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NOTE TO FOURTEENTH EDITION.

ONE or two poinis in the following pages demand
correction or modification.

On p. 213 an injustice is done to the Grenadier
Guards and Rifle Brigade. From official returns
turnished to me I am able to corroct the statement
that these two battalions “developed more sickness
between them in a week than the whole of the
Tirst Brigade.” The numbers sick on August 12
and August 19 were respectively 90 and 93 for
the two battalions, and 93 and 107 for the four:
of the former totals 22 were left sick at Cairo,

There appears to have been some heartburning
as to the comparative health 6f fhe various British
battalions, so that the following offigjal statistics of
.sick during the time the eight were ‘together in the
field — Aungust 19 to September 2—may be inter-
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esting, TFirst Brigade: Warwicks, 64; Lincolns, 76;
Seaforths, 75; Camerons, 45,— lotnl, 260, Second
Brigade : Grenadier Cuards, 60; Northumberland
Fugiliers, 69; Lancashire Fusilicrs, 98 ; Rifle Brigade,
126,—total, 353.

Such statistics, to be profitable, must be considered
in the light of the circumstances of each case. For
ingtance, the Lincolus were the strongest battalion
in the field, so that their percenlage of sick would
be lower ihan it appears. The First Brigade had
received drafts of unseasoned men. The Seaforths
had come to the front direct from the unhealthy
ptation of Crete; the Rifles had recently served in
such fever hotheds as ITong-Kong and Singapore,
not to speak of Malta. The seasoning of troops, of
course, does not mean that men got better able to
bear a bad climate by living in it: quite the contrary.
Troops become seasoned to & climate by having the
weakly men weeded out, not by becoming better able
to bear it. The Tirst Brigade had undergone this
process during the spring and summer; the Second
has undergone it since the capture of Khartum-—the
Guards in London, the other three battalions in
Crete.

The essential point is, that on the day of hattler
the strength of the eight batfalions was go nearly
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equal that there is not very much to choose belween
them,

The description of the babtle of Omdurman should
be modified by the facl that, while the two attacks
on Macdonald’s brigade were not simultaneous, the
second was seen devcloping while the first was being
delivered ; so Lhat the necessity of instantly repelling
the first belore changing front io meet the second
adds to Macdonald’s difficulties and to his glory.
Lowis's brignde advanced against the tirst attack, thus
onsing Macdonald’s left and facilitating his task,



NOTE TO FIRST EDITION.

THE original intenlion was to print the concluding
chapters of this book from telegraphiec reports. In
consequence, however, of delays between Omdurman
and wire-head, of the greal interest attaching 1o the
events of September 2nd and the ensuing days, and
of the desirability of illustrating the account of the
hattle of Omdurman by plans, it has boen thought
better to delay the publication of this book a weck,
and produce the final chapters in a fuller form.

EDINDUBGH,
27th Septeinber 1898,
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WITH KITCHENER TO KHARTUM.

L

FAALFA TELLS ITS STORY.

To walk ronnd Wady Halfa is to rcad the whole
romance of the Sndan., This is the look-out whence
Egypt has strained her vision up-Nile to the vast,
silent, torrid, murderous desert land, which has been
in turn her neighbour, her vietim, all but her undoing,
and is now to be her trinmph again. On us English,
too, the Sudan has played its fafal witchery, and half
the tale of Halfa is our own as well as Egypt’s. On
its buildings and up and down its sandy, windy streets
we may trace all (he stages of the first conquest, the
loss, the bittor failures Lo recover, the slow recom-
moncement, the presage of final victory.

You can get the whole tale inte a walk of ten
minutes. First look at that big white building : it is

A
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the Egyptlian military hospital, and one of the largest,
solidest structures of IIalfa. In shape and stylo, you
will notice, it is not unlike a railway-stalion—and
that is just what it was meant to be. That was the
northern terminus of Ismail Pasha’s great railway to
Khartum, which was to have run up-river to Dongola
and Debbeh, and thence across the Bayuda, by Jakdul
and Abu Klea to Metemmeh, The scheme fell short,
like all Ismail's grandiose ambitions; Gordon stopped
it, and pail for his unforesight with his life, The
railway never renched the Third Cataract. The upper
part of it wag torn to pieces by the Dervishes, who
chopped the slecpers into firewood, and twisted the
telegraph-wizes to spear-heads ; the part nearer ITalfa
lay half-derelict for many yenars, till it was aroused nt
length to play ifs part in the later act of the tragedy
of the Sudan.

Now, twenty yards along the line—in this ceniral
patt of Halfa every street is also a railway—you see
a battered, broken.winded ongine, It was hore in
1884, That is one of the properties of the second act
~—the nerveless efforts to hold the Sudan when the
Mahdi began to rip it loose. For in the year 1881,
before we came to Egypt ab all, there had arisen a re-
ligious teacher, a native of Dongola, named Mohammed
Ahmed. The Sudan is the home of fanaticism: il
has always been called “the Land of the Dervishes,”
and no rising saint was more ascetic than the young
Dongolawi. He was o disciple of a holy man named
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Mohammed Sherif, and one day the master gave a feast
at which thore was dancing and singing. Such Iriv-
olity, said Mohammed Ahmed, was displeasing to
Allah; whereat the Sherif was angry, cursed him,
and cast him out. The disciple sprinkled ashes
on his head, put a yoke on his neck, and fell at his
maslers feet, nploring forgiveness. Again Moham-
med Sherif cursed him and cast him out.

Angered now himself, Mohammed Ahmed joined a
new teacher and becawe a straiter ascetic than ever.
The fame of his sanctity spread, and adherents flocked
to him. IIe saw that tho people of the Sudan, smart-
ing under extortion and opprossion, conld but too cosily
be roused against the Bgyptian Government : he risked
all, and proclaimed himseclf Bl Mahdi el Muntazer,
the Expected Guide, tho Mussulman Messiah, The
Governor - General at Xhartum sent two companies
to arrest him: the Mahdi's followers fell on thewm
unawares and destroyed them. More troops wore
sent; the Mahdists destroyed them: next came a
small army, and ngain the Mahdists destroyed it. The
barbarous tribesmen flocked to the Mahdi’s standard,
and in September 1882 he laid sicge to El Obeid, the
chief city of Kordofan. Ilis assault was beaten back
with great slaughter, but after five months’ siege the
town surrendered ; sack and massacre taught doubters
what they had to expect.

The Sudan doubled no longer: of a truth this was
the Mahdi, Ticks Pashe’s army eame down from the
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North only to swell the Mahdi’s triumph Lo immensity.
Unorganised, unwieldy, afraid, the Egyptians crawled
on towards El Obeid, harassed by an cnemy they
never saw. They saw them at last on November 4,
1883, at Shekan: the fight lasted a minute, and the
massacre spared only hundreds out of ten thousand,
The rest you know-— Gordon’s mission, the loss of
Berber, the siege of Khertum, the massacre of Baker’s
levies at El Teh, Graham’s expedition to Suakim, and
the hard-fought fights of the second Teb and Tamai,
Wolscley’s expedition wp the Nile, with Abu Klea and
the Gubar and Kirbekan, the second Suakim cam-
puign and MNeill's zariba. Nverybody knows these
stories, so gallani, so futile. I remember (hirtcen
and fourfeen years ago being enoimously proud and
joytul about Tamai and Abu Klea. I was very young
Read over the tale agnin now—the falteriug and the
folly and the failare—and you will feel that if Egypt
has Baker’s Teb and Hicks’s ruin to wipe out, Eng-
land was not so very far from suffering precisely the
same humiliations, And in the end we failed, with
what loss we gtill remember, and gave the Sudan
away. The second act is not a merry one.

The third was less tragic, but it was perhaps even
harder to play. We pass by a mud-walled quad-
rangle, which was once the artillery barracks ; through
the gateway you look across sand to the mud rais-
parts of Halfa. That is tho stamp of the days of
reorganisation, of relvenchment, of difficulties and
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discouragements, and unconquerable, undisappoinied
work, Those were the days when the Egyplian
army was in the making, when Halfa was the {rou-
tier fortress, There arc old barracks all over if,
where the young fighting force of Egypt uscd to sleep
half awake. The brown flanks of {lose hills beyond
the rifle-range, just a couple of miles or so desert-
wards, have seen Dervishes stealing up in broad day
and insolently slashing and stabbing in the main
slreets of the bazaor, Yet this time was not all un-
avouged insult: the long ycars helween 1885 and
1896 saw Egypt defended and its assailants smashed
to pieces. Little by little Egypt—DBritish Egypt now
—gained strenglh and new resolution,

Tour battles mark the stages from weskness and
abandonment to confidence and the resolutivn to re-
conguer. At Ginnis, on the last day but one of 1885,
come the first Anglo - Egyptian strategical victory.
The Mahdists had been tactically beaten before—well
Leaten; but the result had always been that we foll
back and they came on. After Ginuis, fought by the
British army of occupation, aided by a small number
of the new Igyptian army, we stood frmn, and the
Dervighes were washed back. There were men of
the Camecron Ilighlanders on the Atbara, who had
fought in that batile: it was not perhaps a very
great one, bul it was the first iime the enemy had
been brought to a standstill, Ho retired behind the
Third Cataract.
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Then followed three years of raid and counter-raid.
Chermside cut up their advance-guard atl Sarras; they
caplured the fort of Khor Musa, and Machell Bey of
the 13th Sudanese drove them out within twelve
hours, On the Suakim side the present Sirdar made
head against Osman Digna with what irregulars and
friendlies he conld get together. Then in 1888 Osman
waxed insolent and threw up trenches against Suakim,
Tt becawo a regular siege, and Dervish shells fell into
the town, But on December 20 Sir Francis Grenfell,
the Sirdar, came down and attacked the trenches at
the baltle of Gomaizeh, and Osman fell back shat-
tered: pever agsip did he come so near his soul's
ambition.

Meanwhile Wad-en-Nejumi-—the great Euwir, the
conqueror of Hicks and the captor of Khartum—had
hung on the southern frontior, gathering strength for
his attack on Egypt. Tle come in 1889, skirting
Halfa in the western desert, striking for o point in
Egypt proper above Assuan. His Emirs got out of
hand and lried to get to the Nile; in a hard day’s
tussle at Argin, Colonel Wodehouse and the Halfa
garrison threw him hback into the desert again. Ne-
jumi pushed on southward, certain of death, certain of
Paradise. At Toski Grenfell brought Lim to baitle
with the flower of the Egyplian army. At the end of
the day Nejumi was dead and his army was beginning

to die of thirst in the desert, Egypt has nover been
attackod since.
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Finally, in 1891 Colonel 1lolled - Smith marched
against Osman Digna’s base outside Suakim, the oasis
of Tokat. The Dervishes sprang upon him al Afafit,
but the days of smyprise and panic wero over., They
were rolled back and shaliered to pieccs; their base
was oceupied ; and Suakim as well as Halfa had peace.
Now all ground was finally maintained, and all was
vipe for atlack again, England heard little of this
third act; but for all that, unadvertised, hard-work-
ing, it was the turning-point of the whole drawma.

And now we lhave come to the locomotive-sheds
and the (tting-shops, the boiler-houses and the store-
rooms; we are back in the present again, and the
Halfa of to-day is the Egypt of to-day., Illalfa has
left off being a fortress and a garrison; to-day it is
all workshop and railway terminus. To-day it makes
war not with bayonets, but with rivets and spindle-
glands, Railways run along every dusty street, and
trains and trucks clank up and down till Halfa looks
for all the world like Chicago in a turban, In chains,
too, for to Halfa come all the worst villains of Egypt.
You must know that, till the other day, no Egyptian
conld be hanged for murder cxeept on the evidence of
eyewitnesscs—just the people whom most murderers
try fo avoid. So the rails and sleepers are slung
ashore o the jingle of ankle-chains; and after a
day in Halfa it startles you in no way to hear thal
the black foreman of the engine-shop did his five
murders, and that, nevertheless, he is a most intelli.
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gent, industrious, and harinless crealure, On the con-
irary, you find it admirable that Bgypt's ruffians are
doing Egypt’s work.

Halfa clangs Irom morning (il nighl with rails
Jassoed and drawn up a sloping pair of their fellows
by many convicls on to trucks; it thuds with sleepers
and boxes of bully-beef dumped on to the shore. As
you come home from dinner you stumble over strange
rails, and sudden engine-lamps flash in your face, and
warning whistles scream in your cars. As you lie
at night you lear the plug-plug of the goods engine,
nearer and nearer, till it sounds as if it must be
walking in al yoanr tenl door. TFrom the shops of
Halfa the untamed Sudan is being tamed at last. It
is the new sysicm, the modern sysiemn ~—mind and
mechanics beating muselo and shovel-head spear. It
takes up and digests all the past: the bits of Ismail’s
railway came into the Dongola line; the engine of
Wolseley’s time has been rebuilt, and is running
again; the artillery barracks are a storc for all things
perlaining to cngines. They came together for the
fourth act—the annihilating surprise of Furkeh, the
masterly passage of Hafir, the occupation of Dungola
and Merawi, the swift march and sharp storm of Abu
Hamed, the swoop on Berber. They were all coming
together now for the victorious end, ready to enler
for the fifth act and the final curtain on Khartum,

But that is not all Halfa, and it is not all the
Sudan, Looking at it hence from its threshold, the
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Sudan seoms lke a strong and swift wild benst,
which many huntors have pursned, none subdued.
The Sudan is a man-eater—red-gorged, but still
insatiable, Turn your pony’s head and canter out
a mile; we are at the cemetery. No need to dis-
mount, or even to read the names—see merely how
full it is. Each white cross is an Englishman de-
voured by the Sudan, Go and hear the old inhabi-
tanlg talk—the men who Liave contrived to live year
in, year out, in the Sudan, in splitting sun and red-
hot sand. You will notice it best with the men who
are less trained to take a pull on their sentiment than
are British officers—with the engineer corporals and
the foreman mechanics, and all the other plain,
cfficient Englishmen who are at work on Halfa.
Their talk is half of tho chances of action, and the
other half of their friends that have died.

“Poor Bill, ’e died in the desert surveying to Habu
"Amed. Yes, 'e’s 'ere in the cemetery, No; there
wasn't any white man there at the time.”

“Ah, yes; he was a good fellow, and so was poor
Captain DBlank; a real nice man, he was now; no
better in all the Egyptian army, sir, and I tell you
that's saying a good deal, thut is. Fought, too,
against il; he was engnged to a girl at home, you
know, sir, and he wouldn’t give up. I nursed him
till the doctor come, and then till the end. Didn’t
you see him when you was out at the cemetery ; he's
next to poor Dash #”
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“Ah, yes,” says tho third; “don’t you remember
that night out at Murat—poor Ilank, and poor Dash,
and poor Tertius, and you, and me. Five we were,
and uow there’s only us two left. Dear, yos; and I
slept in Tertiug’s bed the night before he ook it; he
was gone and buried forty-eight—no, thirty-six, it
wag—thirty -six hours later. Al, yes; he was a
good follow, too. The way those niggers cried!”

Yes; il is a wurderous devil, the Sudan, and we
have watered il with more of our blood than il will
ever yield to pay for. The man-eater is very grim,
and he is not sated yet. Only this time he was o be
conguercd at last,
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THE EGYPTIAN ARMY.

Tow Anglo-Beyptinn army is nol guite sixteen years
old, The old Turco-Egyptian aruny was knocked to
pieces by Lord Wolseley ai Tel-el-Kebir, and the
Mahdi ground the fragments to powder. Out of
the nothing which remained sixteen years of DBritish
leadership have sufficed to build up an army capable
of fighting foot for foot with the vietors of Tel-el-
Kebir, and accustomed to see the backs of the con-
querors of ITicks and DBaker and Gordon.

Sixteen ycars of active service have scen a great
increase on the eight battalions which were Sir Evelyn
Wood's original command, To-day the Egyptian army
numbers nineteen battalions of infantry, ten squadrons
of cavalry, one horse and [our field batteries, and
Maxims, a camel corps of eight companies, and the
usnal non-combatant services. Lord Dufferin limited
the originel army to 6000 men, with 25 white offi~
cers; to-day it counts Lhree times that number with
over 140,
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The army is of course raised by conscription. Dut
probably the conscription sits less heavily on Egypl
than on any country in the world. Oub of ten
millions it takes—counting the railway battelions—
under 20,000 men,—that is fo say, one out of every
600 of population; whereas Germany takes 1 in 89,
and France 1in 66. That is only on the peace-footing,
moreover ; Egypt has been at war ever since tho birth
of the new army ; no conscriptive nation ever carried
war so lightly. On the other hand, the Egyplian
goldier is called on to serve six years with the colours
and nine in the reserve or tho police. The small
proportion of men taken enables the War Office to
pick and choose; so that in point of physique also the
Egyplian army could probably give weight to any
in the world. And not only is it the smallest of con-
scriptive armies—il is also the best paid. The fellah
receives a pisstre (2}d.) a-day—a magnificent salary,
equal to what he would usually be making in full
work in his native village.

Even these figures do not do justice to tho easy con-
ditions on which Egypt supports her army. TFor of
the eightecn battalions of infantry, six—9th to 14th—
are Sudanese blacks. The material of these is not
drawn from Egypt proper, nor, properly speaking, by
conscription, The black is liable to be enlisted wher-
ever he is found, as such, in virlue of his race; and he
is enlisted for life. Such a law would be a terrible
tyranny for the fellah : in the estimation of the black
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it only gives comfort and sccurity in tho natural voea-
tion of every man worth calling such—war. Many
of the black soldiers have fought againsl us in the
past, with the same energy and enjoyment as they
now exhibit in our service. After each victory the
moro desirable of the prisoners and deserters are
enlisted, Lo their great content, in one black battalion
or another, Every morning I had seen them on the
range at Ilalfa—the British sergeant-instructor Leach-
ing the ex-Dervishes lo shool, When the recruit
mado & bull—which he did surprisingly often—the
white sergennt, standing beohind him with a paper,
eried, “ Quadss kitir "—* Very good.” When he made
a fool of himself, the black sergeant trod on him as he
lay {lat ou his Delly: he accepted prnise and reproof
with equal satisfaction, as part of his new game of
diseiplined war, The black is a perennial schoolboy,
without the schooling.

The black soldier is nol adapted to garrison life.
They brought a battalion down to Cairo once; bul the
soldiers insisted on driving about all day in carriages
and then beat the driver when he asked for his fare.
Ever since then the Sudanese batielions have been
kept on the frontier—either up the Nile or on the
Suakim side, wherever there has been fighting to do.
Heving neither knowledge of civilised enjoyments
nor desire for them, they are very happy. Their pay
is, properly, higher than that of the fellahin—14s. a-
month to begin with and 34d. a-day allowance lor the
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wife and family of such as are allowed to marry., The
allowance is given generously, for woman is to the
black soldier a necessary of life. On a campaign he
mmnst, of course, leave his wife aud children behind:
there is o large village of them just above Assuan,
Dut since their timo, I am afraid, as the frontier has
ever advanced up-river, the inconstant warrior has
formed fresh ties; and now at Ilalta, at Dongola, at
Berber, the path of victory is milestoned with expee-
tant wives and children,

Tt is not 8o abandoned as it sounds, for the Sudan-
ese are born of polygamy, and ib would be unreason-
able to expect them not to live in it. Iore is a
typical case. One day a particularly smart soldict
came and desired to speak with his commanding
officer.

*T wish to marry, O thon Bey,” he said.

“ But aren’t you married 7”

“Yes; but my wile iz 0ld and has no child, and I
desire a child. I wish therefore o marry the sister of
Sergeant Mohammed Ali, and he also is willing.”

“Then you want to send away your present wife?”

“0 no, Excellency. My wife cooks very well,
and I want her to cook my rations. She also is
willing,”

So, everybody being willing, the second marriage
took place. Mohammed Ali's sister duly bore a son,
and the first wife cooked for the whole family, and
they all lived happy ever aflerwards.



EGYPTIAN CAVALRY. 15

Tach infantry battalion, black and Egyptian alike,
is divided into six companies, which parade between
100 and 120 strong; a battalion thus counts roughly,
with band and bearer parties, from 650 to 750 rifles.
The normal strength of a battalion is 759, The
uniform is much the same for all arms-—brown
jersey, sand-coloured trousers, and dark-blue putties.
Over the larbush the Egyptians have a cover which
hangs down behind over the nape of the neck: the
blacks need no such protection from their native
sun, and do with plaited-straw round the tarbush,
bearing a badge whose colour varies with the various
battalions. The infantry rifle is the Martini.

The cavalry aro all Hgyplians, recruiled mostly
from the Fayum oasis: a black can never be made to
understand that a horse needs to be groomed and fod.
The horses are stout, hardy beasts of 13 hands or so:
they get through an amazing amount of work, and so
do the men, though they are a little heavy in the
saddle. The strength of a squadron is about 100; the
front rank, as in all civilised armies, carry lanco as
well as sabre and Martini carbine. Seven of tho
squadron leaders are Englishmen,

Two balteries of field-axtillery are armed with new
Maxim-Nordenfeldt quick-firing 9-pounders, or 18-
pounders with a double shell—handy little ereaturcs
which a couple of mules draw easily. The horse-
battery has 12-pounder Krupps, the rest 9-pounders.
Each battery has a white commander: all the men
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are Fgyplians, and their physical strength and teach~
ableness make them almost idcal gunners,

The camel corps is some 800 strong——half black,
half fellah. They use the mounted-infaniry saddle,
sitting astride, and carry Martini and bayonet. There
are five white officers.

Of the fellah battalions some are officered by
Englishmen, some not. The former are 1st to 4th
and 16th to 18th; 5th to 8th are officered entirely
by natives. Until this campaign the normal number
ol white officers has been three to an Egyplian and
four to a Sudaneso battalion: the latter require more
holding, nud also usually see more fighting, than the
former. Most of them were one or even lwo short.
But for this campaign—the final campaign, the climax
for which the Anglo-Egyplian army has existed and
diudged sixtcen years—ihe number of Dritish officers
had been raised to four in some battalions for the
fellahin and five for the blacks. There has been com-
plaining, both in Egypt and at home, that the propor-
tion of British to Egyplian officers seems to grow
greater, whereas in theory it ought to grow less;
but the objection 18 political rather than military.
Many good judges would like to see a fow black bat-
talions officered right through by white men, like our
West India Regiment. There is no better regimental
officer than the Englishman ; there is no better natural
fighter than the Sudesnese: there would hardly be a
likelier foree in the world.
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The nalive officers are largoly of Turkish, Circas-
sian, or Albanian race, with the gualities and defects
of their blood; their standard of professional attoin-
ment and duly is higher than that of the Turkish
army, their courage in action no lower. Native Egyp-
tians have lurnished the army with oue or two con-
spicuously usecful officers. There is also a certain
proportion of black captains and subalierns among
the Sudanese: they are keen, work well with the
Dritish, and, of course, are ulterly fearless; but, as a
rule, lack of education keeps them out of the higher
grades,

Tinally, we must not forgel Seryeant Whatsisname,
as with grateful appreciation of fame at Mr Kipling’s
hands he is proud to call himsell. Tach batialion has
as instructor a British non-commissioned officer: he
drills it, teaches it to shoot, makes soldicys of it,
Perhaps there is no body of men in the world who
do more unalloyed anr unlimited eredib Lo their coun-
try than the colour-sergeants and sergeants with the
Egyptian army. In many ways their posilion is a
very difficult one, 'Techuieally they are subordinate
to all native officers down to the latest-joined sub.
lieutenant. The slacker sort of native officer resents
the presence of these keenly military subordinates,
and does his best Lo make them uncomfortable. But
the white sergeant knows how not to see unpleasant-
ness till it is absolulely unavoidable; then he knows
how to go quietly to his colonel and assert his posi-

B
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tion withont publicly humiliating his superior. When
you hoar thal the sergeant-iusiruciors are highly
endowed with lact, you will guess that in the virtues
that come more naturally to the British sergeant they
shine exceedingly. Their passionate devolion to duty
rises 1o & daily heroism. Living year in, year out, in
o climate very hard upon Europeans, they are natur-
ally unable to palliate it with the comparative luxuries
of the officer; though it must be said that the con-
pideration of the officer for his non-commissioned
comrade is one of the kindliest of all the many kindly
touches with which the Dritish-Egyptian softens pri-
vation and war, Dut the white officer rides and iho
white sergeant marches, “Where a nigger can go, I
can go,” he says, and iramps on through the sun.
Early in the year one of thom marched with the 4ih
every step of the road from Suakim—the only white
man who ever did it. In action the white sergeant
has no particular place or duties, so he charges ahead
of the first line. At Halfa, training the reeruits, he
has no officer sel over him, and can do pretty well
what he likes; so he slands five hours in the sun
before breakfast with his men on the range. He
must needs be a keen soldier or he would not have
volunteered for his post, and a good one, or he would
not have got it. But on the top of this he is also
essentially a fine man. Stiffened by marches and
fights and cholera camps, broadencd by contact with
things now and strange, polished by a closer associa-
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tion with his officers than the service allows at home,
elovated by responsibility cheerfully wndortaken and
honourably sustained,— he is a mirror of soldicrly
virtue.

The position of the Dritish officor is as assured
a8 that of the sergeant is ambignous. No Dritish
regimental officer lakes lower rank than major
(Bimbesht) ; nono has any superior native officer in
his own corps. The licutenant-colonel (Kaimakam)
commanding each batialion is usually a caplain or
major in the Brilish army, and the Bimbashis nsually
subalterns : so many of bhoth ranks, however, have
earned brevets or heen promoted, thal in {alking of
officers in the Tgyptian army it will be simplest to
call a hattalion commander Bey, which is the courtesy
title Ly which he is usnally addressed, aud his British
subordinate Bimbashi.

To take a man from the command of a company
and pul him to command a battalion is a hig jump;
but with the Dritish officers in Hgypt the experiment
has richly justified itself, The Tgyplian army is an
army of young men, The Sirdar is forty-cight years
old ; General Hunter was a major-gencral before lLe
was forty. The whole army has only one combatant
officer over fifty. Through the Dongola campaign
majors commanded brigades and captains baitalions;
at Abu Hamed, last year, a subaltern of twenty-eight
led his regiment in action. With men cither rash or
timid such sudden promotion might he dangerous;
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but the officers of the Egyptian army are ai the
same time unafraid of responsibility and equal to it.
Their professional success has been very groat—some
whisper, too great. “Afler Tel-el-Kebir,” said a
captain in the British brigade, “one of our officers
came to me and talked of joining the Egyptian army.
‘For God’s sake, don’t; T said; ‘don't: you'll spend
your life thrashing fellahin into action with a stick.’
Now, here am I commending a company, and a man
who was under me in the Kandshar show is com-
manding a brigade.” Certainly the Egyptian officers
may have passed over men as good as they ; but their
Iuck has lain solely in gotting tho chance to show their
merit.

For alter all the fact remains, that while the British
campaigns in the Sudan are a long story of failnre
brightened only by stoul fighting, the Egyptian
campaigns have been n consistent record of success.
With inferior material, at a tithe of the expense, they
have worn their ecnemy down by sheer patience and
pluck and knowledge of their business. Tn the old days
campaigns were given up for want of transport; now
rations are as certain in Khartum as in Caire, In the
old days we used to be surprised and to fight in square;
now we surprise the enemy and attack in line. In
quite plain language, what Gordon and Wolseley failed
to do the Sirdar has done. The credit is not all his :
part must go to Sir Evelyn Wood and Sir Francis
Grenfcll his predecessors, and to the whole body of
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officers in due proportion. They bave paid for their
promotion with years on the frontier—yecars of sweal
and sandstorm by day, of shivering and alarms by
night, of banishment always; above all, they have
richly earned it by success. Now that the long
struggle is crowned with victory, we may look back
on those fourteen indomitable years as one of the
highest achievemenis of our race,
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THE 8.M.R.

Wares is nearly four hundred miles frown the
Atbara; yet it was the decisive point of the campaign,
For in IInlfa was beiug forged the deadliost weapon
that Dritain has ever used against Mahdism — the
Sudan Military Railway, In the oxistence of 1he
railway lay all the difference betweon the extempore,
amaleur scrambles of Wolseley's campaign and the
machine-like precision of Kitchener's. ‘When civilisa-
tion fights with barbarism it must fight with civilised
weapons ; for with his own arts on his own ground
the barbarien is almost certain to be the hetter man.
To go inlo the Sudan withoub complete transporl and
certein communications is as near madness as to go
with spears and shields. Time has been on the
Sirdar's side, whercas it was dead against Lord
‘Wolseley ; and of that, as of every point in his game,
the Sirdar has known how to ensure the full advantage.
There was fine marching and fino fighting in the
campaign of the Atbara: the campaign would have
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failed without them ; but without the railway there
could never have been any campaign at all. The
battle of the Atbara was won in the workshops of
Wady Halfa,

Everybody knew that a railway from Halfa across the
desert to Abu Hamed was an impossibility—until the
Sirdar turned it into a fact. It was characteristic of
the Sirdar's daring—daring based on complete know-
ledge and just confidence in himsell and his instru-
ments ; but to the uninformed it seems mad reckless-
ness—that he actually launched his rails and sleepers
into the waterless desert, while the other end of tho line
was still held by the enemy. Water was bored for,and,
at the third attempt, found, which lightened the task ;
but the engineers are convinced that, water or no water,
the Sirdar’s ingenuity and determination would have
carried the enterprise through, Long before the linc
was due to arrive Abu Hamed had fallen: before the
end of 1897 the line touched the Nile again at that
point, 284 miles from Halfa, and the journey to Ber-
ber took a day instead of weeks.

There was no pause at Abn Hamed ; work was begun
inmediately on the 149-mile stretch to the Athara,
At the beginning of the year, when the rumours of
Mahmud’s advance began to harden into credibility
and the British regiments were started up the river,
rail-hcad was some twenty miles south of Abu
Hamed. The object, of course, was to push it on
south of the series of rapids ending at Geneineteh,
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gome btwenty-odd miles short of Derber, which are
called the Fifth Caturact. On the [alling river camel
portage had to be used round the broken water, which
was a serious difliculty in the way of the transport.
A second object in hurrying on the work was to get
the sections of ilie three new guuboats to the same
point south of the cataract, wherce they could be put
together ready for Lhe final advance.

I{ was a heavy strain, for the railway had not only
to carry up supplies and stores: it had also to carry
tlie materials for its own extension. There is no
wood for sleepers bebtween Abu Hamed and the
Atbara, much less any possibility of providing rails.
So that all day long you henrd the wailing lils, with-
out which no Aiwab can work in time; all day at
intervals the long material train pulled out from the
beach-siding piled up with rails and sleepers, paused
awhile at the bauk of sand which is the platform of
the northemn tetwinusg, end in due time pulled off
gsouthward Lill il was losl, awmong the desert sand-
hills.

It was a heavy haudicap thal an infont railway
should be asked for double work, but that was only
the beginning of the difficulty. The S.M.L., like every
thing clse in Egypt, wust be worked on the cheap.
There is no trouble aboui the labour—tihe Railway
Battalions supply that. The Railway Dattalions are
raised by conscription, only instead of fighting with
Martini and bayonet the conscripts fight with shovel
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and pick. I have heard it called the Corvée in an-
other form: so, if you like, il is, Dul it is no more
Corvéds than the work of sappers in any Europcan
army. The fellah has to shovel for his country in-
stead of fighting for it, and he would much rather.
It is wor service which happens to retain a permanont
value when war is over; so much the better for
gveryhody.

But il navvy labour is abundant and cheap and
efficient, everylthing else is scarce and cheap and
nasty. English firemen and drivers are hard to get,
and Italian mechanics are laxgely employed—so much
80, that the Director of Railways hay found it worth
while to spare a café for them oul of his ecramped
elbow-room. As for native mechanics, there are
branches of work in which they are hopeless. As
fitters they ave o direct temptation to suicide, for the
Arab mind can never be brought to sce that a tenth
of an inch more or less can possibly matller to any-
body, “Alalesh,” he says, “it doesn’t malter; shove
it in” And then the engine breaks down,

As for engines and rolling-stock the S.M.R. must
make the best of whal it can get. Half-a-dozen new
engines of HEnglish breed there were when I gol to
Halfa—fine, glossy, upstanding, clean-limbed, power-
ful creatures; and it was a joy to watch the marvelling
black sentry lockiug up to one of them in adoration
and then warily round lest anybody should seek to
steal it. There were others ordered, bul—miracle of
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national lunacy !l—the engincering slrike intervened,
and the orders had to go to Baldwin’s of Philadelphia.
For the rest the staff had to mend up anything they
found about. Old engines from Ismail’s abortive rail-
way, old engines from Natal, from the Cape, broken
and derelict, had to be patched up with any kind of
possible fittings retrieved and adapted from the scrap-
heap. 0Odd parts were picked up in the sand and
fitted into their places again: if they were useless
they were promplly turned into something else and
made useful. There are a couple of Ismail’s boilers in
use now which were found lying miles away in the
desert and rolled in by lever and hand. In the
engine-shed you see rusty embryos of engines that
are being tinkered together with bits of rubbish col-
lected from everywhere. And still they move,

Who moves them? 1t is part of the Sirdar’s luck
—that luck which goes with genius—ihal he always
gets the best conceivable subordinates. Conceive a
blend of French audacily of imagination, American
ingenuity, and British doggedness in execution, and
you will have the idesl qualilies for such a work.
The Director of Railways, Bimbashi Girouard, is a
Canadian, presumably of French derivation. In early
life he built a section of the Canadian Pacific. He
came out to Egypt for the Dongola campaign—one of
three subalterns specially chosen from the Railway
Department of the Royal Engineers. The Sudan
killed the other two out of hand, but Bimbashi
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Girouard goes on building and running his railways.
The Dongola line runs as for ns Kerma, above the
Third Cataract. The Desert Line must wait at the
Atbara for a bridge before it can be extended to Khar-
tum, But already here is something over five hundred
miles of rail laid in a savage desert—a record to make
the repulation of any engineer in the world, standing
to the credit of a subaltern of sappers. The Egyptian
army is a trinmph of youth on every side, but in none
is it moro signal than in the case of the Director of
Railways, He never loses his head nor forgets his
own mind : he is credited with being the one man in
the Tgyplian army who is unaffectedly unafraid of
the Sirdar.

Having finished the 8.M.R. to the Atbara, Bimbashi
Girouard accepted the post of Director-General of all
the Egyplian railways. There will be plenty of scope
for him in the post, and it will not be wasted. Dut
just reflect again on this crowning wonder of Dritish
Egypt—a subaltern with all but Cabinel rank and
£2000 a-year!

‘When the lime came to go up by the desert line an
engine, two frucks, and a fatigne-party called at the
door for our baggage: that is the advantage of a rail-
way-traffic managed by subalterns, We had the luck
to get berths in the big saloon. It is built on the Indian
plan—ifour beds in one compartment, eight in the other,
plenty of room on the floor, and shutlers everywhere
to koep out the sand, The train looked as if the other



28 THE BMR,

end of it must be al Abu Ilamed alrcady—a vista
of rails, sleepers, boxes, camels, and soldiers, and two
turkeys, the property of a voluptuous Brigadier, bub-
bling with indignation through tho darkness. How-
ever she ran out smoothly enough towards midnight.
Wo slept peacefully, four of us-—the other made
night hideous with kicks, and exhoriations to vision-
ary soldiers 1o fire low—and in the morning woke up
rather less than a hundred miles on our way. DBut
then the first hundred miles is all up-hill, though the
gradient is nowhere difficult. The {rain ran beauti-
fully, for while tho suiface sand is very easy to work
it has o firm bottom, and the rails do not sctile. All
day we rumbled on prosperously, with no mischance
wore serious thon a broken rail, and we crawled salely
over Lhal.

Ialf the day wo read and hall the day we played
cards, and when it grew dark we sang, for all the world
like Thomas Atkins. Every now and then we varied the
monolony with a wmeal; the train stopped frequently,
and even when it did nol the pace was slow enough
for an agile butler Lo serve lunch by jumping off his
truck and climbing on to the saloon foot-board. The
scenery, it musl be owned, was monotouous, and yet
not without haunting beanty. Mile on mile, hour on
hour, we glided through sheer desert. Yellow sand to
right and left—now strelching away endlessly, now
a valley between small broken hills, Sometimes the
hills sloped away from us, then they closed in again,
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Now they wore diaphanous blue on the horizon,
now sofl purple as wo ran under their flanks, lut
always they were steeped through and through with
sun — hazy, immobile, silent. It looked like a part
of the world quile new, with none of the bloom
rubbed off. Tt seemed almost profanity that I should
be intruding on the sanctity of the primne,

But 1 was not the first intruder. Straight, firm,
and purposeful ran the rails. Now they split into a
double line: here was another train waiting—a string
of empty trucks—and also a tent, a little hut made of
slecper baulks, a tank, points, and a board with the
ingeription “ No. 5.” This was a station—a wayside
station. Dul No, 6 is a Swindon of the desert.
Every train stops there half-an-hour or more io fill
up with water, for thore is a great trifoliate well
there. Also the train changes drivers. And here, a
hnndred miles into the heart of the Nubian desert,
two years ago a sanctuary of iuviolato silence, where
no blade of green over sprang, where, possibly, no
foot trod since the birth of the world, hore is a little
colony of Diilish engine-drivers. They have a little
resl-house shanty of board and galvanised iron ; thero
are pictures from the illusirated papers on the walls,
and a pup al the door. There they swelter and
smoke and spit and look out at the winking rails and
the red-hot sand, and wait till their turn comes to
take tho train. They don't love the life—who would?
—but they stick to it like Britons, and take the trains
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out and homo. They, too, are not the meanest of the
conquerors of the Sudan,

Towaxds dusk mimosa bushes, dotted park-wise over
{he sand, began to rise up on both sides of us, then
palms; soon we were in a thickish serub. The air
cooled and moistencd from death to life: we were
back again on the Nile, at Abu ITamed. Thercafter
wo slept peacefully again, and awoke in the midst
of o large camp of white tents. They unhooked the
saloon, but the train ciawled on, disgorging raily and
sleepers, till it came to a place where a swarm of
fellahin were shovelling up sand round the last metals,
The naked embankment ran straight and purposeful
ag ever, so far as you could see. Small in the dis-
tance was a white man with a spirit-level,
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TIIE CORRESPONDENTS PROGRESS.

I sAT on a box of tinned beef, whisky, and otber
delieacies, dumped down on a slope of loose sand.
Round me lay another similar case, a tent, bed, and
hath, all collapsible and duly collapsed info a brown
canvas jacket, two brown canvas bags coninining
saddlery, towels, and table-linen, a chair and a table
lashed together, a wash-hand basin with shaving
tackle concealed inside its green canvas cover, a
brown bag with some clothes in it, a shining tin
canteen, a cracking lunch-baskel, a driving-coat, and
a hunting-crop. On one side of me rose the em-
bankment of the main line to Berber; fifty yards
on it ended suddenly in the sand, and & swarm of
Arabs were shovelling up more of it for their lives,
On the other side of me, dotached, empty, quite alone,
stood the saloon which brought me from Halfa. It
was going back again to-night, and then I should
be quite loose and outcast in the smiling Sudan.

T sal and meditated on the full significance of the
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simple military phrase, “line of communications,” It
is the great discovery of the Sirdar that he has re-
cognised that in the Suden the communications are
the essence and heart of tho whole problem. And
now I recognised it too,

It was & long, long story already. 1 was now just
at the threshold of what was regarded officially as the
difficult part of the 1150 odd miles betwecen Cairo and
the front ; I was still seventy miles or so from Berber
—and my problem, instead of jusl beginning, appsared
just on the point of an abrupt and humiliating finish.
The original question was how I was to get wnyself
and my belongings to the front; the threatened solu-
tion was that I should got there, if at all, on my feet,
and that my belongings would serve to blaze the track
tor anybody desperate enough to tollow.

I aw not an old campuigner. The old campaiguer,
as you kuow, starts out with the clothes he stands
up in and o tin-opener. The young eanpaigner pro-
vides the chauge of linen and ting for the old cam-
peigner to open. 8o in Cairo I boughl everything
I could think of as likely to palliate a surmmer in
the Sudan, I wore out my patience and my legs a
whole week in drapers' shops, and saddlers’ shops, and
apothecaries’ shops, and tobacconists’ shops, and tin-
and-bottle shops, and general shops. I bought two
horses and two nigger boys—one to look after the
horses and ono to look after me. One of them I
bought through Cook, as one takes a railway-ticket ;
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the other suddenly deshed at me in the street with
s bundle of testimonials unanimously stating that
he could cook more or less, and clean things if he
were shown how. Both wore tarbushes and striped
nightgowns, and nothing else visible, which was
natural; though afterwards they emerged in all kinds
of gorgeousness, 'What was inconvenient was thab
they neilher of them understood any language I could
talk, that they both had the same name, and that I
could not for the life of me remember what it was.
However, one was black with red eyes, and the other
yollow with white; and it was something to know
themn apart. The black-and-red one originally alleged
that he counld talk English, It was true that he could
understand a dozen words of that lingo if pronounced
sloppily enough and put ungrammatically together.
But when it came to his furn he could say “Ves,
gir,” and then followed it up with an inarticulate
burble more like the sound of a distant railway train
thean any known form of human speech.

Anyhow, I started. I started with the propertics
above named and six packages besides. Some went
with me on the tourist boat; others went by rail or
post boat, or Government barge, to await me; others
stayed behind to follow me. I got to Assuan, and
there a new trial awaited mo, I had no ecamels, and
it would be absurd to go to the Sudan without camels.
Now I knew nothing at all of the points of a camel,
nor of ifs market price, nor what it eats, nor could I

0



34 TIIR CORRESEONDENT'S IROGERESS,

ride it. Tlowever, camels had to be bought, and I
borrowed an intorproter, and went out to tho Bisharin
village outside Assuan and bought some. The in-
terpreter said he knew all about camels, and that
they were worth £27 a pair.

First, though, they had to be tried. The Bisharin
were all standing about grouped round little heaps of
dry, crucked reud, which it took a moment’s consider-
abion to recognise as ibeir houses, Their costume
consisted mainly of their hair—in little tight plaits
tumbling overy way over their heads; thoy have it
done thus in infancy, and never take it out of curl:
it looks like the inside hair of a horse’s tail, where
the brush can’t got st it. They all talked at the
same time, and gesticulated furiously.

The first Dishari was a wizened old man, with
a wisp or two of grey beard, a black shawl, and
o large expause of chest, back, arm, and leg, of
8 delicate plum-colour. 'With horrible noises he
pulled his camel down on io ils knees, The cameal
made still more horrible noises; it growled, and
screeched, and snarled, and brayed, and gurgled oul
big pink bladders from its inside, Then the old man
tied a pad of sackeloth on to the beast’s hump by way
of saddle, seized the halter, and leaped on sideways;
the camel unfolded its legs joint by joint and leaped
forward. The old man whacked with a will, the
camel bounded up and down, the old man hounced
in his saddle like an india-rubber ball, his shawl
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flapped out like wings, till all his body was native
plum-colour, Then, suddenly, ithe camel gathered
itself together and soared aloft—and the next thing
was the okl man flying up to heaven, slowly turning
over, and slowly, then quickly, thudding to carth.
Everyhody roared with lauglier, including the vietim;
red was flowing fast over the plum-colour arm, but he
didw’t notice it. I bought that camel on the spol—to
carry five hundredweight of baggage, not me.

There was one other cropper before the Lrials were
over, and two of the camcls eantered and galloped
round the mud warren in a way that made me
tremble, However, I trusted to Inck ngainst the
time when I might have to ride any of them, and
bought with a light heart. T also bought two eamecl-
rmaen—a black, apparently answering lo the name of
Jujube, and a yellow, who asserted he was my groown's
Lrother. The latter produced, with great pride, a
writlen testhuonial: it was from a Dritish officer, to
the effeet that he had discharged the bearer, and
would the Director of Transport kindly send him
home. Tut I chanced that too; and now, with the
exception of the few necessaries thal were following
me—and presumably are still—I was ready to mareh
on Khartum,

And now came in the question of the lines of com-
munication. T wont to the comxmandani of Assuan;
could he kindly send up my horses by steamer? Yos,
certainly, when there was a steamer Lo send them by.
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But steamers were few and much in reguest for
railway stores and supplies, IL was a question of
waiting till there should appear military horses to go
up river. Mine must go and stand in the camp
meanwhile, Hurrah! said I; never mind aboul a
few days: that was one load off my mind, So I
hauled the horses out of the stable, and gave the syce
some money, and o letler to say who he was, and
peacelully left bim io shifi,

Camels, being straggling and unportable beasts,
could not go by boat; so I gave their attendants
also money, and told them to walk to Halfa. Then
I went to Halfa myself, and waited,

At Halfa, knowing ils name so wel}, T had expected
to find a hotel. So there was one—the “Hotel des
Vayagenrs "—staring the landing-stage in the face.
But it way a Greek hostelry, very small, o mile from
the military post of Halfa, and at this stage I had a
mind above Greek hotels. So I went to Walker &
Co., the universal provider of Halfa. There was no
immediate accommodation for correspondents. So I
pitched my tent & little disconsolately in the com-
pound, and sat down to wait until there was.
Presently there was a room, and in that I set down
to wait for the camels, Onc day their attendant
grinned in, and shook hands with me; the camels
were accommodated with a bunk apiece in the garden,
and I sat down again to wait for the horses. I waited
mony days and then wired; the commandant wired
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back, “ Your horses cannot go by steamer at present.”
When was “at present” going to end? So next I
wired to Cook’s agent to send them by road; he
replied that they had started four days before, So
far, so good. I sat down to wait some more,

Only two days before they might be expected, on
Maxrch 1, came the news that the British brigade
had gone up to Berber, and that correspondents might
ga too.

ITurrah again! Only when, how? O, you can
go to-morrow in the saloon, of course, Lo rail-head.
And beyond? Well, beyond you must take your
chance. Can camels go by train? It was hardly
likely. Horses? Not at present—and—well—you
had better go very light.

Clearly everything that was mine must take its
chance too. I started the camels to walk across the
desert—two hundred and thirty-four miles from Nile
to Nile again—and told them to be quick about it
Of course they could never have done it, but that
the traffic- manager kindly gave them authority to
drink some of the engines’ water on the way. I left
orders to the horses to do the same; left all my
heaviest goods lying about on the bank of the Nile;
definitely gave up all hope of the things that were
supposed to be coming up after me; started, and
arrived in the early morning of March 3.

Now came the time to take my chance. And here,
sure enough, comes a chocolate Arab, with the in-
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formation that he has any number of camels to lei.
The chance has turned out a good ong, after all.  Dut
then comes along a fair Englishman, on a shaggy grey
pony; I was told he was the Director of Transport.
That's all right; T'll ask his advice. Only, before I
could speak, he suavely drew the attention of corres-
pondents to the rule that any Arab hiring camels
already hired by the army was liable to two years’
impriscnment. The news was not encouraging ; and
of courss the Arabs swore that the armny had not
Lired the best camels at all. T believed it ab the
time, but came o know the Arab beiter afterwards.
Auyhow here I sot, amid the dregs of my vanishing
household, soventy miles from Derber—uo rail, no
steamer, no horse, no camel.  Only donkeys, not to be
thought of—and, by George, legs! T nevor thought

of thewn, but T've gol 'em, snd why nobt use ’em.
1'll walk.



V.
I MARCH TO BERBER.

Tne donkeys had been hired, at war prices, about
ten in the morning, delivery promised within an
hour. At three in the afternoon iwo of us sweated
over from the rail-head to the village, to try and
hurry them up, Fifteen had been ordered; five were
nearly ready, The sheikh swore by Alleh that all
should be ready within an hour, At five we went
over again, There were only four by now; the
sheikh swore by Allah that the others should be
ready within an hour,

On that we began to threaten violence; whereupon
round a mud-wall cornor trotted eightoen donkeys,
followed by eight black men and a boy. Twenty-two!
It was late, but it was better than could be expecied
of any Avab. We kept them sedulously in our eye
iill we had them alongside the mountainous confusion
of three correspondents’ light Laggage. Arrived ab
the scene of action, they sat down with one consent
and looked at it.
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The only way to hurry an Arab is to kill him,
afler which he is uscless as a donkey-driver; so we
sab down oo, and had sowme tea, and looked ab them,
Presently they made it known that they had no
rope. A rope was produced and cut into lengths;
each took one, and sat and looked at it. Finally
arose an old, old man, attired in a rag round his head
and a pair of drawers: with the eye of experience he
selected the two lighiost articles, and slowly tied
them together. Example works wonders. There was
almosl a rush to secure the next smallest load, and
in ten minutes everything was tied together and slung
across the little pack-saddles, except one load, This
they looked at for a good long time, reluctant to get
a piece of work finished ; at last thoy fell justified in
loading this on also.

‘We were ready: wo were actually about lo start.
Gratitude and wonder flled my soul.

Three men, nine Arabs, nine more to see them off,
twenty-two donkeys—and, Heaven forgive me, I had
almost forgotten the horge. That is to say, his owner
applied to him an Arab word which T understood to
mean horse—plural before he was produced, singular
when it was no longer possible to allege that there
was more than one of him, Experts opined that he
might in the remote past have been & dervish horse—
& variation from the original type, produced by never
fecding the animal. Ilis teeth, what remained of
them, gave no clear evidence of his age, bul on a
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general view of him I should say he was rising ninety.
Farly in the century he was probably chestnut, but
now he was partly a silver chestnut and partly pre-
sented no impression of colour at all: he was jusl
faded. Ile wore a pessimistic expression, a cont about
an inch and a quarter long, an open saddle sore, and
no flesh of any kind in any corner. We offered him
fodder~—something like poor pea-halm and sometling
like string, only less nuiritious, He looked at it
wearily, smelt it, and turned in perplexily to his
master as if asking instructions. He had forgotten
what food was for.

The young moon was climbing up the sky when
we get off. 'With chattering and yells the donkeys
ond Arabs streamed oub on to the deserl track, The
first lond came undone in the first five minutes, and
avery one had io be readjusted in the first hour. The
Arab, you see, has only been working with donkeys
for ten thousand years or so, and you can't expect
him to have learned much about it yet. But we kept
them going. I was rearguard oflicer, with five Arabic
words, expressing “Get on” in various degrees of
emphasis, and a hunting-crop.

We only marched three hours to camp that night,
but by the time we off-loaded in a ring of palms, with
the Nile swishing below and the wind swishing over-
head, we had earned our dinner and some sleep: had
we not induced Arabs to start? And now came in
one of the conveniences—so far the only one——of
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travelling in the Sudan. “Three angarchs,” said the
corresponden, of experience; and back came the ser-
vanis presently with three of the stout wooden frames
lashed across with thongs that form the Sudan bed:
you can gel them anywhere thero is a village—as
a rule, 1o be sure, there is none—and they are luxuri-
ous boyond springs and feathers,

At helf-past one I opened my eyes and saw the
moon stooping down lo meet the fringe of palm leaves.
The man of experience sat up on his angareb and cried
“ Awake” They did awake: three hours' sleep is not
long enough to make you sleepy. We loaded up by
the last moonlight, and took tho road again. For
nemly three hours the rustling on our right and the
line of palms showed that we kept to the Nile bank;
then at five we halted to water the donkeys—they eut
when thoy can and what they can-—and siarted for a
loug spell across the descrt, Grey dawn showed us a
gentle swell of gtony sand, hard under fool.; freshness
came with it to man and beast, and we struck torward
briskly.

‘When the sun came up on us, I saw Lhe caravan
tor the fisl time plainly; and I was very glad we
were not likely o meet anybody I knew. My kit
looked respectable enough in the Lrain, and in Borber
it went some way to the respectable furnishing of a
house. Dut as piled by Sudanese Arabs on to donkeys
it was disreputable, dishevelled, a humiliation beyond
blushes. The canteen, the chair and table that had
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looked so nesut and workmanlike, on the donkey be-
came the pots and sticks of a gipsy encampment, My
tent was a slipshod monstrosity, my dressing - case
blafantly secondhand, my washing basin was posi-
tively indecent. To make things worse, they had
irimmed my baggage up with garbage of their own
—dirty bags of dates and cast-off clothing, They
ostly insisted on riding the smallest and heaviest-
laden donkeys themselves, jumping at a bound on
to the jogging load of baggage with four legs patter-
ing underneath, and had to be flogged off again. And
to finish my shame, here was I irudging behind,
cracking and flicking at donkeys and half-naked black
men, like a combination of gipsy, horse-coper, and
slave-driver.

Dut we fravelled. Some of the donkeys were
hurdly bigger than collies, and their drivers did all
that laziness and ineplitude could suggest to keep
them back; but we travelled. It came to my turn
of the horse about half-past six or so: certainly he
was nol a boast Lo make comparisons on, bul the
donkeys lefl him behind unless you inade him trot,
which was obviously cruel. I shounld say they kepl
up four miles an hour with a liltlo driving,

We gave oursclves an hour al eight for breakfast,
and the end of the march was in soft sand under a
cruel sun. It was not till nearly one that tho camel
thorn—all stalk and prickles, no leaves—gave way
to palms again, and again we looked down on the
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Nile. A single palm gives almost as much shade
as an umbrella with the silk off, but we found four
togethor, and a brecze from the river, and a drink—
O that first drink in a Sudan campl—and lunch and
8 gleep, and a inb and tea, and we reflected on our
ten hours’ march and were happy. Ab five we
joggled off again.

‘We lost the place we had intended to camp at, and
the desert began to get rugged and to produce itselt
ever so far both ways, like the parallel lines in Buclid,
and we never gob any farther forward on it. It got
to be & kind of treadmill—we going on and the desert
going bock under us. But at last we did gel to a
place—didn’t know its name, nor cared~—and went to
sleep a little moie. And in the pale morning by
happy luck we found iwo camels, and two of us
trotted joyously forward past swimming mirages and
an endless string of ruined mud villages into mud
Berber. The donkeys were not much behind either:
they did about seventy mileg in forty-two hours. But
T am afraid it must have been the death of the horse,
and I am sorry. It seems a cruelty to kill him just as
he was beginning to be immortal.
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THE SIRDAR.

MAJoR-GENERAL SIR HorATIO HERBERT KITOHENER is
forty-eight years old by the book; but that is irrele-
vant, He atands sevoral inches over six feet, straight
03 a lance, and looks out imperiously above most men’s
heads; his motions are deliberate and strong; slender
but firmly knit, he seems built for tircless, steel-wire
endurance rather than for power or agility : that also
is irrclevant. Steady passiunless eyes shaded by de-
cisive brows, brick-red rather full cheeks, o long
moustache beneath which you divine an immovable
mouth; his face is harsh, and neither appeals for
affection nor stirs dislike. All this is irrelevant too:
neither age, nor figure, nor face, nor any sccident of
person, has any bearing on the essential Sirdar. You
could imagine the character just the same as if all the
externals were different. He has no age but the prime
of life, no body but one to carry his mind, no face
but one to keep his brain behind. The brain and the
will are the essence and the whole of the man—a
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brain and a will so porfeet in their workings that,
in the face of extremoest diffienlty, they nover seom
to know what struggle is. You cannot imagine the
Sirdar otherwise than as seecing the right thing to do
and doing it, His precision is so inhumanly unerring,
he is more like o machine than a man. You feel that
he ought to be patented and shown with pride ab
the Paris Tnternational Exhibition. British Empire:
Exhibit No. 1., hors concours, the Sudan Machine.

