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PREFACE

URING the last twenty-five years a great change

has been effected in the measure of our informa-
tion about the regions of farther India on the north-
west. Twenty-five years ago all that we knew of
frontier geography was narrowed to a few lines running
westward from India and terminating in the cities of
the Afghan and Baluch highlands. The hills which
faced us on our own border, on to which we could step
from the plains, were still shrouded in mystery, and
our knowledge of the people was as shadowy as that
of their land. Those who came to us we knew, but
those who had no dealings with India formed for the
most part but interesting ethnological problems.

It is with the object of illustrating some of the many
steps in the process of this change, and with the hope
of rescuing from oblivion a few minor frontier episodes,
that I have written this book.

In it I have been careful (so far as is consistent
with maintaining continuity of historical narrative) to
write only of those things which my eyes have seen,
or with which I have been personally concerned. I
have not appealed to Blue Books or statistics that are
within everybody’s reach ; but I have referred now and
then to the pages of published narratives, and I am
indebted to one or two authors (notably Bellew and
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Thornton) for historical references. Much of the
chapter on the Perso-Baluch boundary has appeared in
the pages of the Pioncer.

If T have expressed any views as to past or future
frontier polity they must be regarded as the views
of an outsider—a looker-on at the game—and not as
those of an official member of the Indian adminis-
tration. Excepting only in the case of the Perso-
Baluch boundary, where I held the chief political
responsibility, I have been connected with these twenty
years of frontier history in the capacity of a survey
officer, not of a political adviser or of a military

leader. :
T. H. H.
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THE INDIAN BORDERLAND

CHAPTER 1

FIRST PHASE OF THE AFGHAN
WAR OF 1879-80

First phase of the Afghan war of 1879-80—Our general ignorance of Afghanistan
when the war broke out—The Southern Field Force—Quetta in 1878—Climatic
conditions of Baluch highlands—Capture of Kandahar—General Biddulph’s
march to the frontiers of India—Surveying—Bolén floods—Peshin in spring—
Juniper forests—Bori valley—Siasgai—No water—Panic in the ranks—The new
frontier at Vitakri,

HEN the Afghan war of 1878 broke out, after the refusal

of Sher Ali to receive our representative at Kabul, or to

accord to us the same courteous and honourable consideration

that had lately been bestowed on the Russian envoy, we found

that we possessed but little information as to the nature of the

country which was to be the scene of military operations, or of
the people with whom we had to deal.

That historic mountain-road which winds amongst the black-
browed hills of the Peshawur border through the Khaibar pass
to jalalabad and Kabul was known well enough by repute,
although the memory of the grim disasters which once befell a
British brigade along that route were already faint; and there
were certain internal roads connecting the great cities of the
Afghan highlands which had been scientifically traversed and
fairly well mapped. But of those more northerly tracks which
connected Kabul with India, and which had been followed by
invading hosts for many centuries before the Khaibar became

the recognised trade route, we had lost all count; nor were
B
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thene.wantmg lngh officials (nor even historians) who believed
tHat the Kabul river traced its course to India by way of the
Khaibar pass. In the southern districts of Afghanistan the

*+..Boldn was already a much-used—but still a very much un-

mapped—route, and Quetta was already the headquarters of

*-.’a British resident ; but the Afghan war of 1839-42, although it

spread into nearly four years of occupation of the country, had
not been productive of any great accession to our geographical
knowledge of western Afghanistan. There was many an
important route along which our soldiers and our guns had
travelled which it was impossible to locate exactly on any map
existing in 1878, and our knowledge of the topography of the
country generally was limited to the immediate neighbourhood
of such roads and lines of communication as had been properly
traversed. All the more honour then to those energetic officers
who kept clear records, and who dared much and did much to
dispel the geographical mists which hung over the Afghan hills
and valleys.

Chief amongst them were the young engineers Henry Durand
and George Broadfoot, to whom we owe a very great deal of
most excellent geographical information. Broadfoot’s ventures
in disguise through an unknown wilderness of frontier moun-
tains and plains, which then included half the Punjab, resulted
in a record which is an authority to this day. No one has
followed in his footsteps from Ghazni to our present frontier
since; and to Durand we chiefly owe the fact that amidst the
wide blank spaces which adorned our maps, the positions of
many of the principal towns and villages of Afghanistan were
accurately laid down.

Many other distinguished travellers and observers, amongst
whom were North, Leach, Lord, Burnes, Abbott, and Shakespear,
contributed a great store of written information, which is no less
interesting to read now that we know Afghanistan than it was
when our knowledge was confined to but a few definite localities.
But with all this wealth of previous literary information there
was nothing in the shape of systematic mapping. There was,
indeed, no assured basis for such mapping ; there were none of
the accurate and portable instruments which are in these days
rendered so effective in the hands of the military surveyor; nor



THE AFGHAN WAR OF 1879-80 3

was there any school of instruction to teach men how such
instruments should be used.

Moreover, the study of geography as a military study was
distinctly at a discount. It had been found that the pursuit
of geographical knowledge on our frontier was one which might
lead to trouble and complications. Neither was it at all clear
that any immediate benefit would accrue to military leaders
from the study of geography. It was assumed that the demand
for map-knowledge could be readily met as soon as the necessity
for it arose, and that, until it did arise, it was well to let the
frontier alone. It is not too much to say that this spirit of
scepticism as to the military value of map-knowledge lasted
till a very late period. It was certainly abroad at the com-
mencement of the Afghan campaign of 1878-9-8o.

If our knowledge of the farther wastes and wildernesses of
Baluchistan and Afghanistan was nebulous, still more uncertain
was our information about our own immediate frontier. Beyond
the edges of the Peshawur plain fierce and unconquered tribes
of Afghan origin held the mountains, and where the Indus
issues from the dark gorges of the Himalaya there a barrier
was set to further investigation. From Peshawur the triple
peak of the Koh-i-Mor is visible above the intervening crags to
the north, and the rugged outlines of Torsappa break the sky
to the west, but none knew aught of Swat, or how the Kabul
river washed the foot of Torsappa west of Sind, the straight,
stiff back of Kirthar set a sharp limit to the eager quest of the
explorer, and forbidding darkness covered the hills of Hazarajat.
From every little group of two or three mud huts which formed
a frontier outpost, the inspecting officer might, if he liked, look
westward to a brown, rugged, tumbled mass of barren hills,
streaked and seamed by water-courses, and scarred with fissures
here and there denoting the passage of the more violent streams
which break across the close-packed ridges of the outer hills;
and he would have to admit to his inner consciousness that he
knew absolutely nothing whatsoever of what lay behind those
crumpled, brown folds. He knew that there certainly was a
population from which sprang those bands of frontier robbers
who were a daily terror to the Hindu bunniah of the villages
in the plains, fragments of which bands might be found in the
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nearest station jail; but of the real nature of their inner
existence ; whether they scratched a scanty subsistence from
the soil in the narrow, cultivated valleys intersecting the hills,
or whether they lived entirely on the contributions of the
border villages which they harried and worried periodically, he
knew nothing from personal observation.

Neither could he say with any certainty which was the best
route to follow should it be necessary to strike into the heart
of those hills, and to reach the line of grey crests which were
daily silhouetted against the evening sky far beyond them, and
which he knew to define the eastern edge of the great Afghan
and Baluch highlands. Less, perhaps, was known of the steps
up to those highlands than of the highlands themselves. Of
the border strip of mountain territory which stretched along
the western limits of the “ Sands of Sind,” south of the Boldn;
of the extension of that strip, northwards, under the eastern
shadow of the Sulimani mountains; of Waziristan; of Tochi;
nothing was known at all. We did know something of the
Kuram route, and of the Khaibar; but of the intervening
Afridi Tirah, and of all the border space north of the Khaibar
—a space which included Mohmands and Mahmunds, Bajaoris
and Swatis—we knew much less than did the officers of what-
ever department in Alexander’s army answered to that of the
modern Q.M.G. Nor was the spirit of adventure, which has
always flourished healthily and strongly amongst the young
soldiers of the frontier, and which would have led them frequently
enough to find out things for themselves, specially encouraged
by those in authority. The fact is that the sanctity of the
white man’s life had to be maintained on our frontier as a’
pre-eminent principle in all tribal dealings of Government. It
was not merely a matter of a life for a life, vengeance for
good blood spilled and valuable services lost It was the
maintenance of England’s honour, and of respect for her
strong right hand, which had to be inculcated at all hazards,
and regardless of all expense, if we would face the fanatical
spirit of Islam with an unanswerable argument against blood
being shed on religious principles. The absolute certainty of
retribution is still our only safeguard against the ghazi, and
it is well that this should be understood.
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Indeed, it is understood, nowadays, pretty well, and nothing
can exceed the anxious care with which the life of a European
is guarded when the exigencies of politics place him under
the guardianship of a border chief. It follows, naturally, that
the Government of India is slow to sanction the irresponsible
efforts of frontier officers to gain information at first hand,
which may lead them into positions of personal danger. What
are officially called “complications” might easily arise, which
would end in an expedition or a war. Thus it was that
the blank veil of obscurity lay so long over a country and
a people whom it so nearly concerned our interests to know
all about. That veil has mostly been lifted now. There are
a few dark corners yet; but they are comparatively remote,
and there is nothing, at least of our own immediate border,
which has not been thoroughly exploited, whilst much of it
has been elaborately surveyed.

It is in this process of clearing up the mists that enveloped
the geography of large and important transfrontier areas that I
have had the good luck to assist during the last twenty years;
and the process has been so interesting, and in some ways so in-
structive, that it is a real pleasure to cast back to old reminiscences
and long-forgotten notes, and to reckon up those successive steps
of it with which I was more immediately concerned.

India is not all frontier (a fact which sometimes seems to be
overlooked), and the wild waste sands of that land of ancient
histories, Rajputana, the broad plains and alternating forests
and hills of Central India, and the interminable jungles of the
Central Provinces have each of them attractions and charms of
their own ; attractions which owe something to the absorbing
interest of historical association and antiquarian records; some-
thing to the vivid beauty of their own natural scenery; much
to the variety and excellence of Indian sport, and to the
quaintness of aboriginal manners and customs ; but which taken
separately, or all together, can never match the vivid, soul-
absorbing interest that is awakened by the two words “active
service.” Thirteen years of the by-ways of the Indian back-
woods (tempered by experiences on the Abyssinian highlands),
however well sprinkled with big game and other attractions,
were very thankfully exchanged for the: chance of service on
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the frontier, which, commencing with the Afghan war of 1878,
promised to continue indefinitely. It kept its promise. I never
left the frontier again till I left India for good.

My experiences in the first phase of that memorable cam-
paign were confined to the southern, or Kandahar, side of it, and
included a struggle up the Bol4n pass in those early times when
its capacity for a railway route was as yet unmeasured. Bitter,
agonising blasts of icy wind were the feature that has remained
longest in my memory; nor have I altogether forgotten the
view presented by the Dasht-i-bedaulat (the *“plain of desolation")
as I crawled out of my tent on the first morning after my
arrival on its frozen edge. Carcases of bullocks, dogs, and
camels were the decorative features of the landscape. The rest
was a wild, weird waste of snow, with a black line of barren
hills girdling the horizon on all sides.

Of the 40,000 camels which the early stages of that campaign
are said to have cost India, a good many ended their career at
this point. :The long struggle up the slippery slopes which
formed the final steps of the pass, followed by the intense cold
and the insufficient food of the Dasht-i-bedaulat, was the end of
them. We know more about camels now than we did then.
Amongst other things, we have learnt that it is not good to
ask the camel bred in the hot plains of Sind to climb the
mountainous paths of Afghanistan, nor to expect the hill-bred
camel of high Asia to prove a valuable transport animal in the
lowlands.

A camel was a camel in those days, and was expected
to do the work of one, wherever he might be found. Perhaps
what cost the camel more suffering than anything else was the
tradition that he could survive for long periods without water;
that he carried, so to speak, his own private supply, on which he
could draw at his own convenience. How every thoughtful
camel (and all camels give me the impression of deep thought-
fulness) must have cursed that member of his race who first
gave all his kindred away by proving that under certain favour-
able conditions this is a faculty which he actually possesses!

Further than Quetta I should probably never have gone with
my hastily-constructed party of survey workmen (mostly re-
cruited on the Karachi “ bunder”), but for one of those artifices
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which are not unknown in times of stress, and for which I may
perhaps now be forgiven. I was travelling with a subaltern
whose duty carried him no further than Quetta. My camels
just struggled to Quetta, and there two of them lay down and
died. As my friend required no further transport, an exchange
during the night of live stock for dead was secretly effected;
and thus were my interests providentially safeguarded, and
Government was not deprived of my services a day longer than
was necessary.

