of another great fight between the
army under Lord Gough and the Sikhs, in which the
latter, though beaten, seem to have had every advantage
given away to them. Our loss has been severe, and the
mismanagement very disgraceful, yet it will be called
a victory and lauded accordingly. Oh, for one month
of Sir Charles Napier!”

The bloody battle of Chilianwala, which resulted in
a doubtful victory, purchased at a terrible cost, was
fought on January 13. Abouta fortnight earlier Lumsden
and Hodson had marched off with a strong party of the
Guides, horse and foot, in pursuit of an insurgent force
moving along the foot of the hills that border the districts
of Nurpur and Pathankét. So swift and secret were the
movements of the Guides that parties of Sikhs were
caught in the act of cooking their dinners under a clump
of trees. At sight of Hodson’s advancing infantry they
turned and fled. But Lumsden’s horsemen were close
upon their heels. In spite of the broken and marshy
ground, the runaways were cut up almost to a man.
“ So bad,” says Hodson in his report of the affair, “ was
the nature of the country over which he [Lumsden]
followed them, that at one time more than half the
horses of his troops were down, pursuers and pursued
rolling together in desperate strife in the middle of the
deep marshes. From thirty to forty of the enemy were
killed or mortally wounded, among whom we were able
to identify beyond doubt the insurgent leaders, Ganda
Singh, and his major, Sukha Singh.”* The loss of the

' Punjab Blue-Book.
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victors in this dashing affair was confined to one horse
killed and one wounded. As a matter of course they
received the thanks of the Indian Government.

A few days later Hodson was again in the field, em-
ployed on behalf of General Wheeler in hunting after
Ram Singh, who was again trying to raise the hill country
north of Jalandhar against its new masters. “I have
been day and night at work,” he writes, * examining the
hills and rivers, trying fords, leading columns, and doing
all the multifarious duties thrust on that unhappy com-
bination of hard work, a ¢ Guide ” and ¢ Political * in one.”
The rebel leader was found to be strongly posted on
the Dalla mountain. On the 15th, Hodson, acting on
Wheeler’s instructions, led his Guides and a wing of the
3rd Native Infantry up the right bank of the Ravi with
a view to recross the river and move up to a high peak
of the mountain, while two other columns advanced from
opposite quarters to the attack. We had to march,”
writes Hodson, “ by a circuitous route across the hills;
darkness came on, accompanied by dreadful rain, the
rivers rose and were impassable, and after twenty-four
hours of the most trying work I ever experienced, in
which cold, hunger, and wet were our enemies, we suc-
ceeded in reaching our ground just in time to be too
late.” On the morning of the 16th the remaining columns
succeeded in storming the position with no great loss.
Ram Singh once more fled across the Ravi, with only two
followers; and Lieutenant Hodson, in the words of
Wheeler’s despatch, “ has entitled himself to the sincere
thanks of the brigadier-general for his endeavours to
lead a column to turn the enemy’s position, which failed
only from causes which rendered success impracti-
cable.”

On January 31, Hodson’s amazing energy saved him
from an untimely end. He had gone into Lahore for a
few days to see Sir Henry Lawrence, who had just resumed
his post as Resident. He left Lahore on the morning of
the 31st, on his way back to Dinanagar. Halting for
breakfast at Amritsar, he reached his camp by nightfall,
having covered the hundred miles in ten hours and a half.
““ A party of Sikhs,” he writes,  had collected at a village
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by the roadside to attack me and polish me off.” They
had not expected him, however, till the next morning.
“ T am sorry to say,” he adds, “ that they surrounded my
horses, which were coming on quietly in the morning,
asked for me, and finding I had escaped, stole my best
horse, a valuable Arab, who had carried me in three fights,
and bolted, not, however, without resistance, for two
horsemen (Guides) of mine who were with the horse tried
to save it. One got four wounds and the other escaped
unhurt. Had I ridden like any other Christian instead
of like a spectre horseman, and been the usual time on
the road, I should have been a ‘body.”” ‘ As soon as
the tidings reached us,” he says in a letter to Mr. Lewin
Bowring, ¢ the troop was off like a flash of lightning, old
Fathi Khan going at the gallop the whole distance and
sending a man to us—we were at breakfast at the time
in camp—to say that he was off! We followed like a
steeplechase, got up to the scene of the scrimmage, some
five kés hence, and did our best to trace the rascals. We
got on their track and followed it to Kanowan, but there
Jost all trace of them, and as a matter of course not a
soul would own to having seen them. . . . I have had
enough of riding—1o00 miles on the 31st, and eleven hours
steady in the saddle on the 1st! I only feel it in the
waist, which is somewhat sore from the constant pressure
of a sword-belt for so many hours.”

“ ¢ But my horse it is another’s,
And it never can be mine,’ 7’

were the words in which Hodson, writing to his father,
gave a humorous turn to the feeling of “ intense disgust ”
expressed in his letter to Mr. Bowring at the abduction
of his favourite Arab, who had done him “yeoman
service ”’ during the campaign.

On January 22, the citadel of Multdn surrendered to
General Whish, and to Herbert Edwardes was intrusted
the duty of escorting Mulrdj as prisoner to Lahore. Three
of Whish’s brigades were at once sent northwards to rein-
force Gough, who had meanwhile halted at Chilianwila,
watching Sher Singh’s army intrenched about Rasiil. By
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the middle of February the combined forces of Sher
and Chatar Singh marched quietly round Gough’s flank
towards the Chindb near Wazirabad in hopes of inter-
cepting Gough’s reinforcements, and even, it was said,
of making a dash at Lahore. By this time Hodson found
himself acting in close companionship with the army of
the Punjab. ‘I am at present with my men,” he writes
on February 19 from Wazirabad, ¢ attached to a brigade
encamped on this (the left) bank of the Chinab to prevent
the enemy crossing until Lord Gough is ready to attack
them on the right bank, where he is now encamped with
his whole force minus our brigade.”

Baffled by swollen fords and British vigilance in their
attempts to cross the Chinéb, the Sikh leaders prepared
to make their last stand round the walled city of Gujarat,
on the right bank of the Chindb, some miles north of
Wazirabad. In front of this place some 50,000 horse and
foot, including 1500 Afghans, with an armament of 6o
guns, awaited Lord Gough’s advance at the head of
23,000 men and go guns.

On February 21, 1849, the British general fought and
won “his last battle and his best,” as he himself put it
in his letter to the chairman of the India Board. At
8.30 of that morning the battle of the guns began, and
raged more or less fiercely for about three hours. By
that time the two villages on our right front had been
stormed, and about noon the long British line moved
forward to certain victory. The retreat of the enemy
was soon turned by our guns and cavalry into a murderous
rout. That day the whole of their standing camp, their
baggage, ordnance stores, and fifty-three of their guns
fell into the victor’s hands. Gough’s whole loss in killed
and wounded amounted only to 806 men.

At this crowning victory of Gujarit, Hodson himself
was present as an active member of Lord Gough’s personal
staff. Of his letter describing the battle no trace can be
found, nor did his name at first appear in Lord Gough’s
despatch to the Governor-General. This oversight, how-
ever, was duly remedied in Lord Gough’s postscript of
March 15: “ On the reperusal of my despatch relative to
the operations of February 21, at Gujarat, I regret to find






CHAPTER VIII
FROM SOLDIER TO CIVILIAN. 1849-1850

O~ the morning of February 22, a strong flying column
of all arms, led by the dashing Sir Walter Gilbert, set
out from the field of Gujart on that long hot chase of
the routed enemy which led to the final surrender of the
Sikhs at Rawal Pindi, and ended a week later in the flight
of Dost Muhammad’s horsemen through the Khaibar hills,
only a few hours before Gilbert’s cavalry reached Pesha-
war. On March 30, 1849, the Marquis of Dalhousie issued
the proclamation which dethroned the child-sovereign of
Ranyjit’s kingdom, and turned the Punjib into a province
of British India.

“I had anticipated and wished for this measure,”
wrote Hodson on April 17. “I did not, however, expect
that it would be carried out so suddenly and so sweep-
ingly as it has been. I have been annexed as well as the
Punjadb. My ‘occupation’s gone.’”

In other words, under the new scheme of government
provided by Lord Dalhousie for the Punjib, Lieutenant
W. Hodson was relieved for the moment of his civil duties
by some one whose official rank entitled him to displace a.
mere subaltern of less than five years’ standing. Conscious.
of his own worth, as attested by the records, public and
private, of his recent services, he fell back, with a passing-
grumble, upon the post he still held as second in command
of the Guides under the high-souled Harry Lumsden.
After instructing the new Commissioner in the details of
the province, which he himself had won from the rebels.
during the past six months, he rejoined the Guides at
Peshawar to arrange with Lumsden the proposed additions
to the strength of that corps.

“ Now daily, morning and evening,” he writes in June,
“T may be seen standing on one leg to convince their
Afghan mind of the plausibility and elegance of the goose-

75



76 Major W. Hodson

step. I am quite a sergeant-major just now, and you
will well believe that your wandering brother is suffi-
ciently cosmopolised to drop with a certain aplomb into
any line of life which may turn up in the course of his
career. I was always fond of ‘soldiering,” and there is
a species of absurdity in dropping from the minister of
a province into a drill-sergeant, which is enlivening.”

Meanwhile Hodson, as he tells his brother, had “ made
some progress in the knowledge of men,” but found him-
self behindhand in that of books. ‘We are sadly off,”
he writes, ““for military works in English, and few
sciences require more study than the art of war. You
might get me a list of good works from the United
Service Institution at Charing Cross. I want the best
edition of Casar procurable; also Xenophon and Arrian.
1 fancy the last has been very well edited.” In the
matter of reading he was certainly better off than most
of the many officers then quartered about the frontier;
but he had read the few books he always carried about
with him until he was tired of them all excepting Shake-
speare. ‘‘ Then, of course, there are no ladies bere, and
consequently no society, or réunions (as they are called
when people live together), and people are pitched head-
long on to their own resources, and find them very hard
falling indeed |’

He was just then recovering from a sharp attack of
fever—“ a regular blazing Eastern fever, the sort of thing
which burns so fast that if it don’t stop quickly, it burns
you well down into the socket, and leaves you there with-
out strength to splutter or flicker, and you go out without
the satisfaction of a last flare-up at expiring.” By this
time the order had come for increasing the Guide corps
to 1000 men, so that Hodson would have plenty of work
before him, especially as Lumsden left “almost every-
thing ”” in his lieutenant’s hands. By this time also his
good friend, Sir Henry Lawrence, had obtained for him
the post of Assistant Commissioner under the new Board
of Administration, at the head of which was Sir Henry
himself.

On this occasion one of his heartiest well-wishers was
his late comrade and commander, Harry Lumsden. “I



From Soldier to Civilian 77

congratulate you,” he wrote in July, * on being made an
Assistant Commissioner in the Punjib, though I am
myself truly sorry to lose you as a Guide: however, it is
for your advantage, no doubt.”

Some months earlier the new President of the Punjib
Board had not been in the best of humours either with
Hodson or Hodson’s commandant. To the former he
had written on February 28: “I am seriously displeased
at the way you and Lumsden have behaved after all my
injunctions. Battles are not fought every day, and yet
to this moment I have not one line from either of you,
the two officers of the Guides, on the subject of a general
action fought on the 21st.” And on the following day,
after giving Hodson some directions as to the treatment
of some prisoners, Sir Henry wrote: “I know you are
zealous, and I am ready as ever to appreciate your merits,
but it seems to me that a year has not lessened the great
defect in your character and drawback to your usefulness
—viz., impetuosity and excess of self-reliance.”

Sir Henry, indeed, was just then out of humour with
things in general, especially with Dalhousie’s plans for
annexing and governing the Punjib. His broken health
and his strained relations with a Governor-General who
had a will of his own did not tend to improve a temper
naturally quick to take offence, and now yet more em-
bittered by the fact of his holding only the first place in
a board of three, one of whom was his brother, John
Lawrence. In Hodson’s case, however, this splenetic
humour does not seem to have rankled long. In due
time Sir Henry frankly owned that he had misjudged
his young friend, and Hodson’s soreness at the seeming
injustice ere long gave place to kindlier feelings and a
juster sense of his patron’s unfailing efforts on his behalf.
Sir Henry’s letters of this period show how warm an
interest he took in Hodson’s fortunes. Writing from
Lahore on July 21, to congratulate Hodson on his pucka
appointment, he says: ‘ Regarding your appointment,
I had to speak or write at least six times since I went to
Simla. You can come down with Lumsden or otherwise
as you and he think best. . . . If you come down, the
sooner the better, for I have a special bit of service in
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this direction for the Guides which must come off soon. . . .
You never sent me the memorandum of services during
the war.”?

