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    At the intersection of catastrophe and remembrance stands a narrative that tests the moral boundaries of empire. Cawnpore by George Otto Trevelyan is a work of narrative history that examines events in the North Indian city of Cawnpore (now Kanpur) during the Indian Rebellion of 1857. First published in the mid-1860s, it belongs to a generation of Victorian accounts written close to the crisis they describe. The book situates readers amid a colonial garrison town where lines of loyalty and authority were rapidly fraying. Its genre is historical chronicle with a strongly shaped moral voice, attentive to both incident and implication.

The premise is stark and focused: a British community in a strategic river city finds itself isolated as rebellion spreads, confronted by sudden uncertainty about allies, supply, and command. Trevelyan follows the gathering storm, tracing how seemingly stable routines yield to fear, rumor, and improvisation. The narrative offers a tightly paced, scene-by-scene account rather than an abstract analysis, emphasizing lived experience and the pressures of decision-making under siege conditions. Readers encounter a voice that is urgent yet composed, Victorian in cadence and judgment, and intent on rendering the human stakes alongside the military and administrative dimensions of the crisis.

Published within a decade of the events it recounts, the book speaks to a British audience grappling with grief, anger, and the need to make sense of a colonial shock. Its proximity to 1857 gives it the character of immediate testimony as well as retrospective interpretation. Trevelyan, a historian and later a public figure, writes in a mode that blends memorialization with moral argument, seeking to shape how contemporaries would remember the episode. In doing so, the volume became part of the early corpus through which the rebellion—and the particular ordeal of Cawnpore—entered British historical consciousness.

Central themes emerge with clarity: the fragility of imperial order when trust erodes; the vulnerability of noncombatants; the role of rumor in accelerating violence; and the contest between justice, punishment, and mercy. Trevelyan is concerned with character under pressure—how leaders, soldiers, and civilians respond when institutions falter. He probes the ethics of responsibility in a setting where decisions carry immediate mortal consequences. The book also explores the power of narrative itself, showing how atrocity, heroism, and suffering are organized into stories that console, exhort, or inflame, and how those stories persist in public memory long after the smoke clears.

Stylistically, the work marries reportage to rhetorical emphasis. Trevelyan assembles his account from contemporary records and recollections available to a mid-Victorian writer, shaping them into a coherent chronological arc. The result is not a neutral transcript but a purposive narrative with clear sympathies, typical of its era’s historiography. Readers will notice the careful arrangement of scenes, the recurring moral commentary, and the cadence of sentences designed to elicit pathos and resolve. These choices give the book its persuasive power while also signaling the need for critical distance when weighing its claims and understanding its limitations.

For modern readers, the value of Cawnpore lies in both its story and its standpoint. As a narrative of crisis, it offers a tense, immersive experience marked by sorrow, urgency, and a disciplined attention to detail. As a document of Victorian memory, it reveals how imperial societies processed trauma and constructed exemplary figures and cautionary tales. The book rewards readers interested in military and political history, colonial studies, and the craft of historical writing. It invites engagement not only with what happened in a particular city at a particular time, but with how those events were explained to a public hungry for meaning.

The continued relevance of this work rests in the questions it raises: how should societies remember violence; what moral language is adequate to catastrophe; and how do narratives shape policy, identity, and reconciliation? Cawnpore encourages readers to evaluate sources, examine perspective, and consider the consequences of turning collective pain into national myth. Approached critically, it becomes a lens on the ethics of history-writing, the politics of commemoration, and the enduring human need to find order in upheaval. In that sense, the book is not merely a record of 1857, but a case study in how histories are made, circulated, and contested.
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    George Otto Trevelyan’s Cawnpore presents a chronological account of the events at the city of Cawnpore during the Indian uprising of 1857. Drawing on official dispatches, personal letters, survivor testimonies, and newspaper reports, the author reconstructs the lead-up to the crisis, the siege, the attempted evacuation, and the subsequent military operations. The book aims to provide a coherent narrative for British readers while assembling evidence into a connected story. Trevelyan frames the episode within the wider convulsions of 1857, but keeps his focus on the city, its garrison, and the figures who shaped decisions. The result is both a local history and a case study.

The narrative opens with background on Company rule, the cantonment at Cawnpore, and the social and political climate of the mid-nineteenth century. Trevelyan outlines the composition of the Bengal Army, the relationship between European officers and Indian sepoys, and the administrative practices that defined daily life. He introduces Nana Sahib, resident at nearby Bithur, whose status as the adopted son of the former Peshwa and dispute over a discontinued pension placed him at the intersection of policy and grievance. The broader unrest associated with fears about military reforms and religious sensitivities provides context for the tension that would soon concentrate at Cawnpore.

As news of mutiny at Meerut and the seizure of Delhi reached the region, uncertainty intensified along the Ganges. Trevelyan describes the responses of local authorities and the garrison under General Hugh Wheeler, who attempted to balance reassurance with precaution. The entrenchment chosen to shelter noncombatants and concentrate defense was hastily prepared and imperfectly supplied. The narrative examines the calculation behind that choice, the distribution of arms, and the steady erosion of trust as detachments faltered in loyalty. Early alarms, desertions, and conflicting intelligence gradually reduced options, setting the conditions under which the garrison would be compelled to withstand a determined siege.