Who could possibly imagine the Quetta of twenty-five years
ago, who has but seen it lately! A few groups of aged and
weather-beaten mulberry trees stood about in despondent atti-
tudes, at intervals, in the swampy plain surrounding the ancient
mud volcano which now forms the basis of the central fort; and
round the fort clustered a mud-and-wattle collection of dome-
crowned huts, which figured as the town. The residency was
where the residency now is; but it was not the same residency.
The early construction was of the same primitive materials as
that of the bazaar. Some planting of poplars and planes had
already begun. - The genius of Sandeman for turning a wilder-
ness into a garden had already borne a certain amount of fruit;
and we must admit that he had most excellent material to
work on. There is hardly a flower that blooms, or a fruit that
ripens, which cannot be reared in the soil of Quetta. Neverthe-
less, the most sanguine enthusiast could never have constructed
such a vision of luxuriant beauty as now greets the visitor, from
the raw material offered by the Quetta landscape of 1878.
Much of the open and unwholesome plain which is now covered
with pretty villas and gardens was little better than a swamp
then. My tent was pitched somewhere near the present site
of the railway station, and it was only necessary to dig a stick
some four or five inches into the soil to find water.

It goes without saying that Quetta was in those days
poisonously unwholesome. There were indeed a whole series
of inconvenient maladies which seemed peculiar to the soil and
to the place, and which were mostly due to the effects of
poisonous water. The fresh, bracing atmosphere of the Baluch
highlands, which in winter is as the climate of an eastern
Engadine, did much to restore the balance; but even the bright



8 THE INDIAN BORDERLAND

relief of clear blue skies and mountain breezes there hid a lurk-
ing danger; and it is that danger which to this day occasionally
prevails against the efforts of a pure water supply and a
sanitary system of existence. Owing to the absence of forest
or other natural agencies in producing rainfall and tempering
the direct action of the sun’s rays, and the subsequent radiation
of heat from the barren plains and rocks, the extremes of
temperature are so great at certain seasons of the year that
no precautions can secure immunity from chills, A range
of 80° Fahrenheit is not uncommon within the twenty-four
hours; nor is it unusual (especially about the highest part
of the highlands near Kaldt) for the sun to blister the skin
by its intense and unmitigated glare by day, whilst ten or
fifteen degrees of frost at night defy the thickest of blankets
and rugs inside a tent* No constitution (certainly none
already sodden with malarial poison) can stand such extremes
of heat and cold; and in the early autumn, when the nights
grow long enough to admit of the dispersion by radiation of the
heat acquired by day, there is always a risky time at Quetta.
There is, however, such an abundant growth of vegetation now
in existence that, within the limits of the cantonment, these
extremes of temperature are much less marked than they used
to be; but the necessity for irrigation in order to support the
growth of trees also brings its own risks; and so the weary old
tale of sickness has still to be told year after year.

The glory of Quetta are the mountains round about it.
There are a series of great, gaunt peaks—Chahiltan, Murdar,
and Takatu (the highest between the Himalaya and the
volcanoes of the Persian border), which stand sentinel over
the town, each owning its own legend of supernatural visita-
tions, and each contributing its own quota of savage beauty
to the landscape. Between the double-peaked Takatu and the
great square head of Murdar the more distant line of the
Kalifat cliffs fills up the horizon. These cliffs face west-
wards; they catch the latest rays of the setting sun, and light
into a blaze of scarlet glory which is almost more brilliant
than the burnishing of the west. Northward, to the left of

* The climate of Kaldt, like that of the Nile valley and other desert spaces,
¢ see-saws between a grill and an ice machine.”
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Takatu, across the width of the Peshin valley, the long level
line of the Khojak is pencilled in dim grey against the sky, when
that sky is clear enough to admit of any view at all. For
many months in the year it does not admit of any view. It
is subjected to a yellow obscurity introduced by clouds of wind-
borne dust which pervades not only the atmosphere, but all
the accessories of Quetta existence. The house is full of it; the
furniture catches it in ridges and furrows; food is cooked in
it; and men’s lungs are packed with it. Too soon one realises
that “khaki” is not adopted as the uniform colour of the
British soldier from any mere scientific consideration of its
suitability to its environment ; it is a necessity induced by one
of the main conditions of life in Baluchistan. The Baluch
chief, if he is wealthy enough, sends his clothes to the wash
before he appears at a Durbar or any public function demand-
ing special attention to his appearance. Then, indeed, he is
magnificently clothed in white array; but under ordinary
circumstances the prevailing condition of the atmosphere fits
him to his surroundings without effort on his part, and there
is not a white rag about him. “Khaki” in summer is not only
suitable—it is indispensable and unavoidable.

Beyond Quetta, Kaldt, and the Peshin valley very little was
known of Baluchistan in 1878. The Harnai route which now
carries the railway, was unexplored then. The actual road to
Kandahar was known by reputation, and had been mapped,
but of all the vast expanse of plain and hill which stretched
away to the Indian frontier on the east and north, or to the
Persian borderland on the west, we were in the most profound
ignorance. Only a thin line of information was marked on the
maps linking up Jacobabad with Quetta and Kandahar; and
yet in the earlier Afghan war at least one column, provided
with guns, had marched from Ghazni straight away southward
to the Arabian Sea, leaving Quetta to the east; but its records
were so meagre and unsatisfactory that it was only when, in
fulness of years, that country came to be systematically sur-
veyed that we could fit the records to the actualities of the
country. So there was quite enough prospect of occupation
for the comparatively small staff of surveyors who were taken
from the tail of the civil plough to fill up gaps and make good
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deficiencies in our military maps of Southern Afghanistan.
Some of them worked a slow and painful course through the
flat, salt desert that stretched from Jacobabad to the foot of
the Boldn hills. They then climbed into the mountains till
they reached the peaks that overlooked Quetta, and fastened
the end of a “series” (of triangles) to the back of the Khojak.
It was thus that they imported the Indian Survey into the
Kandahar plains, and connected the hills about Kandahar with
the Indian ghits.

To these gentlemen (amongst whom were Maxwell-Campbell,
Heaviside, and Rogers) we owed it that wherever the brigades
and columns of the Kandahar Field Force spread themselves,
we others of the topographical staff could start with the satis-
factory certainty of an assured position from whence to extend
our mapping wherever the military or political powers might
direct.

In the spring of 1879, when smiling peace seemed to have
crept over the land (it was but a superficial creep), it was
decided that a part of the Kandahar Field Force should return
to India by a new and totally unknown route, which struck
away about east from the Peshin valley and debouched into
the plains of India opposite Dera Ghazi Khan. It is with a
sense of the ridiculous now that one recalls how blankly
ignorant we all were of that unopened and untraversed country.
High-roads intersect it now. Rest houses and ddk bungalows
await the passing traveller at convenient intervals. A railway
has been constructed through valleys beyond it which were
then mentioned as unapproachable. It was indeed perhaps the
most venturesome march that was undertaken by any force
throughout the whole progress of the Afghan war; for the
track which the force was to follow was untrodden by any
European explorer. It was known to be difficult, and it was
possibly dangerous, for we were as ignorant of the Pathan
people (Kakars for the most part) who inhabited it, as we
were of the nature of the country they lived in, and would
probably fight for.

Kandahar had been taken without opposition by the Southern
Afghanistan Field Force under Sir Donald Stewart on January
8th, 1879, on which date the first infantry brigades of two
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operations, that it is said that no less than 3,000 of the tribes-
people were placed kors de combat when the day closed. After
this there was no further attempt at obstruction, and General
Biddulph’s second and third columns were practically unhindered
in their advance.

It was a glorious opportunity for making new geography.
One could move about with comparative freedom, and dispense
more or less with that most necessary, but at the same time
most inconvenient, appendage to a military survey in an enemy’s
country—the military guard. An efficient protection for work
of this nature has yet to be devised. The nearest to the ideal
is perhaps an escort of Gurkha or Sikh scouts who possess the
requisite training and mobility to keep pace with the lightly
equipped survey staff over rough country. Cavalry are all very
well where cavalry can move ; but cavalry cannot climb moun-
tains, and the first essential of modern field surveying is the
faculty not only of climbing mountains, and of reaching the
highest possible points thereof, but of climbing rapidly enough
to include a fair attainment of commanding positions in a fair
day’s work. A small escort of picked men is generally possible ;
but where the escort is considerable it is obvious that the men
cannot all be picked, and the pace of the party becomes the
pace of the slowest. It is hardly necessary to say that the
British soldier, who should be the backbone of our fighting
strength in the flat field, is not an ideal mountaineer. Even the
best of mountain-bred natives, when handicapped with rifles,
ammunition, and kit, lose much of their elasticity over hills;
neither is their home-bred activity increased by the compara-
tively inactive life of an Indian cantonment. So that the
surveyor in the chequered field of a campaign has to measure
possibilities with a critical eye, balancing the rough altitudes
of the hills about him against the hours of daylight, and the
capacity of his escort to fit the one into the other. This,
however, is certain. The mountain-bred sepoy of Northern
India, be he Gurkha or Afridi or Rajput of the hills, is as
much superior to the European soldier in mobility amongst
mountains as the Oorial (or mountain sheep) is to the South-
down; and consequently, feats of what may be called military
mountaineering, with a native military guard, have been per-
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formed on our Indian borderland by Woodthorpe, McNair,
Scott, and others (whom nature specially adapted for such
performances), which are probably unsurpassed by any existing
record elsewhere.

On this particular occasion the way was comparatively open,
and nothing was to be guarded against except the casual risks
due to those inevitable scattered bands of marauders to whom
nothing is sacred—not even the sapper. Our escort could be
small ; the weather was gloriously clear; and nature had kindly
disposed the lie of the hills in convenient form for attaining the
widest possible view in the shortest possible space of time.

In March and April the high valleys around Quetta are
probably at their best. There had been a sudden change; and
one of those changes which mark the dividing line between
winter and spring with a sharpness of definition which is not
known in more northern latitudes. Early in March deep snow
had been lying in the valley where now flourishes the little
terminal railway station of New Chaman, where the ends of the
Sind Peshin railway metals point the way to Kandahar. In
1879 the last of the winter blizzards struck the valley ere we
left it, and life for two or three days became an unceasing effort
to maintain the equilibrium of an 8o-lb. tent, and to keep the
breath of life in the tentless servants. Mine, I remember, lived
under the heap of “bhusa” (or chopped straw) which was my
horse’s daily food.

Crossing the Khojak mountains was a horrible experience
of bitter cold and painful difficulty. The road was blocked
here and there with dead camels. Every suitable spot for
pitching one’s tent was' then occupied with a frozen carcase ;
lurking behind every corner of the track was some hideous and
evil-smelling object of decay, but fortunately the road was
broad where the sappers had cut it out of the soft hillside, and
there was room to shirk doubtful-looking crannies and pro-
jections.

At Kila Abdulla, where the Khojak pass drops on to the
comparatively level plain of the Peshin, and where the railway
station of the same name now stands, we had an experience
of what happens when a local flood washes down the
Baluchistan hillsides after heavy rain. The length of the
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flood-basin leading up to the pass is inconsiderable, and the
width of water-way is in some places quite remarkable. It
would indeed strike anyone unaccustomed to Baluchistan, as
being wide absolutely out of all proportion to its length. But
in Baluchistan the phenomenon of an irresistible flood let
suddenly loose and carrying all before it, after a comparatively
local rainfall, is not at all uncommon. It was such a flood
that utterly destroyed the Bolin railway ere the Mashkaf
alignment was adopted. When that railway was constructed
the Baluch greyheads wagged their heads and said, “ Wait
till a flood comes; you haven't seen one yet” We waited a
long time and then the flood did come, and it not only buried
a large section of the line so deep that I doubt if the metals
have ever yet been recovered, but it also washed away a ziarat
(or shrine) or two belonging to these same Baluch advisers,
a fact which seems to indicate that they had hardly appreciated
the capacity of a Boldn flood themselves. On this particular
occasion at Kila Abdulla the waters rushed with one rapid
and comprehensive sweep straight down from the top of the
Khojak (where we must presume that they originated) to
the bottom, in the course of an hour. It was as if a reservoir
had burst amongst the crests of the range and had emptied
itself, as a bucket is emptied, on to the smooth unabsorbent
slopes of the upper ridge, neither spreading wide nor losing
force amongst the shaly gradients, but sliding in one ‘unbroken
mass of foaming, tearing, seething flood from the peaks to
the plains. It was a flood of minutes rather than hours,
and it took up the quarter-guard of the force in its embrace
and whirled it away out into the open almost before the
half-drowned sowars on guard could scramble up the low
banks of the nullah. Some friends and brother officers, who
were sleeping peacefully on an elevated patch of broken ground
in the flood’s course, were hopelessly cut off from the rest
of the camp. They were, however, spared that anxiety for
their own safety which was felt for them by those who watched
the mad rush of the waters past their island. They continued
to sleep peacefully till the flood subsided.

This was one of the last efforts of winter. A few more local
showers, and spring burst on us with all the sweet freshness and
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beauty of that delightful interlude between the rigors of the
cold, and the fierce grip of the hot, blasts of Baluchistan. Then
was the time for flowers. The hills took on a green tint.
Baluchistan hills are only green once a year, and then, in
order to catch the effect of colour, it is necessary to look at
them from a particular point of view; as, indeed, I have
observed is the case with certain forms of silk. They become,
as it were, shot with green; and tulips and daffodils, and a
host of minor flowers of the field whose names I do not know,
spangle the green with points of bnghtn&s.