It was apily said ol him by one who had closely
watched him in his office, and in the field, and af
mess, that he is the sort of feller thal oughl to be
mnde manager of the Army and Navy Stores. The
aphorist’s tastes lay perhaps in the divection of those
more genial virtues which the Shdar does not possess,
yot the judgment summed him up perfectly. Ile
would be a splendid manager of the Army and Navy
Stores. There are some who nurse a desperate hopo
that he may some day be appointed to sweep oul the
War Office. He would be a splendid manager of the
War Office. He would be a splendid manager o
anything,

But it so happens that he has turned himself to the
managemont of war in the Sudan, and he is the com-
plete and the only master of that art, Beginning life
in the Royal Engineers—a soil reputed more favour-
able to machinery than to human nature—he early
turned to the study of the Levant. He was onae of
Deaconsfield’s military vice-consuls in Asia Minor; he
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was subsequently dircclor of the Palestine Explora-
tion Fund. At the beginning of tho Sudah troubles
he appeared. He was one of the original twenty-five
officers who set, to work on the new Egyplian army.
And in Egypt and the Sudan he has been ever since —
on the staff' gencrally, in the field constantly, alone
with natives often, maslering the problem of the
Sudan always. The ripe harvest of fifteon years is
that he knows everything that is Lo be learned of his
subject. He has scen and profited by the errors of
others as by their successes. He has inheriled the
wisdom and the achievemenis of his predecessors. He
came af the right hour, and he was the right man.
Captain R.E, he began in the Egyptian axmy as
second-in-command of a regiment of cavalry. In
Wolseley’s campaign he was Intelligence Officer. Dur-
ing the summer of 1884 he was at Korosko, negoti-
ating with the Ababdeh sheikhs in view of an advance
across the desert to Abu Hamed; and note how
characteristically he has now hetiered the then
abandoned project by going that way to Derber and
Khartum himgelf—only with a railway! The idea of
the advance across the desert ho took over from Lord
‘Wolseley, and indeed from immeworial Arab caravans;
and then, for his own stroke of insighl and resolu-
tion amounting io genins, he turned a raid into an
irresistible cortain conquest, by superseding camels
with the railway. Others had thought of the deserl
route: the Sirdar, connecting Korosko to IInlin, used
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it. Others had projected desert railways: the Sirdar
made one, That, summarised in one instance, is the
working of the Sudan machine.

As Intelligence Officer Kitchener accompanied Sir
Herbert Stewnrt’s desert column, and yon may be
sure that the utter breakdown of transport which
must in any case have marred that hercie folly was
not unnoticed by him, Afterwards, through the long
decade of little fights that made the Egyptian army,
Kitchener was fully employed. In 1887 and 1888 he
commanded at Suakim, and it is remarkable that his
most important entorprise was half a failure. He
attacked Osman Digna at Handub, when most of the
Emirs men were away tvaiding; and althongh he
succeeded in releasing a number of caplives, he
thought it well fo reliro, himself wounded in the
face by a bullet, withont any decisive success, The
withdrawal was in no way discreditable, for his force
was 2 jumble of irregulars and levies without dis-
cipline. Bul it is not perhaps fanciful to believe that
the Sirdar, who has nover given batéle without mak-
ing certain of an annihilaling vietory, has not for-
gotten his experience of haphazard Bashi-Bazouking
at Handub.

He had his revenge before the end of 1888, when
he led a brigade of Sudanese over Osman’s irenches at
Gemaizeh, Nexi year at Toski he again commanded
a brigade. In 1890 he succeeded Sir Franecis Gren-
full as Sirdar. That he meant to be Sirdar in fact as
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well ag name he showed in 1894, The young Khe-
dive travelled south to the frontier, and took the
occasion to insult every Dritish officer he came across,
Kitchener promptly gave battle: he resigned, a crisis
came, and the Khedive was obliged to do public
penance by issuing a General Order in praise of the
discipline of tho army and of its British officors.
Two years later he began the reconquest of the
Sudan. Without a single throw-back the work has
gone forward since—but nol without intervals, The
Sirdar is never in a hurry. With immovable self-
control he holds back from each step till the ground
is consolidated under the last. The real fighting
power of the SBudan lies in the country itself—in its
barrenness which refuses food, and its vastness which
paralysos frapsport. The Sudan machine obviates
barrenness and vastness: the bayonet action stands
still until the railway action has piled the camp with
supplies or the steamer action can run with a full
Nile, Fighting men may chafe and go down with
typhoid and cholern: they are in the iron grip of the
machine, and they must wait the turn of its whecls.
Dervishes wait and wonder, passing from apprehension
to security. The Turks are not coming; the Turks
are afraid. Then suddenly at daybreak one morning
they see the Sirdar advancing npon them from all
sides together, and by noon they are dead. DTatient
and swift, certain and relentless, the Sudan machine
rolls conguering southward.
D
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In the meantime, during all the years of preparation
and achievement, the man has disappeared. The man
Herbert Kitchener owns the affection of private
friends in England and of old comrades of fiftcen
years’ standing; for the rest of the world there is
no man Herbert Kitchener, but only the Sirdar,
neither asking affection nor giving it. His officers and
men are wheels in the machine : he feeds them enough
to make them efficient, and works them as mercilessly
as he works himself. He will have no married offi-
cers in his army-—marriage intorferes with work.
Any officer who breaks down from the climate goes
on sick leave onece: next time he goes, and the Egyp-
tian army bears him on its strength no more. Asked
once why he did not let his officers come down to
Cairo during the season he replied, “If it were lo
go home, where they would get fit and I could get
more work oul of them, I would. Dut why should I
let them down to Cairo?” It is unamiable, but it
is war, and it has a severe magnificence. And if you
suppose, therefore, that the Sirdar is unpopular, he is
not. No general is unpopular who always beats the
enemy. When the columns move out of camp in the
evening to march all night through the dark, they
know not whither, and fight at dawn with an enemy
they have never seen, every man goes forth with a
tronquil mind. Ile may personally come back and
he may not; bui about the general result there is not
a doubt, You bet your bootls the Sirdar knows: he
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wouldn’t fight if he weren’t going to win. Other
generals have been better loved ; none was ever bettor
trusted.

For of one human weakness the Sirdar is be-
lieved not to have purged himself — ambition. Ile
is on his promotion, a man who cannot afford to
make a mistake. Iomilies againsl ambition may be
lefl to those who have failed in their own: the
Sirdar’s, if apparently purely personal, is legitimate
and even lofty. Ho has attained eminent distinction
at an exceplionally early age: he has commnudel vie-
torious armies at an age when most men are hoping
lo command regiments. Kven now a junior Major-
Goneral, he has been intrusied with an army of six
brigades, o command such ag fow of his seniors have
ever led in the field. Finally, he lias been charged
with a mission such as ahnosi overy one of fhom
would have greedily accepted,—the ecrowning triumph
of half a generation’s war. Naturally he has awak-
oned jealousies, and ho has bought permission to lake
each step on the way only by brilliant suceess in the
last. Ifin thiy case he be nol so stiffly unbending to
the high as he is to the low, who shall blame him?
ITo has climbed too Ligh not Lo take every precaution
against & fall.

Jut he will not fall, just yet at any rate. So far
as Egypt is concerned he is tho man of destiny—the
man who has been preparing himself sixteon years for
ono great purpose. Tor Anglo-Fgypt he is the
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Mahdi, the expected; the man who has sifted experi-
ence and corrected error; who has worked at small
things and waited for groat; marble to sit still and fire
to smite ; stoadfast, cold, and inflexible ; the man who
has cut oubt his human heart and made himself a
machine to retake Khartum.
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VIL
ARMS AND MEN.

THE campaign of 1897, which opened with General
Tunter's advance from Merawi on Abu Hamed,
ended with ihe occupation of tha Nile valloy as far
as Ed Dawer, soven miles boyond the juuction of Lhat
river and tho Atbara. At the beginning of Mareh,
when I reached the frout, the advanced post had
been withdrawn from EJ Damer, which had been
destroyced, and established at Fort Albara in the
northern aungle of the two rivers. Dotween thal
point and DBorber, tweniy -three miles north, was
stalioned the armny with which ii was proposed to
meet the threatened attack of Osman Digna and
Mahmud.

It was not possible to use the whole force ai the
Sirdar's disposition for that purpose. The Anglo-
Egyptian strategical position was roughly a semi.
circle, with Omdurman snd Khartum for a centre, so
that the Khalifa held the advantlage of the interior,
The westward horn of the semicircle was the
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garrisons of Dongola, Korli, and Merawi; the east-
ward that of Kassala, In advance of the regular
garrisons, friendly Arabs hold a fan-shaped series
of intelligence posts in the Dayuda desert, and at
Adarama, Gos Redjeb and El Fasher on the upper
reaches of the Aibara. The Dervishes maintained
one desert post at Gebra to the north-west of Omdux-
men, and one to the north-cast at Abu Delek. But
hemmed in as they were, they had {the manifest
advantage that they could always strike at tho newly
recovered province of Dongola by the various routes
across the Bayuda desert. So that Korti and Merawi
had to be garrisoned, as well as Kassala,

The garrisons, though they never so much as saw
the encmy, played, nevertheless, an indisponsable part
in the Atbara campaign. The infantry of the foree
immediately under the Sirdar’s eye was divided into
four brigades—threc Egyptian, one Dritish. The divi-
sion of the Egyptian army, couuling three brigades,
was under the command of Major-Goneral Archibald
Hunter.

If the Sirdar is the brain of the Egyptian army,
General Hunter is its sword-arm. First and above
averything, he is a fighter. TFor fourleen years he
has been in the front of all the fighting on the
Southern border. He was Intelligence Officer dur-
ing the anxious days before Ginnis, when the
Camerons and 9th Sudanese were beset by tri-
umphant dervishes in Kosheh fort, and reinforce-
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ments were far to the northward. Going out on a
sortie one day, he lingered behind the retiring force
to pick off dervishes with a rifle he was wont to
carry on such occasions: there he received a wound
in the shoulder, which he is not quit of to-day.
When Nejumi came down in ’89, Hunter was in
the front of everything: he fought all day at the
head of the blacks at Argin, and commanded a
orignde of them at Toski. Here he was again
wounded — a spear-thrust in the arm while he was
charging the thickest of the Dervishes at the head
of the 13th, Thereafter he was Governor of the
frontier at Halfa, Governor of the frontier at Don-
gola, Governor of the frontier at Berber—always on
the frontier. 'When there was fighting he always led
the way to it with his blacks, whom he loves like
children, and who love him like a father, Fourteeu
years of bugle and bullet by night and day, in sum-
mer and winter, fighting Dervishes, Dervishes year in
and year out—{ill fighting Dervishes has come to he
o holy mission, pursued with a burning zeal akin to
fanaticism, Hunter Pasha is the crusader of the
nineteenth century.

In all he is and does he is the true knight-errant
—a paladin drifted into his wrong century. He is
one of those happy men whom nature has made all
in one piece—consistent, simple, unvarying; every-
thing he does is just like him. He is short and thick-
set; but that, instead of making him unromantic, only
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draws your eye {o his long sword, TFrom the feather
in his helmet Lo the spurs on his heels, he is all energy
and dancing triumph; every movement is vivacious,
and he walks with his keen conquering hazel eys look-
ing out and upward, like an eagle’s. Sometimes you
will see on his face a look of strain and iension, which
tells of the wound he always carries with him. Then
you will see him lolling under a palin-tree, while his
stall' are gitting on chairs; light-brown hair rumpled
over his bare head, like a happy schoolboy, When I
first saw him thus, being Llind, I conceived him g
subaliern, and offered ovpinions with indecorous free-
dom: he left the error to rebuke itself.
Reconnoilring almost alone up lo the muzzles of
the enemy’s rifles, charging bare-headed and Joading
on his blacks, going without his rest 1o walch over the
' comfort of the wounded, he is always the same—
always the same impossible hero of a book of cliivalry,
He is renowned as a brave man even among Dritish
officers: you know what thal means. Dutl he is
much more than & tilking knight-exrant; he is one
of the finest leaders of troops in the army. Re-
port has it that the Sirdar, knowing his worth,
leaves the lhandling of the actual fighting largely to
Hunter, and he never fails to plan and execute a
masterly victory. A sound and brilliant general, you
would say his one fault was his rockless daring; bul
that, too, in an army of semi-savages, is a necessary
quality of generalship, Furthermore, they say he is
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as good in an office as he is in action. Above all,
ho can slir and captivate and lend men. * General
Archio” is the wonder and the darling of all the
Egyplian army. And when the time comes thal
we want a new national hero, it may be he will be
the wonder and the darling of all the Empire also.

The First Drigade of Hunter's division was still
quartered in Berber. It consisted of the 9th Sudanese
under Walter Bey, 10th Sudanese (Nason Bey), 11th
Sudanese (Jackson DBey), and 2nd Egyptian (Pink
Bey). The brigadier was Liculenant-Coloncl Heclor
Archibeld Macdonald, one of the soundest soldiers in
the Egyptian or Drilish armnies. He had seen more
and more varied service than any man in the force,
Promoled from the ranks afler repealed and con-
spicuous ects of gallantry in the Afghan war, ho was
taken prisoner at Mojuba Hill. Ile joined the Egyp-
tian army in 1887, aud commanded the 11th Sudaneso
at Gemaizel, Toski, and Afafit, Al Uemaizel the
11th, ever anxious to be at the enewy, broke ils
formation ; and it is snid that Macdonald Dey, after
exhausting Arabic and Hindustani, turned in despair
to abusing them in broad Scots. TFinally, he rode up
and down in frout of their rifles, and at last got them
steady under a heavy fire from men who would far
rather have killed themselves than him. Iu the cam-
paigns of '96 aud '97 he was intrusted with a brigade;
he showed a rarc gift for the handling of Lroops, and
whercver the fighting was hardest there was his
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brigade to be found. In person, “old Mac "—he is
under fifty, but anything above forty is elderly in the
Egyptian army—is of middle height, but very broad,—
go sturdily built that you might imagine him to be
armour-plated under his clothes, He walks and rides
with a resolute solidity bespeaking more strongth than
agility. He has been known to have fevor, bul never
to be unfit for duty.

The Second Brigade also consisted of three Sudanese
battalions and one HEgyptian-—the 12th, 13th, and
14th Sudanese (Townshend, Collingon, and Shekleton
Beys), and the 8th Egyptian under Kiloussi Doy, a
soldierly old Turk who was through the Russo-Turkish
war. Licutenani-Colonel Maxwoell commanded it—
an officer who has served in the Egyptian army
through all its successcs; big, mastorful, keen, and
repuled an cspecially able militory administrator, he
is but just entering middle age, and ought to have a
brilliant career before him, This brigado was quar-
tered al Essillem, about half-way between Berber and
the Atbara,

At the Athara was Lieutenant-Colonel Lewis with
an all- Egyptian brigade —the 3rd, 4th, and 15th,
under Sillom, Sparkes, and Hickman Beys, and the
7th under Fathy Bey, a big, smiling Egyptian of great
encrgy and ability, a standing contradiction of the
theory that a native Egyplian can never make a
smart officor. The brigadier is one of the most
popular officers in this or any other army. Colonel
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Lewis’s talents and abounding vitalily would have
led him to distinetion in any career. ¥row the faci
that he is affectionalely known as “Taffy,” it may be
deduced that he is in whole or parl a Welshman—
certainly he is richly dowered with the vivacity, the
energy, and tho quickmess of uptake of Lhe Celt.
He ireats his staff and subordinales like younger
brothers, and discipline never suffers. I have heard
him say that he is always talking, but he is also
always very much worth listening to. Finally, I
once wenb into a store in Berber and proposed to
buy tinned Brussels sprouts. “Dut are they fit to
eat ?” I asked, in sudden doubt. “Oh yes, siv,” cried
the unshaven Greck, with enthusiasm ; ¢ Lewis Bey
likes them very much.”

Taking the strength of a battalion at 700 rifles,
each infaniry brigade would number 2800 men., To
these we must add the cavalry under Lieutenani-
Colonel Droadwood, a rapid, adroit, and daring
leader: long-legged, light, built for a horseman, never
tired, never more than half asleep, never gurprised,
never flurried, never slow, he is the ideal of a
cavalry general. The Lgyptian trooper is a being
entirely unlike anything clse in the world. What
mivacles of patience and tacl, toil and daring, have
been devoted to him will nover be known; for the
men who did it will not tell, The eight squadrons,
with galloping Maxims, were at this lime divided
between the three Egyplian camps, So were five
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batteries of artillery, the command of which was
with Lisutenant-Coloncl! Long—slow of speech, veil-
ing a passionate tenderness for guns and a deadly
knowledgs of everything pertaining to them. Finally,
there were two companies of camel corps with the
Third Brigade. The whole strength of the Egyptian
force would thus fall not very far short of 10,000 men,
with 46 guns. Operating from Port Atbara were also
three gunboats.

One mile north of the Sccond Brigade, Major-
General Gatacre’s Dritish were encamped at Debeika.
Ab this time it had only three baltalions—the 1st
Lincolnshire (10th) under Colonel Verner, 1st Cameron
Highlanders (796h) under Colonel Money, and 1si
Warwickshire (6th) under Lieutensnt-Colonel Quayle-
Jones. The 18t Seaforth Ilighlanders (72nd: Colonel
Murray) were under orders, as we heard, lo come up
and complote the brigade. Desides the inlantry, there
was a battery of Maxims under Major Hunter-Blair,
The brigade was as fine a one as you could well pick
out of the army, whether for shooting, average of
service, or strength. Two companies of the Warwicks
had been sent, to their despair, to Merawi; but even
go the strength of the brigade must have been over
2500.

Gteneral Gatacre came up with a great reputation,
which he seized every occasion to incrcase. His one
overmastering quality is tireless, abounding, almost
superhuman energy. From the moment he is first
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out of his hut at reveille to the time when ho goes
nodding from mess to bed ab nine, he seems possessed
by a demon that whips him ever into aclivity. Of
middle height and lightly built, his body is all steel
wire. As a man he radiates a gentle, serious courtesy.
As a general, if he has a fault it lies on the side of
not leaving enough to his subordinaies. Restless
brain and body will ever be at something new—
working out a formation, riding hours across country
looking for a camp, devising means to get through a
zariba, personally superintending the making of a
road, addvessing the men after church parade every
Sunday. In the ranks they call him “Goneral
Back-acher,” and love him. “He 4s the soldicr's
general,” I have heard rapturous Tommy exelaim,
when the brigadier has been satisfying himself in
person that nobody wanted for what could be
obtained. Later on in the campaign some thought
he drove his officers and men a little hard. Dub
whatever he asked of them in labour and discomfort
he was always ready to double and trcble for him-
gelf.

This, then, was the Sirdar’s command-—a total of
12,000 o 13,000 men, with 52 guns, The Seaforths
might be cxpected to add about 1000 more. All
numbers, I should here remark, are based on the
roughost estimates, as, by the Sirdar’s wish, they were
never stated publicly. In any cage,there was not much
doubt that the force was sufficient to account hand-
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somely for anything that was likely lo come againsi
it. 'Whether the dervishes were oven coming al
all was not at this time very certain. It was known
that Mahmud had taken over his force from
Metemmeh, which had hitherto been his head-
quarters, to join Osman Digna at Shendi on the
eastern bank, That was evidence that the atiack,
if it was coming, would fall on us rather than the
Merawi side. Osman’s men, it was further rcported,
had begun to drift noxthward in detachments; though
whoether this meant business or not il was hard to
say. It seomed difficult to belicve that they had let
Derber alone last aulumn and winter when it was
weakly garrisoned, only to attack now, when attack
must mean annihilation. Bul you must remember
the peculiaritics of Arab information. The ordinary
Arab spy is as incurious about figures as the Sirdar
himself could desive; “few” and “ very fow,” “ many ”
and “very mouy,” are his nearest guesses at a Lotal.
It was not at all cortain that Mahmud and Osman,
though they probably knew that reinforcements had
come up, had the vagnest idea of the real strength of
the foree.

Tinally, said those who remembered, this was just
like Toski over again. Whispers and whispers for
months that the horde was coming; disappointment
and disappointment ; and then, just when doubt was
becoming securily and the attempt madness, a head-
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long rush upon inovitable destruction. Such follics
issue from tho very nature of the Mahdist polity
—a joalous ill-informed dospot safe at Omdurman
and ill-supplied Emirs apprehensive at the front.
Therefore we hoped for the best. What their force
might be, of courssc we knew hardly befter than
they knew ours. It might bs 10,000, or 15,000, or
20,000,

If they came they would fight: thal was certain.
How they would fight wo knew not. It depended
on Mahmud., Osman Digna has hecome a common-
place of Sudanese warfare—a man who has never
shown himsell eminent either for personal courage
or for gencralship, yet obwviously a man of greal
ability, since by evasive cunning and dogged por-
sistence he has given us more trouble than all the
othor Emirs together., Flis own tribe, the Tladendowa,
the most furious warriors of Africa, are long since
reconciled with the Government, and have resumed
their old trade of caravan-leading. That Osman
slruggles on might fancifully be traced to his strain
of Turkish blood, contributing a steadfastness of
purpose seldom found in the out-and-out bar-
barian, He has become a fat old toad now, they
say, and always leaves fights at an early stage for
private prayer; yel he is still as much alive as
when he threw up a position on the Suakim
Conmty Cnunecil to join the Expected Mahdi, and
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you cannot but half admire the rascal’s persistence
in his evil ways.

Had Osman been in command, he doubtless knew
too much to risk a gencral engagement. Bub it
seomed that the direction of things lay mainly with
Mahmud. And of Mahmud, but for the facts that he
was a social favourite in Omdurman, was comparatively
young, and had wiped out the Jaalin for the Khalifa,
nobody — except probably Colonol Wingate — knew
anything at all.

‘Whatever there was to know, Colonel Wingate
surely knew it, for he makes it his business to know
everything. Ileis the type of the learned soldier, in
which perhaps our army is not so strong as it is on
other sides. If he had nob chosen to be Chicf of
the Intelligence Department of the Egyptian Army,
he might have been Professor of Oriental Languages
at Oxford. He will learn you any langunage you like
to name in three months. As for that mysterious
child of lies, the Arab, Colonel Wingate can converse
with him for hours, and at the end know not only how
much truth he has told, but exactly what truth he has
guppressed. He is the intellectual, as the Sirdar is
the practical, compendinm of British dealings with the
Sudan. With that he is himself the most practical
of men, and fow realisc how largely it is due to the
system of native intelligence he has organised, that
operations in the Sudan arc now certain and unsur-
prised inslead of vague, as they once were. Nothing
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is hid from Colonel Wingate, whether in Cairo or at
the Court of Menelik, or on the shores of Lake Chad.
As a press censor he has only one fault. He is 5o in-
digpensable to the Sirdar that you can seldom get
speech of him, His rise in the army lias been almost
startlingly rapid; yet there is not a man in it but, so
far from envyidg, rejoices in a success carned by rare
gifts and unstinted labour, and borne with an inviol-
able modesty.
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VIIL
IN THOE BRITISI CAMP.

DEYoND doubl it was a great march., Tf only there
had been a fight immediately at the farther end of
it, it would have gone down as one of tho greal
forced-marches of history,

News came Lo Abu Dis of Mahmud and Osman
Digna’s advance on a Fiiday afternoon, Feobruary
25; the men were just back from a sixteen -mile,
seven-and-a-half-hour route-march in the desert. DBy
eight next morning the last detachment had been con.
veyed by train io rail-head, which had been moved
on past their camp to Surek; by ten at night the
brigade was on the march. They marched all night;
in the early morning came a telegram bidding them
hasten, and they marched on under the Sudan sun
into the afternoon, A short halt, and at three on
Monday morning they were off again. Al ien that
night they got into Geneineteh, and were out again
by three next morning Six hours’ march, seven
hows’ halt, eight hours’ march again, and they were
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close to Berber, And there they learned that the
Dervishes had after all not arrived. A halt of twenty-
four hours outside Borber rather damaged the record ;
but that was befier than damaging the troops. Not
but that they were quite reacdy to go on; it was by
the Sirdar that the halt was ordered. They reached
Berbor—cheering blacks lining two miles of road, and
massed bands playing the Cameron men, and the
Lincolushire poacher, and Warwickshire lads, and
especially o good breakfast for everybody — and
marched through to their camp ten miles beyond.
They started out on Saturday night, February 26
they renched comp on Thursday evening, March 3.
Allogether they made 118 miles within five days—
four, if you leave out the day’s halt—or 134 in five
and a half, if you also add the route-march; con-
tinuously they did 98 miles within three days.
That is marching. Furthermore, it was marching
under ncarly all conditions that make marching a
weariness, In Iudia troops on the march have a
host of camnp-followers to do the hard and disagree-
able work. Of conrse, you and T could easily walk
twenty-five miles a day for as long as anybody liked
to name. Dut how would you like to try it with kit
and rifle and a hundred rounds of axnmunition? Also,
when you did halt, how would you like to have to
seb bo work getting wood to make your fire and water
to cook your dioner? Ilow would you like Lo march
with haggage-camels, so slow that they poach all yonr
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sleep? Especially, how would you like to be a cook
—10 come in tired and swealing, hungry and thirsty,
and then stand out in the sun preparing dinuer for
your comrades? On the first three days’ march some
of the cooks got no more than four hours’ sleep, and
had to be relieved lest thay dropped at their posts;
few of the officers got more. Plenty of men went to
slecp while marching; others dropped with weariness
and vigil, like a boxer knocked stupid in a fight. One
subaltern, being with baggage in the rear-guard, fell
off his camel without noticing it, and went on peace-
fully slumbering in the sand, IIe woke up some time
in the dead of night, and of course had not the vaguest
idea where the army had gone to or in which dirce-
tion he ought to follow it. e had hung his helmet
and belts on the camel, which of course had gone on
composedly, only glad to get rid of him. He was
picked up by a man who was looking for somebody
else.

A gunner in the Maxim batlery had a worse time,
He too dropped asleep, and woke up to find himself
alone, He found himself near the river, and went
on to ovortake the force. Only unluckily—so mag-
nificently unreasoning can the British soldier some-
times be —he followed down the stream instead of
up. On top of that, he conceived an idea that he
was in the enemy’s counlry, with prowling dervishes
ambushed behind overy mimosa bush. So that while
search partics quested for him by day, he carefully
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hid himself, and at night pushed on again to-
wards Cairo, It was several days before he was
picked up.

All these are inevitable accompaniments of a forced
march; what might have been avoided, and should
have been, was the scandal that the men’s hoots gave
out. True, the brigade had done a lot of marching
since it came up-country, some of it—nol much—
over rock and loose sand. True, also, that the Sudan
climate, destructive of all things, is particularly de-
structive of all things stitched. But the brigade had
ouly been up-river about a month, after all, and no
wilitary boot ought to wear out in a month. We
have been campaigning in the Sudan, off and on, for
over fourteen years; we might have discovered the
little peculiarities of its climate by now. The Egyptian
army uses a riveted boot; the boots our British boys
were cxpected to march in had not even a tloe-cap.
So that when the three battalions and a battery
arrived in Derber hundreds of men were all but bare-
fool: the soles peeled off, and instead of a solid double
sole, revealed a layer of shoddy packing sandwiclied
betwoen two thin slices of leather. Not one man fell
out sick; those who dropped asleep wuent on as socon
as they came to, and overtook their regiments. But
every available cnmel was burdened with a man who
lacked nothing of strength or eourage to march on—
only bools, General Gatacre had half-a-dozen chargers;
every one was carrying a bare-footed soldier, while
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British bad done their work brilliautly, and that their
brigadier trained them to iti

‘When my camel padded into their camp by moon-
light the day’s work was done, and they were going to
sleep. You came to the camp through a tangle of
thick mimosa; a zariba of the same impossible thorna
was heaped up all round it; the men were quartered
along the river overlooking the foreshore. There was
only time to begrateful for supper, and a blanket spread
under the lee of a straw-plaited hut. Next thing I
knew reveille was sounding, al & quarter past five.
Directly on the sound stepped out the general—middle
height, build for lightness and foughmess logether,
elastic energy in the set of each limb, and in the keen,
grave face a delormined purpose to be equal to re-
gponsibility., He stayed to drink a cup of cocoa, and
then mounted, and was away with his aide-de-comp;
Gencral Gatacre's aide-de-camp requires to be a hard
man. When breakfast-lime came tho general was no-
where in camp, nor was he an hour later, nor an hour
later still,. He had just taken a liltle twenty-five
mile scamper fo look out a new site for his camp.

At reveille the camp had suddenly turned from dead
to alive. You heard hoarse orders, and the ring of
perpetual bugles. The dry air of the Sudan cracks
the buglers’ lips, as it does everybody else’s; to keep
them supple they were practising incessantly, so that
the brigade is wrapped in bugling bost part of the
day. To-day it was also wrapped in something else.
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It seemed Lo me that daylight was very long in cow-
ing—that lines of khaki figures seemed to pass to and
fro in an unlifting mist. Dut thal was only for the
firs few sleepy moments, .As the north wind got up
with the sun it soon lLecame very plain what was the
matier,

Dust! The camp was on land which had once heen
cultivated, black cotton land; and black cotton land
when the wind blows is neither wholesome nor agree-
able. It rose off the ground till the place was like
London in a fog. On the horizon it lowercd like
thunder-clouds; close about you it whirled up like
pepper when the lid of the castor comes off. You
felt il, breathed it, smelt il, tasted it. IL choked
eyes and nose and ears, and you ground it between
your leeth. After a few hours of it you forgot what
being a man was like; you were merely clogging into
a lump of Sudan.

It was a bad mistake to pitch on such a spot; and
when you came to walk round the camp you saw how
ill-equipped were the men to put up with it. Their
heavy baggage—officers’ and wmen's alike—had been
left al rail-head; over 2500 men liad come with 700
camels. The tents had arrived, but they were only
just being unloaded from the steawer. The men were
huddled under blankets siretched on four sticks; of
the officers, somne had tents, others sat in tiny elbow-
squeezing tukls (huts of straw or rushes), such as the
prophet Jonah would not have exchanged for his
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gourd. There was hardly a shelier in the camp in
which 2 man could stand upright. One or two good
tukls had been built—wooden posts with beams lashed
across them, and mats or coarse stems of halfa grass
plaited belween. Dut, taking the place as a whole,
it was impossible to be comfortable, and especially
impossible to be clean.

It was nobody’s fault in particular, and in this good
weather it did not particularly matter. It happened
not to have begun stoking up at the time ; when it likes
it can be mid-summer in March. "When it did begin,
and especially if it came Lo a watter of summer
quarters, such a comp o8 Deboika was an invilation
to disease and death. You have to learn the Sudan’s
ways, they say, if you do not want the Sudan to cat
you alive. The British brigade had to learn. Sure
enongh the Sirdar came to inspect it the day after,
and on March 11 the brigade shifled cinp to the
cmpty and relatively clean village of Darmali, two
miles higher up the river.
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IX.
FOR'T ATBARA.

I needed only half a look at the Egyptinn camp to
convinee you how much the Drilish had o learn, The
hospitable dinner-table was quile enough, In accord-
ance with a detestable habit which I intend to correct
in future, I arrived late for dinner : it was the faull of
the camels, the camel-men, the servants, the gnide, my
companions, the conntry, and the weather. None the
less kindly was I set down at table and ate of soup
and fish, of ragout and fresh mutton and game, and
was invited to drink hock, claret, champagne, whisky,
gin, lime-juice, ginger-beer, Rosbach, and cognac, or
any combination or permutation of the same. I was
the guest of men who have been on the Sudan
frontier for anything up to fifteen years, during which
time they have learned the Sudan’s ways and over-
come its inhospitalily.

As goon as everybody hegan to show signs of fulling
aslecp at table—which hol days begun at four or tive
in the morning and worked hard through &ill half-past
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seven foon lend you to consider the most natural
phenomenon in the world—I weni to bed under a
roof. The owner of the tukl was up the river, off
Shendi, on a gunboat. His house wasa palatially built
with painted beams from the spoils of a raid on
Metemmeh, and plaited with palm -leaf and halfa
grass. Other officers preferred their tenis; bui the
insides of these were sunk anything from one foot to
four underground, the excavation neatly backed with
dried Nile mud, so that a ten-fool tent, became a lofty
and airy apaitment. The last thing I saw was a vast
upstanding oblong tukl, which looked capable of hold-
ing a company. I was told it was the houso of the
mess-servants of one Egyptivn battalion. It was moie
palatial than all the edifices in the Brilish comp pul
together.

In the morning it was blowing a sand-storm, and
Englishmen’s eyes showed bloodshol through blue
spectacles. It was gritly belween the teeth, and to
walk up wind spelt blindness; yet it was clean sand,
and did not form soil in the mouth like the black
dust of Debeika. In the early morning Fort Atbara
appeared through the driving cloud as througl smoked
gless —a long walled camp, with its southern apex
resling on the junction of Nile and Atbara. To find
so strong a place in the lately won wilderness was
a revelation, not of English energy, which is under-
stood, but of Egyplian industry. The wall was over
six feet high, firmly built of sun-dried mud; round it
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had been a six-foot ditch, only the importunate sand
had already half silted it up again. On the inside
was a parapet, gun platforms with a couple of care-
tully clothed Maxims in each, a couple of guard-houses
at the two main gates and a couple of blockhouses
outside. Across the Atbara was a small fort; at the
anglo of the rivers a covered casematc gallery that
would accommodate half a company precluded any
attempt to turn the wall and atfack from the fore-
shore. On the other side of the Nile was a smnaller
fort, walled and ditched likewise. In the inside
siraddled a crow’s nest—Dbuilt also with painied beams
from Mahmud’s house in Metemmeh—wilh a viow that
reached miles up both rivers, A couple of miles up
the Athara you could see dense mimosa thickots; so
much of the bank as could get water has dropped
back almost to virgin forest in the fourteen years of
dervish devilry., But under the walls of Fort Atbara
wag neither mimoga nor Sodom apple nor any kind
of scrub. Only a forest of stumps showed where the
field of fire had been cleared—over a mile in every
direction. Upright and regular among the stumps
you could see a row of stakes; each marked a range
of 100 yards up to 500: the Egyptian soldier was
to hold his lire up to that and gain confidence by
seeing his enciny go down, Best of all, the fort, though
it dominated the country for miles, was itsolf hardly
vigible, From the ridge of the desert a mile away it
was a few trees, the yardarms of a fow sailing barges,
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and a shelter trench. The whole dervish army might
easily have been persuaded to run their heads on it;
but they might have butted in vain against Fort
Atbara till there was not one of them left standing.

The whole of this work had been made by the men
who gurrisoned it. There were noune but Fellahin
regiments in Fort Athara; but the Egyplian soldier
on faligue duty i3 the finesb soldior in the world.
Tn a population of ten millions the conseription
only asks for 20,000 men or so, and it can afford to
pick and choose, Iu [lace the fellah goldier iz a shade
sullen, nob to say blackguardly; in body he would be
a joy to a sculplor, Shorter than the taller tribes of
blacks, talley than the shorter, he is far better buili
all round, When he strips al bathing-time—for like
all riverine peoples he ig more clean than bashful—the
bank is lined with studies for Torenles. And all the
thews he has he puts into his work. Work is the
fellalys idea of life, especially work with his native
mud: the faligne which other soldiers incline to
resent as not part of their proper business he takes to
most kindly of all his soldiering. Marching, digging,
damming, brick-making, building, tres-felling—you can
never find him uwnwilling nor leave him exhausted. He
is the ideal soldier-of-all-work, true son of a country
where hnman hand-labour has always beaten the
machine,

The troops were houged either in post-and-straw
fukls or in tenis; but alrendy a vast mnd - brick
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barrack streiched its skeleton across the camp.
Along the foreshore the mud huts were hospital or
officers’ quarters or mess-houses, Already one big
straw tukl was a ery/é, where enterprising Greeks had
set up a soda-waber machine and instituled a diner du
qour. And down on the beach the clusfer of slim-
sparred gyassas snd the little street of box-and-mat
built Greck shops marked the beginning of a town,
As railway terminus, for 1his year at present, an
American might almost call it the queen city of the
Sudan. Only for the present it must be a cily with-
out native population ; for the inhabitants of this reach
are very few, and subsist on precarious subgidies paid
them for protecting each other against the teids of
the dervish,

Among the craft at the riverside the first you
noticed was the gunbont, “White, with tall black
funnel amidships, deck ahove deck and platform top-
ping platform, it looked more like a building than «
warship. Dut for all their many storeys these gun-
boats draw only some two feet of water, while the
loftiness of the gun-platforms enables them to search
the highest bank at the lowest state of Nile, Ahead
on the nppermost deck points the hungry muszzle of
a gun; there are a couple more amidships, and a
couple of Maxims on a dizzy shaking plattorm higher
yet.

The war fleel at this time counted three stern-
wheelers—the Za/fr (Commander Keppel, R.N.), Futha
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(Lieutenant Beatty, R.N.), and Nasa (Lientenant Hood,
R.N.) Threec more—the Makk (King), Sulian, and
Sheikh—were down the river, waiting for their sce-
tions to be put togelher against high Nile. Fort
Atbara was the Portsmouth of the Sudan: one of
Captain Keppel's squadron always lay there, taking
a week in its turn to rest and repair anything
needful. The other two would be always up the
river-—one cruising off Shendi, and the other patrol-
ling the seventy miles of river between. If neces-
sary the boats could run past Shendi, forly miles
more, to Shabluka, so that they acted as reconnoitring
partics more than & hundred miles from the most
advanced military post.

Naval operations have played a part in Sudan
warfare ever since Oordon’s time: was nol “the
Admiral” himself on Beresford’s Zafiz through those
famous - infamous days which saw the tantalising
tragedy of Khartum? Tere, as elsewhers, the
Sirdar has gathered up the experionce of the past
and brought it to full development. Everybody told
him that he would never get the gunboats over the
Fourth Catarnet: a general who had been there in
the Wolscley days delivered a lecture demonsirating
unmereifully the mad impossibility of the scheme. A
day or two after the Sirdar sent the boals over. To
be sure one lurned turtle in the aitempt, and a naval
licutenant was fished out three-quarters drowned, and
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two Egyptians had to he cut out through the bottom
of the boat. Yet here were three vessels steaming up
and down unperturbed, right under Mahmud’s nose.
The value of their services it would be quite impos-
sible to exaggerate: they were worth all the rest of the
Inlelligence Department put togethor. From their
reports it was known that the dervishes had crossed to
Shendi and were coming down the river. Moreover,
you may imagine that officers of her Majesty’s navy did
not confine their activity to looking on. A day or two
before this Mahmud had been transferring his war
material in barges from Melemmeh to Shendi
Knowing the ways of “the devils,” as thoy amiably
call the guuboats, he had entrenched a couple of hun-
dred riflemen to cover the crossing. But one boat
steamed cheerfully up to the bank and turned on the
Maximg, while the other sunk one nuggar and captured
two. A fourth lay in quite shallow water under the
very muzzles of the dervish rifles, DBut on each boat
are carried about half o company of Egyptian troops
with a white officer. While the Maxims poppled
away above them, the detachmont—it was of the 15th
Egyptians on tlis occasion—Ilanded and cut out the
nuggar before its owners’ eyes. With men capable of
such things as this about on the river, it was only by
drilling a hole in the bottom of their hoats and sink-
ing thom during the day that the dervishes could
keep any craft to cross the river in at all,
F
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The second day ab Fort Atbara T stepped out after
lunch, and there were two while swellering gunboats
instead of one. Everybody who had nothing else to
do hurried as fast as the heat would let them down to
the river. There the first thing they saw was an
angareb being laboriously guided ashore by four native
goldiers: on it lay a white man. He was a sergeant
of marines, shot in the leg while directing the fire of
the forward Maxim. “The devils have hit me,” they
said he cried ont, with justly indignant surpriso as he
fell the bullet, then jumped to the gun and turned it
himself on the quarter the shot came from, That was
in the early morning; now he was very pale and a
little limp, but smiling. Then came down the doctor
hastily. “Didn't I say he wasn’t to be brought
ashore?” he said. “All right, sir,” answered the
wounded man, still resolutely smiling ; “I expect I'm
in for hospital anyhow.” And away to hospital they
bore him, for the boat would be up river again by
dawn the next day.

Meantime the detachment of soldiers were stepping
ashore with cheerful grins. It was easy to see how
valuable was this gunboat work in giving the
Egyptinus confidence. True, they had lost one man
wounded and had a few chips knocked off the stern-
wheel; but had they not landed at Aliab—thirty miles
from Iort Atbara—driven off the dervishes, and
captured donkeys and loot? The loot was being
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unladen at the moment—an angareb or two and odd
garments, especially many bundles of rough riverside
hay. “Take that up to my old horse,” said the
licutenant in command, satisfaction in his tones. “Is
there any polo this afternoon ?”

It was hard to say whether this work besi suited
the young naval ofticer or the young naval officer best
suited the work. Steaming up and down the river in
commnand of a ghip of his own, bombnrrding here,
reconnoitring there, landing clsewhere for a brush
with the dervishes, and then again a little way farther
to pick up lont,—the work had all the charm of war
and blockade-running and poaching combined. 1f a
dervish shell did happen to smash the wheel where
would the boat be, perhaps seventy miles from any
help? Tt was said the Sirdar was a little nervous
about them, and to my inexperience it was a perpetual
wonder that the hoats came back from every trip.
Dut somehow, thanks to just a dash of caution in their
audacity, they always did come hack. Impudenily
daring in attack, with a happy eyc to calch the latest
moment for retreal, they were just the cutting-out
heroes of one’s youth come to life. They might have
walked straight out of the ¢ Doy’s Own Paper.

fvery returning boat hrought fresh news of the
advance. Dervishes at Aliab, even if not in force,
could not hut mean a movement towards attack, It
was quite impossible to wear out the hogspitality of
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Fort Atbara, but duty began to wonder what the rest
of the army was doing. So T rccaplured mny camel—
peacefully grazing in the nearest arca of dervish raid,
and very angry at being called on to work after three
days of idleness —and bumped away north towards
Berber.



8b

X
THE MARCIL OUT.

Arag for the Berber scason—for the sprightly promise
of its budding, the swilt tragedy of ils blight !

It would have been the most brilliant social year
the town has ever known. Berber is peculiarly fitled
for fashiouable display: its central street would hold
four Regent Streets abreast, and the low mud walls,
with one-storeyed mud-houses just peeping over them,
make it look wider yet. On this magnificent avenue
the merchant princes of Berber display their rich
emporia. Mortimer, Angelo, Walker, aud half-a-dozen
ending in -poulo, had brought caravans over the
desert from Suakim, until you could buy oysters and
agparagus, table-napking and brilliantine, in the
middle of the Sudan, Thon there are the cafds,—
“Officers’ Club and Mineral Waters” is the usual
title of a Sudan ¢afé—where you could drink mastik
aud kinds of whisky, and listen to limpid streaws of
modern Greek from the mouths of elegants who shave
twice and even three times a-week, There at sun-
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down sal the nalive ollicers on chairs before the door,
every breast Lright with the ribbons of hard victorious
campaigns, talking their ancestral Turkish and drink-
ing drinks not contemplated by the Koran. There
were live regiments in garrison, and more outside;
the town was alive with generals, and the band played
nightly to the Sirdar’s dinner.

There was flavour in the sensation of sitting at
dinner under the half-daylight of the tropic moon,
kicking up black-brown sand, looking into a little
yard with an unfenced sixty-foot undrinkaeble well in
one corner aud a heat-scanmed mud wall all round it,
and listening to o full wilitary orchostra wailing for
the Swauee Ribber, or giggling over the sorrows of
My Gus Klen’s {riend, who somehow never folt 'isgelf
ab ’ome.  For myself, I was just beginning to be very
much at howe indeed. Il was a splendid house to
share awong three, one of the mosk palatial in Berber
—iwo rooms as high as an Xnglish double-storeyed
villa, doorway you could drive a hansom through, Lwo
window-holes in one room and one in the other, bricks
of the finest quality of Nile mud, and roof of mats
that never let in a single sunbeam. A fine house; and
we had further embellished it with two tables—they
cost o couple of pounds apiece, timber and carpenters
being scarce in Berber—five shelves, a peg, and eight
cane - bottomed  bedroom chairs, brought across the
descrt in sections. In a fortnight our entertainments
would have been the talk of Berber, and now——
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To-night the High Street was as bare and bald,
Berber as desolate and forlorn, as old Derber itself.
Old Berber, you must know, is the Berber which was
before the Mahdists came and took it and besomed
it with three days’ massacre. It stands, or tolters,
some half mils south of the present dervish-built town.
Palms spread their sunshades over it, and it is cwe-
bosomed in the purple-pink flower, white-green bush,
and yellow-green fruit of Sodom apples. At a dis-
tanece it is cool luxury; ride into it, and it is only the
sun-dried skeleton of a city. In what was once the
bazaar the bones are thickesi: here are the emply
suckets oul of which looked the liitle shops—all silent,
crumbling, and broken. Allogether there are acres
and acres of Old Berber—quite dead and falling away,
not a single soul in the whole desolation. But when
the Egyptian army first came last year Llhere were
bodies—hodies left thirteen years unburied, and dry
wounds yawning for vengeance,

New Berber to-day was hardly less forlorn. On
the morning of March 15, the few passengers down
the High Streeb all carried arms, Here was o man
on a fleet camel: he would have sold it the day be-
fore for £20; now no price would tempt his Arab
covetousness into parting with his possible salvaiion.
Here strode a tall man with white gown kilted up
above black legs: ho carried a Remington vifle, and
with his free hand pushed before him a donkey bear-
ing a bundle and a bed. An angureb is the lirst
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luxury of the Sudan: Egyplian soldiers, when an-
garebs are looted, cen hardly be restrained from
taking ihem away on their backs. This man was
removing wardrobe and furniture logether on one
donkey, Down at the riverside every boal was busy ;
the natives were crossing over io the islands and to
the western bank. Down at the landing-siage, three
miles north of the town, where the hospital was and
the post-office, and whither the telegraph was now
removed, the 1st Dattalion, now to form all the garri-
son of Berber, was building a fort.

And in their stoves and eafés in the Iligh Sireet,
with twilching faces, sal the Grecks. They explained
in half-voices thai they could not move their stock
because they had 400 camel-loads, and there wore not
ten camels fo be bought in all Berber. They cowm-
mented on the strange strategy ihat aims ot bLealing
thte enemy rather than at protucting property. They
even made a deputation io the Sirdar ou the point;
but his Excellency pursued lis own plan, and merely
gerved out Remingtons to the traders. Whoreat the
Greeks pointed out that the rifles and a few coses of
wine and tinned meat against their doors would make
them impregnable; and then fell to twilching again.

‘What it was all aboul, nobody among the outsiders
knew. Dul we presumed that the gradual crescondo
of intelligence as to the dervish advance had resulted
in the decision that it was betler to be in position too
early than too late. The Sirdar left early on the 15th;
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the greater part of the garrison—Macdonald’s fighting
brigade of blacks—had cleared the town the evening
before and marched for Kenur, the point of concen-
tration, when the moon rose at one in the morning,
I saw the start of the 9ih, the first black battalion
raised ; and fino as are many of our British regiments,
these made them look very small The Sudanese
battalions, as has been said, are enlisted for life, and
every black, wherever he may be found, is liable, as
such, for service, I lhave scen a man who was with
Maximilian in Mexico, in the Russo - Twrkish War,
acrvss Alriea with Stanley, and in all the later
Egypliun campaigns, and who marches with his
regimenl yeb. However old the Dlack wmway be, Le
has the curious facully of always looking about eigh-
leen: only when you thrust your eyes right in his
face do you notice that he is a wrinkled great-grand-
father of eighty. Dut always he stands as straight as
a lance.

Not that the 9th average that age, 1 take il or it
they do, it does nol matter, Their height wmnust
average easily over six feet. They are willowy in
figure, and their legs run lo spindle-shanks, almost
ridiculonsly ; yoi as they formed up on parade they
moved not only with the scupe that comes from
length of limb, but the snap of self - controlled
strenglh as well.

They love their soldiering, do the blacks, and take it
vory sorvusly, When they stood ab attenlion they
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might have been rows of black marble slalucs, all
alike ag in the ancient temples, filling up the litlle
square of crumbling mud walls with a hole in its
corner, o Lypical of the Berber landscape. Then the
Euglish colonel snapped out something Turkish : in an
instant the lines of each company had become fours;
all tuwrned with a click; the band crashed out a
march—barbaric Ethiopian, darky American, or Eng-
lish music-hall, it is all the same to the blacks—and
out swung the regiment. They moved off by com-
panies through a narrow allsy, and there lay four new-
killed goats, the sand lapping their blood. Every
officer rode, every man stepped, over the luck token;
they would never go oul to fighl without it. Then
out into the main streei, every man steppiug like u
conyueror, the band Dblaring war ab their head ; with
each company a little Aag—Dblue, black, white, amber,
or green, or vermilion—on a spear, and half-way down
the column the colour the Camerons gave them when
they shared the glory of Ginnis, Doys trailed behind
them, and their women, running to keep up, shob after
them the thin screams that kindle Sudanese to vielory.
A black has been known to kill himself because his
wife called him a coward, To me the sight of that
magnificent regiment was a revelalion. One has got
accustomed to associate a black skin with something
cither slavish or comical. From their faces these men
might have been loafing darkies in South Carolina or
minstrels in St James’s Hall. But in the smartness
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of every movement, in the pride of every private’s
bearing, what a wonderful difference! This was quite
& new kind of black—every man a warrior from his
youth up, “Tu-u-u, lu-u-u,” piped bthe women ; tho
men held up their heads and made no sound, but you
could seo the answer to that appeal quivering all down
the column. For “we,” they say, “are like the English;
we are not afraid.”

And is it not good to think, ladies and gentlemen,
ay you walk in Piecadilly or the Mile Ind Road, that
every oue of these niggers honestly believes thab to be
English and to know fear are two things never heard
of together?  Utterly fearless themselves, savages
brought up to think death in battle the natural lot of
man, far preferable to defeat or disgrace, they have
lived with English oflicers and English sergeants,
through years of war and pestilence, and never seen
any sign that these are not as contemptuouy of death
as themselves. They have seen many Englishmen die;
they have never seen an Englishman show fear,
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XL
TOE CONCENTRATION,

Ar the time I was disposed Lo blame the Moess Presi-
deul, bub on calin reflection I see thab the fault lay
with the nature of the Arab. We knew that the
Sirdar was to start early on the 15th on the eighteen-
mile ride to Kenur, and it was our purpose o lravel
shortly behind him. The only restrictions, 1 may say
at once, laid upon correspondents during this campaign
were that they were not to go out on reconnaissances,
and especially not to go near the Sirdar. They were
advised not lo stand in front of the firing line during
general actions, but even this was notl insisted upon.
It did indeed require a fair deal of tact and agility to
keep oub of the Sirdar’s eye, since his Excellency had
a wearing habil of always appearing at any point
where there was anything of interest going on. Dut
practice soon hrought proficiency, and for the rest the
correspondent, except when he had to work, enjoyed
by far tha mosl enviable posilion in the army,
Therefore we had planned to start as soon es the
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Sivrdar was out of sight, and arrive just aftor he had
disappeared into his quarters. We rose up at five and
gloomily hegan to dismantle our home., Wo carted
the tables aud the chairs inlo the yard; we tore down
the very shelves: who could tell when they would not
he useful? By seven breakfast was over; the horses
and camols were grouped aronnd our door in the Tligh
Street ; the bags and cases were fastened up and lying
cach on the right side of its right camel. There was
nothing left but the chairs and the tables and the
shelves and a bucket, and the breakfast things and a
case Lo put them in. At cight T went out to see how
things were looking; they were looking exactly the
same, o question of precedence having arisen as to
whose duty ib was to wash up. At nine thoy were
still the same, and we expostulated with the men:
they said they wero just ready. At ten the chairs
and tables and breakfast things and camels wers still
lying about, and the men had disappeared. At eleven
they had not returned. At twelve they condescended
to return, and, adjourning the question of washing up,
hegan packing the breakfast things dirty. Ab this
point cach man saparalely was called a dog, fined
a pound, and promised fifty lashes, They received the
judgment with gurprigsed and wounded hut respectful
expostulation : what had they done? They had merely
heen in the bazaar a very little while, O thou Excel-
leney, to buy fond. By this thne wo were getting
hungy ; so, rather than delay the loading up, wo went
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to a Greek ca/¢ and lunched on plomained sardines
and vinegar out of a Graves bottle. When we got
back things were exactly as we had left them: the
men suavely explained that they had been lunching
too. At last at half-past onc every camel had boen
loaded and stood up; and then it was discovered that
all the chairs were being left behind. It became
neeossary to eatch camels one by one, climb up them,
and, standing on neck or hump, to tie two chairs
apicce on to them. While the second was being done,
the first walked away and rubbed himself against a
wall, and knocked his chairs off again. Xvery one of
the men rushed at him with furious yells; the second
comel, left to himself, waddled up to the wall with an
abgent-minded air, and rubbed off his chairs.

At this point—ahout two in the afternoon, six hours
after the contemplated start —human nature could
bear it no longer, With curges and blows we told
them to follow immediately if they valued their lives,
and rode on. That was all they wanted. Looking
hack after a hundred yards we saw every camel loaded
up and starting, If we had stayed behind we should
never have got off that night. If we had ridden on
gix hours before we should not have been delayed.
One time is as good as another to the Arab as long as
he foels that he is wasting it. Give him half an hour
and he will take an hour; allow him six hours and he
will require twelve,

But of conrse by this time ib was hopeless to expect
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that the baggage would make eighteen miles by dark.
At TBssillem, a dozen iniles out, we found Colonel
Maxwell’s brigade with all its baggage packed, waiting
only camels to move on too. At Darmali we found
exactly the same stale of things. Goneral Gatacre’s
never-failing hospitality produced dinner, after which
we fell in with the disposition of the rest of the army,
and waited for camecls too. Al len, just ag we were
going to sleep in the sand in the middle of the main
street of the village, they loafed up, very cheerful, and
feeling quite sure that they would be mneither fined
nor flogged. Had they not covered thirteen miles in
a trifle under eight hours ?

Then suddenly I was awake again, at the shy meet-
ing of a quarter-moon and dawn. The beginning of
what I knew, after my boy came to my chilly bed-
chamber under a wall and said reveille was about to
gound, was a monstrous confusion of camels, You
could see that the ground was strewn with vague,
shapeless, swaying lumps, with smaller, more agile
shadows crawling over them. What they were was
very plain from the noises: the camels had arrived.
The camel, when it is a question of eithor working or
leaving off work —so magnificenily impartial ig his
stupidity—ecan protest in any voice from a wolf’s snarl
to the wail of an uncomforted child. As each camel
was loaded it jerked up its towering height and tower-
ing load—one of ours this time, I blush {o say, was
two sacks of barley, a deal table, and all the eighi,
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cane-hottomed chairs, waving their legs al the moon;
and s weirdly disreputable sight it was—and then it
was the next camel's turn to howl It is a wonderful
gight camels being loaded up, with buckets and table-
legs and baths and tea-kettles, hung round them as if
they were Christmas-trecs; bul one soon has enough
of it. So Tleft them trying to eat the hospital stores,
and rode slowly out into the twiligh.

Outside the zariba a heavy black snake was forging
slowly along the desert road; when I came nearer it
changed into a contipede; then the ceulipede had a
kilt on, and finally it divided into the Cameron High-
landers. Tn front of them were the Warwicks, behind
them the Maxim baltery—four guns with carriages
and three mules tandem, two on tripods and one mule
to carry the whole gun—and the Lincolns; the whole
brigade was on the march, Only seventy-five men of
each regiment remained, to their indignation, as guard
for the stores thal the cemels must make a second
journey to fetch. As for the heavy baggage, that was
put in the houses of the village and lefl to ils fate.
Officers started with 30-lb, kit, and men with 9-lh.
Scaveity of camels perhaps justified the abandonment,
hub with the thermometer already 100° in the shade, it
meant a lot of hardship.

After a month and a half of General Gatacre, five
miles with rifle and ammunition and 9-1b. kit is very
much the same to the British soldier as walking down-
stairs to breakfost is to you. They were just getting
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into their stride when the sun rose. The orange ball
stepped up over the desert sky-line briskly and all in
one piece, plainly intending to do a good day’s work
before he lay down again—and behold, we were at
Kenur. DBehold, also, the Sirdar’s flag, white star and
erescent on red, borne by one of three orderlies, Be-
fore it rode the Sirdar himself, in white apparel, fresh
oand cool, also like one who has his work before him
and knows how it is done, and means to do it, The
British halted. There was a word and a rattle, and
the battalions which had been formed in one long
column, four abreast, were marching off at right angles
in columns of a company apiece. In no space and
no fime the whole brigade had tucked itselfl away
and taken up its quarters. And hardly had the
Dritish left the road clear than in swung the second
black brigade from Essillem.

