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      “War is nothing more than the continuation of politics by other means.”

      On War: Karl von Clausewitz.

      

      “From about 1300 hours onward, they were only able to gain ground slowly and with continual fighting against an enemy who defended himself stubbornly.”

      War diary of the German XLI Corps, speaking of the 6th and 8th Panzer Divisions, facing British Territorial infantry, Belgium, May 1940.
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      JUNE 1940: SOMEWHERE IN FRANCE

      It was Private Brown who started the singing. Private Brown, who ran the gauntlet of Waziri fire in the Shahur Tangi defile on the Frontier and told bawdy jokes at the colonel’s expense. Now, when Tulloch looked across to him, he saw that Brown was dying. He lay behind the remnants of the farmhouse wall, a desperately wounded man within a shattered building.

      
        
        
        “Oh, we’re no awa’ tae bide awa,’

        And we’re no awa’ tae leave you.”

      

      

      

      Brown sang softly through broken, swollen lips, spitting out blood with every word. One by one, the other members of Four Platoon of B Company joined in, some growling the words defiantly, others using the old familiar song to hide the fear that none would admit they possessed.

      
        
        
        “We’re no awa tae bide awa.

        We’ll aye come back tae see you.”

      

      

      

      “Here they come again,” Tulloch said, checking his men. There were not many of them left, forty-five out of the original ninety-eight, with eight wounded. He felt his pride stirring as he looked over the survivors. They settled behind the ruined buildings, holding their Lee-Enfields in dirty, calloused hands as they faced their front. Tulloch counted his remaining cartridges and snapped shut his revolver.

      “Aim low, lads, and don’t waste bullets.” He wondered how many British officers had said that to a beleaguered company over the centuries.

      The dead lay before and among them, German in field grey and sinister black and Lothian Rifles in the new British khaki battledress. Beyond the dead, a line of sad trees concealed the massing enemy. The singing died away. A lone voice shouted, “Gin ye Daur!” - If you dare, a defiant challenge to the overwhelmingly strong enemy force that waited on the far side of the trees.

      “Any fags, chum?” Private Aitken rolled over and asked Private Baxter, who absently passed over a Woodbine. Aitken lit up, shielding the match in his hand from long habit, and drew on the cigarette.

      “I’d rather be on the terracing at Tynecastle,” Aitken said, releasing a long spume of smoke.

      Baxter grunted. “You’re welcome, you Gorgie bastard. I’d rather be with Betty Grable.”

      The shelling began again, German 37-millimetre artillery with its ferocious bark and vicious explosions. As often before, the German artillerymen were efficient, dropping their shells squarely on the British positions. The Lothian Rifles scrabbled into whatever cover they could, hugging fragments of wall and trying to burrow into the French earth. Or was it the Belgian earth? Tulloch was unsure if they had crossed the frontier or not, nor did he care as the shells landed like hail on an Edinburgh November, and the ground shook, trembled, and erupted under him.

      Private Kelly died then. A red-headed, cheerful man from Bonnyrigg, one minute he was there, and then the shell landed, and he was gone, leaving no trace except a single leg and a muddy boot.

      Private Lightfoot looked at the bloodied remains of Kelly, swore softly and looked away, covering his head with his hands.

      “Hold on, boys!” Tulloch shouted hoarsely, then ducked as another salvo crashed down. Earth and stones clattered onto his steel helmet, with one sharp pebble opening a small cut on his cheekbone.

      
        
        
        “Oh, we’re no awa’ tae bide awa’,

        We’re no awa’ tae leave you,

        We’re no awa’, tae bide awa’,

        We’ll aye come back and see you.”

      

      

      

      Brown bawled out the words, aware he was dying and desperate not to show fear. “Come on, you Nazi bastards! Come out and fight! Are you feared of the Lothian Rifles?” Raising his rifle, he fired at the distant trees, a gnat challenging an elephant, forty-odd ragged men facing the most powerful army in Europe.

      The shelling ceased. Smoke slowly drifted away, leaving one more dead Rifleman and Private Baxter screaming with the right side of his chest blown away and half his lungs exposed. The cigarette dropped from his mouth to lie on the ground, slowly smoking.

      “Stretcher-bearers!” Tulloch yelled, but Baxter mercifully died before they reached him. Baxter was an Edinburgh man from the Old Town, an ex-brewery worker who had joined the army when his employer dismissed him for drinking. Tulloch found him a model soldier, strictly sober, conscientious, and now dead.

      Tulloch controlled his trembling and walked the length of the company’s defences as the dust settled. He heard the distant bark of a sniper’s rifle, ducked instinctively and saw the bullet strike a chip from the wall two inches from his hip.

      If that had been a Pashtun, I’d be dead by now. He realised the men were watching him and straightened his back, trying to look nonchalant.

      “We’ll aye come back tae see you!” Brown roared, firing, working the bolt of his Lee-Enfield and firing again. Tulloch let him continue, aware the action was futile. He wondered at the power of music as some of his men still sang despite the carnage. Another song entered Tulloch’s head; he remembered his platoon marching through the unforgiving mountains of Waziristan on India’s Northwest Frontier. He shook his head, remembering himself as a callow one-pip second lieutenant fresh from Sandhurst.

      As an unhealthy hush fell over the Rifles’ defences, Tulloch relived another song that whispered down the years.

      
        
        
        “I love a lassie, a bonnie Black Madrasi.”

      

      

      

      Down the years? It was only four years ago, although it seemed a lifetime since he thought he knew it all, an officer keen to teach the other ranks how to soldier. He grinned ruefully, remembering how the officers in the mess and soldiers in the barracks exchanged glances, grunted, and waited for reality to bite.

      
        
        
        “She’s as black as the coals in deepest hell.”