It is also the time of tortoises in Baluchistan. From the
long sleep of winter the tortoise awakes, and he first gives
evidence of his existence by shoving his back upwards through
the soft crust of the earth beneath which he has been embedded,
for all the world like certain umbelliferous plants of the asa-
feetida species, which heave themselves upwards in the spring-
time of Turkestan. The tortoise may be found early in March
in various stages of progression. First the earth cracks
above his abode; then the shell protrudes, just as if the
tortoise were swelling and found his quarters too tight; then
the whole shell is above ground, lying close, like a flat-sided
stone; finally the entire animal is outside, lean, active, and
hungry. At this period he travels at a pace which would
astonish a Baluchistan hare who ventured to make a match
under the usual conditions of handicap. A very little provo-
cation now will induce him to put his head out, and hiss, and
show fight. It is this pugnacity which brings him to grief, for,
owing to his armour, the only way to injure him fatally is to
induce him to put out his head, and then with a sharp, swift
stroke to cut it off. Rolling him down steep places is only
an enjoyment to him; and, after all, trundling tortoises down
a hillside is but a poor form of sport. The tortoise is not good
to eat; at least the Baluchistan species was not a success in the
kitchen.

Gradually the rain clouds of spring (the rainy season of
Southern Baluchistan and Eastern Persia is in spring) cleared
off, and the little force under General Biddulph's command
made its way from camp to camp in the early freshness of
those sweet March mornings with light hearts, and a cheery
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looking forward to the comforts of the cantonments ere the
hot weather set in over the Indian plains. The light-heartedness
was possibly not shared to any great extent by the general and
his staff. It was impossible from day to day to tell what might
lie at the end of the march. From first to last the route lay
through a wilderness of hills, and it was often impossible to
give a name to a halting-place or to indicate it otherwise than
by its latitude and longitude as determined by the traverse,
just as a ship might have her record kept at sea.

Nor was the chance of sudden attack amongst these hills
to be lightly regarded. It required constant and extreme
vigilance to keep the whole column prepared for such an
eventuality. Although no serious opposition could be organised
without our foreknowledge, a sudden and unexpected rush on
the part of a few fanatical marauders was always a possibility.

From the Peshin valley we dropped into the long and rather
narrow waterway of Yusuf Katz, which led us gradually up-
ward amongst the highest peaks and mountains of Baluchistan
to the water-divide between the Peshin drainage and that of the
Anumbar, which is a part of the Indus basin. As we gradually
emerged out of the Yusuf Katz valley on to the high ground,
from which we could look eastward to the mountains which
fringe the Indus frontier, we wandered into the juniper forest
of Spiraragha. This is a curious feature which belongs
especially to the hills about the modern station of Ziarat,
the sanatorium of Quetta, which was, of course, in those days,
undreamt of. At eight or nine thousand feet above sea-level
this forest, which is, I believe, unique in this part of Asia,
maintains a steady growth in a country which is otherwise
singularly devoid of vegetation. Forests undoubtedly once
existed in Baluchistan over large areas which are now abso-
lutely denuded of trees, and with their disappearance (which
in some parts is quite recent) there has been a reduction of
rainfall, and a corresponding diminution of vegetable growth
of all kinds. The soil of Baluchistan is not unfavourable to
vegetable life—quite the contrary. Where there is water there
also is the rankest profusion of grass and flowers. It is not
at all unusual, in the region of the western flank of the

Sulimani mountains (which dominate the Indian border from
c
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the Gomul to the latitude of Quetta), to find amidst the sterile
limestone crags of the higher slopes, little rushing streamlets
flowing in deep channels so covered in with masses of maiden-
hair fern and rank vegetation of low growth as to be almost
hidden in the moist green clefts of the rocks. All around is
black sterility. Only in the fissure which contains the stream
is a clinging garden of green things—the strangest, suddenest
contrast that it is possible to conceive. The forests of Balu-
chistan have been destroyed partly by fire, partly by wanton
destruction in the search for wood; and the State Forest
Department now finds much exercise for its patience in the
process of preserving what little remains, and renewing what
has failed.

A juniper forest is picturesque with a weird form of attrac-
tiveness. No ordinary forest tree could imitate the attitudes,
of follow the fantasies, of the juniper. White skeleton arms,
twisted and gnarled, riven and bent, with but a ragged covering
of black foliage, lift themselves to the glowing sky, and cast
inky shadows over the stunted yellow grass-growth below
them. Each tree separates itself from the crowd, so that it
is a dispersed and scattered forest, owning no friendly connec-
tion with trees of other sorts, but preserving a grim sort of
isolation. Nevertheless, with a backing of snow peaks, and
the light of spring sunshine upon it, the strange beauty of
that juniper forest became crystallised in the memory, ranking,
as a Baluch speciality, with the olive groves of the more eastern
uplands, and the solitary group of magnificent myrtles which
stand near Sinjao.

The descent from this forest-covered divide into the com-
paratively level flats watered by the Anumbar and its tribu-
taries was rapid and easy. Between it and the Sulimani
mountains, which always faced us clearly on the eastern horizon,
was a series of more or less complicated passages through
narrow valleys, intersecting a maze of clay-formed hills, rising
here and there into isolated peaks, but generally low and
accessible. Here and there the country opened out into wider
spaces, and there were groups of villages, mud-walled and flat-
roofed as to their houses, and well populated ; with orchards and
trees and such cultivation as could be secured by irrigation.
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Such was the Bori valley, where now stands the unpopular
little frontier station of Loralai. Where that name comes from
I do not know. I did not find it when surveying the country,
which, as far as I could see, had nothing of the medi=val
romance about it which is suggested by that name. The
station stands hard by a central village, which used to be
called Bazaar, and the pretty name of Loralai is a late intro-
duction. The Bori valley was attractive rather for the oppor-
tunity it gave of seeing a little further to the right and the left
than was usually possible; also there was flat ground to
ride over.

But ere we reached the level flats of Bori we encountered
one of those fine natural strongholds, which through all time
have been the favourite resorts of native ruffianism throughout
the East. The fortress of Gwalior, the Droogs of the Dekkan,
Kaldt-i-Nadri on the Persian border, are all historic examples
of the kindness with which Nature occasionally lends herself
to the designs of those who live at the expense of others
who cultivate the arts and graces of peace. Siasgai, near
Chimjan, on the road which leads to Loralai from Quetta,
is like any of these, only on a smaller scale. At first sight
the solitary hill appears absolutely inaccessible. Up the steeply-
shelving slopes which spring straight from the plain the way
is clear, though not particularly easy, but above these shelving
slopes is a straight, perpendicular scarp of some seventy feet,
apparently unbroken, and continuous all round the hill. As,
however, it was a well-known place of refuge for the local
bandit it was clear that its unbroken character could be only
apparent, and consequently up it General Biddulph deter-
mined to climb. I had arrived late in camp from a hot
morning’s work, when I was summoned to his tent and ordered
to be ready to accompany him. We were soon picking our
precarious way up the shelving slopes that formed the basement
of the stronghold. There was, of course, a kind of track;
and I may here declare that amongst all the many kinds of
frontier hills that it has been my fate to climb I have never
yet found one on which there is not some kind of track. It
is all very well to call them goat-tracks, but as a matter of fact
they are the byways of local humanity ; and they exist wherever
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foothold is possible. Many a rough-sided and steeply-scarped
pile of apparently impracticable rocks has been pronounced
by our military experts to be an impassable barrier, and has
been accepted as an integral part of some extensive scheme
of defence, which has subsequently been found to be riddled
with such tracks, and to be little more “ inaccessible to infantry ”
than the plains on which it stands. Much depends, of course,
on the character of the infantry, and still more on the character
of the boots they wear ; but it would not be difficult to point
out many of our frontier defensive positions in which a great
deal too much has been taken for granted in the matter of
inaccessibility.

When it came to the final struggle up the face of the
crowning scarp the inevitable cleft was discovered, which at
once pointed the way to the summit. It was narrow and steep
and difficult. The manner of ascending it was much the same
as that which was once familiar to the chimney-sweep’s
apprentice, and which is now the daily exercise of many
climbing enthusiasts in the English and Welsh mountains.
I found it convenient to dispense with my thick sheepskin
coat, and to take the ascent unencumbered ; and of the small
party who succeeded in reaching the top of that redoubtable
hill T can distinctly recollect that General Biddulph was the
only one who accomplished the feat clad in all the military
! paraphernalia of spurs and sword.

" The small rock fortress of Siasgai is characteristic of many
others which have played a more distinguished réle in frontier
history. It is comparatively level at the top, with a low wall
of loose stones forming a sort of breastwork on the exposed
flanks. A certain amount of rain water can be collected in
the central depression, but otherwise there was no visible
means of keeping the small garrison supplied. Its value
lay in its comparative inaccessibility and its command of
what must always have been a main road through the country.
The descent was perhaps more awkward than the ascent, but
here again the discovery of an opening which might be con-
veniently described as a “lubber’s hole” through an outlying
rib of rock, round which it was otherwise necessary to crawl,
much modified the difficulties of the process. Only when the
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broad square shoulders of a distinguished member of General
Biddulph’s staff (Colonel Browne, whose name is now historical
in this country and was even then invested with fantastic
legends) blocked the way, and seriously threatened to become a
permanent obstacle, were there any doubts as to the successful
termination of the day’s proceedings. All ended well, however,
and Siasgai was soon blotted out in the blue of the distance
behind us, never again to be seen by most of that band of
military pioneers.

The march of the Thal-Chotiali Field Force was concluded
without any serious misadventure. Scares occurred now and
then, and rumours of opposition which was never effective. In
the early days of April the broad flat plains of the Bori valley
were subject to the same conditions of rarefied atmosphere
which produces such weird results in desert spaces in the
plains of India. The same thing had been observed in the
plains about Kandahar. A flock of sheep became transformed
into a numerous enemy on one occasion ; and nothing could be
more fantastic than the appearance of a column of British in-
fantry on the march, viewed through the distorting haze. Their
bodies were drawn out into long spiral phantom twists and their
white helmets performed strange antics in the hazy atmosphere
apart from the dancing wraiths beneath. One fine morning
my survey colleague (Captain Heaviside) and I rode out to the
foot of an attractive-looking hill which lay to the south of the
line of route taken by the column. From the top of it we
could look over the width of the valley and watch the troops
snaking steadily forward with a long trail of baggage animals
hidden in the dust behind, and make sure that no inconvenient
demonstrations were taking place between us and them.
Having finished the morning’s observations, we betook our-
selves and our guard to the foot of the hill again, and, knowing
that nothing lay between us and the column, we cantered
gently over the plain to the point where the long line of
sun-tipped dust gave evidence of the existence of the moving
force. As we neared the column we were astonished to find the
rear of it halted, and dispositions made for repelling an attack
which was evidently expected from the side on which we
advanced. Explanations followed. It appeared that the vision
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of our two selves bearing down on the force had been
magnified by the tricks of atmosphere into a wild array of
Baluch horsemen, sweeping on to the baggage train and rear-
guard. It was some little time before we could establish the
fact that out of the southern plain there was absolutely
nothing to be expected except ourselves, and behind us, at
a considerable interval, our lagging escort. The column was
set in motion again, and we were requested to play off no
more deceptions of that sort on our confiding friends. It was
a disappointment to them no doubt, but it wasn't our fault.
A very much more serious scare (under the conditions which
surrounded us) was caused by the report, on another occasion,
that no water was obtainable at the forward camping-ground.
As usual, we were out some little distance from the line of
route, and had no idea of what was taking place with the
moving column. It was a warm April morning, but by no
means unduly or immoderately warm. Everyone had started
as usual with the ordinary supply of water for the march. The
march itself was not a long one, or one calling for unusual
exertion. There was, in fact, no reason whatever for antici-
pating disaster, even if the water supply at the forward camp
(to which sappers had already been sent to arrange the usual
provision) did run a little short. But on rejoining the column
(which we generally did about the time when we might expect
the half-way halt to be called, and breakfast to be spread) we
could see that something was very wrong indeed. In the first
place there was no breakfast. This was always a bad sign, for
its absence meant the absence of our chief, who never could
find time for a square meal so long as there was any shadow
of doubt about the proper conduct of the day’s proceedings.
When breakfast was late we knew that everything was not
exactly as it should be; and the later it was the more serious
was the situation. On this occasion there was no breakfast
at all, and we knew thereby that things were going more than
badly. The truth was that a report had been sent back to
the column already on the move that no water had been
found at the forward camping-ground, and the chief had at
once ridden on to personally superintend the operation of
sinking wells. A very little digging was sufficient. The water
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was all there, but a little further down than usual ; and by the
time we were in camp the difficulty had vanished. But,
somehow or other, that report had become inflated like a
balloon, in passing backward, and in ten minutes a scare was
started, the like of which, I trust, I may never see again. No
one had apparently dreamt of being especially thirsty before
the report arrived. The instant it was known that our water
supply might be short, the fiend of an imaginary thirst seized
on British and native alike. The soldier, more suo, imme-
diately drank up all that was left in his water-tin. The
hospital doolie-bearer dropped his doolie anywhere, and com-
menced to gasp in agony. Camp followers broke loose and
scattered over the face of the country, seeking water in dry

nullahs and finding none; and had we been caught at that

juncture by anything like an organised attacking force we
should have fared very badly indeed. I found one of my most
trusted adherents frantically digging holes in a nullah-bed with
the legs of my best theodolite. He never forgot those efforts—
neither did I. In short, the whole force went to pieces for
about an hour or so. Then another report floated down the
wind that water was to be had as usual, so the doolie wala
pushed up his doolie, the trooper and the sepoy fell into the
ranks, and all seemed equally prepared to forget that they had
ever been thirsty. It was a weird experience.