These were different, many of them, from the lank
soldiers of the 9th—short and stubby, plainly of other
tribes; but whether the black has seventy-eight inches
or sixty, every one of them is a soldier. They tramped
past with their untirable bands drumming and blow-
ing beside them; in a couple of hours they had cust
their mimosa and made their zariba, and all the Der-
vishes in the Sudan would not be too many for them.
The DBritish, too, were out all day in the sun, at the
same work, every man with his rile on his back. Tt
had warmed up a little more now—though 100° in
the dry Sudan is not near so hot as it would be in

G
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England—but the British stuck to their work like
men, and their zariba, a word unknown to them two
months back, was every bit as straight, and thick, and
prickly as the nalives’,

And now we were concentrated, and only waited for
them to come on. And, wonderful beyond all hope,
they were coming on. The indispensable gunboats,
tirelessly patrolling the river, kept the Sirdar fully
informed of everything. On Shebaliya Island, forty
miles south of the Atbara, they had slung an angareb
aloft between o couple of spars. The Dorvishes’ route
led within twelve hundred yards of it. There they
passed everlastingly — men, women, and children;
horses, goats, and donkeys, singing and braying, flying
their banners, thrumming their war-drums, booming
their 1elancholy war-horn. And on the angareb,
under an umbrelln, sat a man and counted them.
There was reason to hope ihat they were little short
of 20,000.

Conformably with the traditions of the gunboat
servics, things did not stop at counting, On the 13th
Dimbashi Sitwell and a section of the 4th Egyptians
landed from the Fatha, Lieutenant Beatty’s boat, and
attacked a large force which had crossed to the island.
There were abont 1000 Dervishes and 40 Egyptians,
but neither of the united services saw anything
irregnler in the proceedings. In face of the swarm
of enemies Bimbashi Sitwell lod his men into a ditch,
whence they kepl up a steady fire. Suddenly he felt
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a tremendous blow on his shoulder; he thought one
of the soldiers had let his rifle out of hand, but turn-
ing round to swear, found himself on his back. Then
he heard the voice of Lieutenant Beatly, R.N.: “ Il's
all right,” it said ; “ we're doing ’em proper.” ¢ Make
il 80,” he replied nautically, and then, hearing a new
burst of fire from the right, “ You’d better order up
few more file, and twru them out of that.” The next
thing he knew, after the blank, was that they were
turned out of thal, and that 38 of them were dead,
whicl was very unearly onc each for the 40 Egyptians.

Bimbashi Sitwell hiad a well-furnished pair of #houl-
ders. The bullet ran through both, bul missed ihe
gpine, Four days after, e was receiving visitors at
Fort Athara in pyjamas and a cigarvette. Which was
a happy issue to perhaps the most staggeringly auda-
cious of all the andacities perpetrated by the gunboats
on the Nile.
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XTIL
AT KENTUR.

Tur first thing T saw of the social life of Kenur was
the Press censor shaving himself: he said that any-
body might take any quaiters that nobody else had
taken. As he spoke my eye fell on a round tukl
between the Sirdar’s quarters, the Censor’s, and the
telegraph tent—plainly an ideal residonce for corre-
spondents. It appeared ompty. True, it was not
much bigger than a ’bus driver’s umbrelln; but you
could just get three men and a table into it. It
would do very well for to-day: to-morrow we ex-
pected fo fight. .As it turned out, we stayed at Kenur
four days, during which the tukl contracted hourly,
till in the end it seemed nearly half big enough for one
person. Moreover, it turned oub to be tenanted after
all-—by enormous bees, which had dug out the inside
of the wooden framework till the whole place was one
large hive. Honour and prudence alike seemed to call
for an attack on them. But on reflection I pointed
out that tho truest courage lay in sitling quite still
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when a large bee setiled on the back of your neck, and
that the truest precaution lay in smoking Lobacco.
So we sat down quite still and swoked tobacco for
four days.

Kenur was like all the villages in this part of the
world, only if possible longer. All are built along
the Nile, that the inhabitants may have as short a
way as possible to go for water: Kenur was from two
to three miles long, and the camp stretehed the whole
length of it. Detween the camp and the river was
nearly a mile of land once cullivated, now overgrown
with Sodom apples. Nervous critics pointed oul that
dervishes might ailack the long line of the zariba,
and slip in between the force and ity waler. Bui
most people knew that nothing of the sort would
happen. The Sirdar is not the man to wait to be
attacked, and the long, open camp was beautifully
adapted for bringing out the whole army in fighting-
line at a moment’s notice.

The first afternoon at Kenur was cnlivened by the
advent of the first four companies of the Seaforths,
They cume by steamer, smiling all over, from colonel
to private, to tind they were in time. Down by the
river 1o meet them way an enormous band drawn from
all the blacks, bristling with hall<jocose, half-ferocious
swagger as the darlings always are. The Seaforths
formed up into columm, deep-chested, upstanding, un-
deniable, a delight to look upon ; the Sirdar fell in by
the colonel, the band began to wail out *Hieland
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Laddie” and “ Annie Laurie,” and anything else it
thought would make them feel at home, and off they
swung towards the southern horn of the zariba, All
round it they marched, every regimont, while, black,
and yellow, lining the route in its iurn, following its
colonel in “Hip, hip, bip, hurrah!” Does not every
native soldier know that the Highlanders have sworn
to wear no irousers iill they put them on in Khartum ?

The second four companies came in next day, with
an cqual ear-splilting. Colonel Lewis's brigade at
Fort. Atbara was only (ive miles off, connected by
telegraph, so that now we wore complete. Meanwhile
the days at Kenur were not wasted—days seldom are
with the Sirdar about. Every morning at half-past
gix or so the whole forcc paraded and mancsuvred.
The first day’s exercise was an attack in line, Brilish
on the right, Maxwell’s in the centre, Macdonald’s on
the left. The two laticr used the attack formation of
the Egyptian army—four of each hattalion’s six com-
panies in line and two in support. The British had
three battalions in line and the four companies of the
Seaforths in snpport: on each flank were guns, and
the extreme battalion in each case was in column of
companies. This was the formation in which the
Sirdar advanced on Dongola in '96, except that the
place of the flanking columns was there taken on the
right by the cavalry—who now were of course recon-

noitring all day—and on the left by the Nile with
the gunboats,
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The next day the force manceuvred in brigade
squares in echelon, and the day after formed one
square of the whole army, skeleton companies repre-
senling the Third Brigade. It was in the first of these
formations that wo did all the subsequent marching
up the Aibara—na stately spectacle. On the right,
and lending, was the British brigade—an advancing
wave of descrt-colowred khaki, with a dash of dark
for the kilis of the Highlanders, They marched in
columns of fours, that being o handy and flexible for-
mation, and easily kept in line: the officer has only
to see that four men are keeping a proper front with
ihe rest of the brigade instead of fifty; and at the
word all can wheel up into line in less than a minute.
Next, leftward and clear in rear, so that an attack on
its front or the Dritish flank would meet a cross-fire,
marched Maxwell’s brigade. Leftward and in rear
of that came Macdonald. The Egyptian forces, march-
ing in line for the front and rear of the square,
and in column for ils flanks, and having darker uni-
form, made a denser blotch on the desori than the
Dritish, Dut dark or light, when you looked along
the force it was tremendous, going forward wave by
wave irresistibly, devouring the desert.

Thus, on the morning of Sunday, March 20, the
force broke up from Kenur, The camp went wild,
for the news saidl that Mahmud was actually on the
Albara at last, Xlo had seized Hudi ford, it was said,
seven wiles from the junction of the rivers; aund to
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Hudi we were to march straight across the deserl, The
Intelligence Department more than half disbelieved
the native stories, The native has no words for dis-
tance and number but “near” aund “far,” “fow” and
“many”; “near” may bo anything within twenty miles,
while “many ” ranges from & hundred to a hundred
thousand. Ilowever we marched—eleven miles ai
two miles an hour, in a choking sand-storm that
muffled the sun to a pale winter moon, till at three in
the afiernoon we struck the iiver at ITudi. Here we
found three battalions of Lewis's brigade, the 15th
being left lo gnrrison Fort Atbara; but devil a
dervish,
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XILI.
ON THE ATBARA,

CominGg down to the Atbare alter the desert was like
entering the gates of heaven. Tov yon in England,
fields pulsing with green wheat and gardens aflame
with tulips, it mighl have scemed faded. To us it
was paradise.

The north bank drops twenty feet plumb to the
sky-blue river. A sione’s-throw across, the other
bank is splashed with grass that struggles against
jaundice; but it is real grass, and almost greenish,
and aficr the desert we are very grateful for it. Be-
yond that shelves a bare white-brown beach, thirsty
for flood-time; beyoud that a wall of white-green
new - fledged mimosa topped with turrets of palm,
Over it all the intense blue canopy of midday, the
fires of sunset, or the black roof of midnight pierced
with innumerable stors, so white and clear that you
almost hold up your haud lo touch them-—it was
worth a couple of marches of sand-storm to come
into such a land.
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Our side, loo, was thick with mimosa and dom.-
palm, and tufted with grass—great coarse bunches,
mostly as thick as straw and as yellow; but a few
blades maintained a bloodless green, and horses and
cemels went without their sleep to tear at them, The
camels eal the mimosa too—elsewhere & bush that
grows thorns and little yellow honey-breathing fuff-
balls, but on the fruilful Atbara a cedar-spreading
tree, with young leaves like an acacia’s. The camels
rear up their affected heads, and ecstatically scrunch
thorns that would run any other beast’'s tongue
through ; their lips drop blood, but they never notige
it. And the blacks eat the dom-nuis—things like
petrified prize apricots, whose kernel makes vegetable
ivory, and whose husks, they say, taste like ginger-
bread; though, having no ore-crusher in my kit, I
caunol speak to that. Dut lanky Sambo was never
tired of shying at them as they clustered just above
the dead leaves and just below the green, and Privale
Atkins lent a hand with enthusiasm. Then Sambo
would grin all round his head and crack the flinty
things between his shining teeth, and Thomas would
stand staring at him, uncerfain whother he was &
long-lost brother-in-arms or something out of a circus,

They might well chew mimosa, and halla-grass,
aund dom-nuts, for even on the river we were in a
desert. 'We marched and camped in an utterly empty
land. Atbars banks are green, birds whistle and coo
in the tree-tops, now and again e hare switchbocks
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across the line of march; but along all the river there
wag not ope living man. Here on the Aibara there
were but rare traces of population—a few stones, half
buried, standing for salt-workings, or a round, half
washed-out mud-bank for a wall,

In the empty Nile villages their bones were long
ago gnawed white by jackals and hyenas, their sons
were speared and thrown into the river, their wives
and daughiers led away to the harems of Omdurman,
It is good land for the Sudan in this corner of the
iwo rivers, worth, in places, perhaps as much as a
penny an acre; and the Xhelifa has swept it quite
clean, and left it quite soulless.

And soulless it seemed to stay. We slept one
night at Hudi in a sand-floored quadrangle of zariba,
and you could hear the men expecting batitle through
their sleep. Next day, still looking to see Liack heads
and spears rise over every sky-line, we marched to
Ras el Hudi, six miles farther. Both Hudis were
fords over the Atbara, and where one ended the
other began: as the river was already nearly all ford,
and the whole place coutained not a single hut,
you could call anywhere anything you liked. That
same day (March 21st) the cavalry found the enemy.
Terhaps it would be more strictly correct to say that
the enemy found them: they were halted and dis-
mounted when the Dervish horse suddenly attacked
the sentrics, The troopers were in their saddles and
out ab the cnemy smartly emough, and after & short



108 ON TIIE ATBARA.

scuffie the Dervishes sheered off inlo the bush, The
cavalry lost seven troopers killed and eight wounded,
of whom two died next day. These were the first
fatalities of the campaign.

Next day, the bulk of the force remsaining in Ras
Hudi camp, a stronger reconnaissance went out—all the
cavalry, with Maxims and the 13th Sudanese in sup-
port. Just as we wero sitling down to breakfast we
beard heavy firing up river. On the sound rang out
bugles; syces could be seen {frantically slamming
saddles on to horses, and tugging them over to the
Sirdar’s headquarters. Ten seconds later the whole
force was getting under arms, I pushed s timned
sausage down wmy throal and a biscuit inte my holster,
looked that my water-bottle was both full and well-
corked —of course it was neither—and Dblundered
through tussocks and mimosa - thorns out of camp.
Already the long columns of khaki were combining
into brigade-squares ; in a matter of minutes the army
was riveted together and rolling majestically over the
swaying desert towards the firing, This time, by a
variation on ihe usual order, Macdonald's brigade was
on the right, its front level with Gatacre’s, while Max-
well was ccheloned on the left, and Lewis in support :
the reason for this was that half a mile of bush fringed
the Atbara, and the blacks were expected to be handier
in it than the Drilish. So we marched and marched.
The British officers had had no breakfast, but they
were used to thal by now: officers and men—white,
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black, and brown—all tingled with the exultant anti-
cipation of battle. At last, four miles or so out of
camp, we halted before a mile-wide slope of stony
gravel—a God-sent field of fire. On the brow we
could see a picket of cavalry: presently a rider
detached himself, and came bucketing fowards the
Sirdar’s flag. The order was given to load, and the
gigh of contentment could be heard above the clatier
of locks. It had come at last!

But it hadn’t.  'We had noted it as ominous that no
more firing had beckoned us as we advanced. The
reconnaissance and the fight alike seemed to have
faded in front of us like a mirage. The sun was
getting hot overhead: fo go on indefinitoly without
any kind of baggage was not to be thought of. “Rise
up, men, and prepare to go home,” came the reluctant
order. The army rose up and faced about, and cursed
its way into camp agein. It turned out afterwards
that the enemy’s cavalry had appeared in force, and
that ours led them back to the 13th, Collinson Bey
formed square, and gave them a volley or two at half
a mile or so, A few Dervishes came out of their
saddles; and that was all, for they fell back and re-
appeared no more.

After that came to-morrow and to-morrow and to-
morrow. Some days there was a little shooting, other
days there was not; and we in camp heard and saw
nothing in either case. Every morning one or two
native battelions with Maxims went out, support-
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ing the cavalry., They went oul about three, and
frizzled through morning, midday, and afternoon at o
genial spol called Khor Abadar, five or six miles ont:
a khor ig a dry desert walercourse, but this one was no
more—nor less—than about a mile of what looked like
rather rough sea solidified into clay. Having frizzled
duly there all day, they would swing in again at seven
or o, slriding into camp boll upright and with a
jaunty snap, as if they had been out a quarter of an
hour for a conslitutional, You could always tell when
the reconnaissance was coming in by the rolls of dust
thai blotted out the camp. At the corner where they
stepped inside the zariba, Dlackfriars on a November
night was midday to it. You caught at a black face
and the top of n shouldered rifle floating past from ane
eye to the other; you felt, rather Lthan bebeld, a loom-
ing horse-head and lance-butt over your shoulder.
You neither saw nor heard, but were aware of regi-
ments and squadrons as in the dream of a dog-sleep.
And as lazy day sweated after lazy day, the whole
camp and the whole army began to dim into the
phantom of a dream. The vivacious, never-sleepy
bugles became o singing in your ear, the ripple of sun
on bayonets was spots belore the eyes, the rumour of
the crouching enemy was the acho of a half-rememberad
fairy tale very, very far away.

For, to be quite truthful, during that long succes-
sion of to-morrows at Ras el Hudi, nobody quite knew
where the Dervishes were, It was quite certain they
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were somewlore ncar, for their cavalry was seen
almost daily; ond they must be camped on the
Atbara, for there was nowherv clse whence they
could get water, We were quite confident that they
were there, and that the fight was coming, and we
invented all soris of stories to explain their delay in
coming on, They started down the Nile fast; they have
slackened now—=so we assured ourselves—to wuit for
their rear-gnard, or to reconnoitre, or to knock down
dom-nuts, or for any of o thousand reasons, and we
wore here a day sooner than was neccessary. A day
too soon, of course, was nothing—or rather it would
be nothing after we had fought; at present an extra
dny certainly meant a little longer discomfort. You
must remember that the army was nearly 1400 miles
from the sea, and about 1200 from any place that the
things armies want conld possibly come from. It had
to be supplied along a sand -banked river, a single
line of rail, which was carrying the material for its
own construction as well, and various camel-tracks.
That 13,000 men could cver have been brought into
this hungry limho at all shows thal the Sirdar is the
only English general who has known how to campaign
in this country. The real encmy, he has seen, is not
the Dervishes, whom we have always beaten, but the
Sudan itself.

He was conquering it; but for the moment the
Sudan had an opening, and hegan trying ws rather
high. Not me personally, who had three comels
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and two blankets and much tinned meat. To
me and my likes the Sirdar’s refusal of transport—
most natural and proper, after all—had been a bless-
ing; it had made correspondents self-supporting, and
therewith rich, But for the moment the want of
tramsport and Mahmud’s delay in coming on was hard
on the troops—especially hard on the British brigade,
and hardest of all on their officers. Officers and men
came alike with one blanket and no overcost. Now
you must know that, though the Sudan can be live
coals by day, it can be aching ice by night, It is the
healthiesi climate in the world if you have shade at
noon and mauy rugs an hour before reveille; but if
you have not, and especially if you happen to bo a
kilted Highlander, il interferes with sleep.

You must further remember that we loft Kenur
with the intention of fighting nexl day or the
next. The British took the expectation seriously;
the Egyptian officers did not. “You see,” said one,
“T've been in this bally country five years; so when
I was told to bring two days’ kit, I brought a fort-
night's.” He was now sending his private camel back
to Fort Atbara for more; the officers of the British
brigade had no private camels. The officers had
brought only what could go into a haversack, which
includes, roughly, soap and a sponge, and a tooth-
brush and a towel, but not a clean ghirt, nor a
handkerchief, nor shaving-tackle; so that the gilded
popinjays wero a little tarnished just ai present. One
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of them said, most truly, that an English tramp in
gummer, with a sweet haystack lo sleep under, and
gixpence a-day for bread and cheese and beer at way-
gide inns, was oubt of reckoning helfer off than a
British officer on the banks of the Athara. He slept
on a pillow of dusty sand, which worked steadily into
his hair; he got up in the middle of the night to
patrol; then he lay down again and shivered. Tho
men could sleep threo together under a triple layer of
blanket; the officers must sleep each in his position
on the flank or in the centre of his company. When
he got up in the morning he had nothing to shave
with, and lucky if he got a wash. The one camel-
load of mess stores was wellnigh ealen up by now,
he received the same ralion as the men, His one
shirt was no longer clean; he hardly dared pull out
his one handkerchief; he went barefoot inside his hoots
while his socks were being washed. And always—
night or day, on faligue or at leisure, relatively clean
or unredeemedly divty, when he had borrowed a shave
and felt almost like a gentleman again, or when he
lay with his head in the dust and the black private
doubted whether he shoull salute or not—his frst
paternal thought was the wellbeing of his men.
When we found Maliuud he should pay for it
But in the meantime whore was he? There was a
perpetual series of cavalry reconnaissances, and a
perpetual streamn of scallywags coming in from his
camp. Any day from dawn to dark you inight see
H
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half - clothed black men squatting before Colonel
‘Wingate, Some were fairly fat; some were bags of
bones. But all siated with one consent that they
were hungry, and having received refreshment felt
that they could do no less than tell Colonel Wingate
such tidings as they conceived he would like to hear.
There was no such thing as a place on the Atbara,
as I have explained: there were names on the map,
but as they named nothing in particular you could
put them anywhere you liked within ten miles or
so. Also, there is no such thing as distance in the
nativo mind, so that the native also could locate any-
thing anywhere that seemed couvenient,

On the 27th Bimbashi Haig reconnoitred the op-
posite bank of the Atbara up to Manawi-—say eighteen
miles—and saw no trace of the enemy. Combining
that fact with the precipitate from the scallywags'
stories, we came Lo the coneclusion that Mahmud and
Osman were on the southern bank, somewherc near
the spot marked on the map as Hilgi, It was believed
that on the first news of the first cavalry contact they
entrenched themselves there in a four-mils belt of
serub. Now General ITunter had made a reconnais-
sance up the Athara last winter as far as Adarama—
indispensably informative it turned out—and the Staff
know what soit of serub it is, Tt is an impenetrable,
flesh-tearing jungle of mimosa-spears and dom-palin
and stumbly halfa-grass and hanging ropes of ereeper:
no army in the world could possibly attrek through it.
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That being so, the Sirdar’s course appeared to be
to wait at Ras el Hudi until Mahmud came out,
Hunger might bring him out—only as yet it had not.
The more trustworthy of tho deserters said that there
was still a certain store of food. You must know
that the Dervishes have honeycombed the Sudan with
caches of buried grain: many have been found and
opened by the Egyptian army, but it is possible
that some remain to draw on. Moreover, men who
were at Toski told how, in the starving army of
Wad-cl-Nejumi, the fighiing men were wall fod
enough: it wag the women and the children and
the followers whose ribs broke throngh the skin.
The scallywngs were starved, of course: thot is why
they came in, and being starved themselves they saw
the whole army in like case. Dut it scewed by the
best information that what with foud they brought,
and stores they found, and dom-nuts they knocked oft
the trees, the dervishes had a few days of fairly filled
stomach before them yet.

Then how to felch them out? The situation called
for a hold stroke, and the Sirdar answered it, after his
wont, with a bold and safe one, On the morning of
March 24 the 15th Egyptians lefl Fort Atbara in the
three guuhoats for Shendi. Left at Shendi were all
the women of Malhmud’s foree, and with his womon
gone the Sudani is only half a man, It might draw
him and it might not; it was worth trying
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X1V,
THE RAID ON SIIENDL

I wAD slepped out in the morning to pick fruit from
the sanduk for breaklast. Delow me, in the shallow
river, a damson-skinnoed black was bathing and wash-
ing his white Friday clothes and whistling “The
Dritish Grenadicrs.,” The sun was just up; but in
the Sudan he begins to blister things the moment he
is over the horizon. The sanduk lay on the south side
of the north wall of our zariba. Greengages were
glittering in tho young sunshine; but to pnll up mis-
apprehension, I may as well say at once that sandul
is the Arabic for provision-case, and that our green-
gages glittered through glass hotfles. Ii may be that
you were never much attracted by bottled fruits. But
they taste of fruit a good denl more than iinned ones;
and when your midday is six hours of solid 110 in
the shade, you will find bottled fruits one of ihe
things least impossible to eat that you are likely to
get.

Therewith entered the Mess-President’s head camel-
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man. He was a Jaali by tribe; his name meant
“Powerful in the Faith”; and in this wilderness I
liked to think that if Le wers not black, and had no
moustache, and no razor-cut tribal marks on his cheeks,
his tilted nose and smiling teeth, and erect, sprightly
carriage would make him a rather prelty-ugly French
girl, He approached his lord’s bed before tho tent
door and pattered Arabic faster than I can keep up
with, But the sum of his {ale was this: that the raid
on Shendi had been a great success, many Dervishes
were slain, and many taken, with many women
and children; that his fellow-Jaalin had done best
part of the execution, and thai the 15th Baitalion was
already back again at Fort Athara.

Then let us go to Fort Atbare, said we, and hear all
about it. We are going mouldy for want of exercise
—aad, to be quite open with you, the liquor famine
here is getting grave. Last night the boy came up
with a couple of botfles: “ Only two wine more,” said
he, and mournfully displayed one Serubbs’s Cloudy
Ammonia—try it in your balh, but not in your
drinking-cup —and one Elliman’s Embrocation. So
saddle up; it is 1000 to 5 against a fight here to-day,
and it is better to sweat a-horseback in the desert
oven-blast than fry in sand and camp-smells here,

So the Mess-President and I picked our way over
the spongy ground outside camp where the water lies
in flood time, and then swung out, quarter of an hour
canter and ten minutes walk, over the hard sand and
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gravel of the desert. The way from Fort Atbara was
trodden alrcady into a road as broad as Berber High
Street, and almost as populous—now a white-under-
clothed Jaali scellywag with a Reminglon and a
donkey, now a lolloping convoy of camels, now a
couple of Greeks with stores, For the Jew, as we
know him, is a child for commercial enterprise along-
sido the Sudan Greek. A Greek had his ovens going
on Ferkee field before the last shot was fired; the
moment the Suakim road was opened the Greek’s
cawels wore on it. The few English merchants here
were hard and enterprising, and they had good stuff—
ouly just when you wanted ii, it was usually just a
day’s journey away. The Greek gets his stufl up every-
where: it is often inferior stuff, and he caravang it
with & double-barrelled rifle on his shoulder and
vigions of Dervishes behind every mimosa bush; but
he gets it up. He charges high for it, but he deserves
every piastre he gets.

At Fort Atbara there stood already a small bazaar
of tukls, and a pink shirt-sleeved, black-stubble-
chinned Greek in each among his wares. There we
laid in every known liquor except clarel and beer;
there we even got six dozen Pilsener-bottles of soda-
water — ol such are the privations of the Sudan.
Most of the Groeks seemed to confine their energies
to sardines, many degrees over proof. Bul one had
planted a litile salad-garden; another knew where he
could get tomaloes; n third specialised in scented
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soap and stationery. Remember, we werc twelve
hundred miles from the nearest place where people
buy such things in shops; romember, too, that not
an inch of Government truck or steamer could be
spared for privale dealers; and then you will realige
what a Nansen of retail trade is the Sudan Greek.

But a correspondent cannot live by soda-water and
tabesco sauce alone: let us try to acquire some in-
formation, In the commanderia— that stable house
of mud, six-roomed and lofly roofed, the staleliest
mansion of the Sudan—sits Hickman Bey, who swepb
out Shendi, In the English army it would be almost
a scandal that an officer of his service should go any-
where or do anything. The Egyptian army is an
army of young men, with the red-hot dash of a boy
tempered by responsibility into the fine steel of a
man at his best for both plan and deed.

But about the raid, To listen o any one of the
men who conducted it you would think that he had
been a passenger, and that all the others had done all
the work: that is their way. The three gunboats
with their naval officers—unow you observe the full
significance of the fact thet the Dritish Navy’s com-
mand of the sea runs up to the Sixth Cataract—with
the 15tk Battalion, guns, and 150 friendly Jaalin,
left Fort Atbara on March 24. They were to have
gurprised Shendi in the morning of the 206th; but
luck was bad, though il turned out not to matier
much. Ono of the boats went aground, as boats will
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on & daily falling Nile. It took some hours to get
her off, and then, as it was too late for Saturday
morning, and an aftornoon attack would leave no
light for pursuit, it was decided to make it Sunday.
So the boats went slow, stopping here and there to
wood up on the depeopled banks; but at one place it
fell out that the landing-party came on three Dervishes.
One of them got away with his skin and the alarmn,
‘When he came {0 Shendi the garrison—700 men with
many women and children — were fom-lomming &
fantasia on account of an alleged victory whereof
Mahmud had advertised them. The fantasia broke
up hurriedly, and all the best quality women were
sent away ou camels to Omdurman. That meant, of
course, the Daggara Arab women. The women of
the black riflemen and spearmen were lefl to shift.

At ten on Sunday morning Colonel Hickman and
his raiders duly appeared and landed. Thoy found
the enemy drawn up between the bank and rising
ground ; there were four forts—one sunken, three cir-
cular earth walls—but Mahmud took away the guns
with him. The Fifteenth formed column of fours and
marched placidly in front of the enemy, taking not the
least notice of their fire—which indeed hurl nobody—
till it outflanked their left. The two forces were then
more or less like a couple of L’s lying on their backs,
one ingide the other. The dervish L was the inside
one—the stem of it fighting men and the foot scally-
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wags carrying bundles; the Egyptian I’s stem was
the Fifteenth, and its foot, stretching inland towards
the loot, the Jaalin.

Bimbashi Peake, of the Artillery, let off two rounds
of shrapnel over the scallywags, and the fight was
over. Instantly the plain was quite black with ihe
baggage the dervishes dropped — bundles of clothes,
angarebs, chairs, big war-drums, helmets, spears, gib-
bas, bags of dhurra, donkeys, horses, women, children,
Every dervish was making for Omdurman as hard as
his legs would let him.

Now came the Jaalin's chance. The Jaalin used to
be a flourishing tribe, and inhabited the island of
Meroe—the country between the Atbara and the Blue
Nile. A few years ago the tribe had a difference of
opinion with the Khalifa: there are not many Jaalin
now, and what there are inhabit where they can.
The survivors are anxious io redress the balance by
removing a corresponding proportion of Baggara, and
they began. After a time they came to Hickman
Bey, panting, but only half happy. “ 1t is very good,
O thou Excellency,” they cried; “ we're killing them
splendidly. They're all out in the desert, only we
can't get at them to kill them enough. Can't we have
gome of the donkeys to pursue on?” *“ Take the lot,”
said his Excellency.

So the island of Meroc beheld the novel sight of
Baggara cavairy, on brood mares with foals at foot,
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flecing for their lives before Jaalin on donkeys. Most
of the five-and-lwenty horsemen got away to tell the
news to the Khalifa; by this time probably their
right hands and right feet were off The footmen the
Jaalin pursued till ten at night, and slew {o the tune
of 160 ; also there were 645 prisoners, mostly women.
They got a tremendous reception from the women at
Forb Atbara when they reached if, and joined in it
themselves quite unaffectedly. By now they are pro-
bably the wives of such black soldiers as are allowed
to merry; as like as not many of them actually had
hugbands, brothers, sons, fathers in one Sudanese bat-
talion or another. A Sudan lady’s married life is full
of incident in these days; it might move the envy of
Fargo, North Dakota. Dul when all is said and done,
o hlack soldier with a life engagement at 15s, a-month
minimum, with rations and nllowances, is a more
brilliant catch than any Baggara that ever came out
of Darfur.

It wes a raid that for ncatness and thoroughness
might teach a lesson to Osman Digna himself, What
Osman and Mahmud gaid when they heard their men’s
wowmen were gone, and that their own retreal along
the Nile could be harried for a hundred miles ag far
as Shabluka, I do not pretend o know. I should be
soxry Lo meet any of the ends they munsb have invoked
upon, all the Sirdar's relalives.

And when we got back, and the camels seesawed
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in with the sanduks, the cook, for all his new wealth,
was very angry. “You have brought no curry-
powder, O thou Effendim,” he said. “ You didn’t say
you wanted any curry-powder,” the Mess-President de-
fended himself. ¢ Yes I did,” said the cook, sternly;
“T said we were short of il vegetables.”
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XV.
REST AND RECONNAISSANCES.

THE force remained in camp al Ras el Hudi 1ill April
3. Munbmud’s exact position was still undetermined,
his intentions yet more so. It was a queer state of
things—two armies within twenty miles of each other,
both presumably wishful to fight, both liable to run
short of provisions, yet neither aliacking and neither
quite sure where the other was. Bub the Sirdar had
always the winning hand. While he sat on the At-
bara Mahmud was stale-mated. It may be supposed
that he came down the Nile to fight: very well, here
was the Sirdar ready to fight and beat him. Osman
Digna probably had raiding in his head. But he could
not raid Berber while the Sirdar was below him on
the Atbara: that would have meant seventy miles
across the desert, with wells choked up—though he
may not have kmown this—and the Sirdar always
liable to attack him on flank or to get to Berber before
him. One day we had a report that he had started on
a journey the other way, towards Adarama; but, if he
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ever went at all, it was probably to dig up grain:
there was nothing worth raiding about Adarama,
Finally, now that Shendi was destroyed, to go back
meant ruin ; the blacks, irritated by the loss of their
women, would desert; the gunboats would harry the
retreat as far as Shabluka; it was cven possible that
the whole Anglo-Egyptian force would get to the Nile
before they did. And if he staycd where he was, then
in the end he mnust cither fight or starve.

Mahmud was stale-mated, no doubb, whatever course
ho took; only in the meantime he took none. He did
nob move, he did not fight, and he did not starve.
And we were still not quite sure where he was. The
army stayed a fortnight in Ras Hudi camp, recon-
noitring daily, with an enemy within twenty miles,
whose precise position it did not know. It hardly
scems to speak well for the cavalry. Yet it would be
most unjust to blame them: the truth is that the
Egyptian covalry was hopelessly outnumbered and
outmatched. Broadwood Bey had eight squadrons—
say 800 lances— with eight Maxims and one horse
battery. There were also two companies of camel-
corps, but these were gencrally wanted for convoys.
Agninst this Mahmud, as he said afterwards himself,
had 4000 Baggara horse.

Furthermore, it caunot be said that the Egyptian
cavalry were ahove criticism. They were enormously
improved, as will shortly be seen: ever since the Don-
gola compaign they had come on yreatly, but it is
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doubtful whether they will ever have the dash of the
best European or Indian cavalry. They have great
merits: in an emply land they will live on almost
nothing, and no stretch of work can subdue their iron
bodies to fatigue. They are no longer open to sus-
picion on the score of courage. Bub in reconnaissance
work they want smartness and infelligence. It counld
not be imputed to them as a fault that they did not
ride through five times their force and see what was
behind. Bub it was a fact that the Baggara worked
better in the bush than they did. Day after day they
would ride out and see nobody or only a vedette or
two; as soon as they began to retire they were fol-
lowed by dervishes, who had apparently been seeing
them all the time, An officer told me that one day,
walking out from Fort Albara, he saw a returning
patrol under a native lieutenant. He stood still wnder
a tree to see if they would see him: they passed him
by like men aslesp. In a word, the Egyptian troope:
is what it is inevilable he should be. You eannot
breed a light quick-witted scout out of a hundred
centuries of drudgery and serflom. He will improve
with time; meanwhile he is still a fellah.

Considering the quantity and qualily of their
material, it was wonderful thai Broadwood Bey
and his British officers did as much as they did.
To work the weakest arm of a force cannot be in-
spiriting work, but they stuck to it with nnguench-
able courage and inexhaustible paticnce, 1f it be
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asked why the cavalry was not sirengthened wilh
Dritish or Indian regiments, the answer is very casy.
It was almost a miracle that so large a force had been
got up to the Atbara and fed there; fo bring up more
horses into a country almost naked of fodder was a
physical impogsibilify, too impossible evon for Sir
Herbert Kitchener.

But if the cavalry was for a while unsuccessful in
localising Mahmud’s entrenchment, it was wholly sue-
cessful in keeping his scouts from coming near us, and
thal was no small achievemeni. The Baggara might
have made things very nnpleasant for us even at Ras
el ITudi. Bub for the patrols of the unwearying
cavalry they could easily have crept up in the hush
across the river and fired info camp all night cvery
night. They might have got below the camp and cut
up convoy after convoy till hunger drove the Sirdar
down to Forl Atbhara again and opened the way to
Berber. We sab day after day and wondered why
they never did it; but they never did.

At last, on Mareh 30, General Hunter weni ont.
With him went the cavalry, the horse-haitery, and
four Maxims, while two battalions of infaniry aund
a field battery were advanced in support to Khor
Abadar. When he got back that evening everybody
knew that Mahmud's strongliold was found. e had
gone on until he came to it. Te had ridden up to
within 300 ynrds of it and lonked in.  'What he saw,
of conrse, the Intelligence Department knew hetter
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than I did, but some things were common property,
The position faced the open desert—we all breathed
freely at this—and went right back through the scrub
to the river. Round it ran a tremendous zariba thres
mileg long, and in the centre, on an eminence, were
trenches affording three tiers of fire. This proved to
be an exaggeration as regarded size, and a misunder-
standing otherwise : the triple trench ran nearly round
the position. 'What was certain and to the point was
that the place was trimmed with black hcads, but
that their owners secined reluctant to come oub. The
horse-hattery gave them a score of rounds or so, but
they made no answer, and in Cheir thick bush any
casualties they may have had were safely concealed.

However, here at last was Mahmud marked down,
To be precise, he was at Nakheila, eighteen miles away,
as the cavalry and Siaff said, thongh, when the in-
fantry came lo foot it, they made it well over twenty:
every infantry man knows how cavalry and Staff will
nnderrate distances. Wherever he was, we knew the
way to him, and we could take our time. Now what
would the Sirdar do?

For the next two days the camp buzzed with
strategy and tactics, It was no longer what Mahmud
would do: Mahmud, as we have seen, could do noth-
ing, But would the Sirdar wait for him to starve into
attack or dispersal, or would he go for Nakhsila ?
Many people thought that, being a careful man, he
would wait and not risk the loss an attack would
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cost; bul they were wrong, On the evening of April
1 it became known that we were moving on the
morning of the 3rd four miles forward to .Abadar.
Some theorists still held out that the change of camp
was a mere matter of health; and indeed sanitation
had long cried for it. Others held that the Sirdar was
not the man to lengthen his lino of communication
for nothing: the move meani atiack.

‘What considerations resolved the Sirdar to storm
Mahmud's zariba, I do not pretend to know. But
many argnments for his decision suggested themselves
ab once. It was true that the Dervishes could not
stay at Nakheila for ever, but as yet there was no sign
of starvation from them. On the other hand, it was no
joke to supply 12,000 men even seventeen miles from
Fort Atbara hy camel-transport alone: as time wore
on and camels wore out, it became less and less easy.
Secondly, the white brigade was beginning to feel the
heat, the inadequate sholter, and the poor food : up to
now ity state of health had been wonderful —only
two per cent of sick or thereabouts—but now began to
appear dysentery and enteric. Finally, it was hardly
fitting that so large a Dritish foree should sit down
within twenty miles of an enemy and not smash him.
There was a good deal of lurking sywmmpathy with
Mahdism in some Egyptian quarters far enough away
not to know what Malulism was: to shrink from a
decisive attack would nourish it. The effect on the
troops themselves woulll be disheartening, and dis-

I
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heartenment spells lassitude and sickness, And to
the Dervishes themselves a battle would be a far
more killing blow than a dispersal and retreat. In
all dealings with a savage enemy, I suppose the
rule holds that it is beller and cheaper in the end
to attack, and attack, end atlack again. All con-
siderations of military roputation pleaded unanimously
that Mahmud must be destroyed in balile; and at

last the army was on the direct road to desiroy
hiin,
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XVTI
CAMEL-CORPS AND CAVALRY.

“ CAMEL-CORPS luck,” said the Dimbashi, and smiled
bitterly, then swore. “O my God, if this i3 the big
show!”

Climbing up over sand-bags on to one of the
gun-platforms of Fort Atbara, we crouched iu the
embrasure and listened. Boom—boom-—boom ; very
faint, but very distinet, and at half-minute intervals,
Wo had ridden in the day before from the Sirdars
camp up the Aibara to buy more bottled frnit and,
alas! more gin from the CGreck shanties on the Nile
beach. A convoy, an o dgimilar errand, hud been
attacked Ly Dervishes half an hour after we had
passed it, yet we heard not a shot. To-day, all this
way off, we heard plaiuly: it must be an action indeed,
Qur own army, we knew, was not to move, Could it
he that Malmud had come down and was attacking
ug ab Abadar? Aud we eighteen miles awny at Fort
Atbara, and down there in the sand-dvift roadway the
wobbling, grousing camels, that were to be conveyed
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out at two miles an hour! We joined the Bimhashi,
and cursed miserably on the chance of it.

Dut no, we strogoled to persnade ourselves, it
couldn’t bo so bad as that., It must be a battalion
come oub to clear the road for our convoy. Or it
musi bo the reconnnissance that was going up to the
dervish zariba at Nakheila. Correspondents are not
allowed to go with reconnaissances, so that if it is
only that, there’s no great loss afler all. Anyhow il
is eleven o'clock now. The baggage camnels have
lolloped out under the mud guard-house, through the
fort-gate, through the gap in the mimosa-thorn
zariba, The camel-corps escort is closing up in rear:
we are off,

Halt a mile ahead ride five blacks, their camels
kecping perfect line. The sun flashes angrily on their
rifle-barrels, but they look him steadily in the face,
peering with puckered eyes over the descrt below
them: in this land of dust and low scrub a camel’s
huwmp is almost a war balloon. Far out on their right
I see 2 warily advancing dot, which is four more; a
black dot on the rising leftward skyline, three more;
ouf; on the right flank of the baggage camels, shaving
the riverside thickels, gleam white spider legs, which
are a couple of camel-troopers morc. They stop and
examine a track; they break into a trot and disappear
behind & palm clump; they reappear walking, But
the main force of the two companies rides close about
the swinging quadranglo of hageage camels—in froni,
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on flank, in rear. Slowly and sleepily the mass of
beasts strolls on inio the desert, careless what horsemen
might be wheeling into line behind the ridge, or what
riflemen might be ambushed in the scrub. Bui the
scouts in front are looking at every footprint, over
every skylino, behind every clump of camel-thorn.

To be out of an exciting action is camel-corps luclk;
this is camecl-corps work. The Bimbashi missed his
parb in the reconnaissance to ride all night and guard
the menaced convoy; he slept one hour at dawn, and
now returns in the sun. He is «uite fresh and active.
Thig is his uvral work ; hut he is not happy hecause
this also is his usuval luck, Only the Lgyplian army
would have found it very difticult to do without him
aud his desert cavalry in the past, and oven now, with
all the desert roads except the DBayuda hehind it,
finds plenty of work for the camel-corps still. And
one day they say, * Toke out twenty camels” and
the next day, “Take out the rest.” The next day,
“Thoso iweuty that weren’t out yesterday can’t
possibly be tired "—bnt the Bimbashi goes out every
day. The skin is scaled off his nose with sun, and
his eyes are bloodshot with sand, and the hairs of his
moustache have snapped off short with drought, and
his bair is blemching to white. All that is the hall-
mark of the Sudan.

(etling into the saddle had been like sitting down
suddenly in a Loo hot bath; by this time you could
not bewr your hand upon it. Out in the desert
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gleamed the steel-blue water and Dblack reflecled trees
of the mirage; even in mirage there is no green in
the midday sun of the Sudan. What should be green
is black; all else is sun-coloured. It is torment to
face the gaudy glare that stabs your eyes. If youn
lift them to the sky it is not very blue—I[ have seen
far deoper in England; but it is alive all over with
quivering passionate heat. Beating from above and
burning from below, the sun strikes at you heavily.
There is no way out of it excepl through the hours
into evening, No sound but bhoot elinking on camel-
stirrup: you lhear i through a haze, You ride along
al a walk, half dead. You neither feel nor think, you
hardly even know that it is hot., You just have
consciousness of a heavy load hardly io be borue,
prossing, pressing down on you, crushing you under
the dead weight of sun.

We meb the usual people —a Greek with four
camels, a bare-legged boy on a doukey, a bare-
breasted woman under a bundle — the second and
third-class passengers of the desert. We queslioned
them with allernate triumph and despair, as they
answered altermately after their kind. One said it
was two squadrons, a battery, and a battalion fighting
in our old camp at Ras Hudi; another said Mahmud
had come down to Abadar and hed fought the Sirdar
for four hours; another said Mahmud had gone right
away, and that the whole Anglo-Egyptian army had
gone afler him, Every story was wholly false, be-
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gotten only of a wish to please; whenee you perceive
the advantages enjoyed by him who would collect
intelligonee in the Sudan.

Slowly the minutes crawled on; the camels crawled
slower. On days like this you feel yourself growing
older: it seemed months since we heard the guns
from the parapet; it would have hardly seemed
wonderful il we had heard that the campaign had
been finished while we were away. Wo had ridden
awhile with the Bimbashi, bul conversation wilted in
the sun; now we had ambled ahead till even the
advanced guard had dropped out of sight behind.
One servant with us rode & tall fast camel; from that
walch-tower he suddenly discerned cases lying open
on the sand about a hundred yards off the trampled
road. Anything for an incident: we rode listlessly
up and looked. A couple of broken packing-cases,
two tins of sardines, a tin of biscuits, half empty, a
small case of empty soda-bottles with « Sirdar™ sten-
cilled on it, and a couplo of empty bottles of whisky.
Among them lay a cigarette-box with a needle and a
reel of cotton, a few buttons, and s badge—A.S8.C.—
such as the Army Service Corps wear on their
shoulder-straps.

‘We were on the scene of last evening’s raid. Two
camels, we remembered, had been cut off and the loads
lost. 'We found the marks on the sand where the con-
voy-camels had knelt down in living zariba to waib
for relief from Abadar, seven miles away. All the
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time it took to fetch the camel-corps the Dervishes
must have lurked in the bush eating biscuits and
drinking the whisky of the infidel. The Sirdar's
soda-water was plainly returned empties, so that they
would have found the whisky strong; the sardines,
not knowing the nature of tinned meats, they had
thrown away, We waited Lo reporl to the Bimbashi.

Pregently the convoy crept up, a confusion of vegue
necks and serpent beads, waving like tentacles. The
Bimbashi had given his horse to an orderly, and was
sleeping peacefully on his camel. Now we had found
among Lhe scallercd camel-loads a wineglass, broken
in the stem, but providentially intoct in the bowl
Algo we had bought for a great piice at Forl Atbara
four eggs, and had whisky wherein to break them.
So the Bimbashi slipped off his camel all in one piece,
and we lunched.

By now the damned sun was taking his hand off
us. We were slipping through his fingers; he was
low down behind us, and his rays sprawled into
larger and longer shadows. Then he went down in
a lost sullen fugion of gold. The camels, feeling thom-
selves checked, flopped down where they stood; the
drivers flopped down beside them, and bobbed their
heads in the approximate direction of Mecca. They
might well give thanks; with sunset the world had
come to life again. A slight air sprang up, and a
gallop fanned it to a grateful breeze. Soon the
eastern sky becawe a pillar of dust; the horses in
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camp were being led to water. The greal fight was
still timed for the day after to-norrow, and another
twelve hours of sunlessness were before us,

The camp was jusl as we had left it, all but for
one piece of news: the cavalry had had a fight, and
had fought well against every arm of the cnemy. It
was their guns, not our own, we had heard nearly forty
wiles away at Fort Athara. General Hunter was in
command of the recounaissance, and when General
Hunter goes out to look at the enemy you may be
sure he will look at him if he lhas to jump over his
zariba to do it. Leaving the supporting battalion of
infantry behind, the eight squadrons of cavalry with
eight Maxims rode to the front of Malunud’s entrench-
ment. Last time he had made no sign of life. This
time the first appearance brought out 700 ecavalry.
These were pushed back, but next came infantry,
swarming like ants out of the zariba till the desert
was black with them. They were estimated at sowme
1500; they opened fire, not effectively. Then came
o bang to the rearward: he was fiving his guns. And
on each flank, meanwhile, emerged from the hush be-
side the entrenchmeut his encireling cavalry to cut
ours off.

“Tt was Maoiwand over again, only properly doue,”
said one of the men who saw it. The Maxims opencd
fire on both cavaliy and infantiry, knocking many over,
though the Dervishes were always in open order. And
when it was time to go the Baggara horsemen were
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Dby this {ime across our true line of relircment. Broad-
wood Bey ordered his iroopers to charge. Behind his
English leaders—the Bey himself, who always leads
overy attack, and Bimbashis le Gallais and Persse—
the despised unwarlike fellah charged and charged
home, and the Baggara lord of the Sudan split before
him. Bimbashi Persse was wounded in the lefi fore-
arn by a bullet fired from horseback; six troopers
were killed and ten wounded. The loss of the Der-
vishes by lance, and especially by Maxim bullet,
was reckoned at ncar 200.

Our seventeen casualtics were a light price to pay
for such a brilliant little fight, to say nothing of the
information gained, and above all, the vindication of
the Egyptian trooper. That the fellah was fearless of
bullet and shel] all knew ; now he had shown his in-
difference to cold steel also, The cavalry mess was a
hum of cheerfulness that night, and well it might be,
The officers were all talking at once for joy: the
troopers riding their horses down to the pool moved
with & swing that was not there before. For the
dogged, up-hill, back-bresking, heart-breaking work
of fiftcen years had come to bear fruit

And cheerfulness spread to the whole army also:
next morning—the 5th—we were off again, this time
to Umdabieh, seven miles across the desert. The bush
at Abadar was almost jungle — full of green sappy
plants and creepers, o refreshment to camels, but a
prospective hotbed of fever for men. Everybody was
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getting very sick of the Atbara, which had been such
& paradise of green when we first camped on it. We
missed the ever-blowing breeze of the Nile: the night
was a breathless oven and the day a sweaty stewpan.
The Atbara seemned even geliing sick of itself: day by
day it dropped till now it was no river at all, but a
string of shallow befouled pools. All longed for the
fatherly Nile again,

So onee more the squares marched forth before day-
light, and black dusk lowered under the rising sun.
Umndabieh was a novelty for an Atbara camp, in that a
few mud huts marked the place whence the Dorvishes
had blotled out a village. The river was punier than
ever and the belt of Lush thin; lucky was the man
whose quarters included a six-foot dom-palm to lay his
head under. I spent both afterncons at Umdabiel
chesing a pateh of shadow round and round a tree.
‘We did nothing on the 6th, for on the evening of the *
Tth we were to march, and to fight on Good Friday,
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As the first rays of sunrise glinted on the deserl
pebbles, the army rose up and saw that it was in
front of the enemy. Al night it had moved blindly,
in [aith. At six in the evening the four brigades
were black squares on the rising desert outside the
bushes of Umdabieh camp, and they set out to march.
Hard gravel underfoot, full moon overhead, about them
a coy horizon that secemed immeasurable yet revealed
nothing, the squares tramped steadily for an hour.
Then all lay down, so that the other brigades were
swallowed up into the desert, and the faces of the
Dritish square were no more than shadows in the
while moonbeams, The square was unlocked, and
first the horses were taken down to water, then the
men by hLalf-battalions. We who had water ate some
bully-beef and biscuit, put our heads on saddle-bags,
rolled our bodies in blankets, and slept a little.
The next thing was a long rustle about us, stealing
in upon us, urgently whispering us to rise and mount
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and move. The moon had passed overhead. It was
one o’clock. The square rustled into life and motion,
bent forward, and started, half asleep. No man spoke,
and no light showed, but the sand-muffled trampling
and the moon-veiled figures forbade the fancy that it
was all a dream. The shapes of lines of men—mnow
close, now broken, and cloging up again as the ground
broke or the dircetion changed—the mounted officers,
and the hushed order, “ Left shoulder forward,” the
scrambling Maxim mules, the lines of swaying camels,
their pungent smell, and the rare neigh of a horse,
the other three squares like i, which we knew of
but could not see,—it was just the same war-machine
as we had scen all these days on parade. Only this
Lime it was in deadly earnest, moving stealthily but
masgively forward Lowards an event that none of us
could quite certainly foretell.

‘We marched till something after four, then halted,
and the men lay down again and slept. The rest
walked up and down in the gnawing cold, talking to
one and ancther, wondering in half-voices were we
there, would they give us a fight or should we find
their lines empty, how would the fight be fought, and,
above all, iow were we to gct over their zariba. For
Mahmud’s zariba was pictured very high, and very
thick, and very prickly, which sounded awkward for
the Cameron Iighlanders, who were to assault it.
Somebody had proposed hurning it, either with war-
rockets or paraffin and safety matches; somebody else
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suggested throwing blankets over it, though how you
throw blankeils over a ten by twenly feel hedge of
camel-thorn, and what youn do nexi when you have
thrown them, the inventor of the plan never ex-
plained. Others favoured scaling-ladders, apparenily
to take headers off on to the thorns and the enemy’s
spears, and even went so far as to make a few ; most
were for the simpler plan of just taking hold of it and
pulling it apart. Bui how many of the men who
pulled would ever gei through the gap?

Now the sun rose behind us, and the men rose too,
and we had arrived. Dimbashi Fitton had led the
four brigades in tho half-light to within 200 yards of
the exact positions they were to take in the action.
Now, too, we saw the whole army-—righl of us
Macdonald’s, right of him, again, Maxwell’s, to our left
rear Lewis’s in support, far away lefiward of them
the grey squadrons of the cavalry. The word came,
and the men sprang up., The squares shifted into the
fighting formetions: at one impulse, in one superb
sweep, near 12,000 men moved {forward towards the
enerny. All England and all Egypt, and the flower
of the black lands beyond, Birmingham and the West
Highlands, the half-regenerated children of the earth’s
earliest civilisation, and grinning savages from the
uttermost swamps of Equatoria, musele and machinery,
lord and larrikin, DBalliol and the Board School, the
Sirdar's brain end the camel’s back—all welded into
one, the awful war machine went forward into action,
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‘Wa could ses their position quile well by now,
about a mile and a half away—the usual river fringe
of grey-green palms mecting the usuwal desert {ringe
of yellow-grey mimosa. And the smoke-grey line in
front of it all must be their famous zariba. Up from
it rolled a nimbus of dust, as if they were still busy
at entrenching ; before its right centre fluttered half o
dozen flags, while and pale blue, yellow and pale
chocolate, The line went on over the crunching
gravel in awful silonce, or speaking briefly in half-
voices—went on {ill it was nol half a mile from the
flags, Then it holted. Thud! went the first gun,
and phutt! came faintly back, as its shell burst
on the zariba into a wreathed round cloud of just
the zariba’s smoky grey. I looked at my watch,
and it marked 6.20, The battle that Lad now
menaced, now evaded us for a month —the battle
had begun.

Now, from the horse battery and one field battery
on the right, from {wo batteries of Maxim-Nordenfelts
on the left, just to the right front of the British, and
from a war-rocket which changed over from left to
right, belched a rapid, but unhurried, regular, relent-
less shower of destruction, The round grey clouds
from shell, the round white puffy from shrapnel, the
hissing splutter of rockets, flighted down methodi-
cally, and alighted on every part of the zariba and of
the bush behind. A fire sprang and swoarmed redly
up the dried leaves of a palw -tree; before it sank
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another fung up beside it, and thon another. When
the shelling began a few sparse shots came back; one
gunner was wounded, And all over the zeriba we
saw dust-clothed figures sirolling unconcernedly in
and out, checking when a shell dropped near, and
then passing contemptuously on again. The enemy’s
cavalry appeared galloping and forming up on our
left of the zariba, threatening a charge. DBut tut-tut-
tut-tul went the Maxims, and through glasses we
could sce our eavalry {rombling to be at them. And
the Baggara horsemen, remembering the guns that
had riddled them and the squadrons that had shorn
through them three days before, fell back to caver
again. By now, when il had lasted an hour or more,
not a man showed along the whole line, nor yet a
spot of riflo smoke. All scemed empty, silent, lifeless,
but for one hobbled camel, waving his neck and
stupid head in helpless dumb bewilderment. Pres-
ently the edge of the storm of devastation caught
him too, and we saw him no more.

An hour and {wenty minutes the guns spoke, and
then were silent. And now for the advance along the
whole line, Maxwell's brigade on the right — 12th,
13th, and 14th Sudanese to attack and 8th Egyptian
supporting—used the Egyptian attack formation,—
four companies of a battalion in line and the other
two in support, Macdonald,—9th, 10th, and 11th
fSndanese in front and 2nd Fgyptian supporting,—his
space being constricted, had three companies in line
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and three in support. The British had the Camerons
in line along their whole front; then, in colurmns of
their eight companies, the Lincolns on the right, the
Seaforths in the centre, and the Warwicks, two com-
panies ghort, on the left: the orders to these last were
not to advance till it was certain the dervish cavalry
would not charge in flank, Lewis’s three-batlalion
brigade—3rd, 4th, and 7th Egyptian—had by this
time Lwo battalions to the British left rear and one
forming square round the water-camels, All the
artillery accompanied the advance,

The Camerons formed fours and moved away Lo the
left, then turned into line. They halted and waited
for the advance. They were shifted back a little to
the right, then halted again. Then a staff officer
galloped furiously behind their line, and shouted some-
thing in the direction of the Maxim battery, < Ad-
vance ! ” yelled the major, and befpre the answer
could come the mules were up to the collar and the
Maxims were up to and past the left flank of the
Camerons, They stood still, waiting on the bugle—a
line of khaki aud dark tartan blending lo purple, of
flashing bayonets at the slope, and set, two-month-
bearded faces strained towards the zariba. In ihe
middle of the line shone the Union Jack.