The siege forms the central section of Trevelyan’s account. He details the encirclement of the entrenchment, the deployment of guns, and the pattern of daily assaults and bombardments. Inside the position, shortages of water, shelter, and medical supplies defined the routine of survival, while sorties and engineering efforts sought limited relief. Outside, a coalition of local leaders consolidated control of the city and managed communications and logistics. Trevelyan uses diaries and official messages to track morale, casualties, and the pace of negotiations. The narrative emphasizes the narrowing margin for the defenders as heat, exhaustion, and dwindling resources made each day more difficult.

The book then recounts the negotiations that led to an agreement for evacuation by river. Trevelyan summarizes the terms offered, the arrangements for boats at the Satichaura Ghat, and the expectations of both sides. He presents a sequence of movements, orders, and misunderstandings that accompanied the attempted embarkation. At this juncture, the narrative records the breakdown of the arrangement, the confusion that followed, and the fragmentary survival of a few individuals whose testimonies shape much of the record. Without dwelling on sensational detail, Trevelyan highlights the abrupt transition from conditional hope to renewed crisis, marking a decisive turning point in the story of Cawnpore.

With the city under rebel control, Trevelyan describes the administrative measures taken by local authorities and the confinement of captives at the Bibighar. He outlines the pressures of maintaining order, supplying troops, and responding to the approach of British columns moving up from the south and east. The narrative traces internal debates among leaders, conflicting counsel, and the effect of military setbacks elsewhere. Trevelyan compares multiple accounts of what occurred, noting points of agreement and contradiction, and situates decisions within the urgency of a tightening strategic situation. The section underscores the role of rumor, fear, and logistics in shaping choices and outcomes during a fluid moment.

The advance from Allahabad under General Henry Havelock, supported by Colonel James Neill, shifts the narrative’s perspective to marching columns and riverine movements. Trevelyan describes engagements along the route, the tactical clearing of towns and crossings, and the steady accumulation of momentum toward Cawnpore. He summarizes disposition of forces, the challenges of heat and disease, and the coordination of artillery with infantry advances. Upon reaching the city, the account turns to the fighting that preceded its recapture and the organized search for survivors. Official reports, battlefield observations, and subsequent orders provide the framework for understanding how the relief force secured control.

In the aftermath, Trevelyan records the measures taken to restore authority, provide for the wounded, and document events. He outlines the conduct of courts-martial, the policy of reprisals, and the debates surrounding severity and restraint. The book presents correspondence between commanders and civilian officials, and includes contemporaneous reactions from the British public. Trevelyan addresses contested facts, acknowledging uncertainties while assigning responsibilities as he sees them within the evidence available to him. The narrative also connects Cawnpore to ongoing operations toward Lucknow, indicating how decisions at one site influenced military planning, morale, and the broader course of the campaign.

Trevelyan concludes by reflecting on the administrative, military, and moral lessons he believes the episode illustrates. Cawnpore is presented as a warning about inadequate fortification, ambiguous authority, and fragile assumptions of loyalty, as well as the consequences of delayed relief and imperfect intelligence. The book’s central message is to record what occurred, commemorate those affected, and argue for clearer policy and preparation. As a synthesis of documents and testimonies, it sought to fix a coherent narrative in the public mind. Its enduring significance lies in its detailed reconstruction of events and its influence on how the 1857 conflict was remembered and debated.
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    Set in the North Indian cantonment of Cawnpore (modern Kanpur) during the summer of 1857, the book unfolds amid the collapse of East India Company authority across the Ganges plain. Cawnpore, a strategic river port on the Ganges and a node on the Grand Trunk Road, housed European troops, Eurasian civilians, and extensive sepoy regiments. The hot season magnified the hardships of siege warfare and disease. The author writes from a post-1857, Victorian vantage (the book appeared in 1865), when Britain was reassessing imperial governance after Company rule, yet he reconstructs the town’s geography—entrenchment, barracks, Satichaura Ghat, Bibighar—where military, political, and civilian worlds violently collided.

The antecedent political crisis lay in Company expansion and disputed sovereignty. Under Governor-General Lord Dalhousie (1848–1856), the Doctrine of Lapse annexed princely states lacking natural heirs, while Oudh was annexed in 1856, unsettling landlords and sepoys recruited there. Equally incendiary was Nana Sahib’s grievance: as adopted son of the exiled Peshwa Baji Rao II (d. 1851), he saw his pension claim rejected by the Company despite petitions in 1853–1854. These policies, alongside revenue pressures, eroded elite loyalty. Trevelyan foregrounds such structural causes to explain why a commercial-garrison town like Cawnpore became the stage for leadership by Nana Sahib and participation by disaffected sepoys.

Immediate ignition came from military-religious anxieties in early 1857. Rumors that Enfield rifle cartridges were greased with cow and pig fat—sacrilege to Hindu and Muslim soldiers—spread through Bengal Army lines, compounding anger at the 1856 General Service Enlistment Act and pay grievances. The mutiny at Meerut on 10 May 1857 triggered the march to Delhi, where Bahadur Shah II was proclaimed emperor. Uprisings rippled across the North-Western Provinces into Oudh. In June 1857, Cawnpore’s sepoys revolted, isolating General Hugh Wheeler’s small European force. Trevelyan situates his narrative within this chain reaction, emphasizing how communications collapsed and small garrisons became besieged enclaves.