About the middle of August, Hodson had reached
Lahore and entered on the duties of Assistant to the
Commissioner, Charles B. Saunders. He had hardly set
to work when he came in for another sharp attack of
fever. “I am about again,” he writes on September 3,
“ but not able to work. Sir H. Lawrence is very unwell:
I fear that his constitution is utterly broken down, and
that he will either have to go away from India for two
vears or more, or that another hot season will kill him.
He is ten years older in every respect than he was during
our Kashmir trip in 1846.”

With regard to the nature and extent of his duties,
the new Assistant Commissioner had not much to learn.
They combined, in his own words, “judicial, police,
magisterial, and revenue work. A goodly number of new
ideas, is it not? Happily I have tried all under the old
régime, and have only to learn the new system and official
slang. It will be a good line eventually. At present I
get less pay than with the Guides since their augmenta-
tion.”

It was not entirely of his own choice that Hodson had
entered upon his new career. ‘“To tell the truth,”
he wrote on September 24, “I had much rather have
remained with the Guides,—a more independent and very
far pleasanter life, and I think one that will in the end
be more distinguished. However, I was guided by Mr.
Thomason’s and Sir H. Lawrence’s advice, and must take
the consequences.”

There were other matters, also, on which for the
moment he was specially employed. “The army has
fallen to my share, and I have to examine into the claims
of innumerable fine old hangers-on of the Lahore State
to grants or pensions, to record their rights, and report
on them for the decision of Government. Then there are
upwards of 2000 old women, wives and mothers of soldiers
killed in war, whom I have to see and pay the pittance
decreed by their masters. Lord Dalhousie and his

1 Letters supplied by Miss Hodson.



From Soldier to Civilian 79

secretaries and officials are stern and hard taskmasters,
and are not unworthily represented by the new Board,
the only merciful member of which (Sir H. Lawrence) is
left in a minority, and is, moreover, too ill to do
much.”

In October, Hodson was again disabled for a time from
active work, For several weeks he was, in his own words,
““ continuously bedridden, thanks to a rampageous horse.
Gentlemen at home ride trained and broken horses; we
ride fresh young brutes innocent of bit or saddle till the
day one mounts them, and it’s not one wild trick but a
thousand they have. But my leg is doing well, only
sprained; but three weeks on one’s back is hard lines
when, as now, it means solitary confinement. ’Tis true
an acquamtance now and then drops in, and the doctor’s
visits mark the lapse of days, but at the best it is weary
work.”

During those weeks of enforced idleness he amused
himself with reading the Llfe of Sir T. Fowell Buxton,
whose energy, he wrote, *is admirably shown in every-
thing, from porter and beefsteaks to bullying West Indian
planters. We want men of that kind out here, who will
stand climate and snubbing to any amount. The apathy
and laissez-faire system, which the climate of India seems
to engender, is quite astounding; but one gets used to it
soon, and in time, I suppose, as apathetic as the rest of
them. Sir Henry Lawrence is still absent on his tour. .

He seemed to me utterly broken up, body and mind,
when he was here.”

On the 22nd, he writes to his father: “ How I envy
you your mountain and lake wanderings [in Switzerland],
and how much I wish I could be with you and the dear
sisters amid such a beautiful country. What a relief it
would be after the sea-like plain of Upper India, to say
nothing of the delight of seeing you all again! . . . Tam
not yet able to walk or ride, but I make my friends dr1ve
me in their carriages.” He had “ quite a host of guests ”
staying with him during a great race meeting at Lahore,
in which Sir Walter Gilbert might be seen, at the age
of sixty-five, “riding races against all comers, profes-
sional and gentlemen riders, and beating them all?
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In December 1849, Lord Dalhousie paid his first visit
to the capital of his new province. “ Great have been
the doings,” writes Hodson on the 7th—* two balls, two
darbars, two levees, a féte champétre, and an investi-
ture of the Bath, all in one week. . . . I had only just
strength enough to stand up during the proceedings.
We civil employés gave a ball last night to Lady Dathousie
and the Governor-General. . .. But the event to me
was my introduction to Sir Charles Napier, and a ‘ big
talk ’ T had with him. I have been long looking forward
to this, and was much pleased. . . . I am writing against
time, as I am going to dine with Sir C. Napier en
famille.’ 1

In the first days of 1850, Hodson was staying with the
Lawrences for change of air at Lahore. ‘I go into camp
to-morrow,” he writes on the sth, * for the same object,
and hope at length to shake off the effects of my long
ailings. It is three months since I mounted a horse, and
that in India, and in this beautiful climate, where one
ought to be in the saddle half the day. I am thoroughly
weary of contemplating four white walls and a white roof.
The bare barn-like rooms, without curtains, colour, or
ornaments, do so weary one’s eyes after a few weeks’
constant confinement. Commend me to a camp life,
even though you could not leave your tent without being
shot at! Sir C. Napier is coming out very strong, and
routing people up amazingly. . . . He is frightened, as
he well may be, at the fearful want of discipline in the
native army. . . . Sir Henry talks of our making a tour
together among the wilds of the Punjib.”

It was at this time that Hodson made or renewed the
acquaintance with William Arnold, the youngest and
not least gifted son of Rugby’s famous headmaster. In
the young ensign of a native infantry regiment, the
future author of Oakfield, Hodson found a companion
suited to his own scholarly tastes, and responsive to his
more thoughtful moods. “ He is quite fresh and very
Arnold-like, and does me a world of good. One feels at
home again with some one to speak to about former days,

1The hero of Midni had just succeeded Lord Gough as Com-
mander-in-Chief.
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and of sense sufficient for conversation. He is a shrewd
clever lad, I think.”?

By the 21st of January, Hodson had reached Pathankét
in company with Sir Henry Lawrence. He hoped to see

‘‘ our coursers graze at ease
Beyond the blue Borysthenes,”

the name by which he had dubbed the Indus before his
return to civilised life, He was now able to ride again,
‘ though not quite with the same firmness in the saddle
as of yore. I have no doubt, however, that ere we do
see the ¢ Borysthenes’ I shall be as ‘ game’ for a gallop
of one hundred miles on end as I was last year at this
season.”

Some weeks later Hodson became assistant to the
Deputy-Commissioner of Amritsar, Charles B. Saunders,
—*“a very nice sort of fellow, with an exceeding pretty
and nice wife.” For the Commissioner himself, Mr.
(afterwards Sir Robert) Montgomery, he soon conceived
a strong liking. “He is a very able man, and at the
head of his service in many respects.” His letters of this
period seem to attest the depressing influence of three
months’ illness, crowned by an attack of jaundice, from
which he was only just recovering.

He looked back regretfully to the stirring life he had
led on service with the Guides; and he brooded, not
without cause, over the fact of his exclusion from the
honours bestowed on deserving officers after the late
campaign. “It is now two years,” he writes on March
4, “since I was made an‘assistant to the Resident, and
within a few months of that time I took absolute charge
of a tract of country (in a state of war, too) comprising
three modern districts, in one of which I am now playing
third fiddle. Surely annexation was a ‘ heavy blow and
a great discouragement ’ to me at least. In the military
line, too, I have been equally unlucky, from the fact of

1 William Delafield Arnold soon exchanged the life of a soldier
for the duties of a public teacher. He became a Director of Public
Instruction in the Punjab, and died at Gibraltar on his way home in
April 1859. Readers of Matthew Arnold may remember the touch-
ing verses in which he mourned his brother’s untimely death. See
Matthew Arnold’s Poetical Works, p. 204. Macmillan, 18go.

F



82 Major W. Hodson

my services having been with detachments instead of
with the main army. I held my ground (and cleared it
of the enemy, too) for weeks with only 120 men at my
back, and when every officer, from General Wheeler
downwards, entreated me to withdraw and give it up;
I fed 5000 men and horses for six months by personal
and unremitting exertion; collected the revenues of the
disturbed districts, and paid £15,000 over and above into
the treasury, from the proceeds of property taken from
the rebels. Besides this, I worked for General Wheeler
so satisfactorily that he has declared publicly that he
could have done nothing without me. So much were
the Sikhs enraged at my proceedings that party after
party were sent to polisk me off, and at one time I couldn’t
stir about the country without having bullets sent at my
head from every bush and wall. However, I need not go
on with the catalogue; I have been egotistical enough as
it is.”

A fortnight later he inveighs with equal force and
justice against the seniority system which then prevailed
in India. ‘At the age at which officers become colonels
and majors not one in fifty is able to stand the wear and
tear of Indian service. They become still more worn in
mind than in body. All elasticity is gone; all energy
and enterprise worn out; they become, after a fortnight’s
campaign, a burden to themselves, an annoyance to those
under them, and a terror to every one but the enemy!
The officer who commanded the cavalry brigade which
so disgraced the service at Chilianwéla was not able to
mount a horse without the assistance of two men. A
brigadier of infantry, under whom I served during the
three most critical days of the late war, could not see his
regiment when I led his horse by the bridle until its nose
touched the bayonets; and even then he said faintly,
¢ Pray, which way are the men facing, Mr. Hodson?’
This is no exaggeration, I assure you. Can you wonder
that our troops have to recover by desperate fighting,
and with heavy loss, the advantages thrown away by
the want of heads and eyes to lead them? ”

‘“A seniority service,” he adds, “like that of the
Company, is all very well for poor men; better still for
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fools, for they must rise equally with wise men; but for
maintaining the discipline and efficiency of the army in
time of peace, and hurling it on the enemy in war, there
never was a system which carried so many evils on its
front and face.

“1 speak strongly, you will say, for I feel acutely:
though I am so young a soldier, yet the whole of my
brief career has been spent in camps, and a year such as
the last, spent in almost constant strife, and a great
part of it on detached and independent command, teaches
one lessons which thirty years of peaceful life, of parades
and cantonments, would never impart.

“There are men of iron, like Napier and Radetzky,
aged men, whom nothing affects; but they are just in
sufficient numbers to prove the rule by establishing
exceptions. Depend upon it, that for the rough work
of war, especially in India, your leaders must be young
to be effective.”

In a letter of April 5, Hodson tells how he had just
spent three days on civil duty in Sir Charles Napier’s
camp. Sir Charles “ was most kind and cordial; vastly
amusing and interesting, and gave me even a higher
opinion of him than before. To be sure, his language
and mode of expressing himself savour more of the last
than of this century—of the camp than of the court;
but, barring these eccentricities, he is a wonderful man;
his heart is as thoroughly in his work, and he takes as
high a tone in all that concerns it, as Arnold did in his
—that is to say, the highest the subject is capable of.
I only trust he will remain with us as long as his health
lasts, and endeavour to rouse the army from the state of
slack discipline into which it has fallen. On my parting
with him he said, ¢ Now, remember, Hodson, if there is
any way in which I can be of use to you, pray don’t
scruple to write to me.” I didn’t show him his brother’s
(Sir W. Napier’s) letter, that he might judge for himself
first, and know me per se, or rather per me : 1 will, how-
ever, if ever I see him again.”

In the same letter he refers to the death of Dr. Arnold
as ‘“a national misfortune. . . . As it is, the influence
which he did produce has been most lasting and striking
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in its effects. It is felt even in India; I cannot say more
than that.

“You should come and live in India for five years,”
he adds, “if you wished to feel the benefit of our
¢ established > forms of Christianity. Even the outward
signs and tokens of its profession—cathedrals, churches,
colleges, tombs, hospitals, almshouses—have, I am now
more than ever convinced, an influence on men’s minds
and principles and actions which none but those who
have been removed from their influence for years can
feel or appreciate thoroughly. ... A few cathedrals
and venerable-looking edifices would do wonders in our
colonies. Here we have nothing physical to remind us
of any creed but Islamism and Hinduism. The com-
parative purity of the Moslem’s creed is shown admirably
in the superiority in taste and form of their places of
prayer. Christianity alone is thrust out of sight! A
barrack-room, a ball-room, a dining-room, perhaps a
court of justice, serve the purpose for which the ¢ wisdom
and piety of our ancestors’ constructed such noble and
stately temples; feeling, justly, that the human mind in
its weakness required to be called to the exercise of
devotion by the senses as well as by reason and will;
that separation from the ordinary scenes of everyday life,
its cares, its toils, its amusements, is necessary to train
the feelings and thoughts to that state in which religious
impressions are conveyed. I have not seen a church for
three years and more, nor heard the service of the Church
read, save at intervals in a room in which, perhaps, the
night before, I had been crushed by a great dinner-party
or worn out by the bustle and turmoil of suitors. The
building in which one toils becomes intimately associated
with the toil itself. That in which one prays should
at least have some attribute to remind one of prayer.
Human nature shrinks for long from the thought of being
buried in any but consecrated ground; the certainty of
lying dead some day or other on a field of battle, or by
a roadside, has, I have remarked, the most strange effect
on the soldier’s mind. Depend upon it, the same feeling
holds good with regard to consecrated places of worship.
You may think this fanciful, but I am sure you would
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feel it more strongly than I do were you to live for a time
in a country where everything buz relzgwn has its living
and existent memorials and evidences.”