The bugle sang out the advance. The pipes screamed
battle, and the line started forward, like o ruler drawn
over the tussock-broken sand, Up a low ridge they
moved forward: when would the Dervishes fire? The

K
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Camerons were to open from the top of the ridge, only
300 yards short of the zariba; up and up, forward
and forward: when would they fire? Now the line
crested the ridge—the men knelt down. ¢ Volley-
firing by sections "~—and crash it came. I came from
both sides, oo, almost the same instant. Wht,
whi-t, wht-t piped the bullets overhead: the line
knelt very firm, and aimed very steady, and crash,
crash, crash ihey answered if.

0! A cry more of dismayed astonishment than
of pain, and a man was up on his feet and over on
his back, and the bearers were dashing in from
the rear. He was dead before they touched him,
but already they found another for ihe strelcher.
Then bugle again, and up and on: the bullets were
swishing and lashing now like rain on a pond. But
the line of khaki and purple tarlan never beni nor
swayed; it just went slowly forward like a ruler.
The officers at its head strode self-containedly—they
might have been on the hill after red-deer; only from
their locked faces turned unswervingly towards the
bullets could you see that they knew and had despised
the danger. And the unkempt, unshaven Tommies,
who in camp seemed little enough like Covenanters or
Ironsides, were now quite iransformed. It was not so
difficult to go on—the pipes picked youn up and carried
you on—Dbut it was difficult uot to hurry ; yet whether
they aimed or advanced they did it orderly, gravely,
without speaking, The bullets had whispered to raw
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youngsiers in ono breath the secret of all the glories
of the Dritish Army.

Forward and forward, more swishing about them
and more crashing from them, Now they were
moving, always withonl hurry, down a gravelly in-
cline, Three men went down withoul a ecry at the
very foot ol the Union Jack, and only one got to
his feet again; the flag shook itsclfl and still blazed
splendidly, Next, a supremely furious gust of bullets,
and suddenly the line stood fasl. Before il was a
lonse low hedge of dry camel-thorn-—the zariba, the
redoubtable zariba. That it? A second they stood
in wonder, and then, “ Pull it away,” suggested some-
body. Just hnlf-a-dozen tugs, and the impossible
zoriba was a gap and & scattered heap of brushwood,
Beyond is a low stockade and trenches; but what of
that? Over and in! Hurrah, hnrrah, hurrah!

Now the inside suddenly sprang to life. Out of
the earth came dusty, black, half-naked shapes, run-
ning, running and furning to shoot, but running
away. And in a second the inside was a wild con-
fusion of Ilighlanders, purple tartan and black-green,
too, for the Seaforths had brought their perfect columns
throngh the teeth of the fire, and were charging in at
the gap. TInside that zariba was the most astounding
labyrinth ever scen out of a nightmare. It began with
a stockade and a triple trench. Beyond that the bush
wos naturally thick with palm stem and mimosa-
thorn and halla-grass. Dul, besides, it was as full of
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holes as any honeycomb, only far less regular, There
was a sheller-pit for every animal—here a donkoy
tethered down in a hole just big enough for itgelf and
its master; beside it a straw hut with a tangle of
thorn ; yawning a yard beyond, a larger trench, choke-
full of tethered camels and dead or dying men, There
was no plan or system in if, only mere confusion of
stumbling-block and pitfall. From holes below and
hillocks ahove, from invisible irenches to right and
innocent tukls to left, the bowildered bullets curved,
and twisted, and dodged. It took some company-
leading ; for the precise formations that the hullets
only stiffened were loosening now. DBut the officors
were equal to it: each picked his line and ran it, and
if a few of his company were lost—kneeling by green-
faced comrades or vaguely bayoncting along with a
couple of chance companions—ihey kept the mass
centred on the work in hand.

For now began the killing. Dullet and bayonet
and butt, the whirlwind of Highlanders swept over.
And by this time the Lincolns were in on the right,
and the Maxims, galloping right up to the siockade,
had withered the left, and the Warwicks, the enemy’s
cavalry definitely gone, were volleying off the blacks
as your beard comes off under a keen razor. TFarther
and farther they cleared the ground—cleared it of
everything like a living man, for it was left carpeted
thick enough with dead. Here was a trench ; bayonet
that man, Tere a litile straw tukl; warily round
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to the door, and then n volley. Now in column
through this opening in the bushes; then into line, and
drop those few desperately firing shadows among the
dry stems beyond. For the running blacks—poor
heroes—still fired, though cvery second they fired less
and ran more. And on, on the Dritish stumbled and
slew, till suddenly there was unbroken blue overhead,
and a clvar drop underfoot. The river! And across
the trickle of water the quarter-mile of dry sand-bed
was a Hy-paper with serambling spots of black. The
pursuers thronged the bank in double line, and in two
minutes the paper was still bluck-spotied, only the
spots scrambled no more. “Now that,” panted the
most pessimistic sgnior caplain in the brigade—“now
I call that a very good fight.”

Coase fire! Word and whistle and voice took a
little time to work intoc hot brains; then sudden
gilence. Again, hurrah, hurrah, hurrah! It had lasted
furty minutes ; and nobody was guite certain whether
it had seemed more liky two minutes or two years.
All at once there came a roar of fire from the left;
the half-sated Dritish saw the river covered with a
new swarm of flies, only just in time to see them stop
still as the others. This was Towis's half-brigade of
Eeyptians at work, They had stond the heavy five
that sought them as if there were no such things as
wounds or death ; now Lthoy had swept down lefbward
of tha zariba, shovelled the cnemy into the river-bed,
and shot themn down. Dloodthirsty ? Count up the
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Egyptians murdered by Mahdisn, and then say so if
you will,

Meanwhile, all the right-hand part of the zariba was
alive with our blacks. They had heen seen from the
Brilish line as it advanced, ambling and scrambling
over risc and dip, fiving heavily, as they were ordered
to, and then charging with the cold bayonel, as they
lusted to. They were in first, there cannot bo a doubt.
Their line formation turned out a far beiter onc for
charging the defences than the British colmnns, which
were founded on an exaggerated expectation of the
difficulty of the zariba, and turned out a trifle unhandy.
And if the zariba had been as high and thiek as the
Dank of England, the blacks and their brigaded
Egyptiaons would have slicked through it and picked
out the thorns after the cease five, As against that,
they lost more men than the Dritigh, for Lheir advance
was speedier and their volleys less deadly than the
Camerons’ pelting destruction that drove through every
skull raised an inch to aim.

But never think the blacks were out of hand. They
attacked fast, bul they attacked steadily, and kept
their formation to the last moment there was any-
thing to form against. The battle of the Atbara has
definitely placed the blacks—yes, and the once con-
temmned Egyptians—in the ranks of the very best
troops in the world, When il was over their officers
were ready to ery with joy end pride. And the blacks,
every one of whom would beamingly charge the
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boltomless pit after his Bey, were just as joyous and
proud of their officers. They stood about among the
dead, their faces clefh with smiles, shaking and shaking
each other's hands, A short shake, then a salute,
another shake and another salute, again and again and
again, with the head-carving smile never narrowed an
instent. Then up to the Bey and the Bimbashis—
mounted now, but they had charged afoot and clear
ahead, as is the recognised wont of all chiefs of the
fighting Sudan whon they intend to conquer or die
with their men—and more handshakes and more
salutes. “ Dushman quaiss Iiter,” ran round {rom grin
to grin ; * very good fight, very good fight.”

Now fall in, and back to the desert outside. And
unless you are congenitally amorous of horrors, don’t
look too much about you. DBlack spindle-legs curled
up to meet red-gimbleted black faces, donkeys head-
less and legless, or sieves of shrapnel, camels with
necks writhed back on to their humps, rotting already
in pools of blood and bile-yellow water, heads without
faces, and faces without anything below, cobwebbed
arms and logs, and black skins grilled to crackling on
smouldering palm-leaf,—don't look at it. Here is the
Sirdar’s white stur and crescent; here ig the Sirdar,
who created this batlle, this clean-jointed, well-oiled,
smooth-running, clockwork-perfect masterpiece of a
battle. Not a flaw, not a cheek, not o jolt; and nof a
fleck on its shining success. Omnce more, hurrah,
hurrah, hurrah!
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LOSSES AND GAINS.

It was over. It was a brilliant, crushing vietory, and
the dervish army was destroyed: so much everybody
knew. Dut no more. The fight had gone forward in
a whitl: you could seo men fall about you, and knew
that there must be losses on our side; but whether
they were 100 or 1000 it was impossible even io
guess. Then, as the khaki figures began to muster
outside the zarba, it was good to meei friend afler
friend-—dusty, swealy, deep-breathing, putiing up a
grimed revolver—untouched. It was good to see the
Tommies looking with new adoration to the comfort of
their rifles, drunk with joy and triumph, yet touched
with a sudden awe in the presence of something so
much nore nakedly elemnental than anything in their
experience. Two hours had sobered them from boys
to men, Just then there was nothing in the world or
under it to which the army would not have been equal.
Yet, in thal Godlike moment, I fancy every man in
the force thought first of home,
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Now to see what we had done and suffered. And
first, for a new fillip to exultation, Mahmud was a
prisoner. Some goldiers of the 10th Sudanese had
found him as they swept through the zariba—found
him sitting on his carpet, his weapons at his side, after
the manner of defeated war-chiefs who await death,
He was not killed, and presently he was brought bare-
headed hefore the Sirdar-—a tall, dark-brown com-
plexioned man of something between thirty and forty.
He wore luose drawcrs and a gibba—the dervish
uniform which still mimics the patched shirt of the
Mahdi, but embroiders it with gold. His face was
of the narrow-cheeked, high-foreheaded type, for he
is a pure-bred Arub: his expression was cruel, but
high, Ile looked neither to right nor to left, but
strode up to the Sirdar with his head erect.

“ Are you the man Mahmud ?” asked the Sirdar.

“Yes; I am Mahmud, and I am the same as youw.”
He meant commander-in-chief.

“Why did you cowme to make war here 27

“] came because I was told,—the same as you.”

Mahmud was removed in custody; but everybody
liked him the better for looking at his fate so straight
and defiantly.

But small leisure had anybody to pity Mahmud;
the pity was all wanted for our own people. Hardly
had the Camerons turned back from the river-bank
when it flew through the compenies that two of the
finest officers in the regiment were killed. Captains
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Urquhart and Findlay had both been killed leading
their men over the trenches. The first had only
joined the battalion at Rus Hudi; he had newly
passed the Stafl College, and only iwo days before
had been gazetted major; after less than o fortnight’s
campaigning he was dead. Captain Findlay’s fortune
wes yet more pathetic: he had been married but a
month or two before, and the widowed bride was not
ocighteen, He was a man of a singularly simple, sincere,
and winning nature, and the whole force lamented
his loss, Drobably his great height — for he stood
near 6 feet 6 inches—had altracted attack besides
his daring: he was one of the first, some said the
first, to get over the stockade, and had killed two of
the enemy with his sword before he dropped. Doth
he and Captain Urqubart had got too far shead of
their men to be protected by rifle fire; but they were
followed, and they werc avenged.

Second-Lieutenant Gore of the Seaforths was also
killed while slorming the trenches: he had not yet,
I think, completed one year's service. Among the
wounded officers were Colonel Verner of the Lincolns
and Colonel Murray of the Seaforths, both slightly:
the latter was very coolly tied up by Mr Scudamore,
the ‘Daily News’ correspondent, inside the zariba
under o distracting fire. More severely hit were
Major Napier (Camerons) and Captain Baillie (Sea-
forths): both were excellent officers and good com-
panions; both afterwards died, DBesides these the
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Seatorths had three officors wounded, the Lincolns
two, and the Warwicks one. Most of the casualties
oceurred in crossing the trenches, which were just wide
enough for a man to stand in and deecp cnough to
cover him completely. As our men passed over, the
blacks fired and stabbed upwards; most of the wounds
wero therefore below the belt,

The Seaforths happened to have most officers kil
among the four baitalions of the Dritish brigade; as
they advanced in column against the hollest part of
the entrenchment, this was quite comprehensible. But
the Camerons, who led the whole brigade in line, lost
most in non-commissioned officers and men, Count-
ing officers, they had 15 killed and 46 wounded. The
Seafortlis lost (again with officers) 6 killed and 27
wounded ; the Lineolns 1 killed and 18 wounded ; and
the Warwicks 2 killed and 12 wounded. Of these
several afterwards died. Stafi-Sergeant Wyeth, A.8.C.,
and Private Cross of the Camerons, were both men-
tioned in despatches. The first carried the Union
Jack, which was three times pierced ; the other was
Ueneral Gatacre’s bugler, Wyeth was severely
wounded, and Cross presently seized with terrible
dysentery: both died within a few days, I'rivate
Cross had bayoncted a huge black who attacked the
goneral ab the zarviba, and it was said he was to be
recomwmended for the V.C. A similar feat was done
by a colour-sergennt of the Cawerons, whose mujor
was entangled in the stockade, and must have been
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killed. The colour-sergeant never oven mentioned
the service lo his officer, who only discovered it by
accident. ©Of course there were scores of hair-breadth
escapes, a8 Lhere must be in any close engagement,
One piper was killed with seven bullefs in lLis body;
a corporal in another regiment roccived soven in his
clothing, one switchbacking in and out of the front
of his tunic, and not one picrced the skin, Another
man picked up a brass box inside the zariba, and
put it in his breast pocket, thinking il might come
in useful for tobacco. Next instant a bullet hit it
and glanced away. The Maxim battery had no
casualties — very luckily, for it was up with the
firing-line all the time; probably nobody ecould
stand wp against it. Altogether ithe British brigade
lost 24 killed and 104 wounded, of whom perhaps
20 died.

The Egyptian loss was heavier. They had advanced
more quickly, and by reason of their line formation
had got to work in the trenches sooner than the
British; but they had not kept down the encmy’s fire
with such splendid success, The 1lth Sudancse,
which had the honour of having been one of the first
inside the zariba, lost very heavily—108 killed and
wounded out of less than 700. The tlotal casualtics
were 57 killed, and 4 Brilish and 16 native ofticers,
% British non - commissioned officers, and 3656 non-
commissioned officers and men wounded. The white
oflicers were Walter Bey and Shekleton Bey, com-
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manding the 9th and 14th Sudanese respectively,
and DBimbashis Walsh and Harley of the 12th
Sndanegse. The former lost his leg. The instructors
were Sergennts Handley of the 9th and Hilton of the
12th, Thus, out of five white men, the 12th had three
hit. Mare officers woulll probably have been hit, but
that none except the gencrals were allowed to ride,
Generals untor, Macdonald, and Maxwell all rode
over the trenches at tho head of their men.

The total of casuallics, therelors, works out at 81
killed and 493 wounded, out of a strength probably a
little short of 12,000. It was not a wholly bloodless
victory, but beyond quesiion it was a wonderfnlly
cheap one. For the results gained could not be over-
stated : Mahmud’s army was as if it had never been.
These two short hours of shell and bullet and bayonet
had orased it from the face of the earth.

A seribe taken prisoner at Shendi said that the force
which marched north had bheen officially reported to
the Khalifa as 18,941 fighting men. The report may
or may not have been true: in any case Mahmud had
not this strength on Good Friday, Some had bLeen
shot from the gunboats or by the 4th Battalion on
Shehaliya Island as they came down the river; some
had been killed in the skirmishes at Khor Abadar, or
in @General Hunter's reconnaissances outside Nalkheila,
Many had deserted. Mahmud himself said that his
strength on the 8th was 12,000 infantry and 4000
cavalry, with 10 guns., Some days afterwards he
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asserled that his eavaliy had left him the day before,
but that was the brag of returning confidence. 'We all
saw his cavalry.

To be sure, the cavalry did get away; and Osman
Digna, who never fights to a iinish, got away with
them. The cavalry did nothing and behaved badly,
which is significant, For the cavalry were Daggara—
the catile-owning Arabs of the Khalifa’s own tribe,
transplanted by him trom Daifur to the best lands
round Omdurman, They are the lords of the Sudan
—and ingloriously they ran away. On the othor hand,
the Jehadia, the enlisted black infautry, longht most
nobly. TIf their fire seemed bad to s, what hell must
ours have been to them! First an hour and a half of
ghell and shrapnel—the best aminunition, perfectly
aimed and timed, from some of the deadliest ficld-
pieces in the world ; then volley after volley of blunted
Lee-Metford and of Marlini bullets, delivered coolly at
300 yards and less, with case and Maxim fire almost
point-blank. The guns fired altogether 1500 rounds,
mostly shrapnel; the Camerons aveiaged 34 rounds
per man, A black private, asked by his Bimbashi how
many rounds he fired, replied, *Only 185" * Why,
you're not much of a man,” said hig officer. “Ah, but
then, Effendim,” he eagerly excused himself, “1 had to
carry a stretcher besides,” If the black bearer-partics
fired 15 rounds, what must the firing-line have done!
Mahmud said thet his people had ouly langhed at the
shrapnel, but that the infantry five was Sheitun tam-
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am — the very devil, Mahmud, however, admitted
that, having been round the position, he lay close in
hig stockade during the hombardment; and as his
stockade, or casemate, was the strongest corner in the
place, he can hardly speak for ihe rest, And I saw
gcores and hundreds of dead goats and sheep, donkeys
and camels, lying in pits in the part of the zariba
stormed by the British. Now Thomas Atking does not
kill animals needlessly, even when his blood is hottest.
The beasts therefore must have been killed by shrap-
nel ; and if so many beasts, we may presume that many
men, no better protected, were killed too. And so, I
am afraid, unavoidably, were many women, for the
zariba was full of them.

Yet the black Jehadia stood firm in their trenches
through the infernal minutes, and never moved till
those devilish white Turks and their black cousins
came surging, yelling, shooting, and bayoneting right
on top of them, Muny stayed where they were to die,
only praying that they might kill one first. Those
who ran, ran slowly, turning doggedly to fire. The
wounded, as usual, took no quarter; they had to be
killed lest they should kill. Ior an example of their
ferocious heroism, L cite a little, black, pot-bellied boy
of ten or so. He was standing by his dead Enther,
and when the attackers came up, he picked up an
clephant-gun and fired. Ue missed, and the kicking
monster half-killed hiw; but he had done what he
could,
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In the zariba itself Bimbashi Watson, A.D.C, to the
Sirdar, counted over 2000 dead before he was sick of
i, There were others left: trench after trench was
found filled with them. A few were killed outside the
zariba; a great many were shot down in crossing the
river-bed.  Allogether 3000 men must have been
killed on the spot; among them were nearly all the
EBmirs, including Wad Bishara, who was Governor of
Dongola in 1896, Butb this was not half the signifi-
cance of the victory. Now you began to comprehend
the perfection of the Sirdar’s strategy. If he had
waited for Mahwud on the Nile, fugitives could have
escaped up-stream. Tf he had waitied low down the
Atbara, they could still have got across io the Nile.
But by giving battle up at Nakheila, he gave the
escaping dervish thirbty miles of desert to struggle
across before he could reach water and such safety
as the palrolling gunboats would allow him. A few
may have gol back to Omdurman —if they dared;
some certainly were afterwards picked off by the
gunboats in the atlempt. Others fled up the Atbara;
many were picked up by the cavalry through the
ofternoon: some got as far as Adarama or even near
Kagsala, and were killed by the friendly levies ihere.
For the wounded the desert was certain death. In
& word, the fincst dervish army was not. TRetreat
was impossible, puisuit superfluons ; defeat was anni-
hilation,
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XIX.

TIE TRIUMPH.

“Catch 'em nlive O 1 Cateh "em alive O |
If they once gels on the gum
Theyll pop off to kingdom come ;
Catoh 'em alive O! Catch ’em alive O !
Four T am the fiyest man around the town.”

Back swung the blacks from battle. The band of the
Twelith speeialises on Mr Gus Elen: it had not been
allowed to play him during the attack—only the regi-
mental march till the Landsmen were tived of it, and
then each instrument what it liked—hut now the air
quoted came in especially apposite.

They had canght ‘em alive O.  Hardly one but had
slung behind him a sword or a spine-lieaded spear, o
curly knife, or a spiky club, or some other quaing
coplured murdering-iron.  Some had supplemented
their Martini with & TRemington, an inch calibre
elephant - gun with spherieal ivon bullets or conieal
shells, » regulation Italian wngazine ritle, o musket
of Mahomet Ali’s first expeditivy, a Martiui of ‘85, or

L
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a Tower Rifle of '56 with a handful of the cartridges
the sepoys declined to bite. Some had suits of
armour tucked inside them; one or f{wo, Saracen
helmets slung to their belts. Over one tarbush
waved a dindem of black ostrich plumes. The whole
regiment danced with spear-headed banners blue and
white, with golden letters thereupon promising victory
to the faithful. And behind half-a-dozen men tugged
at onc of Mahimud's ten captured guns; they meant to
ask the Sirdar if they might keep it.

The band stopped, and a hoarse gust of song flung
out. From references to Allah you might presume it
a song of thanksgiving, Then, tranp, lramp, a little
silence, and the song came again with an abrupt ex-
ultant roar. The thin-legged, poker-backed shadows
jerked longer and longer over the rough desert shingle,
They had been going from six the bitter night before,
and nothing to eat since, and Nakheila has been 111°
in the shade, with the few spots of shade preoccupied
by corpses. That being so, and remembering that
the British and wounded had to follow, the Second
Brigade condescended to s mere four wiles an hour.
And “By George! you know,” said the Bay, “they’re
lovely; they’re rippers. I've seen Sikhs and I've seen
(rurkhas, and these are good enough for me. This has
been the happiest day of my life. I wasa’t happier
the day 1 got the ID.S.0. than I've been to-day.”

It was the happiest day of a good many lives. But
forty all but sleapless hours on your feet or in your
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snddle toll on the system in o clinate that secsaws
Letween a grill and an ico-machine. DBy thetime T got
in 1 was very conteuted to tie my horse by some whity-
brown grass and tumble to nleep with my head on the
guldle, At midnight dinner was ready; then solid
sleep wmin,  Awaking al five, [ found an officer of
folomel Lewids brigwle in his spus and demanding
tow. He had got in from Nokheile hub two hours
before, which bronght his fast well over twenty-fonr
hours and his vigil to elose on forty-eight,

For it isn't everybody that tramps back into caunp
from babtle with bands and praises of Allah, Sowme
stay for good, and it pricks you in your joy when you
cateh yourselt thinking of that swift and wicked injus-
tice. Why him? Also some come home on their
backs. or wrenched and moaning in caeolets hump-
ing nn baygege-cumnels,  Lewi<'s never-weary, never-
hungry Egyptinns bad Leen bringing in the wounded—
carrying stretchers neross twelve black miles of desert
at sowething over a mile an hour.  Aud Genorul
Hunter, wha in the morning had been galloping bare-
headed through the bullebs, waving ou the latest-raised
battalion of blacls, now chose to spend the night play-
ing gnide to the erawling convoy, General 1nnter
ol not do an unsoldierlike act if he tried.

It was iffiendt after ol to be sorey for wost of the
men who were hit, they were so aggrossively not sorry
for themselves, The afternoon of the fight they lay
in # little palta-grove northwurd of the zariba under
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tonts of blanket—a double row of khaki and grey
flaunel shirt, with more blankets bolow them and
ahove. Quu fnece was covered with a handkerchief;
one man gasped constantly— just the gosp of the child
that wants sympathy and doesn’t like to ask for it ;
one face was a blank mask of yellow whito clay, The
reot, It tor the red-oplashied bandages and the iw-
portunate reek of jodoform, wight have been lying
down fPor n siesta. Their principal anxiety — these
hearded hoys who had never tired a shot off the range
before—wag to lewrn what size of deed they had
helped to do to-day. A grabn’ fight ? The best ever
foucht in the Sudan?  Eh, indeod, sir; ah’m vara
glahd to hear ye <y s0” “Naw, 'ow would you sy,
sir, thi= ’d be slongside them fights they've heen ’avin’
in Indin?” “Bigser, ch? Ah! Will it be in to-
mor1ow's pyper ! Well, they’ll be talkin’ abont us at
‘onte.” It was not the unhappiest day in these men’s
lives either

The morrow of the fight brought a quiet morning
—for all but correspondents, who had now to pay for
wmeny days of idle laxwmy—and in the afternoon we
all marched oft to the old camp ot Abadar. Thence
on Sunday the Vrigades were to march to their old
quarters —British v Darmali, 186 to Derber, 2nd to
Lasillem, and Srd to Fort Athara.  Everybody was
agasp for the moving air and moving water of the
Nile. But the Diitish got very late into camp on
Satunday night, and there wos no longer any hurry,
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as there was no lunger auy eunemny. So instead we
hatd an Easter Sunday chureh-purade—imen stonding
reverently four-square in the sand; in tho widdle
the padre, square-shouldered and syuare-juwed, with
putties and square boots showing under the surplico;
a couple of divany for leetern, and “ Thanks be to God,
who giveth us the vicbory,” tor text,

On Monday, the 1Tth, the Sivlar rode into Fort
Athawn, and the Fayptisn nigades  followed i,
The Dritish marehied to Hudi, aml thence acruss the
desert to Darmeli, their summer guarters. There
began to be talk about leave. DBub before the cam-
paign closed there was one inspiriting worning—the
return to Derber.

It was more like a Roman trinmph than anything
you have ever seen—like in its colour, its barbarism,
its inlovicating arrogance. The Sirdar reached Derber
an hour ur so after suurige ; the garrisun—D>Macdonald’s
brigade-——had bivonacked ontside,  The Sirdar rode
up to the once more entranchised town, and was there
received by a guard of honour ot the st Egyptians,
who had held the town dwming the canpuign.  The
puns thundered o wdute, Then slowly he slarled to
ride down the wide main strect —-tall, straight, and
masterful in his sawldle.  Hunter Pasha ab his side,
hiv stalf and his flag bebimd him, then Lewis Dey
and gome of his officers from Fort Atbara, then a
clanking ewat of cavalry., At the gete he passed
under « trinmphal aeh, and all the stroet was Vene-
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XX,
EGYPT OUT OF STASON,

TugrE was no difference in Port Said.  Ships want
coal in July as in December: the black dust hung
over the Canal in sullen fog, and the black demons of
the pit wailed as they tripped from lighter to deck
under their baskets, In the hotel the Levantine
clerks and agents took their breakfast in white ducks
under a punkaly, hul that was all the change. Dlack
igland of coal, jabbering island of beggars and touts,
forlorn island eranked in by sea and canal and swamyp
and sand, Port Said in smwmer was nobt appreciably
more God-forsaken than in the full season,

Tsmailin was not appreciably deader than usual
It anything, with half-a-dozen French summer gowns
aud & French bicyele club, in blue and scarlet jerseys,
doing monkey-tricks in front of the station, it was a
shode more alive,

In Cairo vaine the awful change. Cairo the fashion-
able, the bnilliant, was o desolation, When you run
inlo the station in the season, the platform is lined
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" with names of hotels on the gold-laced caps of under-
porters: you can hardly step oubt for swarms of
Arabs, who fight for your baggage. On the night of
July 12, the platform showed gaunt and large and
cempty. The streets were hardly bettor—a fow list-
less Arabs in the square ouiside the station, and then
aveuue on avenue of silent durkness,

By daylight Cairo looked like a Dall-roowm the
moming after.  Ono hotel was shanmelesoly making
up o ruther bubttored fuce against next season. The
verandah of Shepheard’s, where six wouths ago you
could not niove for tea-lables, nor hear the hand for
the buzz of talk, was quite ewpty and lifeless; only
one perspiring waiter hinted that this was a hotel.
The Contineutal, the centre of Cairene fashion, had a
whole wing shuttered up; the mirrors in the great
hall were blind with whiting, and naked suites of bed-
room furniture camped ound in the great dining-room.
Some shops were shut; the rest wore demi-toileties
of shutter and blind ; the Jdozing shoplkecpers seemed
half-rugentful that anybody shouwld wish to buy in
such weather,  As for scarabs and necklaces aud curi-
osities of Eyypt, they no longer pretended to think that
any sane man could give money for such things. As
you looked out from the Citadel, Cairo seemed dazed
under the sun; the very Pyramids looked as if they
were taking a holiday.

All that was no more than you expected: you knew
that no tourists came to Egypb in July. Dub native
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Egypt was oul of season too. Tho sirects that clacked
with touts and boggars, that jingled with every kind
of hawker’s rubbish—you passed along them down
a vista of closed jalousies and saw not a soul, heard
not a sound. The natives must be somewhere, only
where? A few you saw at road-making, painting, and
the like jobs of an off-scason. DBul every native was
dull, lstless, hanging from his stalk, half dead. Eyes
were languid and lustroless : the painter’s head drooped
and swayed fromn side to side, and the brush almost
fell Irom his lax lingers. In the narrow bevel of
shadow left under & wall by the high sun, flat on back
or face, open-mouthed, half asleep, half fainting, gasped
Arab Cairo—the parasite of the tourist in his holiday,
the workman leaving his work, donkey-boy and donkey
flat and panting together,

‘Well might they gasp and pant; for the air of
Cairo was half dead too. You might drive in it al
night and feel it whistle round you, but it did not
refresh yon. You might draw it into your lungs, but
it did not fill them. The air had no quality in it, no
body: it was thin, used up, motionless, too limp to
live in. The air of August London is stale and close,
poor ; exaggerato it fifty-fold and you have the air of
July Cairo, You wake wp at night dull and Haccid
and clammy with sweat, less refreshed than when you
iy down. You live on what sleep you can pilfer
dnring the hour of dawn. As you drive home al night
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you envy the dark figure in a galabeah siretched on
the pavement of Kasr-en-Nil bridge; there only in
Cairo can you feel a faint stirring in the air.

To put all in one word, Egypt lacks its Nile. The
all-fathering river is at his lowest and weakest. In
pleces he is nearly dry, and what water he can give
the cracked fields is pale, green, unfertile, Ile was
beginning to rise now, stowly; presenily would come
the flood and the brown manuring water. The night
wind would blow strongly over his broadened hosom,
tho green would spring out of the mud, and Xgypt
would be alive again.

Ouly in one place was she alive yet—and that was
the Continental Hotel. Here all day sat and came
and went clean-limbed young men in flannels, and
at dinner-time the terrace was cool with white mess-
jackets. Oulside was the ouly cruwd of nalives in
(airo—a Lhick line of Aiabs squatting by the opposite
wall, nursing testimonials earned or bought, cooks
and valets and grooms—mwaiting to be hired to go up
the Nile. Up at the citadel they would show you the
great black up-~tanding 40-pounder gans with which
they weant to breach Khartum, Out al Abbassieh
the 21sl Lancers were changing their tioop-horses for
lighter Syrians and country-hreds. The harrack-yard
of Kasr-en-Nil way yellow with tents, and under a
breathless afternvon sun the black-belted Ritle Brigade
marched in from the station to fill them, The wilted
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Dut first we had to tunnel through the filthgs,
seventeon howms in Kgypt, The servants had spreail
our blankets on the hare, hard leather seals of the
boxes that Feyplian railways call sleeping- cars; a
faint gateful air began to glide in through the
windows, And then came in the dust, 'Without haste
~had it not seventeen hours belore il 2—it streamed
througl every chink in a thick coffe-coloured cloud,
Tt piled itself steacily over the seats and the floor, the
bhags und bundles and cases; it buill up walls of mud
round the soda-water, and richly larded the half-cold
chicken for the morrow's Innch. We choked vurselves
to sleep; in the morning we choked no longer, the
lungs having reconcilel themselves to breathe powdered
Ygypt. Our faces were layered with coflec-colour,
thicker than the powder on the latest fashionable
lady’s nose. Hair and moustaches, eyebrows and eye-
lashes, and every corner of sun-puckercd eyes, were
lost and levelled in rich friable soil. And from the
caked, sun-riven fields of thirsty Egypt fresh clouds
rose and rolled and settled, 6ill in a]l the train you
gaw, smelt, touched, tasted nothing hut dust.

At Luxor came the first novelly. When I came
down the practicable railway stopped short there:
fnow o narrow-gauge railway ran through to Assuan,
Tt is not (uite comprehensible why the gauge should
have been broken,—perhaps to make surc that the
line should be kept exclusively military. It can
easily be allered afterwards to the Egyptian geuge;
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_mermwhile the journey is done by iruin in twelve
hours against the post-hoat’s thirty-six.

Assuan was the same ag ever. Shellal, at the head
of the cataract, the great forwarding stativn for the
South, was the same, only much more so. The high
bank was one solid rampart of ammunition and bheef,
hisenit aml barley; ib elanged and finkled all night
through wilh parts of steamers and sections of barges,
Stern-wheelers come down from the South, turned
about, took in fuel, hooked on four harges alongside,
and thudded off up-river again. No hurry ; no rest,
And here was the same Commandant as when I came
up before. He had had one day in Cairo; his hair
was two shades greyer; he was still heing reviled by
everybody who did not have everything he wanted
sent through at five seconds’ notice; he was still
drawing umaercifully on body and brain, and ripping
good years out of his life to help to conquer the Sudan,
Victory over dervishes may he won in an hour, may
bu cheap; victory over the mun-cating Sudun—the
vietory of the railway, the steamer, the river—menns
monthy and years of toil and so much of his life lost,
to every man that helps to win il

The steamer tinkered at her fourteen-year-old hoiler
for twenty houry, and then tradged off towards alfa.
She did rhe 200 odd miles in 77 hours, so that it
would have been abuost as quick to have gone by
rond in a wheelbarrow.  But then the nugears along-
gide were heavy with many sacks of harley, to be
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turned later into cavalry chargers. Moreover, or®TLe
second morning, rounding a bend, we suddenly saw a
line drawn diagonally across the river. All the waler
below the line was green; all above it was brown.
And the brown pressed slowly, thickly forward, driv-
ing the green before it. This was the Nile-flood,~the
rich Abyssinian mud thet comes down Blue Nile and
Athara. When this should have floated down below
tho calaract, igypt would have water again, air again,
bread again, life again, And the Sudan would have
gunboats and barges of cartridges and gyassas of food
and fodder, and the Sirdar thundering at the gates of
Khartmun,

Noxt windy, green-treed Halfa—only this time it
was less windy than last, and the trees, though still
the ygreenest on the Nile, were not so green. Last
time there had been melons growing on the sandy
eyot opposite the commanderia, and the eyol had
grown higher daily; this time it was all dry sand
and no melons,—only it grew daily smaller in the
lepping water, But spring or summer, Halfa’s busi-
ness is the same—the railway and the recruits, That
line was finished now up to the Atbara, and the fore-
shove was clear of rails and sleepers. But instead
they were furcing through stores and supplies, chok-
ing the trucks to the throat with them. The glut had
only began when the line reached ils terminus; it
would e over before the new white brigade came
through. Fverything in the Sirdar’s Expedilion has
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its own time— first 1naterial, then transport, then
troops; and woe unto him who is behind his time.

The platform was black and brown, blue and white
with a great crowd of natives. For drawn up in line
oppnsite the waiting trucks were rigid sqnads of black
figrures in the familiar brown jersey and blue putties,
ad on the tarbnshes the budges, green, black, red,
yollow, blue, and white, of cach of the six Sudancse
battalions, Thin-shanked Shilliks and Dinkasg from
the White Nile, stubby Deni-Ilelba from Darfur and
the West,—they were just the figures and huddled
savage-smiling faces that we had last seen at Derber.
Only—the last time we had seen those particular
hlacks they were shooting ab us.  Xvery one had begun
life as a dervish, and had been taken prisoner at or
after the Athara. Now, not four months afler, here
they were, erect and soldierly, with at least the rudi-
ments of shooting, on their way to fight their former
masters, and very glad to do il. They knew when
they weve well off. Defure they were slaves, half-
rlothed, half-fod, half-arinel, wood to lnse Ltheir women
b Shendi, and to stay iu the trenches of Nakheila when
the Baguara ran away, Now they are free soldiers,
well paid, well elothed, well fed, with weapons they
ean trust and ofticers who charge abead and would
mathor Jdie than leave them,  Their women—who, afier
all, only preeeded them into the Juyptian army—are
as sufe from recapture at 1Lalfa as you are in the
Strand,  No wonder the blacks grinned merrily as

M
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they bundled up on to the trucks, and the women
In-lu-lued them off with the head-stabbing shrillness
of certain victory,

The first time I travelled on the S.M.I. I enjoyed
a borth in the large saloons; the second time in one
of the small saloons; this time it was a truck. Dut
the truck, after all, was the most comforiable of the
three. It was a long double-hogie, with a plank roof,
and canvas curtains that you could let down when
the sun came in, and eight angarebs screwed to the
floor. Therein six men piled their smaller baggage,
and set up their tables, and ate and drank and slept
and yawued forty-eight hours to the Athara. Of all
the three months’ changes in the Sudan, here were the
most stupefying  Abeidieh, where the new gunboats
had been put together, had grown from a hut and two
tents to a railway station and triangle and watering-
plant and engine -shed, and rows of seemly mud-
barracks, soon to be hospital. But the Atbara was
even more utterly transformed. I had left it a for-
tified camp; I found it o kind of Nine Elms, Tewis
Boy's house, then the pride of the Sudan, now cowered
in the middle of a huge mud-walled station-yard.
Boses and barrels and bags climbed up and over-
ghadnwed and choked it, Ammunition and stores,
fond and fodder—the journey had been a crescendo
of them, but this was the fortissimo. You wandered
about mwong the streets of piles that towered over-
head, and lost yowsell in munitions of war. Along
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the Nile bank, where two steamers together had been
a rarily, lay four. Another paddled censelessly to and
fro across the river, where the littlo two-company
camp had grown into lines for the cavalry and camel
corps,  Slim-sparred gyassas fringed all the hank;
Lateen sails bellied over the full river.

Of troops the place was all hut emply ; the indis-
pensable Keyptians were away up the river cutbing
and stacking wood for the stemmers or preparing
depoty, I mid-April the Atbara was the as yet un-
atlained ohjective of the railway; in mid-July the
railway was ancient history, and the Athara was the
ot of departinre tor the boats.  Just a hali-way house
on the road to Khartum. What a man the Sirdar is—
ifheisaman! We got out and pitehed our tents;
and here we fouwd the men who had not Leen on
leave—the railway and the water transport and the
camel transport and the fatignes in genernl—working
harder, harder, harder every day and every night,
We drank a gin-and-soda Lo the master-loast of the
Fuyptian army : “ Farther South1”
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XXII.
THE TFIRST STEPS FORWARD.

AT the biginuing of August the militay dispositions
were nob, on paper, very ditterent from those of the
enid of April. The Sirdar's headguaters had been
moved to the Athara in order that the vast operations
of tuanspmt at that poink might a0 on under his own
eye. Of the fowr inrantry brigades which had fought
againgt Mabhmud, threc weie still in their summer
quarters, Neither or the two additional Lrigades
had yet arrived at the front,

The furce destined for Oradurman consisted of two
infantry divisions, one British and one Egyptian ; one
regiment of DBritish and ten squadrons of Egyptian
cavalry ; one field and one howitzer battery, and two
siege-guns of Dritish artillery and one horse and four
ficld batteries of Huyptian, hesides both Dritish and
Euyptian Maxims; eight companies of camel-corps;
the medical service and the transport corps; six

fighting yunbonts, with eight transport steamers and
a host of aailing buats.
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The Fgyption infantry division was commanded, ag
befory, by Major-General Tlunter; but it now counted
four brigadey instead of three. The First, Second, and
Third (Macdonald’s, Maxwell’s, and Lewis’s) were con-
stituted as in the Atbara campaign,

The commanding ofticers of battalions were the
samo except for the 13th Sudaneso.  Swith-Dorrien
Bey, who originally mised the regiment, now com-
manded in place of Collingon Bey. The latter officer
had been promoted to the command of the Fourth
brigade. 1t was enlircly Hgyptian—the 1st (Bim-
bashi Doran), 5th (Borhan Bey, with native officors),
17th (Bunbury Dey), and the newly-raised 18th (Bim-
bashi Matchett), Of these the first was at Forl
Atbara; the 17th and 18th were coming up from
Merawi, hauling boats over the Tourth Caiuract.
They reached Alu Ilamed by the beginning of
August. The 5th was half at Berber and half on
the march acruss the desert from Suakim. The
Third Brigade was ab various points up-river, cutting
wood for the steamers,

The two Egyptian battalions (2nd and 8th) attached
Lo the First and Seeond Drigades were at Nasri Island,
ten miles or so trom the foot of the Shabluka Cata-
ract, forming a depob for supplies and stores, The
six black battalions left Derber on July 30, and ar-
rived at the Athora in the small hours of Angust 1.
Tuking the strength of an Egyptian battalion at 750,
the division would number 12,000 men,
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Major - General Gatacre commanded the Buitish
Division. OFf ils two brigades the First—the Dritish
Brigade of the last campaign, now under Colonel
Wauchope -— was still in summer quarters. Head.
quarters, Camerans, Seaforths, and Maxim Dlattery at
Doarmali; Tincolns and Warwicks at Egsillem, The
last two lLiad changed commanding offieers ~ Liou-
tenant-Colonel Louth now had Lhe Lincolns, Liou-
tenant - Colonel Torbes the Warwicks. The laiter
officer had arrived at Umdabieh two days befors tho
Atbara fight to relieve Licutenant - Colonel Quale
Joues, ordered home to command the 2nd Battalion of
the regiment; with rare tact and common-sense it
was arranged that Colonel Jones should lead the bat-
talion he knew. Colonel Forbes went into the fight
as o free-lance, and I saw him enjoying himsel like
a schoolboy with a half-holiday. The Warwicks
rejoiced once more in the possession of their two
companies from the Merawi garrison. Casualties in
action, and deaths and invalidings from sickness, had
brought down the strength of this brigade, though
ofticers and men had stood the climate exceedingly
well, The sick-rate had never touched 6 per cent.
There were not fifty graves in the cemetery ; and most
of the faces at the mess-tables were familiar. The
Lineulns, who had como up over 1100 strong, still had
980 ; the othor three battalions were each about 760
strong, und the Warwicks were expecting a draft of
sixty men, With the Maxims, A.8.0., and Medical
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Service the strength of the brigade would come to
nearly 3600. The Second DBrigade had not yet come
up from Bgypt. Colonel Lyttelton was to commeand.
The four batlalions composing it were the Isb
Northumberland Fusiliers (5th, Lieutenant-Colonel
Money) and 2nd Lancoshire Fusiliers (20¢h, Licu-
tenant-Colonel Collingwood) from the Cairo garrison,
the 2ud Rifle Drigade (Colonel Howard) from Malta,
and the 1st Grenadier Gruards from Gibraltar. Hach
bablalion was to cume up over 1000 strong. The 1st
Royal Irish Fusiliers, from Alexandria, were sonding
up a Maxim detachment with four guns, so that the
whole division would number well over 7500,

Broadwood Bey's nine squadrons of cavalry had
concentrated during the last weck of July on the
western bank opposite Forl Atbara. They were to
march up, starting on August 4, and to be joined
at Meterumeh by a squadron from Merawl The 21st
Lancers (Colunel Martin) were expected up from Cairo
about 500 strong; the total of the cavalry would be
about 1300. Dritish and Eayptian were to be separate
commands,

The whole of the artillery, on the other hand, was
under Long Ley, of the Figyptian Armny. The arrival
of Diwbashi Slewarl’s battery from Merawi had cown-
pleted the strength of the Kgyptian artillery; both
this baltery amd Dimbashi Peake’s had been re-armeid
with D-pounder Maxim-Nordeutoldts, so that all the
field guns were now the same, Theve, with the horse
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battery, began to go up the Nile at the beginniny of
August—the pieces by boat, the horses and nmles
marching. The 32und Ficld Battery R.A. (Major Wil-
Hams), the 37th Field Dattery with 5-inch howitzers
and Lyddite shells and two 40-pounder sicge guus,
were coming up {from Cairo. This would give a total
of forly-four guns, besides twenty British and Egyp-
tinn Moxims.

Two companies of camel corps were at the Atbara,
timed to march on August 2. Onc wag coming over
from Suakim. The other five, under Tudway Bey,
commanding the whole corps, were to start with the
Merawi squadron of cavalry, about the same time,
and march by Sir Heibert Stewart’s route across the
Bayuda Desert to Metemeh, The strength would
be about 800, The land force was thus over 22,000
men.

The three new gunboats—Malik, Sheikh, and Sultan
—were put together at Aleidieh, the work beginning
immediately after the botile of the Atbara, as soun
as the railway reached that place. They carry iwo
12}-pvunder Maxim-Nordenfeldt quick-firers fore and
aft, and three Maxims, two on the upper deck and
one on a platform above. They are lightly armoured,
being Imllet-proof all over, and the serew is protected
by beiug sunk in a plated well o few fect forward of
the stern,  As fighting boats they wight be expected
to show superior qualities to the vessels of the Zafir
class; bub as beasts of burden with burges they were
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inferior to these. Drawing only 18 inches againgt the
older boat’s 30 inches, they could not get grip enough
of the waler to make good headway against the full
Nile.

From the disposition of the force, extended along
the Nile from Shabluka to Alexandria, and across tho
degert from Korti to Suakim, it was evident thal the
canprign had not yet opened by the beginning of
August. The army waes ouly entering on the move-
ments preparatory to concentration. The poinl of
concentration was Wad Habashi, o dozen miles or so
south of Shabluka; the time was ag yet uncertain,
Trapsport was so far forward thet we might easily get
to Owdurman the first week in Seplember. All de-
pended on the weather. Up to now there had been
hardly any rain. But the real rainy season—said
Slatin Pasha, wlio is the only white man with real
opportunity of knowing—runs from August 10 to
September 10, It wmight be sooner or later, heavier
or lighter. A gwollen river, a flooded, torrent-riven
bank, malaris and ague, would hold us back, A dry
season would pass us guily through,

And when we advanced from Wad Ilabashi? Ti
was utterly impossible to say what would befall, If
the Khalifa wanted to give us trouble, he wonld leave
without fighting,  That would probably mean that he
wouhd get his throat cut by one of the innwmerable
cuemies he has muule; certuinly it would mean the
collapse of his ewmpire. But it would also wean a
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costly expedition with no finality at the end of it;
it would mean years of anarchy, dacoity from Khar-
tum to the Albert Nyanza, from Abyssinia to Lake
Chad. Only there was always the relieving thought
that Khalifa Abdullahi would aim not so much at
giving trouble to us as at avoiding it for himself.
With Mahmud's experience before his eyes he might
think it safest to be faken prisoner. He might, just
possibly, even decide to die game,

Granting that he fought, it was still hopelessly un-
certain where and how he would fight, It might be
ab Korreri, sixteen miles north of his capital; it misht
be inside his wall. We could speculate for days; wo
did; but to come Lo any conclusion more likely than
any other was beyond any man in the army.
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XXIIL
IN SUMMER QUARTERS,

SceNE of the dinlorue, a iness-room in a village on
the Nile. Time, nearly lunch-time. A subaltern is
discovered smuking o cigarette under the verandah,
Enter I.

Svbaltern, Hallo, Steevens! when did you come up?
Get down and bave a drink, Hi, you syce! Take
this Awwage’s hoasun and take the sarg and bridle off
and dini a drink of moyyeh, What'll you drink? , ., ,
Oh no: this isn't so bad—bhetter than Ras Hudi, any-
how. You're looking at our pictures—out of the
¢ Graphie,’ you know-—coloured them ourselves—helps
you through the day, you kuow: that's a well-developed
lady, isn't it? Have o cigarette, will you? We're
all getting pretty well fed up with this place by now,

Eufer a Captain, Hallo, Steevens! when did you
come up? Have you got anything to drink? 1
suppose yow've heen at home all this time. No, I
haven't been farther north than Derber., Had a very
jolly ten days up the Atbura, though. Two parties



188 IN BUMMELR QUARTERS.

went—one with the General, one afterwards. Seven
guns got a hundred and sixty-five sand-grouse in one
day. Went up right beyond our battlefield. High?
Never smelt anything like it in my life. The bush
gets very thick above. No; no lions.

Subaltern. 'We got a croco down here, though, and a
bally great fish with & head on him three fect six long,
the head alone. No, I haven’t been down either. T
went down with a boat party Lo Geneineteh, though—
ripping. There was a grass bank just six inches above
the wator, and you could bathe all day. The men
loved it, if they were pretty fit to begin with; if they
weren’t, you see, what with bully beet and dirty
water

Captain. But we're all gotting fed up, as tho
Tommies say, with this place by now,

Buter a Sewior Captain. Hallo, Steevens! I heard
you'd come up. In this country it isn’t “Have a
drink,” but “ What'll you drink?” Well, hers we are
still in this filthy country. Ves, I got ten days in
Cuiro, but I was at the dentist’s all the time. Gad,
what o country! When I think of all the lives that
have been lost for this miserable heap of sand they
call the Sundan—ugh it's—it's—

Subaltcrn, Ripping sport: everybody was wondering
how the Iari Muiuel was done so well. The truth
was, it was run by tho same men of the Axmy Pay
Department, that do it at the races in Cairo.  Devilish
good race, Loo, the Atbara Derby, We thoughi we
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hadn’t got a chance against all these Egyptian army
fellows, and Fair won it by a head, Sparkes second, a
bad third.

Inter o Major. Well, Steevens, how are you? Been
up long? IHave a—— I see you've got one. Good
to see all you fellows coming out again; means busi-
ness.  Liver’s very full to-day, isn't it ?

Captain. Lisen three fect and an inch since yester-
day. The Atbera flood, ] suppose. You were at
Athara ; did yon see it ?

I. Rather. It came down roaring, hit the Nile, and
piled np on end. Brought down trees, beams, dng-
outs

Major., Well, now, shall we go in to lunch? You
didu’s see the VFirst Dritish Drigade ficld-firing to-day,
did you? Nothing will come within 800 yavds of that
alive. Do you think we shall have a fight:?

Eater a Colonsl. Good morning, Mr Stoevena: have
you been up img?  Are you beiug attendud to 7 Yes,
now; shall we have a fight 2 What will he do now ?
I can’t bear to think we aren’t going to have a fight.

Seador Cuptain, Fight 7 whe—

Major. If he'd unly come ont into the open

Captuin. Noj he’ll stick behind his——

Nubadtern. Wall: then we shall have——

Mujor. Two days’ bombardinent; but then, you
know——

Colomel. Well, I wish wo'd another brigade in re-
serve to stay at——
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Senior Cuptain. Another brigade, sir? Why, it
makes me sick to see all this preparation against
such an enemy. We bad 1500 men at Abu Kles,
and now we've got 20,000. TFanatics? TLook at those
men we Pought at the Atbara, those miserable seally-
wags. Do you call these fanatics? Sell their lives?
give ‘ers away. Despise the enciay; yes, T do despise
thein j T despise them utterly. Rifles are too good for
them. Sticks, sir, we ought to take to them—sticks
with bladders on the end. Wy, the moment we
came to their zariba they got up aud ran—got up like
n white cloud and ran, And then all thesws prepain-
tions and all this forec? They'te a contemptible
cnemy—a wrebched, despicable enemy. Why won's
the Sirdar let the gnnboats abuve Shabluka? Hecause
Teatty would take Khartum,

Colonel. Come, come now, Dut what'll you have Lo
enl now ?

General Conversation. Going to the Gymkhana this
afternoon. . . . Squat on his hunkers inside his
wall . . . won't sell you a drop of milk, the surly
devils, when we're saving their country . . . the
houses at Omdarman are outside the wall, you know
.« » not a bad notion of jumping, that bay pony . . .
~treet-to-streot fighting, we should lose a devil of a lot
of men . .. did you hear the Guards cabled o ask
what arrangements had heen made for ice on the cam-
paign? . . . but then he can't defend his wall; it
hosn’t got & banquette, and it's twelve feot high . . .
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gave the recruil their water-bottles to fill at the lake,
“Tlere, Jock,” they said, “take mine too.,” So the
wretched man slarled offf with the water-bottles of
the whole half-company to fill thern at the mirage . . .
have another drink . . , rather; fed up with it ; rail-
way fatigues, too, and field-days twice a-week . . . it
was their Colonel kept them from ecoming up, they
gay: damned fine regiment all the same . ., wenkest
(tovernment of this century, sir . . . stowasser gailers

. go under canvas a couple of days before we
start , . . vipping sport . .. fedup ... drink ...

Colond (rising). Well, now, will you have a cigareite?

Stnior Uaptain, A miracle ol mismanagement. . . .

Voire of Tommy (outsidr). Whateher doin' ?

Second woice. Uancher see? stickin' ‘oads on these
’ere cacolets,

Voice of Tomsny. Whatcher dnin' that for?

Second voice, Doncher know? To kerry the hleed’n
Ctrenadier Gawds to Khartum.
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XXI1vV.

DEPARTUREY AND ARRIVALS.

O the Jul of Angnsb the six Sudanese batlalions
left Fort Atharn {or the point of conceunbration at
Wad Habashi, Mosk people who saw them start
remarked that they would be vory glad to hear they
had arrived.

You may have seen savdines in tins; bubt you
will never really know how roomy and cowmfortable
a tinned sandine must feel until you have seen hlacks
packed on one of the Sirdar’s steamers. Nothing
hut the Sirdar's audacity would ever have iried it;
nothing but his own peculiar blend of luck and
judgment would have carried it through without
appalling disaster.

Dressed in nothing but their white Friday shirt
and dvawers, the men filed on to the boats, Every
man carriel his blanket, for men from the Equator
have tender chests, but it was difficnlt to sce how
he wius ever to uet into it. On each deck of each
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steamer they squatied, shoulder to shoulder, toe to
back, chin to knce. Fast alongside each gunboat were
a couple of double-decked roofed barges, bronght out
in sections from England for this very purpose. Both
decks were jammed full of black men till you conld
not have pushed a walking-stick between them: the
upper deck hellied winder their weight like a ham-
mock, Ab the tail of each gunhoat floated o gyassa
or two gyaysas: in thew you could have laid your
blanket and slept peacefully oun the soldiers’ heads.
Thus in this land of impossibilities o craft not quite
8o hig as a penny steamer started to take 1100 men,
cribhed so that they could not stretch erm or leg,
100 miles at rathor under a mils an hour,

The untroubled Nile floated down hrim-full, thick
and brown as Turkish coffee, awift and strong as an
acean, The turbid Atbara came down swishing and
rushing, sunk bushes craning their heads above the
flood, and green Sodom apples racing along it Jike
bubbles, and flung itself upon the Nile. Against the
double streams the steamers—seven in all, bigger and
smaller, with over 6000 men—pulled slowly, slowly
sonthward, The faithful women, bahies on their
hips, screamed one more farewell: their life is a
string of farewells, threaded with juwels of victori-
ous return, The huddled heaps of white cotton and
black skin began to blend together in the blurring
sunlight. They started before breakfast; by lunch-
time all but one had vanished round the elbow a

N
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mile or iwo up-streamn, The blacks were gono out
to conquer again.

Blacky gone, whites came, The ITeadquarbers and
first four companies of the Rifle Drigade were in canp
before the steamers were under way, These things
fit in like the joints of your body till you take them
for the general courso of things; only when you go
to Headquarters and see Clicfs-of-Staft and D.ALA.GLS,
and orderly-officers and aides-de-camp calenlating and
verifying and countersigning and telegraphing and
acknowledging, do you realiso thal the staff-work of
an army is the biggest and most husiness-like busi-
ness in the world,

The Rifles’ fivst morning of Sudan was not endear-
ing, Tley were shot out on to a little hillock or plat-
form at half-past one in the morning, in the middle
of one of the best dust-storms of the scason. Through
the throttled moonlight they might have seen, if they
had cared to look at anything, the correspondent of
the ¢ Daily Mail’' hammering at his uptorn tent-pegs
with a tin of saddle-soap, and howling dismally to a
mumnmified servant to bring him the mallet, Tack,
tack, tack went the mallefs all over camp. But
the Rifles had neither tents nor angarebs nor bags:
they were dumped down among their baggage and sat
down for five hours to contemplate the smiling Sudan.
Then they disinterred themselves and their belongings
and marched into camp.