      

      

      

      Tulloch had learned the hard way, step by bitter-experienced step.

      “Sir!” Private Hogg, squat, flat-faced, and imperturbable, nodded to the sky. “Aircraft, sir, and I doubt they’ll be ours.”

      Tulloch saw the tiny black dots rapidly approaching and knew that German aircraft would soon be pounding the Lothian’s positions, softening them before another assault.

      
        
        
        “I love a lassie,

        A bonnie black Madrasi.”

      

      

      

      Tulloch shook the song from his mind.

      “Down, lads!”

      The Lothians were already tearing at the ground, trying to burrow even deeper holes for protection, pulling their steel helmets closer to their heads as the mind-tearing scream of the aircraft battered at their sanity and nerves. The Lothians had experienced Stuka attacks before and knew what to expect.

      The aircraft arrived far too soon, descending into near-vertical dives one after the other immediately above the British positions. Each plane released a single bomb, with the Lothians covering their heads with their hands. One man screamed involuntarily while Brown and Sergeant Drysdale raised their rifles and fired at the attackers. Drysdale’s face was twisted with concentration, aiming each shot as he worked the bolt.

      The explosions shook the defences, pulverising walls, tearing craters in the ground and, miraculously, causing no more casualties except headaches from the concussion. Tulloch coughed as the combination of smoke and dust caught his throat. He saw Sergeant Drysdale recharge his magazine and stand up, shake off the dust and stalk around the defences.

      “They’re coming, sir!” Hogg sighted along the barrel of his rifle. “Here they come!”

      Machine gun fire ripped from the trees, and then the Germans advanced in a series of short rushes, professional and deadly. They had already defeated Poland, Luxemburg, the Netherlands, and Belgium and had no doubts that this handful of British soldiers would either surrender or flee.

      “Pick your targets,” Tulloch ordered. “Fire when you can.” Most of his men were veterans of the Northwest Frontier; they did not need his advice. He raised his chin as Kinloch started playing his pipes, the Lowland Pipes unique to the Lothian Rifles. The sound encouraged the men, and Hogg snarled “Gin ye daur,” the regimental motto as he narrowed his eyes and fixed an advancing soldier in his backsight.

      Brown fired first, hitting a tall German sergeant and spinning him in a half circle. The Germans moved faster as Hogg and the other survivors aimed and fired, working the bolts of their Lee-Enfields with the precision of the professional soldiers most were. The Spandau fired again, far faster than the Bren that Innes aimed at the advancing Germans.

      More of the attackers fell, some dead, others writhing and moaning on the ground.

      “Fix bayonets,” Tulloch ordered and heard the metallic snick as the men fitted the long eighteen-inch sword bayonets to their rifles. For a moment, the weak sun glittered on the blades, making a bleak beauty out of the wickedly dangerous weapons, and then Tulloch looked forward. Bayonets were puny weapons when compared to the Panzers of the enemy.

      A German officer shouted an order, and the attackers moved again, rushing towards the slender khaki line.

      Tulloch checked his revolver was loose in its holster and lifted his rifle with another song ringing inside his head.

      
        
        
        “Vivas Schola Edinensis,

        Schola Regia venerabilis,”

      

      

      

      The old well-remembered Latin phrases lifted inside Tulloch’s head, transporting him back to a time when his world was full of hope.

      “This is no time to think of my old school song,” Tulloch told himself as the Germans advanced, yet the power of music transported him back to when his military career began and, before that, to his school days.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      EDINBURGH, SCOTLAND, JUNE 1934

      “There are three wants which can never be satisfied: that of the rich, who want something more; that of the sick, who want something different; and that of the traveller, who says, ‘Anywhere but here.’” Considerations by the Way: Emerson.

      The Door had dominated Tulloch’s thoughts throughout his sixth and final year at Edinburgh’s Royal High School. Massive and imposing, it sat beneath a marble pediment, solid wood and closed, a barrier between youthful academia and the adventure of adulthood. In common with most of his peers, Tulloch viewed the Door every time he sat in morning assembly, wishing it was time to step through and escape the thralldom of compulsory education.

      Now that day had finally arrived. Douglas Tulloch sat in the great hall of the classical building on his last-ever assembly, singing the old school song as he contemplated the huge door and desperate to progress with his life.

      The rector stood in front of the assembled school, with his senior masters sitting behind him, their black cloaks adding to the air of dignity the Royal High School attempted to portray. Tulloch sang the words that six years of repetition had drilled into his brain.

      
        
        
        “Vivas, Schola Edinensis,

        Schola Regia venerabilis!

        Sicut arx in colle sita,

        Sicut sol e nubibus densis,

        Splendes, splendeas in aeternum,

        Alma Mater atque amabilis.”

      

      

      

      Tulloch watched his fellows, youths he had known for the past six years, and wondered if he would ever see them again. Oh, he knew they would make promises of eternal friendship and exchange addresses, but life would intervene and spoil the sincerest of intentions. Tulloch looked sideways at their eager, fresh faces and wished them well even as he shivered at their prospects. He could not imagine himself with a sedentary life in an office or furthering his education at university.

      The deputy rector only opened the Door one day a year when the men of the sixth form finally departed from the Royal High to enter the post-scholastic world. About a fifth would continue their studies in academia, progressing to Edinburgh or some other university; the majority would go into business or enter a profession, and others would find work in the Colonies. Tulloch watched the rector walk forward with his black gown rippling in his wake and his highly polished shoes gleaming in the light. When the rector gave an order, the deputy rector solemnly produced a large key and ceremonially unlocked the Door. Although he had witnessed this occasion once a year for five years, Tulloch still felt a ripple of excitement.

      The sixth-year students watched the heavy door open to their future, and sunlight flooded into the great hall. The pupils continued to sing as the refrain rippled around the hall.