In the quiet plain of Barkhan the force broke up, part of it
remaining to establish a new frontier fort at Vitakri, and part
« returning to India.

In the gradual development of our geographical knowledge of
the frontier much had been achieved—so much that it is doubt-
ful whether any subsequent operation was more productive.
After leaving the long open Bori valley (the valley that is
marked now by the well-known frontier station of Loralai),
General Biddulph’s column struck eastward for a couple of
marches from the Anumbar river, which drains that valley, and
then traverses the tangled mass of low hills which fill up the
space between the great central valley of Zhob and the Suli-
mani mountains of our frontier. This entailed a great deal of
severe labour in the narrow defiles which here, as everywhere
on the frontier, mark the passage of the main streams across
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the general strike of the close-packed ridges. Consequently
he left the nominal objective of the expedition, the plain in
which the two prominent towns of Thal and Chotiali are
situated, far to the south of his route; this part of new
Baluchistan being traversed by the column under Major Keen.
A good comprehensive grasp was thus effected of many
thousands of square miles of perhaps the most unattractive
country in the world. The barren dust-ridden desolation of
much of this part of Baluchistan must be seen to be appre-
ciated. There are green spots here and there; there are
narrow valleys and fern-bordered streams to be found if one
looks for them ; and above and about all is the clear invigorat-
ing air which, were it not for poisonous malarial influences,
should make these uplands an Engadine for Western India.
They are not an Engadine, and the little post of Vitakri, which
was then established for strategic purposes in the Barkhan
valley, has long ceased to exist. The tribes hereabouts have
ceased from troubling, as our frontier stations are now far
beyond them in the valley of the Zhob river, which was, in
1878, a valley as unknown as that of any river in darkest
Africa.

At the end of that memorable expedition followed a period
of rest on the summits of the Sulimani hills overlooking the
plains of India. We halted at the immature little station of
Fort Monro, a station which in spite of its remoteness from all
centres of frontier interest, perched up on the crags which over-
look the Sakki Sarwar (a pass which leads into Baluchistan from
the plains at Dera Ghazi), has been the saving of many a good
life soaked with heat and rotted with malaria in the sun-
cracked plains. At Fort Monro it was possible to study the
peculiar adaptability of the soil derived from the (geologically)
recent deposits of the frontier to the growth of all kinds of
vegetation, so long as water can be brought to it. There was
a new little garden started down the hillside on the way to
Rakni (which is on the far side of the Sulimanis from India),
and in this little garden roses had been planted. All the frontier
is celebrated for roses—indeed, all Afghanistan is a rose garden
(such as Persia is supposed to be, and is not), and the beauty
of these developing trees and flowers was a joy that has lasted
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me for twenty years, and will probably last much longer. There
were not many of them, but their sweetness and colour were
of the essence of rose perfection. I should doubt if Persia
were the aboriginal home of the rose. I am not a botanist,
and do not know whether the many-hued tangle of wild mag-
nificence that decorates the Kashmir hillsides in June is all
composed of true roses. In Afghanistan, too, the deep yellow
variety which grows as a bush, and the sweet upturned creeping
sort—yellow with maroon centre—which spangles the plains
about Herat, may not be the true rose; but if it be so, then
Kashmir and Afghanistan may at least claim the honour,
equally with Persia, of originating the best and sweetest flower
of the modern English garden, the typical flower of English
chivalry.



CHAPTER 1II.

THE SECOND PHASE OF THE AFGHAN
WAR OF 1879-80

Northern surveys—Cavagnari's mission and recommencement of war with Afghani.
stan—General Roberts’ advance—Sherpur and Kabul in sautumn—Expedition
to Hindu Kush—Life in a Mahomedan household—The word and faith of an
Afghan—Gathering of the clans—Defence of Sherpur—Expedition to Kohistan—
Expedition to Laghmin—Expedition to Logar—Some of the Afghan peoples—
News of Maiwand—Effect at Kabul—Return to India—Summary of results,

HE pioneers of geography in Southern Afghanistan had

every reason to be satisfied with the results of that part
of the campaign which is usually called the “first phase” of it.
An enormous area of new military mapping was secured, and
a good sound triangulation had been carried from the Indus
to the Khojak, and there extended in less exact and accurate
forms to Kandahar and the Helmund river. A great deal
more was done in the south than was effected in the north,
where the comparatively restricted operations which ended
with the Peiwar and Shutargardan on one line, and at
Gandamak, beyond Jalalabad, on the other, offered no such
field as the adventurous march of Biddulph’s column from
Kandahar to India.

But what might be wanting in quantity was distinctly made
up in the quality of those northern performances. Tanner,
Charles Strahan, Edward Leach, Samuells, and Scott had all
been busy along the Khaibar line, and Woodthorpe, with
Martin, had made his name great in Kuram. hen the roll
was called at the conclusion of this first part of the campaign ;
when the “Peace of Gandamak” was signed, and Jennings
had made his record ride to Peshawur; when that terrible
march was concluded in which the gallant 10th Hussars
showed all the world how cholera can be faced, even on the
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pent-up straits of a narrow valley, flooded with the fierce heat
of June—then the list of those who had been on survey duty
was reckoned up. Samuells was dead of typhoid; Strahan
was, soon after, brought as near the brink of the grave as a
man can go and yet live; Tanner had been carried back from
a gallant attempt to carry his survey into Kafirstan, much more
dead than alive; Edward Leach was in hospital with a V.C,,
a brevet, and a stiff arm ; Scott was still to the front—he had
found out what became of the Kabul river, and had greatly
distinguished himself in fighting his way back from the
Mohmand hills to the Khaibar; and Woodthorpe, though
wounded, had survived quite a long chapter of experiences.
Fortunately for him Afghans were badly armed in those days.
Never again probably will any man jump during an action
into an Afghan “sungur,” by mistake, and live to tell the tale
However, triangulation had been carried up the Kuram and
up the Khaibar, as far as the military forces penetrated. It was
centred on the great snow peak of Sikardm, the giant of the
Safed-Koh range, whose 16,000 foot sides had been sur-
mounted both by Scott from the Khaibar, and by Woodthorpe
from the Kuram.

Thus ended the first chapter of the Afghan war of 1879-80;
with the death of Sher Ali, the installation of his son Yakub
Khan on the Kabul throne, and the despatch of the long-
delayed mission under Louis Cavagnari to Kabul. The treaty
of Gandamak, signed on 26th May, 1879, decided certain points
on the frontier line only. The head of the Kuram valley,
the pass of Lundi Kotal (in the Khaibar), and the foot of the
northern slopes of the Khojak mountains were points in the
boundary line which was henceforth to separate the interests of
India from those of Afghanistan. At these points consequently
the territories of British India and of Afghanistan touched each
other. At these points they still touch each other, and only at
these points. "Peshin and Sibi were at the same time assigned
to British jurisdiction.

The fate of Cavagnari's mission, which is one of the blackest
records in the history of our relations with Afghanistan, started
the campaign on a new phase. Early in September, 1879, a
force of about 6,500 men in three brigades, under Sir F. Roberts,
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was once more mobilised in the Kuram valley for an advance
on Kabul. A force of similar strength, under General Bright,
acted on the Khaibar line, and a division of 9,000 men, under
Sir Donald Stewart, was concentrated in Southern Afghanistan
for the occupation of Kaldt-i-Ghilzai and for movement, if need
be, on Ghazni. By the 24th September the Kuram column was
ready to advance; and then commenced what must ever be
regarded as the most brilliant episode of this long campaign,
t.e. General Roberts’ swoop on to Kabul in spite of insufficient
transport and supplies, and the capture of that city after the
determined stand made by the flower of the Afghan army at
Charasia. No subsequent march equalled that in the skill, the
determination, and energy of its leading; and no subsequent
fight was more brilliantly successful.

It was my good fortune to be attached as survey officer to
General Bright's column in the Khaibar, and to take up the
thread of the work dropped by the surveyors of the early period
of the campaign, who were all, or nearly all, Akors de combat.
Captain Woodthorpe was at his old place in the Kuram.

On the 1st November a brigade, under General Macpherson,
left Kabul with the object of opening up communications with
General Bright's force in the Khaibar, and the junction was
effected on the 6th at a place called Kata Sang, near Jagdalak.
The two brigades did not actually touch, but they were close
enough to admit of intercommunication, and I lost no time in
passing across the intervening space to join Macpherson’s
brigade, and push on survey operations to Kabul. In this
manner I was, I believe, one of the first officers to traverse
the whole length of the Khaibar, from Peshawur to Kabul, since
the Afghan war of 1843. The route of Cavagnari’s mission
had been by the Kuram. On the rough battlemented summit
of the hill overlooking the Bala Hissar, Woodthorpe and I ran
our work to a junction. Our small parties of topographers had
covered the ground nobly, and from that day our fears as to the
successful issue of the methods we had adopted for carrying out a
connected and consistent scheme of triangulation from beginning
to end were dissipated, and we betook ourselves to the dust-
ridden camp in Sherpur in the certain hope that our respective
computations would land us in a position of pleasing agreement.
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There was a short period of dusty activity which set in
between the voluntary occupation of Sherpur (which, as most
people will remember, was a defensive cantonment on the oppo-
site side of the city to the Bala Hissar, situated about half
a mile from the city gates) and that more compulsory occupa-
tion which was the result of the tribal risings of December,
when Sherpur was besieged. Then was the Bala Hissar and
the old palace of the Amir despoiled of such treasures as it
possessed, and the energies of all who could spare time from
more serious duties were directed to the collecting and storage
of wood for the long winter which was just setting in. To
none was a period of exemption from field work more accept-
able than to surveyors, who could now bring their computations
up to date, and piece together all the miscellaneous patch-
work that the mapping of a campaign piled into their hands.
Nevertheless, opportunities for reaching conspicuous positions
in the country surrounding Kabul so as to extend observa-
tions over as wide an area as possible, were by no means to
be neglected ; and I consequently hailed a chance of reaching
the summit of a main branch of the Hindu Kush which
blocked the western horizon beyond the Chardeh plain, with
much satisfaction.

It was hardly the weather for mountaineering. The first
gusty, dusty, cold winds of winter were settling steadily down
to the process of snipping off the last remnants of vegetation
from earth and trees; the scarlet and gold of autumn had given
place to the grim nakedness of Afghan winter; but no snow had
fallen. As I rode out westward over the main road leading to
Maid4n, crossing here and there one of the irrigation channels
drawn from the Kabul river which turn the natural barrenness
‘of Chardeh into a vision of fields and orchards such as may be
seen again in Lombardy but not in many other countries, I
found ice thick enough to bear the weight of myself and my
horse already formed. The little artificial waterfalls had
adopted fantastic shapes with long icicles and twisted spirals
of crystal interlaced; the last yellow leaves of the mulberry
were fluttering to the ground ; and orange pumpkins and red
millet were spread out on the roofs of the flat housetops.

Chardeh was well sprinkled with orchards even in those days.
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Mulberries, walnuts, and apricots were abundant ; but there was
not the extraordinary wealth of poplars and willows*which I
found on my return to Kabul in 1886. These latter were the
result of the present Amir’s fancy for planting, and he must
daily congratulate himself, as he looks out from his summer
palace on the western slopes of the hill of Babar’s tomb over
the broad fields of Chardeh, on his skill as a landscape
maker. A good deal of the western road, which runs to
Maiddn and Bamidn and Turkestan, was sound and well laid
out, running between mud walls, and it was readily recognis-
able. At certain points, such as nullah crossings, etc., it was
difficult to detect that there was a road at all. It was at an
unrecognisable point such as this, that, a little later in the year
(on the 11th December), a small force of cavalry and artillery,
under General Massy, which had worked its way across country
from a more northerly route, was nearly overwhelmed by the
rush of a mass of tribespeople who were collecting for the
attack of Kabul. Whether the guns were outflanked and
forced off the road by a determined rush, or whether the road
itself was unrecognised, I cannot say; but instead of retiring
on Sherpur by this most convenient line of retreat, they were
withdrawn again much on the line by which they had arrived,
and were speedily and hopelessly entangled in the network of
irrigation channels which intersect the cultivated plain. There,
for a brief space, they fell into the hands of the enemy, and
nothing but the arrival of Macpherson’s force on the scene,
and the speedy recovery of the guns saved this reverse from
ranking as a serious disaster.