The Siege of Cawnpore began around 6–7 June 1857, when loyalists crowded into Wheeler’s improvised entrenchment near the barracks. Roughly a thousand souls, including many women and children, endured sustained artillery fire, scarce water from an exposed well, and outbreaks of disease until late June. Rebel forces aligned with Nana Sahib encircled the position and battered the flimsy earthworks. On 25–26 June, terms for surrender were floated; on 27 June, a capitulation provided for evacuation by boats at the Satichaura Ghat. Trevelyan reconstructs the siege day by day from survivor testimony and official papers, portraying the attrition, command decisions, and the psychological toll on civilians.

The evacuation at Satichaura Ghat on 27 June 1857 dissolved into catastrophe when firing erupted from the riverbank and boats grounded in the shallow Ganges. Many Europeans were killed; survivors—mostly women and children—were confined in the Bibighar. On or about 15 July, amid the approach of British relief, the captives were massacred and their bodies cast into a well. Responsibility remains historically debated among Nana Sahib’s lieutenants, though local butchers and sepoys carried out the killings. Trevelyan’s narrative dwells on these episodes—the ghāt and the Bibighar—as moral and political shocks that galvanized British public opinion and shaped the punitive tenor of the reconquest.

General Henry Havelock’s column fought its way from Allahabad, defeating rebel forces at Fatehpur (12 July) and Aong (15 July), and recaptured Cawnpore on 16–17 July 1857. The discovery of the Bibighar well prompted severe reprisals under Colonel James George Smith Neill, including summary hangings and the notorious practice of blowing prisoners from guns. Later, in late November 1857, General Charles Windham was pressed by Tantia Tope near Cawnpore; Field Marshal Colin Campbell defeated Tantia Tope outside the city on 6 December. Trevelyan intertwines operational detail with moral discourse, memorializing Havelock’s march while acknowledging how vengeance shaped British conduct on the ground.

The political settlement after 1857 recast rule in India. The Government of India Act (2 August 1858) dissolved the East India Company and transferred sovereignty to the Crown; Queen Victoria’s Proclamation (1 November 1858) promised non-interference in religions and the end of territorial annexation by lapse. Army reorganization increased the European-to-Indian ratio and limited Indian artillery. Cawnpore became a site of imperial memory: the Well enclosure was completed by 1862 and Baron Marochetti’s Angel of the Resurrection installed in 1865. Trevelyan’s Cawnpore, published the same year, participates in this commemorative politics, fixing names, dates, and locales into a national narrative of loss and recovery.

As a social and political critique, the book indicts Company misrule—annexationist overreach, insensitivity to religious and military grievances, and fragile civil-military arrangements—while also confronting the horrors of insurgent violence. By documenting bureaucratic delays, poor fortification choices, and the vulnerability of non-combatants, it exposes structural neglect and classed assumptions about civilian safety in cantonment towns. Simultaneously, its stark account of reprisals questions the ethics of collective punishment and racialized justice under emergency. Trevelyan’s history thus scrutinizes the policies and passions of 1857, urging a more accountable imperial governance and a sober reckoning with the human costs of conquest and rebellion.
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The Author of this work has made it his aim to preserve a scrupulous fidelity to the original sources of his information. The most trivial allusions, the slightest touches, are equally authentic with the main outlines of the story. The authorities most frequently consulted are:

1. The Depositions of sixty-three witnesses, Natives and Half-castes, taken under the directions of Colonel Williams[2], Commissioner of Police in the North-West Provinces.

2. A Narrative of Events at Cawnpore[1], composed by Nanukchund, a local lawyer.

3. Captain Thomson's Story of Cawnpore.

4. The Government Narratives of the Mutiny[5], drawn up for the most part by the civil officers in charge of the several districts. The Author returns his most hearty thanks to Sir John Lawrence and the authorities of the Calcutta Home Office, who, at the cost of great trouble to themselves, supplied him with the copies of these invaluable documents reserved for the use of the Indian Government.

8, Grosvenor Crescent.
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The city of Cawnpore lies on the south bank of the Ganges, which at that spot is about a quarter of a mile in breadth, and this too in the dry season: for, when the rains have filled the bed, the stream measures two thousand yards from shore to shore. And yet the river has still a thousand miles of his stately course to run [1q]before that, by many channels and under many names, he loses himself in the waters of the Bay of Bengal. In old times an officer appointed to Cawnpore thought himself fortunate if he could reach his station within three months from the day he left Fort William. But tow-ropes and punt-poles are now things of the past, and the traveller from Calcutta arrives at the end of his journey in little more than thirty hours.