Tnt this new brigade was to have a Cook’s tour by
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comparison with the other. They had abundant kit
and abundant stores, From the sea to Shabluke they
hardly needed to pui foot to the ground: thence it was
o matter of half-a-dozen marches to Xhartum and Om-
durman, Tight there—then inlo boats again and down
to the rail-head at the Atbara; train io Halfa, boat to
Agsuan, train to Cairo or Alexandria—the two new
hattalions, Rifles and Guards, might be up and down
again, in and oub of tho country inside a couple of
months, The sarcastic asked why they were not
brought up in ice, unpacked at Omdurman to fight,
and then packed in ice ngain, DBut thai was unjust.
Fither you must give a regiment lime lo get fit and
weed oub its weaklings, or else you must cocker it all
you can till yon waunt it. The Riles and Guards
would never be as hard as the splendid sun-dried
Vattalions of the Firsy Brigade—there was not time
to harden them. The next best thing was to keep
them fresh and fib by sparing them as much as
possible,

So the Rifles made their camp on the Atbara bank
—caol, airy, and relatively free from dust-drift. Next
day—the 4th-—the second half of the battalion came
in; next day Drigadier-General Lyttelton with his
slafl and the 32nd field battery; next day the firgt half
of the Grenadier Guards, So they were timed to go on
—half a hattalion or a hattery or a squadron nearly
every morning till the whole second brigade was on
the Atbare. TDefore the tail of it had arrived the head
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would be off again—men and guns by boat, beasts by
road-—to Wad Habashi.

To transport 5000 men, 600 horses, two batteries
with draught cattle, and two siege-guns some 1300
miles along a line of rail and river within four wecks is
not, perhaps, on paper, a very astounding achievement.
Jut remember last time we came the same way, Re-
moember 1884—tho voyageurs and the Seedee boys, the
whalers and the troopers set to ride on camels and
fight on foot, and all the rest of the Empire-ballet
business—the force that left Cairo about the time of
year these were leaving, that began to heawve Haolia ab
the opening of Seplember and siruck the Nile at
Meatemnmel late in January, while most of it never got
Veyond Korti, It is exactly the difference belween
the amateur and the profussional.

Remember, furthermore, that the railway {rom Luxor
to Assuan and the railway from Halfa to the Atbara
are both quite new: at home, with cvery enginecring
facility which is lacking in the Sudan, a new line is
allowed a fow months' trial to setle and wmature before
heavy traffic is run over it. The track iy single, the
engines are many of thew old, the native officials are
all of them ineupalle. The stcamers ere fow and in
great part old, The wind for the sailing boats was
mostly contrary, The country is a howling red-hot
depopulation. Yet every arriving vessel was not
merely up to its time but a little before it. 1t wanted
for nothing by the way, and when it arrived found
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provision for just three times as long as it was likely
to need it,

And all the time, remember, just the same thing
was going on up the river. While the trains were bring-
ing the Dritish, the boats wero taking the blacks. The
pyassas sank their low waists awash with the Nile-
flovd under groaning loads of supplics: the streets of
boxes awl sacks at the Atbara never scemed o grow
less, bub similar strcets wore rising ab Nasri Island.
Alove us the bank was heing stacked with wood for
the steamers; below us Egyptian battalions were haul-
ing at more boats to take more supplies forward, All
oue steady pnll along a rope 1300 miles long—a pull
without & stumble, without a slack, And the Sirdar
ran his cye along the whole tension of i, knowing
every man’s business better than he did himself.
Ounly furicus because the wind wus south or west in-
stend of north. He was not accustomed to such luck
and he did not deserve it, Dut neither did he succumb
toit. The sailing boats went south all the same. The
Sirdar told them to go south; and semchow, tacking,
towing, punting, Allah knows how, south it was,
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XXV.
THE PATHOLOGY OF THIRST.

Ir it had not been for the drink I should never have
come twice to the Sudan.

It is part of the comprehensive uselessness of this
country ihab its one priceless production can never
be exported. If the Sudan thirst could be sent home
in capsules, like the new soda-water sparklets, it would
make any man’s fortune in an evening. The irony
of it is, that there is 50 much thirst here—such a
limitless thirst as might supply the world’s whole
population richly : on the other side there are millions
of our fellow - creatures, surrounded by every liquor
that art can devise and patience perfect, but wanting
the thirst to drink withal. Gentlemen in England
now abed will call themselves accursed they were
not here. And even the few white men who vainly
strive to do justice to these stupendous depths and
intensities, these vast aveas and periods of thirst—

how ulterly and pitiably inadequate we are lo our
high opportunity,
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I wonder if you ever were thirsty ? Probably not.
I never had been Lill I came to the Sudan, and that
is why I came again. If yon have been really thirsty,
and often, you will be able to distinguish many vari-
ations of the phenomenon. The sand-storm thirst I
hardly count. It is camsed by light soil forming in
the gullet; wash the soil away and the thirst goes
with it: this can be done with water, which you do
not even need to swallow.

The desert thirst is more legitimately so called: it
arises from the grilling sun on the sand, from the
donecing glare, and from hard riding therein, This
is not an unpleasant thirst: the sweal evaporates on
your face in the wind of your own galloping, and
therchby produces a grateful coolness without, while
throat and gullet are white-hot within. The desert
thirst cunsists in this contrast: it ean be satisfied by a
gulp or two of really cool water which has also been
evaporating through a canvas bottle slung on your
saddle,

But in so far as it can be satisfied, it is no true
Sudan thirst. The true Sudan thirst is insatiable.
The true Sudan thirsi—which, to be sure, may be
found in combination with either or both of the
others, and generally is—is born of sheer heat and
sheer sweat. Till you have felt it, you have not
thirsted. Every drop of liquild is wrung out of your
body: you could swim in your elothes; but, inside,
your muscle shrinks to dry sponge, yeur bones to dry
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pith. All your strength, your subslance, your self is
draining out of you; you are conscious of a perpetual
liyuefaction and evaporation of good solid you. You
must be wetted till you soften and swell to life again.

You aro wotied. You pour in wel, and your self
sucks it in and swolls~—and then instantly it gushes
out again at every pove, and the self contracts and wilts,
You awill in more, and out it hubbles before you even
feel your inside tuke it up. Mure—and your pores
swish iu spate like the very Athura. Uscless: you
must give it up, and let tho goodness sluice oub of
you. There is nothing of you left; you aie & mere
vactum of thivel,  And that gues on from three hours
after sumise till an hour before sundown,

You must ot think that we are idle all this while
—not even correspondents. The real exercise of your-
self and your ponies you have begun hefore breakfast,
and intend to continne after tea. For the rest, at Fort
Athara, you can go down to the railway station. If
thera is a train there, there will be troops getting out
of it; if there is not, you can ask when one is expecled,
and read chalked on a nobice-board the latest bulletin
of the health of every engine on the road between there
and Halfa. On the platform, oo, is the post-office. You
can ask when the next post goes out or comes in: the
dirty Copt hoy they call postmaster will answer, “ To-
morrow.” T'he pogtal service is not good at Xort Atbara,
They suy the Sirdar does nob allow it room enough;
a8 the room he does allow is entively filled with the
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angarebs of the officialy, and as they scldom srise from
them, there is doubtless much justice in the complaint,

There are other diversions for the correspondent in the
heat of the day. He may walk in the nwal, or station
yard. ANuzl is the Arabic for a place where things are
dumped down—and dwaped down in this nuzl they
certainly are.  Streets and streels and streets of themn,
—here & case of pepper, there the spare wheel of a gun,
there jurs of ruw, there piles of Remington rilles for
issue to more or less friendly lribes——everything thal
an army should or would or couldwant. There you see
the men whe do the real hard work of tho armny—not
the men who work hard and then rest, bub the men who
work hawd and never rest—=the Divector of the Water
Transport, the Stafl Officer for Supplies and Stores, the
Director of Telegraphs. And there, with the hardest
worked, you see the tall white-clad Sirdar working—
now breaking a mau’s heart with curt censure, now
exalting him to heaven with curt praise. Now ante-
dating a movement, now hastening an embarkation,
now increasing the load of a barge—for where the
Sirdar is there cvery man and every mechine must
do a litile better than his best.

All this you may see, and sweat, between the hour
before sunrise and the hour before sunset. It goes
on ulways, but usually after sunset you look at it no
more,

For then the Sudan thirst has spent itself and it is
al your merey. You begin with a bombardment of
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hot tea. The thirst thinks its conquest assured; it
takes the hot tea for a signul of surrender, and hurls
the first cup arrogantly ont again through your skin,
You fire in the second cup—and you find that you
have gained some ground. Tt may be that tea is nearer
the temperature of your hody than a merely tepid
drink; it may be some divine virtue in the herb; but
you feel the second eup of tea scttle within you.
You feel yourself a degree less torrid, a shade more
substanlial,

1§ you are wise you will rest content for the moment
with this advantage. Oider your pony and gallop an
hour in the desert. You will swoat, of course; you
need not expect to eseape that at any time. Dut the
~weat cools oft you, and you ride in with a fresh skin.
Take your tub in your tent: the Nile cools faster than
the land, and oh the deliciousness of the cold water
licking round you!

Now comes the sweet revenge for all the torments
of the day. Itis quite dark by now, unless the moon be
up, leauing to you out of a tender blue immensity, silver,
earessing, cool. Or else the sprightly candles beckon
from your dinner-table, spread outside the tent, a halo
of light and white in the blackness, alert, inviting,
cool, You, too, by now are clean and cool. You
quite forget whether the day was more than warm
or no.

But you remember the thirst. You are cool, bub
within yon axe still dry, very diy aud shruuken, Take
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a long mug and think well what you will have poured
into it; for this is the moment of the day, the moment
that pays for the Sudan. You are very thirsiy, and
you are about; Lo slake your thirst. Let it be alcoholie,
for you have exuded much lifc in the day; let it above
all be long. Whisky-and-soda is a friend that never
fails you, but better still something tonic. Gin and
soda? C(Hn and line-juice and soda? Gin and bitters
and lime-juice and soda? or else that triumphant
blend of all whetting flavours, an Abu Hamed—gin,
vermoubh, Angostura, lime-juice, soda ?

Mix it in due proportions; put in especially plenty
of soda—and then drink. For this is Lo drink indced.
The others were only flushing your body with liquid
as you might flnsh a drain. But this! This splashes
round your throat, slides softly down your gullet till
you feel it run oub inio your stomach. It spreads
blessedly throngh body and spirit —not swirling
through, like the Atbara, but irrigating, like the Nile,
It 18 soil in the sand, substance in the void, life in
death. Your sap runs again, your biltong muscles
take on elasticity, your mummy bones toughen. Your
self has sprung up alive, and you almost think you
know how it feels to rise from the dead.

Thenceforward the Sudan is a sensuous paradise.
There is nothing like that first drink after sunset, but
you are only half irrigated yoi: the first drink at
dinner—yes, and the second and the culminating
whisky - and - soda—ean give rich moments. Then
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your angareb stands veady, the gky is your bed-
chamber, and the breath of the desert on your check
is your good-night kiss. To-morrow you will begin to
sweat again as you ride before breakfast. To-morrow
—t0-night even—there may he a dust-storm, and you
will wake up with all your delicious moistness furred
over by sand. Bul that is to-morrow,

For to-night you have thirsted and you have drunk.
And to-morrow will have an evening also.

a
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XXVT,
BY ROAD, RIVEL, AND RAIL,

(irapvarLy Fort Atbara transformed itself from an
Fgyptian comp to a British.

Parts of the Fourth Egyptian Brigade came in from
the north, but started south again almost immediately.
The steamers which had taken up the blacks began
to dvop down to the Athara; as soon as they tied up,
new battalions were packed into them, and they
thudded up-river again.

Of the four battalions of Collinson Dey’s command,
the 1st left in detachments on August 8, and the first
instalment of the 17th had preceded them on August
7. Three companies of the 5th, with a company of
camel corps, reached Berber from Suskim on August
3 they had marched the 288 miles of desert in fifteen
days. This was the record for marching troops, and
it is not likely that anybody but Egyptians will ever
lower it.  One day, after a thirty-wile stage, the half-
battalion arrived at a well and found it dry. The
next was thirty miles favther. Straighlway the men
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got up and made their march sixty miles before they
camped. They say that when, as here, native officers
are in command of a desert march, they put most of
their men on the baggage-camels: no doubt they do,
bui, the great thing is that the troops get there.

The 5th joined its other half in Derber and marched
in to Fort Athara on August 6; on August 7 it was
packed into sleamers and sent up to Wad Ilabashi,
On August 9 arrived the first half of the newly-raised
{8th and two companies of the 17th.  These had been
pulling steamers and native boats up from Merawi;
thay too had broken a record, doing in tweunty days
what lagt year had taken twenty-siv at the least and
forty at the most, Among their steamers was the
lucklesy Teb, which had run mto o 10ck just before
Dongola, and in 07 had inrned twitle in the Fowth
Cataract. The Sirdar had now taken the precaution
of renaming her the Ilafir.

The four steamers had, of course, ariived days be-
fore, and were already broken to harness. The gyassas
were still behind, fighting with the prevailing south
wind ; between Abm Hamed and Abeidieh the trecs
nn the bank were sunk under the flood, so that it was
almost impogsible to tow. One day the wind would
be northerly, and that day the boats would sail forty
miles; the next it would be dead contrary, and,
sweating from fonr in the morning to ten at night,
they would make five, Dut it had to be done, and it
wes done. The firsl arrivals of the 17th and 18th
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were picked up by train south of Abu Ifamed; on
Angust 11th and 13th the rest came in to find their
comrades already gone. This completed the Fourth
Drigade, and with its completion the whole strength
of the Kgyptian army was at the Atbara or forward.

So that the eamp becane Pritish.  The two halves
of the Rifle Brigade, the first half of the Guards, and
the 32nd Dattery had come up on successive duys;
after that there was a lull.  Bub on August 9 we had
an exciting day——exeiting, al least, by the standard of
Fort Athara. Late the night before had come the
balonee of the Dritish artillery—the 37th Field Dat-
tery, with six howilzers, a detachmont of the 16ih
Company, Fastern Division, (iarrison Artillery, with
two 40-pounders, and n detachment of the Royal Trish
Fusiliers, with four Maxims.

They were getting the 40-pounders into position for
shipment on the bank. All gunners are fine men, and
garrison gunners are the finest men of all gunners;
these were pushing and pulling their ungainly dax-
lings in the tire-decp sund as if they were a couple of
perambulators, They are old guns, these 40-pounders;
their short barrels tell you that. They were in their
sccond decade when they first came to Egypt in 1882,
and, once in Khartum, they are liko to spend the rest
of their lives there, Dut for the present they were
the heaviest guus with the force, and they must be
nursed and cockered till they had knocked a hole or
two in the Khalifa’s wali. So the gunners had Iaid
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out ropes, and now solid figures in gray flannel shirts,
khaki trousers, and green-yellow putties— braces
swinging from their waists, according to the ritual of
cavalry and gunners and all men who tend beaste—
were hammering away ab their pegs and establishing
their capstan with which the cnormous babies wers to
be lowered into their boats. Defore they breakfasted
all was in order; before they dined the guns were in
the houls specially made to take thew ; heforo they
supped they were well on the waterway to Khartum,

The Trish Fusiliers were picked f1om a fine regiment
which had very haid luck in not heing brought up in
the Second Dugade, Sct faces, heavy moustaches,
necks like bulls, the sente or so of men wein the
admiration of the whole camp, Dui most curiosity
went naturally to the howitzers. They wore hauling
them out of the trucks when I got down—Ilittle tubby
B-inch creatures, in jackets like a Maxim's, on car-
riages like a field-gun’s, carriage and gun-jacket alike
painted pea-soup colour. The two trucks full of them
were backed up to a little sand platform; the gun-
ners wheeled out gun aud limber and limbered up; a
crowd of Egyptians seized hold, and—hallah hoh!
hallah hoh -—they tugged away with them. The ery
of the Egyptian when doing combined work is more
like that of Brunnhilde and her sisters in the “ Wal-
kure” than auy civilised noise I can remewmber to
have heard.

The howitzers were to fire a charge of lyddite whose
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bursting power is equal to 80 lb. of gunpowder.
With a very high trajectory the cffect would be some-
thing like that of bombs dropped from a balloon.
Lyddile appenrs to be an impartial as well as an ener-
getic explosive; if you stand within 800 yards behind
it, it iy as like as not to throw hack a bil of shell into
your eyo; after which you will use no other. 'When
they tried it in Cairo at knoeking down a wall, it did
indeed knock down a good deal of it, bub lefl a pood
deal standing.  That, however, was because percussion
fuses were used 5 the delay fuses were all sent up the
Nile. By delaying the explosion the smallest [raction
of a second, till the shell has penetraled, its deviligh-
uess, they trusted, would he increased a hundredfold.
This was Iyddite’s fivat appearance in war: we all
looked forward to it with keen anticipation, The
further forward T lacked, personally, the better I
should Le pleased.

On the afternoon of this game less-uneventfol-than-
usnal Oth, a train snorted in witlh the second four
comnpanies of the (uards. The Guands paraded in
their harrack square ill the beholder with admiration,
tempered with a sense of his own unworthiness;
emorging from ronfed trucks they were luss imposing,
Of course it wag the worst possible moment to see
them, andd the impres«ion formed was leas good than
that of other eorps, Falling in beside the train they
were certainly tollor than the average British soldier,
but hardly betler built, They wer mostly young,

)
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mostly pale or blotchy, and their back pads—did you
know before that it was possible to get suustruke in
the spine %—were sticking out all over them at the
grotesquest angles, Many of the officers wore thick
blue goggles, and their back pads were a trifls restive
too. The half-batlalion marched limply. Only re-
member that they had hardly stretched their logs since
thoy embarked at Gibraltar just three weeks before,
The wonder was that they conld mareh at all,

A very different show was that of the 10th, when
the firat lalt of the Northumberland Tusiliers came
in, To be sure, they appeared witli wdvantages, The
Guoards’ band played in three companies, and you
do nol. know how a band drives ont limpness until
you have tried Dut allowing for that, the bth still
made a very fine entry. The men were not tall, but
they were big round the chest, and averaged nearly
six years service, They swung up in a column of
dust with their stride long, heads up, <houlders squared,
soldiers all over. The officers were long-limbed, firmly
knit, straight as lances, There are not many more
pleasing sights in the world than the young British
subaltern marching alongside his company, his long
Togs moderating their stride to the pace of the laden
men, his wide Llue eyes looking steadily forward,
curious of the untried futwure, confident in the tradi-
tions of his service and his race. From the look of
the Bth Fusiliers you might guess with safety thol
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the young soldier's confidence was not likely to be
abashed.

So that now the camp was all bnt English. A few
Egyptiana remained behind, indispensable for fatigues,
jut the Northwinberland men were working away at
their ammunition and baggage all the next morning,
Tonmy lugging at the camel’s head-rope and adjuring
him to “Come on, ol man,” and the old man, unac-
customed to friendly language, only snarling the more
devilishly and tipping his load on to the sand. Dus
Tommy had his revenge when he rode back to the
station for another lowml; the bnggage-camel had to
trot, which he had never done hefore except to escape
being saddled.

Englishmen working with camels, squads of shirt-
sleoved Englishmen tramping to and fio on fatigues,
snglishmen putting np hospital-teuts, forty or ftifty
Englishmen with mild sun-fever in hospital, English
bands, Llv: cxisp voice of the English sergeant, ahove
all, silver-throated English hugles—reveille waking the
dawn and last post lonting up the silent night— Fort
Atbara had seen one more inearnation.
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XXVIL
THE LAST OF FORT ATBARA.

Tnus at Forl Atbara wo sot, and sat, and sat. 'When
there were any troops to see, comning in or going out,
we went 1o gsea thom. When there were not, we
galloped about in the desert, ate, drank, slept, and
generally fulfilled the whole duty of correspondents.
Why did you not make a dash for the fronit? the
guileless editor will ask. Dut the modern war
correspondent is mnot allowed to make unauthorised
dashes, and the man who should ecommend the claims
of his newspaper by slapping & Dritish General's face
would righteously be shot,

Besides, there was no front to speak of worth
dashing for. The camp at Wad Habashi, we heard,
had heen encroached on by the ever-rising Nile, and
it had been moved four miles up-strenm to a spob
in full view of the gorge of Shabluke. A Dimbaghi
of cavalry, who returned thence one day, pronounced
the scenery finer than anything in Switzerland ; but
then you must remember that since seeing Switzor-
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land he had seen the desert railway and Berber and
Fort Athara ond all the other dry dead levels of
the hlank Sudan. More practical was the news that
a8 yet there bad been only one storm of rain with
thunder and lightning, At Fort Atbara we had
cloudy days and rainy suusels, whereas in the spring
we had never scen anything but hard blue for
weeks together. On the whole, too, it was cooler:
115° in the shado on one or two clear afternoons,
but often not so much as 100° all day. And the
farther south you went, they snid, the cooler it be-
came,

Indeed, the nearer we aciually got to the beginning
of operations, the softer task the expedition seemed.
The only people who did not seem to find it so were
the two battalions that had the softest task of all—
the Rifles and the Guards. These eame iuto hospital
in dozens. DBoth regiments had a bad reputation
for going sick—the Rifles because they are mostly
cockneys without constitutiuns, the Guards because
they are too much pampered. Anyhow, they de-
veloped more sickness between them in a week than
the whale of the First DBrigade. Their failure to
stand the sun and tho dnst-storms was not for want
of officers’ example—certainly in the Rifles, whose
officers were keen sportsmen, riding out to stalk
gazello after lunch on the hottest afternoons, It was
not for wont of smusement, as amusement goes in
standing camp, for the Rifles wers alive with vecal
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talent. Almost every mght, dufting down from iheir
camp, you might hear the familiar chorale—

Jally good gong, jolly well sung,

Jolly good comrades ev-ery one,

If you can beat 1t you're welcome to try;

Always remember the smger is dry,
Soop !

The Iifles were keeping their spirits up, and thoy
were as smarb and keen as you could wish, DBut they
were not acclimatised, nor were the Guaids, so that
they sent nearly a hundred cases—mostly mild sun-
fever—into hospital in a week.

The fiast sguadron of the 21st Lanceis—they were
tiavelling as three squadrons to be re-formed into four
in the field—arrived on the 11th. The second half of
the 5th Fusiliers came in on the 13th. Everything
seemed strolling on satisfactorily and sleepily Then
guddenly the Sirdar aroused us with one of his light-
ning movements. You will have formed an idea of
the sort of man he is—all patience for a month, all
swiftness when the day comes. The dey coms on
Augugt 13. At eleven I saw him, grave as always
gracions and courteous, volunteering facilities. Af
noon he was gone up the river to the fiont.

The waiting, the sudden start, the cauntion that
breathed no word of his intention, yet dictated an
official explanation of his departure before he left—it
wos the Sirdar all over, And with his departure
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Fort Atbara took on yst another mefempsychosis,
It became all at once the deserted base-camp, a
caravanserai for reinforcements, a forwarding depot
for stores. True, most of the staff remained—nobody
pretending to know what had taken the Sirdar away
so astonishingly, unless it was morely his idiosynerasy
of sudden and rapid movement. If anybody had
been told any other reason, it wes just the man or
two that would not tell again.

But curiosity is a tactless fulility when you have
{o do with generals. It was enough that the advance
had come with o rush. The detachments of the 17th
and 18th Egyptian, sitting about on the bank ill
steamers arrived to let them complete the brigade,
disappeared magically in the Sirdar’s wake. With
them went their Brigadier, Collinson Bey. On that
same evening the leading steamers passed up with
parts of the First British Brigade from Darmali,
Four days’ voyage to below Shebluka and then they
would come down in one day for the Second. Then
we should be complete and ready for Omdurman.

Meanwhile there was hardly a fighting man in Fort
Atbara. The three battalions of the Second Brigade
were in camp just south of it, on the Atbara, The
first third of the Lancers were across the river; the
second came in on the afternoon of the 1dth, It
wanted only the third squadron and the Iancashire
Fugiliers o complete the force. The cavalry was
to start on the 16th with every kind of riding
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and baggage animal to march up, and the more
able-bodied of the correspondents were going with
them.

So on the torrid Sunday morning of the 14th we
filled the empty fort with a dress rehearsal of camels.
Tn the Athara campaign T had been part of a mess of
three with nine eamels: now it was a mess of four
with twenty. We marched them all np solemuly
afler breakfast and computed how much of our wulti-
tudinous baggage would go on to them. Fourteen of
thein were hired camels: o hired camel is cheaper
than o Doughi oue, hut it generally hag smallpox,
carries much less weight, and is o deal lengthior to
lnad.

The twenty gnroling monstrosities sat themselves
down on the sand and threw up their chins with the
camel’s ineffable alfctation of elegnnce. The men cast
a. deliberate look rvund and rewarked, “ The baggage
is much and the camels are few.” Next they bronght
out rotten nets of rope and slung it round the boxes
and sacks. That is to suy, one man slung it round
one bux and the others stood statuesque aboul him
and supgested difficulties. That done, the second man
touk up the wondrous tale, then the third, then the
fourth. This took about two hours, Then they sug-
gested thut a camel could not without danger to its
health carry more than two dozen of whisky, wherens
auything worthy the name of a camel cun earry four
hundredweight,  Altogother they made sume fifty
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camel - loads of the stuff. And when we said we
wouldn’t have it, all the men stood round and gabbled,
and half the camels girned and gnashed their toeth,
and the neighbouring donkeys lifted up their voices
and hrayed like souls in torment, and when you moved
to repulse an iraportunate Arab you kicked a com-
puratively innocent camel.  Allah was their wilnesy
that the camels—whicli, when we hired them two
days hefore, were very strong—were very weak.

But Little we cared. ' We were going up to Omdarman
and Khartum., Cawmel - loads adjust thewmselves, but
war and the Sirdar wait for nobody. We were march-
ing into lands where few Englishmen hed ever set
heel, no Englishman for fifteen years. We were
to he present at the tardy veugeance for o great
humiliation,
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TILE DENERT MARCH TO OMDUIIMAN.

Tug column was (o move out of camp at five in the
morning.  Bob ab half-past, when our fardy caravan
filed up 1o join if, dim bulks w4ill heaved themselves
up in the yellow smoke hall-sumise, half-dust-cloud
—masses of laden camcls, strings of led horses pro-
claiming that the clumsy 6uil ot our convoy was still
unwinding itself. Threading the patchy mimosa serub,
we came vul into a strefch of open sand; beyond
it, atraight, regular, ominous of civilisation, appeared
the telegraph wire which crosses the Nile at Fort
Atbara, and now ran on to beyond Metoinmeh.

In two Dlack bars avross the sand, as straight as
the wire itself, the flat rays of sunrise shadowed the
21st Loncers, 'Uwo travelling or nearly three cam-
paigning squadrous, they were the first British cavalry
in the Sudan sinee 1880, Un their side it was their
fixst appearance in war.  They were relatively o young
regiment, and the only one in the Uritish army which
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hasg never beeu on active service. You may imagine
whether they wore hackward to come.

To tell truth, at this first glimpse of British cav-
alry in the field, they looked less like horsemen than
Christinag-trees. The row of tilted lances, the swing
of heavy men in the saddle when thoy moved, was
war and chivalry. The rest was pickeling pegs
lashed to carbines, feeds of corn hanging from sad-
lles, canvas buckets opposite them, walerproofs behind,
hulky holsters in front, bundles of this thing and that
dangling hore and there, water-botiles in nets under
the horses’ bellies, khaki neck screens fapping from
helmets, and blue gauze veils hooding helmeils and
heads and all. The swmallest Syrian—they had left
their own big hungry chargers in Cairo—had to carry
18 stone; with a heavy man the weight was well
over 20,

But though each man carried a bazaar, the impres-
sion of chumnineys lasted only a momant.

When they moved they rule forward solidly yet
brivkly,—weighty and light at the same timne, each
man carrying all he wanted ag behoves men going Lo
live in an enemy’s country. The sight was a better
lecture in cavalry than many text-books. It is not
the weapons that make the cavalryman you saw, bub
the mobility ; not the wallop, but the long, long walk;
uwob the lonce ho chavges with, bubt the horse that
carries him fur and fast to ses his enemy in front and
screen his friends behind, o much if you wished to
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theorise; if it was enough merely to look and lisfen,
there wes a fine piquancy in the great headpiece, the
raking lance, all the swinging apparatus of the free-
booter—and then, inside the casque, a round-faced
English boy, and the reflection, If I was to go and
sce my brother now, as keaps a brewery, it'd be just
right,” Masterpicce of under-statoment, more telling
than & score of superlatives—* just right1” DBut we
must not hurry on teo fast. Beforo the cavalry were
well observed, before even thirst became appealing, it
was necossary io wuit for the whole force—column,
or convoy, or circus, or whatever is the technical name
for il~—to form up in the open. IDiy degrees it did,
Leading, the cavalry with its scouits and advanced
guard and flanking parties. Then a line of tarbushes
on grey horaes—Egyptien gun-teams, and with them
a couple of Maxims scoring the desert with the first
ruts of all its immemorial years. Then a ragged line
of kbaki and helmets, of blue and crimson and gold
and green turbans and embroidered waistcoats—the
officers’ chargers and transport mules of the two
Dritish brigades, some with soldier-grooms, some with
Berberi syces. Is not the waistcoat of the groom the
same radiont marvel whether he be of Newmarket or
Kulabsheh ? Likewise there were Dritish Maxiw
mules and the miscellancous donkeys of all the army.
Lastly, lolloping their apathetic two and a half milesau
hour, the baggage camels lumbered up the plain—well-
furnished Governuwnt beasts, with new sound saddles
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and little sun-bonnet pads over forehead and pate;
scraggier private camels with boxes of stores and
green trunks and baths; starveling, hired camels
banging whisky cases against their bare ribs. .Add
to all a few goats already trailing stiff legs behind
them, a few sheep trampling their little flesh into
whipeord, a drove of brindled bulls at the same task
—and you have the caravan.

Tvery four-footed beast that was to go Lo Khartum
—saving only one-third of the 21st troop horses—
musb march with this convoy or not at all. Every
man that went with it went simply as in charge of
o beast; every man was supposed to ride, and the
marches were cut out at nearly Lwenty wiles a-day.
Horses, mules, donkeys, sheep, goats, oxen, camels—
the monstrous caravan sprawled over the desert, just-
ling and swaying and bumping, jerking off in dif-
ferent dircetions at different rates, neighing and low-
ing and braying and bleating and grunting,—Military
Tournament, Lord Mayor’s Show, Sanger’s Circus, and
Noah’s Ark all jammed into one, Then the mnliitud-
inous chaoy straightened itself for a second, swayed,
crooked itself again, and bogan to totter towards
Khartumn.

We tottered for five hours through sparse camel-
thorn, over ground mostly once flonded or once rained
on, & sieve of lurking holes. By that time .many
thought we should he near the end of the thirteen miles
which was our day'y ration, and T, who had idiotically



222 THE DESERT MARCH TO OMDURMAN.

started without breakfast, wished that I had never
seen & horse or the Sudan or the light of day. At
last, when it was getting on for one, the head of the
column—Dby now a reeling ruin——turned Nileward.
‘We shook up our horses and licked our split lips.
Then we issued on to an old cotton-field—dry stalks,
and between them the earth wrinkled with foot-deep
cracks as close-grained as the bhack of your hand.
The eracks wero just big enough for a horse to break
Iis log in, and the islands hetween were just big
enough to collapse into the cracks when a horse put
his foot on thew. Over this we canwled timidly rill
we came to a shallow yellow-ochre puddle. Thewe
we learned that this wuas omr waler, andl the cracks
were our canip.

The cracks proved full of scorpions, and the respec-
tive legs of your table or angareh inclined themselves
ab angles of 45° Lo the lorizontal and to each other.
However, we pretetuled we were at ses guing home
ayain, and consumed tinned spiced beef and peaches
and beer—may I never want » meal more or deserve
it, less \—and slept, Thoe feature of next day’s warch
was a new form of vegetalion —a bush with leaves
something like those of a canariensis, and 1cally green,
a phenomenon hitherto not met in the Sudan, And
whether we warched twenty-iwo miles that day as
was intended, or thirty-two as was asserted, or some-
thing in belween as was coneluded, I do not know
nor then cored: ab eight I had called np & camel,
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and breakfasted on tinned spiced beef and peaches
and beer,

But the important point that emerged was this: the
unusually high and ever-rising Nile flood was playing
the very deuce with us, The river was pushing up
what they call “Xhors "—hbroad, shallow depressions
which look like tributaries, only whose water runs
the wrong way. These planted themselves across the
track, and we had Lo feteh eireuils round them, This
sccond duy wo arrived at a second puddle, which was
0. second khor, and watered there.  Dut the distressing
point in the situation was that the force was Lo draw
rotions and forage every second day frow depots on
the bank. This was the second day, and the depot
was (uly on the bank; only the khor had flooded up
in hetween, The Lancers had watered their horses,
and fed them-—and then they had to saddle up at four
or so, and file off round the khor three iniles to gut
their rations, Socme of the mules had not yet come
in; without even off-swldling they had to follow;
which made & march of nearly twelve hours on end.

You could not blame anyhoily for the vegaries of
the Nile, bt it was natural that somebody would
suffer from them. Alveady at the fivst helting-place
four Fgyptians carrield in a comrade iu a Llanket with
a rude splint on his le,  The samne day a trooper of
the Tauems went down,  He had been advised not to
try tho Sudan sun ot all, but ingisted on his chance
of serviee: after thiy tirsh march he just gob his
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horse watered and fed, and then dropped insensible
with sumstroke. Ho was but just conscious next
morning, Four Egyptian gunners carried him on an
upburned angareb to Kitiab, the sccond halting-place.
Tere he was loft with others, Next day and the
next there were others.

The horses, too, suffered. Those of the squadron
which came up first, and the horses from Darmali
and Fesillem, stood the marching almost perfectly,
Those which bad slarted to tramp the morning after
the rail-river jonrney went down with fever in the
foet. Twelve days’ stancling had gent all the blood Lo
their feet; the red-hot sand did the rest.

We left o dozen on the shore at Kitiab to be picked
ap by a passing bont, if so it wight befall.  The third
day we warched on through a park-like country, thick
with tall, spieading, alinost green mimosa-trees; in
oue place, where a khor lapped up, if sand were grass
yuu might almost have cried “The Serpentine” We
camped at a ruined village on a eandhill—mame un-
known and uneared—and for the first timo saw the
Nile, which we were supposed to be drinking, e
was lying at the far end of o threc-mile tangle of
bush. The fourth dday, guided by the brown-faced
clifts on his farther bank, we came down on the
pleasantest eamp I had yob seen on Nile or Atbara—
Magawich. There was no village but mad ruius; bub
theie wero clusters and groves of veal palms —~date.
palmy with yellow and scarlet clusters of ripe fruit,
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We sat down on the very lip of the river, which came
up flush with the grass bauk, like a full tide. And
there, on August 20, we halted io rest the horses,
Half-a-dozen were sent down with fever in the feet;
also a few soldiers, some bad, some not so bad ag they
said. The rest of uy were very hard and sound by
now, with the skin well pecled off our nnses,

By now wo had marcheill ahout halfway to Wad
Tlahashi, And of population we had seen hardly a
sonl. Ruined villoges wa puesed in plenty—so far
back from the river thal they must have lived from
wells, Nuw, since Mahiaud killed out the Jaalin, they
difl not live at all. 'We found evidences of some poor
prosperity—the dry ruunels of old irrization, the little
chequers of old fields, old, round, mud granaries, old
crackling zaribay, vldl houses rocking on their mud
founslations, uld bones white in the sun., All the rest
was killed oot by the despot we were marching to try
to kill, The tighting foree of the Jaalin was ahead
of us on the same errand, amd with two more motives
—revenge and loot.  Dehimd us strageled the retarn-
ing fumilics—one wan with @ spear, & buvy of phun.
bloum girls amd old women and intunts on donkeys,
a goat or two for sole sustenance.  They were yo-
turning; their raing weve their own again,



226

XXIX.
METEMMEIL

“(Goom!” The hideous cry broke on to the night,
and jawred on the white stars. “Mohammed! Ali!
Hassan ! Goom,goom!” T sal up on my angareb and
groaned. Do not be fiighltened; “goom™ is not the
ery of a beast of prey. It is worse; it is the Arabic
for “ Wake,” and it was threo in the morning. We
were moving oul of our pleasant palm-shade al
Magawieh on August 21, and taking the road south
again.

The clumsy column formed up after its clumsy
wont, and thrended sleepily desertward through the
mimosa-thorns, After a few minutes we came, to our
wonuler, on to a broad flat road embanked at each side.
It could hardly have been buili by scorpions, and there
were no other visible inhabitants, Then, at 2 corner,
we came to a sign-post —a sign-post, by all that's
wstounding—with “To Meteinmeh” inseribed there-
on. We learned afterwards that the fertilo-minded
Hickman Bey, finding himself and his battalion
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woodcutting in the neighbourhood, had wused up
gome of his spare encrgy and of his men’s spare
muscle in making the road and setting up the sign,
the only one in the Sudan, At the time the thing
was like meeting an old friend after a long parting,
and the carnvan set out at least half a mile an hour
the hetter for il.

We trudged through the sand and serub for the best
part of five hours, Then suddenly it sank and died
away. We had noticed already more than the usual
numnber of wnmmied camels and donkeys by the road-
side, The sun had tanned the skin and bleached the
bones; hawks and vultures had seen to the rest; they
might have been lying there days or years. The
cawels lay with their heads writhed back till the
ears brushed the hump, the attitude in which a
camel always dies. Dut all the donkeys had their
throats cut—and that fold ns we were reaching
Metemmeh.

Last year, about this time or a little earlier, the
main force of the Egyplian army lay at Merawi,
preparing to advance on Abu Ilamed. The Khalifa
ordered the Jaalin to advance against it; but the
Jaalin had heen in the fore-front of every dervish
disaster since Abu XKlen, and they sent sccretly to
the Sirdar for arms, Dut it was too late, and
Mnhmud fell upon the Jaalin as Hunter fell upon
Abu Wawed.  They fought hard, but Malnsud had
too many rifles for them. Melemmeh was made
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even a8 Kharium and old Derber; the branch of
Jaalin whose headquarters were Metemmeh was
blotled out of existence. The carcasses we saw were
the beasts that had dropped or been overlaken in
their flight,

The scrub sank and died away, We came on {o a
bare level of old cultivated land, sparsely dotted with
dry twigs, seamed with rents and holes, and covered
thick with bones, Dones, skulls, and hides of camels,
oxen, horses, asses, sheep, goats—the place wns car-
peted with them, a very Golgotha, A sickening smell
come into the air, a smell heavy with blood and ful.
We off-saddled at a solitary clump of tall palms on the
bank, turned round, and acrosy a wile of tracless desola-
tion saw & forlorn line of black mud wall. The look
of the wall alone was somehow enough to tell you
there was nobody inside. That was the corpse of
Metemmeh,

Before we went in we looked at the forts and
trenches with which they had lined the bank against
the gunboats, It was to be presmmed that they had
done the same at Omdurman, so we looked at them
out of more than idle curiosity. They wore rude
enough, to be sure. Circular, of some 120 feet radius,
tho forts were mud emplacements for a single gun with
three einbrasures looking to frout, half right and half
left; the guns—caplured sinee at the Atbara—-could
only be fired ag they bore on a boat in line with one of
these, Yet, rough and crumbling as thoy were, it was
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plain that the hoats’ fire had done them littlo horm,
The embrasures werc chipped about a good deal,
and with very accurate shooting anybody trying to
serve the guns would probably have gone down.
But the mud work could sheller any man who
sat close enough under il, and common shell or even
shirapnel wonld do him little harm. The ircuches
wore not wholly contemptible cither—deep and with
Lraverses.

The next thing was to ride over to Mahmud’s old
camp. He had placed it behind the ridge on which
Motemineh stands, in the vpen desert and oubt of
range, as he thought, of the boais; the time-fuse of
a 12%-pounder shell, picked up in the very cantre of
the eamp, seemed to suygest a subsequent disillusion-
ment. A you rode up you first saw nothing but four
mud huts. Then the soil looked redder than that of
the desert behind it; presently you saw that it had
been {turned up in shallow heaps; the place looked
like a native cometery. And when we got a little
nearer we found thab this was bis fortified camp. One
of the huts appeared to have been his dwelling-house;
another was a sort of casemnte—rmud walls 4 feet
thick and an arrangement of logs that looked as if it
had been meant as a stockade to shield ritlemen,
But the rest of the position was merely childish—as
planless ag his zariba on the Atbarn, without any of
its difficulties. Tt was just & number of shelter-
irenches scattered anyhow over the open sand. Some
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could have held twenty men, some two. They must
have spread over nearly a square mile, but they were
quite rare and discontinuous; in the circle of the camp
there was about twice as much firm ground as trench.
Add that the whole could have been shelled from the
Metemmeh ridge at half & milo or so, and that you
could theneo have seen almost every man in the place
—well, if Omdurman was to be no harder nut than
thig——

Now turn back to Melemmeh—poor, blind-walled,
dead Metemmeh. And lirsl, belween camp and town,
stand & couple of crutched uprights and a cross-har,
You wonder what, for a moment, and then wonder
that you wondered. A gallows! At the foot of it a
few strands of the brown palm - fibre rope they use
in this country, and one, two, four, six, cight human
jow-bones. Just the jaw - bones, and again you
wonder why; till you remember the story that when
Sheikh Ibrabim, of the dJaalin, came here a weck
or two ago ho found eight skulls under the gallows
in a rope-netting bag. When he took them up
for burial the lower jaws dropped off, and lic here
still,

If the jaws could way in speech again—but we must,
try not to be sentiweental, If we are, we shall hardly
stand the inside of Metemmeh, So blank and pitcous
and empty is bhe husk of it.  These are not mere mud
hovels, but lown houses a3 the Sudan understands
houses—mud, certainly, but large, lofty rooms with
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wide window-holes and what once were matting roofs.
Two that I went into were even double-storied ; no
stairs, of course, but a sort of mud inclined plane
outside the walls leading to the upper rooms, Another
house had & broad mud-bank forming a divan round
its chief room. Now the beams were eracked and
broken, and the divan had been rained on through
the broken roof; shreds of what once may have
been hangings were dangling limply in the breeze.
Ai the gateway of this house—once an arch, now
& tumble of dry mud— was a black handful of a
woman’s hair.

In every courtyard you see the miserable emblems
of panic and massacre. Ride through the gate—there
lies a calabash tossed aside; a soiled, red, peak-toed
slipper dropped from the foot thal durst not stop to
pick it up again; the broken sticks and decayed cords
of a new angareb that the butchers smashed because
it was not worth taking away. And in every court-
yard you see great patches of black ashes spreading
up the wall. Those monuments are recent; they are
the places where, only days ago, they burned the
bones of the Jualin. The dead camels and donkeys
lie there yet, across every lane, dry, but still stinking,
A parrot-bealked hairy tarantula scrambles across the
path, a lzard’s tail slides deeper into a hole; that
is all the life of Metemmeh. verything stoeped in
the shadeless sun, overything dry and silent, silent.
The stillness and the stench merge together and sonl
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into your soul, exuding from every foot of this melan-
choly graveyard —the cenolaph of a whole tribe,
fifteen years of the Sudan’s history read in an hour.
Sun, squalor, stink, and blood: that is Mahdism.

Press your bridle on the drooping pony’s neck;
turn and ride back to the river, the palms, and the
lonces. Cod send he stays to fight us.
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Wad Hamed, Aug. 22.—The concentralion of the
force hore is all but complete,

The British regiments have all arrived, whole or
in part, with the exception of the Rifles and the
21st Lancers, of whom two squadrons are marching
by the road. They are expected at mid-day tu-
MOITOW,

With almost the full strength of the Egyptian
army odded, the force is the largest ever scen in
the Sudan, the composition of every arm being ot
least half as strong agrin ns abt the Atbara.

The cavalry and the convey are going very well
now. The beasts and men are hardened by marching,
which is an invaluable training. We came twenty-
tive miles to-day in one march without effort.

Wad Hamed, Aug. 23.—~The camp here is both
compact and commodious., Though there are but
little short of 20,000 wmen, in a zariba barely more
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than a mile long, nobody is crowded, and cverywhere
there ig oasy access Lo waler.

The blacks are encamped at the south end in ter-
races ol straw huls; next are the Kgyptians under
shelters extemporised from their blankets; at the
north end the Dritish are installed in tents. Their
quarters are far more comfortable than at Athara,
though officers and men have to sleep in their boots
for the sake of practice.

There is bub little shade frowmn the trees, but the
camp is covered with tufts of coarse yellow grass,
which keep down the dust.

The steamers lying along the shore, the guns, horses,
mules, and cawmels, the bugle-calls, and the eries in
English and Arabic, make up a litlle world full of
life in the desert.

The concentration will not actually be effected here,
as (feneral Hunter, with two Egyptian brigades, will
march to-morrow to Hajir at the head of the Shab.
inka cataract, where there will be a new concentra-
tion within a few days. Ho will be followed in the
evening by his other two brigades, which will march
1o various points up the river, and cut wood for the
steamers ascending the rapids,

The Lancers will arrive here this evening, aud the
Tlifles will come probably by boat early to-morrow.
The force will then bo complete. There was an im-
posing parade of the furces here this morning. The
lst, 20d, 3rd, and 4th Egyptian Drigades and the
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2ud and Isb Dritish Brigades paraded in the above
order, counting from the right. The force advanced
in columns of companies, then turned half-right on
the extreme right brigade. It was difficult to get
e full inpression of the manoceuvres in consequence
of the dust.

News from Omdurman is abundant, and recon-
naissances show thal the top of thoe Shabluka cat-
arach is definitely abanduned. It is rumnoured that
the Xhalifa intends to meet our force in the open;
but this story, ns the story of the blowing-up of the
Khalifa’s steamer in an attempt to lay a mine, must
be taken with the greatest caution. The Khalifa
probably does nol know his own intentions yet.

The Kgyptian troops and the seasoned DBrilish bri-
gnde are in splendid condition, The 2nd Dritish
Brigade is natmally nob so inwed to the climale,
LEverybody is shiaining on the tiptoo of expectation.

Wad Lamed, Aug. 2} (4 p.n.)—Last night, hrought
ug the best storm of the seuson.

Ii began, as its way is, savagely and without a
second’s warning,

A flicker of silver lightning, a bloated drop of rain,
then the wind rushed down snorting and tearing at
the tent-ropes like au angry stallion.

1t tore up the tents, and left them flapping in
agony, while the rain came down and cowpleted the
conquost by dronching our kits ab its leisure.
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‘Whai was worse, the gyassa, laden with stores and
spare kits, belonging to an Egyptian batialion which
was just about to start forward, was blown clean
over, and everything shol into the river.

At daylight you could see the disconsolate fatiyue-
party, which was left belind to tow the gyass,
woarily salvaging, with chocolate legs naked he-
low the waist, but with irreproachable uniform
above.

The lightning flared and the wind bomwbarded us
till the worning, when we reaped one consolation—
the dust was all gone, except that which had formed
layers on our faces.

The morning was gioy, susty, and nipping, it
might have been a summer morning at liowe.

General 1Tunter left this morniug at daybrealk, with
the 1st and 3rd Tgyptian Drigades, for Hajir, a iwo
days’ march for them.

The 2nd and 4ih Drigades followed this alter-
uoon.

If the rain had soaked their kits, at leust it afforded
caol, clean going.

The baggage of the Egyptian Infantry started in
gyassas up Lho Sixth Cataract early thi, moruing,

The second half of the Rifles and the Tnish Fusi-
liers’ Maxim detachment arrived during the night,
completing tho Dritish division.

The cavelry and guns will leave to-morrow, the
forly-pounders and the howitzers going by water.
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. The staff will follow, and then, ag the Sirdar says,
“We shall be in the straight.”

Wad Hamed, Aug. 95 (2 p.m)—Rumours from
Omdurman continue to add vastly to the eager curi-
osily wherewith wo advance to lift the veil from
Khartum.

A trustworthy report asserts that Ali Wad Helu,
the Mahdi's second Khalifa and titular heir to the
present ruler, hay fallen from his horse while drilling
the dervish cavalry, and sufferod severe injuries.

This, if true, presumably delights the Khalifa, who
is jealous of Heluw, but will tend to discomrage the
superstitious Sudanecse, who hold that a fall from a
horse when ontering on an enterprise is the worst of
omens,

Yesterday morning this camp was the most popu-
lous cenire in the Sudan after Omdurman, This
afternoon it is all bubt raw serub again.

Out of the tangle of yellow halfa-grass the Sirdar’s
tent rises like an island, and except for the head-
qguarters and the artillery and cavalry in the extrome
north, the camp is completely deserted.

The Egyptian infantry division, which left yesterday
morning, should reach Hajir—officially called Gebel
loyan—to-day.

The 2nd Dritish Brigade loft here at daybreak this
morning, and the 1st [ollows this afternoon.

The Riftes are remaining with detachments of other
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battalions delayed oun the journey up; they will prob.
ably proceed to Gebel Royan by boat, doing the dis-
tance in one day instead of two.

Perhaps even more striking than the disappearance
of the troops is the diminution of the vast accumula-
tion of supplies and stores,

The little town of cases and sacks has had street
after street lifted away and sent up to Shabluka.

Sceing the process thus in miniature, we can ap-
proach an adequate idea of the labour, promptness, and
gystem which brought all the necessaries for 25,000
men from Atbara, Merawi, Ialte, Egypt, and England
without a break or hitch.

Last night the whole upward course of the river
was fringed with the taper spars of the gyassas, and
fostooned with the smoke from the camp-fires of the
towing-parties,

Everything has goue on in proper time and proper
order, and the weight of the material shifled is
enormous,

Multiply all this a hundredfold, and you appreciate
the standing miracle of Egyptian transport.

Wad Hamed, Aug, 25 (6 pon.)—The march out of
the 1st British Brigade this afternoon was a most
imposing spectacle.

The four battalions had all their baggage packed to
the minute, and at the sound of the bugle moved off
and took the road in four parallel columns,
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. The Warwicks were on the left; next to them
the Seaforths, then the Camerouns, and on the right
the Lincolns — tho three last carrying battalion
flags, a new element of colour since the Atbara
campaign.

" The ground just outside the camp was broken, but
the men struck along with an easy swing from the
loins, ignoring the weight of their kits.

Many of the men were bearded, and all were
tanned by the sun, acclimatised by a summer in the
country, hardened by perpetual labours, and con-
fident from the recollection of vietory—a 1agnifi-
cent force, which any man might be prond to
nccompany into the feld,

Wad Hamed, Avg. 26 (11.46 am.)—Tho camp
this morning shows even an emptier desolatior than
yesterday.

At the north end the Lancers are disembarking
their last horses, preparatory to the march to Hajir
to-morrow, the gunmners are readying the 40-pounders
and howitzers for the steam-up to-day, the rest of
the artillery marches,

The medical staff iz just leaving, having sent the
sick down to Nasri yesterday.

The rest of the camp is a wilderess of broken
biscuit-boxes and battered jam-tins, dotted with the
half-naked Jaalin scallywags, male and female, once
the richest slave-dealers in the Sudan, now glad to
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collect emply botiles and winnow the dust for broken
biscuit.

With the departure of headquartors to - morrow
the whole force will have shifted camp to Hajir.

Thence it is under forly miles to Omdurmen,

For the first half of the distance the bank is flat
with cultivation,

On nearing Kerreri, the ground becomes broken
with thick low thorn serub.

Thonee to Omdurman riscs a cluster of sandstone
hills inland, 300 feet to 500 feet high.

Tn the present state of the Nile the river forms
numerons khors, or small tributaries, flowing oub
instead of into the river, and many such on approach-
ing Omdurmen will perhaps necessitate detours on the
line of march,

To the north-west of the town there is rising ground
which is said to offer a favourable artillery position.

Wad Hamed, Aug. 26 (340 p.m.)—Major Stuart-
Wortley, who went up to Khartum two days after
Gordon’s death, leaves to-night by the right bank with
the friendlies, Jaalin and other tribes.

They will advance parallel with the Sirdar.

It is reported that a dervish force is on the right
bank, under the Emira Zcki and Wad Bishara.

A few dervish scouts are reported on this bank,

near (tebel Royan, opposite our new camp and depot,
alsv patrols on the left bank,
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The Xhalifa blundered heavily when he abandoned
the Shabluka rapids, as even a small force among the
rocks might have been troublesome, whereas now the
Sirdar las been able to convey all his transport to the
open water above without pause.

Glebel Royan, Aug. 28 (8.5 a.m.)—We are now
within four marches of Khartum. From the brown
shoulder of Royan mountain, which overlooks and
gives its name to the eamp, you can see long stretches
of green -lipped desert, blinking in the sun, and
cutting the blue ribbon of open water to Omdur-
man,

In the distance hangs a white speck of haze, which
may be the Mahdi’s tomb.

Yesterday I came up with the main force.

This morning it has gone forward again, and the
four marches are becoming three.

Greneral Hunter, with the Egyplian Division, began
to move oul before sunrise, and as I write — eight
o'clock—their last drums are throbbing faingly in the
distance.

The Egyptian cavalry, horse battery, camel corps,
and galloping Maxims had preceded them before
dawn.

Cavalry contact with the dervishes has been pos-
sible at any moment since Friday.

The patrols saw a few dervish horse, who, however,
fell back rapidly, lighting alarm beacons.

Q
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Spies and desertors report thab the advanced dervish
force is near Kerreri, but it is impossible 1o tell at
present if this be so.

Hitherto the Dervishes have made no attempt to
raid convays or to alarm the camp by night; they ave
gimply falling back on the main positions.

Everybody observes that the farther you advance
into their country, the more desirable, or rather the
less undesirable, it becomes,

T marched here from Wad Ilamed, so I cannot
dopict fully the beautics of the Shabluka cataract,
but I have seen enough from above and below and
from various points of the road to understand how
grateful it is to eyes scared with burning plains,

The rapids are gemmed with gieen wooded islands
and waist-high bush grass, and tho rocky heighis on
either side are bathed in violet by the morning and
evening lights.

At the gorge the cliffs close in, and the river nar-
rows from 2000 to 200 yards,

Here are dervish foris, three on the left bank and
one on the right.

They are now flush with the water, which is actually
running into the embrasures.

Ilaving had to warch with the artillery, I had to
content myself with the beauties of the Maxim-Nor-
denfeldt gun.

The Bgyplian field artillery you can either draw
with two mules or tako the pieces and carry them on
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feur—a vast advantage, as shown on yesterday’s march,
which was an allernation of stones and wallowing
sand.

On entering the camp I came on the iail of the
Dritish Division, which had made four marches of
twonty miles,

The Egyptians took two, hut the going is execption-
ally bad; natives and Dritish alike fcll out somewhat
freely.

The massed black bands welcomed {he British, thun-
dering ont tho march past of each of the regiments.

The Rifles, though soft, were commended for
smartnoss in marching, ag were the Northmmberland
Fusiliers.

The flood has formed a Khor across the original
camp, and the Dritish are in detached zariba to the
southward, whieh iy lined nightly with a living ram-
part of soldiers, alert, eager, and tingling in anticipa-
tion of a fight.

@ebel Royan, Aug. 28 (12.20 p.m.)—The ¢ Zafir,” the
flagship of the gunboat flofilla, Captain Keppel, with
General Rlundle, chief of the stafl, on board, sprang a
leak the day before yesterday off Shendi.

The boat was headed for the shore, but sank within
a few yards of the bank.