Hodson had just made himself comfortable in Amritsar,
in a pretty garden-house fitted up with doors and wmdows
when he found himself driven by the state of his health
to go on four months’ leave to the hills. Going away
was, he felt, “a great bore in some respects, as it may
be 2 hindrance in the way of promotion, and, moreover,
T am reduced to the state of half-pay for the time I am
on leave. On the other hand, neither promotion nor
pay are any good so long as life is a burden to one by
reason of weakness and sickness.”



CHAPTER IX
FROM KASHMIR TO KUSSOWLIE. 1850~1851

EARrLY in June, Hodson quitted Amritsar to join Sir Henry
Lawrence on the road to Kashmir. By the 1oth they
had reached the summit of the first high ridge southward
of the snowy range, and were only about sixty miles
from the valley itself. ““ To me,” he writes, * travelling
is life, and in a country where one has no home, no local
attractions, and no special sympathies, it is the greatest
comfort in the world. T get terribly ennuyé if T am in
one place for three months at a time; yet I think I should
be just as tame as ever in England, quite domestic again.”

The travellers were resting in the Kashmir valley,
the beauty of which enraptured Hodson, who had only
seen it before in its winter dress. “ Nothing can exceed
the luxuriant beauty of the vegetation, the plane-trees
and walnuts especially, except the squalor, dirt, and
poverty of the wretched Kashmirians. The king is
avaricious, and is old. The disease grows on him, and
he won’t look beyond his money-bags. There is a capita-
tion tax on every individual practising any labour, trade,
profession, or employment, collected daily. Fancy the
Londoners having to go and pay a fourpenny- and a
sixpenny-bit each per diem for the pleasure of living in
the town. Then the tax on all shawls, goods, and fabrics
is about seventy-five per cent., including custom duty,
and this the one solitary staple of the valley. . . . What
a garden it might be made! Not an acre to which the
finest water might not be conveyed without expense
worth naming, and a climate where all produce comes
to perfection, from wheat and barley to grapes and silk.”

On the zoth they went northwards towards Ladakh,
whence they passed on through Iskardo, across the Indus,
to Gilgit—“a ferra incognita to which, I believe, only
one European now living has penetrated.”” “ Sir Henry
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Lawrence,” he adds, ‘is not well, and certainly not up
to this trip, but he has made up ’his mind to go. I do
not gain strength as fast as I could wish, but I fancy,
when once thoroughly unstrung, it takes a long time to
recover the wonted tone.”

By the end of July our travellers were encamped at
Kargil, only a few marches from Leh, the chief town m
the Tibetan province of Ladakh. As far as the pass,”
he writes to Mr. F. A. Foster, “ dividing Kashmir from
Tibet, all was lovely, rich woods and green sloping lawns,
covered with a profusion of our English garden-flowers,
interspersed with mighty peaks and savage rocks. You
cross the ridge and all is changed—glaciers and vast
masses of mountain alone meet the eye, and as you
descend the valley of the Drip river, day after day you
have but a wall of mountains on your right hand and on
your left, and a torrent rushing along by your side to
join the Indus. ... We are among the Bhéts here,
Buddhists by creed, and the ugliest mortals I ever be-
held. Their features are an immortal smash, scarce
cognisable one from another, with low v1llamous—]ookmg
forehead and bad eyes. No wonder since they live half
buried in snow during six months of the year! and have
to grind hard for a livelihood the remainder of it. I
need hardly say that their language is unfit for ears
polite, and undistinguishable from that of a calf or wild
beast. Neither gods nor men could undertake such a
task as deciphering it, one would think, yet I believe a
romantic Pole or Russian really did make a vocabulary
thereof, and I doubt not the Boden professor would
lecture off-hand on the subject.”

On August 4, Lawrence’s camp was pitched at Kalsi
in Laddkh. * The kitchen,” writes Hodson, *“is under
a neighbouring tree; and round a fire are squatting our
gallant guards, a party of Maharaja Guléb Singh’s house-
hold brigade. Some of his people accompany us, and
what with followers, 2 munshi or two for business and
their followers, I daresay we are a party of two or three
hundred souls of all colours and creeds—Christians,
Mussulmans, Hindus, Buddhists, Sikhs, and varieties of
each. The creeds of the party are as varied as their
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colours; and that’s saying a good deal, when you contrast
my white face and yellow hair with Sir Henry’s nut-
brown, the pale white parchmenty-colour of the Kashmiri,
the honest brunette tinge of the tall Sikh, the clear olive-
brown of the Rajput, down through all shades of dingi-
ness to the deep black of the low-caste Hindu. I am one
of the whitest men in India, I fancy, as instead of burn-
ing in the sun, I get blenched like endive or celery. How
you would stare at my long beard, moustache, and
whiskers. . . . The Indus is brawling along s5oo0 feet
below us, as if in a hurry to get ‘out of that’; and
above, one’s neck aches with trying to see to the top of
the vast craggy mountains which confine the stream in
its rocky channel. So wild, so heaven-forsaken a scene
I never beheld; living nature there is none. In a week’s
journey I have seen three marmots, two wagtails, and
three jackdaws, and we have averaged twenty miles
a-day.”

After some more marches of the same average length,
the party arrived at Leh or Ladakh, which Hodson
describes as “ a small town of not more than 4oo houses,
on a projecting promontory of rock stretching out into
the valley formed by one of the small feeders of the
Indus. For the people, they are Bhots, wear tails, and
have flat features like the Chinese, and black garments.
The women, unlike other Asiatics whom I have seen, go
about the streets openly, as in civilised countries; but
they are an ugly race, and withal dirty to an absolutely
unparalleled extent. They wear no headdress, but plait
their masses of black hair into sundry tails half-way
down their backs. Covering the division of the hair
from the forehead, back, and down the shoulders, is a
narrow leathern strap, universally adorned with rough
turquoises and bits of gold and silver.” One old Rani,
on whom Lawrence and Hodson called, had her head
adorned with a broader strap, on which were sewn 156
large turquoises reckoned to be worth several hundred
pounds.

“The climate is delightful; it never rains; the sky
is blue to a fault, and snow only falls sparingly in winter,
though the climate is cold, being 10,000 feet (they say)
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above the sea. In boiling water the thermometer was
only 188°. I never felt a more exhilarating air. That
one week quite set me up, and I have been better ever
since. The Llamas or monks, with their red cardinals’
hats and crimson robes, look very imposing and monastic,
quite a travesty of the regular clergy, and they blow just
such trumpets as Fame does on monuments in country
churches. Jolly friars they are, and fat to a man.”

After a week spent at Leh they crossed the mountain
ridge which separates the two branches of the Indus.
Descending the northern or right stream, they reached
Iskardo, the capital of Baltistan, or Little Tibet. This
place Hodson characterised as  a genuine humbug. In
the middle of a fine valley some 6ooo feet above the
sea, surrounded by sudden-rising perpendicular moun-
tains 6ooo feet higher, stands an i1solated rock washed
by the Indus, some two miles by three-quarters—a little
Gibraltar. The valley may be ten miles by three, partially
cultivated, and inhabited by some two hundred scattered
houses. There’s Iskardo. There was a fort on the rock,
but that is gone, and all, as usual in the East, bespeaks
havoc: only Nature is grand here. The people are
Mussulmans and not Bhéts, and are more human-looking,
but not so well clad.”

Hodson was surprised to find Iskardo so much hotter
than he had expected. On August 25, the thermometer
in his tent rose to 92°—*a thing,” he says, ‘for which
I cannot possibly account, as there is snow now on all
sides of us.”

About the middle of September, Hodson parted com-
pany with Sir Henry Lawrence in Kashmir, and made
his way across the Punjdb to Simla, where he purposed
spending a few days with his old friend Mr. James
Thomason. Sir Henry and he had parted the best of
friends; and Sir Henry urged him to use all the influence
he could command at Simla, in order to obtain the
promise of a brevet majority, whenever he might gain
the rank of regimental captain, as well as the immediate
reward of a local majority for his services in the late
war.

What Sir Henry himself thought of his young com-
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panion appears in his letter of August 29, to his brother
George: ‘I have had a nice tour with Hodson, who
makes a good travelling companion—energetic, clever,
and well-informed. I don’t know why you did not take
to him at Peshawar. He has his faults,—positiveness
and self-will among them,—but it is useful to us to have
companions who contradict and keep us mindful that
we are not Solomons. I believe that if Sir Charles
Napier stood on his head and cut capers with his heels,
@ la Boileau, he would consider it quite right that all
commanders-in-chief should do so. . . . Toryism and
Absolutism are right, Liberty only another name for
Red Republicanism. So you see we have enough to differ
upon,”?!

pAmong other motives for Sir Henry’s visit to Kashmir
had been the purchase of shawls and other noteworthy
products of Kashmiri handlooms, which would take their
place in the Indian department of the Great Exhibition,
to be held in the following year in the great glass palace
designed by Sir Joseph Paxton. Hodson, of course,
threw himself gladly into the congenial business of select-
ing the daintiest samples of native workmanship. Nor
could he resist the temptation to order a pair of shawls
on his own account. As the making of these elaborate
works of art would take many months, he trusted that
he would have the means of paying for them when the
bills were sent in.

In due time the precious goods were delivered, but
the means of payment were not at once forthcoming.
Hodson therefore sent the shawls to England for sale,
and the money obtained for them enabled him at last
to meet the claims of the Kashmiri merchants. Owing
to some miscarriage there had been unforeseen delays in
the settlement of this affair; and the merchants com-
plained to Sir Henry Lawrence, who was naturally much
annoyed, and no doubt spoke his mind freely to the
seeming delinquent. It is quite a mistake, however, to

1 Merivale’s Life of Sir Henry Lawrence. The story goes that
Boileau of the Bengal Engineers, while awaiting an audience of the
Governor-General, amused himself by standing upon his head. In

this posture he was still to be seen, dangling his legs in the air. when
the great man suddenly entered the room.
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suppose that Sir Henry’s wrath on this occasion went
beyond a passing outburst over an act of venial in-
discretion due to his young friend’s sanguine tempera-
ment alone. Sir Henry’s whole conduct at this period
belies the assertion put forward by Hodson’s enemies,
that he had lost all faith in Hodson’s personal integrity.
Sir Henry’s two most intimate friends, Lord Napier of
Magdala and Sir Robert Montgomery, both assured the
Rev. George H. Hodson “that they never heard any
intimation of the sort, nor did his brother-in-law, the
Rev. J. Knox Marshall, with whom to the last he most
constantly corresponded in England.” Mr. Knox Mar-
shall well remembers ‘“the way in which Sir Henry
used to write respecting your noble and distinguished
brother. Among the many whose character for honour,
bravery, and courage those trying times developed, no
one stood higher, few so high.”!

That Hodson’s * unscrupulous character came out at
every step ” of the Kashmir tour must be regarded as a
flight of pure fancy on the part of a writer who goes out
of his way to asperse the character of a man whose worst
failings sprang from no sordid or ignoble source.

In this connection I may refer again to the testimony
of his old schoolfellow, Mr. Thomas Arnold: “I firmly
believe that the charges and imputations which have
been heaped upon his memory are for the most part
false. When he is accused of peculation, falsification
of accounts, misappropriation of funds, etc., I should
oppose, unless evidence much more damaging than has
yet been brought forward can be produced, an unhestitat-
g negative. I do not believe that Hodson was capable
of base or ignoble acts. He had an honest and upright
nature.”? That Hodson was the ““soul of honour ” has
always been the settled conviction of that other school-
fellow, Mr. F. A. Foster, with whom he corresponded
nearly to the last. Such evidence to early character
counts for much when it is borne out by the concurrent
testimony of those who knew the same man best in
after-years.

3 Hodson of Hodson's Horse.
 Passages from a Wandering Life. By Thomas Arnold.
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‘ Servetur ad imum
Qualis ab incepto processerit, et sibi constet,”

is a sound working principle in life as well as art.

To return to Hodson and his Simla experiences in
October 1850. In a letter of the zist, written under
Thomason’s hospitable roof, he says: “ The change to
the utter comfort and civilisation of this house was some-
thing ‘stunning’; and I have not yet become quite
reconciled to dressing three times a-day, black hat, and
patent-leather boots. I need hardly say, however, that
I have very much enjoyed my visit and my ‘ big talks’
with Mr. Thomason. He is very grey, and looks older
than when I saw him in 1847, but otherwise he is just
the same, working magnificently, and doing wonders for
his province. Already the North-West Provinces are a
century in advance of the Bengal Proper ones. As a
governor he has not his equal; and in honesty, high-
mindedness, and indefatigable devotion to the public
good, he is facile princeps of the whole Indian service.
Nor is there a household in India to match his; indeed
it is about the only ‘ big-wig ’ house to which people go
with pleasure rather than as a duty. I saw Sir Charles
Napier, too, and dined with him last week. He is very
kind and pleasant, and I am very sorry on public grounds
that he is going away.”