By the treaty of Fyzabad, in 1775, the East India Company[3] engaged to maintain a brigade for the defence of Oude. The revenues of a rich and extensive tract of country were appointed for the maintenance of this force, which was quartered at Cawnpore, the principal town of the district. In 1801, Lord Wellesley, who loved to carry matters with a masterful hand, closed the mortgage, and the territory lapsed to the Company, who accepted this new charge with some diffidence. Indeed, they were not a little uneasy at the splendid rapacity of their high-souled servant. No one understood better than he the full meaning of the finest lines of that poet whose graceful diction none like himself could imitate:—

"Tu regere imperio populos Romane memento:

Hæ tibi erunt artes: pacisque imponere morem;

Parcere subjectis, et debellare superbos."


But that policy which suited the temper of the Senate of old Rome was not exactly of a nature to please the Directors of a Joint Stock Company. It was very well for statesmen and generals to look for their reward in the pages of history. It behoved City men to keep an eye on the fluctuations of the Share list.

Thus it happened that, ever since the beginning of the last quarter of the eighteenth century, Cawnpore had been a first-class military station.[2q] In the spring of 1857 it had attained an importance to which the events of the following summer gave a fatal shock. The recent annexation of Oude was an additional motive for keeping a strong hold on Cawnpore: for that city commanded the bridge over which passed the high road to Lucknow, the capital of our newly acquired province. At that time the station was occupied by three regiments of sepoys[4], the First, the Fifty-third, and the Fifty-sixth Bengal Infantry. The Second Cavalry, and a company of artillerymen, brought up the strength of the native force to three thousand men. Of Europeans and persons of European extraction, there were resident at Cawnpore more than a thousand. There were the officers attached to the sepoy battalions; sixty men of the Eighty-fourth regiment of the British line; seventy-eight invalids belonging to the Thirty-second regiment, then quartered at Lucknow, and destined to pass through the most fearful trial from which ever men emerged alive; fifteen of the Madras Fusileers; and fifty-nine of the Company's artillerymen: in all, some three hundred soldiers of English birth. Then there were the covenanted civilians, the aristocracy of Indian society; the lesser officials attached to the Post-office, the Public Works, and the Opium Departments; the Railway people; the merchants and shopkeepers,—Europeans some, others half-castes, or, as they would fain be called, Eurasians. There, too, (alas!) were the wives and little ones of the men of all these classes and grades, and in no slender proportion; for among our countrymen in India the marriage state is in special honour. There likewise were a great number of half-caste children belonging to the Cawnpore school, who were soon to buy at a very dear price the privilege of having been begotten by an European sire.

The military quarter was entirely distinct from the native city. And here let the English reader divest himself at once of all European ideas, and keep clear of them, as much as in him lies, during the whole course of this narrative. Let him put aside all preconceived notions of a barrack,—of a yard paved with rough stones, and darkened by buildings four storeys high, at the windows of which lounge stalwart warriors in various stages of déshabille, digesting their fresh boiled-beef by the aid of a short pipe and a languid gossip. Let him try to form to himself a picture of a military station in Northern India, for it was within the precincts of such a station that was played out the most terrible tragedy of our age.

The cantonments lay along the bank of the river, over a tract extending six miles from north-west to south-east: for, wheresoever in Hindostan Englishmen make their homes, no regard is had to economy of space. Each residence stands in a separate "compound," or paddock, of some three or four acres, surrounded by an uneven, crumbling mound and ditch, with here and there a ragged hedge of prickly pear: for all over India fences appear to exist rather for the purpose of marking boundaries than for any protection they afford against intruders. The house, like all houses outside the Calcutta Ditch, consists of a single storey, built of brick, coated with white plaster;—the whole premises, if the owner be a bachelor or a subaltern, in a most shabby and tumble-down condition. A flight of half a dozen steps leads up to a verandah which runs round three sides of the building. The noticeable objects here will probably be a native tailor, working in the attitude adopted by tailors in all lands where men wear clothes; a wretched being, squatted on his haunches, lazily pulling the string of a punkah that passes through a hole in the brickwork into the Sahib's bedroom, a monotonous occupation, which from time to time he sweetens by snatches of sleep; a Madras valet, spreading butter on the Sahib's morning toast with the greasy wing of a fowl; and, against the windward wall, a row of jars of porous red clay, in which water is cooling for the Sahib's morning bath.

The principal door leads at once into the sitting-room, a spacious, ill-kept, comfortless apartment; the most conspicuous article being a huge, oblong frame of wood and canvass suspended across the ceiling, and the prevailing impression an overwhelming sense of the presence of cobwebs. The furniture, which is scattered about in most unadmired disorder, is in the last stage of dilapidation. Every article in an Anglo-Indian household bears witness to the fact that Englishmen regard themselves but as sojourners in the locality where fate and the quartermaster-general may have placed them. A large rickety table in the centre of the room is strewn with three or four empty soda-water bottles, a half-emptied bottle of brandy, a corkscrew, glasses, playing-cards, chessmen, an Hindostanee dictionary, an inkstand, a revolver, a bundle of letters, a box of cigars, the supplement of Bell's Life, and a few odd volumes from the regimental book-club—of no very seductive quality, like enough, for the colonel's lady has kept the new novels, and the doctor, who is secretary to the club, has impounded the biographies, so that our ensign is fain to put up with "Aids to Faith," and the third volume of the "History of the Inductive Sciences." Then there are eight or ten chairs, a good half of which might well claim to be invalided on the score of wounds and long service; a couch with broken springs; a Japanese cabinet, bought as a bargain when the old major was sold up; and an easy cane chair of colossal dimensions, the arms of which are prolonged and flattened, so as to accommodate the occupant with a resting-place for his feet. In one corner stands a couple of hog-spears, supple, tough, and duly weighted with lead and barbed with steel of proof; a regulation sword; a buggy-whip; a hunting-crop; a double-barrelled rifle and a shot-gun—weapons which the owner depreciates as archaic, expressing his intention of providing himself, during his first visit to Europe, with a complete outfit from Purdey. On nails driven into the plaster hang a list of the men in the company to which the young fellow is attached; a caricature of the paymaster; a framed photograph of the cricket eleven of the public school where he was educated; and, if he be of a humorous turn, the last wigging, or letter of admonition and reproof, received from the colonel of his regiment.