      
        
        
        “Vivas Schola Regia,

        Vivas Schola Regia,

        Vivas, vivas, Schola Regia!

        Schola Regia!”

      

      

      

      One by one, the sixth-year men, all eighteen years old, edged forward under the envious eyes of their assembled juniors, shook the hands of their teachers, and walked through the open door. Tulloch was in the middle of his class; he was an average student, not particularly distinguished academically, good at history and had played rugby for the second eleven and was a member of the school boxing team.

      “Rummel them up!” Mr Rutherford, the PE teacher, was a Borderer born and bred and taught rugby as he had learned it in Galashiels. “Don’t let them settle!”

      Tulloch could see his bright eyes watching as he waited in the queue to leave. His mouth formed silent words. Rummel them up!

      “I heard you are going into the army, Tulloch,” William King Gillies, the rector, shook his hand while holding his gaze with penetrating eyes.

      “Yes, sir,” Tulloch replied.

      “That’s a fine career, Tulloch, and I am sure you will do well.”

      “Thank you, sir,” Tulloch said.

      “Is there any particular regiment you wish to join, Tulloch?” King Gillies asked.

      “The Argyll and Sutherland Highlanders, sir,” Tulloch replied. “The regiment that made up the Thin Red Line.”

      “I see. Work hard at Sandhurst, Tulloch; it’s a fine institution,” King Gillies said. Tall and imposing, he gripped Tulloch’s hand for a second longer than necessary.

      “I will, sir,” Tulloch assured him.

      “Don’t forget to keep in touch and let us know how you get on,” King Gillies repeated the words he had said to the hundreds of anonymous boys he had ushered through the Door in his time as rector.

      “I won’t, sir,” Tulloch said and stepped on as the rector moved to the next boy in line. He had noted some relief in the rector’s tone, as though he was as glad to see Tulloch’s back as Tulloch was to bid farewell to his scholastic career.

      The Edinburgh air greeted Tulloch with its habitual surprise, mixing the brightness of late June with a bite of still-remembered winter. The green slopes of Calton Hill rose above them, and the dark mass of the Old Town below, with the stern slopes of Arthur’s Seat breaking the horizon. Tulloch took a deep breath of freedom and looked around at his schoolmates.

      “I wonder if we’ll ever meet again,” he said as the sixth formers emerged one by one and stood, some wondering what to do, and others talking excitedly.

      “Oh, we’re bound to bump into each other somewhere,” Beaumont said. “The world’s not all that big a place.” He laughed, with his round, freckled face creasing in good humour. “Where are you off to now?”

      “Home,” Tulloch said. “To change out of these togs into something fresher. I’ve worn school uniform for so long it’s nearly part of me.”

      Beaumont laughed again. “I’ll miss the old place,” he said, glancing around the dark building that had dominated his life for the past six years.

      “I doubt I will,” Tulloch replied. “I’ll be too busy.” He held out his hand. “Good luck, old man.”

      “Well, good luck,” Beaumont shook Tulloch’s hand. Two or three rugby players wished Tulloch well, and Robertson, his rival in the boxing ring, grinned as they parted. The others were too busy with their own affairs.

      Tulloch glanced back as he left the building. He remembered the long, tedious hours inside the classrooms, with Latin his least favourite subject as the master stalked the aisles between the desks, twirling his black cloak between his fingers and searching for transgressions.

      “Your translation is wrong, Tulloch! Write that out forty times!”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Or the equally common. “Come to the front of the class, Tulloch; hold out your hand!”

      Tulloch swore he had worn out at least one school belt with the palm of his hand in his long-drawn-out feud with the Latin teacher, but it was all history now, and he held no grudges. The past was gone, and the future beckoned.

      He remembered the better times when he panted on a muddy rugby field, expending his youthful energy. He had never made the rugby firsts, being more an enthusiastic than a skilful player, but he had been a useful addition to the seconds. Playing the old rivals of George Heriot’s school had been his peak when he scored three tries in one victorious match. More than one PT teacher had warned him about his over-aggressive attitude on the pitch, but he had played to win and never backed down from a tackle or in the scrum.

      Tulloch realised he was alone as his classmates drifted to their post-school destinations. His school days were over; the days of chalk, stifling boredom, and excited chatter would never return; and life beckoned. Conscious of his new status as a man, he straightened his back, had a final glance at his alma mater, and walked away.

      Saying goodbye to old friends had been difficult, but leaving his boyhood home was positively painful.

      Tulloch’s final term had ended in June, while his junior term at Sandhurst did not begin until January. During the intervening months, his father employed him in a junior capacity in his legal office, and he headed for the hills most weekends. Although Tulloch was slightly guilty about not spending time at home, he felt his parents’ eyes on him as they also relived his childhood.

      “Are you sure you want to join the army?” His mother said, hiding her anxiety behind a small smile. “It’s not too late to change your mind.”

      “I’m sure,” Tulloch replied, stifling the guilty doubts that his mother could always place in him.

      “There’s always a place for you in your father’s practice,” Mother reminded.

      “I know,” Tulloch replied. His father expected him to follow into the legal profession, but Tulloch could not envisage himself spending his working life in that stifling office, struggling with legal terminology as he bought and sold houses or dealt with court cases. Tulloch’s grandfather had been a forester in an estate outside Edinburgh, but his grandmother had a larger vision for her four sons. By iron will and a leather belt, she had forced all four into university, ensuring they made something of themselves. Tulloch’s father had graduated from Edinburgh University and worked his way up in the legal profession until he had a solid position in a Queen Street firm. They had moved from a terraced flat in respectable Comely Bank to a house in Nelson Street in the middle-class New Town, and every evening, Tulloch’s mother walked through Queen Street Gardens to meet her husband.