My guide and protector on this excursion to the Hindu Kush
was an ex-officer of Hodgson’s Horse (the present gth Bengal
Lancers), who was lord paramount of certain estates at the foot
of the Paghmédn mountains, which are, as I have said, an im-
portant offshoot of the Hindu Kush. The Hindu Kush is here
rapidly tailing off to its southern extremity in the neighbour-
hood of Bamiin, where it may be considered as lost in
another mountain system which parts the basin of the Oxus
from that of the Helmund. My host’s mind and memory were
still full of Hodgson and the Mutiny, and he beguiled the ride
with stirring tales of Mutiny days, whilst he fished out of his
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capacious pockets every now and then specimens of the orchard
produce of the Paghmin slopes—magnificent golden pippins,
which remain in my recollection as the best apples I have
ever seen in the East.

His home in Paghmin was of the usual Afghan pattern,
an open and defensible courtyard surrounded by buildings ;
his own residence facing the gateway, with open rooms and
balconies in front. There were no glass windows, but at night
wooden shutters pretty effectually closed up the front of the
dwelling-rooms, although they left opportunity for biting
draughts through the cracks which separated the ill-fitting
boards. Probably all the furniture in the establishment was
introduced into the room set apart for me. It consisted of
a chair and a charpoy. What was lacking in furniture was,
however, made up in carpets. Turkestan and Afghanistan
rank little behind Persia in wealth of carpet production. The
bazaars of Kabul city are full of the carpets of Turkestan
and Herat, thick felt numnahs from Central Asia, “soznis” or
embroidered cloths from Bokhara, and all the many varieties
of woven productions for fighting that natural enemy of Afghan
humanity—bitter cold. The central reception-room was pro-
vided with a square recess in the floor, which was the hearth
or fireplace of the establishment. Therein a huge wood fire
was lighted, the smoke whereof was left to find its own way
into the outer air. As the fire gradually reduced itself to a
condition of red-hot embers, a four-legged wooden contrivance
shaped much like the native bed, or charpoy, was placed over
it, and on this again a wide numnah, or felt cloth, was spread,
which could be conveniently pulled over the knees of anyone
sitting on the edge of the recess. This, indeed, was the right
position for the guests of the house to assume. I was treated
on strictly military principles as a brother officer, and shared
this most consoling position (after a long, cold ride) with a
cheery party of Afghan gentlemen, some of whom were of our
escort, and others were householders in the scattered village of
which my host was the “squire.”

The village or township of Paghman extends well up the
slopes of the mountains, which are terraced and revetted so
as to gain level space enough for cultivation. The winding,
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irregular streets lead through all sorts of picturesque effects
of mountain-side and gully, where the rushing mountain-stream,
sweeping down like a highland burn, is overhung by the white-
sided, mud-built houses of the well-to-do inhabitants. Like
Istalif and Charikar and all the pretty climbing towns of the
Koh Daman and Kohistdn, it is embosomed in fruit trees.
Fruit is the great product of the Kohistdn plains, and the
glory of the Kabul market. There may be found shops literally
piled to the roof with melons, grapes, apples, walnuts, and
apricots, all in their due season; and it is not a fictitious pile
like the sloping array of a London shop backed by an artful
banking of boards, but an honest collection of wholesome fruit,
which arrives daily on the backs of donkeys, packed in baskets
or panniers, and fresh from the picking. This is, of course,
during the time of fruit. In November there was nothing
outside the shops but naked trees, interlacing their shadows
on the dark brown earth. '

It was good to see the patriarchal character of the local
“squirearchy.” Here there was no municipal board, no vestry,
but there was a parish church, or what answered to one, open
on three sides to the winds of heaven; and the mullah was
distinctly a person of secondary consequence. It was my
friend the Khan who represented local authority and the
court of final appeal in this hill-bred community—he who
had gazed on the face of the Amir and was not affrighted
(poor fellow! he had good reason to be affrighted all the same;
his friendliness with the alien was his own undoing, and he
rests now with his fathers), and had tales to tell of the wonder-
ful city of Kabul, which truly was within a long day’s ride, but
to which these mountaineers but seldom trusted themselves.

It was nice to see the little rosy-cheeked Afghan children
come to him for a kind word and the blessing which is ever
ready to Mahomedan lips, but not so often heard in Christian
language, and the reverent affection with which all the villagers
greeted him. I have seen something of the same thing in other
lands—in England, for instance—but the bond of sympathy
always appeared more artificial and more perfunctory. The
Afghan certainly clings to home and kindred with an affectionate
regard which is lacking in the plains-bred native of India
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generally. Let us say what good we can of him, for his evil
practices are many.

So long as I was the guest of Mahomed Khan of Paghmdn
I was treated with a frank soldierly courtesy such as would
be expected from an officer who is likewise a gentleman, all the
world over. There was no affectation of display, no attempt to
make either more or less of the ordinary surroundings of an
Afghan home than was their due. I was at perfect liberty, and,
at the same time, I was well looked after; and I enjoyed my
country visit immensely.

But there was the business of ascending the Paghmin
mountains to be accomplished, a business which could not
be completed in one day, and which demanded careful pre-
paration. On a fine, clear morning in late November we made
the first day’s excursion into the hills, following a route which
was evidently trodden pretty frequently, and camped at an
altitude which would render the rest of the ascent to the
summit possible within a few hours. It was a bitterly, intensely
cold and windy night. My ink froze hard, I recollect, and I
was thankful when daybreak put an end to a most chequered
night's rest Had there been time to spare I should have
deferred that climb to another day, for there were ominous
signs of the coming of one of those north-westerly blizzards
which render travelling impossible and life an uncertain burden
in districts more to the north, and which are occasionally severe
even about Kabul. However there was no time to spare, and
in the early hours of the grey morning we struggled, weighted
with sheepskin poshteens and all the other necessaries of survey
existence, up the narrow goat track which streaked the craggy
mountain-side. It was still early when we reached the summit
(about 15,000 feet) and looked cautiously over the edge as we
emerged from the shelter of the eastern slopes.

It was necessary to be cautious. The wind was raging in
curling sweeps and eddies across the narrow ridge which divided
us from the black depths of the valley beyond. Small, hard
pellets of frozen snow were driven with the force of shot
across that interval, and were caught and twisted into white
bands of smoke, and sent swirling high into the air as if from
the depths of a wind volcano. To stand up against it was

D
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impossible. The sturdy little Gurkhas of my escort sat down
behind boulders, or lay flat. I attempted to get a look out to
the north-west at the hitherto unseen peaks of the Koh-i-Baba,
and across to the main range of the Hindu Kush, but could
distinguish nothing but grey swirling masses of snow-smoke
rising from the depths of a hidden valley. It was disappoint-
ing, but there was nothing for it but to come down, leaving the
crowning effort to establish a survey station on those rugged
heights to a subsequent occasion—and to Woodthorpe.

Already my Afghan friend had whispered words of kindly
warning into my ear, and already I detected a note of anxiety
in his voice, and signs of special caution on the part of the
havildar of my escort, whose business it was to preserve the
integrity of my skin till I got back again to Kabul. From north
and south and west the tribes of Afghanistan were collecting.
Was not this the winter season, when crops were gathered in,
and the field was open to all good fighting men who could leave
their bread-winning pursuits till the spring came round, and
join in a jehad against the “feringhi,” and a possible loot of the
Kabul bazaar? It is true that the old high priest Mushki
Alam had been preaching jehad ever since the half-hearted
troops of the Amir had curled up before the fighting chief
of the little force that had come over the Peiwar and Shutar-
gardan from India. But he might have preached till his throat
cracked had this been harvesting time, or the time of sowing.
Now it was different. The winter time was the time for jehad.
A well-known chief had arisen in the person of Mahomed Jan,
and there was time to meet in “jirgahs” and hammer out some
principle of combined action, so that Afghan and Ghilzai,
Tajak and border Pathan (of whatever doubtful nationality),
might assemble together in their thousands, and simply eat
up the little foreign army that sat about the gates of Kabul.

So the head of the Afghan family took down his long-barrelled
jezail, or, if he were the lucky possessor of a feringhi rifle,
he handed the jezail over to his eldest son, and they both
stuffed their pockets full of dried mulberries, and slung bags
of the thick Pathan “roti” on their backs, and slouched off to
the sacred war.

For my own part I made a long day’s ride of it into Kabul
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when I heard that they were coming, where I arrived just a
day earlier than our winter visitors. And I must here acknow-
ledge, not only the care with which an old soldier like
Mahomed Khan carried out his engagements with regard to
my safety, but the equally punctilious regard to the claims
of hospitality which was shown by those who were no¢ old
soldiers, and had no previous ties of military brotherhood to bind
them. There were two very eminent Ghilzai bandits, named
S4du and Dddu, who kept watch and ward over the passes
towards Jugdalak and the Khurd Kabul. These gentlemen
had no fixed principles, but they preferred if possible to be
on the winning side; and they regarded a combined rising
of the whole of Afghanistan as good security for backing the
final annihilation of the British. They had a sort of precedent
to guide them in the disaster of 1843; and perhaps they forgot
the subsequent retribution. Anyhow, they were keen to take
the field against our line of communications. Nevertheless did
one of that fraternity see to it that my assistant, whom they
were safeguarding for a consideration, and who was busy
mapping their own country, should be returned safe and sound
within the gates of Kabul before they themselves hurried
matters to the fighting stage. Here again you may observe
a trait in Afghan character which deserves an entry on the
credit side of his account by the recording angel. He is true to
his engagements as a host, even to his own disadvantage.

The story of the siege of Sherpur wants no telling in this
book. It was a time when survey operations were suspended,
and survey officers were turned into field engineers. It was
a relief when the end came—when the tottering old saint
Mushki Alam was carried up the snow-bound peak of the
Takht-i-Shah, and with his own trembling hand lighted the
beacon fire that was to be the signal for the attack in the early
morning of December 23rd. But we knew all about it before-
hand, and each man tumbled into his appointed place when
the warning bugle called, with a sleepy certainty that before
evening we should see the outside of those walls with the inside
of which we had become so sickeningly familiar.

When 1 reached my post that morning I was just in time
to find Sir H. Gough, the commanding officer of my section
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of the defences, propped up against a “chabutra” with a
bullet-hole through the breast of his poshteen that had every
appearance of being conclusive, so far as his further participation
in the proceedings was concerned. But it was fortunately a
bullet that had spent its last momentum on making the hole,
and it resulted in no serious mischief. The enemy’s fire was
incessant and close at that far corner of the Bemaru ridge,
and a few creeping tribesmen probably got closer to the line
of defence there than they had got anywhere else. When
they were finally driven back, and the appearance of our
cavalry in the open plain beyond the walls had quickened
their perceptions, it was surprising to see the number that
emerged from the apparently inadequate shelter which they
had secured below the ridge. Some of them indeed refused
to go. A few steady shots took refuge in a tower of the
mud-built village of Bemaru, and defied all the efforts of the
mountain artillery at short ranges to turn them out. The shells
of Morgan’s battery went through and through the soft mud
walls, but they failed to disturb the plucky little garrison,
which held its own until the shades of night gave them the
chance of retreat. .

The release of the Sherpur garrison was the signal for a
renewal of survey operations, and a movement of Baker's
brigade into the Kohistan country gave us the first welcome
opportunity of looking over the historic plains which lead to
Charikar. It was intensely cold when that movement was
made—so cold that it was impossible to ride at a foot’s pace
without being frozen in one’s saddle, and impossible to clear off
the hard snow from the ground whereon we pitched our tents.
At night the baggage mules in their desperate efforts to get
shelter from the biting wind forced their way inside the tents,
much to the inconvenience of the occupants, But it was a
successful expedition, and thenceforward we knew what lay
beyond Kabul to the northward up to the edge of the hills,
the true Kohistan.

Spring and the approaching summer gave us yet further
opportunities, as from time to time foraging parties and
brigades scoured the country in all directions. General Bright’s
reconnaissance (January 27th) into Laghman was geographically
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most instructive. Here we had the opportunity of tracing out
at last the route of those prisoners who were carried by the
orders of Akbar Khan from the deadly Khurd Kabul during
the disastrous retreat of the previous Afghan war, and shut up
at Badiabad. They were taken in a north-easterly direction
over the low water-divide of Adrak Badrak, between the
Jagdalak drainage and the Kabul river, and convoyed along
that river through the Laghman valley to a remote village on
the Alishang river, which is a river of Kafirstan, starting from
the great snow peaks which dominate the Laghman landscape.
Very few relics of that unhappy little party were found ; indeed,
throughout the whole campaign I can only recollect the dis-
covery of one letter, written by Captain Soutar of the 44th,
whilst a prisoner in the hands of the tribesmen near Gandamak.
The letter, needless to say, had never been delivered, and the
avaricious old village chief into whose hands it had fallen
thought to earn an honest rupee or two after preserving it
for so long, by bringing it to a British market for sale. In
the course of the rolling years the market had come back
to him, and here was his opportunity. A good many “chits”
or letters of recommendation for service performed were pro-
duced at Kabul by the older inhabitants who remembered the
previous occupation, and who must have wondered silently
at the change which had come over the spirit of the British
army. Where were now the family tents and the buggies,
the clephants and retinues of servants, the “memsahibs” and
the fair-haired children of the former generations of English
invaders? One bent and withered old Kabul gatekeeper was
quite anxious in his inquiries after J4dnie (Johnny) Baba and
Willee Baba—the unforgotten children of the Trevor family;
and pleased with a pleasure that certainly was genuine to hear
of the fortunes of these two gallant officers, once his little
English protégés. The absence of non-fighting material of
this description, and the general business aptitude of the whole
force was reassuring to them to a certain extent. If they
perceived that they had a harder and much more difficult nut
to crack this time, they were sharp enough also to see that no
one had come to Kabul to stay.