In such a scene, and amidst such associations, does the English subaltern wear out the weary hours of the interminable Indian day: smoking; dozing; playing with his terrier; longing for the evening, or for a call from a brother-officer, with whom he may discuss the Army List, and partake of the ever-recurring refreshment of brandy and soda-water; lazily endeavouring to get some little insight into the languages of the hateful East by the help of a fat, fawning native tutor, and a stupid and indecent Oordoo work on mythology; pondering sadly on home landscapes and home recollections, as he gazes across the sharply-defined line of shadow thrown by the roof of the verandah into the outdoor heat and glare; with no pleasanter object of contemplation than the Patna sheep belonging to the Station Mutton Club, and his own modest stud, consisting of a raw-boned Australian horse and an old Cabul pony picketed under a group of mango-trees near the gate of the compound.

The centre apartment is flanked on either side by a smaller chamber; both of which are employed as bedrooms, if, for the sake of company or economy, our young friend is keeping house with some Addiscombe chum. Otherwise, the least desirable is set apart as a lumber-room; though, to judge from the condition of the articles in use, it is hard to imagine what degree of shabbiness would qualify furniture to become lumber in Bengal. The door into the Sahib's bedroom stands open, like every other door in British India; the multitude of servants, and the necessity for coolness, forbidding the very idea of privacy. There stands a bedstead of wood, worm-eaten, unplaned, unpolished; inclosed on all sides with musquito-curtains of white gauze, the edges carefully tucked in beneath the mattress, through which is dimly seen the recumbent form of the Sahib, clad in a silk shirt and linen drawers, the universal nightdress of the East. The poor boy is doing his best to recover, during the cooler morning hours, the arrears of the sleepless night, which he has passed in a state of feverish irritation—panting, perspiring, tossing from side to side in desire of a momentary relief from the tortures of Prickly Heat, the curse of young blood; anon, sallying into the verandah to rouse the nodding punkah-puller, more happy than his wakeful master. Little of ornament or convenience is to be seen around, save a capacious brass basin on an iron stand, and half a dozen trunks, of shape adapted to be slung in pairs on the hump of a bullock. An inner door affords a view into a bath-room, paved with rough bricks; the bath consisting of a space surrounded by a parapet some six inches high, in which the bather stands while his servant sluices him with cold water from a succession of jars. It may be that on a shelf at the bed's head are treasured some objects, trifling indeed in value, but made very dear by association; a few school prizes and leaving-books; a few sheets of flimsy pink paper, closely written, soiled, and frayed at every fold; one or two portraits in morocco cases, too sacred for the photographic album and the inspection and criticism of a stranger. There is something touching in these repositories, for they tell that, however much the lad may appear to be absorbed in the pursuits and pleasures of the mess-room, the parade-ground, the snipe-marsh, and the race-course, his highest thoughts and dearest hopes are far away in that land where he is never again to abide, until those hopes and thoughts have long been tamed and deadened by years and troubles.

Such are the quarters of a British subaltern. The home of a married pair may be somewhat more comfortable, and the residence of a man in high office considerably more magnificent; but the same characteristics prevail everywhere. A spirit of scrupulous order, and a snug domestic air, are not to be attained in an Indian household. At best a semi-barbarous profusion, an untidy splendour, and the absence of sordid cares, form the compensation for the loss of English comfort. Still, the lady must have her drawing-room, where she can display her wedding-presents, and the purchases which she made at the Calcutta auctions during the cold season before last. The Commissioner must have his sanctum, where he can wallow in papers, and write letters of censure to his collectors, letters of explanation to the Revenue Board, and letters of remonstrance to the local military authorities. The epicure cannot do without a roofed passage leading from his kitchen to his parlour; nor the sporting man without a loose box for the mare which he has entered for the Planter's Plate at Sonepore. Then, too, gentlemen of horticultural tastes like to devote a spare hour to superintending the labours of their gardeners: and the soil of Cawnpore well repays attention. Most kinds of European vegetables can be produced with success, while peaches and melons, shaddocks and limes, grow in native abundance: together with those fruits which an old Qui-hye loves so dearly, but which to a fresh English palate are a poor substitute indeed for hautboys and ribstone pippins;—the mango, with a flavour like turpentine, and the banana, with a flavour like an over-ripe pear; the guava, which has a taste of strawberries, and the custard-apple, which has no perceptible taste at all.