      The house was filled with fine furniture, Walter Scott’s novels, legal books, and militaria from the First World War, or the Kaiser’s War, as Tulloch’s mother insisted on calling those four years of slaughter. Mrs Tulloch enjoyed pictures, painting, and buying, so they decorated every wall with a mixture of self-painted watercolours and purchased Victorian and Edwardian oils and an occasional print.

      One picture had caught Tulloch’s attention. It hung on the wall in the hall, and Tulloch spent hours of his childhood staring at it. According to Mrs Tulloch, Robert Gibb had painted The Thin Red Line in their house. The picture captured the instance when the 93rd Highlanders had stood against Russian cavalry at the Battle of Balaclava during the Crimean War. Tulloch’s mother had intended to inspire an artistic streak in Tulloch, but instead, he had become interested in the subject matter rather than the style.

      “I want to be a soldier like Colin Campbell,” Tulloch decided as he indicated the officer commanding the Highlanders.

      “You’re going to follow your father into law,” his mother told him severely.

      “I’m going to be a soldier,” young Tulloch decided, lifting his head.

      “Oh, no, you’re not,” his mother said.

      The arguments continued for years, with Tulloch’s mother reinforcing her point of view with logic or brute force and Tulloch stubbornly refusing to alter his mind. Apart from such discussions, Tulloch’s boyhood was happy as he explored Edinburgh, graduating from the serene privacy of Queen Street Gardens to Arthur’s Seat. As the years passed, he rambled in the Pentland Hills and the Ettrick Forest, growing more adventurous with every expedition. He tested himself with trials of endurance, walking faster and further every trip, finding rock faces to scramble up and sleeping in the open with the stars as a canopy.

      “Why are you doing all this outdoors activity?” Beaumont asked curiously.

      “I want to be fit for the army,” Tulloch said.

      “Why?” Beaumont asked, genuinely curious.

      Tulloch did not mention the picture in his hall. “I can’t see myself doing anything else,” he said honestly.

      Beaumont shook his head. “You are strange,” he said. “Well, when you’re sitting in a muddy trench in some Godforsaken corner of the world, think of me sitting on my comfortable leather chair in my warm office.”

      Tulloch laughed. “I will,” he said.

      In his last year of school, Tulloch applied to sit the competitive entrance examination for Sandhurst. He was an adequate pupil at the Royal High and surprised himself by finishing in the top half of the year for Sandhurst.

      “I’m starting Sandhurst in January next year,” Tulloch informed his parents. He saw the anger on his father’s face as his mother closed her eyes.

      “I’m sure you’ll do well, Douglas.”

      “Thank you, Mother,” Tulloch said as his father walked away.

      On his last day before leaving for Sandhurst, Tulloch paced the familiar house in Nelson Street, wondering when he would be back. Now that the time had come, he felt a mixture of excitement and sadness. He stopped in the kitchen and looked down to the tiny triangular back garden with its high stone walls and the stone birdbath and smiled at the memories.

      “Remember to feed the birds,” he said.

      “I will,” his mother said. She touched his shoulder, opened her mouth to speak and walked away.

      Tulloch’s upstairs bedroom was full of memories, with his childhood books, the pair of rugby boots under the bed, and the stain on the carpet where he had spilt ink many years ago. He glanced out the window at the houses opposite with their black-painted railings above dark basements and watched a car rumble down the steep cobbled street.

      “Goodbye, old room,” Tulloch said as his history crowded around. He was aware that his mother was hovering on the landing outside and wondered how she could have been so stern all his life and now looked sad at his departure.

      “Put away childish things,” he told himself resolutely and began to pack.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      “To be prepared for war is one of the most effectual means of preserving peace.” - George Washington, January 8th, 1790.

      “Gentleman Cadet Douglas Tulloch!” The Regimental Sergeant Major – the RSM - was four inches taller than Tulloch and twice as wide. He addressed the cadets who mustered before him on the steps of the Old Building at Sandhurst. “You are in No. 4 Company.”

      Two storeys high and with a massive columned gateway, the Old College or Old Building had trained British officers since 1812, the year of Wellington’s victory at Salamanca. The Union flag hung damply from the flagpole above, and the row of six brass cannon from the Battle of Waterloo stood in immaculate attention facing the immensity of the Square and the grey waters of the Lake.

      There were only four companies of cadets at Sandhurst: One, Three, Four, and Five. Four and Five lived in the Old Building, and One and Three in the red brick New Building, half a mile distant and dimly seen through the drizzling rain.

      Tulloch looked at his fellow cadets from the corner of his eyes. They stood at attention, most looking desperately keen and efficient. One dark-haired cadet caught his eye and winked before directing all his attention at the RSM, who read out the names alphabetically, snarling which company each cadet would grace.

      Despite all Tulloch’s research on Sandhurst, the Royal Military College was much larger than he had anticipated. He stared at the pine trees and rhododendron bushes, sad now in the bleak January weather, beside the Lower Lake and the smooth gravel of the Square. Soaring columns marked the main entrance to the college, while a momentary break in the cloud and rain allowed the weak winter sun to gleam from the brass cannons.

      “Double!” RSM roared. “Number Four Company to the East wing of the Old Building!”

      Tulloch doubled, and the dark-haired cadet doubled at his side.

      “We’d best get used to this,” the dark-haired cadet said. “I’m Carlton. Hugh Carlton.”

      “Douglas Tulloch.” They shook hands while running along the corridor with a dozen other junior cadets behind them.

      “It looks like we’re neighbours,” Carlton said as they moved into adjoining rooms.

      “It looks like it,” Tulloch agreed as he entered his room.