Laghman was interesting from many points of view. It is
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the actual valley of the Kabul river, which river is usually
left at Jalalabad for the straight route through Nangrahar to
Jagdalak. Although we made no use of the Laghman route
between Kabul and India, it is nevertheless the best known
route of ancient times. Through that valley (and through
Nangrahar also) Alexander’s force made its way to India. By
that route Babar’s conquering host of Turks reached the
Peshawur plains, not touching the Khaibar (except perhaps
as a subsidiary track), but driving straight across the Kunar
valley into Swat and Bajaor, and disposing of the fighting
clans of the hills about Kafirstan before entering the plains at
all. The Kabul river route is the route of the ancients.

North of Laghman are the Kafirstan mountains, and from
them two noble torrents descend, the Alingar and the Alishang,
draining straight away from the snows of the Hindu Kush,
and leading, as we still suppose, to the very heart of the most
provokingly inaccessible tangle of mountain glens and glaciers
in Asia; for the Kafir still holds his own throughout the
greater part of what we call Kafirstan, and still defies the
Amir, who claims the right of his reclamation and the honour
of his introduction into the ranks of Islam.

All that could be surveyed of this most interesting corner of
Afghanistan was brought into our maps. Here I had the
assistance of the gallant McNair, who probably acquired the
fancy then for exploring the Kafir strongholds, which sub-
sequently led to important results. From Laghman I hurried
back to Kabul to join fresh expeditions, the most important
of which, from the geographical point of view, was the re-
connaissance of General Roberts into the district south of
Kabul known as Logar, where the Ghazni Field Force, which
had arrived from Kandahar, was already in position.

The Kabul river, above Kabul, is quite an insignificant
stream, rising in the eastern slopes of an extension of the
Paghmin range, which separates its sources from those of the
Helmund. The river in irrigation seasons is literally run dry,
all the water being diverted from it into the fields which border
it. The Logar river, which joins a little below Kabul, is really
a bigger stream than the Kabul, and plays an important part
in the agricultural economy of a very large district to the
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south ; and it is a district which rivals any in Afghanistan for
natural beauty of scenery and richness of cultivation. Certainly
a casual observer in Afghanistan, no matter whether in the
north or south (but perhaps especially in the north), would
carry away with him an idea of wealth and prosperity which
is not warranted by an inspection of the actual area of possible
culgivation shown in the map.

e were in Logar in late spring-time, and the fruit blossoms
were blowing across the fields in pink and white showers. The
hedgerows were full of wild roses and clematis, the borders of
every little irrigation channel were deep in grass and lilies; the
smell of the sweet-scented willow was all through the air ; beds
of lucerne and pulse were thick with the knee-deep pile of
summer carpeting. The warm, moist scented breath of the
slow breeze was enervating, and one looked lazily across the
wide, shimmering fields of growing wheat to the white piles of
country villages flecked with sharp little blue shadows, and
backed by a more distant line of red-brown hills, with faint re-
miniscences of Egyptian delta scenery. The hills looked far off
and sleepy, with hazy outlines, whilst at one’s feet and beyond,
almost as far as the eye could reach, was nothing but a vista of
peaceful loveliness. Not till the exigencies of survey duty
compelled a weary climb up the hillsides (which if beautified
by new-found grass and flower were still steep, and afforded but
a rugged morning’s walk), and stood on the commanding points
of them, did one realise how large were the waste places, and
how small the area of production,”They were but narrow
ribbons of green after all, these sweet Afghan valleys, inter-
secting a wilderness of mountain and unprofitable hill. I have
known a general officer to object seriously to a map which
showed Afghanistan to be all hills intersected by a network
of valleys. He maintained that, on the contrary, it was valley
and plain tempered by bordering hills—and so it is for the
practical purposes of military manceuvring; but so it is not,
when regarded from the economic point of view, which balances
its productive possibilities with its area of waste—magnificent
waste perhaps—but none the less adding nothing to the pro-
ductive capacity of the country in vegetable wealth, and very
little in minerals.
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And it is probably a mistake to suppose that under a more
enlightened and civilised government there would be much
reclamation of unproductive land and development of culti-
vation. The Afghan landowner has nothing to learn from us
in the matter of irrigation. There are experts in the science
of bringing water to dry places amongst certain clans of the
Ghilzais who could possibly give points to European engineers.
It is nothing to them to sink a shaft at the base of a hill
till water is reached, and then to bring that water by under-
ground channels within reach of the surface. But the science
of irrigation must at any rate stop short with the exhaustion
of the water supply. This point the Afghan engineer reaches
all over Afghanistan, from Herat to Kabul and from Kabul
to Kandahar. No source is neglected and no water is lost.

One is so tempted to linger over descriptions of the richness
and beauty of the valleys of Afghanistan that there is imminent
risk of producing a false impression about the country. Prob-
ably not one-tenth part of the total area of the country either
is, or could be, brought under cultivation. However, so far as
the valleys of Logar and Wardak are concerned, the memory
of their seductive beauty is with me still; and with me still
are recollections of the stiff climb up many a hill, wherein
I found myself no match for such mountaineers as Woodthorpe
and McNair.

At this time we made acquaintance with a good many of the
Logar villagers, who acted as guides, and were in no ways
reticent about their views of Afghan policy and the future
relations between the English and the Afghan people; which
acquaintance afterwards proved exceedingly useful. In many
a remote corner subsequently between Herat and Kafirstan
I have met old Afghan friends from Logar, who have been
prompt to give me cordial and kindly greeting.

No more successful reconnaissance was made than this one to
the plains of Baraki Rogan, in the spring of 1880. Here, at
Baraki, Bellew thinks that one may look for a survival of one
of the old Barkai settlements that followed the establishment
of Kyrenean colonies in Northern Afghanistan in the days of
Darius Hydaspes. Whether this is so or not, there is distinctly
to be traced a kindlier note in the recognition of Europeans
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amongst the Afghans of Logar than is usually apparent else-
where. The Logaris make excellent soldiers, and one of the
Amir’s most trusted regiments is recruited from this district.
When a guard is required for the protection of European
guests I observe that it is the Logar regiment that usually has
the honour of furnishing it.

There followed on this reconnaissance a period of military
inactivity during which native explorers were sent abroad
seeking fresh geographical fields which lay beyond the reach
of any possible military action. Now that triangulation had
been successfully imported into Northern Afghanistan, and the
far-away peaks of the Hindu Kush and Koh-i-Baba were all
well-established points for reference, there was a basis for this
sort of work such as had never existed before. None of these
explorers ever came to grief, but one of them at that time
commenced a remarkable career which had a tragic ending, as
I shall relate further on.

Sir Donald Stewart’s march from Kandahar to Kabul had
taken place in April, and Sir Donald himself had assumed chief
military and political command at Kabul before Sir F. Roberts
started on his Logar expedition. The march gave opportunity
to Captain Gore for a comprehensive survey of the country
contiguous to the route which had been traversed before by
British troops, but never surveyed. It is a grand high-road,
that which links up Kandahar, Kal4t-i-Ghilzai, and Ghazni
with Kabul, with but one tight place (the Sher Dahdn pass, .
about eight miles on the Kabul side of Ghazni) in the whole
length of it. To the west, about Ghazni, are the great moun-
tain peaks (running to 15,000 feet) which hide the upper sources
of the Helmund, and overlook the great unknown highlands
where the Hazaras live. To the east is a wide, open stretch of
plain country (for the most part), where a great salt lake, the
Ab-i-stada, receives the waters of several big rivers from the
north-east, and occasionally spreads out into a vast lagoon,
covering hundreds of square miles of plain. This is the Ghilzai
country.

The Ghilzais differ from other inhabitants of Afghanistan ‘in
that they are of Turkish origin, and possess a reputable history.
Their great clans—the Suliman Khel, the Nasirs, Kharotis, and
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others—are better known in India than most Afghan peoples,
for they furnish the great trading community. The travelling
Afghan merchants, or Povindahs, who make their way about
India with strings of camels, carrying dried fruit and cloth
goods of Afghan or Bokharan manufacture, are mostly Ghilzais.
They form a very powerful factor in the Afghan state, and it is
only by virtue of the possession of better arms and a regular
army that the Amir can retain his hold on these independent
warriors and traders. All Ghilzais are Sunnis by faith, Pathans
by speech, warriors by right of their courage and physique, and
robbers by nature.

On the other side of the Kabul-Kandahar road are the Hazara
Monguls, who occupy a wild, mountainous country of which no
European has seen much more than the outside edge. It is a
high, bleak, and intensely inhospitable country, where the snow
lies for most months of the year, where little or no fuel is to-be
found, and cultivation is confined to the narrow banks of the
Helmund and its affluents. But, in truth, we know very little
about the Hazara country. These people have, likewise, a
credible history. They are comparatively recent importations
into Afghanistan, Mongolians by origin, not unlike Gurkhas in
physical appearance, only larger and more powerfully built;
Shiahs by faith, and working, rather than fighting, men by
nature. They are not Pathans, but Parsiwdns—i.e. they do not
speak the Pathan language, but a dialect of Persian. The
Hazaras were of great value to us during the Afghan war as
diggers and delvers. The Amir finds them of great value still.
His corps of sappers is composed of Hazaras, and they are
excellent workmen, as I have had reason to know. They are
always well inclined towards the British, being quite free from
any foolish fanaticism, and always ready to meet us on business
terms. But for the fact that they live in such a remote wilder-
ness, and would have to cross the whole breadth of Afghanistan
to get to India, a splendid corps might be raised for Indian
service out of the Hazaras. There are a few of them in some
of the local border regiments already.

It is not a bad illustration of the patchwork nature of nation-
alities which goes to make up Afghanistan as a whole, that
when Sir Donald Stewart’s force was attacked at Ahmad Khel,
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near Ghazni, on its march to Kabul, and when such a savage
rush was made on the extended line that nothing but the
determined front shown by the 3rd Gurkhas, 1gth Punjab
Infantry, and 2nd Sikhs saved the situation, neither Ghilzais
on the one side, nor Hazaras on the other, had very much to
say to it, although the position of the fight was on the dividing
line between them. I have been told by a man who was in
the action (on the Ghazi side, not on the British), that the
nucleus of the Afghan force was composed of a rabble who
followed the British troops all the way from Kandahar; and
who originally hailed from that nest of fanaticism to the north
of Kandahar, known as Zamind4dwar. This is the real home of
Ghazidom, the headquarters of some of the most rampant
Islamites of the Durani clans, the true Afghans, who, whether
they be Israelites or not, still fight with all the ferocity of the
destroyers of the ancient civilization of Canaan. Zaminddwar
is a beautiful country, stretching up in picturesque valleys and
sweeping hills from the Helmund, filled in with a swarming
population of well-to-do cultivators. But we never got near it
during the Afghan war. It was under other circumstances that
Zaminddwar came to be mapped and explored.

For a short space at any rate, after Sir Donald assumed the
chief command, there was comparative peace. It was getting
on for harvest-time, and as the Afghan fighting man is also
a working man and a tiller of the fields, he is always busy
about the summer months. Nor does he want to run any .
risk of having his crops spoiled. Reprisals are inconvenient
when the wheat is up far enough to show a yellowing end
to it. When it is quite small, just showing above ground, it
is almost impossible to destroy it. Nothing short of re-
ploughing the ground would make much difference, and even
that, if followed by rain, would not be completely destructive.
But when it has reached the stage of juicy fulness and the
ears are formed, when it is known as “kasil,” and as excellent
forage for four-footed beasts of all sorts, then it is well for the
owners not to attract any hostile attention to it.

So the hot, glaring months of June and most of July passed
pretty quietly, except for the necessity of constant activity on
the Khaibar line of communications, and it was not until the
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end of July that anything occurred to disturb the even tenor
of Kabul existence. Sir F. Roberts had left Kabul for
Peshawur, and many thought that his connection with the
Afghan campaign had come to an end. Never, perhaps, were
the chances that attend a military career so strongly exemplified
as in the events which followed.

It was a hot still morning at the end of July, when the white
mud walls of Sherpur were shimmering in the sun, and the cool
shade of the poplar avenue leading away towards the city
looked specially inviting, that I strolled out with Woodthorpe
to make sketches of Kabul city life. The fruit season had set
in, and the shops about the entrance of the main street, before
reaching the shade of the covered bazaar, were piled with fruit
to their very roofs. Lazy indifference to the world in general
was the prevailing tone of the good people of Kabul that
summer morning. They sat in their shops in easy Afghan
attitudes (much more European than are the attitudes of the
natives of India), occasionally disputing possession of some
succulent piece of sweetmeat with the flies, and looking as
if the advent of a customer would be a most unmitigated bore,
and the necessity for running a bargain an evil to be dis-
couraged.