None of those institutions which render the ordinary life of the English officer in India somewhat less monotonous and objectless were wanting at Cawnpore. There was a church, whose fair white tower, rising among a group of lofty trees, for more than one dull and dusty mile greets the eyes of the traveller on the road from Lucknow. That church, which has stood scatheless through such strange vicissitudes, will soon be superseded by a more imposing temple, built to commemorate the great disaster of our race. There were meeting-houses of divers Protestant persuasions, a Roman Catholic chapel, and a mission of the Society for the Propagation of the Gospel. There was a race-course, as there is in every spot throughout the East where a handful of our countrymen have got together; a theatre, where the ladies of the garrison with good-natured amusement witnessed cornets and junior magistrates attempting to represent female whims and graces; a Freemason's lodge, where the work of initiation and instruction went merrily on in a temperature of 100° in the shade. There was a racket-court, and a library, and news-rooms, and billiard-rooms. There were the assembly-rooms, where dinners were given to passing Governors-General, and balls to high official dames, where questions of precedence were raised, and matches made and broken. There was a breakfast club, whither men repaired after their ride to discuss the powers that be over their morning toast, at that meal so dear to Britons from the Himalayas to Point de Galle, and from the Sutley to Hong-Kong, whether, as throughout Bengal, it be termed "little breakfast," or, as at Madras, it be known by the title of "early tea." There was the band-stand, the very heart and centre of up-country fashion, where the wit and beauty and gallantry of the station were nightly wont to congregate. There was the ice-club for the manufacture and supply of that luxury which becomes a necessity under the tropic of Cancer;—which more favoured Calcutta obtains straight from North American lakes, with Newfoundland codfish and Pennsylvanian apples embedded in the crystal mass. The markets were well supplied with fish, flesh, and fowl, at a cost that would gladden the heart of an English housewife, though Anglo-Indians complain loudly of the rise in prices, and grumble at being forced to pay sixpence a pound for mutton, and three shillings for a fat turkey. In the game season, quails, wild ducks, snipe, and black partridges were cheap and abundant; and a dish of ortolans, a treat which in Europe is confined to Italian tourists and Parisian millionaires, was a common adjunct to the second course at Cawnpore dinner-tables.

The quarters of the native troops presented a very different appearance from the English bungalows. Sepoy lines, generally speaking, consist of long rows of huts built of mud on a framework of bamboos, and thatched with straw. Every soldier has his own doghole, in which he keeps an inconceivable quantity of female relations, from his grandmother downwards. There he rules supreme: for no Sahib, be he ever so enthusiastic on the subject of sanitation and drainage, would care to intrude upon the mysteries of a sepoy household. At the ends of each row stand the habitations of the native officers attached to the company: two or three cabins round a tiny court-yard, fenced in with a mud wall a few feet in height. The sepoy, unlike a European soldier, never becomes wholly military in his tastes and habits. The dearest ambition of a villager is to increase the number of huts on his little premises, and that ambition is not to be quenched even by drill and pipe-clay.

Each of the regiments had a bazaar peculiar to itself, crowded with people employed in supplying the wants, and ministering to the pleasures of the battalion which honoured them with its patronage. Sutlers, corn-merchants, rice-merchants, sellers of cotton fabrics, of silver ornaments, of tobacco and stupefying drugs, jugglers, thieves, swarms of prostitutes, fakeers, and Thugs, retired from business, made up a motley and most unruly population, which was with difficulty kept in some show of order by the energy of Sir George Parker, the cantonment magistrate. The united crew of these dens of iniquity and sedition did not fall short of forty thousand in number.

The sepoys were tall men, the average height in a regiment being five feet eight inches, and, seen from a distance, in their scarlet coats and black trousers, they presented a sufficiently military appearance. But, on nearer inspection, there was something in the general effect displeasing to an eye accustomed to the men of Aldershot and Chalons. No Oriental seems at ease in European costume,—least of all in the English uniform so dear to the heart of the old tailor colonels. The native soldier in full dress wore a ludicrous and almost pathetic air of uneasiness and rigidity. His clothes hung on him as though he were a very angular wooden frame. Whether from consciousness of the figure which he cut in his red tunic, or from an instinctive fear of the contamination contained in Christian cloth, the sepoy was no sooner dismissed from parade or relieved from guard than he hastened to doff every shred of the dress provided by Government. Clad in the unprofessional but more congenial costume of a very scanty pair of linen drawers, he might be seen now seated over a pile of rice or a huge bannock, cooked for him by the women of his family; now, performing the copious ablutions, the obligation to which constitutes the single virtue of his national religion; now, submitting the crown of his head to the barber for a periodical shave; now, perchance, discussing with a circle of comrades the probability of the Emperor of the Russians joining with Brigadier Napoleon and the King of Roum in a scheme for destroying the power of the East India Company.