      The army had allocated each junior cadet a bed-sitting room and allowed them time to unpack and settle in before training began in earnest the following day. Tulloch glanced around his room, decided it was larger and more comfortable than he had expected and put away his meagre possessions.

      “Learn all you can, do your best, and remember your goal,” Tulloch told himself and decided to explore his new surroundings. He saw other cadets in the stone corridors, young men like himself, some confident, others assuming confidence. Some were junior cadets like himself, while others carried themselves with the arrogant swagger of men who had already passed their first term at Sandhurst and were well on their way to becoming officers in the British Army.

      Tulloch collapsed into bed that first night, convinced he would never sleep with so many new images dancing through his mind. He heard the rap of footsteps in the corridor outside his room and closed his eyes.

      “Wake up! Wake up! Show a leg! The sun’s burning your bloody eyeballs!”

      Tulloch started as he heard the shouting in the corridor, realised where he was and jumped out of bed to attend his first parade as a gentleman cadet. He dressed hurriedly, opened the door, and saw Carlton looking equally bemused outside his room.

      “Where do we go?”

      “Company steps!” Somebody advised as they hurried past.

      “Company steps,” Tulloch said, and they followed the crowd, making last-minute adjustments to their clothes as they ran.

      Number 4 Company stood on the steps facing the vast parade ground, with the RSM and company sergeant already present. Tulloch was in the middle, with Carlton at his side and a jovial Ulsterman named Masson near the front.

      Regimental Sergeant Major Noble, late of the Royal Welch Fusiliers and Welsh Guards, was six foot two of military efficiency packed into the most immaculate uniform that Tulloch had ever seen. The array of medal ribbons spoke of a career that spanned half the Empire and all four years of the First World War.

      “Get fell in!” RSM Noble shouted with a blast of sound that scared a parliament of rooks a hundred yards away into immediate flight.

      The cadets clattered down the steps with their nailed boots striking sparks from the stone and stood at what they hoped was attention. Tulloch caught Masson’s eye, realised the Ulsterman was trying not to laugh, and looked away in case it was infectious.

      The RSM shook his head in disgust.

      “Horrible! I’ve seen infants at school better. Get fell out again!” Noble did not move as he surveyed the cadets scrambling back up the steps, with Tulloch wondering what he had let himself in for. He slammed to attention, saw Masson’s shoulders shaking with suppressed mirth and tried to concentrate.

      No sooner had the cadets formed up on the steps than the RSM bellowed again. “Wait for it! Now move! Get fell in!”

      Tulloch ran back down the stairs, looking to his right and left to see how his fellow cadets behaved. He was relieved to see they looked as nervous as he felt, except Masson, who seemed to be enjoying himself, and Carlton, who was as composed as if he were strolling through a park.

      The cadets lined up, panting, as RSM surveyed them through eyes like gimlets. When he spoke, even Masson stopped smiling to listen, and Colour Sergeant Blackwood, a few paces to the rear, scanned the cadets with his broad face intent.

      “You junior cadets will address all NCO instructors as ‘staff.’ I am RSM Noble. You will address me as ‘sir.’ I also call you ‘sir.’ The difference is that you mean it, and I don’t.”

      Masson began to laugh, swallowed as he realised nobody else found the RSM amusing, and turned his humour into a strangled cough. Noble slowly walked to him, pushed his forehead against Masson’s and remained static in the most intimidating silence that Tulloch had ever experienced.

      “Mr. Masson, sir,” Noble said after a long two minutes. “I thought I heard you laughing. I know I must be mistaken, Mr. Masson because you are an officer cadet, and officer cadets don’t laugh when a member of staff talks to them. Do they?”

      “No, sir,” Masson said.

      The RSM stepped back. “The rest of number Four Company will thank you for a full morning’s drill, Mr. Masson.”

      Tulloch felt the atmosphere change as some cadets swivelled their eyes towards Masson. He faced his front, closed his mouth, and concentrated.

      For the remainder of that morning, the RSM had the cadets on the square, marching and parading until their feet ached, and their minds buzzed with his repeated commands. Noble was relentless, pushing them to their limits while expecting nothing less than perfection.

      “That man there! Idle! Take his name, Colour Sergeant!”

      “Got him, sir!” Blackwood said, scribbling a name in a small notebook.

      Tulloch learned that “idle” could mean anything from being a fraction of a second late to obey a command to not having all the tunic buttons polished to the correct sheen. Masson had his name taken for being idle three times that morning, and Tulloch wondered what the penalty would be even as he sweated and stamped in the January rain.

      The first day was an introduction to weeks of what Tulloch called unremitting hell. When they were not on the parade ground, the cadets were on the firing range or in classroom lectures, learning to ride a horse, physical training, or polishing their kit. The staff demanded that every item of clothing and equipment be perfect, with boots, belts, and chinstraps so bright they dazzled.

      “You don’t want to fall out with the RSM,” one grizzled old soldier whispered from the corner of the room as Tulloch polished his boots. “Next to the Commandant, he’s the most important man in Sandhurst.”

      Tulloch looked around in surprise. A handful of old soldiers haunted the barracks, acting as batmen and general advisors to the budding officers. Most had done their twenty-two years or more and watched the cadets through wise, cynical eyes. The speaker was around sixty but could have been older, with a face that told of a lifetime of experience and tattoos from wrist to neck.

      “You’re Corporal Dunn, aren’t you?”

      “That’s right. You’re not from a military background, are you, sir?” the soldier said.

      “No,” Tulloch replied. “I’m the first in the family to join the army. How did you know?”

      “The way you carry yourself, sir,” Dunn wore the twin stripes of a corporal. “Look, sir, you’ll never get a decent surface on your buttons like that,” he took the tunic from Tulloch. “Do it this way, see? And don’t forget the back as well as the front.”