On November 4, he writes from Kussowlie: “ Mr.
Thomason will have told you of the power of civility I
met with at Simla from the ‘ big-wigs,” and that even
Lord Dalhousie waxed complimentary, and said that
¢ Lumsden and Hodson were about the best men he had ’
(that I write it that shouldn’t!), and that he promised to
do his best to get me a brevet majority as soon as I
became in the course of time a regimental captain. And
Sir Charles Napier (the best-abused man of his day) was
anxious to get for me the staff appointment of brigade-
major to the Punjib Irregular Force—i.c., of the six
newly raised cavalry and infantry regiments for the
frontier service. He did not succeed, for the berth had
been previously filled up unknown to him; but he #rsed
to do so, and that’s a compliment from such a man. I
hope I need not say that this good deed of his was as
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spontaneous as a mushroom’s birth. . . . Sir Henry and
Lady Lawrence have both repeatedly charged me with
kindly greetings to you all and to the Archdeacon. I
am on a more comfortable footing with Sir Henry now
than ever almost, and he is, as you know, most kind
when his temper is good.”

About this time he was appointed to act as personal
assistant to Mr., G. Edmonstone, then Commissioner for
the Cis-Satlaj States. In spite of this new promotion,
Hodson “ hankered after the Guides as much as ever,
and would catch at a good opportunity of returning to
them with honour.” He had only turned civilian against
his own feelings, at the advice of Sir Henry and Mr.
Thomason. He had refused six months ago to apply
for a vacancy in the corps of Guides, because he knew
that Lumsden would disapprove of his passing over the
heads of senior officers. “ Now,” he writes, “ both Sir
Henry Lawrence and Mr. Thomason are very sorry that
I ever left the corps, and that they advised the step.
Things have taken a different turn since then, and it is
confessedly the best thing a young soldier can aspire to.
I know that my present line is one which leads to more
pecuniary advantages; but the other is the finer field,
and is far more independent. I shall work away, how-
ever, cheerfully in the civil line until I see a good open-
ing in the other, and tken I fear you will hardly persuade
me that sitting at a desk with the thermometer at ¢8%
is better than soldiering—i.e., than commanding soldiers
made and taught by yourself!”

Returning to Amritsar in the middle of November,
Hodson was ““up to the neck in work ” for about three
weeks before joining his new chief at Lahore. Here he
found his work both pleasanter and freer from routine
than that which he had left behind. At Lahore he
employed his leisure “in cramming Hindi for a use-
less examination in a tongue unknown on this side the
Ganges.” He was getting “ tired of zeal—it is unprofit-
able. For the future I mean to take mine ease. I see
that men who do so get on better than I do, and enjoy
themselves much more! So good-bye to enthusiasm and
zeal and all that sort of thing. I have hitherto worked



94 Major W. Hodson

hard, it does not pay, and I shall try what taking it
coolly will do. Seven fevers, a broken constitution, a
bald head, and a character for hard work are all that I
have gained, and it is time to try another line.” 1

His temper at this time seems to have been ruffled by
the snubbings he had incurred from the authorities—
““no one knows why or wherefore.”

February 21, 1851, the anniversary of Gujarit, was
““ curiously marked,” he writes, “ by the announcement
that the net balance of receipts over expenditure for the
past year for the newly acquired provinces has reached
upwards of a million sterling. Lord Dalhousie’s star is
in the ascendant. His financial measures are apparently
all good when tried by the only standard admissible in
the nineteenth century—their success.”

His arrival at Kussowlie towards the end of March
wonderfully refreshed him both in body and mind.
“Talk of Indian luxuries! there are but two—cold
water and cool air! I get on very comfortably with
my new ‘chief.” He is a first-rate man, and has a most
uncommon appetite for work, of which there is plenty
for both of us. We cover a good stretch of country—
comprising five British districts and nine sovereign states;
and as the whole has been in grievous disorder for many
years, and a peculiarly difficult population to deal with,
you may imagine that the work 1s not slight. . . . I was
at work a whole day lately over one case, which, after
all, involved only a claim to about a quarter of an acre
of land! You will give me credit for ingenuity in dis-
covering that the result of some half-dozen quires of
written evidence was to prove that neiiher of the con-
tending parties had any right at all!”

Hodson had been staying for a time with Captain
Douglas of the 6oth Rifles. * There is not a better man
or more genuine soldier going. This may appear faint
praise, but rightly understood, and conscientiously and
boldly worked out, I doubt whether any other profession
<calls forth the higher qualities of our nature more strongly
than does that of a soldier in times of war and tumults.
Certain it is that it requires the highest order of man

1 Letters supplied by Miss Hodson.
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to be a good general, and in the lower ranks (in this
country especially), even with all the frightful drawbacks
and evils, I doubt whether the Saxon race is ever so
pre-eminent, or its good points so strongly developed,
as in the ‘European’ soldier serving in India, or on
service anywhere.”

His word-picture of the view which his own house
commanded from the top of a ridge some 8ooo feet above
sea-level deserves quoting here: ¢ In the immediate fore-
ground rises a round-backed ridge, on which stands the
former work of my hands, the ¢ Lawrence Asylum’;
while to the westward, and down, down far off in the
interminable south, the wide glistening plains of the
Punjab, streaked with the faint ribbon-like lines of the
Satlaj and its tributaries, and the wider sea-like expanse
of Hindustan, stretch away in unbroken evenness beyond
the limits of vision, and almost beyond those of faith
and imagination. On the other side you look over a
mass of mountains up to the topmost peak of Himalaya.
So narrow is the ridge that it seems as though you could
toss a pebble from one window into the Satlaj, and from
the other into the valley below Simla.”

After seven or eight hours’ work he spent the rest of
his day in the society of the 6oth Rifles—the very
nicest and most gentlemanly regiment I ever met with.”

In May, Hodson’s spirits were greatly raised not only
by the receipt of letters from home, but also by his
advancement to the higher grade of assistants to Com-
missioners in the Punjab. Of the letters from home he
writes: “It is very pleasant to receive these warm
greetings, and it refreshes me when bothered or over-
worked, or feverish, or disgusted. I look forward to a
visit to England and kome with a pleasure which nothing
but six years of exile can give.”

With regard to his new official rank, it appears that
Lord Dalhousie had yielded at last to the friendly
pressure exerted by Hodson’s superiors, especially by
Mr. Edmonstone, who had “ commenced attacking him
in my favour before I had been under him four months.”

To the Rev. E. Harland he writes on June 11: ““The
old visions of boyhood have given place to the vehement
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aspirations of a military career and the interests of a
larger ambition. I thirst now not for the calm pleasures
of a country life, the charms of society, or a career of
ease and comfort, but for the maddening excitement of
war, the keen contest of wits involved in dealing with
wilder men, and the exercise of power over the many
by force of the will of the individual. Nor am I, I hope,
insensible to the vast field for good and for usefulness
which these vast provinces offer to our energies, and to
the high importance of the trust committed to our charge.”

In October of the same year he writes to his father:
“ By the end of next summer I hope to be as strong as
I ever hope to be again. That I shall ever again be able
to row from Cambridge to Ely in two hours and ten
minutes, to run a mile in five minutes, or to walk from
Skye (or Kyle Hatren Ferry) to Inverness in thirty hours,
is not to be expected, or perhaps desired. But I have
every hope that in the event of another war I may be
able to endure fatigue and exposure as freely as in
1848. . . . I have no doubt that matrimony will do
me a power of good, and that I shall be not only better,
but happier, and more careless than hitherto.”

Hodson had just been deeply grieved by the death of
Colonel Bradshaw, who had commanded the 6oth Rifles
in the second Sikh war. “ He was the beau ideal of an
English soldier and gentleman, and would have earned
himself a name as a general had he been spared. A
finer and nobler spirit there was not in the army. I
feel 1t as a deep personal loss, for he won my esteem
and regard in no common degree.”



CHAPTER X

MARRIAGE AND PROMOTION TO THE COMMAND OF
THE GUIDES. 1852-1854

TowaRrps the close of 1851, Hodson went down to Calcutta
eager to meet and welcome his future wife. During his
stay in the city of palaces he made the acquaintance and
won the friendship of the late Mr. Frederick Lushington,
then holding a prominent post in the Civil Service of
Lower Bengal. A subsequent letter to Miss Hodson
gives Mr. Lushington’s impressions of his new friend’s
character and appearance:—

“His height struck me as about 5 feet xx inches,
remarkably well made, lithe, and agile; his hair had
slightly receded from a high and most intellectual fore-
head, and was light brown and curly; his eyes were
blue, but, far from being soft and gentle, were animated
by a peculiarly determined and sometimes even fierce
look, which might occasionally change to one of mis-
chievous merriment, for he was keenly susceptible of
¢ the ridiculous ’ in whatever shape it manifested itself,
but usually his look impressed one at once with that
idea of his determination and firmness which have ever
characterised his actions; his nose was inclining to the
aquiline, and the curved thin nostrils added a look of
defiance in no ways counteracted by the compressed lips,
which seemed to denote many an inward struggle between
duty and inclination.

“These are my impressions of your brother as I last
saw him, and if you add to this an open frank manner
that, bon gré mal gré, impressed you favourably at first
sight with the owner, you will have the charming en-
semble that presides over my recollections of three as
happy weeks as I ever passed.”?!

On the sth of January, 1852, Lieutenant William

1 MS. letter to Miss Hodson.
97 G
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Hodson was married at the cathedral in Calcutta to
Susan, daughter of Captain C. Henry, R.N., and widow
of John Mitford, Esq., of Exbury, Hants. They had
met for the first time in Guernsey. “ She is wonderfully
little altered,” writes Hodson, “ since I saw her in 1844,
and being in better health, she looks younger. Sir
Lawrence Peel has placed a house at our disposal here,
and we are very comfortable indeed and supremely happy.”

“In the cold weather of 1851-52,” writes Mr. Seton-
Karr, “1 was surprised one morning to receive a letter
from Hodson saying that he was on his way to Calcutta
to receive Mrs. Mitford, the lady whom he was engaged
to marry. I was then Under Secretary in Lord Dal-
housie’s Government, and received Hodson in my house
in Camac Street. He brought with him as attendant a
faithful Afghan, who, he assured me, had been with
Eldred Pottinger and had seen thousands of Persians
and, as he averred, Russians to boot, hurled back from
the walls of Herat, in 1838.

“ Hodson’s marriage was quite private. No one was
present except myself, the late Sir Frederick Currie, then
a member of the Supreme Council, and Sir Lawrence
Peel, the Chief-Justice of the Supreme Court of Calcutta.
Hodson then returned to his duty in the Punjib, and
we never met again.”

Hodson himself was glad to get away as soon as pos-
sible from the capital of Bengal. “I hate Calcutta with
no common dislike, and hope this will be my last visit
to the city of palaces and uncovered drains.”

After a short but pleasant visit to Mr. Thomason at
Agra—* we have nothing which kindness could suggest
left undone for us”—the newly-wedded pair reached
Umballa in the first week of March 1852. Here the call
of duty compelled Hodson to separate from his wife,
whom he left for the time in the charge of Colonel and
Mrs. Trevor Wheler. He himself had to make the best
of his way to Ludhiéna in order to “ try a lot of gentle-
men who have devoted their youthful energies to strang-
ling their neighbours by the simple art of Thuggs.”” 1

Early in April he appears to have joined the camp

1 Letters supplied by Miss Hodson.
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of Sir William Gomm, the new commander-in-chief at
Patifla. On the 13th he writes to his wife that he had
been nearly worked off his feet. The commander-in-
chief was to start at 10 A.M. for the hills, while he him-
self intended to ride on and breakfast with Mr. Lewin
Bowring at Umballa on his way back to Kussowlie.

On the breaking out of war with Burmah he prepared
to rejoin his regiment, the 1st Bengal Fusiliers, which
had been despatched down the Ganges to Calcutta in
order to take part in the war. But the Governor-General
saw no reason for allowing officers on civil employ to
rejoin their regiments in the usual manner, and Hodson
was “ thus spared what would have been a very fatiguing
and expensive trip, with very little hope of seeing any
fighting.” It was not long, however, before his soldierly
instincts and aspirations were to be gratified by his
appointment to the post he coveted beyond all others.
On September 23, he writes from Kussowlie:—

“ Lumsden, my old commandant in the Guides, goes
to England next month, and the Governor-General has
given me the command which I have coveted so long.
It is immense good fortune in every way, both as regards
income and distinction. It is accounted the most honour-
able and arduous command on the frontier, and fills the
public eye, as the papers say, more than any other.

“This at the end of seven years’ service is a great
thing, especially on such a frontier as Peshiwar, at the
mouth of the Khaiber Pass. You will agree with me in
rejoicing at the opportunities for distinction thus offered
to me.”

Mr. Thomason congratulated Hodson most sincerely
on the new carcer thus opened before him. “I have
never ceased to reproach myself for advising you to
leave the corps, but now that you have the command,
you will be all the better for the dose of civilianism that
has been intermediately administered to you.”