His pay was seven rupees, or fourteen shillings, a month. Small as this sum may appear to us, it was amply sufficient to endow the sepoy with far higher social consideration than is enjoyed by a private soldier in European countries. The purest of pure Brahmin[6]s, his faith forbade him from spending much money on the gratification of his appetite. The most confirmed gourmand in the battalion could never dream of a better dinner than some coarse fish from a neighbouring tank, flavoured by a handful of spices ground between two fragments of a gravestone abstracted from the last English cemetery on the line of march. Such luxuries as these could be procured at a rate that left even the private soldier a large margin whence to provide for any other calls that might be made upon his purse. He accordingly was regarded as a very considerable personage by the native populace. A peasant-proprietor or small shopkeeper thought it no small honour to receive an offer of marriage for his daughter from a gentleman serving in the ranks of the Company's army: and the sepoy was not slow to make use of his matrimonial advantages.[3q] A column of native troops on the march was accompanied from station to station by an endless string of small carts, each containing one or two veiled ladies, presumably young and pretty; one or two without veils, very indubitably old and ugly; together with a swarm of dusky brats with enormous stomachs, stark naked, with the almost nominal exception of a piece of tape fastened round the loins.

In spite of his excellent pay, the native soldier was almost invariably deep in debt. A strong sense of family ties, an extreme generosity towards poor connexions, is a marked trait in the Hindoo character, amiable indeed, but not encouraging to the student of Social Science. Whenever an Indian official steps into an income, relations of every degree flock from all parts of the continent to prey upon his facile affection: and the prospect of sharing the corner of a sepoy's hut and the parings of his pay proved sufficiently attractive to bring into cantonments herds of country cousins from Rohilcund and Shahabad. Neither would seven rupees a month adequately defray the occasional extravagances enjoined by "dustoor" or custom: dustoor, the breath of a Hindoo's nostrils, the motive of his actions, the staple of his conversation, the tyrant of his life. It has frequently happened that a private soldier has celebrated a marriage feast at a cost of three hundred rupees, to obtain which he must sell himself body and soul to one of those griping ruthless usurers who are the bugbears of Oriental society.

At the commencement of 1857, the condition of the native army was unsatisfactory in the highest degree. An impartial observer could not fail at every turn to note symptoms which proved beyond the possibility of a doubt that a bad spirit was abroad. But, unfortunately, those who had the best opportunity for observing these symptoms were not impartial. The officers of the old Bengal army regarded their soldiers with a fond credulity that was above suspicion and deaf to evidence: and no wonder: for on the fidelity of that army was staked all that they held most dear—professional reputation, social standing, the means of life, and, finally, life itself. It was in deference to their pardonable but most fatal prejudices that on this ominous subject silence was enforced during the years which preceded the outbreak. It was to please their pride of class that the tongues of more discerning men were tied, and their pens blunted. It was in vain that General Jacob, the stout Lord Warden of the Scinde Marches, wrote and expostulated with all his native energy and fire. Threatened and frowned on by his employers, sneered at by his fellow officers as an agitator and a busybody, he was at length brought to acknowledge that the tone of the Bengal army was a matter on which a wise man did well to hold his peace. That great commander, whose excellent military judgment, matured in European camps, revolted at a state of things so fraught with peril and scandal, learned too late that not even the audacity of a Napier, not even the glory of Meeanee, could protect him from the consequences of having presumed to call in question the faith of the sepoy. As the only apparent effect of his admonitions the turbulent and warlike province of Oude was annexed to our territory, and the ranks of our army were swelled by the addition of thousands of disaffected native mercenaries.

That discipline was lax, that insubordination was afoot, had long been known by many who dared not speak out the truth. As far back as the year 1845 there occurred a case in which a regiment broke into open mutiny, and pelted its officers through cantonments with the material employed in road-mending, a customary missile in Bengalee riots. A party of native infantry on a night march presented an appearance, absurd indeed, but to a thoughtful spectator not without serious significance. The men straggled along, carrying in their hands some beloved pipe, their most treasured possession, while their muskets were carelessly flung into the bullock-carts, in which not a few sepoys were snoring comfortably amidst the baggage. Even those on foot dozed as they walked, with that unaccountable capacity, common to all Hindoos, of going to sleep under the most adverse circumstances; the collar of their great-coat turned up and kept in its place by a strip of calico; their ears protected by folds of cloth passed underneath the chin and fastened over the top of the head, with a regimental forage-cap perched on the summit of this unsightly and unmartial head-gear. In some corps men had so little respect for military rule and custom as to strip off their uniforms even when on guard. There were those who in great part attributed these irregularities to the abolition of corporal punishment effected by Lord William Bentinck, that wise and true friend of the native population of India. It is to be hoped, for the cause of humanity and enlightenment, that men who so think are mistaken in their opinion. It cannot, however, be denied that, whatever be the reason, there was truth in the words spoken to a civilian by an old pensioned native officer:—"Ah Sahib!" said the veteran, "The army has ceased to fear."