      Tulloch watched and learned. “Thank you, Corporal.”

      “You’re due a surprise kit inspection on Friday,” Dunn said, buffing up the buttons with the ease of long practice.

      “Are we?” Tulloch asked.

      “The adjutant is coming round,” Dunn said. “I’d have everything perfect for him. He’ll look for faults in somebody to set an example of his efficiency. Don’t let it be you.”

      “Thank you,” Tulloch said. He wondered if he should reward the old soldier and realised he had nothing to offer.

      Dunn read his mind. “No,” he said, shaking his head. “You don’t give me a tip. I’m here to advise and help. You should polish underneath your dress boots as well, sir. You won’t wear them before Friday, so a nice surface will last and look better.”

      “Thank you, Corporal Dunn,” Tulloch said.

      He heard the noise at about midnight and lay in bed for a few moments, trying to work out what was happening. First came the hammer of dozens of feet and then the raucous shouts of raised voices, accompanied by a rhythmical thump Tulloch could not place.

      “What’s happening out there?” Tulloch opened his door and peered along the corridor.

      “I don’t know,” Carlton stood in a plush dressing gown and bare feet. “There’s a commotion at the far end of the corridor.”

      “We’d best go along and have a look,” Tulloch said.

      A crowd of cadets clustered around one of the rooms, most watching, but some engaged in hauling out the contents and pouring water over the bed.

      “What’s all this?” Tulloch asked, pushing through the crowd.

      “Masson,” a short, narrow-faced youth replied. “He got us all extra drill.”

      “Are you wrecking his room?” Tulloch asked, unsure whether to be amused or irritated. “We’re officer cadets, not schoolboys.”

      “It’s a Sandhurst tradition,” a tall, erect youth of nineteen told him.

      “He didn’t do anything,” Tulloch saw Masson in the corner of his room with two of his fellow cadets holding him secure. Masson was struggling, red with anger at the vandalism.

      “He got the RSM angry.” A tall, arrogant youth, Simpson stood at the back of the crowd with a smaller cadet named Preston at his side.

      “The RSM looked for an excuse to give us extra drill,” Tulloch said. “He found Masson; it could have been any of us.” He saw Preston whisper to Simpson.

      “Keep out of this, Tulloch, or we’ll do your room next,” Simpson said.

      “If anything happens to my room, I’ll be looking for you, Simpson,” Tulloch said, “and you, Preston.” He recognised that Preston was stirring up trouble and using the tall and muscular Simpson as his weapon.

      Tulloch realised that the atmosphere had changed, with most of the cadets shuffling away and the two holding Masson releasing their grip.

      “We’ve taught him a lesson,” Simpson said, glaring at Tulloch. “That will act as a warning.” Turning, he stalked away, with Preston pausing for a final smirk at Tulloch before he followed. The room cleared, and Masson took a deep breath.

      “Thank you, Tulloch,” he said.

      “You’ve made an enemy of Simpson,” Carlton said as he began to pick up Masson’s scattered possessions.

      “And of Preston,” Tulloch agreed.

      The more senior cadets looked down on the juniors, much as prefects at school had viewed the more junior pupils. Tulloch kept out of their way, watched how they acted and dressed and imitated their demeanour. Apart from the brief encounter with Simpson, the first few days at Sandhurst passed in a blur of constant movement, with Tulloch’s fellow cadets only names and faces until he got to know them as individuals with personalities, habits, patterns of speech, and idiosyncrasies. He grew to like Carlton, a cheery, spontaneous youth from Northumberland, and Masson, the laughing Ulsterman everybody called Paddy. At the other end of the scale were the devious Preston and tall Simpson, destined for the Guards and happy to let everybody know it.

      “I hear you’re joining the boxing society,” Simpson said as they hurried along the corridor to the first parade of the day.

      “That’s right,” Tulloch said.

      “I’ll see you there, then,” Simpson gave his broad, counterfeit grin. “On the knuckle end of my gloves.”

      “I’ll look forward to it,” Tulloch told him, leaning backward to meet Simpson’s amused stare.

      In common with the other cadets, Tulloch wore brown canvas drill, a loose canvas jacket and trousers in unflattering brown, designed to slip over a uniform to keep it clean. In his second week, he endured the ordeal of being measured for his uniform. He stood still while the military tailor from Camberley poked and prodded him, stretched his tape around every extremity and made non-committal noises.

      “We’ll soon have you looking like a proper officer,” the tailor said as he wrote neat notes in a small black book.

      “A proper officer?” Simpson, Tulloch’s neighbour, repeated. “He wants to go into the Argylls.”

      “A fine regiment,” the tailor said without looking up.

      “They’ll never accept him. They want Highlanders, not civilians from Edinburgh,” Simpson said, grinning.

      “Which regiment do you hope to join, sir?” The tailor asked Simpson.

      “The Scots Guards,” Simpson replied.

      “Ah,” Tulloch responded. “Didn’t they run away at the Alma?”

      Simpson’s face darkened with anger. “We did not!” he denied. “We were on the Army List a hundred years before your mob was even thought of. Namur, 1695, Dettingen, Salamanca, Waterloo, Inkerman, Ypres, Somme, Arras, Sambre,” he listed some of the Scots Guards battle honours.

      “Oh,” Tulloch said and shook his head. “All that, and they still ran away at the Alma.”

      The tailor worked on, hiding his smile. He had heard the like a hundred times before as he measured cadets and listened to their inter-regimental rivalry.

      “That’s you, sir,” the tailor dismissed Tulloch with a few words. “I’ll let you know when your uniform is ready.”

      “Thank you, sir,” Tulloch said.

      “Sir?” Simpson repeated and smiled. “If you ever become a proper officer, Tulloch, you’ll learn when to say sir.”