Meanwhile he had taken his wife up to Simla for
change of air and medical advice. * She is now quite
well,” he writes, “ and rejoices in the prospect of Pesha-
war almost as much as I do. . .. There is a beautiful
hill station near Rawal Pindi, where she can go and take
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refuge whenever the weather is hot at Peshdwar. On
October 7, he writes from Kussowlie to congratulate his
old friend the Rev. F. A. Foster on his promotion to the
living of Saxby.

1 know the neighbourhood, my father’s brother, who
lives at Goole on the Humber, having introduced me in
1833 to the banks of the muddiest of rivers and its Danish
associations. Curiously enough, your letter reached me
just as I also had attained the great object of my ambition
in India, the command of the corps of Guides. The
Governor-General gave me this distinguished command
in the most flattering manner, in acknowledgment of
services during the last war in the Punjéb, although I
am unprecedentedly young (in the service!l) for such a
command. I obtain the command of goo men (a battalion
of infantry and a squadron and a half of cavalry) with
four European officers. To make it a more decided com-
pliment, one of the officers is my senior in the army! and
men twice and three times my standing were desirous of
the post.

“ My good wife,” he adds, ““ and I have been separated
for some time, with only an occasional ‘lucid interval’
for a day or two. I am tied to this hill by my official
duties, but it disagreed so much with her that I was
obliged to send her to Simla—thirty-five miles off. She
is now quite well—thank God for her—and rides her
fifteen miles before breakfast without fatigue! We hope
to set out for Peshawar (500 miles off, and neither roads
nor railroads!!) in a few days.”

The military secretary to the Punjib Board had just
been offering to exchange appointments with him; but
““though I should gain, and he would lose {200 a-year,
by the ‘swop,’” I would not listen to him. I prefer the
saddle to the desk, the frontier to a respectable, wheel-
going, dinner-giving, dressy life at the capital; and
ambition to money!”’

On the eve of his departure for Peshawar he received
a farewell note from Mr. Edmonstone, who would not
have him go away without thanking him heartily for the
support and assistance he had always given him “in all
matters, whether big or little, since you joined me, now
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twenty months and more ago. I have in my civil and
criminal reports for the past year recorded my sense of
your services and your official merits; but our connection
has been peculiar, and your position has been one which
few would have filled either so efficiently or so agreeably
to all parties. You have afforded me the greatest aid in
the most irksome part of my duty, and have always with
the utmost readiness undertaken anything, no matter
what, that I asked you to dispose of, and I owe you more
on this account than a mere official acknowledgment can
repay adequately.”

Writing from Peshawar on October 31, to the wife
whom he had left at Simla, he describes the station there
as “a beautiful place and when more houses are built it
will be the best station in India.” f

“My good friend Lumsden,” he writes a week later,
“has exceeded all I expected in the way he has left
affairs, and I have no slight work in organising and
arranging the economical details of the regiment: for-
tunately, Turner is a good hand at business and accounts,
and we shall get all things straight, no doubt, in time.”
On November 8, the day on which Mrs. Hodson was to
begin her journey from Simla to Jalandhar, her husband
was encamped at Haripur, among the mountains of
Hazira, in company with his friend Colonel Mackeson,
then Commissioner of PeshAwar. From Pakli, on Novem-
ber 14, he writes, * We are lying peacefully here, and not
a shot will be fired in this direction.”

He had marched off, in fact, at the head of his Guides
to establish peace and order among the wild tribes of
Hazéra, who only three years before had yielded to the
kindly rule of Major James Abbot. The country through
which he was marching extends north-eastward of Attock
along the left bank of the Indus.  ““ We are now (December
16) in an elevated valley, surrounded by snowy moun-
tains, and mighty cold it is, too, at night. We have
come about 125 miles from Peshiwar, and having marched
up the hill, are patiently expecting the order to march
down again.” In his opinion “the storm Colonel Mac-
keson brewed seems most absurd, and I hope it will soen
be over.”
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In a previous letter from Pakli he had written: It
is utterly useless for us to be here now. I left camp
before daylight yesterday, and did not get back to break-
fast till 5 p.M. There had been a fight between the
natives, and I was sent to see what had happened.” In
his account of what had happened he spoke of the natives
stringing the ears of their victims to show how many
they had killed. On the 14th he had written to Mrs.
Hodson: “You will be at Lahore to-day, and I shall
hear of your impressions of my good friend indeed, Sir
H. Lawrence, and his Irish lady. I am charmed by the
arrival in camp of my good friend Colonel Napier, whom
you would like, I am sure. He is to me a most lovable
person.”  Three days later he writes to her again from
Pakli, “ At last the force has moved off this hateful
spot, and moved on towards the enemy, and I have
remained behind to assist Colonel Napier in surveying
the country.”

On the 24th he begs his wife to assure Sir Henry that
he is ““ deeply grateful to him for all he has done for me.
I hear he thinks I am not so. I am glad you like Neville
Chamberlain; he is an admirable man in all ways. I
often wish I was more like him.”

The campaign, however, was not to end quite so peace-
fully as Hodson had expected. On January 3, 1853, he
tells his wife that “ the last few days have been an in-
cessant exertion and fatigue, and nothing but unwearying
toil and great care and skill saved us from great loss, and
we have rejoined the camp after this most swuccessful
expedition, as it has proved.” Next day he writes again:
‘I may say you have no reason to be ashamed of your
soldier husband. It was the most difficult and arduous
affair I was ever engaged in, and Colonel Napier’s ready
attention to any suggestion of mine was very gratifying
to me.”

The enemy, in fact, had not given way without some
hard fighting. One engagement, which lasted from sun-
rise to sunset, gave Hodson a fine opportunity of showing
with what skill and coolness he could handle his Guides
in mountain warfare under the most trying conditions.
In speaking afterwards of this campaign, Lord Napier

’
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declared to the Rev. G. H. Hodson, * Your brother’s
unfailing fun and spirits, which seemed only raised by
what we had to go through, kept us all alive and merry,
so that we looked back upon it afterwards as a party of
pleasure, and thought we had never enjoyed anything
more.”

“1It was a good thing,” writes Hodson on March 13,
from Peshdwar, “ that I had the opportunity of leading
the regiment into action so soon after getting the com-
mand, and that the brunt of the whole should have fallen
upon us, as it placed the older men and myself once more
on our old footing of confidence in one another, and
introduced me to the younger hands as their leader when
they needed one. . . . I need therefore only add that it
was the hardest piece of service, while it lasted, I have
seen with the Guides, both as regards the actual fighting,
the difficulties of the ground (a rugged mountain 7000
feet high, and densely wooded), and the exposure.”

In the previous November, Hodson and Lumsden had
exchanged warm farewell greetings at Peshdwar. Late
in the following January, Lumsden began his voyage
homeward from that city of palaces, which he loved as
little as did his former subaltern. On January 23,
Lumsden writes to Hodson from aboard the ship Monarch :
“ Yesterday I had two whole hours with the Governor-
General, who is delighted with the work you have been
doing in Hazéira, and I congratulate you most sincerely
in your commencement as a commandant of Guides.
There is no doubt in my mind, from what the Lord said,
but that you will very soon have a considerable increase
to the dear old regiment, which I am sure will delight
you all. Don’t say a word about this till the order is
out, as it would rile the little Lord considerably to hear
that the report had got abroad. I write to you, as you
may like to think over what lads to promote and in what
particular description of men you would make the
additions. You will probably get your cavalry made up
to 400 sabres and the infantry to 60o or 8oo rifles. This,
of course, is my own speculation, but the increase you
may look on as pucka.

Hodson’s regiment during the campaign consisted of
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five English officers, including the surgeon, Dr. Lyell:
““Then I have 300 horse, including native officers, and
550 foot, or 850 men in all, divided into three troops and
six companies, the latter armed as riflemen.” In order
to prevent the danger of secret combinations, no two
troops or companies contained men of the same race.
One company, for instance, was composed of Sikhs,
another of Afridis. Pathans, Gurkhas, and Punjabi
Mussulmans, each formed a separate troop or company ;
in each case, also, the native officers were of a different
race from the men.

About this time Hodson had been asked to take civil
charge of the wild district of Yuzafzai, on the northern
frontier of the PeshAwar valley, which would form the
usual headquarters of the Guides. This charge he refused
to undertake unless he could have the entire control in
all departments of civil work. This he presently obtained,
as appears from his letter of June 4: “ We are encamped
[near Peshawar] on a lovely spot, on the banks of the
swift and bright river, at the foot of the hills, on the
watch for incursions or forays, and to guard the richly
cultivated plain of the Peshdwar valley from depreda-
tions from the hills. We are ready, of course, to boot
and saddle at all hours; our rifles and carbines are loaded,
and our swords keen and bright; and woe to the luckless
chief who, trusting to his horses, descends upon the plain
too near our pickets! Meanwhile I am civil as well as
military chief, and the natural taste of the Yuzafzai
Pathans for broken heads, murder, and violence, as well
as their litigiousness about their lands, keeps me very
hard at work from day to day.”

It occurs to him that such a life might be better suited
to a careless bachelor than to *a husband with such a
wife as mine,” Mrs. Hodson having been ordered to the
hills at the beginning of May, and it might be six months
before they met again.

In the same letter he describes his mannner of life:
“ A daybreak parade or inspection, a gallop across the
plain to some outpost, a plunge in the river, and then an
early breakfast, occupy your time until ¢ a.M. Then
come a couple of corpses, whose owners (late} had their



Command of the Guides 10§

heads broken overnight, and consequent investigations
and examinations; next a batch of villagers to say their
crops are destroyed by a storm, and no rents forth-
coming. Then a scream of woe from a plundered farm
on the frontier, and next a grain-dealer to say his camels
have been carried off to the hills. Is not this a dainty
dish to set before—your brother? Then each of my
goo men considers me bound to listen to any amount
of stories he may please to invent or remember of his
own private griefs and troubles; and last, not least, there
are four young gentlemen who "have each his fancy, and
who often give more trouble in transacting business than
assistance 1n doing it. However, I have no right to
complain, for I am about—yes, quite—the most fortunate
man in the service; and have I not the right to call
myself the happiest also, with such a wife and such a
home? ™

In February of this year, 1853, Sir Henry Lawrence
quitted the Punjab for ever, to the grief of all who had
served under him. The time had come, in Dalhousie’s
opinion, for remodelling the government of his new
provinces and placing a single man at its head. Sir
Henry, therefore, took up the duties of agent to the
Governor-General in Rajputéna, while his younger brother
John became Chief Commissioner for the Punjab. Sir
Henry, however, amidst his own personal grievances, did
not forget the friends he had left behind him. On the
13th of July he wrote:—

“T hope Mrs. Hodson and yourself are alive. Pray
inform me of the fact and of your whereabouts, etc., etc.

“ By last mail I wrote to Lord Hardinge® and asked
him to get you brevet rank. You had better write to
Sir C. Napier (but don’t use my name, or it might do you

1In the letter to Lord Hardinge Sir Henry said: ‘ The Guide
Corps you raised at my request has held its ground as the best
irregular corps in India.” The present commander is a young fellow,
Hodson by name, whom you gave me at Lahore in 1847. Heis a.
first-rate soldier, and as your lordship likes young officers in com-
mand, I beg to bring him to your notice for a brevet majority. Sir
C. Napier thinks highly of him, and, I believe, held out to him
hopes of the rank. Hodson is a most ambitious and most gallant
fellow, and very able in all departments.”’—Merivale’s Life of Sir
Henry Lawrence.
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‘harm) and say that if he moves in your favour, you think
Lord Hardinge will agree. If you could get local rank
till you are a captain it would be a great matter. Say
nothing to any one on the matter.”

Mrs. Hodson had gone to the hill station of Marri,
about 140 miles from Peshdwar. Here in the middle of
September Hodson was “ enjoying a little holiday from
arms and kuichery up in the cool with Susie.” In the
same letter he declares that the whole upper part of
the Punjab is mountainous. ‘“If you draw a line from
Peshawar, through Rawal Pindi, to Simla or Sabithu,
or any place marked on the maps thereabouts, you may
assume that all to the north of that line is mountain
country. . . . The PeshAwar valley is a wide open plain
lying on the banks of the Kabul river, about sixty miles
long by forty broad, encircled by mountains, some of
them covered with snow for eight or nine months of the
year. Yuzafzai is the north-eastern portion of this valley,
embraced between the Kabul river and the Indus. Half
of Yuzafzai (the ‘abode of the children of Joseph’) is
mountain, but we only hold the level or plain part of it.
Nevertheless, a large part of my little province is very
hilly. In the north-east corner of Yuzafzai, hanging over
the Indus, is a vast lump of a hill called ¢ Mahabun ’ (or
the ‘great forest’), thickly peopled on its slopes, and
giving shelter to some 12,000 armed men, the bitterest
bigots which even Islam can produce. The hill is about
7800 feet above the level of the sea. This has been
identified by the wise men with the Aornos of Arrian,
and Alexander is supposed to have crossed the Indus
at its foot. . . .