At the siege of Mooltan, where native troops from all parts of India were collected into one army, the vile temper of the Bengal sepoys and the extraordinary indulgence displayed towards them by their officers became painfully apparent. These insolent high-caste mercenaries positively refused to labour in the trenches, and endeavoured to induce or force the modest and trusty Bombay soldiers to follow their example. On one occasion a mob of these rascals, being unable to persuade a fatigue-party of Bombay men to strike work, proceeded to revile and at length to stone their worthier comrades. A captain in a rifle regiment marked the ringleaders, but the Bengal officers flatly declined to take any steps in the matter, and the story was hushed up in order that their feelings might be spared. When the Sixty-sixth Native infantry mutinied, their chiefs endeavoured to palliate the guilt of the regiment; but Sir Charles Napier refused to see with any eyes save his own, and promptly disbanded the corps, which was replaced by an excellent levy of the valiant Highlanders of Nepaul. Sir Charles expressed great displeasure at the report sent in by the commanding officer of the regiment, and especially at a sentence which characterised what was in fact a shout of defiance as "a murmur of discontent." To the very last, at a time when mutiny and murder were rife from Peshawur to Dacca, each particular colonel was firmly impressed with the idea that his battalion would be the Abdiel of the army, faithful only to its oath and salt, to the recollections of bounty-money and the hopes of pension. "Pity," writes an officer of the Sixty-fifth regiment, "that Europeans abusing a corps cannot be strung up." On the twenty-second of May a letter appeared in the Englishman newspaper from Colonel Simpson, who commanded the Sixth Bengal Infantry at the all-important station of Allahabad. He was very indignant at the suspicions which had been expressed concerning the intentions of the men under his charge, who, according to him, "evince the utmost loyalty. So far from being mistrusted, they are our main protection." Not many days after he was glad to escape into the fort with a ball through his arm, while his officers were being butchered by the men on whom he had placed so unbounded a reliance. The "staunchness" of the sepoys was at that time so common a topic with their chiefs that the expression became a byword among Calcutta people; for at whatever station the colonel most loudly, pertinaciously, and angrily declared his regiment to be "staunch," it was to that quarter that men looked for the next tidings of massacre and outrage. It was not till he saw his own house in flames, and the rupees from the Government treasury scattered broad-cast over the parade-ground:—it was not till he looked down the barrels of sepoy muskets, and heard sepoy bullets whizzing round his ears, that an old Bengal officer could begin to believe that his men were not as staunch as they should be; and yet, as will be seen in the course of this narrative, there might exist a degree of confidence and attachment which was proof even against that ordeal.

Respect for the obligations of blood-relationship is so strong in the Hindoo mind, that jobbery and nepotism flourish in Oriental society to an extent which would seem inconceivably audacious to the colder imagination of a western public servant. The system of family patronage runs through all ranks and classes. The Indian judge loves to surround himself with kindred clerks of the court and consanguineous ushers. The Indian superintendant of police prefers to have about him inspectors and sergeants bound to his interest by nearer ties than those of official dependence. The head bearer fills his master's house with young barbarians from his native village; and, in like manner, the veteran sepoys took measures to keep the regiment supplied with recruits from the neighbourhood in which they themselves had been born and bred. No strapping young Tewarry, or Pandy[7], who had a mind to shoulder a Company's musket and touch the Company's rupees, had long to wait for a place in the section of which the sergeant was his uncle and the corporal his brother-in-law. On the other hand, a stranger was soon driven from the regiment by that untiring and organized social oppression, in which, if we are to believe the daily press, military men of all nations and grades are such admirable adepts. And so it came to pass in the course of time that the company partook of the nature of a family, and the battalion of the nature of a clan. The consequence was that there existed a sympathy and freemasonry throughout the ranks of quite another tendency from that tone of regimental patriotism and martial brotherhood, known in European armies by the title of "esprit-de-corps." Such a state of things afforded peculiar facilities for conspiring. A disaffected body of sepoys possessed the power of a host, and the discretion of a clique. The most extensive and perilous designs could be matured in perfect secrecy, and carried into effect by the weight of a vast and unanimous multitude.

The real motive of the mutiny was the ambition of the soldiery. Spoilt, flattered, and idle, in the insolence of its presumed strength that pampered army thought nothing too good for itself, and nothing too formidable. High-caste Brahmins all, proud as Lucifer, they deemed that to them of right belonged the treasures and the empire of India. Hampered with debt, they looked for the day of a general spoliation. Chafing under restraint, they panted to indulge themselves in unbridled rapine and licence. They were bent upon the foundation of a gigantic military despotism. They looked forward to the time when Soubahdars and Jemmadars should be Maharajas and Nawabs; when the taxes should be collected by sepoy receivers-general, and paid into sepoy treasuries; when every private should have his zenana full of the loveliest daughters of Lahore and Rohilcund; when great landholders from Bundelcund and Orissa should come with cases of diamonds to beg a favourable decision from Mungul Pandy; when great merchants from Liverpool and Marseilles should come with bags of sovereigns to ask leave of Peer Bux to establish a factory at Mutlah or Chandernagore. They evinced an equal contempt for all the other classes of the inhabitants of India. They despised the excellent armies of Bombay and Madras, and their insolence was requited with bitter aversion. They looked down on the Ghoorkas as savages, and presumed to regard the heroes of Chillianwallah and Ferozeshah as a conquered race; as if, forsooth, it was sepoy prowess which, after more than one series of fierce and dubious battles, had at length prevailed over the brave and haughty warriors of the Punjaub. And at length, in the plenitude of their pride and folly, they began to call in question the efficacy of the English name.

We had, indeed, been negligent. We had been improvident even unto madness. Some twenty thousand European troops were scattered over the continent of India; for the security of
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