      “Are you next, Mr. Simpson?” the tailor asked, promptly pressing a long pin into his leg. “Oh, I do beg your pardon,” he said as Simpson started. “Fortunately, officers of the Guards ignore such minor discomforts.”

      “I’ll see you in the ring, Tulloch,” Simpson promised.

      “Whenever you like,” Tulloch told the taller and heavier man.

      After the tailor came the bootmaker, a morose gentleman with slender hands who measured Tulloch’s feet and nodded.

      “We’ll have your boots for you soon, Mr. Tulloch.”

      “Thank you.” Tulloch had never worn hand-made boots before, but as a potential officer in the British Army, he had to look the part.

      “Ensure you polish them well, sir, to make them supple, and the RSM likes a surface on his cadets’ boots.”

      “Thank you, sir,” Tulloch replied.

      Tulloch soon adjusted himself to the size of Sandhurst. The cadets learned that marching was only one method of progress and used bicycles to travel to the often widely separated parades. The bicycles were especially marked for each company, with each cadet possessing his own, numbered on the rear mudguard.

      Sandhurst had a specific drill for mounting and riding bicycles, with the cadets standing with their bicycles in columns of half sections as a sergeant instructor shouted, “Prepare to mount!” and then “Mount!”

      Although Tulloch was used to bicycling around Edinburgh, the Pentland Hills, and the Borders, cycling in a disciplined formation was a new skill. He worked hard to fit in with the rest while remaining in the middle of the class, neither shining nor letting himself down. However, with so many potential officers together, many cadets strove to prove their suitability for leadership.

      “My father is a lieutenant-colonel,” Simpson drawled. “I aim to outrank him before I am thirty.”

      “Thirty?” Carlton said with a laugh. “The best of British luck to you. Unless we have a war, we’ll all still be lieutenants until we’re in our forties.”

      “This Mussolini fellow might oblige with a war,” Masson said.

      “Or Hitler; he’s doing a good job in Germany,” Carlton said. “He’ll want to expand his boundaries soon and cause all sorts of bother.”

      “Back to the trenches, eh?” Preston said.

      “Even Japan is getting a bit uppity,” Masson observed. “They’ve been fighting in China for years now.”

      “The Japanese?” Simpson laughed. “They’re hardly a threat.”

      Tulloch listened. He knew many of these cadets came from military backgrounds and expected they had discussed such matters at home. His father had rarely touched on international affairs.

      “How about you, Tulloch?” Preston asked. “What rank was your father?”

      “He wasn’t in the army,” Tulloch admitted. As you well know, Preston.

      “Not at all?”

      “Not at all.” Tulloch became aware of the interest in the room.

      “What a clever man,” Preston said smoothly. “Avoiding all the slaughter.” He looked away with a smile, having made his point and hinted that Tulloch’s father, and by association Tulloch, was a coward.

      When the conversation moved on, Tulloch wondered if his popularity had waned. It was a thought that remained with him as the cadets marched back to the parade ground.

      “Idle!” RSM would scream at anything less than perfection. “Idle!” he yelled at even a speck of dust on a uniform. Idle meant extra duties or being confined to barracks. Idle meant working twice as hard with even less time off. Idle became a byword to the cadets, who used it to describe everything they disapproved of or disliked.

      “I’m off to the pub as soon as I get the chance,” Masson said as he polished his boots with such energy that he threatened to wear out the leather.

      “You’re idling,” Carlton told him, smiling. “I’ll come too. How about you, Tulloch?”

      “Ask me nearer the time,” Tulloch said. His parents were both tee-total, so he had no encouragement to drink, and the prospect of spending what little money he had in a public house was not appealing. He felt people’s eyes on him and realised he had slipped further down in popularity.

      Everything in Sandhurst was at the double as the staff hammered their cadre of brash young civilians into something resembling junior officers. They learned to work as a team on the Square and as individuals in their various classes.

      “Eighteen months of this!” Carlton gasped as he rushed to change between two classes. “I won’t survive.”

      “Yes, you will,” Tulloch encouraged. “We’re here for three terms, remember, and the first term is always the worst.”

      “I might not survive that long,” Carlton said.

      “You will,” Tulloch replied.

      “You might not, Tulloch.” Preston had been listening. “You’ve avoided Simpson in the ring so far, but he’ll find you.” He smiled. “I’m looking forward to that.”

      “I bet you are,” Tulloch said, pushing him away. He had no fear of fighting Simpson in or out of the boxing ring, but he did not want the distraction yet. He would bide his time and let the bigger man wait.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “Learning is not child’s play; we cannot learn without pain.”

        Aristotle: Politics

      

      

      “Most of you will have handled a firearm before,” Sergeant Reynolds, the musketry instructor, spoke with a Welsh accent as he looked over the cadets. “Some of you will have been in the Officer’s Training Corps at your school, and others may have fired rifles or shotguns on your daddy’s estate.” He waited for the expected murmur of mingled humour and agreement to pass. “Some of you may even have handled the SMLE, the Short Magazine Lee-Enfield rifle.”

      About half the cadets nodded in agreement. Tulloch hefted his rifle. It was heavier than he had expected but felt well-balanced. He looked along the length of the range, with the targets a distant blur in the February mist, and hoped Reynolds did not keep talking for long.

      “There are many variations of the Short Lee-Enfield,” Reynolds continued. “The rifle you have is forty-four and a half inches long, with a barrel length of twenty-five inches and weighs eight pounds and ten ounces when empty.”

      The mist altered to a drizzling rain that blew into the cadets’ faces. Tulloch lifted his chin, thankful the weeks he spent rambling and camping on the Pentland and Border hills had inured him to all sorts of weather.