Woodthorpe’s art proclivities tended towards the sketching
of humanity rather than of landscape. A dirty Kabul boy,
with rosy cheeks, and one shadowy garment as his only pro-
tection against wind and weather, impelling a lazy donkey
which staggered under two gigantic panniers full of apples,
was exactly the particular feature of humanity that suited his
fancy that day. So the boy was seized and put into an
attitude, and the donkey was only too ready to assist the boy
in standing still, and the sketch began. The boy and the
donkey were in the street. We were sitting on the boards
of a fruit shop, with the grey-headed old proprietor behind us,
when he suddenly woke up and entered into conversation.
“Have you heard the news from Kandahar?” he said. No,
we had heard no news at all. “Well, you British have been
well beaten down there: a whole regiment has been cut up,
and Ayub Khan is now besieging Kandahar.” We told him
frankly that we didn’t believe him, and that he oughtn’t to
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circulate such untruths, because it might have a disturbing
effect in Kabul. But a sudden thought flashed through my
mind—that the old gentleman was speaking of times and
seasons that we knew not of. For some totally inexplicable
reason the post, which had hitherto been so regular, had failed
for the last day or two, and neither letters nor papers nor
telegrams had been delivered to us. Cow/d it be that this old
man knew more than we knew, and that we were purposely
being kept in ignorance for deep political reasons? However,
the old shopkeeper was in no way disturbed by our incredulity.
In fact, he didn’t believe in it. “You may say you don’t believe,
but I fancy you know all about it. Anyhow, you will find
it is true, and as for raising a disturbance in Kabul, that is just
exactly what won't happen. Ayub Khan has been foolish
enough to run his head against Kandahar. Now your General
Roberts will go down and smash him up, and he has no further
chance of reaching Kabul. We shall have to accept that——
Abdurrahman.”

We will hope that hy this time the old man has been
ga to his fathers, or has changed his political creed.

Ayub Khan was ever the popular hero of Afghanistan, the
“ Prince Charlie” of the frontier, the favourite of the people,
and Ayub Khan made the worst mistake of his life (and is
ready to admit it) when he obtained his success against
Burrows’ brigade at Maiwand. Whether he ever expected
to pass Kandahar without a collision with the British troops
I do not know, but I do know that had he been able to do so
he would have raised the whole of Northern Afghanistan in his ’
favour, and we should have had a difficult time in supporting *
our own nominee. By one of those curious phases of fortune
in war, the results of which it is impossible to forecast, the
Maiwand disaster, by detaining Ayub and exciting his half-
disciplined army with the hopes of the loot of Kandahar,
tended more to the settlement of affairs at the capital than
anything else that could have happened. Till then Abdurrah-
man had given but a very half-hearted response to our invita-
tion to accept the thorny crown of Afghanistan. But the
news of Maiwand decided hi is view of the matter was
the view of the pld apple-seller. He burnt his ships and
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handed over much of his transport to assist the force which was
immediately organised to march on Kandahar, and forthwith
he “came in.” On the 7th August the Kandahar Field Force
left Kabul by way of Logar for Ghazni, and on the r1th
Abdurrahman, the present Amir, held a durbar just outside
the gates of Sherpur, which all officers attended. As we
marched out from Sherpur, his troops marched in, and Sir
Donald Stewart at once commenced the withdrawal of the
northern forces to India.

The force which Sir F. Roberts took with him to Kandahar
numbered about 10,000 of the best troops now massed at
Sherpur. Sir Donald Stewart, after seeing the Amir duly
installed, retired on the Khaibar line with the remainder of the
army of Northern Afghanistan, about 7,000 strong, leaving
the Kuram route open to tribal occupation on his flank, and
feeling by no means certain that the retirement would be
unmolested. The best guarantee for its success (it was carried
out without a shot being fired so far as I remember) was the
rapidity with which it was conducted. There was no time for
mobile organisation amongst tribespeople who were now widely
scattered in the pursuit of their ordinary autumn field avocations.
On the line which Sir F. Roberts was to take to Kandahar,
Major Gore had left (unhappily) no further room for the ex-
tension of surveys. Our knowledge of it was fairly complete.
So Majors Woodthorpe and Gore retired with Sir Donald
Stewart’s force to India.

Then ensued one of those weary experiences which chequer
the career of the campaigner. A daily struggle through thick
clouds of dust, under a blistering sun and over a hard-baked
road from camp to camp; the daily pitching of the inadequate
“Kabul” tent (inadequate, that is, to keep out either heat or
the yet more insufferable nuisance of flies); the weary attempt
to get through the hottest portion of the day by sleeping an
uneasy sleep under some sort of muslin protection that would
prevent the fly swarms, hot from an investigation of the nearest
dead camel, from investigating oneself; till the comparative
cool of the evening justified a long, trickling drink, and an
attempt at dinner. Sweetest episode of all those weary days
of sub-tropical and sticky existence was the early morning
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rise, and the application of a lighted candle to the black mass
of torpid flies that hung in swarms of blissful sleep to every-
thing that afforded them a night’s foothold. They died in their
thousands. It was better even than the effect of blank charges
of gunpowder expended over the crawling battalions of Red
Sea flies, attracted to thin lines of sugar artfully laid out at that
memorable camp where the Abyssinian expedition started its
long route to Magdala.

But the march came to an end with commendable rapidity,
and with it terminated (but for some additional work subse-
quently effected by Longe and Talbot about Kandahar) our
first systematic attempt at reducing the geography of Afghani-
stan to a scientifically constructed map.

We had no reason to be dissatisfied with the results. Many
thousands of square miles of previously unmapped country
were now sufficiently well surveyed for all practical purposes,
regarding the country as a possible theatre for future military
operations; and technical maps and plans innumerable had
been added to the general store of information. If the work
of the Survey Staff was not recognised in the final despatches
of the Commander-in-Chief in Afghanistan, it was not for want
of appreciation of these results. It was simply due to the fact
that the military officers engaged on this undeniably military
duty drew their pay from civil sources, and, when in India,
belonged to a civil department. So their work could not be
officially recognised by the military authorities. They were
in the field by invitation only, and formed no integral part of
the army staff. Even now military officers engaged in making
military surveys, if they belong to the one department in India
which makes a speciality of these things, have an indefinite
position, which does not entitle them to military recognition,
though they frequently get it. It is one of the minor anomalies
of Indian service.

Our position on the north-west frontier of India at the close
of the Afghan war may be shortly summarised.

We had gained absolute command of the three most im-
portant lines of access to the Afghan highlands, having placed
ourselves outside two of them on the dominating passes, and
occupied the third from end to end. The two northern passes,
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the Khaibar and the Kuram, were occupied only as far as the
Lundi Kotal and the Peiwar Kotal respectively, and at these
points they touched Afghanistan. The tribes whose lands
bordered these routes beyond the old unscientific (but most
practical) boundary which we inherited from the Sikhs, were
left in their primeval state of independence. All we claimed
from the Afridis who occupied the Khaibar was the fulfilment
of certain obligations for safeguarding the pass in consideration
of regular pay for services rendered to the Indian Government.
Levies were raised under native officers, and these levies for
twenty years held to their engagements, and were true to
their salt. They were still true when the irruption of 1897
took place, and, shifty and untrustworthy as the Afridi is held
to be by certain authorities, we certainly had no cause to
complain of him in any matter pertaining to the defence or
abandonment of the Khaibar at that critical juncture. The
Kuram, although by no means so important a gateway to
Afghanistan as the Khaibar, presented no great difficulties
to occupation. The Turi tribes of the valley are Shiah
Mahomedans. The Shiah sect always seems to compare
favourably with the Sunni, as regards fanatical instincts, when
the two are together. The Shiah of Afghanistan and the
north-west frontier is almost invariably friendly to British
interests, and disposed to assist the British officer. Hence
our occupation of Kuram has led to but few disagreeable
complications, and it may be regarded as a complete success.
It was in the south, in the direction of Quetta, however, that
the most important alterations in the political stafus guo ante
were expected. Here the cession of a nebulous corner of
Afghanistan, which included Peshin, Thal Chotiali, and Sibi
(districts over which the Amir had long ceased to wield any
active authority), by the treaty of Gandamak, in 1879, was
an important corollary to the treaty of 1876 which was
effected with Baluchistan by Sandeman. By that later treaty,
which recognised as still effective the offensive and defensive
alliance formed in 1854, and which, in 1876, included the
Sirdars of Baluchistan as an active factor in the administra-
tion of the country, Quetta was leased to the Indian Govern-
ment, together with its immediate surroundings and the line
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of approach from India. Telegraphs and railways were com-
menced, and an annual subsidy of 100,000 rupees per annum
was granted to the Khan of Kal4dt. Soon afterwards (in 1882)
the annual quit-rent of Quetta was fixed at 25,000 rupees,
and the Khan received a further 30,000 rupees in lieu of transit
duties in the Boldn. This quit-rent has quite lately been again
increased, so as to bring Nushki (which place commands the
new trade route to Sistan) within the boundaries of British
Baluchistan. But it was the treaty of Gandamak which
practically founded British Baluchistan, by adding to the
Quetta leasehold the assigned districts of Peshin, Thal Chotiali,
and Sibi. By a resolution of November 1st, 1887, British
Baluchistan became incorporated with British India, and its
staff of political administrators became Deputy Commissioners
and Assistants, similar to the staff of any Indian regulation
province. Hence you will see on the map a political island
in the midst of Baluchistan, which is connected by the Boldn
with British India, and is called “British Baluchistan.” The
rest of that country is presumably “independent” Baluchistan ;
but the independence of it is not that of Afghanistan, which
is nearly absolute ; hardly even that of an independent native
state of Central India. It is a chastened independence, ad-
mitting of close political control where British interests are
involved, and leaving very wide tracts of the country unvisited
and untouched by political authority. )

The importance of Quetta as the outpost to Western India
can hardly be overestimat;i(Quetta occupies a position of
extraordinary natural strength as well as one of great strategical
importance. Knowing well the nature of the country which
intervenes between Quetta and Herat to the north-west,
between Quetta and Sistan to the west, or between Quetta
and the Arabian Sea coasts on the south-west, I find it im-
possible to indicate any possible line of advance on the Sind,
or southern, section of the north-west frontier of India that
would not be dominated by the Quetta position. There is
nothing obligatory about Herat as a base for attack on India;
but should Herat ever be selected as the point of departure
for such a venture, it would be found that all roads south of

Herat lead to Quetta. Kandahar might be avoided by way
®

3
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of Sistan, but the end would be—Quetta. Even the historical

route of Arab invasion through Makrin from the Persian

border, which passes by Las Bela to Karachi, is no exception.

A force at Quetta could not be ignored even were a line of

advance within easy reach of the sea-coast a practicable line

to adopt. But it would obviously be just as possible to invade

India by sea at once as to make use of such a route, for it

. involves command of the ocean. ———
YAt Quetta lies one of the keys to the front doors of India.
At Kabul lies the other; and if these two doors are locked there
is nothing in this year of grace 19oo that need cause us any
apprehension for the future safety of the country. Nor need
there ever be reason, provided ds are never made where
roads do not at present exisﬁ is only an accurate know-
ledge of the geography of the whole width of surrounding
country that can justify these convictions. Advancing armies
must conform to certain strategical rules which are themselves
governed by geographical conditions, and these conditions in
our western transfrontier have hitherto been only partially
understood. Armies, practically unopposed, have reached India
from the west by routes intermediate to those of the Boldn and
the Khaibar, but such routes have not been beyond striking
distance from Quetta or Kabul, and, moreover, the military
equation between offensive and defensive strength has so
changed with modern weapons that none of them could now
be considered possible in face of determined resistance.

It is then a matter of great significance that the natural
surroundings of Quetta lend themselves to strong defensive
tactics. Quetta can only be approached from the north or
from the south. On the north, at Baléli, in the narrow exit
from the Quetta plain into Peshin, between the steep, scarped
walls of Takatu and the rugged foothills of Mashélak, are
defensive lines of about four miles in length, which cannot
be turned, and which, by the light of recent experiences in
South Africa, may justly be called impregnable. An advance
from the south assumes an open road from Sistan to Nushki,
and unopposed progress through the narrow valleys and in-
tricate hills that lie between Nushki and Quetta, where strong
defensive positions may be found at every few miles of the
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route. It is true that the Quetta position does not actually
cover the Harnai branch of the Sind-Peshin Railway, but a
divergence through the Peshin valley into the Harnai only
feads to an encounter with other strong positions, based on
Quetta by interior lines, and dominated by permanent works
as impregnable as those of Baléli The Quetta position is,
indeed, not only one of remarkable natural strength, increased
by scientific development, but it is one of infinite further
possibilities ; a position which, whether we reoccupy Kandahar,
or whether we do not, must ever be our defensive mainstay
—the real citadel of our southern frontier system of defence;
and the assignment of those districts which contain the Harnai
branch and the Khojak extension of the Sind-Peshin Railway
must be regarded as the most valuable assets of the Afghan
campaign of 1878-80.