“ Poor Colonel Mackeson, the Commissioner at Pesha-
war (the chief civil and political officer for the frontier),
was stabbed a few days ago by a fanatic while sitting in
his verandah reading. The fellow was from Swét, and
said he had heard that we were going to invade his
country, and that he would try to stop it, and go to
heaven as a martyr for the faith. Poor Mackeson is still
alive, but in a very precarious state, I fear.”

Mackeson lingered only a few days. The death of such
a man, saild Lord Dalhousie, “would have dimmed a
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victory.” In the summer of 1850, he had succeeded
George Lawrence as Commissioner of Peshdwar. The
blow which prematurely closed his career opened to his
successor, Herbert Edwardes, the road to achievements
yet more splendid than any which had marked his brilliant
ast.

P In the same month of September, Hodson was saddened
by the death of his friend James Thomason, in his fiftieth
year, at the moment when one of the highest prizes open
to a Company’s servant, the governorship of Madras, had
come within his grasp. ‘ His death,” wrote Hodson on
October 15, “is an irreparable loss to his family and
friends, but it will be even more felt in his public capacity.
He had not been ill, but died from sheer debility and
exhaustion produced by overwork and application in the
trying season just over. Had he gone to the hills all
would have been right. I cannot but think that he
sacrificed himself as an example to others. You may
imagine how much I have felt the loss of my earliest and
best friend in India, to whom I was accustomed to detail
all my proceedings, and whom I was wont to consult in
every difficulty and doubt.”

Of Thomason’s public career every one may allow,
with Lord Dalhousie, that if even he ‘ had left no other
memorial of his public life behind him, his system of
general vernacular education, which is all his own, would
have sufficed to build up for him a noble and abiding
monument of his earthly career.”

Not long after Hodson’s return to his Guides, he heard
that his wife was about to become a mother. Riding
bard all night from Peshdwar to Rawal Pindi, he was
just in time to greet the arrival of the little stranger,
and to see that all was well with Mrs. Hodson before
returning to his post near Peshdwar.

Before. the end of November, Hodson was once more
leading his Guides in a short but brilliant campaign in
the hills between Peshdwar and Kohat. The Bori Afridis
were threatening to block the passes that lay between
the two stations, and it became necessary to teach these
persistent raiders that we could beat them on their own
ground. On the morning of November 29, a select force
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of Europeans, Guides, and Gurkhas, was led out by
Brigadier Boileau from camp at Adizai to dislodge the
enemy from the heights which formed their outer line of
defence.! Thanks to the quick turning movement carried
out by Hodson’s infantry, this preliminary task was soon
accomplished. From the valley beyond rose a steep wall
of rocks and crags, at the foot of which were three Bori
villages.

Up these forbidding crags swarmed Hodson’s dashing
Guides and Turner’s sturdy little Gurkhas, driving the
enemy from rock to rock, and finally holding them at
bay for several hours, while the regular troops were
employed in sacking and burning the villages below.
This work over, the whole force about 3 .M. began falling
back to its former halting-ground. To retire in the face
of a foe now numbering more than 2000 was a task hardly
less difficult than the previous advance. ¢ The with-
drawal of the Guides and Gurkhas,” says an admiring
eye-witness, ‘‘ was most exciting, and none but the best
officers and the best men could have achieved this duty
with such complete success. Lieutenant Hodson’s tactics
were of the most brilliant description, and the whole force,
having been once more reunited in the plain, marched
out of the valley by the Torana Pass, which, though
farthest from the British camp, was the shortest to the
outer plains.”? Here they were joined by the Chief Com-
missioner, Sir John Lawrence, who had watched the whole
affair from a neighbouring height.

He, too, had nothing but praise for the victors. “We
had a splendid little force,” he writes to Lord Dalhousie.
“ The Afridis fought desperately, and the mode in which
the Guides and Gurkhas crowned the heights which com-
manded the villages was the admiration of every officer
present. These are, indeed, the right sort of fellows.
Our loss is eight men killed and twenty-four wounded.
The men got no water and suffered a good deal. I think
this expedition is calculated to do much good. The Bori

1 The force comprised a mountain train, 400 of her Majesty’s 22nd
Foot, 200 of the 20th Native Infantry, 400 of the 66th Gurkha
Regiment, and 450 of the Guides.

2 From the Lahore Chronicle for December 3, 1853.
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valley has not been entered by an enemy for many
hundred years, I believe, and the prestige which will
attend the affair will be proportioned to the success of
the operation.” !

How largely this success was owing to Hodson'’s leader-
ship may be seen from Colonel Boileau’s official despatch:
“To the admirable conduct of Lieutenant Hodson in re-
connoitring, in the skilful disposition of his men, and the
daring gallantry with which he led his fine corps in every
advance, most of our success is due; for the safety of the
whole force while in the valley of the Tillah depended on
his holding his position, and I had justly every confidence
in his vigilance and valour.”

This praise was duly indorsed by Sir William Gomm,
who begged the brigadier to express to Lieutenant
Hodson “‘my particular thanks for the great service he
rendered the force under your command, by his ever-
gallant conduct, which has fully sustained the reputa-
tion he has so justly acquired for courage, coolness, and
determination.”

Before Christmas, Hodson and his wife were again
together in camp at Mardan, thirty-three miles north-
east of Peshdwar, where Hodson among his other duties
was engaged in building a fortified cantonment for the
officers and men of the Guide Corps.

“TI wish you could see your little granddaughter,” he
writes to his father on January 2, 1854,  being nursed
by a rough-looking Afghan soldier or bearded Sikh, and
beginning life so early as a dweller in tents. She was
christened by Mr. Clarke, one of the Church missionaries
who happened to be in Peshidwar. . .. My second in
command, Lieutenant Godby, was stabbed in the back
by a fanatic the other day while on parade, and has had
a wonderful escape for his life.

“You would so delight in your little granddaughter.
She is a lovely good little darling; as happy as possible,
and wonderfully quick and intelligent for her months.
I would give worlds to be able to run home and see you,
and show you my child; but I fear much that, unless I
find a ‘nugget,’ it is vain to hope for so much pleasure

1 Bosworth Smith's Léfe of Lord Lawrence.
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just now. Meantime I have every blessing a man can
hope for, and not the least is that of your fond and
much-prized affection.”

Writing to his wife a few days afterwards, he reported
Godby as out of danger, and himself as having “ been all
day busy inquiring into the perpetrators and abettors of
the deed, and have decided on seizing one of the principal
chiefs of Yuzafzai and sending him into Peshiwar. The
murderer was a servant of this Khader Khan, and
certainly did not come of his own idea. I shall have
plenty of circumstantial evidence at least against him.”

On May 1, he tells his father that little Olivia had just
recovered from a severe attack of fever. “You would
so delight in her little baby tricks and ways. . . . We
look forward with intense interest to her beginning to
talk and crawl about. Both she and her dear mother
will have to leave for the hills very soon, I am sorry to
say. We try to put off the evil day, but I dare not
expose either of my treasures to the heat of Yuzafzai or
Peshdwar for the next three months. . . . The young
lady already begins to show a singularity of taste—
refusing to go to the arms of any native woman, and
decidedly preferring the male population, some of whom
are distinguished by her special favour. Her own orderly
—save the mark —never tires of looking at her ‘ beautiful
white fingers,’” nor she of twisting them into his black
beard—an insult to an Oriental, which he bears with an
equanimity equal to his fondness for her. The cunning
fellows have begun to make use of her too, and when
they want anything, ask the favour in the name of Lilli
Baba (they cannot manage ‘ Olivia’ at all). They know
the spell is potent.”

After a five-o’clock cup of tea, Hodson and his wife
were wont to go out riding together for a couple of hours.

“You can understand,” Mrs. Hodson writes on April
15, ““ something of the delight of galloping over the almost
boundless plain in the cool fresh air (for the mornings
and evenings are still lovely), with the ground now
enamelled with sweet-scented flowers, and the magnifi-
cent mountains nearest us assuming every possible hue
which light and shadow can bestow. On our return to
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camp, W. hears more reports till dinner, which is some-
times shared by the other officers or chance guests. When
we are alone, as soon as dinner is over, the letters which
have arrived in the evening are examined, classified, and
descanted on, sometimes answered; and I receive my
instructions for next day’s work in copying papers,
answering letters, etc.”

After a lively description of her husband’s labours as.
a hard-worked overseer in the building of his fort, Mrs.
Hodson goes on to say:—

“ By way of variety we have native sports on great
holidays—such as throwing the spear at a mark, or
nazabaze, which is, fixing a stake of twelve or eighteen
inches into the ground, which must be taken up on the
spear’s point while passing it at full gallop, or putting
an orange on the top of a bamboo a yard high, and cutting:
it through with a sword at full speed. W. is very clever-
at this, rarely failing, but the spears are too long for any
but a lithe native to wield without risking a broken arm..
The scene is most picturesque: the flying horsemen in
their flowing many-coloured garments, and the grouping:
of the lookers-on, make me more than ever regret not
having ready pencil-power to put them on paper.

“The weather has been particularly unfavourable
to the progress of the fort, so that we are still in our
temporary hut and tents. Of course we feel the heat
much more so domiciled. W. is grievously overworked;:
still his health is wonderfully good, and his spirits as wild
as if he were a boy again. He is never so well pleased.
as when he has the baby in his arms.”

This sweet companionship lasted on till the first days.
of June, when mother and child were packed off on the.
inevitable summer visit to the Marri Hills. “ It is a sad
necessity,” writes the husband, ““ and the curse of Indian
life, this repeatedly recurring separation; but anything
is better than to see the dear ones suffer. I am fortun-
ately very well, and as yet untouched by the unusual
virulence with which the hot weather has commenced
this year.”

He hoped to rejoin his wife and child in September,
and accompany them back to their new home—* for by
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that time I trust that my fortified cantonment will be
ready, and our house too.”

But the happy prospect was soon to be fatally over-
cast. On June 26, Hodson was summoned from Mardan
by tidings of the dangerous illness of his little daughter.
He found her in a sinking state, but the little flame of her
life still flickered on for a fortnight longer. On the morn-
ing of July 10, “she breathed her soul away, so gently
that those watching her intently were conscious of no
change. The deep agony of this bereavement I have no
words to describe. We had watched her growth, and
prided ourselves on her development with such absorb-
ing interest and joy; and she had so won our hearts by
her extreme sweetness and most unusual intelligence, that
she had become the very centre and light of our home
life, and in losing her we seem to have lost everything.”

About ten days later Hodson was hurrying back alone
to Mardan, while his wife remained at Marri until October;
for he dared not take her back with him at such a season,
in her then state of health. ‘It is very sad work to
part again under these circumstances, but in this wretched
country there is no help for us.”

‘T am alone now,” he writes on September 17,  having
none of my officers here save the doctor. But the border
is quiet, and except a great deal of crime and villainy,
I have not any great difficulties to contend with. My
new fort to hold the regiment and protect the frontier
is nearly finished, and my new house therein will be habit-
able before my wife comes down from Marri. So after two
years and a quarter of camp and hutting, I shall enjoy
the luxury of a room and the dignity of a house.”

Before the end of October, Hodson and his wife had
entered into possession of their new home within the
fort which Hodson had worked so hard to get completed.
“ We have, for India,” he writes on October 31, “a very
pretty view of the hills and plains around us. Above all,
the place seems a very healthy one. To your eye, fresh
from England, it would appear desolate from its solitude,
and oppressive from the vastness of the scale of scene.
A wide plain, without a break or a tree, thirty miles
long by fifteen to twenty miles wide, forms our immediate
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foreground on one side, and an endless mass of mountains
on the other.”

They had just heard by telegraph of Lord Raglan’s
victory over the Russians at the Alma. “ We are in an
age of wonders, Ten months ago there was not a tele-
graph in Hindustan, yet the news which reached Bombay
on the z7th of this month was printed at Lahore, 1200
miles from the coast, that same afternoon.”

Two of Lord Dalhousie’s greatest services to India
were a cheap uniform postage and an efficient telegraph
system. The latter, in his own words, ‘‘ may challenge
comparison with any public enterprise which has been
carried into execution In recent times among the nations
of Europe, or in America itself.”

On November 16, Hodson reports the commencement
of negotiations between the Indian Government and the
Amir of Kébul, whom we had let severely alone ever
since the failure of his last attempt to regain possession
of Peshiwar. Hodson looked askance at the new policy
which Colonel Herbert Edwardes had been among the
first to promote. “One thing,” he writes, “is certain,
that the commencement of negotiations with us is the
beginning of evil days for Afghanistan. In India we
must either keep altogether aloof or absorb. All our
history shows that sooner or later connection with us
is political death. The sunshine is not more fatal to a
dew-drop than our friendship or alliance to an Asiatic
kingdom.”