Only hor funnel and mast are above wator.

The barges in tow were cub advift, and everybody
bohaved with the greatest coolness,
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Captain Keppel was the last man to leave, .

All lives were saved, but a quantity of kit was
lost.

Considering that the navy has been two years at
work, that the sieamers are of light draught, and that
there is a tremendous head of waler in {he river, it
is wonderful that this is the first serious mishap.

Tiverybody sympathises with Captain Keppel, and
deplores this stroke of bad luck at the end of months
of splendid work.

He {ransfers his flag Lo the Sultan,

The whole forco advances ihis afternoon about
eight miles.

Wady Abid, dug. 29 (8.40 a.m.)—The whole army
is camped here, the Dritish division having left
Royan in the cool of the evening and marching in
by moonlight.

The camp is estimated to be twenty-eight miles
from Omdurman and eighteen from Kerreri, where
there is every reason to believe that the Dervishes
are collecting.

The army will halt here at least till evening.

Meanwhile a reconnaissance, consisting of the
Fyyptian cavalry, with the Maxims and camel corps,
is patrolling ten miles to the southward, and a gun-
hoat has been despatehed to patrol the stream,

A dervish patrol of ten men was seen yesterday
evening, It full hack,
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. Dosertors are now beginning to arrive in swarms,
and o sifting of their reports shows thatl it may be
considered certain thal the Dervishes mean Lo fight.

The weather till now has been magnificent, and
beyond the most optimistic expectations,

The heat is now cxireme in the daylime, but the
nights are cool and dry.

This morning was overcast, and there were furious
gusts of wind from the north-east, which are supposed
to be precursors of rain,

Su for we have had only three ruinsiorms,

Violent and iempestuous weather at this stage might
breed discomfort but not delay.

The corrcspondents would find the chief disadvan-
age of rain in the possible interruption of the field
telegraph, which has been brought here, and will prob-
ably advance farther, though it is only poled as far as
Nasri Island, and web ground might cause a bresk-
down of communications,

10.15 a.m~—The rcconnaissance has relurned, hav-
ing seen ouly a few fresh tracks of dervish hoisemen,
owing to the dust blown off the alluvial land into the
desert having covered up their traces,

The fewness of the tracks confirms the conjecture
that the Dervishes have resolved to relire to ground
of their own choosing,

The cloudy morning turned to the opaquest dusi-
storm of recent experience.



246 A CORRESPONDENT'S DIALY.

The rushing south wind swishes through the camp,
whirling the dust of the old cullivation in yellow
clouds before it, and the desert outside the zariba
forms a half-solid curtain of flying carth.

Riding round the camp to-day, tho dust of which
clung 1o my cyelashes and formed dangling screens
of accurmulated Sudan before my eyes, T was much
struck by the advantage which experience in cam-
puigning here gives the Egyptian over the Dritish
troops,

All alike are under blanket shelters, but the
Egyptians rig wp all the blankets of one compauy
into a continuous shed on high poles, which gives an
airy sheller, leaves the camping-ground clearer, and
cconomises blankets, so that cuough are left to hap
round the rifles,

The Brilish, contrariwise, fix one or two blankets
on low sticks, and their ground is less ihoroughly
cleared of scrub to begiu with.

Dotted promiscnously over the ground are liny
booths, beneath which the men sweller, with the
back flaps of their helmets turned over their faces
to screen off the sun. Even through the veil of
dust he presses on to the blankel so close that the
nien cannot uncover Lheir heads

This is not a white man’s country.

£.16 pan,—There is nbundant evidence that the spob
whore we are now camped was in the recent occupa-
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tion of the ememy—angarebs and women's lrinkel-
boxes being littered all over the place.

The Dervishes are almost certainly falling back be-
fore us on to positions determined beforehand, where
they expect advantage from scrub, and it would be no
surprise here if a decisive battle were foughi some
distance north of Omdurman.

The Intelligence Deparlment naturally keeps its own
counsel, since a daily interchange of spies between the
hostile headquarters is now casy.

TU is safe to say that all the advantage of informa-
tion is on our side, all the stories of the deserters boing
carefully sifted by men accustomed to thread the tor-
tnous mazes of the Arab mind.

The Intelligence Department camp is to-day strewn
with plum-coloured, thin-cheeked dervishes squatting
in groups on the ground munching biscuit, the first
earnest of the renewed blessings of civilised rule.

It must not, however, be inferred from this that
the Khalifa’s trusted fighting men are deserling.

These are so detested on account of half a gen-
eration of barbarities that they know there i3 no
asylum left them in all Africa: they will die
resolutely.

Wady Abid, Aug. 30 (940 a.m.)—We are again on
the march, the army advancing ten wiles to Sayal—
another stride towards Omdurman,

Major Stuart - Wortley’s friendlies have captured
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five prisoners, together with a barge laden with grain,
after a brush with some dervishes on the right bank
of the Nile.

During the storm which continues to rage herc
the Brisish oulposts last night heard the patter of
hoofs, and suddenly a dervish horseman rode up,
shouting “Allah!” and hurled his spear over their
heads; then, wheeling round, he galloped away
unhurt,
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XXXL
THE RECONNAISSANCIS.

RevemnnE al four had forestalled daybreak ; al five we
were between dawn and sunrise. Inside the swarming
zariba of camp Sayal impatient bugles were hurrying
whitoes and blacks under arms, OQuilside it the desert
dust threw up o sooby film before the yellow east; the
cavalry and cawmel -corps were forming up for the
day’s reconnaissance. Four squadrons of British
21st Lancers on the left, nine squadrons of Egyptian
horsemen on the right with the horse guns, they
trotted jangling into broad columns of troops, and
spread fan-wise over the desert.

The camel-corps stayed a moment to practise a bit
of drill of their own. One moment they wero a huge
oblong phalanx of waving necks and riders silhouetted
against the sunrise; a couple of words in Turkish
from their Bey and the necks were waving alonc with
the riders in a square round them; an instant more
and camels and men had all knelt down., The camel-
corps was a flut fleld of heads and humps hedged with
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a shining quickset of bayoucts. That rehearsed, they
loped away to the extreme right: they can wait longer
for their water than the horses, so that their portion is
always the outer desert.

One instant, wo wero with the main army by the
zariba. The noxl~—so it seomed after a few days of
warching with the infaniry-—we were off and clear
away, The screen was gpread far out hefore the
toiling infantry, and the cnemy who would harags
or even look at them must slip through us or break
us if ho conld. It looked little enough like either,
As soon as our scouts were off the country was full
of them.

Tt was the last day of August—above a month since
the first battolions had left the Atbara, two days
before we were 1o take Omdurman, and the first shot,
of the campaign was yet unfired. But before us rose
cliff-like from the river, and sloped gently down to the
plain, the outline of Seg-el-Taib hill; from that were
only a dozen miles to Kerreri; from Kerreri were
only ten to Omduwrman, From the hill we should
surely see.

Yo hoofs pattered, and curb-chains jingled, and stir-
rups rang, and behold we were ronnd the inland base of
Seg-¢1l-Taib and scrambling up its shaly rise, Frowm the
tup we looked out ab the ten-mile reach of river and the
hundred-mile streteh of plain, rejoicing in the young
sunlight. On our left, four gunboats—two white of
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the new class, two black of the old—trudged deviously,

‘slowly, surely up under the right bank. Across
the shining steel ribbon of Nile lay a vast tangle of
gresn—ouly a fifth funnel and Maxim-plaiforms crawl-
ing along ils horizon revealed it an island. Ou our
right, the brilliant mimosa-scrub—in this rainy coun-
try mimosa grows real leaves and the leaves are green
—stretched forward to s dim double hill, a saddle in
the middle, gentle ridges dipping down at each end to
river and deserh. At our feel, ronnd a sandy creek,
clustered white and hrown eavalry like bees, lances
planted in the sand, men bent over bits, horses down
on their knees for the water, In the desert a slowly
advancing lozenge under a cloud of dust stood for the
cuwel corps.  Over our shuulders a black tide licked
yet more slowly southward; that was infantry and
guns. Sun, river, bivds, green; grim, stealthy gun-
boats and that awfully advancing host; it combined
into the most heart-winning, most heart-quaking pic-
ture of all the war,

But we werc looking for somchbody to kill. Mud-
walled villages, as evorywlero, fringed the river-bank;
by one the cavalry ware watering; another further on
focussed the landscape with the conical-pointed tomb
of some sheikh or holy man. And—what #—the
glasses, quick l—yes, by George it is! Oue, two,
three, [our, five—our sconis? impossible; there are
our scouts a mile bhis side of them, No: Dervigshes—
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devvish horse; the lirst sight of them, ior me, in the.
campaign, Dervish horse three miles this side of
Kerreri.

Stand to your horses! Prepare to mount! Mount!
This time the plain was fuller, the jingling merrier,
tho bobbing lance-points more alert than ever, On
and on—a troop through the demse bush, a couple of
squadrons in line over the open gravel, scramnbling
through a rocky rent in the ground, halting to brenthe
the horses and signal the scouis—but always on again,
Always, by comparison with infantry, we seemed to
fly, to spread out by magie, to leave the miles behind
us in & flash.

But the Dervishes seemed to have vanished, as their
wont is, swallowed np by dervish-land. 'Wehad aheady
passed the spot chosen for the nighl’s camp; we were
to go on a mile or two beyond “to make it good,” as
they say. At last we halted. “We shall wator here,”
said the Colonel, “and then go home.” Then suddenly
somebody looked forward through his glasses, “Dy
Gud, the Gippy cavalry are charging!”

“That's not the Gippy cavalry,” sings out somebody
clse; “that’s our advanced squadron.” Mount and
clatter off again. I didn't see them, but it was good
enough to gallop for; and now, sure enough, we plunge
through the mimosa and find the advanced squadron
pressing on furiously, and the best gontleman rider
in the army with a dervigh lapce in his hand, The
sguadron found them in the bush, and galloped at
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them, but they were too quick away. Wo scrambled
on, round that bush, down end up that gully, and
presently came out again into a rising swell of gravel.
Anq there were the lines of Kerreri.

Dehind another stretch of thicker bush, perhaps a
mile through, under the twin hills, was a flutter of
something white—white splashed with crimson. XKer-
reri lines beyond a doubt; only what was the white ?
Loose garments of horsemen riding through the bush ?
Tents 2 Flags? Ves; it must be flags. Alrendy a
subaltern wag picking his way through the bush with
un officer’s patrol. Immediately anothor strolled away
to the leff; already one white gunhoat had almost out-
flanked the lincs. The whole regiment was now up,
and dismounted in columns of squadrons in the open.
When the saddle alone weighs eight stone it is always
useful to relieve a horse of the man. Colonel and
majors, captains and adjutants and subalterns, sergeant-
major and privates to hold the horses, grouped on a
little knoll. Popular the man who had a good field-
glass,

Tap, tap, tap, floated down the wind. They were
beating their war-drum. “ Where’s Montmorency ?”
“(Gone into the bush, sir.” Pop! Very faint and
muffled, but all hearts leaped : it was the first shot of
the campaign, And then through the bushes galloped
a bay horse riderless. Tap, tap, tap: they were still
beating the war-dram, ¢ What's that to right of
the flags?” “Men, sir,” says the sexgeant - major,
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taking his pipo out of his mouth. “IT can sce them.
with the naked eye.” Tap, tap, tap. ““Where’s Mont-
moroney ¢ “In the—— thero he is, sir, cowming
back” ¢ Very well ; send a man to recall that patrol
on the left, We've seen where they are: we'll go
home now, quietly.”

Then in came the smiling subaltern. One man had
thrown a spear at him and one had loosed off an
clephant gun; but he had dropped one man off the bay
horse. There were Lhirty flags or so: il might mean
perhaps 3000 mon. The patrol from the left reported
some 200 horsemen striking away to their right renr,
It might mean retreat: it might mean a flank attack.
It did not matler which. We had seen; the recon-
naissance had succeeded : we walked home quietly.

The next day,—the army had marched eight miles
to Wady Suetne—it was the Egyptian cavalry,—nearly
twice as many of themn, and the camcl-corps and
horse-battery besides. This time we started only five
miles or so from Kerreri, and before we had gone an
hour the 21st were in the lines. It had been a retreal
we had seen the day before; anyhow, it had become
8o later, when the gunboats shellad the position; the
place was empty, We crossed over to the left and
cantered up expectant, but there was nothing to see.
Ouly o few miserable tukls twisted out of bushes:
Jonah had a better honse under his gourd. XKerrori

had been a fable—a post of observation never meant
10 bo held.
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. But the lines matlered liltle: it was to the hill
behind it that eyes turmed. Now we were on the
very brink, and could look over it to forecast the
great day. Should we see dervishes coming on, or
should we see dervighes streaming away? We must
see something, and we scrambled up, and ab last, and
at lasb, we saw Omdurmen. We saw & broad plain,
half sand, balf pale grass; on the rim by the Nile
rose a pale yellow dome, clear above everything.
That was the Mahdi’s tomb, divined from Gebel
TRoyan, now seen. It was tho cenire of o purple
stain on tho yellow sand, going out for miles and
miles on every side—the mud-houses of Omdurman.
A greal city—an enormnous city—a city worth con-
quering indeed !

A while we looked ; hut this was a reconnaissance,
The thing was to look nearcr and see if there were
any enemy, The Lancers had gone on towards some
villages along the river, between our hill and another
three or four miles on. The Egyptian mounted troops
turned south-westward, inland. We did not, altogether
know what we were going to do or see: perhaps il was
that dark patch halfway between our line of advance
and the Dritish, which might be trees or might be
men. Dut Broadwood Dey knew very well where
we were going, and whal we were going to sce. We
began fo march towards a clump of hills that drew in
north-westward within three miles of the outskirts of
Omdurman ; the map calls it Gebel Feried, We came
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into swamps deepened by the last night’s rain; we
crossed soft-bottomed streams; it would have been
desperale ground to he aitackod in, but still the leader
rode on and the heavy columns rode behind him. At
last wo came behind the south-casternmost hill, and
the squadrons halted and the guns whecled into line
and the camels barracked. We went up the hill and
again we saw.

Omdurman was nearer, more enormous, more worth
congquering than ever. A gigantic tract of mud-
hownges; the Maldi's tomb rising above them like o
protecting geniug; many other roofs rising tall above
the wont of the Sudan, one or two with galvanised
iron roofs to mimor the suulight. With its huge
extent, its obvious principal buildings, its fostering
cathedral, the distant view of Omdurean would have
disgraced no European capital: you might almost
expect that the hotel omnibus would meel you at the
railway station.

But once more we were on reconnaissance; we
were there to look for men, In front of the city
stretched a long white line—banners, it might be;
more likely tents; most likely both. In front of that
was a longer, thicker black line—no doubt & zariba or
trench. Then they did mean to fight after all. Only
a3 we sat and afe a biscuit and looked—the entrench-
ment moved. The solid wall moved forward, and it
was a wall of men,

Whew! What an arny! Five huge brigades of it
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—a three-mile front, and parts of il eight or ten men
‘deep. It was beginning to move directly for our hill,
and—itum, ium, tum—we heard the boom of a war-
drum of higher calibre than yesterday’s, Now they
seemed to halt; now they came on. The five corps
never broke or shifted, the rigid frout never bent;
their discipline must be perfect. And they covered
the ground. The three miles melted before them;
our scouts and the Lancers’ and theirs were chasing
ench other to and {ro over the inlerval; we saw a
picket of the Lancers fire. “We'll go back now,”
said the serene voice of the leader, The force formed
up, end we started on the eight-mile walk between
ourselves and support.

The sun had hardened the swamp underfoot, but
the guns and camels still made heavy going of it
We had not been moving twenty minutes before we
saw a black mass of the enetny watching us from the
hill whence we had watched them. And their line
was still coming on, black over a ridge not a mile
bebind us., Tum, tum, tum-—they were getting
nearer; now we heard their shouts, and saw t{heir
swords brandishing in the sun. Tuwmn, {uwn, lum—roar
—brandish —how slowly the camels moved! The
troopers in the long column of our outside flank were
beginning to look over their shouldors. Then the doc-
tor came galloping like mad from behind. “Where's
Broadwood 2”—and we saw the rear-guard squacdron
fuced obout and galloping towards the enemry. The

R
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bugle snapped out and tho iroops of the flanking,
regiment whipped round and walked towards the
eneray too. They were within a thousand yards.
Now—

Tt was only a dismounted trooper they were fetch-
ing back. The troops turned again, and we walked
into camp. It was a perfect reconnaissance,—not a
man lost, not a shot fived, and everything seen.
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XXXIL
TIE BATTLE OF OMDURMAN.

Our camp, for the night of September 1, wag iu the
village of Agaiga, a mile south of Xerreri Hill. On our
left front was anothor hill) higher, but single-peaked
and rounder—Gebel Surgham. In front the ground
was open for five miles or so—sand and grass broken
by only a few folds—with a group of hills beyond.
The foree had formed up in position in the after-
noon, when the Dervishes followed the cavalry home,
and had remained under arms all night; at hali-past
five in the morning, when the first howitzer-shell from
opposite Omdurman opened the day’s work, cvery
man was in his place, The line formed an obtuse
angle; the order of brigades and battalions, counting
from the left, was the following: Lyttelton’s 2nd Dri-
tish (Rifle Brigade, Lancashire Fusiliers, Northumber-
land Fusiliers, Grenadier Guards); Wauchope's 1st
Dritish (Warwicks, Seaforths, Camerons, Lincolns);
Maxwell’s 2ud Egyptian (14th, 12th, 13th Sudanese,
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and 8th Egyptian in support). llere came the point
of the angle; to tho right of il were: Macdonald's
1st Egyptian (11th, 10th, 9th Sudanese, 2nd Egyptian
supporting); Lewiss 3rd Egyptian (4th, 15th, and
3rd and 7th Egyptian, in column on the right flank).
Collinson’s 4th Fgyptisn Brigade (1st, bth, 17th, and
18th Egyptian) was in reserve in the village. All
the Egyption batlalions in the front were in their
usual formation, with four companies in line and two
in gupport. The British had six in line and two in
support.

On the extrome left was the 32nd Field Datlery;
the Maxims and Egyptlian Held-guns were mounted ab
intervals in the infantry line. The cavalry had gone
out ab the first streak of grey, Dritish on the lell,
a8 usual, Egyptian with comel-corps and horse-battory
trom the right moving across our front. The gunboats
lay with steam up off the village.

Light stole quielly into the sky behind us; there
was no sound from the plain or the hills before us;
there was hardly a sound from our own line. Every-
body was very silent, but very curious. Would they
be 50 mad as to come out and run their heads into our
fire? It seemed boyond hoping for; yet certainly
they had been full of war the day before. Dut most
of us were expecting instantly the order to advance
on Omdurman,

A trooper rose out of the dimness from behind the
shoulder of Gebel Surgham, grew Jarger and plainor,
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.spurred violently up to the line and inside. A couple

more were gilhouetted across our front. Then the
electric whisper came racing down the line; they
were coming. The Lancers came in on the left; the
Egyptian mounted troops drew like a curtain across
us from left to right. As they passed a flicker of
white flags began to extend and fill the front in their
place, The noise of something began to creep in upon
us; it clenred and divided into tho tap of drums and
the far- away surl of raucous war-cries. A shiver
of expectancy thrilled along our army, and then a
gigh of content. They were coming on. Allah help
them! they were coming on.

It was now half-past six. Tho flags seemed sfill very
distant, the roar very faint, and the thud of our first
gun was almost startling. It may have startled them
too, but it startled them into life, The line of flags
swung forward, and a mass of white flying linen swung
forward with it too. They came very fast, and they
came very straight; and then presently they came no
farther. With a crash the bullets leaped out of the
British rifles, It began with the Guards and Warwicks
~—section volleys at 2000 yards; then, as the Dervishes
edged rightward, it ran along to the Highlanders, the
Lincolns, and to Maxwell's Brigade. The British stood
up in double rank behind their zariba; the blacks lay
down in their shelter-trench; hoth poured out death
as fast as they could load and press trigger. Shrapnel
whistled and Maxims growled savagely. TFrom all the
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line came perpetual fire, fire, fire, and shrieked forth.
in great gusits of desiruction.

And the enemy? No white troops would have
faced that torrent of death for five minutes, but the
Baggara and the blacks came on. The torrent swept
into them and hurled them down in whole companies.
You saw a rigid line gather itself up and rush on
evenly ; then before a shrapnel shell or a Maxim the
line snddenly guivered and stopped. The line was
yet unbroken, but it was quite still. But other lines
gathered up again, again, and yot again; they went
down, and yet others rushed on. Somelimes they
came ncar encugh lo see single figures quite plainly,
One old man with a white flag starled with five
comrades ; all dropped, but he alone came bounding
forward to within 200 yards of the 14ih Sudanese.
Then he folded his arms across his face, and his limbs
loosened, and he dropped sprawling to earth beside
his fiag.

It was the last day of Mahdism, and the greatest.
They conld never get near, and they refused to hold
back. By now the ground before us was all white
with dead men’s drapery, Rifles grew red-hot; the
soldiers seized them by the slings and dragged them
back to the reserve to change for cool ones. It was
not o battle, but an execution.

In the middle of it all you were surprised to find
that we were losing men. The crash of our own fire
was so prodigious that we could not hear their bullets
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-whistle ; yet they came and swooped down and found
vietims, The Dervishes were firing at their extreme
range, and their bullets were many of them almost
spent; bub as they always fire high they often hit. 8o
that while you might have thought you were at a
ghoot of rabbits, you suddeunly heard the sharp ery,
“ Pearer parly there, quick,” and a man was being
borne rearward. Few went down, but there was a
steady trickle to hospital.  DBullets may have been
spent, and Captain Caldecott, of the Warwicks, was
one of the strongest men in the army; but that
helped him nothing when the dropping ball took
him in the temple and came out through the jugular.
He lay an hour unconscious, then opened his eyes
with “For God’s sake, give me water!” and died as
he drank. All mourned him for a smart officer and
a winning comrade. Most of all the two Highland
battalions dropped men. The zariba behind which
they were unwisely posted obliged them to stand, be-
sides hampering them both in fire and when it came
to movement; a little clump of enemy gathered in a
hole in front of them, and by the time guns came
up to shell them out, the Camerons had lost some
twenty-five and the Seaforths above a dozen.

But loss on this scale was not to be considered
beside the awful slaughter of the Dervishes. If they
still came on our men needed only time and ammuni-
tion and strength to point a rifle o kill them off to
the very last man. Only by now—small wonder—
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they were not coming on. They were not driven
back ; they were all killed in coming on. One section
of fire after another hushed, and at eight o’clock the
village and the plain were still again. The last shell
had burst over the last visible group of Dervishes;
now there was nothing but the unbending, grimly
expectant lino befure Agaiga and the still carpet of
white in front.

‘We waited half an hour or so, and then the sudden
bugle called us o our feet. “Advance,” it cried; “lo
Omdurmen !” added we. Slowly the force broke up,
and expanded. The evidont intention was to march
in echelon of brigades—the Second British leading
along the river, the First British on their right roar,
then Maxwell's, Lewis's, and Macdonald’s, with
Collinson’s still supporting. Lewis and Macdonald
had changed places, the latter being now outermost
and rearmost; at the time few noticed that. The
moment the dervish attack had died down the 21st
Lancers bad slipped out, and pushed straight for the
Khalifa’s capital,

Movement was slow, since the leading brigades had
to wait till the othars had gone far enough inland to
take their positions. 'We passed over a corner of the
field of fire, and saw for certain what awful slaughter
we had done. The bodies wers not in heaps—bodies
hardly ever are; but they spread evenly over acres
and acres, And it was very remarkable, if you
remembered the Atbara, that you saw hardly a black;
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nearly all the dead had the high forehead and taper
cheeks of the Arab. The Daggara hod been el at
last, and he was worth meeting. Some lay very com-
posedly, with their slippers placed under their heads
for a last pillow ; some knelt, cut short in the middle
of a last prayer, Others were torn to pieccs, ver-
milion blood alrcady drying on brown skin, killed
instantly beyond doubt. Others, again, seemingly as
dead as these, sprang up as we approached, and
rushed savagely, hurling spears al the nearest enemy.
They were bayoneted or shot. Once agein the plain
seemed empty, but for the advancing masses and the
carpet of reddened white and broken bodies underfoot.

It was now twonby minutes to ten. The British
had crested a low ridge between Gebel Surgham and
the Nile; Maxwell's brigade was just ascending il,
Lewis's just coming up under the hill. Men who
could go where they liked were up with the British,
slaring hungrily at Omdurman, Suddenly from renr-
ward broke out a heavy crackle of fire, We thought
perhaps a dozen men or so had been shamming dead ;
we went on staring at Omdurman. But next instant
we had to turn and gallop hot-heeled back again,
For the crackle became a crashing, and the crashing
waxed fio a roar. Dervishes were firing at us from
the top of Gebel Surgham, dervishes were firing be-
hind and to the right of it. The 13th Sudanese were
bounding up the hill ; Lewis's brigade had hastily faced
to its right westward, and was volleying for life; Mac-
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donald's beyond, still facing northward, was a sheet ol
flashes and a roll of smoke, What was it? Had they
come io lile again? No time to ask ; reinforcements
or ghosts, they were on us, and the batile was begun
all again,

To understand, you must hear now what we only
heard afterwards. The dervish army, it appeared,
had not roturned to Omdurman on the night of the
1sb, but had bivouacked—40,000 to 50,000 of them—
behind Gebel Surgham, south-westward from Agniga.
The Khalifa had doubtless expected a sudden attack
at daybreak, as at Firket, at Abu Hamed, on the
Aibara; as we marched by night to our positions
before Omdwrmen he must have designed to spring
upon our right flank, 'When day broke and no
enemy appeared he divided his srmy inlo three
corps. The first, under Osman Azrak, altacked the
village ; the second, with the green banner of Ali
Wad Helu—with him Abdullahi’s eldest son, the
Sheikh-ed-Din — moved towards Kerreri Heights to
envelop our right; the third, under Abdullahi himseli
and his brother Vekub, remained behind Surgham,
ready, as need might be, to envelop our left, or to act
as reserve and bar our road to Omdurman.

‘What befell the first you know; Osman Azrak died
with them. The second spread out towards our right,
and there it fell in with the Egyptian cavalry, horse-
bettery, and camel-corps. When Broadwood Bey fell
back before the attack, he sent word of its coming to
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the Sirdar, and received orders to remain outside the
trench and keep the enemy in front, instead of leiting
them get round the right. Accordingly he occupied
the Heights of Kerreri. But the moment he got to the
top he found himself in face of Wad Helu’s unsuspected
army-corps—12,000 to 15,000 men ageinst less than
2000 —and the monient he saw them they began
swarming up the hill. There was just a moment for
deeision, bub one moment is all that a born cavalry
general needs. The next his galloper was flying with
the news to the Sirdar, and the mounted troops were
retreating northward. The choice lay between isola-
tion, annihilation, or retreat on Agaiga and envelop-
ment of the right. Broadwood chose the first, but
even for that the time was short enough. The camels
floundercd on the rocky hillside; the guns dragged;
the whole mass of dervishes pursued them with a
pelting fire, Two guus losb all their horses and were
sbandoned ; the cnmel-corps alone had over sixty men
hit. As for the cavalry, they went back very hard
pressed, covering their comrades’ retreat and their own
by cerbine fire. If the Egyptian army but gave
Victoria Crosses, there were many earned that day.
Mean after man rode back to bring in dismounted
officers, and would hardly be dissuaded from their
endeavour when it was seen the rescued were plainly
dead, It was the great day of trial-—the day the pick
of our cavalry officers have worked for through a weary
decade and more—and the Fayum fellah fought like a
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hero and died like a man, One or two short of forly
killed and wounded was the day’s loss; bub they came
off handsomely. The army of the green flag was now
on Kerreri Hoights, between them and the camp; but
with Broadwood’s force unbroken behind it, it paused
from the meditated attack on the Egyptian right. In
the pause three of the five gunboats caught it, and
pepper-castored it over with shell and Maxim fire, Ti,
withdrew from the river towards the centre again: the
instant a way was cleared tho out-paced camel-corps
was passed back to Agaiga. The cavalry hung upon
the groen flag's lefl, till they withdrew clean west-
ward and inland; then it moved placidly back to the
infantry again.

Thus much for the right; on the left the British
cavalry were in the stress of an engagement, less per-
fectly conducted, even more hardily fought out. They
left the zariba, as you heard, the moment tho attack
burned out, and pricked eagerly off to Omdurman.
Verging somewhal westward, to the rear of Gebel
Surgham, they came on 300 Dervishes. Their scouts
had been over the ground a thousand yards ahead of
them, and it was clear for a charge. Only to cut them
off it was thought better Lo get a little west of them,
then left wheel, and thus gallop down on them and
drive them away from their supports. The trumpets
sang out the order, the troops glided into squadrons,

and, four squadrons in line, the 21st Lancers swuny
into their first charge.
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. Knee to knee they swept on till they were but 200
yards from the enemy. Then suddenly —then in a
flash—they saw the trap. Between them and the 300
there yawned suddenly a deep ravime; out of the
ravine there sprang instantly a cloud of dark heads
and a brandished lightning of swords, and a thunder
of savage voices. Mahmnd smiled when he heard the
tale in prison at Malfa, and said it was their favourite
stratagem. ItLliad succeeded. Three thousand, if there
was one, to a short four hundred ; but it was too late
to check now., Must go ihrough with it now! The
blunders of British cavalry are the fertile seed of
British glory: knee to knee the Lancers whirled on.
One hundred yards—fifty—knee to knegw—

Slap! “It was just like that,” said a captain, bring-
ing his fist hard into his open palm. Through the
swordsmen they shore without checking—and then
came the khor. The colonel at their head, riding
straight through everything without sword or revolver
drawn, found his horse on its head, and the swords
swooping about his own. He got the charger up again,
and rode on straight, unarmed, through everything.
The squadrons followed him down the fall. Horses
plunged, blundered, racovered, fell; dervishes on the
ground lay for the hamstringing cut; officers pistolled
them in passing over, as one drops a stone into a
bucket; troopurs thrust till lances broke, then cut;
everybody went on straight, through everything.

And through everything clean out the other side

8



274 TILE BATILE OF OMDURMAN.

they came—those that kept up or got up in time,
The others were on the ground—in pieees by now, for
the cruel swords shore through shoulder and thigh,
and carved the dead into fillets. Twenty-four of
these, and of those that ecame out over filty had
felt sword or bullet or speor. ¥ew horses stayed
behind among the swords, but nearly 130 were
wounded, Lieutenant Robert Grenfell’s troop came
on a place with a jump out as well as & jump in; il
lost officer, centre guide, and both Hank guides, ten
killed, and eleven wounded. Yet, when they bursi
straggling out, their only thought was to rally and
go in again, “Xally, No. 2!” yelled a sergeant, so
mangled across the face thal his body was a cascade
of blood, and nose and cheeks flapped hideously as he
yelled. “Fall out, sergeant, you're wounded,” said the
subaltern of his troop. “No, no, sir; fall in!” came
the hoarse answer; and the man reeled in his saddle,
“Foll in, No. 2; fall in. Where are the devils? Show
me the devils!” And No. 2 fell in—four whole men
out of twenty.

They chaled and stamped and blasphemed to go
through them again, though the colonel wisely forbade
them to face the pit anew. There were gnashings
of teeth and howls of speechless rage—things half
theatrical, half brutal to tell of when blood has cooled,
yet things to rejoice over, in that they show the fight-
ing devil has not, after all, been civilised out of Britons.
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Also there are many and many deeds of self-abandon-
ing heroism; of which tale the hall will never be
told. Take only one. Lieutenant de Montmorency
missed his troop-sergeant, and rode back among the
slashes to look for him. There he found the hacked
body of Lieutenant Grenfell, Ife dismounted, and
pub it up on his horse, not secing, in his heat, that
life had drained out long since by a dozen chan-
nels.  Thoe horse bolied under the slackened muscles,
and De Montmorency was left alone wilh his revolver
and 3000 screaming fiends, Captain Kenna and
Corporal Swarbrick rode out, caught his lorse, and
brought it back; the three answored the fire of the
3000 ot Gfty yards, and got quietly back to their
own line untouched.

Forbearing a second charge, the Lancers dismounted
and opened fire; the carbines at short range Look an
opulent vengeance for the lost. Dack, back, back they
drove them, till they came into the fire of the 32nd
Buttery. The shrapnel flew shricking over them;
the 3000 fell all ways, and died.

All this from hearsay; now to go back to what
we saw. When the Birdar moved his brigades
southward he knew what hLe was doing. He was
giving his right to an unbeaten enemy; with his
usual daring he made it so. His game now was to
get between the dervishes and Omdurman. Perbaps
he did not guess what a bellyful of beating the un-
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beaten cnemy would take; but he trusted Lo his
generals and his star, and, as always, they bore him
to victory.

The blacks of the 13th Battalion were storming
(tobel Surgham, TLewis and Macdonald, facing west
and south, had formed a right angle. They were
receiving the fire of the Khalifa’s division, and the
charge of the Khalifa’s horsemen; behind these the
Khalifa’'s huge black standard was flapping raven-
like. The Baggara horsemen were few and ill-
mounted—perhaps 200 altogether—but they rode to
get lome or die. Thoy died. There was a time
when one galloping Daggara would have chased a
thousand Egyptians, but that time is very long past.
The fellaheen stood like a wall, and aimed steadily at
the word ; the chargers swerved towards Macdonald.
The blacks, as cool as any Scotsmen, stood and
aimed likewise; the last Daggara fell at the muzzles
of the rifles, Our fire went on, steady, remorseless.
The Remington bullets piped more and more rarely
overhead, and the black heads thinned out in front.
A second time the attack guttered and flickered out.
1t was just past ten, Ounce more to Omdurman !

Two minutes’ silence. Then once more the howling
storm rushed down uwpon us; once more crashed forth
the answering tempest. This time it burst upon Mac-
donald alone—from the north-westward upon his right
fiank, spreading and gathering to his right rear. For
all their sudden swiftness of movement the Dervishes
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~ throughout this day never lost their formation; their
lines drove on as rigidly as ours, regiment alongside
regiment in lines of six and eight and a dozen ranks,
till you might have fancied the Macedonian phalanx
was alive again, Left and front and right and rear
the masses ate up the desert—12,000 unbroken fast
and fearless warriors leaping round 3000

Now began the fiercest fight of that fierce day. The
Khalife brought up his own black banner again; his
staunchest die-hards drove it into the earth and locked
their ranks about it. The green lag danced encourage-
ment to the Allah-intoxicated battalions of Wad Heln
and the Sheikh-ed-Din, It was vietory or Paradise
Now.

For us it was victory or shredded flesh and bones
unburied, erackling under the red slippers of Baggara
vietors. It was the very crux and crisis of the fight,
1f Macdonald went, Lewis on his left and Collinson
and the supporting camel-corps and the newly re-
turned cavalry, all on his right or rear, must all go
too. The Second Dritish and Second Egyptian Drig-
ades were far off by now, advancing by the left of
Surgham hill; if they had fo be recalled the Khalifa
could walk back into his stronghold, and then all our
fichting was to begin anew, DBut Hunter Pasha was
there and Macdonald Bey was there, born fighting
men both, whom no danger can flurry and no sudden
shift in the kaleidoscope of battle disconcert. Iunter
sent for Wauchope’s first Dritish Brigado to fill the
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gap between Macdonald and Lewis. The order went
to General Gatacre first instead of to the Sirdar: with
the soldier’s inslinct he set the brigade moving on the
instant. The khaki columns faced round and edged
rightward, rightward till the fighting line was backed
with 8000 Lee-Metfords, which no man on earth
could face and live. Xater tho Lincolns were moved
farther still on to Macdonald's right. They dispute
with tho Warwicks the title of the best shooting
regiment in the British army; the men they shot at
will dispute no claim of the Lincolns for ever.

But the cockpit of the fight was Macdonald’s. The
Dritish might avenge his brigade ; it was his to keep
it and to kill off the attack. To meet it he turned his
front through a complete half-circle, facing succes-
sively south, west, aud north. Every tactician in
the army was delirious in his praise: the ignorant
correspondent was content to watch the man and his
blacks. *“Cool as on parade,” is an old phrase; Mac-
donald Bey was very much cooler. Beneath the
strong, square-hewn face you could tell that the
brain was working as if packed in jce. He sab
solid on his horse, and bont his black brows fowards
the green flag and the Remingtons, Then he turned
to a galloper with an order, and cantered easily up to
o battalion-commander, Magically the rifies hushed,
the stinging powder smoke wisped away, and the
companies were rapidly threading back and forward,
round and round, in and out, as if it were a figure
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MACDONALD AND HIS BLACKS. 281

™ of a dance. In two minutes the brigade was to-
gether again in a new place. The field in fromt
was hastening towards us in a whitey-brown cloud
of dervishes, An order. Macdonald’s jaws gripped
and hardened as the flame spurted oub again, and
the whitey-brown cloud quivered and stood still.
He saw everything; knew what to do; knew how
to do it; did it. At the fire he was ever brooding
watchfully behind his firing-line; at the cease fire
he was instantly in front of it: all saw him, and
knew that they were being nursed to triwmph.

His blacks of the 9th, 10th, and 11th, the historic
fighting regiments of the Egyptian army, were worthy
of their chief. The 2nd Egyptian, brigaded with them
and fighting in the line, were worthy of their com-
rades, and of their own reputation as the best dis-
ciplined battalion in the world. A few had feared
that the blacks would be too forward, the yellows
too backward: cxcept that the blacks, as always,
looked happier, there was no difference at all between
them. The Egyptians sprang to the advance at the
bugle; the Sudanese ceased fire in an instant silence
at the whistle. They were losing men, foo, for though
eyes were clamped on the dervish charges, the dervish
fire was brisk, Man after man dropped out behind
the firing-line. Here was a white officer with a red-
lathered charger; there a black stretchod straight,
bare-headed in the sun, dry-lipped, uncomplaining,
a bullet through his liver; two yards away a dead
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driver by a dead battery mule, his whip still glued
in Lis hand, The table of loss topped 100—150—
neared 200. Still they stood, fired, advanced, fired,
changed front, fired—firing, firing always, deaf in the
din, blind in the smarting smoke, hot, dry, bleeding,
bloodthirsty, enduring the devilish fight to the end.

And the Dervishes ?  The honour of the fight must
glill go with the men who died. Our men were per-
fact, but the Dervishes were superb—beyond perfee-
tion. It was their largost, best, and bravest army
that ever fought against us for Mahdism, and it died
worthily of the huge empire that Mahdism won and
kept so long. Their riflemen, mangled by every kind
of death and torment that man can devise, clung
round the black flag and the green, emptying their
poor, rotten, home-made cartridges dauntlessly, Their
spearmen charged death al every minuie hopelessly.
Their horsemen led each attack, riding into the bullets
till nothing was left but ihree horses trotiing up to
our line, heads down, saying, “For goodness’ sake, let
us in oub of this,” Not one rush, or two, or ten—but
rush on rush, company on company, never stopping,
though all their view that was not unshaken enemy
was the bodies of the men who had rushed before
them, A dusky line got up and stormed forward:
it bent, broke up, fell apart, and disappeared. Before
the smoke had cleared, another line was bending and
storming forward in the same track.

It was over, The avenging squadrons of the Egyp-
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tian cavalry swept uver the field. The Khalifa and
the Sheikh-ed-Din had galloped back to Omdurman,
Ali Wad Helu was borne away on an angareb with
a bullet throngh his thigh-bone. Yakub lay dead
under his brother's hanuner. Krom the green army
there now came only death-cnamoured desperadoes,
strolling one by one townrds the rifles, pausing o
ghake a spear, turning aside {o reeognise a eorpso,
then, caught by a sudden joet of fury, bounding for-
ward, checking, sinking limply to the ground. Now
under the black Hag in a ring of bodies stvod only
three men, facing the three thousand of the Third
Drigade. They folded Lheir armns about the staif and
gazed steadily forward. Two fell. The last dervish
stood up and filled his chest; he shouted the name
of his God and hurled his spear. Then he stood quite
still, waiting. It took him full; he quivered, gave
al the knecs, and toppled with his head on his arms
and his face towards the legions of his conquerors.
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XXXIIL
ANALYSI§ AND CRITICISM.

Over 11,000 killed, 16,000 wounded, 4000 prisoners,
—that was ithe astounding bill of dervish casualties
officially presented after the battle of Omdurman,
Some people had estimated the whole dervish army
at 1000 less than this total: few had put it above
§0,000. The Anglo-Egyptian army on the day of
battle numbered, perhaps, 22,000 men: if the Allies
hed done the same proportional execution at Walerloo,
not one Frenchman would have escaped.

How the figures of wounded were arrived ab I
do not know. The wounded of a dervish army ought
not really to be counted at all, since the badly
wounded die and the slightly wounded are just as
dangerous as if they were whole. It is conceivable
that some of the wounded may have been counted
twice over—either as dead, when they were cerlain
to perish of their wounds or of thirst, or else as
prisoners when they gave themselves up. Yet, with
ol the deductions that moderation can suggest, it was
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a most appalling slaughter. The dervish army was
killed out as hardly an army has been killed out in
the history of war.

It will shock you, but it was simply unavoidable.
Not a man was killed oxcept resisting — very few
except attacking. Many wounded were killed, it is
true, but that again was absolutely unavoidable. At
the very cnd of the hattle, when Macdonald’s brigade
was advancing after its long fight, the leading files of
the 9th Sudancse passed by a young Baggara who
was not quite dead. In a second he was up and at
the nearcst mounted whitc officer. The first spear
flew like a streak, but just missed. The officer
agsailed pub a man-stopping revolver bullet into him,
but it did not stop him. He whipped up another
spear, and only a swerve in the saddle saved the
Englishman’s body at the cxpense of a wounded
right hand. This happened not once but & hun-
dred times, and all over the field. It was impossible
not to kill the dervishes: they refused to go back
alive. At the very finish-—the 11,000 killed, the
Khalifa fled, the army hopelessly smashed to pieces
—a band of some 3000 men stood firm against the
pursuing Egyptian cavalry. “ They were very sticky,”
said an officer simply, “and we couldn’t talke ’em on.”
Later they admitted they were beaten, and came in,
But except for sheer weariness of our troops, that 3000
would have been added to the cleven. As it was, they
outmarched -our advance, slipped into Omdurman
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before us, changed their gibbas, and looted the
Khalifa’s dhurra.

Nor was that the end of the sullen resistance of the
DBaggara. Even after they realised that they were
hopelessly beaten in the field, they relaxed but little of
their sullen hostility. Probably they weie encouraged
by the Sirdar's moderation in sparing indiseriminately
all the inhabitants of Omdurman: whether that or
no, it is certain that from the day of tle fight to
the 8th, the day J came down, it was nol safe for
any white man to go into the city wnarmed. I do
not think any white man was actually atlacked,—
certainly none waes killed. Bul wandering Egyptian
goldiers were, and it was not until a batch or two
ol francs - tirailleurs had been iaken out and shot
that decent order could be wmaintained in the town,
That wag natural euough. Omdurman’s ounly idea
of maintaining order was massacre: how could il
appreciate mercy ?

By the side of the immense slaughter of dervishes,
the tinle of our casualties is so small as Lo be almost
ridiculous. The first official list was this. Dritish
troops: 2 officers (Captain Caldecott and Lieut. Gren-
fell) killed, 7 wounded ; 23 non-comnissioned officers
and men killed, 99 wounded. Egyptian army: §
British officers and 1 non - comxmissioned officer
wounded ; 1 native officer killed, 8 wounded; 20 non-
commissioned officers and men killed, 221 wounded.
Total casualties: 131 Dritish, 256 native—387.
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But this estimate, like all early estimates, was under
the mark. Some of the wounded died—among them a
private of the Lincolns not previously reported ; others
were late in reporting themseolves. The Egyptian casu-
alties among non-commissioned officers and men rose
to 30 killed and 279 wounded. Among the Dritish
many slight wounds were never reported at all. The
21st Lancers, especially, necording to the testimony of
their own oflicers, lost 24 killed or died of wounds, and
74 wounded. Of the latter, hardly more than hall
camte under surgical treatment at all  Such wounds,
ol course, were very slight, and were properly omitted
from the official list. Still, if you count every scratels,
the Dritish casnalties go up to nearly 200, and the
Igyption to over 300. Of the Dritish infantry, the
Camerons, with a total of 2 killed and 25 wounded,
lost most severely, as they did at Atbara; and they
were again followed by the Seaforths with 2 killed
and 16 wounded.

Putting it at its highest, however, the victory was
even more ineredibly cheap than she Atbara. DBut for
the rash handling of the 21st Lancors, the mistake of
putiting the British infantry behind a zariba instead of
a trench, and the curious perversity which sent the
slow camel-corps out iuto the open with the Egyptian
cavalry, the losses would have been waore fusigniticaunt
still. The enemy’s fire, as always, was too high, and
the Egyptians in their shelter-trench hardly suffered
from it at all. , Perhaps the heaviest fire of the first
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part of the action was borne by Collinson’s supporting
brigade and by the hospitals. In the second action,
Macdonald’s four batialions suffered most severely of
any in the field—again, as at the Atbara.

Among correspondents, the Hon. Hubert Howard,
acting for the ‘Times’ and the ‘ New York Herald’ in
conjunction, was killed by a chance shot at the gate
of the Mahdi’s tomb at the very end of the day. From
Oxford onward his one end in life had been the woo-
ing of adventures, He had found them with the Cuban
insurgents and in the Matabele rebellion, where he
was wounded in leading a charge of Cape boys. He
wns foredoomed from the cradle to die in his boots,
aud asked no better. Earlicr in the day he bad ridden
with the Lancers through their charge ; earlier still he
had Dbeen out with the pickets and jumped his horse
over the zariba as the dervishes came on Lo attack it.
No man ever born was more insensible to fear, Ten
minutes before he was killed he said, * This is the hest
day of my life,”

Colonel Frank Rhodes, the formally accredited cor-
respondent of the ‘Times,’ was shot through the flesh
of the right shoulder very early in the fight. From
the very beginning no Sudan campaign has been com-
plete without Colonel Rhodes, and it must have been
o keen disappointment to him to miss Omdurman;
but he bore that and the wound with his usual hum-
orous fortitude. Mr Williams, of the ‘Daily Chron-
icle, had his cheek abraded by a bullet or a chip
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of masonry from a ricochet: it was nothing, and he
made of it cven less than it was. Mr Cross, of the
¢ Manchester Guardian,’ died afterwards of enteric
fever at Abeidieh. Years ago he had rowed in the
Oxford Right, but enteric delights in seizing the most
powerful frames. Quict, gontle, palient, brave, sin-
cere—Mr Cross way the type of an English gentleman,

ITowever, the battle of Owdnrman was almost a
miracle of suceess.  For that thanks are due, first,
to the Khalifa, whose gencralship throughout was a
maosterpicce of imbeeility. Had he attacked us at
night with the force and inpetuous courage he shawed
by day, it was not at all impossible that he might have
got inside our positivn. Nothing could have como
alive up to the Lec-Metforils; but the Martinis might
have proved less irresistible—and once inside in the
dark his death-scorning fanatics would have punished
us fearfully. At close fighting thoy would have been
a8 good as we, and far more numerous: if they had
been met with rifle-five, we must have inevitably
shot hundreds of our own men.

If he had stood in Omdurman and fought as well as
he fought in the open, our loss must needs have been
reckoned in thousands instead of hundreds. Instead,
he chose the one foria of fight which gave him no
possibility of even a partial success. We heard he
boasted that his men always had broken our squaves,
and he would see if they conld not do it again, They
would have broken us if valour could have done it;

T
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but he forgot that the squares wore bigger than
before, were betler armed, so far as the Dritish went,
and especially that men like the Sirdar and Hunter
and Macdonald knew every turn and twist of dervish
tactics, and are not in the habit of giving points away
to the enemy.

The Khalifa, therefors, came to ufter grief as a
general, As a ruler he fought harder than many had
expected of him; even when the mass of his army
wae dead or yielded, he was ready for ome throw
more. When that failed, he rode for it: suicide
would have been more dignified, as well as gimpler for
us, but besides suicide there was only flight open to
him. Perhaps suicide would have been simpler for
him too in the end. As a yuler he finished when he
rode out of Omdurman., His own pampered Baggara
Kkilled hig herdsmen and looted the cattle that were to
feed him, Somebody betrayed the position of the
reserve camels that were to carry his reserve wives:
the camel-corps brought them in, and with them
Fatima—the Sheikh-ed-Din’s mother—an enormous
lady, his faithful and candid chisf partner from the
days when he could carry all his property on a
donkey. Other wives, less staunch, voluntarily de-
serted him ; bis followers took to killing one another.

He is no more Khalifa. He evaded the pursuit of
the envalry, however, joined the Sheikh-ed-Din, who
had fled by a different route, and strock south-west-
ward. He may reach his own country; and if, from
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an Emperor, he likes to pass into a petby bandit, he
may possibly have a few months yeb before him, But
his following is too small even for successful brigan-
dage; and he has carned foo general detestation.
Any day his head may be brought info Omdurman,
Last month he was the arbitrary master of one of
the greatest dominions—looking only to exient of
country~in the whole world, To-day he is merely
a criminal at Iarge.

The remainder of his forces fook little reduction,
Major Stuart Wortley had clenred the right bank up
to the Dlue Nile. Luckily for him, the opposition was
not severe, for most of the friendlies bolted at sight
of a Baggara, as everybody knew they would. The
Jaalin, however, behaved well,

There now remained only one dervish force in the
ficld—the garrison of Gedaref, up the Blue Nile and
on the Abyssinian border. It numbered 3000 men,
under Ahmed ¥adil, the Xhalifa’s cousin. The redue-
tion of this hody was left to Parsons Pasha, Governor
of Kassala, and he executed his task brilliantly. The
details of the action are not yet known; perhaps
nobody will ever take the trouble to ask them. The
main fact is, that Tarsons, with the 16th Eyyptian
battalion, the Arab Kassala Regulars (under two
British Dimbashis), some camel-corps and irregulars
—in all 1300 men—attacked Ahmed Fadil's 3000, and
after three hours’ fighling dispersed them, They lost
700 killed; Pitrsons’s casuelties were 37 men killed,
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4 native officers and 53 men wounded. Osman Digna
was believed to have fled in this direclion, but no
word has yet come in about him, We are not likely
to hear much more about Osman Digna,

For a point or two of criticism—if the unprofes-
sional observer may allow himself the liberiy—the
battle of Omdurman wos a lass brilliant affaiv than
the Atbara: on the other hand, it was more com-
plex, more like & modern batile. The Athara took
more fighting, Omdurman more generalship. Success
in each wag complete and crushing, Omdwman was
final; but it occurred to a good many of ws betwoen
10 and 11 that morning that il was just as well we
had put Mahmud's 16,000 out of harm’s way at the
Athera. Thai thess were not al the Khalifa’s dig-
posal on September 2nd was one more of his blunders,
one piece more of the Sirdar’s luck.

The Sirdar would have won in any case: that he
won so crushingly and so cheaply was the gift of luck
and the Khalifa. Threo distinct mistakes—as has, per-
haps impertinently, been hinled above—wore made on
our side. Of these the charge of the 21st Lancers was
the most Hagrant. 1t is perhaps an unfortunate con-
gequence of the modern development of war-correspon-
dence, and the general influence of popular feeling on
every branch of our Government, that what the street
applauds the War Offico is compelled at least to con-
done, The populace has glovified the charge of the

[
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21st for ils indisputable heroism; the War Office will
hardly be able to condemn it for its equally indisput-
able folly. That being so, it is the less invidious to
say that the charge was a gross blunder, For cavalry
to charge uubroken infanfry, of unknown strength,
over unknown grouud, within a mile of their own
advancing infantry, wag as grave o tactical crime as
cavalry could possibly commit. Their orders, it is
belioved, wero to find out tho sirength of the enomy
south of Gebel Surgham, report tn the British infantry
behind them, and, if possible, to prevent the enemy
from re-entering Omdurman, The charge implied dis-
regard, or ab least inversion, of these orders. Had the
cavalry merely reconnoitred the body of dervishes they
attacked, and kept them occupied till Lyttelton’s
brigade came up, the enemy would have been
annihilated, probably without the loss of a man to our
side. As it was, the Dritish cavalry in the charge
itself sulfered far heavier loss than it inflicled. And
by its loss in horses it practically put itself out of
action for the vest of ihe day, when it ought to have
saved itself for the pursuit. Thereby it contributed
ag much as any one cause to the escape of the Khalifa.

For the other two points, General Gatacre, being new
to zaribas, appears to have throughonst attached undue
importance to them. At the Asbara he squandered
much of the force of his altack through an over-
estimation of the difficulty of Mahmud's zariba; hore
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as well as they knew how, Thal is the root of the
matter.

As for the leading-— happy the country which
possessed a Hunter, & Macdonald, a Broadwood, and
had bardly heard of any one of them. It hag heard
of them now, and it will be strange if it does not
presently hear further.
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XXXIV.
OMDURMAN,

It was cleven o'clock, Your brigades were passing
slowly to right and left of Gebel Surgham: the Second
Dritish and Second Egyptian were far ahead, filmy
shadows on the eye-scaring sand, The dervish dead
and dying were strewn alveady over some thirty square
miles—killed by bullets, killed by shrapnel, killed by
shell from the gunboats, dying of wounds by the water,
dying of thirst in the desert. But most lay dead in
the fighting-line. Mahdism had died well. If it bad
carned its death by its iniquities, it had condoned its
iniquities by its death.

Now on to overtake the Sirdar, to see the city of
the Xhalifa. Even now, affer our triple fight, none
was quite assured of final vietory, Wo had killed a
prodigious number of men, but where there were so
many there might yot be more, Probably the same
thonght ran through many minds, If only they fought
ag well inside Omdnrman! That would have spelt
days of fightisg and thousands of dead.
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One thing, indeed, we knew by now: the defences of
Omdurman on the river side existed no longer. On
the 1st, from Gebel Feried, we had seen the gunboats
begin the bombardment, backed by the 37th Battery,
with its howitzers, on the opposite bank. 'We had
heard since of the effects. It was the funniest thing
you ever saw,” said a captein of marines, “The boats
went up one after another; when we gobt opposite the
first fort, ¢ pop’ went their guns. °Bang, bang, bang,’
went threo boats and stopped up the embrasure
Came to the next fort: ¢pop’; *bang, bang, bang’:
stopped up that cmbrasure. So on all the way up. A
little fort on Tuti Island had ibe cheek to loose off ils
pop-gun ; stopped that up. Then we went on to
Khartum, Torls thera thought perhaps the boais
couldn’t shool from behind, so they lay doggo till we
had gone past. Thoy found we could shoot from
behind,”

So far so good. But what should we find on the
land side? Above all, should we find the Khalifa ?
The only answer was to go and see. Four miles or 8o
south of Agaiga the yellow strealk of Khor Shamba
marks roughly the northern limit of Omdurman;
thence to the Mahdi's tomb, the great mosque, and the
Khalila’s house is a short three miles. The Second
British Brigade was watering at tho Khor—men and
hdrses lapping up the half solid stuff till they must
have been as thick with mud inside as they were out.
Boyond it a sprinkling of tumble-down.huts refracted
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and heated sevenfold the furnace of the sunlight;
from among them beckoned the Sirdar’s [ag.

It was about two o’clock when the red flag moved
onward towards the Mahdi’s tomb, heaving its torn
dome above the sea of mud walls. The red and white
looked light and gay beside the huge, cambrous raven-
banner of the Khalifa, which low sullenly at its side.
Before the twin cmblems of vietory and defeat rode
the siraight-backed Sirdar, General Ilunter a head
behind Lim, behind them the staff, Dehind came
the trampling 2ud Egyptian Drigade and the deadly
smooth-gliding guns of the 32nd Dattery. Through
the sparse hovels they moved on ; presently they began
to demsen into strects. 'We were on the threshold of
the eapital of Mahdism.