CHAPTER IIL

WAZIRISTAN

Waziristan—Our position on the frontier at the close of the Afghan war—Con-
solidation of the Amir's Government—Geography of the frontier—The Waziri
expedition of 1881—Advance into Waziristan—Ascent of Shuidar—Turning
ambuscade—Surveying results—March down the Shakdu defile—A hot day to
finish with—Frontier explorations subsequently.

HE position of frontier political affairs when Abdurrahman
ascended the throne of Kabul was as follows. The
Russians were then north of the Kopet Dagh (the line of
mountains which now defines Persia’s northern frontier), ex-
ceedingly busy in reducing the Tekke Turkmans, a movement
which was finally effected by the brilliant victory of Scobeloff
at Denghi Tepe, when some 14,000 nomads of all sizes and
both sexes were destroyed ; and by the subsequent occupation
of Askabad. This, however, did not take place till January 24th,
1881. Although Merve was distinctly threatened, they were
still at a considerable distance from that place, separated
therefrom by a wide space of desert country. But by September
the Trans-Caspian Railway had reached Askabad, and then
commenced that series of remarkable journeys of exploration
by a young engineer named Lessar towards Herat, which, with
the Russians, seems to be the usual precursor of territorial
expansion. The successful issue of the Afghan campaign,
undertaken because a Russian mission had been received at
Kabul whilst our own mission had been.denied entrance, had
settled the question of Russian predominance in the Court
of Kabul, and the result was immediate activity on the Herat
border.
Meanwhile Abdurrahman had his own kingdom to consoli-
date, and it may be well doubted -if any Afghan sirdar of his
time could have consolidated it so well and so quickly. Else-
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where I have pointed out that Afghanistan can hardly be said
to possess a distinct nationality of its own. The Barakzai
clan of the Duranis (true Afghans) are in the ascendant; but
the Turkish Ghilzai tribes, and even the ancient Tajak or
Persian population, who speak Persian dialects and claim no
affinity with more modern interlopers, are strong, self-contained,
fighting factors in the kingdom, and it would be hard to say
that either of them would not eventually establish a repre-
sentative on the Kabul throne were they as strong in arms
as they are in fighting capacity. Abdurrahman’s methods were
undoubtedly severe; they were the methods of the king who
levelled the poppy heads, and they ultimately produced the
usual crop of rebellions (of which those of the Ghilzais and
Hazaras were especially difficult to subdue), and nearly led
to final disaster on the field of Tashkurghan, where he met
his cousin Issak Khan in Afghan Turkestan.

Nevertheless, he has survived to take his place in history
as a strong and, in many respects, a wise ruler. It is not for
us, sitting at home at ease, to question his methods. It is
true that many Afghan notabilities have disappeared just as
Mahomed Jan, the leader of the attack on Sherpur, has dis-
appeared, and amongst them some who were friendly to the
British ; but we must remember that the Amir has been able
to encourage and protect many European professional men
(and women) at his capital, although he will not admit of a
British resident; and that he has proved absolutely true to his
engagements whenever those engagements involved the safety
and honour of a British commission. But whilst, in the early
days of his sovereignty, he was occupied in strengthening his
own position, that process did not involve any interference
with the Pathan tribes who occupied his frontier Indiawards.

That long strip of rugged mountain country which runs
practically the whole length of Eastern Afghanistan, and which
extends northwards through the Kuram and the Khaibar, up the
borders of the Swat river till it merges in the general Hindu
Kush system, was no integral part of his sovereignty. Through
this band of unutterably rugged and unattractive hills all the
passes of the frontier run. It forms no great water-divide,
for all the big rivers which pass through its limestone gates,



54 THE INDIAN BORDERLAND

cutting across the main strike of the hills, come from the high-
lands of Afghanistan. It is a wide strip of mountain wilder-
ness (which used to be considered inaccessible, but which has
not altogether proved so), called by the ancients Roh, and from
time immemorial this has been the home of the original Pathan,
the speaker of the Pushtu tongue. His first arrival here belongs
to prehistoric days. He was here when Skylax undertook
his adventurous reconnaissance of the Indus. It was a little
earlier than the time of Skylax that the Israelitish tribes were
scattered abroad, and (according to Afghan traditions) some
of them came to Afghanistan. This, at least, is what they
say of themselves. They point to their family names—
‘Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob—and to their traditional cere-
monials, and to the evidences of former influence of Mosaic
institutions which is contained in their unwritten code of civil
procedure, and they proudly claim to be the true Ben-i-Israel,
hating the Yahudi (Jew) with all the fervour of their ancestry.
But they have lost the Chaldaic form of speech, and now talk
the Pushtu tongue, which is but an archaic dialect of Persian.
The Pathan tribes of the frontier (Kakurs, Waziris, Afridis, etc.)
are probably partly of Indian origin, dating their occupation
of these highlands (about which they have shifted and changed
their location indefinitely) from the days celebrated by the
Mahabharata, when the great struggle between the races of
the Sun and the Moon sent a good many of the former into
exile from the plains to the hills.

With these people no Amir of Afghanistan has ever greatly
interfered. There was no object in interfering so long as they
refrained from interference themselves. Their country is, as
a rule, so wild and so difficult that, if occupied by any people
who could fight with modern weapons, they would be practi-
cally unassailable, The collection of revenue would be a work
of difficulty and patience, and the process of enforcing sub-
mission would cost a good deal more than the value of the
revenue.

Dost Mahomed the Great wisely left these troublesome folk
alone, and Abdurrahman at first followed his example. It was
the proud boast of these mountaineers that they were inde-
pendent and unconquered, and, as a matter of fact, I think the
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boast has been justified by history. Yet these tribes of the
frontier have always owned affinity with the Afghan peoples
in community of language and religion. If the king of Afghan-
istan has not been their king, he has been their religious chief,
their prophet, and their political referee. With few exceptions
(such as the Turis of Kuram and another clan on the Kohat
borders) they are all Sunnis by faith, and we must not regard
too lightly the bonds of religious conviction. Moreover, tempta-
tion with these border people lies all on the side of India. Their
own lands are barren and rough, and cultivation is confined to
the narrowest strips of alluvial soil which may be found along-
side their mountain streams. Yet they have good store of cattle
and sheep and goats, and some of them breed an admirable race
of donkeys and horses. Their houses are substantially built,
and they live in fair comfort, paying no taxes. But they are
born with the instincts of the old Scottish border robber in
them, and the fat plains of the Punjab are their traditional
hunting-grounds. And so things will remain until a new gene-
ration arises that sees more clearly the financial advantages
of law and order.

Of all these people none have given more trouble than the
Wazirs or Waziris. They are divided into two great clans, the
Mahsuds and the Darwesh Khel, and they occupy a little
Switzerland of their own, dovetailed in between the Gomul and
Tochi rivers. It is sufficiently far north to partake rather of
the characteristics of the mountains of the Kuram and Safed-
Koh than of the Sulimani hills to the south. There are pine
trees and grand deodars on the far slopes of Waziristan to the
west ; there are magnificent ilex (oak) trees which throw broad,
square spaces of solid shade. The young ilex sprouts all over
the lower slopes of the hills, imitating holly in its early stages.
The spreading poplar is the glory of many a village, and the
ubiquitous “ bher,” or jujube, is in every low-lying nullah. And
Waziristan possesses a glorious group of mountains, culminat-
ing in two giant peaks—Shuidar to the north, Pirghal to the
south—each of them rising 11,000 feet above the plains of the
Indus, and standing like twin sentinels, guardians of the western
passes of the country. From Shuidar, looking northward, one
may see the flat, white back of the Safed-Koh, which divides
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the Khaibar from the Kuram, culminating in Sikaram (16,000
feet), and from Pirghal, the craggy outline of Kaisarghar, the
highest peak of the mountain called the Takht-i-Suliman, bars
further view to the south. From both peaks westward there
stretches a boundless vista of ridge and hazy plain, a diapason
of tender distances fainting to lighter tints of blue, till it is
only against the yellowing evening sky that the pale silhouette
of the hills that stand about Ghazni can be detected.

So it may easily be understood that the soul of a surveyor
would be possessed with a longing to stand on Shuidar and
Pirghal, and definitely and for ever fix therefrom a large array
of landscape points such as would enable his explorers, groping
their artful way about the borders of Afghanistan, to tie up
their work with satisfactory exactness. Besides, all Waziristan
to the east could be overlooked from them.

The opportunity came in the spring of 1881. The Waziris
had previously been on the warpath, and had raided Tank, a
town not far from Dera Ismail Khan, which lies conveniently
handy to the hills, and which is periodically burnt to the
ground—much to its advantage, probably. I know some other
frontier towns that would be the wholesomer for the process.
But such a deliberate insult could not pass unavenged, and
as the political process of blockading (s.e. stopping all trade
and traffic with the country) proved unavailing, a force was
organised to hunt the recalcitrant chiefs and compel them to
“come in.”

The Waziri Field Force was divided into two columns, a
northern and a southern. It was the southern force, under
General Kennedy, which was expected to meet with most resist-
ance, and to bring to book the arch-offender Mushaki, who
was supposed to be responsible for the mischief done. Now
Mushaki dwelt in caves; or at any rate he was in the habit,
under stress of adverse circumstances, to take refuge in a cave,
which he considered a more secure position than his village
home. The frontier Pathan very frequently lives in caves, and
always, if he can, keeps up a connection with cave-residences
in the hills, where his wife and family may be stowed away
when he takes the field for a doubtful campaign. A well-
drained and sufficiently well-lighted cave, with room for the
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smoke to get out without inconvenience, is not a bad substitute
for a four-walled house, and is infinitely to be preferred to a
tent in winter, so that cave-dwellings are not necessarily mere
refuges for the destitute on the frontier ; they frequently occupy
the position of a country-house.

Mushaki’s country-house was in a well-selected position in
one of the southern valleys of Waziristan, leading directly from
Tank to Kaniguram, which is the capital of the country. It
was on that line, therefore, that most resistance was to be
expected, and on which the invading columns were chiefly
concentrated. But it was not my luck to be able to join that
column. Whilst arranging for a signalling station on the flat
roof of a bungalow at Bannu I had a fall from a ladder, or
rather witk the ladder (which slipped up at the foot when I
was at the top), and the result was that I could not get away
in time to start with the first advance, which entered Waziristan
from Dera Ismail Khan and Tank.

With some regret (a regret which I afterwards considered as
superfluous) I sent my energetic assistant, Captain Gerald
Martin, with the southern column, and waited a few days
longer for the movement of the northern force, which was
to advance by the Khaisor valley and make Rasmak (one of
the chief northern villages in the country of the Mahsud
Waziris) its objective. I had no reason to regret the delay,
for I fell under the direct command of General John Gordon,
and that meant a good deal to me. I knew that everything
that could be done to gain geographical information and to
support the surveyors would be done; even to the extent of
running a little risk for the sake of it.

The march up the valley was uneventful. There was no
opposition. Day by day we lifted ourselves a little higher
out of the heat and dust of the plains, and arrived amongst
cooler breezes and under clearer skies. The barrenness of
the outside ridges of the frontier hills, running to sharp edges
on the stony dasht which shelves in long slopes down to the
cultivable acres of the Indus valley, gave place to higher
hills on either hand, terminating in precipitous cliffs, where
the water-ways forced an opening. Here the higher slopes
were dotted over with the smooth round bushes of the young
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ilex. The valley was literally the water-way of the Khaisor
stream. It was the nullah bed, now dry except for a trickling
stream here and there which wandered in crooked ways about
the shelving heaps of sand and boulders piled in its breadth
of bed from bank to bank. It was a typical frontier river
approach to the highlands, broad and easy to pass along in its
lower reaches, narrowing and much more inconvenient as to
the nature of its boulders higher up, where the periodical torrent
runs fierce and strong ; but inasmuch as its sources were in
the hills for which we were making, and not beyond them, it
was free from any of those gigantic gorges, those veritable
“gates in the hills,” where the way between the limestone
cliffs on either side could be absolutely and completely barred,
as a tunnel or a bridge is barred. We worked our way gradually
upward, a stiff climb now and then, to the most commanding
points near the line of route. This was generally sufficient
to open up a view of survey points fixed by previous triangu-
lation, and enough to support the mapping.

The most important incident of that frontier expedition to
me was the ascent of the great peak Shuidar (or Sheikh
Haidar), which towered up to 11,500 feet above the sea-level,
and which we knew must overlook a vast area of hitherto
unseen country. So important a feature as the snow-capped
Shuidar had of course been seized upon and “fixed” by the
Indus valley surveyors in the course of their triangulation.
It had its place, not only in line with Sikardm and Pirghal
and Kaisarghar, and a hundred other hoary-headed frontier
sentinels as a border landmark, but it had also, in common with
those others, its own fixe<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>