Hodson’s views on this matter were shared by such
men as John Lawrence, Abbott, Nicholson, and Outram.
In spite, however, of many grave objections to any
alliance with a native Power, it was fortunate for India
that the policy proposed by Edwardes received the
sanction of the Governor-General. On March 20, 1855,
was signed at the mouth of the Khaiber Pass, by John
Lawrence and a son of Dost Muhammad Khan, the
treaty by which the Amir of Kébul agreed to become
““the friend of our friends and the enemy of our
enemies,”—the treaty which left the door open for a
closer alliance whenever circumstances might seem to

call for it,
H



CHAPTER XI
UNDER A CLOUD. 1854-1856

As early as March, 1853, John Lawrence, the new Chief
Commissioner for the Punjab, had written to Mr. Cour-
tenay, Lord Dalhousie’s private secretary: * Hodson is, I
believe, very unpopular, both in the Guides and with
military men generally. I don’t know exactly why this
is. It cannot be that he has got promotion too early,
for, though a young soldier, he is almost a middle-aged
man. He is an officer of first-rate ability, and has
received an excellent education. He is gallant, zealous,
and intelligent, and yet few men like him. It is the
case of the famous Dr. Fell, whom the young lady did
not like, but could not tell why she did not do so.”

The process of giving a dog a bad name seems in
Hodson’s case to have begun within a very few months
after his appointment to the command of the Guides.
It is easy enough to call a man unpopular, but the ques-
tion remains, how and whence the unpopularity may
have arisen. A just judge, an able magistrate, or an
active police officer is not likely to be much of a favourite
with the criminal classes; nor will he always endear
himself greatly even with people of his own class and
calling. Hitherto, at any rate, Hodson appears to have
been far from unpopular with those who knew him,
whether personally or by common repute. In the
Calcutta Review for October, 1852, Mr. W. S. Seton-Karr
had said that ¢ Lieutenant Hodson, marvellously attach-
ing the Guides to himself by the ties of mutual honour,
mutual daring, and mutual devotion, has on every oppor-
tunity proved that the discipline of a public school and
subsequent university training are no disqualification for
hazardous warfare, or for the difficult task of keeping
wild tribes in check.” The enthusiastic greeting which
Hodson was afterwards to receive at Delhi from the men
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he had once commanded bore ample witness to the
warmth of their affection for their former leader.

It is certain, however, that his promotion to a com-
mand, so widely coveted by men of higher standing, gave
sore offence not only to one or two officers in the Guides,
but to several others who deemed their own claims
stronger than his. So bitter was the enmity displayed
towards him by his adjutant, Lieutenant Turner, that in
April, 1854, that officer, greatly to Hodson’s relief, was
transferred to a regiment of Punjab cavalry. But the
stories he had meanwhile set on foot to Hodson’s prejudice
must have found their way to the Chief Commissioner
many months before. In August, 1853, John Lawrence
writes to Hodson with regard to the general feeling of
the Guides: “ You must not be hurt at what I say, for
I do it simply and solely for your own good. You may
depend on it that neither the European nor the native
officers are as razi (contented) as they might be. I have
heard it from half-a-dozen different quarters. At Lahore
I have heard it talked of by several parties. I have heard
it direct from Peshiwar, and direct from Calcutta. There
may have been faults on their part, and the discipline
may not have been altogether what it ought to have
been. But sudden changes are best avoided. ... If
right men go wrong, people will blame you. I don’t
think that Pathans can bear a very strict system of drill
and setting up at any time. For all these reasons, there-
fore, I would introduce my reforms very slowly and
carefully, carrying them out in a way as little vexatious
as possible.”

In seeking to enforce his own views of military dis-
cipline, and to make his regiment as fit as possible
for the work required of it, Hodson may have moved
too fast in a manner too ruthless to please some of his
official superiors. In the letter from which I have just
quoted, John Lawrence takes him to task for his rough
treatment of one of his native officers: “I heard that
you addressed Fathi Khan as Fathi Khan Mazil (turned
out); this was sufficient to set such a chap all of a
blaze,” This Fathi Khan may have been a daring

1 Quoted by Bosworth Smith.
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soldier; Hodson looked upon him as one of those black
sheep with whose services he would do well to dispense.
Lawrence himself had described him to Lord Dalhousie
as “a perfect devil when his blood is up, and this is
very often. At such a moment he would murder his
nearest and dearest relative or friend.” Even Lumsden,
for all his kindly tact and easy-going ways, had some-
times found that retired freebooter very hard to manage.
Under Hodson’s more masterful rule it was not long before
Fathi Khan and several other of the native officers were
weeded out of the Guides in order that their places might
be filled by trustier men.

He appears also to have annoyed his English sub-
alterns in various ways, especially by getting rid of
many Pathans and Afridis on whose merits they had
pinned their faith. Stories to his discredit found their
way to the Chief Commissioner, who had never looked
with favour on his appointment to the Guides. In May,
1854, he writes to his brother, Sir Henry Lawrence, I
am in great tribulation about Hodson of the Guides. I
don’t know what to make of him. His courage and
ability are unquestioned. I could excuse his not getting
on with his subalterns, for a man like Lumsden would
spoil most men under him, at least for any other com-
mander. Lumsden also seems to have left the accounts
in great disorder, and Hodson has not gone about getting
themright. . . . Now I hear that all the European people
dislike him, and that mischief may get up there. . . .
To me, personally, he has always been amiable and most
courteous, but I would give a good deal to see him else-
where, for I fear a row.”” !

It is clear from this letter that John Lawrence had
been judging from hearsay rather than actual evidence
on some of the points to which he refers. As far back
as December, 1852, Hodson had written to his wife, “1I
am very busy here unravelling the confusion left by
Lumsden.” And we have seen how in a previous letter
he had spoken of his arduous efforts to organise and
arrange in concert with his adjutant the economical
details of the regiment.?

1 Bosworth Smith’s Life of Lord Lawrence. * See chap. x.



Under a Cloud 117

Among Hodson’s enemies at this period none of his
own household was to be numbered. In the words of
his stepson, Major-General Mitford, he was “‘ most kind
to his servants, etc. His bearer, Khuda Baksh, was with
me for a short time, and was then with my mother till
she left India in March 1859. He was then made an
inspector of the new Oudh Police, and frequently came
to make his salaam and talk of his old master, which
he did with the unusual mixture of admiration and
affection displayed by all the good natives who ever
came under him. His personal orderly, Nihal Singh, is
another instance of the loving devotion he inspired. . . .
While I was in Hodson’s Horse I frequently profited by
this. The men never called me anything but Chota
Sahib, and it was by that title that they seated me on
the Gadi at Amritsar when I was leaving India. It was
done in memory of their old leader.” *

The illness and death of his little girl marked the
beginning of very troublous times for Hodson himself.
In his twofold capacity of soldier and civilian he had
done things which brought him into collision with his
official chiefs. His zeal for justice upon those who had
plotted the death of Mackeson, and the murderous attack
on Lieutenant Godby, had led him to seize and im-
prison a border chief named Khadar Khan, one of whose
servants had dealt the blow which cut short Mackeson’s
career.

By Hodson’s orders, Khadar Khan’s property was
formally attached, and the chief himself held for several
months in close arrest, pending his trial in the Com-
missioner’s Court. In spite of the evidence which
Hodson brought against him, the prisoner was acquitted.
Nevertheless, Hodson’s belief in Khadar Khan’s guilt, a
belief in which he did not stand alone, remained un-
shaken. “Since Khadar Khan has been out of jail,”
he writes, “ there has been a renewal of the former state
of uneasiness and excitement, and his people and emis-
saries are most active in intrigue. Tell Godby to look
out for his friend, if he is really at Marri, and to remember
that whatever Major Edwardes or any one else may say

1 Letter from Major-General Mitford.
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to the contrary, Khadar Khan, and no one else, was the
author of the attack on him last December.”

Major Edwardes reported the case to Lord Dalhousie
as one of wrongful imprisonment, for which he could see
no fair excuse. Acting upon Edwardes’s version of the
affair, the Governor-General in the course of 1855 directed
that Lieutenant Hodson should not again have any civil
command in Yuzafzai. In reporting the matter to the
Court of Directors, Lord Dalhousie said: ‘ Lieutenant
Hodson’s case has been lately before me. It is as bad
as possible, and I have been compelled to remand him
to his regiment with much regret, for he is a gallant
soldier and an able man.” In their letter approving
the Governor-General’s decision, the Court of Directors
decreed that Hodson should never again be employed in
any civil capacity whatever.

As early as March 3, 1855, Hodson had been made
aware of the fate in store for him by a private letter
from the Chief Commissioner himself:—

“ My pear Hopson,—Since I last wrote to you I have
received a letter from Government saying that you are
not to resume command of the Guides, nor to have charge
of Yuzafzai, and that your future employment will depend
on the result of the court of inquiry. However dis-
agreeable these tidings might be to you, I think you
would prefer knowing them than waiting in suspense.—
Yours truly, JouN LAWRENCE.”?!

The court of inquiry to which John Lawrence here
refers had meanwhile been dealing with matters of far
graver purport to Hodson’s character than the wrongful
imprisonment of a Pathan chief.

On September 8, 1854, Hodson had just heard from
Major Macpherson, then military secretary to John
Lawrence, that “there is to be a court of inquiry on
the Turner affair or on me—I hardly know which. Iam
sorry for it in one sense, for these courts are vexatious
and troublesome things, and it will give me much trouble;
but as all is as clear as possible, I do not fear the result

1 Papers supplied by Miss Hodson.
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in the least—in fact, I would court inquiry rather than
avoid it.”* It appears that Turner, in spite of Hodson’s
peremptory orders, had refused to sign some regimental
rolls on the ground of his disagreement with the remarks
appended by his commanding officer. The letter in
which Turner complained of Hodson’s high-handed
conduct was pronounced by Major Macpherson to be so
¢ disgraceful to the writer that he dared not characterise
it.” This, however, was but one of many charges which
Turner persisted in laying before the Chief Commissioner.

Hodson, for his part, was ready and eager to confront
his accusers. ‘“Pray impress,” he wrote, “ upon John
Lawrence’s mind that I am not in the smallest degree
disposed to shrink from the strictest inquiry into any act
of mine in the command of the Guides. I am much to
blame for letting things go the length they did without
bringing up ——, but that was good-natured folly, and
neither dishonest nor unsoldier-hke. It is true that I
am annoyed at the trouble and bother of courts of
inquiry, but nothing more; and if John Lawrence would
come to overhaul everything connected with my com-
mand, I should be infinitely satisfied, and you may tell
him so.”

After a delay of several months, the court of inquiry
sat for the first time at Peshdwar in December 1854.
Hodson had been ordered to make over the command of
the Guides to Lieutenant Godby, and to remain at
Peshiwar during the sitting of the court. Among the
charges which the court had to deal with were gross
negligence and persistent falsification of accounts in
matters specially concerning the command of the Guides.

The delay in assembling the court of inquiry had given
time for the growth of many stories more or less untrue,
but all alike hurtful to Hodson’s good name. In the
words of the Rev. C. Sloggett, afterwards chaplain of
Dagshia, “ There is no doubt that young Turner talked
about all these things [his charges against Hodson] very
freely in the Peshdwar society, and that the stories to
Hodson'’s prejudice were eagerly caught up and circulated
because of his general unpopularity.” Of the causes

1 Letter to Mrs. Hodson,
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which Mr. Sloggett points out in detail mention has been
made already; but one of them may here be emphasised
in Mr. Sloggett’s own words: ““He was a man of con-
siderable attainments; a fair scholar; possessed of in-
formation above the average; and he was older than
almost any one of his standing in the army. He was
in this way superior to most of his fellows, and being
at the same time naturally sarcastic and fearless, he
would say and do things which galled men to the quick
and made them hate him. Add to this the envy caused
by his rapid rise, owing to Sir Henry Lawrence’s notice
of him, and his unpopularity is accounted for. When,
then, the committee of inquiry was ordered, and the
members of it were at last all collected at Peshawar,—
some of whom arrived days or weeks before the whole
could assemble in those days of slow and tedious travel,
—these became infected with the prevailing prejudice to
such a degree that they believed him guilty before the
court assembled at all, and actually took possession of his
regimental papers and accounts. Moreover, the native
munshi and accountant, true to his national character,
joined in and inflamed the stories against the fallen
man,” 1

The spirit in which some of Hodson’s accusers conducted
their case may be gathered from the fact that a regimental
order published to the corps of Guides called upon all
who had claims or complaints against their commandant
to bring them forward without delay. This fact alone
would account for the great number of witnesses, all
native, who appeared before the court. “It is difficult
to imagine,” says a well-informed writer in Blackwood,
““a course of procedure more grossly unfair or irregular,
especially in India. . .. A similar order issued to a
British regiment would probably have no effect except
to arouse indignation at such means being resorted to in
order to obtain evidence against a man already under a
cloud. But with Orientals, or at least with the inferior
classes of Orientals, the case is different. They have no
compunctions whatever about hitting a man who is
down; on the contrary, the knowledge that an officer

1 Quoted from a letter addressed to the Rev. G. H. Hodson.
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had incurred the displeasure of his superiors, and had
been suspended in consequence from his official position,
would be the signal for every snivelling wretch who had
a grudge against him to strive for a foremost place in
throwing mud at him. . . . Under such circumstances
would Herbert Edwardes, would John Nicholson, have
escaped scatheless? 71

In this connection one cannot help recalling the
language in which Macaulay characterised a similar
process employed by Philip Francis against his great
opponent Warren Hastings. “ An Indian Government,”
says that brilliant essayist, “ has only to let it be under-
stood that it wishes a particular man to be ruined, and
in twenty-four hours i1t will be furnished with grave
charges, supported by depositions so full and circum-
stantial that any person unaccustomed to Asiatic men-
dacity would regard them as decisive. It is well if the
signature of the destined victim is not counterfeited at
the foot of some illegal compact.”