And on the threshold came out an old man on a
donkey with a white flag. The Khalifa—so we
believed —had fled to Omdurman, and was at this
very moment within his wall in the centre of the
town ; but the inhabitants had come out to surrender.
Only one point the old gentleman wished to he
assured of: were we likely to massacre everybody if
we let them in without resistance? The Sirdar
thought not, The old man beamed at the answer,
and conveyed it to his fellow-townsmen; on the top
of which coremony we wmarched into Omdurman,

It began just like any other town or village of the
mean Sudan, Hulf the huls seemed left unfinished,
the other half to have been deserted and fallen to
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pieces, There were no strests, no doors or windows
except holes, usually no roofs. As for a garden, a
tree, a steading for a beast—any evidence of thriit or
intelligence, any attempt at comforl or amenity or
common cleanliness,—not a single frace of any of it.
Omdurman was just planless confusion of blind walls
and gaping holes, shiftless stupidily, contented flth
and beastliness.

But that, we seid, was only the outskirts: when we
come farther in we shall surely find this mass of popu-
lation manifesting some small symbols of a great
dominion. And presently we came indeed into o
broader way than the rest——something with the rude
semblance of a street. Only it was paved with dead
donkeys, and here and there it disappeared in a
cullender of deep holes where green water festered,
Beside it stood o few houses, such ag you ges in
Metemmeh or Berber—two large, naked rooms stand.
ing in & naked walled courtyard. XEven these wore
rare: for the rest, in this main street, Omdurman was
a rabbit-warren—a threadless labyrinth of tiny huts or
shelters, too flimsy for the nama of sheds. Oppression,
stagnation, degradation, were stamped deep on every
yord of miserable Omdurman,

But the people! 'We could hardly see the place for
the people. 'We could hmdly hear our own voices for
their shrieks of welcome, "We could hardly move for
their importunate greetings. They tumbled over each
other like ants from every mud heap, from behind every
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dunghill, from under every mat. Most of the men still
wore their gibbas turned inside out; you could see
the shadows of the patches through the sackeloth.
They had been trying to kill us three hours before.
But they salaamod, none the less, and volleyed “ Peace
be with you” in our track, All the miscellaneous
iribes of Arabs whom Abdullahi’s fears or suspicions
had congregated in his capital, all the blacks his
captains had gathored together into franker slavery—
indiseriminate, half-naked, grinning the grin of the
sycophant, they held out their hands and asked for
backsheesh,

Yet more wonderful were the women. The multi-
tude of women whom concupiscenco had harried from
every recess of Africa and mewed up in Baggara
harems came out to salute their new masters, There
were at least three of them to every man. Black women
from Equatoria and almost white women from Egypt,
plum-skinned Arabs and a strange yellow type with
square, bony faces and lightly-ringleted black hair;
old women and little girls and mothers with babies
at the breast; women who could hardly walk for dyed
cotton swathings, muffled in close veils, and women
with only a rag between themselves and nakedness
—the whole city was a hnge harem, a museum of
Africon races, a monstrosity of African lust.

The steady columns drove throngh the surge of
people: thon halted in lines of ebony statues, the
open - mouthed guns crawling between them to the
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front. We had come opposite the corner of a high
wall of faced stones, a high twenty feet solid without
a chip or chink. Now! This was the great wall of
Omdurman, the Khalifa's citadel. And listen! Boom
~—boom-—a heavy melancholy note, half bellow, half
wail. It was the great ombeya, the war-horn. The
Khalifa wes inside, and he wasrallying the malazemin
of his bodygnard to fight their lasl fight in their last
stronghold.

Less than 3000 men were standing, surrounded by
ten times their number, within ten foot of this gigantic
wall. Bub for the momeni they were safe cnough.
The Khalifa, demented in all he did thiough these lass
days of his perdilion, had made no banquette inside
his rampart; and if it was hard Lo scals, il was impos-
gsible to defend. The pinch would come when we
went inside.

One column moved off along the street; another—
the 13th Sudanese with four guns of the batlery—
away to the left under the wall lowards the Nile. The
road was what you already felt to be typical of Mah-
dism—pools of rank stagnation, hills and chasms of
rubble, The guns fell behind to cut their road a bit;
the infantry went on till they came down to the brim-
ming blue river. Here were the forts end the loop-
holed walls, and here, steaming serene and masterful
to and fro, were the inevitable gunboats. Cr-r-rack!

Three crisp Maxim rounds: the place was tenanted
yetb.
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At the corner we come upon a breach—b00) cubic
feet or so of fissure—torn by a lyddite shell. Over
the rubble we scrambled, then through a stoub double-
leafed gate, pulses leaping: we were inside. But as
yet only half inside—only in a broad road between
another high stone wall on our right and the river
on our left. We saw the choked embrasures and a
maimed gun or two, and walls so clownishly loop-holed
that a man could only get one oblique shot at a gun-
boat, and then wait till the next came up to have one
ghot at that, We saw worse things—horrors such as
do not sicken in the mass on the battle-field—a scarlet
man sitting with his chin on his knees, hit by a shell,
clothed from head to foot in his own blood,—a woman,
young and beautifully formed, stark naked, rolling from
side to side, moaning, As yet we saw not one fighting
man, and still we could feel that the place was alive.
We pushed on between walls, we knew not whither,
through breathing emptiness, through pulsing silence.

Round a corner we came suddenly on & bundle of
dirty patched cloth and dirty, lean, black limbs—a
typical dervish. He was alive and unarmed, and threw
up his hands: he was taken for a guide. Next at our
feet, cutting the road, we found a broad khor, flowing
in from the Nile, washing up above the base of the
wall. Four dervishes popped oub, seemingly from
dead walls beyoud., They came towards us and pro-
bably wished to surrender; but the blacks fired, and

hey dived inte their dead walls again, The guide
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gaid the waler was not deep, and a crowd of men and
women suddenly shooting up from the rear bore him
out by fording it. Most of these new-reconciled
foes had baskets to take away their late master’s loot.
We plashed through the water-—and here af last, in
the faco of the high wall on our right, was a great
wooden gate. Six blacks stood by with the bayonet,
while another beabt it open with his rifle-butt. Wa
stepped ingide and gasped with wonder and disap-
pointment.

For the inside of the Kalifa's own onclosure was
even more squalid, an even more wonderful leeming
beehive than tho outer town itself. Like all tyranis,
be was constantly increasing his body-guard, till the
tortified enclosure was bursting with them, From the
height of a saddle you could see that this was only
part of the citadel, an enclosure within an enclosure,
Past a little guard-house at the gate a narrow path
ran up the centre of it; all the rest was a chaos of
piggish dwelling-holes. Tiny round straw tnkls, mats
propped up a foot from earth with crooked sticks,
dome-topped mud kennels that a man conld just crawl
into, exaggerated bird’s nests falling to pieces of stick
and straw—Ilucky was the man of the Khalifa’s guard
who could house himself and his family in a mud
cabin the size of an omnibus. On every sido, of every
type, they jumbled and josiled and crushed ; and they
sweated and stank with people. For one or two old
men in new gibbas came out, and one ar two younger
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men naked and wounded. When we offered them
no harm the Khalifa's body-guard broke cover. One
second the place might have been an uncouth
cemetery; the next it was a gibbering monkey-house.
From naked hovels, presto! it turned to naked bodies.
Climbing, squeczing, burrowing, they came out like
vermin from a burning coab.

They were just ag skinny and shabby as any other
dervishey; as the Omdwman Guards they wore a
failure. They weta all very friendly, the men anxious
to tell what they knew of the Khalifa's movements—
which was nothing—the women overjoyed to fetch
drinks of water. Dul when they were told Lo bring
out their armns and ammunition they hecame a hit
sticky, as soldiers say. They looked like refusing,
and a snap-shol round a corner which killed a black
soldier began to look nasty. There must have been
thousands of them all about us, all under cover, all
knowing every twist aud turn of their warren. Buta
confident front imposed on them, as it will on all
savages. A raised voice, 2 hand on the shoulder—and
they were slipping away to their dens and slouching
back with Reminglons and bandoliers, The first
came very, very slowly; as the pile grew they came
quicker and quicker. Irom ciawling they changed
in five minutes to o trot; they smiled all over, and
informed zealously against anybody who hung back,
Why not?  Three masterloss honrs will hardly wipo
oul the rest af a lifotime ol slavery.

U
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Maxwell Bey left a guard over the arms, and went
back: it was not in this compartmont that we shounld
find the KXhalifn, We weni on through the walled
street along the river-front; the gunboats were still
Maximing now and agein a cable or two ahead, So
on, until we came to the southern river corner of the
hold, and here was a winding, ascending path between
two higher, stouter walls than ever. Here was a
stouter wooden gate; it must be here. In this on-
closure, too, was & multitude of dwellings, but larger
and more amply spaced. The Sirdar overtook wus
now, and the guns: the gunners had cut their road
and levelled the breach, and tugged the first gate
off its hinges. On; we must be coming to it now.
We were quite close upon the towering, shell-{om
gkeleton of the Mahdi’s tomb. The way broadened
to a square. Bul the sun had some time struck
level into our eyes. He went down; in ten minubes
ib would be dark. Now or never! Here we were
oppogite the tomb ; lo our left front was the Khalifa's
own palace. We were there, if only he was, A sec.
tion of blacks filed away to the left through the
walled passage that led to the door. Ancther filed
to the right, behind the tomb, towards his private
iron mosque. We waited, We wailed. And then,
on left and right, they reappeared, rather draggingly,

Gone! None could know it for ceriain till the
place had been scarched through as well as the
darkness would let it. Next morning some of the
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smaller Emirs avowed that they knew it. He had
been supposed to bo surrounded, but who could stop
every carth in such a spinny? He had bolted out
of one door as we went in at another.

We filed back, For the present we had missed
the crowning capture. Dut going back under the
wall we found a very good assurance that Abdullali
was no more a ruler, The streel under the wall wng
now a breathless streain of men and women, all carry-
ing baskets—the whole population of the Khalifa's
capilal racing to pilfer the Khalifa’s grain. There
was no doubt about their good disposition now, They
salaamed with enthusiasm, and “lued” most genuinely;
one flat-nosed black lady forgot propriety so far as to
kiss my hand. Wonderful workings of the savage
mind! Six hours before they were dying in regiments
for their master; now they were looting his corn,
Six hours before they were slashing our wounded
to pieces; now they were asking us for coppers.

By this time tho darkling streets were choked
with the men and horses and guns and camels of
the inpouring army. You dragged along a mile an
hour, clamped immovably into a mass of troops.
A hundred good spearmen now—Dhut the Dervishes
were true savages o the end: they had decided
that, they were beaten, and beaten they remained,
Soon it was pitchy night; where the bulk of the
army bivouacked, I kuow not, neither do they, I
stumbled on the Hecond British Drigade, which had
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bad a relatively easy day, and there, by a solitary
candle, the Sirdar, flat on his back, was dictating
his despatch to Colonel Wingate, flab on his belly.
T scraped a short hioroglyphic scrawl on a telegraph
form, and fell asleep on the gravel with a half-eaten
biscuit in my mouth,

Next morning the army awoke refreshed, and was
able to appreciate to the full the beauties of
Omdurman, When you saw ib close, and by the
light of day, the last suggestion of stateliness vanished,
It had nothing left but size—mere stupid multiplica-
tion of rubbish. One or two relics of civilisation were
found. Taps in the Khalifa’s bath; a ship’s chrono-
meter; a small pair of compasses in a boy’s writing-
desk, and a larger pair modelled clunsily wpon them;
the drooping telegraph wire and cable to Khartum;
Gordon’s old “DBordein,” a shell-torn husk of broken
wood round engines that still worked marvellously;
& few half-naked Fgyptiaons, once Government
servanls ; Chules Neuleld, the captive Gennan mer-
chant, quoting Schiller over his ankle-chaing ; Sister
Teresa, the captive nun, forcibly married to a Greek,
presenting a green orange to Colonel Wingate, the
tried friend she had never seen before,—such was the
pathetic flotsam overteken by the advancing wave of
Mahdism, now stranded by its ebb.

The Mahdi’s tomb was shoddy brick, and you dared
nol talk in it lest the rest of the dome should come
on your head, The ingide was tawdry panels and
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railings round a gandy pall. The Khalifa's house was
the house of a well-to-do-fellah, and & dead donkey
putrified under ils window-holes. The arsenal was
the reduplication of ell the loot that has gone for half
a dollar apicce these three yoars, The great mosque
was a wall round a bigpish square with a few stick-
and-thateh booths at one end of it.  The iron mosque
was a galvanised shed, and would have repulsed
the customers of & third-rate country photographer.
Everything was wretehed.

And foul, They dropped their dung where they
listed ; they drew their water from beside green
sowers ; they had filled the streets and khors with
dead donkeys; they left their brothers to rol and puif
up hidcously in the sun. The stench of the place was
in your nostrils, in your throat, in your stomach, You
could not eat; you dared not drink. Well you could
believe that this was the cily where they crucified a
man to steal & handful of bLase dollars, and sold
mother and daughter logelher to be divided five
hundred miles aport, Lo live and die in the same
bestial concubinage.

The army moved out to Khor Shamba during the
3rd, The accursed place was left to fester and fry in
its own filth and lust and blood, The 1eek of its
abominations steamed up to heaven to justify us of
our vengeance,
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XXXV,
TIE FUNERAL OF GORDON,

Toe steamers—screws, paddles, stein-wheelers—plug-
plugged their steady way up the full Nile, Past the
northern fiinge of Omdurman where the sheikh came
out with the white flag, past the breach where we went
in {0 the Khalifa's stioughold, past the choked em-
brasures and the lacerated Mahdi’s lomb, past the
swamp-rooted palms of Tuli Island. We looked at if
all with a dispassionate, impersonal curiosity, It was
Sunday morning, and that furious Triday seemed
already half a lifetimo behind uws. The volleys had
dwindled out of our ears, and the smoke out of our
nostrils; and to-day we were going to the funeral of
Gordon, After nearly fourleen years the Christian
soldier was to have Christian burial

On the steamers there was a detachment of every
corps, white or black or yellow, that had taken part
in the vengeance. Xvery white officer thal could be
spared from duty was there, fifty men picked from
each Dritish batlalion, one or two from each unit of
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the Egyptian army. That we were going up to Khar-
fum at all was evidence of our trinmph; yet,if you
looked about youw, triumph was not the note. The
most reckless subaltern, the most barbarous black,
was touched with gravily. We were going to per-
form a necossary duly, which had becn put off far,
far too long.

Fourtoen yonrs next January—yet even through
that humiliating thought there ran a whisper of
triumph. 'We may Le slow; but in that very slow-
ness we show thal woe do not forget., Soon or late,
we give our own their due. Here were men that
fought for Gordon’s life while he lived,—Kitchoner,
who went disguised and alone among furious enemies
to get news of him; Wauchope, who poured out
his blood like water at Tamai and Kirbekan ; Stuart-
Wortley, who missed by but two days the chance
of dying at Gordon’s side. And here, too, wore boys
who could hardly lisp when their mothers told them
that Gordon was dead, grown up now and appearing
in the fulness of time to exact cleven thousand lives
for one. Gordon may die—other Gordons may die
in the future—but the same clean-limbed brood will
grow up and avenge them,

The boats stopped plugying and thore was silence.
We were tying up opposite a grove of tall palms; on
the bank was a crowd of natives curiously like the
backsheesh - hunters who gather to greet the Nile
steamers, They stared al us; but wo lovked beyond
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them 1o a large building rising from & crumbling quay.
You could sce thab it had once been a handsome edi-
fice of the type you know in Cairo or Alexandria—all
stone and stucco, two-storied, faced with tall regular
windows, Now the upper storey was clean gone; the
blind windows were filled up with bricks; the stuceco
was all scars, and you could walk up to the roof on
rubble. In front wag an acacia, such as grow in
Ismailin or the Gezireh at Cairo, only unpruned-—
deep luscious green, only drooping like a weeping
willow. Af that mosl ordinary sight everybody grew
very solemn, For it was a piece of a new world, or
rather of an old world, ulterly different from the
squalid mud, the baking barrenness of Omdurman, A
facade with tall windows, a tree with green leaves—
the fagade battered and blind, the tree drooping to
earth—there was no need to tell us we were at a grave,
In that forlorn ruin, and that disconsolate acacia, the
bones of murdered civilisation lay before us,

The troops formed up before the palace in thres
gides of a rectangle—Xgyplians to our left as wo looked
from the river, British to the right. The Sirdar, the
generals of division and brigade, and the staff stood in
the open space facing the palace, Then on the roof
—almost on the very spot where Gordon fell, though
the steps by which the butchers mounted have long
since vanished-—we were aware of two flagstaves. By
the right-hand halliavds stood Lieutonant Staveley,
R.N,, and Captain Watson, K.R.R.; by the left hand
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Bimbashi Mitford and his Excellency’s Egyptian
AD.C.

The Sirdar raised his hand, A pull on the halliards:
up ran, out flew, the Union Jack, tugging cagerly at
his reins, dazzling gloriously in the sun, rejoicing in
bis strength and his freedom, “Tang!” went the
“Maelil's” 124-pounder, and the boat yuivered to her
backbone. “UGod Save our Gracious Queen ” hymned
the Guards’ band—bang!” from the *Melik”"—and
Sirdar and private stood slilf— bang !”—to atlention,
every hand at the helmet peak in—*bang ! "-——salute,
The Egyptian flag had goue up at the same instant;
and now, the same car-smashing, soul-uplifting bangs
marking time, the band of the 11th Sudanese was
playing the Khedivial hymn, ¢Three cheers for the
Queen !” cried the Sirdar: helmets leaped in the air,
and the melancholy ruins woke to the first wholesome
shout of all these years, Then the same for the
Khedive, The comrade flags sirelched thewseclves
Justily, enjoying their own again; the bands pealed
forth the pride of counlry; the twenty-one guns
banged forth the strength of war., Thus, while men
and black, Christian and Moslem, Anglo-Kgypt set her
seal once more, for ever, on Khartum,

Before we had time Lo think such thoughts over to
ourselves, the (tuards were playing the Dead March in
“Saul” Then the black band was playing the march
from Iandel's “Seipin,” which in England generally
goes wibh “To]l for the Brave”; this was in mewory
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of those loyal men smong the Khedive's subjecls who
could have saved themselves by treachory, but pre-
ferred to die with Gordon. Noxt fell a decper hush
than ever, except for the solemn minute guns that
had followed tho fierce salute. Four chaplains—
Catholic, Anglican, Presbyterian, and Methodist—
came slowly forward and ranged themselves, with
their backs to the palace, jush before the Sirdar, The
Presbyterian read the Fifteenth Psalm. The Anglican
led the rustling whisper of the Lord’s Prayer. Snow-
haired Father Brindle, best beloved of priests, laid his
helmet at his feet, and read a memorial prayer bave-
headed in the sun, Then came forward the pipers
and wailed a dirge, and the SBudoancse played “ Abide
with me.” Perhaps lips did twiteh just a little to see
the ebony heathens fervently blowing out Gordon’s
favourite hymn; but the most irresistible incongruity
would hardly have made us laugh al that moment.
And there were those who said the cold Sirdar himself
could hardly speak or see, as Goneral Hunter and the
rest slepped out according to their rank and shook his
hand. What wonder? He has trodden this ruad to
Khartum for fourteen years, and he stood at the goal
ab last,

Thus with Maxim-Nordenfeldt and Bible we buried
Gordon after the manner of his race. The parade
was over, the troops were dismissed, and for a short
space we walked in Gordon’s garden. Gordon has
become a legend with his countrymen, and they all
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bub deify him dead who would never have heard of
him had he lived. Dut in this garden you somchow
come to know Gordon the man, not tho myth, and to
feel near to him, Ilcre was an Englishman doing his
duty, alone and at tho instant peril of his life; yet
still he loved his garden, The garden was a yot more
pathelic ruin than the palace, The pulace accepted
its doom mulely ; the garden sirove against it. Un-
trimmed, wnwatered, the oranges and cilrons still
struggled to bear their litile, hard, green knobs, as if
they had been full ripe fruit. The pomegranates put
out their vermilion star-flowers, but the fruit was
small and woody and juiceless, The figs bore better,
but they, too, were small and without vigour, Rankly
overyrown with dhurra, a vine still trailed over a low
roof its pale leaves and limp tendrils, but yielded
not a sign of grapes. It was all green, and so far
vivid and refreshing after Omdurman. But it was
the green of nature, not of cultivation: leaves grew
large and fruit grew small, and dwindled away. Re-
luctantly, despairingly, Gordon’s garden was dropping
back to wilderness. And in the middle of the defeated
fruit-trces grew runkly the hateful Sodom apple, the
poisonous herald of desolation.

The bugle broke in upon us; we went back to the
boats. 'Wo wore quicker steaming back than steaming
up. We were not a whil less chastoned, but every
man folt lighter, 'We came with a sigh of shame: wo
went away jvith o sigh of relief. The long-delayed
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duly was done. The bones of our countrymen were
shattered and scattered abroad, and no man knows
their place; none the less Gordon had his due burial
at last. So we steamed away io the roaring camp,
and left him alone again. Yet nol one nor iwo looked
back at the mouldering palace and the tangled gar-
den with a new and a greal contentment. We left
Gordon alone again—bul alone in majesty under the
conquering ensign of his own people.
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XXXVI.
AFTER TUE CONQUEST.

ToE curtain comes down ; the tragedy of the Sudan is
played out. Sixteen years of toilsome failuve, of toil-
some, slow success, and at the end wo have fought our
way triumphantly to the point whore we began.

It has cost us much, and it has profited us—how
liittle? Tt would be hard to count the money, im-
possible to measure the blood. Blood goes by quality
as well as quantity ; who can tell what future deeds we
lost, when we lost Gordon and Slewarl and Harle,
Burnaby who rode to Khiva, and Owen who rode
Father O'Flynn? By shot and steel, by sunsiroke
and pestilence, by sheer wear of work, the Sudan has
eaten up our best by hundreds, Of the men who
escaped with their lives, hundreds more will bear the
mark of its fangs till they die; hardly one of them but
will dic the sooner for the Sudan, And what have we
to show in return ?

At first you think we have nothing; then you think
again, and seg wo lave very much. We have gained
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precious national self-respect, We wished to keep our
hands clear of the Sudan; we were drawn unwillingly
to meddle with it; we blundered when we suffered
Gordon to go out; we fiddled and failed when we
tried to bring him back. We were humilisted and
we were out of pocket; we had embarked in a foolish
venture, and it had turned out even worse than any-
body had foreseen. Now this was surely the very
point where a nation of shopkeepers should have cut
its losses and turned to better business elsewhere, If
we were the sordid counterjumpers that Frenchmen
try to think us, we should have ruled a red line, and
thought no more of a worthless land, bottomless for
our gold, thirsty for our blood, We did nothing such,
We tried to; but our dogged fighting dander would
not let us, We could not sit down till the defeat was
redeemed. We gave more money; we gave the lives
of men we loved—and we conguered the Sudan again,
Now we can permit ourselves to think of it in peace.
The vindication of our self-respect was the great
treasure we won abt Khartum, and it was worth the
price we paid for it. Most people will hardly per-
guade themselves there is not something else thrown
in, The trade of the SBudan? For now and for many
years you may leave that out of the account. The
Sudan is a desert, and a depopulatod desert. North-
ward of Khartum it is a wilderness; southward if is
o devastation. It was always a poor couniry, and it
always must be. Slaves and ivory were.dts wealth in
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the old time, but now ivory is all but exterminated,
and slaves must be sold no more, Gum-arabic and
ostrich feathers and Dongola dates will hardly buy
cotbon stuffs enough for Lancashire to feel the
difference.

From Halfa to above Berber, where rain never falls,
the Nile only licks the lip of the desert. The father
of Egypt is the stepfather of the Sudan. With the
help of water-wheels and water-hoists a few patches
of corn and fodder can be grown, enough for a dotted
population on the bank, But hardly anywhere does
the area of vegetation push out more than a mile
from the stream; oftener it is a mafter of yards.
Such a country can never be rich. But why not
irrigato ? Simply because every pint of water you
take out of the Nile for the Sudan means a pint less
for Egypt. .And it so happens that at this very mo-
ment the new barrages at Assuan and Assiut are
meking the distribution of water to Egypt more
precise and scientific than ever. Lower Egypt is to
be enlarged; Upper Egypt is, in part at least, to
secure permanent irrigation, independent of the Nile
flood, and therewith two crops a-year. This means
a more rigid economy of water than ever, and who
will give a thought to the lean Sudan? What it can
dip up in buckets fat Egypt will never miss, and that
it may take—no more.

As for the southward lands, they get rain, to be
sure, and so far they are cultivable; only there is



320 AFTER TUE CONQUEST.

nobody left io culiivate them. For three years
now the Hgyptian army has been marching past
broken mud hovels by the river-side, Dust has
blown over their foundations, Dead Sea fruit grows
rankly within their walls. Sometimes, as in old
Berber, yon como on a city with streets and shops—
quite ruined and empty. Here lived the Sudanese
whom the Khalifa has killed out. And in ihe more
fertile parts of the Sudan it is the same., Worse
still—in that the very fertilily woke up the cupidity
of the Bagpara, and the owner was driven out, sold
in the slave-market, shipped up Nile to die of Fashoda
fevor, cut to pieces, crucilied, impaled—anything you
like, so long as the Khahin’s fellow-liibesmen got
his land, In Kordofan, even of old days, lons in
bad years would attack villages in bands: to-day
they openly dispute the mastery of creation with
men, From Abyssinia to Wadai swolters the miser-
able Sudan—beggarly, empty, weed-grown, rank with
blood.

It will recover,—with time, no doubt, but it will
recover. Only, meanwhile, it will want some icnd-
ing. There is not likely to be much trouble in the
way of fighting : in the preseni weariness of slaughter
the people will he but too glad to sit down under any
decent Government. There is no reason—unless it
be complications with outside Powers, like Franes or
Abyssinia—why tho old Egyptian empire should not
be reoccupied nup to the Albert Nyanza and Wesiern
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Darfur. But if this is done—and done it surely should
be—two things must be remembered. First, it must
be militarily administered for many years to come,
and that by British men, Take the native Egyptian
official even to-day. No words can express his in-
eptitude, his laziness, his helplessness, his dread of
responsibility, his maddening red-lape formalism. His
panacea in every unexpected case is the same. “It
must be put in writing; I must ask for instructions.”
He is no longer corrupt—at least, no longer so cor-
rupt as he was—but he would be if he dared, The
native officer is better than the civilian official; but
even with him it is the exception to find a man both
capeble end incorruptible, To put Egyptians, cor-
rupt, lazy, timid, often renk cowards, to rule the
Sudan, would be to invite another Mahdi as soon
ag the country had grown up enough to make him
formidable.

The Sudan must be ruled by military law strong
enough to be feared, administered by British officers
just enough to Lo respected. For the second point, it
must not be expected that it will pay natil many yeara
have passed. The cost of a military administration
would not be very great, but it must be considered
money out of pocket. The experience of Dongola,
whence the army has been drawing large stores of
dhurra, where the number of water-wheels has multi-
plied itself enormously in less than a couple of years,
shows well enough that only patience is wanted. The

X
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Sudan will improve: it will never be an Egypt, but
it will pay its way. But, before all things, you must
give it time to repopulate itself.

‘Well, then, if Egypt is not to get good places for
her people, and is to be out of pocket for administra-
tion—how much does Egypt profit by the fall of Ab-
dullahi and the reconquest of the Sudan? Much.
Inestimably. For as the master-gain of England is
the vindication of her self-respect, so the master-gain
of Egypt is the assurance of her security, As long as
dervish raiders loomed on the horizon of her frontier,
Egypt was only half a State. Shelived on a perpetual
war-footing. Her finances are pinched enough at the
besti; every little economy had to go to the Sirdar
Never was general so jealous—even miserly—of public
money as the Sirdar; but even so he was spending
Egypt’s all. That strain will henceforth be loosened.
Egypt will have enough work for five years in the new
barrages, which are a public work directly transliter-
able in pounds and piastres. Egypl will be able to
give a little attention to her taxes, which are anomal-
ous ; to her education, which is backward; to her rail-
ways, which are vile.

‘Whether she will be able to reduce her army is
doubtful. The occupation of the banks of the Blue and
‘White Nile, to say nothing of the peaceful reabsorp-
tion of Kordofan and Darfur, would open up somse of
the finest raw fighting material in the world. Frankly,
it is very raw indeed—the rawest savagery you can
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well imagine,—but British officers and sergeants have
made fairly drilled troops, fairly good shots, superb
marchers and bayonet-fighters out of the same mate-
rial, and they could do it again. To put the matter
brutally, having this field for recruiting, we have too
many enemies in the world to afford to lose it. We
have made the Egyptian army, and we have saved
Egypt with it and with our own : we should now make
of it an African second to our Indian army, and use it,
when the time comes, to repay the debt to ourselves.
‘We have saved Egypt, and thereby we have paid
another debt. The Khedive is but half a monarch at
the best: while a hostile forcc sat on his borders to
destroy him, and every couple of years actually came
down to do it, he was not more than a quarter, There
was plenty of sneaking sympathy with Mahdism in
Egypt—even in Cairo, and not very far from the
Khedive's own palace. But for Brifish help the
sympathisers would long ago, but yet too late, have
recognised their foolishness in the oblileration of
Egypt. Egypt alone could by no miracle have saved
herself [rom utter destruction by Mahdist invasion.
‘We have saved her—and therewith we have paid off
the purblind, sincere undertakings of Mr Gladstone.
‘We undertook to leave Egypt; we have redeemed the
promise in an unforeseon manmner, but we have re-
deemed it amply. If we undertook to evacuate the
old Egypt, we have fathered a new one, saved from
imminent extjnction by our gold and our sword.
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Without us there would have been no Egypt to-day;
what we made wo shall keep.

That is our double gain—the vindication of our
own honour and the vindication of our right to go
on meking Egypt a country fit to live in. Hgypt's
gein is her existence to-day. The world’s gain is
the downfall of the worst tyranny in the world, and
the acquisition of a limiled opportunity for open trade.
The Sudan’s gain is immunity from rape and torture
and every exfreme of misery.

The poor Sudan! The wretched, dry Sudan! Count
up all the gaing you will, yet what a hideous iromy it
1emaing, this fight of half a generation for such an
emptiness, People talk of the Sudan as the Easl; it
is not the East. The East has age and colour; the
Sudan has no colowr and no age—just a monotone of
squalid barbarism. It is notia country; it has nothing
that makes a country. Some brutish institutions it
has, and some bloodthirsty chivalry. Buf it isnot a
country: iv has neither naiionality, nor history, nor
arls, nor even natural features. Just the Nile—the
niggard Nile refusing himself to the desert—and for
the rest there is absolutely nothing to look at in the
Sudan. Nothing grows green. Only yellow balfa-
gress to make you stwmble, and sapless mimosa to
tear your eyes; dom-palms that mock with wooden
fruit, and Sodom apples that lure with flatulent
poison. For beasts it has {arantulas and scorpions
and serpents, devouring white ants, and every kind
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of loathsome bug that flies or crawls. Its people are
naked and dirty, ignorant and besofted. It is a
quarter of a continent of sheer squalor, Overhead
the pitiless furnace of the sun, under [oot the never-
eesing treadmill of the sand, dust in the throat, tune-
less singing in the ears, searing flame in the eye,~the
Sudan is a God-accursed wilderness, an empty limbo
of torment for ever and ever.

Surely enough, “When Allah made the Sudan,”
say the Arabs, “he laughed.” You can almost hear
the fiendish echo of it crackling over the flery sand,
And yet—and yet there never was an Englishman
who had been there, but was ready and eager to go
again, “Drink of Nile water,” sey the same Arabs,
“and you will return to drink i again.” Nile water
is either very brown or very green, according to the
season ; yet you do go back and drink it again, Per-
haps to Englishmen—half-savage still on the pinnacle
of their civilisation—the very charm of the land lies
in its empty barbarism, There is space in the Sudan.
There is the fine, purified desert air, and the long
stretehing gallops over its sand. There are the things
at the very back of life, and no other to posture in
front of them,—hunger and thirst to assuage, distance
to win through, pain to bear, life to defend, and death
to face. You have gone back to the spring water of
your infancy, You are a savage again—a savage with
Rosbach water, if thera is any left, and & Mauser
repeating pistol-carbine, if the sand has nob jammed
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it, but still at the last word a savage. You are un-
prejudiced, simple, free. You are a naked man, facing
naked nature.

I do not believe that any of us who come home
whole will think, from our easy-chairs, unkindly of
the Sudan,

TIIE END.

PRINTLD BY WILLIAM BLACRWOOD AND SONS,
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ToM OniNarx's Loa. By Michael Soatt.
Tre Orvmsx op rae Mmar. By the Bame,
Ovair, ToorwToN. By Ongmln Hamftton.
ANNALS 0¥ THE PARISH. Joha Galt.
Tar Provosr, & By the Same.

YL, By the Bame.

Tae Hxramn, By the Aame.

Miss Morny, By Beafrlee May Butt.
Ruanvarp Dartow. By J. Q. Lockhart.

Pax Owex. Dean Hook.

ApaM Brarme. By J. G, Lockhart,

Lapy Lzx's Winownoon, By Goneral Bix B,
B. Hamley.

BaLxy Omarzn, By Mra Oliphant,

THRE PERPETCAL OURATH, By tho Sams.

Miss MARJoRIBANKS. By bhe Spma,

Jomw1 A Lova 8tory, By tho Same,

SHILLING SERIES, Iliustratod Oover. Bound in Cloth, 1a. 8.

Tam Ruoror, and Tam Dooror's FaMILY.
By Mra Ollphant,
'.I!gi |E..nrm or Mawgie Wavos, By D. M,
0l
PENINNUTAR SeENES Axp BxErTomxs. By
}

82 Faizxie PoMexiN, NiarTs at Mrss,

.
TaE BUBALIREN.
Lirnm v max FAr WEBT. By @, F. Ruxton,
Varepios: A Roman Story. By J. G.

Loekharb,

BON GAULTIERS BOOK OF BALLADS, A new Rdition,

» Manriy, R.0,B, Witk

Sir T

grap b
Tliustrations by Doyle, Lecch, and Umsr'quﬂ.l. Small guarto, §s, net,

BOWHILL.
of Milltary To

aphy.
Portfolio conta ’n B

uestions and Answers in the Theory and Practice
By Major J. H. BownmL, Orown 8vo, 48, 0d. meb.
ng 34 working plans axd diagrama, 8s, 6d. net,

BREADALBANE, The High Tops of Black Mount. By Tar

MARORIONERS OF BREADALBANE,

Becond Tmpression. With IMusiratlons

from Photographs by Olive Meckenzis, Short dewy, 6s. net,



g William Blackwood & Sons.

OLIFFORD.
Selly : A Study ; and other Tales of the Outskirts. By Huem

Quirrorp, O.M.& Orown 8vo, 08,

Bush - Whacking, and other Sketches. Second Impression,

COrown 8vo, Gs.

CLODD. Thomas Henry Huxley& “Modern English Writers.”

By Ipwarp Cropp. Orown 8vo, 98, 6d.

CLOTURSTON.

The Lunatic at Large. By J. Storer OrouvsroN. Fourth
Impression, Orown 8vo, 68, CroAp Eprrrow, royal 8vo, prper cover, d.

Count Bunker: Being a Sequel to ‘The Lunatic at Large.’

Crown 8vo, bs. CHuLA® Hprriow, royal 8vo, papers covers, 6d.

The Adventures of M.D’Haricot. Second Impression. Crown
8vo, 68, Onnar BoriroN, royal 8vo, paper cover, 6d.

Qur l'{ady’ Inn, Crown 8vo, 68,

Garmiscath, Crown 8vo, 68,

CONNELL. The Young Da.yg of Admiral Qulliam. By

F. Norrrys QoNycrn, Crown 8vo, 84,

CONRAD.

Lord Jim. A Tale. By Joszpn ConraD, Author of ‘The
Mgger of the Nercissus,’ ‘ An Ooteash of the Islands,” ‘Talos of Unresh,' &o.
Second Imp:ession, Cirown &vo, G8.

Youth: A NMarrative; and Two other Stories. Second Im-

preselon, Orown 8vo, 4.

COOPER. Liturgy of 1637, commonly called Laud’s Liturgy,
Bdited by ths Rev. Professor JoorEr, D.D,, Glasgow. Orown 8vo, 7s, 6d. net.

COBNFORD. BR. L. Stevenson. “Modern English Writexrs”

By 1. Qore CorNyorp, RNecond Edition. Orown 8vo, 28. 6d.

COUNTY HISTORIES OF SCOTLAND. In demy 8vo vol-
umes of about 350 pp. each, Witk Maps. Ence 7s, 8d. net.
Fife and Kioross. By ANEas J. O Maoray, LL.D., Sheriff
of tkess Conntles,
Dumfries and Galloway. By Sir HerpErT MAXWELL, Bart,
M.P. Becond Bditwon.

Moray and Nairn, By Cmasres Rampivt, LL.D., Sheriff
of Unnfries and Galloway.

Inverness, By J. Cayvzron Lups, D.D.
Roghgrgh, Selkirk, and Peebles. By Sir Groran Dovcras,

Aberdeen and Banff, By Wrriam Warr, Editor of Aberdeen
'Daily Frea Prose,'

Perth and Clackmannan, By Jomy Cmsmorm, M.A., Advocate.
[In the prese.
A Century of Scottich History. From the Days before

the '46 to thoso within lving l‘[mnoz'{‘.I By Bir Henrv Osaix, K.O.B,, M.A,
(Oxon.), Hon. LL.D, (Glasgow). 2 vols. demy 8vo, 808, nab
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ORAWFORD. Baracinesca, By F. Maron Urawrurp, Aathor
of 'Mr Isaacs,’ &o., &e. Crown Bvo, B4, 6d, Algo af 0d.

CROSS.
Impressiong of Dante and of the New World. By J. W. Cross.
Post 8vo, 6s.
The Rake’s Progress in Finance. Crown 8vo, 2s. net.
CUMMING.

Memtg:;igs.’ , Bstr C. F. Gorooxy CommNa. Demy 8vo. Illus-

atad, 208 nat,

At Home in Fiji. Post 8vo. Illustrated. Cheap Edition, 6s.

A Lady’s Cruise in a French Man-of-War, Post 8vo, 1llus-
tieat Cheap Edition, ds,

Fire-Fountains. 2 vols, post 8vo. Illustrated, 25s.

Granite Orags. Post 8vo. Ilustrated. Cheap Edition. 6s,

Wanderings in China. Small post 8vo. Cheap Edition, 6s.

DAVIS. “When Half-Gods Go.” By Jesste Amwsworrn Davis.

Bacond Jinpression. Crown 8vo, 6,

DE HAVEN. The Secarlet Cloak. By Avupemv DE Havew.

Orown 8vo, 08,

DESCARTES. The Method, Meditations, and Principles of
Philosophy of Deseartes, Translated Irom the original Fremch spd Latin.
With & new Introductory Essay, Historical and Critical, on {he Caaicsian Fhil-
osophy, By Professor Emun,'LL.ZD. Tourteenih Edition. Crown 8vo, 0s. 6d.

DIVER, Captain Desmond, V.o By M. Diver. Third Im-

prossion.  Crown 8vo, 6a.

DODDS anp MACPHERSON. The Licensing Acts (Scotland)
Qonsolidation and Amendmonb Act, 1908. Annotated by dr J. M. Doona, C. B.,.
of the Beottish Office; Joint-Bdltor of the ' Parish Oonneil Guide for Beoi;lnnd,
and Mr Ewax MaorEERSON, Advocste, Logal Bocretary to the Lord Advooate.
In 1 vol, crown Bvo, 53, net.

DOUGLAS. ]
The Ethics of John Stuart Mill. By Cmairizs DoUeras,
M.A, D.fc, late Lectnrer in Moral Fhilosophy, and Aesistant to the Pro-

foasor of Moral Philogophy in the Univarsifiy of Bdinburgh, Post 8va, 63, neb.

J ol:n gtt{:rt Mill: A Study of hisv Philosophy, Crown 8vo,
8. 0d, nov.
DUFF. AnExgosition of Browning’s ‘Sordello’ With Histori-

cal ond other Notes. By DAvin Duer, B.D. Demy 8vo, 108, 6d. net.

ECCOTT.
Fortune's Castaway. By W. J. Bovorr. Crown 8vo, €s.

His Indolence of Arrss. Orown 8vo, 85, Cheap Edition,

royal 8va, paper eover, 6d.
Hearth of Hutton. Crown 8vo, 6s.
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ELIOT.
The New Popular Edition of (eorge Eliot's Works, with

Photogravure FMontispiece to ench Volume, from Drawlugs by William
Hathersf}, R.1,, Bdgar Bundy, R.I., Byam Shaw, R.I, A, A, Van Anrooy,
Msurics Grelffenhagen, COlaude A, Shepperson, R.1., K. J. Snllivan, and Max
Qowper, lach Work complete in Ono Volmno, Handsomely bound, gilt top.
8s, 6d. net. Toen Volumes 1n all

ADAM BEDE. BinAs MARNCR; BRoTHLR Jacon; TED
SorNgs oF CrEmiosl Tire. Lnirop Voo,

Tug M1ty ox 1HE FLoss. Romora,

PeLix Howr, THE HADIOAL DanicL DERONDA,

M IDDLEMARCH. Tun SeaNisy GYrsY; JUBAL

Eosavs; TOLOPHRASTUS BUCH.
George Eliot’s Life. With Portrait and other Illustrations,
New Bdition, In one volume. Orown 8vo, 7s. 6d.

Lifo and Works of George Eliot (Warwick Edition). 14 vol-
umed, cloth, Ly, gilt tiop, 25, nat psr volume ; lenther, Ly, gill toy, 2a, 8d, net
par voluwe leather gilh top, with book-marker, Ba. nob per volums.

ADam Brpz., 820 pp. MippLEMARCH, 2 Vo, 602 and 680 pp.
Tun MiwL oN THE Fross. 828 pp. DaNip DxRoNDA, 2 vols, 616 and
¥erix Horr, THE RADIOAL, T1B pp. 836 pp.

Romous. 900 pp. Taw Bramias Gresy; JOBAL

Bosxves or OLERICAL LiFR, 024 pp. Eesavs; THCOPHRARTUS BUoH.

Si1LAS MARNER; BROYHER JAaCOB; THE | LaFE, 9 vols., 626 snd 680 py.
Lrrren Ve 560 pp. .

Works of George Eliot (Standard Edition), 21 volumes,
crown 8vo, In buckram oloth, gilt top, %. 6d. per vol.{ or in roxburghe
binding, 8a. 8d. per vol,

Apix Bepm, 9 vole.—TH= Mirs ox as Fross. 3 vols.—VeLix Hour, rag
BaDIOAL, 2 vols,—Romons. £ vols,—SoENus or Ormricat Lovm, 3 vold,.—
MIDLEMAROH. 8§ Vol8.—DaANIsu DEnowpa, 8 Vols.—Sinas Marnge, 1 val
—JUBAL. 1 vOL—~TuE RPANIE Gyrey. 1 vol.—ISBAYS, 1 V0l.-~THEOPHEAS:
708 Svom, 1 vol, .

Life and Works of Geoiie Eliot (Oabinet Editlon). 24
volumes, erown 8vo, prico £6. 0 fio bs had handsomely bound in halfand ful]
onlf. '.I.‘fm Volumes are sold separabely, hound in o'lfmh. priae ba. eaoh,

Novels by George Eliot. Popular Copyright Edition. Innew
uniform binding, price 8s, 6d. each.

Apav BupE. BiLas Maswor; Tna Livree Vem;
TR Miuu oX THE Floss, BROTUER JACOE,

Bogxes oF OLERIOANL LIv®, MIpDLEMARCH.

RoMOLA, Dartr, DERONDA:

FErax Horr, THR Bu:!au.- .
Ewmsays. New Edition. Crown 8vo, 5&.
Imgre%siona of Thoophragtus Smoh. New Edition. OCrown
v0, b8,
The Spenish Gypsy. New Edition. Crown 8vo, b8,
The end of Juhal, snd other Poems, Old and New.
New Bditlon, Crown Bvo, 5&. A .
Silag Marner. New Edition, with 1llustrations by Re%mald
Birch, Crown 8vo, 18, 6d. net. Ohoap Edition, 2 6d. Cheap Bdltwon,
royal 8vo, paper cover, price &d, -

Soenes of Clerieal Lite, Pocket Hdition, 3 vols. pott 8vo,
19, nob _each ; bonnd in luather, is, 84, neb each. Ohoap Edltion, 88, Tlius-
trabed Edftion, with 20 Illustrafions by H. R. Miller, crown 8vo, 28,; paper
covers, 14, Ohonp Bdition, royal &vo. in paper eover, price ¢d.

Felix Holt, Cheap Edition, Royal 8vo, in paper cover, 8d.

Adsm Bede, Pooket Edition, In 1 vol. pott’8vo, 1. net;
bound iu leather, in 8 vols., 48, 6d, net. Cheap Edlﬁonintoyul 8vo, In

paper cover, price 68, Now Edition, crown 8ve, paper cover, 18.; orown 8vo,
Fik Tlvairations, aloth, %a. ! ' BoP T '
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ELIOT.
The Mill on the Floss. Pocket Edition, in I vol. pott 8vo,
1s, neb, llmp leathor, s, 6d. ned. Cheap Hditlon, royal 8vo, In papor cover,
price 64, New Edition, paper covers, 1g.; oloth, 28,

Romola. Ghea.%Edihon. Royal 8vo, in al.lper cover, price 6d.

Siles Marner ; Brother Jacob; Lifted W};' . Pocket Bdition.
_Pohh 8vo, cloth, 18, net; Ump leather, 29, 8d, net.

Wise, Witty, and Tender Sayings, in Prose and Verse. Selected

from the Works of Georoe Huror, New Editlon. Feap. 8vo, Be, 04,

ELLIS,
Barbara Winslow, Rebal. By Brra Ertxs. Crown 8vo, 65
Madame, Will You Walk? Crown 8vo, 6s.
Blind Mouths, Crown 8vo, 6s.
The Moon of Bath, Crown 8vo, 6s.

ELTON. The Auguatan Ages, * Periods-of Enropean Litera-
fure.” By OLrvzr Brrow, MLA., Profesaor of English Literatars, Univorsity
Oollege, Liverpool. Orown 8vo, Bs. net,

EVERARD. History of the Rogfml and Ancient Golf Club, St
Andrews. By H. 8. C. Bverarp. Wilh Efght Coloured Portrails, and many
other Uniqne Iilustrations, Orown 4to, 218. net.

FAHIE. A History of Wireloss Tel_egmiphy. Including gome
Bare-wira Pmrpomls for Subaqueons Telageaphs. By J. J. Fanis, Member of the
Instituiion of Blenirical Mnglneers, London, and of the Roclété Internationnle
des Electriciens, Paris;: Author of ' A History of Eleairic Telegraphy tio tho
Year 1887," &3, With Illusirations, Third Bdition, Ravised. Orown 8vo, 6s.

FERGQUSSON. Bcots Poems. By Roperr Fmegusson. With
Photogravure Portrait. Pott 8vo, gilt top, bound in cloth, 18, net; leather,

1s, 6d. net,
FERRIER. Fhilogophical Remaing. Crown 8vo, 14s.
FLINT.

Philosophy as Scientia Seientiarum. A History of Classifica-
tlons of the Boienses. By Rompre Friww, D.D,, LL.D., Omresponding Membar
of the Insnitute of Prance, Hon. Member of the Roya! Noclety of Falerma, Fro
fesgor in tha University of Edinburgh, &e. 128, 0d. net. |

Btudies on Theological, Biblical, and other Bubjects. 7s. 6d. net,

Historical Philosophy in France and French Belgium and
Bwitzerland, 8vo, 21a.

Agnogticiam. Demy 8vo, 7s. 6d. net,

Theism. Being the Baird Leosare for 1876. Tenth Edition,
Reviged. Orown 8vo, 79, 6d.

Anti-Theistic Theories. Being the Baird Lecture for 1877,
Fitth Bditton. Orown 8vo, 108, 6d.

Sermons and Addresses, Demy Bvo, 7. 6d

FOREIGN CLASSIOR FOR ENGLISH READERS, Edited
by Mrs Quapmar, Prlee 1s, each neb, For List of Polumes, sea pages 2,

FORREST.
Historzeof'the Indian Mutiny, By O. W. Forrmer, O.LE,
Ex-Diractor of Records, Government of India. 2 vols., demy 8yo, 388, net,
Sepoy Generals: Wellington to Roberts. ith Portraits.

Orown 8vo, 05,
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FORSTER.
Where Angels Fear to Tread. By E. M. Forsrer. Crown

8vo, 65
The ﬁongeqt Journey. Crown 8vo, 68,

FOULIS.
Erchie: My Droll Friend. By Hvuar Fouris. Paper
covers, 8d. ; cloth, 1s_Bd. net.
The Vital Spark, Ilustrated. 1s. net.

FRANKLIN., My Brilliant Career. By Migs FraNguv,

Fomih Impression. Crown 8vo, 08,
FRABER.

Philosophy of Theiem. Belng the Gifford Lectures delivered
befora the TUmverstty of Hdinbumigh in 180406 By Anczawvmn QAMPBRLL

t FrascR, D.0.L, Oxford; Hmoiitus Professor of Loglo and Motaphysics in
the Universily of Bdinburgh Hecond Rdition, Rovised. Foat 8vo, 6. 6d, nots

Biographis Philosophica. In 1 vol demy 8vo, 6s. net.
RASER. Tho Marches of lindustan : The Record of a Journey
in Thlbeth'l‘nm-mmnlnynn India, Chinese Tuilkestan, Russien Turkestan, and

Porain Uy Davip Irastn  Wilh Illustiations, Maps, ond Sketches. Demy
8vo, £1, 12 net,

FRENCH COOKERY FOR ENGLISH HOMES. Third Im-

pression, COrown 8vo, Ump cloth, 28, 6d.  Also in hmp loather, 8.
FULTON. The Sovereignty of the Sea. An Iistorical Account

of the Qlamms to the ewcTusive Dominion of the British Seas and ot the Hvolu-
11on of the Territounl Waters, with special refeience to tho Righia of Fishing,
By T Wrxkvss Porioy, D, F R 8,18, With numeatous Illosiiations and Meps.
Demy 8vo [T the press.

GALLOWAY. Siudies in the Philosophy e?;ﬁ Religion. By

Gmorar @ALIoWAY, D Plul, B D. Demy 8vo, 7a. 0d, net.

GENERAL ASSEMBLY OF THE CHURCH OF SCOTLAND,

Scottich Hymnal, With AEpendix Incorporated. Published
for use In Chourches by Antharlty of the Goneral Assembly, 1, Lmrge typs,
cloth, red edgos, 28, 8d ; French 2 B i

) 48, gaols type, 1imp cloth, 1s.,
Fronch moroceo, 28, 5. Non) rsﬂtgpe, oloth, red edges, 6d.; Frenoh morooco,
18, 4d, 4, Paper covers, 3d. &, umhyﬁc'honl Editlon, Ffapnr covery, 1d.,
oloth, 2d. No. 1, hound with the Paalme and Paraphrases, Fianch moroodo, 8s.
Ne. 9, bound with t_he Paalmg and Eaz-aphxnsn, cloh, 33,5 Hremoh TMOTO0ED, ta.
Pmsyers for Social and Fo.mﬂ{l Worship. Prepared by a
ecia]l Qommiihoe of the General Assembly of the Chursh of Sootland Engmly
aw Edlfion, Rovised and Enln'ﬂgd. Peap, 8vo, red adgen, 18 6d. nat.
Praﬁyera for Family Worship. A Seleotion of ¥our Weeks'
rayacs. Now Edltlon, Anthorised bz {he General Azgembly of the Chursh of
Baoblsnd. Woay, 8vo, rad edgea 18, net.

One Hondred Prayers, Prepared by the Committee on Aids
to Devotion, 18mo, aloth limp, 6d,

Morning and Evening P Affixing to Bibles.
by hhngOommmten on Alde ng ngeoIEuﬁ?rld. for 6, org‘l). ]Enlrblgg Prepared

Prayers for Soldiers and Sailors, Prepared by the Committee
on Aflds to Devotlon  Thirtieth Thousand = 16mo, eloth limps 2d. net,

Prayers for Sailors and Fisher-Folk. Prepared and Published
:ﬁmﬁmnﬂm of the Goneral Assembly of the Ohurch of Scotiand. Feap. Bvo, 1s.
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GERARD,
Reats: What's in w Nawe. By E D, Gurarp. Cheap
Haitton. Crown 8vo, 3a. 84,
Beggar my Neighbour, Cheap Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.
The Waters of Hercules. Cheap Edition. Orown 8vo, 3a 6d.
A Sensitive Plant. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

GERARD.
Honour's Glassy Bubble. By E. Grrarp, Crown 8vo, 69,
A Foreigner, An Auglo-German Study. Crown 8vo, 6s.

GERARL.
One Year. By DororaEa G=mrarp (Madame Longard de
Longgarde). Orown 8vo, 6s.
The Impediment. (rown 8vo, 8a.
A Bpotless Reputation. Third Edition. Orown 8vo, 68
The Wrong Man., Second Edition, Crown 8vo, @a,
Ladv Bahy Cheap Fdition. CQrown 8vo, 33 6d. Cheap
Bditlon, roysl 8vo, paper eovor, 8d.
Recha, Crown 8vo, @s.
A Forgotten Sin. Crown 8vo, 6a.
GIBBON.
Souls in Bondage. By Prrogvar GiBeoN, Crown 8vo, 6s.
Cheap Bdition, royal Bvo,‘,pn or cover, 0d.
The Vrouw Grobelaar’s Leading Cases. Crown 8vo, 6s.
GILL. The CHClyProblom, By RiogaRd GIiin. 2 vols. crown
8vo, 58, neb enah.
GILLANDERS. Forest Entomology. By A. T. CHLLANDERS,
P88, With Ilusirations, Crown 8vo. [fn the press.
GILLESPIE. The Humour of Scottish Life. By Very Rev. Joan

GrLumsriz, LE.D. Orown 8vo, 88. 6d. nal.

GLASGOW BALLAD CLUB. Ballads and Poems. By Mam-
BRRA OF THE Grascow Barran Ocue. Orown Bvo., Te. Od. net.

GLEI(I}. f';l‘he Subaltern. By Rev. G. R. Grrie. Foap. 8vo,
8. net,

GRAHAM,

Manual of the Elections (Scot.) (Corraps and Illegal Praoctices)
Art, 1800, With Analysis, Belative Act of Sedarunt, Appendix containing the
Qorrupt Practices of 1888 and 1885, and Qoplons Index. By J. Epwarp
GRAHAY, Advoeate. 8vo, 4u, 6d.

A Manual of the Acts relating to Education in BScotland.
{Pourded on that of the late Mr Oralg Sellar.) Demy 8vo, 181,

ORAHAM anp PATERSON. True Romances of Scotland. By
GRANI_BDMAJ:TOME Gramax and B, Parenson. Iusirations. Crown §vo, s, nek,

A Domestio Experiment. By Baram Gmanp, Author of
!The Heaverly Twins,' 'Idealn: A Study from Life.' Ornwn 8vo, 05,

Sinlpéulurly Deluded. Orown 8vo, 68,

In Furthesf Ind. The Narrative of Mr-EpwARD QARLYON of
Ellswether, In the Oounty of Worthampbon, and 1ste ot the Honourable Eaat Indis
Qompany's Service, Gentieman. Wrote by 'hia own hand in the yoar of grace 1697,
RBdited, with s, fow Explanatory Notes. By Svonzy O. Guies. Posh 8vo, s,
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GRIER.
Hma Ez%sellancy’s Englich Governess. Third Impression, Cr

A4
An Uncrowned King: A Romance of High Polities, Third

Improgsion. Orown 8vo, €,
Peace with Honour, Third Impression, QOrown 8vo, 6s.
A Crowned Queon: The Romsnoce of a Minister of State.
_.Third Impression. Qrown 8vo, 08, .
Like Another Helen. Second Impression Crown 8vo, 8s.
The Kinlgs of the Eagt: A Romance of the near Future.

Bacond Impression. Orowa 8vo, 6s.
The Warden of the Marches. Third Impression. Crown
8vo, 68. Cheap Edltion, papex cover, 0d.

Thg ';Pgince of the Oaptivity., Second Impression. Crown
va, 08.

The Advanced-Guard. Third Impression. Crown 8vo, 68,

The Great Proconsul: The Memoirs of Mra Hester Ward,

formerly in the fenuly of the Hon, Warren Hostings, Hsqutrs, Inte Govewcor-
General of Indin. CGrown 8vo, 6a.

The Heir. Crown 8vo, 6s.

The Power of the Kays. With Illustrations by A. PeAnrck.
Third Impession.  Crown $vo, Ge.

The: L?::ters of Warren Hastings to his Wife. Demy 8vo,
8, nel

QRIERSON. The First Half of the Seventeenth Century.

Pennods of Baropean Literatwe.) By Professor H. J, 0. GricreoN, Ciown
vo, 8. netb.

GRIFFIN,
TLady Sarab’s Deed of Gift. By E. Acerruna GrirrN. Crown

8vo, Ga.
A Sv;rv:.nt of the King. Crown 8vo, 6s.
GROOT.
Jan Van Dyck. By J. Morean-DE-GRoor. Crown 8vo, Gs.
The Bar Sinister. Crown 8vo, 6s.
A Lotus Flower. Crown 8vo, 6s.

HAMLEY.

The OSerationn of War Explained and Ilostrated. By
Genoral Sir Aowarp Brouos Hawmwev, K.0 B, K.0.M.G. Recond Rdition of
Fifth Edition. With Maps and Plens, 4bo, 80s Also in 2 parfa: Parb L,
108, 6d,; Part IT,, 218,

A New Edition, brought up to the latest requirements. By
Jolonel 1. B, Kiaarir, 4lo, with Maps end Plans, 808

Thg.maa QOarlyle: An Kssay., Second Heition. Crown 8vo,

On (')ui'.postn. Second Edition 8&vo, 2s.

Lody Leo’s Widowhood. New Edition. (rown 8vo, 28

Our Poor Relations. A Philozoio Eseay., With Illustrations,
ahlefly by Rrmest Griset,  Orown Bvo, cloth gilt, 88, 6d.

HANNAY, The Later Renaissance. ¢ Periods of European

Literature,” By Divio BANNAY. Orown Bvo, §8. net.
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HARRADEN.
Shilgs that Pags in the Night. By BraTrion HarRADEN.
ustrated Bdition, COrown 8vo, 8s. 6d.

The Fowler, IlNustrated Edition. Orown 8vo, 3s. 82, Cheap
Rdition, paper covor, 6d.

In Varying Moods: Short Stories. Illustrated Editiom.
Qrown 8vo, Bs, 6d.

Untold Tales of the Past, With 40 Illustrations by H. R. Millar.
Square erown fvo, gllt top, §a, neb.

Katharine Frensham. Orown 8vo, 6s. Cheap Edition,
paper cover, 6d.

8.
The Disappearance of Dick. By Warrer B. Harnms, With

17 Mustrations, Orown 8vo, 6s,

The Onreer of Harold Ensleigh. Crown 8vo, 6s.
HARTLEY. Wild Sport with Gun, Rifle, and Salmon-Rod. By

Gizrarp W, Hanroey,  With numerous Illnstrallons in phologravure and half-
tone from drawings by G. E, T.onos and others, Demy 8vo, 65, net,

HAY. “Pip.” By Iax Hay. Crown 8vo, és.
HAYLLAR. Nepenthes. By Frommnce Havinsr. Crown

8vo, 0s.

HEMANS.
The Poetical Works of Mrs Hemans. Copyright Edition,
Royal 8vo, with ¥ngravings, oloth, gllh edges, 6a.

Select Poems of Mrs Homans, Feap, cloth, gilt edges, 33,
HENDERSON. The Young Estate Manager’s Guide. By

RioEArDp HenpmRioN, Momber (by Bramination) of the Royal Agrieultural

feby of Hugland, the Highlsnd and cultural Bociety of Scoland, and
the Burveyors® Imstitution.” With an Introduotion by R. Patrick Wright,
¥.B.B.H,, Protessor of Agriculturs, Glasgow and West of Bootland Teohnical
COollaga. With Plous and Diagrame. Orown 8vo, §8.

HENDERSON. The Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border. By Sir
Warres Scorr, A Now RBdition. Edited by T. ¥, Henderson, Author of tA
History of Scoltish Vernacular Literature,” With a New Portralt of Sir Walter
Seott. In 4 vols., demy Bvo, £2, 2s. nat.

HERFORD. Browning (Modern English Writers). By Professor

Herrokp, Orown 8vo, 26, 0d.

HERRKLESS sAnp HANNAY. The Coliege of St Leonard’s. By

Professor HERxLESS snd RosERT KERR HANNAY. Fost 8vo, 78, 6d. net.

HINTS ON HOCKEY. With Plans and Rules. New Edition

Feap. 8vo, 1s.

HOME PRAYERS. By Ministers of the Church of Sootland

and Members of tho Ohurch Sarvice Soclaty. Hecond Bdition. Feap, 8vo, B8,

HUME, The Globular Joitings of Griselda. By E. Dovoras
Hume. With Xlustrations, Demy 8vo, 108, not.

HUME. Dialodues concerning Natural Religion. By Divip
HuME, %.ﬂpnntetl, with an Introductlon by Bruor MBwrow, D.I'hil. Crown
8vo, 36, 6d. neh.
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HUNT. A Ha.nd}s" Vocabulary: English-Afrikander, Afrikander-
Hngllsh, For the TUse of Finglish-speaking People in Sonth Ah']un. By G. M. &.
Huwz, Small 8vo, 1a

HUTCHINSON. Hints on the Game of Golf. By Horicx G.
Hurommgon, Twelfth Bditlon, Revised. Feap. 8vo, sloth, 1s.

HUTTON. Italy and the Ttalians, By Eowarp Hurron. With
Mlustralions, Second Bdition. Large crowm 8O, 88.

IDDESLEIGH. Life, Letters, and Diaries of Sir Stafford North-
aobe, Pirab Earl of Iddesisigh. By Axprew LaNa. With Thres Portraits and &
Yiew of Pynes  Third Bdition, 9 vols, post 8vo, 81a. 84,
PoPULAR PDUTON. With Porlralh and View of Pynes, Post 8vo, 3a. 6d.

TINNES.
Free Church Union Case. Judgment of the Housa of Lords.
With Introduction by A, TAvLor Inwms, LT.D, Demy 8vo, la. net

The Law of Creeds in Scotland, A Treatise on the Rela-
1ioma of Churches in Scotland, Butablished and nob Ratablwhed, to the Clvil Taw.
Demy §va, 108, not

INTELLIGENCE OFFICER.

On the Heels of De Wet. By TrE INTELLIGENOE OFFICER.
Sixth Impression. Ciown 8vo, 68, Cleap Mciron, royal Bvo, paper cover, 8d.

The Boy Galloper. With Illustrations. In 1 vol. er. 8vo, 6s.
The Yellow War. Crown 8vo, 6s, Cheap Edition, paper

covel, Od
A Subaltern of Horse. Crown 8vo, 63.
]'.RON% The Paychology of Fthics. By Davip Imons, M.A,

.D., Professor of Philosophy m Bryn Mawr College, Peun, Orown 8vo,e. net.

JAMES. Willism Wetmore Story end his Friends. From
TLatters, Diarien, and Reoollegtlons, By Hmawmy JAuMEd, With 2 Portreits, In
two vols, post 8vo, 248, net.

JAMES.

Modern Strategy. By Lieul.-Col. Warzer H. Jawms, P.8.0.
late BB With 6 Maps, Socond Edition, thoronghly revised and bronghy
ap o date. Royal 8vo, 16s. net.

The Ca,m?a,ign of 1815, chiefly in Flanders. Demy 8vo,

10a. 6d. nai
The Development of Tactics from 1740 to the Present Dey.
Demy 8vo. [In the press.
JOHNBTON.

Elements of Agrioultural Ghamism(']y. An entirely New
Rdition from the Hditlon by Sir Omantxs A. OAuwrow, M.D,, P.R.UB.I &a.
Rovised and bronght down to dnuasl':.{ O, M, Arxmaw, M.A,, B.fo., F.RA.E,
%‘lmauor of Chernistry, Glasgow Vetorluavy Opllege. 17th Haltion. Orown 8vo,

Ostechiam of Agrioultural Chemistry, An ex;tirelg New Edi-
tlon from dhe Wdltlow by Bir Omanrzs A, OAwERON. Revised and Enlarged

by O, M. ArxMax I.Aby&c. 96th Thomsand. Witk nomercus Illustrations,
Grown 8vg, 15,
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JOHNSTON. Agrionitaral Holdings (Scotland) Aoss, 1883 to
1900; and the Ground Game Act, 1880, th Nobes, and Summary of Frosednrs,
.:e. Ony O:mworm N. Jorwsrow, M.A., Advocate, Fifth Hditlon, Demy
vo, 08, no

JOKAL Timar's Two Worlds. By Mavrug JogAr. Authorised
Translation by Mrs Hroax KxnnarD. Ohesp Rditlon. Orown Bvo, fs.
JONES. A Maid of Normandy: A Romance of Versailles, By

DorA M. Joxgs, Crown 8vo, 65,

KENNEDY. Hurrah for the Life of a Sailor ! Fif ¥nY ears in the
Raoyal Na:,g. By Admiral 8ir WiLrzam Knwwepy, K.0,B. th Ilusirations
from Sketokes by fhe Author. Fifth Impression. Demy 8vo, 1%, 64,
Oesairne Eorrion, emall demy 8vo, 6a.

KER. The Dark Ages. *“Periods of Eurcpean Literature.” By

Professor W. P. Kxr. In 1 vol. crown 8vo 3a. net,

KERR.
Memories: Grave and Gey. By Jomy Kuzer, LL.D. With
In?renﬁufx e:nd other Nlustrations, Cheaper Editlon, Mnlarged., Orown 8vo,

Other Memories : Old and New. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d, net.

KINGLAKE.
History of the Invasion of the Orimea, By A. W. KiNeLAKE,
Complete in # vols,, orown 8vo, Oheap reissue at 3, 8d, each,
a— Abridged Edition for Military Students. Revised b
Lieut.-Ool, Bir Gzorak SYDENHAM OLARKE, K.G.M.&., R.H. Damy 8vo, 158, ne!
e Aflag t0 a6company above. Nolio, 98. net.

History of the Invasion of the Crimea. Demy 8vo. Vol. VI
Winter Troubles. Wibh & Msp, 168, Vols. VIX. and VIIL From the Morrow of
Inkerman to the Death of Lozd Raglan. With an Index to the Whole Work,
With Maps and Plans, 28z . )

Bothen. A New Edition, uniform with the Cabinet Edition
of the *History of the Invasion of the Orimea.’ 88,

OmxiPER Kprmion. With Poriralt aud Biographleal Skefich of the Anthor,
Orown 8vo, 2a. 0&. nat,

EKNEIPP. My Water-Oure. As Tested through more thsn
Thirty Yoars, and Described for the Hoaling of D and the Prassrvation of
Health, By SgpasriaN Enmipr. With 8 Portralt and other Ilustrations,
Anthoriged Bnglish Tranelation from the Th h G Hditlon, by A.de F.
With an Appesndix, contsining the Latest Developments of Pfarrer Knelpp's
Hyatemn, and 8 Preface by B. Gerard, Orown Bvo, 8a. &d.

LANG.
A History of Scotland from the Roman Occupation. By
ANDREW . Vol. Y. With a Photogeavure Frontispiece and Four Maps.

Socond Edition. Demy 8vo, 188, nat,
Vol, II. Witk a Photogravure Frontlaplece, 15, nat.
Vol, III. With a Photogravurs Frontispiece. 168, net,
Yol. IV, Withe Photoﬁ-wu.r'e Frontisplece. " 20a. net.
Tennygon. “Modern English Writers,” 2nd Ed. Cr.8vo,2s, 6d.
Life, Letters, and Diaries of Sir Stafford Northoote, Firat
Earl ot 1ddesleigh. With Thras Portralts and 8 View of Pynes, Third Bdition,
4 vola, post Bvo, Sls. 6d.
POPULAT XpirioN, With Portratt aud View of Pynes. Post Bva, 88, 6d.
The Highlands of Bootland in 17560. From Manuscript 104
{n the King's Library, Britlch Muesum. With an Introduction by Anprxw Laxa,
Orown &va, 56, net,

R
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LANG.

The Expansion of the Christian Life. The Duff Leocture
for 1897 By the Rav. J. MansmaLy LaNg, D D,, Principal of {he Univeisity of
Abherdean. Chrown Bvo, Bs.

Th?Dr Church and its Social Misgion. Being the Baird Lecture

1001. Orown Bvo, 8z, ne,

LAWSON.

Brig.ish hEconomics in 1904, By W. R. LawsoN. Crown 8vo,
8. nat.

American Finance. Part First—~Domestic. Crown 8vo, 6s. net.

LEHMANN. Crumbs of Pity, and other Verses; to which are
added Six Lives of Great Men, Zby R. 0. Lnuuany, author of ‘ Anm Fugaces,’
&o, OLown 8vo, 58. neb.

LEIGHTON. The Life History of Britizh Serpents, and their
Looal Distribution m the Britih Isles, By Gurirp B. Lmemror, M.D, With
50 Illustrations, Crowa 8vo, Bs, net.

LEISHMAN. The Westminster Directory. Edited, with an Intro-
ductnon and Notes, by the Very Rev. T\ LeisamMax D D, Orown 8vo 4s, net.

LINDBAY.

Recent Advances in Theistio Philosoph% of Religion. By Rev.
Jauzs Linpsay, M.A., B.D,, B.8c,, F.R 8.E,, P G.8,, Mimator of the Parish of
Bt Andrew's, Kilmaynock. omy 8vo, 128. ad, net.

Thg P:ogressiveness of Modorn Ohristinn Thought. Crown
V0, 08,

FBssays, Litorary and Philosophioal. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.
The Significance of the Old Testament for Modern Theology,

Qrown 8vo, 1s. net.

Thgl. Te:ohing Function. of the Modern Pulpit. Crown. 8vo,
ael

“TINESMAN.” Words by an Eyewitnesa: The Stru %19 in
Natal, éBy "GI:uwsm." Mleventh Immession, with Three Additional Ghaptiors.
Qrown 8vo, 6s.

LITURGIES AND ORDERY OF DIVINE SERVICE
(CHUROH SERVION SOOIETY). .

The Second Prayer Book of King Edward the Sixth (1552).
‘With Historesl Introduction snd Notes by the Rev. H. J. WOTHERSPOON, M, A.,
of 8t Oswald's Edinbmgh; and T Lrturey or ComproMIsn, Used m the
HEnglish Congagation at %J‘mukforh. Trom nun Unpublished MS. Rdied by the
Rev G, W. orT, D.D., of North Berwick. 4s. nat

Book of Common. Order. Commonly called Knox’s Liturgy.
Bdited by Rev. &. W, 8proTT, D D, 44, 0d nob. .

Seottish Liturgies of the Beign of James VI. Edited by Rev.
@. W. SpporT, D.D. 48, nafl

Liturgy of 1637. Commonly called Laud’s Liturgy. Kdited
by the Rev. Professor CoorrR, D.D. 7Ta. 64 netb.

The Westminster Directory. Edited by Very Rev. T. Lemse-
MAN, D.D. 43, net, .

Euchologion, A Book of Common Order: Being Forms of
Prayor, and Administration of the Sacraments, and other Ordinances of the

Church. Xdlbed by the Rev, @ W. Serorr, D.D., of North Berwiek. 4s.8d neb.
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LOBBAN. An Anthology of EnElish Verse from Chaucer to the
Present. Day. By J. H. Loupawn, M, Orown §vo, gilt top, bs.

LOCKHART.
Doubles and guits. By Laurenor W, M. LooxaaRT. Cheap
Iditlon. Royal 8vo, paper covers, 6d.

Mine is Thine. New HEdition. Crown 8vo, 23, 6d.

LORIMER. The Author’s Progress: or, The Literary Book of
the Road. By Apam Lormen. Crown 8vo, 8. net.

LYNDEN -BELL. A Primer of Taoctics, Fortification, Topo-
graphy, and Military Law. By Lieut.-Cclonel 0. P. LyNpEn-BBLL, ith
Diagrams, Orown 8vo, 8s. net.

MABRBIE.
Esaals:e on Natore and Culture. By Hammron WaicET MABIE,
With Povtrait, Feap. 8vo, #s. 6d.

Books and Qulture. Foap. 8vo, 3u. 6d.

M‘AULAY. The Safety of the Honours, By Arraw M'Avrav.
Grown 8vo, 0a.

MAQODONALD. A Manna!l of the Criminal Law (Beotland) Pro-
coduro Act, 1887. By NormAx DoBanw Maiopowarp, Revised by the Lomp
Juarroe-OLERK. 8vo, 108. 6d.

MACEKAY. The Return off the Emigrant. By Lypia Mmnes

Maioxav, Orown 8vo, 63,

MACKENZIE. Studies in Boman Law. With Compsrative
Views of the Lawe of Frencs, "“5"“" and Rootland. By Lorp Mackexz:
one of the Judges of the Qourt of Sesaion in Bcotland, Beventh Editlon, Edit
by Jomw KirEpATRIOR, M.A., TL.B., Advocate, Professor of History in the

miversity of Rdinburgh. 8va, 218,

MACLEQD. The Doctrine and Va.lidit{ of the Ministry and
Sacraments of the Natlonnl Ohurech of Scotland. By the Very Rev, Dowviip
Macreop, D.D. Beirg ths Baird Lectnre for 1508, wa 8vo, 68, net,

MACPHERSON,
Books to Read and How to Read Them. LBy Hxcror Mao-

eaERSON, Socond Impression, Qrown 8vo, 85, 6d. no
A Century’s Intellectual Development. Crown 8vo, 6s. net.

MACPHERSON. A Century’s Progress in Astronomy. By

HzoToR MaorneRsoN, Jun. Bhort demy Bvo, 6, not,

]
MAIN. Three Hundred English Sonnets. Chosen and Edited
by Davip M, Mamy, New Edition. Feap, 8vo, Ba, 6d.
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MATR.

A Digest of Laws and Decirions, Ecolesiastieal and Civil,
relal :i? to the Oonetitntion, Fractice, and Affaira of tho Ohurch of Rcofland.
With Notes and Forms of Procedurs. By the Rev. Witriam Main tely

D.D., 1
ﬁiulgdmr oi the Parish of Earlston. New Hdition, Revised. Inl Vol arawn 8&vo,
8. 6d. ne

Speaking ; or, From Voice Production to the Platform and
Polptt, Third Hditlon, Revised. Crown 8vo, 84,

MARSHMAN. History of India. From the Earliest Period to

the prosent time. By Jomw Orark Mansamaw, O.8.1. Third and Cheaper
Rdiklon. Post 8vo, with Map, 6a,

MARTIN.

Poems of Gliacomo Leopardi. Translated by Sir . TEEODORE
Manmn, X,0.B, Orown 8vo, &g, net.

The Mneid of Virgil. Books L-VI. Translated by 8ir Traro-
pors ManmiN, E.0.B. Post 8vo, 7s, 6d.

Goethe’'s Fanst. Part I. Translated into Endgliah Verse.
Socond Bdition, crown 8vo, 62, Minth Raition, feap. 8vo, 8s. 6d.

Goethe’s Faust. Part IL. Translated into English Verse.
Socond Bdition, Revised. Foap. 8vo, 6a.

The Works of Horace. Translated into English Verse, with
Lifo and Notes, 2 vols, New Hditlon. Qrown 8vo, 21s,

Poems and Balleds of Heinrich Heine. Done into English
Verse, Third Hdition. Small erown Bvo, 8.

The Song of the Bell, and other Translations from Behiller,
Gosthe, Uhland, and Others. Orown 8ve, 74. 8d.

Ms.donnaegia. : A Tragedy ; and Three Other Dramas. Orown

€vo, T8,

Catullus. With Life and Notes. Second Edition, Revized
and Qorrected. Pogt 8vo, 7s. 6d.

The * Vita Nuova’ of Dante. Translated with an Introduction
and Notes. Fourth Rdition. Small arown 8vo, 5g.

Aladdin: A Dramatic Poem. By Apim OTHLENSOELAEGER,
Foap. 8vo, bs.

COorreggio: A Tragedy. By OFHLENSCHLAEGER. With Notes,
Feap. 8vo, 85,

Helena Faucit (Lady Martin), By Sir TurEopore MarmN,

E.0.B,, B.0.V.0. With Five Fhotogravurs Plates, Sacond Bdition, Demy 8vo
303, 6, noh,

MARTIN. On some of Shakegpeare’s Femsls Characters. By

Hpvzwa Favarr, m‘q'{ MARTIN, icated by permission to Her Most Grocious
Mojesty ﬂt;) Q\um.a 7“: lo g:‘orhuib by Lehmann. Hoventh Bdition, with a new
emy Bvo, 78, 6d.



William': Blackwood & Sons, 21

B
h )

MATHESOR.

Oan the Old Falth Live with tho New1 or, The Problem of
Evolution and Revelatlon. By the Eev. Groraw Matmzsow, D,D. Third Bdi-
tlon, Crownm 8vo, 7s, 6d.

The Psalmist and the Scientist ; or, Modern Value of the Reli-
glous Sontimen, Third Bditlon. Crown 8vo, 5t.

Spiritnal Development of 8t Paul. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8vo, 5s.
The Distinotive Messages of the Old Religions. Second Edi-
tlon. Crown Bvo, b8,

Sacred Songs. Third Edition. QOrown 8ve, 2a. éd.
MAUGHAM. Richard Hawkwood. By H. N. Mavemm. A

Romance. Orown 8vo, 6s.

MAXWELL

Dumfries and Galloway. By Right Hon. Sir Hurszrr
MaxwaeuL, Barh, Being one of the Yolumes of the Countly Histories of Scotland.
With Pour Maps. Second Hdition. Demy 8vo,78. 6d. neb,

Beottish Land-Nomes: Their Origin and Meaning. Being
the Rhind Lectures in Archesclogy for 1808, Posh Bvo, 68,

Thew Oléseva.lier of the Splendid Orest. Third Edition. Orown
o, 08,
MAXWELL. In Malay Forests. By Grorae Maxwerr. Crown

8vo, 6a. neb.

MELDRUM.
The Conquest of Charlotte. By Davip 8. Mmoprum, Third
Tmpressfon. Orewn 8vo, 6s.
Holland and the Hollanders. With numerous Ilustrations
and a Mop. Becond Editlon. Bgquare 8vo, 8p.
The Story of Margrédel : Being a Fireside Hiztory of a Fife.
ghire Family. Cheap Edltlon Orown 8vo, 88, 6d.

Grey Mantle and Gold Frings. Crown 8vo, 6a.

MELLONE. .
Studies in Philosophical Criticism and Construction, By
Svowey Hupnerr MELLONE, M.A. Lond., D.Ba. Edin. Posb 8vo, 10s, 64. net.
Leaders of Religious Thought in the Nineteenth Century.
COrown 8vo, 08. net.

An Introductory Text-Book of Logie. Second Edition, Re-

vised, CUrown 8vo, ba.

MERZ. i pean Th b 1 i Cen-
Z ;ﬁf?l{?&l‘%ﬁnﬁufﬁm Vol 10115)]:" Bv':. %ﬂegﬁ?wnth
ol. I1., 168, net.

MEYNELL. John Ruskin. “Modern Er:s;li.sh Writers.” By Mrs

Mevrann, Third Impression. Orown 8vo, 28.

MICHIE, The Englishman in China during the Victorian Era.
As Tlinstrotod in the Life of Sir Rutherford Aleosk, K.C.B., D.0,L. By ALmx.
AN’:IIE Mriomg. With Iilustrations, Portraits, and Meps. 2 vols, demy 8vo, B8,
na 3

MICKLETHWAIT. The Licensing Act, 1904 By St J. G-

MicrusTEWAIT, M.A)y B.0.L., Barrister-at-Law, Crown 8vo, 2, 6d. net,
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MILL.
The Colonel Sahib. ANovel. By Garrzrr Mumiz, Second

Impression. Crown 8vo, 88.
Ottavia, Second Impression. Crown 8vo, 6s.
Mr Montgomery : Fool. COrown 8vo, 8s.
In the Hands of the Czar, Crown 8vo, 6s.
The Cardinal’s Secret. Crown 8vo, 6s.

MILLAR. The Mid-Eighteenth Century. * Periods of European
Literatura,” By J. H. Miztar, Crown 8vo, 68, net.

MILN. A Woman and Her Talent. By Loumr Jorpaw Mirx,

Crown 8vo, 6s

MITOHELL. The Scottish Reformation. Being the Baird
Looture tor 1899, By the late Arsxawper ¥, MrrommLL, D.D,, LL.D. Bdited
D, Hay Tomang, LILD,  With & Blographical Skefch of the Authar, by

James Ohristie, D,D. Crown 8vo. 6a,

MODERN ENGLISH WRITERS. In handy crown 8vo
volumes, tastefully bound, price 9. 6d. each.
Matthew Arnold. By Professor Sirnrseury, Second Im-

TEsHL0N,.
R. i Stevenson. By L. Corr CorxrorD. Saecond Impression,
John Ruskin. By Mrs Meyysir. Third Impression,
Tennyson. By Anprew Lina. Second Edition.
uxley. By Epwarp Cronn.
Thackeray. By OHARLES WIIBLEY.
Browning. By Prof. C. H, Herrorp.
In Preporation.
@uoran Arror, By A. T Quillor-Couch, | Froups. By Johu Oliver Hobbes.

MOIRB. Life of Mansie Wauch, Tailor in Dalkeith. By D. M.
Mo, With OroixsaaNk'S Nustrations, Ohesper Hdition. Crown 8vo, 2a. 6d.
MOMERIE.
Dr Alfred Momerie. His Life and Work, By Mrs Mowmarrz.
Damy 8vo, 12a. 8. net.
The Origin of Evil, and other Sermons, By Rev. ALFRED
:vaﬁ:us Momenm, M.A, D.Sp., LL.D. Eighth Edition, Bnlarged. Orown
Personality, The Beginning and End of Metadpl}lyaios and a Nes
cemnary Assumphion in all Poeibive Philosophy. Fifth Bd., avlaatf. Or, 8vo, 8.
Agnogticism. Fourth Edition, Revised. Orown 8vo, b,
Prenching and Hearing ; and other Sermons, Fourth Edition,
Bnlarged. Orown 8vo, &8,
Belief in. God. Fourth Edition, Orown Bvo, 81,
The Future of Religion, and other Essays Second Edition,
Orawn 8vo, 8. 8d,
The English Ohurch and the Romish Schism. Second Edition.
Crown 8vo, 28 dd
§ Essays on the Bible. Crown 8vo. [In the press.
MONTAGUE. Militar Topogmpl}y. Tlostrated by Practiosl
Bxamplos of » Practical Bubjech™ By Major-Gerveral W. W, Monraau®, O.B.,
2.8.0,, 1abe Gazrison Instructor Inbolligence Dephrtment, Author of * Osmpaigns
ing in South Afrlea.’ ‘With Forty-one Diagrama. Oro¥n Bvo, 5a.

MON’%AGUE. Tales from the Talmud. By G. R. MonNTAGUR.

rown 8vo, §8.
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MUNRO. The Daft Days. By Nuw Muxro. Crown 8vo, 6.

Uniform Edition Novels.

John Splendid. The Tale of a Poor Gentleman and the Little
Wars of Lorn, Sixth Impression, Qrown 8vo, 85, 6

Ohlél‘%ren of Tempest: A Tale of the Outer Isles. Crown

Shoes of Fortune Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.
The Lost Pibroch, and other Sheiling Stories, Fourth

Impression. Qrown Bvo. 88, 6d.
oom, Oa.st.le. A Romance. Second Impression. Crown

8vo, &
Gilian the Drea.mer Crown 8vo, 8. 6d.

MUNRO.

Rambles and Studies in Bosnia-Herzegovina and Dalmatis.
By Ropmrr MunRe, M.A.,, M.D.,, LL.D., F.R.8.H. Sscond Hdition, Revired
and HEnlarged. With munemns iiluntnﬂons Demy 8vo, 123, 6d. net.

Preh:stone Problems. With numerous INustrations, Demy

8vo, 108, nef.

MUN. B.O On Voluation of Property. Wiriam Muxgro
er Majeaty's Aagossor of Rallways and Onnu.la for Hootland. Beoomi
Ed.ihlon. Ravised and Bnlargsd. 8vo, 88, 6d.

MY TRIVIAL LIFE AND MISFORTUNE: A Cossip with
no Plot in Partloular, By A Poarv Wonaxw, (heap .Ildmon. Qrowa 8vo, B, 6a,

By the Samm ATTPHOR,
POOR NELLIE. OCheap Edition, Orown 8vo, 35, 8d,

MYRES. AManual of Clasgical Geography. By Jomw 1. My=zs,
Crown &vo, {In the press.

NEWCOMBE. Village, Town, and Jungle Life in India By

A. G, NewcoMsR, Demy Svo, 125, 6. neb.

NICHOLSON anp LYDEEKKER,

A Manusl of Palmontology, for the Use of Students. With a
General Introductlon ou the Primciples of Palaunhola g&?tamot H,
Arreyss N1oeorsoN and Riomimrp Lyprrrea, B. '_lﬁur , entirely

and greatly Enlarged. 2 vola. 8vo, ds. sn

NICOL '.B,ecent A.rohaaology and the Bible. Being the Croall

the Bov THEOMAS Nmo:g D.D,, Profezsor of Divinity

lmi .Bi'bl!ual G‘ o 1n the of A ; Al Anthor of ' Recent Bx.
plorations in Bible l‘.umdn. Demy fivo, 08, neb.

NISBET. The Forester : A Practical Treatise on British Forestry
and Arboriculture for Yandowners, Linnd Aponts, and Foresters. By JoBN
NrepeT, D.(Ee. In % volumes, Toynl 8vo, with 285 Illustrations, 42 net.

NOBLE-
The Ed e of Circumstance. By Epwarkp Nosrk. Crown 8vo,
8. Edif.ion, royal Bvo, paper covar, 6d.

Wa.ves of Fake. Crown 8vo, 64
Fisherman’s Gat: A Story of the Thames Estuaxy, Crown

8vo, 6a.
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NOYES.
Poems by Avrrrp Novzs., 7s. 6d. neb.

The Forest of W11d Thyme: A Tale for Children under Ninety.

COrown 8vo, 55, net.

Drake: An English Epio. Books L-III. Crown 8vo, s, net.

O. The Yellow War. By O. Crown 8vo, 6s. Cheap Tdition.
Royal 8vo, 6d.
OLIPHANT.

Masolln.m A Problem of the Period. A Novel. By LavrexNce
OuirmaNT B vole, post 8vo, s, 6d,

Piccadilly,. With Ilustrations by Richard Doyle. New Edi-
tlon, Be. 6d, Qheap Hdition, boards, 2.

Episodes in o Life of Adventuve; or, Mosx from a Rolling
Stona. Cheaper Hdifion, Post 8vo, 88. od
OLIPHANT.

The Autobmg]z; m?hy and Lettera of Mra M. O. W. Oliphant.

Arranged and d by Mrs Harry Coomrnr.  With Two I’ormﬁ:s. Cheap
Rdition. Orown 8vo, 6s.

Annals of a ‘E’ublishm%ﬂ ouge. William Rlackwood and his
Hons § Their Mugnzine and glﬁu Orreranr, With Four Portralta,
Third Hditlon, Demy 8vo. Vula I and I A2, 29,

A Widow's Tale, and other Stories. With an Introductory
Note by J. 3. Baumis, Becond Hdiflon, Orown Bvo, 6o

Katie Stewart, and other Stories. New Edition, CUrown 8vo,
olath, #a. 64,

Katle Stewart, Ilustrated bosrds, 2s. 6d.
Valentine and his Brother. New Edition. COrown 8vo, 38, 6d.
Sons and Daughters. Orown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

OMOND. The Romantic Trivmph, “Periods of European
Literature.” By T.H. Omown, Orown §vo, 53, net,

ONEILL. Songs of the GHlens of Antrim., By Morea O'NrmL.
Orown 8vo, 88, 6d.



v

William Blackwood & Sons, 25

PAGE.

Intermediate Text-Book of Geology. By Professor Laorworrh.
Founded on Dr Prge's ! Introductory Text-Book of Geology. Orown Svo, Bs.

Advanced Text-Book of Geology. New Edition. Revised and

anlarged by Professor LaPworTH, Crown 8ve. {1 the press,
Int;od;:.cgdory Toxt - Book of Physical Geography. Crown
Y0, 28, Od.

Advanced Text-Book of Physical Geography. Crown 8vo, bs.
Physioal Geography Examinator. Crown 8vo, sewed, 9d.

PARKER. Miss Lomax: Millionsire. By Brssmi PAgxEz.

Orown 8vo, 68,

PATERSON. Peggotts; or, The Indian Contingent. By Maz-

@ARET PaTErsor. Qrown 8vo, 6s.

PAUL. History of the Royal Company of Archers, the Queen's
Body-Gusrd for Sootland, By 8ir Jauzs Barroor PavL, Advogate of $he Scotbish
Bar. Orown 4to, with Portralts and other Ilustrations. 43, 2.

PEARSE. The Hearseys: Five Generations of an Anglo-Indian
Family. By Colonel Huax Prarsn. Demy 8vo, 158. nab,

PERIODS OF EUROPEAN LITERATURE, Edited by Pro-
foasor SAawvranuew. For List of Volumes, see page 2.

PHITOSOPHICAL OLASSICS FOB ENGLISH READERS.
Biited by Winuiax Emens, LL.D., Protessor of Moral Philosophy, University
of 8b Am{'own. Oheap Re-jssue in Shilling Volumos net,

[For List of Polumnss, ses pags 2.

POLLOK, The Course of Time : A Poem. By Romeer Porrox,
A.M, New Edition. With Portralt, Fcap. 8vo, gith tiop, 2a. 8d.

POLLOK. Studies in Practical Theology. By Azraw Porrox,
D.D., LL.D. Orown 8vo, &8, net.

PRESTWICH, Easays: Deseriptive and Biogra.phica.]. By
GRACE, Presrwion, Author of *The Herbonr Bar' sud ‘Engs,’ With a
Memolr by her sisber, Lovisa 3. Mizxs With Mlnstrations, Demy 8vo, 108, Bd.

PRINGLE-PATTISON.

Seottish Philoso?hy. A Compsarison of the Beoitish and
German Answers to Hume, Balfour Philosophles! Lectures, University of
Bdinburgh. By A, Sore PRINoLR-PArTiioN, LL.D., Professor of Logle and
Motaphysics In Hdinburgh Unfverstty. Third Bditlon. Ocown &vo. bs.

Hegelia.nism and Pergonality. Balfour Philosophical Lectures.

aoond Serlss, Recond Editlon, Orown 8ve, ia.

Man's Place in the Cosmos, and other Essays. Second Edition,
Tnlarged. Posh 8vo, Ba. net.

Two Lectures on Theism. Delivered on the occasion of the
Besquicontennial Qelebrabion of Princeton Univareity. Orown 8vo, 29 8d.

The Philos }i)hical Radicals and Other Essays, including

COhapters repiinted on the Fhilosophy of Religion in Ernt and Hogel. Orown
8vo, 6x. net.
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PUBLIC GENERAL STATUTES AFFECTING BCOTLA.ND
from 1707 to 1847, with Qhronalogleal Table and Index, B vola, large 8vo, £8, 84
Also Published Annuauy with Goneral Index,

QUESTION' OF C'OLOU'R A, A Btudy of South Africa.

Crown 8vo, 6. net.

RANJITSINHJL The Jubilee Book of Cricket. By Prinoe

RANIITRINHIL

Porvrar HorzioN, With 107 fullpage Illostrations, Sixth RHditlom. Large
crowx 8vo, 6u,

Brxpanyy HpiTioN. 'Wiih a selection of the Illustrations,

ROBERTSON.

The Poetry and the Religion of the Psalms, The Croall

Leoturas, 1898-84. JaMEs Roeremsow, D.D,, Professor of Orlental Languagos
in the University of glugow Domy 8vo, 12a.

ROBERTSON.

A History of German Literature. By JorNn G. RoBERTSON,
Profasgor of German, University of London, Demy 8vo, 108, 6d. nat,

Schiller after a Century. Crown 8vo, 28. 6d. net.

RONALDSHAY.

On the Outakirts of Empn-e in Agia. By the Eairy op
EONAI-DBEAY, P.B.G.8, With numerous Illustrations snd Maps. Royal 8vo,

Spo:-t a.nd Politics under an Eastern Sky. With numerous
Itustrations and Maps, Royal 8vo, 318, net.

RUTLAND.

Notes of an Irish Tour in 1846. By the Dukm or RUTLAND,
0.B. (Lord Jorx Mixwees). New Hdltion, Orown 8vo, 28. 6d.

OOrre ondence betweer the Right Honble. William Pitt
and (harles Duke of Rutland, Lord-Lieufenant of Ireland, 1781-1787. With
Introdunctory Note by Joax Durx or Rurrann, Bva, 7a 6d.

The Colleoted Writings of Janetta, Duchess of Rutland. With
Porixatt and IMustrations. & vols, post 8vo, 158, net.

Tmpressions of Bad-Homburg. Oom¥msmg & Short Acoount
of the Women's Assomations of Gaymany nnder the Red Orogs. By the Ducmmss
oF Rornaxy (luoy Joaw Maxwens), 8vo, 1s, 6d,

Some Personal Recollections of the Later Yea.rs of the Earl
of Beaconafield, K.@. Sixth Bdition,

Employment of Women in the Pnbho Service. 6d.
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RUTLAND.

" Bome of the Advanteges of Easily Accessible Reading and
Rooreatlon Rooms und Proe Librarles, With Remarks on Starting and Main.
taining thom. Bacond Bditlon. Orown &vo, 1s.

A Sequel to Rich Mgn’a Dwellings, and other Oconsional

Papers. Orown 8vo, 23. 6d.,

Encourzgin Experiences of Reading and Recreation Rooms,
ajrms “g 1 48, Nottingham Boolal Guide, Brieting Instlbutions, &e., &e.
own 8vo, 1s,

SATNTSBURY.

A History of Criticiam and Literary Teste in Eurog?. From
fhe Barliosh Texts o0 the Presont Day. By GEorar Sarwts»ury, M.A. (Oxon,)
Hon. LL.D, (Aberd.), Profensor of Rhetorlc and English Literature in the Univer
m;;y of f]edmb:gmh' In 8 vols, demy Bvo, Vol. T.—Olnssical and Medimval Qriti-
ofsm, 16s, net.

Vbl. IL.—From the Renaisganas to tho Decline of Fighteenth Century Ortho-

doxy. 20s, net.
Vol. I11.—Nineteenth Oenbury. 208. net.

Matthew Arnold. “Modern English Writers.” Second Edi-
tion. Crown Svo, 2. 6

The Flourizhing of Romance and the Rise of Allegory (1%th
and 18th Qenturies). ¢ Pariods of Kuropesn Literature.” Orown 6vo, 64. net.

The Earlier Renaisgance. * Periods of European Literature.”

CQrown 8vo, 88 net.

#*SCOLOPAX” A Book fkof the Snipe. By ScororAx.

Tlustrated. Crown 8vo, bs. ne

SOOTT. Tom Cringle's Log. By Miorarr Scorr. New Edition.
‘With 19 Full-page Iluatrations, Crowa 8vo, 38, 6d.

SOUDAMORE. Belgium and the Belgians, By Cyzm Souna-
wor®, With Dlustrabions. Square crown 8vo, 0a,

SELLAR. Recollections and Impressions. By E. M. Szrran.
'With Right Poriralts, Demy 8vo, 10s. 6d. net.

SETH. A Study of Ethioal PrinciPles. By Jamxs Bprm, M.A,,
Professor of Moral Philosophy in the University of Bdinbnrgh, Righth Bdition,
Revised. Post 8vo, 7a. 8d.

SHARPLEY. Aristophanes—Pax. Edited, with Introduction

and Notes, by H. SgARFLEY. Demy Bvo, 1%, 6d. nst

RBAW. Sacurities over Moveables. Four Lectures delivered at
the Request of the Boclety of Accountanis in Edinburgh, the Institute of Ac-
countants and Actunrles in Glasgow, and the Institnte of Bankers in Scotland,
in 1902-8. Demy 8vo, 81, 8d. n

SIMPSON. Ride-Lights on Biberia. Some account of the Great
Stberian Jron Road: Tho Prisons and Hxllo Bystem. By J. Y. Bnaryon, M.A,,
D.Be. W%th numergus Illustrations and » Map. Demy 8vo, 108,

SINOLAIR. The Thistle and Flewr de L%go: A Vocabulary of
Franco-Beotilsh Worde. By IzABen G. SIROLLIE, wn 8vo, 84, neb,
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SEKELTON. The Handbook of Public Health. A New Edltnou1
Revised by James Parrny anoumu..r. Advooate, Secrstary to the Lo
Gov b Board for Beotland, Joint- Author of * The Parish Oounml Guida for
Scotland,’ and ABIIAR Mumv, Chiot Qlerk of the Local Government Board for
Scotland, In Two Peits. Crown 8vo, Part I—The Public Health (Scotiznd)
Act, 1807, wilth Notes. 8s, 6d. net.

SKRINE. Tontenoy, and Great Britain’s share in the War of the

Augtulan Successmion. By F. H. 8gminn, With Map, Plans, and Hlugteations.
Demy 8vo, 21s, net.

SMITH.
The Transition Period. Penods of European Literature,
By G. Gregory Surrm.  Qrown Bvo, 58, net,

Spemmens of Middle Scots. Post 8vo, 7s. 6d. net.

SMITH. Retrievers, and how to Break them. By Lieutenant-
Qolenel Blr Hewry Bumrrm, E.0.B. With an Jntroduction by Mr 8. E, BrizLay,
Prosident of the Kennel Cinb. Dedlcated by special pormission to HLR.H. the
Duks of Qornwall and York, New Edition, enlarged. With additional Hilue-
trablons. Orown 8vo. 1s,

SNELL. The Fourteenth Century. *Periods of European

Literabura,” ByF. J. SNELL. COrown 8vo, 68, not.

“SON OF THE MARSHES, AP
From Spring to Fall or, ‘When, Life Stira. By A Hoxw or
e MangEes.” Ohea :? num-m Bdiwon, Orown 8vo, 8a. 8d.

Within an Hour of London Town : Amon% Wild Birds and
thelr Haungs, Edibed by J, A, Owrn, OCheap Uniform Hdition. Or. 8vo, 8. 6d,

With the Woodlanders and by the Tide. Cheap Uniform
Hdition. Crown 8vo, 8a, td.

On Surrey Hills, Cheap Uniform Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

An;mli Ofo B Fishing Village, Cheap Uniform Edition. Orown
Vo, BH .

SORLEY.

The Ethios of Naturalism, By W. B. SomLey, M.A.,, Felloaw
of Trinthy Jolleges, Oambridge, Professor of Mornl Philosophy, Um“rnlty of
Qambidge, Becond Ed\ﬁon Qrows 8v9,

Recent Tendencies in Ethics. Crown 8vo, 24, 6d. net.

SPROTTL.
The Worship snd Offices of the Church of Scotland, By
Gzoror W, Berorr, D.D,, Minister orNorhh Borwiek. Crown 8vo, 8s,

The Book of Common Order of the Church of Sooffla.nd, com-
monly kaown 28 John Enox's Litargy. With Historteal Introduction and Jllna.
trative Notes, Crown Svo, 4a. 84, net,

Seottish Liturgies of the Reign of James VI ZEdited, with
sn Introdunetion md Notes. Qrown Bvo, 48. neé,

Euoh%}ioglg.n. Book of Common Order. Crown 8vo,
» 110

8 Thm Sseen Tmpressi f Men, Citi d B By th
g Sop.: Tupressions of Men, Citien and Dpoks, DTpie
Wo'n.:: lavl:’hm“ geavara raproduction of OoIHez‘n Porlnlu. Memorial Td)-
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STEEVENS.
From Capetown to Ladysmith, and Egypt in 1898. Memorial
Edltfon,” Crown 8ve, és.
In India, With Map. Memorial Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s.

With Kitchener to Khartum., With 8 Maps and Plans,
Memorial Edition, Orown 8vo, 8s.

The Land of the Dollar. Memorial Edition, Crown 8vo, 6s.
Glimpses of Three Nations. Memorial Edition. Cr. 8vo, 6s.
Monologues of the Dead. Memorial Edition. Crown 8vo, 3. 6d.
With the Conquering Turk., With ¢ Maps. Ch.Ed. Cr. 8vo, 6s.

STEPHENS.

The Book of the Farm ; detailing the Labours of the Farmer,
Farm-Stoward, Ploughmean, Shepherd, Hoedger, Farm-Lahourer, Fiald-Worlker,
and Oathle-man. Tlusbrabed with numerons Portralbs of Animals and Engravings
of Implements, and Flans of ¥arm Buildings, Fonrth Editlon. Revised, nnd
in groat part Re-written, by Jamras Macpoxarp, F.RE,B., Becrstary Highland
and Agriculbural Boclety of Scotlsnd. Oomplete in 8ix Diviglonal Volumes,
bound In cloth, each 104. 8d., or handsomely bound, in 8 volumnos with leather
back and gilt top, £8, 35

STEWART. Heud Immemor. Reminiscences of Legal and
Soelal Lifs in Bdinburgh and London, 1850-1800. By Omanizs Brnwairr, With
10 Photogravure Plastes, Royal 8vo, 7o B2

STEWART axp OUFF. Practioal Nursing. By Isra STEwarr,
of 8t Bartholomew's Hoapital, London ; and Hspurr B. Qurr, M.D.,
B.R.0.8,, Medical Buporintendent North-Hastern Fgver Hoapital, Tottanham,
Tondon, With Dingrams., In 2 vola, crown 8vo.” Vol I~ Becond Hditdon,

8s. 64, mos, Vol. IL, 83, 8d. neb.

Also In 1 Volume, 68, net.

STIRLING. ] ) ]
Qur Regimentz in South Africa, 1899-1902. Their Racord,
bn;ad on the Despatohes, By JomN BrRniNg. Tn 1 vol, domy 8vo, 12s. 84
neb,
The Colonials in South Africa, 1899-1902. Their Record, based
on the Despatichos Demy 8vo, 10s. net.

STODDART. John Stuart Blackie: A Biogra%)hy. By Anna
M, Broppakr, PoPunaR Xprrioy, with Fortrait. Qrown 8vo, 8a. 6d.

STORMONTE.
Dictionary of the Engll;ish Langusge, Pronouncing, Etymo-
logical, and Explanatory. 5 the Rev, James SrondoNtd, Revised by the
Rev. P. H, Pepre, Library Hdltion. New and Cheapsr Editlon, with Supple.
ment, Jmperial 8vg, handsomely hound lu balf morocco, 18a, not.

STORMONTIL

Btymologicel and Pronouncing Dictionary of the English
Langoage, Inclnding a very Uoplous Heleotion of Belontifio Terms, For nse in
Hchools and Colloges, and ae & Book of Genoral Refarence, The Pronunaistion

an y‘avlaed by the Rev. P. H. Pmxrr, M.A. Oantab. Bixtesnth Hdition,

Bevised. *Orown 8vo, pp. 1000.  Bs. net.

Handy Dictionary. New Edition, thoroughly Revised, By

WiLLiAM Bayxz, 16mo, 18,
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STORY. William Wetmore Story and his Friends. ¥rom Letters

Diaries, and Racollectlons, By Hengy James With 2 Pabralte. In 2 vols. pou%
8vo, 248, neb

SYNGE. The Story of the World. By M. B. Svyer. With
Colotred Frontispieces and numerous Ilustiations by B, M. Syver, AR N,
and Maps. 2 vols, 8s. 6d. cach nef.

THEOBALD. A Text-Book of Agricultural Zoolc:gy;l By Frmp.

V. TrpoBALD, With numerous Iustrations Crown 8vo, 88 6d.

THOMSBON. Handy Book of the Flower-Garden. By Davio

Tuomson. Orown 8vo, ba.

THOMSON. A Practioal Treatize on the Cultivation of the
Grape Vine, By WrLLIAM THOMBOX, Twoed Vineyards, Tenth Hdition, Bvo, Ua.

THOMSON. History of the Fife Light Horse, By Uolonel
Axgravrany T With Poitamis Small 4to0, 318 neb

THORBURN. The Punjab in Peace and War. Dy 8. 8. THoz-

BURN, Demy 8vo, 125 6d. net.

THURSTON.
The Circle. By Karmrrine Ceor. TaurstoN. Fifth Impres-

swon  Orown 8vo, B8,

John Chilcote, M.P. Fourleenth Impression, crown 8vo, 8s.
Cheap Editon, paper cover, 6d,

The Mystics. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

TIELE. Elements of the Science of Religion. Part I.—Morpho-
logleal, Part IT —~Ontologloal. Being the Gifford Leatures delivered before the
'Umvarnliy ot BEdinburgh 1n 1996-08, 0. P Tiuwn, Thool. D., 11th D. (Bonon.)
Hon, M.R A 8., &a., Professor of the Emunae of Religion, 1o the Univeraity o
Lelden. In 2 vols, post 8vo, 74, 6d. net sach.

TRANSAQTIONS OF THE HIGHLAND AND AGRICUL-
TURAL BOGIRTY OF SOOTLAND, Fublished annuslly, prios bs.
TRAVERS.

The Way of Escaspe. A Novel. By Gramam Travars (Mor-

gareb Todd, M.D,) Second Impression. Qsown 8vo, s,

Mona Maclean, Medical Student. A Novel, Fourteenth Edi-
tlon. Crown 8vo, 68. Cheap Editlon, royal 8vo, paper cover, 6d.

Windyhaugh. Fourth Edition. Crown. 8vo, 65z
Fellow Travellers, Fourth Edition. Crown gvo, 6s,
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TROTTER.

A Leader of L1ght Horge. Life of Hodson of Hodson’s
Harae, O‘ag in L. J, TrorrER, Author of ‘Life of John Nicholson, Soldler
and Statesman.' With a Portrait and 2 Mapa. Demy 8vo, 188,

TRUSCOTT. The Marriage of Aminta. By L. PArry TRUsCOTT.

Crown 8vo, 68,

TULLOOH.

Modern Theories in Plulosoghy and Religion. By Jomxw
Toiroon, D.D., Principal of S8t Mary's Uallege in the University of 8f
A d:vig!. and one of her Majesty's Ohapleins in Oxdinary in Boebland,
vo. 168,

TWEEDIE. The Arabian Horge: His Country and People.
By Mndor -@General] W. TwreDIE, C.8,1., Bengal Staff Qorps; for many yeara
M.'s Consul- Geneml Baghdad, and "Political Resfdent for tho Government
ot Indh in Tarkish Arakbia. In ore vol. royal 4tio, with anen Qoloured Plates
and other Niustrations, and & Map of the Qountry. Price £8, Bs. net.

VAUGHAN. The Romantic Rovalt. By Professor C. E. VAUGHAN.

Orown 8vo, bs. nek.

VOYAGE OF THE “SCOTIA,” THE. Being the Record of

& Voyage of Exploration in Amm« Sens, By THREE OF THE STAFF.
8vo, 218, net.

WADDELL.
Ohrigtianity as sn Ideal. By Rev. P. Harrny Wabperz, B.D.

Orown Bvo, 35, 64.

Essays on Feith, Orown 8vo, 3s. 6d.
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Diary of a Late Physician, Cloth, 2s. 6d. ; boards, 2a.
Ten Thousand A-Year. Cloth, 38, éd. ; boards, 2s. 6d.

Now and Then. The Lily and the Bee. Intel.lectual and
Moral Davelopment of the Present Age. 4s.

Esgays : Critical, Imaginative, and J nridloa.l. 5.
WATSON. The Skipper. By GmeErr WarsoN. Crown 8vo, 64,
WATT. By Still Wators. By Maorrany Warr, ls. 6d. net,

Leather, 2s. neti

WENLEY., Asapeots of Pessimism, By R. M. Wevtay, M.A,,
gsa., g)l‘:'heu Professor of Philogophy in the Unlvmlty of Michigan, U.H.A.
rown 8vo, 93,

WHIBLEY.
Thackeray. “Modern English Writers” By OCunanizs

‘WnisLey, » Orown 8vo, 2s. 6d.
William Pitt. With Portraits and Carioatures. Crown 8vo,
05, net.
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WHITE.

Thg ?g!ung Qerande. By Epmuwo Werre, In 1 vol. crown
V0, €8.

Bray of Buckholt. Crown 8vo, 6s.

WILLIAMBON. Ideals of Ministry, By A, Witnaom Woiiau-
80N; D D,, Bt Outhbert’s, BEdinburgh, Ciown 8vo, 88 6d.

WILSON. The Pr?lghets and Propheoy to the Close of the Ei%hth
Contury 3.0 By the Rev. ALEAANDOR Witdon, M A, Mimster of Ythan Wells,

Aberdeenshire, With Introdnsto:y Preface by the Riv, ALLaR Mznzims, D.D.,

Prg-i’essnr of Bikhical Oritueism 1n $he University of Bt Andrews, Foap. 8va, 18,
ne

WILSON,
Works of Professor Wilten, Edited by his Son-in-Law,

FProfessor Frrrrur. 12 voln, srown Bvo, &2, 88,
Ohbristopher in his Sporting-Jacket. 2 vols,, 8s.
Isle of Palms, City of the Plague, and othor Poems. 4s.
Lights and Shadows of Beottish Life, and other Tales, 48
Egrays, Oritical and Imaginative, 4 vols, 168
The Noctes Ambrosianse, 4 vols,, 16
Ho;e:\; !a.nd his Translators, and the Greek Drama, Orown

WORSLEY.

Homer's Odyssey, Translated into English Vewse in the
Spensorian Htanzs. By Prynir BravEors Worsiey, M.A, Now and Cheaper
Rdition. Post 8vo, ¥, 6Q, nob.

Homer'’s Tliad. Translated by P. 8, Worsley and Frof. Con-

ingbon. 9 vols. arown 8vo, 918.

WOTHERSPOON,

Kyrie Eleinon (“Lord, have Meroy”). A Manual of Frivate
Prayers, With Notes and Additionsl Matter, By H, J. WorHLReraON, M.A.,
of 8t Oswald's, Bdinburgh., Oloth, red edges, 1s. net; imp leather, 18, dd. nets

Beiore e%ndhAiter. Being Part I. of ‘Kyrie Eleigon.’ Cloth,
1mp, ¢d. ne

The Second Prayer Book of King Edward the Sixth (15662) and

ﬁe L;ﬁurgy of Compromige. Edited by Rev. G, W. Spgorr, D.D. Crown 8vo,
net.

YATE. Khurasan and Sistan. By Lieut.-Col. C. E, Yarn, C'.S.I&
O M.Q,, F.R.G 8., Indian 8taff Qorps, Agent to the Governor-General and Ohi
Qommissioner for Baluohisten, lets Agent to the Governor-Genarsl of India, and
Her Brilanme Majesty's Qonsul-General for Eharasan and Sistan. With Map
and 26 Illustraizons, and Portraits, Demy 8vo, 21s,

OK.
OnTrial. By Zior. Second Edition, Crown 8vo, 6:.
Lifs is Life, and other Tales and Episodes. Second Edition.

Qrown 8vo, 08,
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