¢ It must be remembered,” says Major Reynell Taylor,
in his careful and exhaustive report of February 13, 1856,
‘ that Lieutenant Godby, who had, I believe, been called
upon to ascertain all claims that existed against Lieu-
tenant Hodson with the regiment, gave public notice
that all who had them to make must speak then or be
silent afterwards. It is certain, therefore, that every
one who thought he had a chance of gaining by coming
forward did so; and it is a very important point in the
case that it should be seen that there were no real com-
plaints to be made on the score of pay.”

The court, of which Colonel Halkett Craigie, C.B., was
president, sat all through December, 1854, and into the
middle of the following January, hearing and recording
a mass of evidence which, as events showed, was either
wholly false or essentially worthless in its bearing on the
character of the man accused. While the court was
taking time to consider its verdict, a cheering letter
reached Hodson from Dr. Lyell at Ghazipur. * When
we parted,” writes the good doctor, “I little thought
that, notwithstanding all the quarrelling, any one would

1 Blackwood’s Magazine for March 1899.
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have had the audacity to bring such charges as you are
now accused of against you. We all have our faults,
and you, no doubt, have yours, but nothing shall ever
persuade me that a man of your stamp has been guilty
of what is alleged against you. I am sure any one who
knows you would much sooner believe them to be a
tissue of lies contrived by those rascally niggers to ruin
you; so cheer up, old fellow, and for any sake do not
abandon yourself to melancholy. . . . I have no doubt
that though the odds seem against you, the malice of
your enemies will be defeated, and that you will emerge
from the cloud they have raised around you with un-
tarnished reputation.”

In this connection I may insert part of a letter which
Lord Napier wrote in 1884 to the Rev. G. H. Hodson:—

“In March, 1855, on visiting Peshdwar, I found the
case of your brother under discussion at Sir J. Lawrence’s
headquarters. Feelings were very strong against him,
and the loss of his appointment considered so certain,
that I feared the decision had been already made. I
immediately sought your brother, and found him quite
unconscious of his danger, and confident of clearing him-
self of the accusations brought against him.

“ On his showing me his accounts, I saw they were all
in Persian, liable to any misconstruction which an ill-
disposed interpreter might place on them, and I urged
him to translate them into English.

“ He said it would take a fortnight, and I therefore
rode back to Sir J. Lawrence’s camp and asked him to
allow that time for translating the accounts. To this
he gave consent, which I carried at once to Hodson.

“By working day and night he accomplished the
translation in the time.

“ When it is remembered that, on his being suspended,
notice was given to every complainant to come forward
against him, any one who knows the material contained
in the Guides knows that there were men who might
have had enmity to gratify, or hope of positive advantage
in bringing accusations before the court of inquiry.”

The proceedings of the court of inquiry had been
conducted in so rambling and loose a manner as to elicit
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a very sharp rebuke from the Judge Advocate-General,
who returned the papers to Colonel Craigie with a request
for some definite opinion upon the matters which his
court had been directed to consider. The court of i 1nqu1ry
thereupon reassembled in July, and after hearing Godby’s
evidence, proceeded in Hodson’s absence to record their
opinion that the accounts of the Guides as laid before it
by Lieutenant Hodson were most unsatisfactory.

On this occasion the accused officer had not been heard
in his own defence. Being unable to prepare a full
written statement within the time allowed him, he had
asked leave to attend the court in person and submit
his accounts for their inspection. To this request no
answer was given, and the result, as Hodson himself
declared, was that he had been * the subject of an inquiry
at which I was not present, and of proceedings of the
nature of which I am ignorant save by report.”

Meanwhile Hodson had pleaded again and again for a
more searching inquiry into the accounts of the Guides
than that which the court had been misconducting. In
the summer of 1855 he sent to the Chief Commissioner
his demand for a court-martial. On learning from John
Lawrence that his letter had been mislaid, he repeated his
demand.

“My DEAR LAWRENCE,” he writes in October,—*“ I
send herewith the copy of my letter asking for a court-
martial which you desired. Since I wrote it, Turner has
started for Bombay. I trust this will not prevent my
wish for a fair trial being granted. My accusers were
not called on to substantiate their assertions.

““ The burden of disproof, proverbially an arduous task,
was thrown upon me. At the same time the court, by
rejecting my accounts, absolutely deprived me of the
means of replying satisfactorily to the false accusations
brought against me. This could not again occur. Taylor’s
examination, backed by the court of inquiry suggested
by the commander-in-chief, will remove all doubt from
the accounts and afford me the materials for clearing
myself.

1 L;tter to Colonel H. Tucker, C.B., Adjutant-General, September
14, 1855
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“T have been cruelly misrepresented in other ways.
Many things have been told you of me, and have doubt-
less influenced your judgment of my case, which would
be either disproved or explained by inquiry.

“All T ask for is a full and public examination of the
whole case or allegations against me. I do not fear the
result. I trust you will obtain such an examination or
trial for me from Government.” !

The Taylor to whom this letter refers was Major Reynell
Taylor,—* the Bayard of the Punjib,”—who had made
his mark as one of Henry Lawrence’s men in the second
Sikh war, and had afterwards done good work as Deputy
Commissioner of Bannu. He had lately returned from
furlough in time to take over, at Dalhousie’s bidding, the
temporary command of the Guides. 1In the autumn of
1855, John Lawrence instructed him to examine and report
upon Hodson’s alleged misdealings with the regimental
chest. Reynmell Taylor set himself manfully to carry
through a task which at the outset he did not greatly
relish. Turner had gone to Bombay, where he died in
the following January. But Godby was at hand to help
Taylor in overhauling the regimental books, and to point
out the discrepancies, blunders, and omissions which
seemed to tell against his former commandant.

It was truly a tangled skein which Reynell Taylor
essayed to unravel. Day after day, with Hodson at one
elbow and Godby at the other, he toiled through the
chaotic mass of documents, English and Persian, which
professed to show forth the sums received and disbursed
by Hodson himself from month to month for nearly two
years on account of the Guide Corps.2 The scrutiny
which thus began at Mardan in August, 1855, ended only
in the last days of October.

On November 2, Taylor wrote to inform the military
secretary that he had completed the examination of the
accounts. “ Lieutenant Hodson is very anxious, as his

1 Letters supplied by Miss Hodson.
21t was not till March, 1853, that Hodson took over the sole
¥anag8ment of the accounts from his adjutant, Lientenant F. M‘C.
urner.
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accounts have been publicly challenged, that they should
be finally examined and reported on by an officially
appointed court of inquiry, Najaf Ali to be present.”
This man was a regimental munshi who bore Hodson a
special grudge, and had been one of his principal accusers.
“ As some of Najaf Ali’s assertions,” continues Taylor,
“are capable of very clear disproof from the retrench-
ment papers in the office, I do not think it likely that his
attendance will be procured without the assistance of the
civil authorities. . . . I have, in company with Lieutenant
Godby, and with considerable labour, gone through the
whole, item by item, and am quite satisfied that all is
correct, . . . and all will be set right without difficulty.”
In the course of November, Taylor sat down to write
a full and detailed report on the case which he had so
patiently investigated. This careful and conscientious
piece of work, a copy of which will be found in the
Appendix,! was completed on February 13, 1856, and
forwarded at once to the Chief Commissioner. He began
by declaring that the result of his examination of Lieu-
tenant Hodson’s accounts had been ‘ quite satisfactory.”
After detailing through many pages a clear and impartial
statement of the facts disclosed by his researches—of
the manner in which the accounts had been kept before
Hodson assumed command; the difficulties with which
a commandant of the Guides had to contend, owing to
his multifarious duties and the many services demanded
of his troops,—he pointed out the further complications
arising from the delays and irregularities of the accounts
department, and the efforts made by Hodson to deal
with all these complications to the best of his power.
Speaking of the accounts when Hodson entered on his
command, Taylor shows that * everything was known to
be in the main correct, but the whole unbalanced and
undetailed, and it must be recorded that he did not, on
first obtaining command of the Guides, formally examine
and take charge of the accounts. He had long been con-
nected with the regiment, and knew all the difficulty
and confusion that had been caused in its payment by
a long period of ubiquitous service, during which its
1 See Appendix A.
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numerous detachments had been paid by the various
officers to whom they had been temporarily attached,
causing a constant and most troublesome system of
adjustment from the headquarters, which latter were
also usually on the move, and the commanding officer
obliged to take frequent advances from political or civil
treasuries.”

“ Such is the account,” wrote Taylor towards the close
of his report. ““I may briefly sum up my opinion by
saying that I believe it to be an honest and correct record
from beginning to end. It has been irregularly kept, but
every transaction, from the least to the greatest, has been
noted in it, and is traceable to the individuals concerned;
for it must be remembered that while we have been
sitting in committee on the accounts at Mardén, nearly
every man mentioned in the transactions of the chest
has been present with the regiment, and throughout the
inquiry I have found Lieutenant Hodson’s statements
borne out by the facts of the case, while in some instances,
where doubts had been engendered by a want of know-
ledge of details, they were removed by working through
the minutiz of the account.”

In his closing paragraph, Taylor says that “Lieu-
tenant Godby, who assisted me throughout the laborious
examination of the accounts with a wish to understand
them himself and do Lieutenant Hodson every justice,
appends a certificate to this statement, to the effect that
he is perfectly satisfied with regard to the correctness of
the whole account.”

Over the result of Taylor’s report no one rejoiced more
sincerely than Hodson’s old friend Colonel (afterwards
Lord) Napier. “The result,” he wrote, “of Major
Taylor’s laborious and patient investigation has fully
justified, but has not at all added to, the confidence that
I have throughout maintained in the honour and up-
rightness of his conduct.”? Nor was Robert Montgomery
less cordial in his acceptance of Taylor’s finding. “ To
me the whole report seemed more satisfactory than any
one I had ever read; and considering Major Taylor’s high
character, patience, and discernment, and the lengthened

1 Quoted in Blackwood's Magazine for March 1899.
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period he took to investigate every detail, most trium-
phant. This I have expressed to all with whom I have
conversed on the subject.”

Hardly had Taylor set to work on his report when he
wrote to the Chief Commissioner in December, 1855,
suggesting that as so much publicity had been given to
the previous court of inquiry which had reported un-
favourably to Hodson, a similarly public court should
again assemble to consider the results of his own investi-
gations. To so reasonable a suggestion the authorities
turned a deaf ear. It is true that the Chief Commis-
sioner yielded at one time to Taylor’s urgency, and
advised the commander-in-chief to grant the further
inquiry which Taylor and Hodson agreed in desiring.
But Sir William Gomm held to his own view that neither
a court nor a committee of inquiry was necessary, since
Major Taylor was willing to grant Lieutenant Hodson a
full acquittance on all points connected with his accounts.
The Chief Commissioner seems to have concurred in this
view.,

The whole matter was then laid before the Government
of India, and this was the answer forwarded by Colonel
Birch to the Adjutant-General on December 22, 1855: “ I
am directed to acquaint you, for the information of the
commander-in-chief, that the Most Noble the Governor-
General in Council concurs in opinion with his Excellency
that further proceedings on the point [of Hodson’s
accounts] are unnecessary, and his lordship in Council
would accordingly allow Lieutenant Hodson to receive
the acquittance, and thus close this harassing and painful
business.”

The final decision upon Hodson’s case was thus reported
to the Court of Directors by the new Governor-General,
Lord Canning, on March 13, 1856:—

“ Your honourable Court will observe that we have
felt compelled to place Lieutenant Hodson at the disposal
of his Excellency the commander-in-chief.

¢ After having given our attentive consideration to all
the circumstances connected with this case, we have,
in concurrence with the opinion of his Excellency the
commander-in-chief, General Sir W. Gomm, K.C.E.,
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decided that as Major Taylor, the officiating commandant
of the corps of Guides, was willing to grant an acquit~
tance to Lieutenant Hodson