      “The extreme range is two thousand eight hundred yards,” Reynolds said, “but you’ll be lucky to hit anything at more than a mile. It’s deadly accurate at three hundred yards, with a magazine of ten rounds of .303 and another up the spout.” He demonstrated how to load.

      “A good infantryman can fire fifteen aimed rounds a minute,” Reynolds said, “with twenty-five rounds rapid fire. You gentlemen hope to be officers and, therefore, should be as good as the best. I will not tolerate anything less, and the worst of you will be a first-class shot, or I’ll ensure you fail the course.”

      Tulloch felt a ripple of apprehension along the cadets’ ranks. The highest level at the ranges was a marksman, with a first-class shot next. He felt the rain making his grip on the rifle slippery and hoped he did not disgrace himself.

      Reynolds marched the cadets to the rifle range and gave instructions on how to aim, with the backsight lined up with the foresight. He walked along the line of cadets, correcting where required.

      “Aim,” Reynolds ordered. “Fire!” He stood back to watch the results.

      Tulloch pulled the rifle into his shoulder as ordered, lined up the target and fired. He was surprised at the ferocity of the kick and swore when he saw the result.

      “Outer,” Reynolds told him. “Have you ever fired a rifle before, Mr. Tulloch?”

      “No, staff,” Sturrock replied.

      “Take first pressure, then second pressure. Don’t snatch at the trigger and accept the recoil,” Reynolds said quietly. “The SMLE is a beautiful weapon if you look after her; treat her like a wife. She never jams and will accept rough treatment, but don’t give her any.” His words caressed the weapon. “Keep her clean, bright, and slightly oiled; use the pull-through and oil bottle in the butt trap, boil her out after prolonged firing, and she’ll serve you well.”

      Reynolds realised he was smiling and adopted a ferocious scowl. “And don’t waste bullets! Each bullet costs threepence! One bullet, one Hun! Now try again, Mr. Tulloch!”

      Tulloch nodded and hugged the Lee-Enfield closer to his shoulder. He allowed his body to flow into the weapon, as if they were both part of the same entity and aimed, took a deep breath and released it slowly as he took first pressure on the trigger.

      “Squeeze the trigger, sir; squeeze it; that’s the way,” Reynolds said.

      Tulloch rode the kick and looked up, knowing his shot had been better.

      “An inner, Mr. Tulloch,” Reynolds said. “Now you’ve got it! That’s another of the king’s enemies dispatched.” He walked away to give encouragement and advice to the next cadet.

      “Kneeling, sir, kneeling! Left elbow resting behind the kneecap, eyes level with the backsight!”

      “I am sure Sergeant Reynolds sleeps with his rifle,” Masson said later that day. “I can see him cuddling it like a wife, breathing sweet nothings into its breech mechanism as he fondles the muzzle.”

      Tulloch laughed. “Maybe so,” he said. “He certainly knows what he’s doing.”

      Added to the drill, musketry, sports, and physical training, Sandhurst added classes in military law, history, military administration, tactics, geography, and engineering. Tulloch studied harder than he ever had at school, absorbing knowledge for a career he often wondered was a mistake. The topography classes in map making and field sketching saw him bicycling further afield, exploring the local countryside, and returning to his old love of walking.

      “You’re a bit of a loner,” Major Outerston, the Company Commander, observed as Tulloch returned from one of his map-making expeditions. “That might not be the best thing for a regimental officer.”

      “Yes, sir,” Tulloch agreed. He already knew his weakness.

      “I’d advise you to join one of the clubs and improve your team-playing skills,” the major said. “I know you’re in the boxing club, but that’s a solitary sport. You played rugger, didn’t you?”

      “Yes. Sir,” Tulloch stood at attention in front of his desk. “I was in the seconds at school.”

      “Good; the company team could always do with new blood. How’s your shooting?” Outerston was an erect man with a fair, neatly clipped military moustache and the ribbons of the MC and DSO on his chest. His manner was deceptively mild beneath sharp grey eyes.

      “Fair, sir,” Tulloch said, knowing that the major would have every cadet’s score at his fingertips.

      “It’s on the plus side of fair. Join the rifle club and get better.”

      “Yes, sir,” Tulloch said.

      “That’s all. Dismissed.”

      Tulloch saluted and left, unsure if Major Outerston had encouraged or rebuked him.

      The company rugby team welcomed him with the usual mixture of frivolity and foolishness. The initiation saw Tulloch running naked around the Lower Lake with the other club members flicking him with wet towels, but he accepted the horseplay with grim good humour. He found himself playing in inter-company matches within a week, surprised at the seriousness with which some of his fellow cadets took the games.

      “We’re playing Lovely Five Company,” Cadet Jarrold, the team captain, told him. “They’ve swept all before them so far, and we aim to stop them. Nobody has ever beaten Lovely Five; we’ll ruin their record this time.”

      Tulloch nodded. Now he was part of the rugby club and determined to make his name. He knew that Outerston would watch, noting everything, and focussed on the game ahead.

      “You’re not heavy enough to be a forward,” Jarrold said. “But you seem aggressive, so rough them up.”

      Tulloch nodded. He knew his strengths and weaknesses. He could run and tackle, but his kicking could have been better. He stood on the pitch, stamping his feet as the opposition filed out, sizing each man. They were a tight-knit team under a formidable captain who planned to enter the Royal Norfolk Regiment, known as the Holy Boys or the Fighting Ninth.

      Tulloch viewed the opposition captain. You’re mine, he said, stamping his feet. Tulloch’s rugby philosophy was simple. Go in hard and fast. “Rummel them up!” his old rugby master had preached, and Tulloch never had cause to disagree.

      As soon as the whistle sounded, Tulloch played his usual game of pure aggression. He never flinched in a tackle, ran with the ball, and hit hard. He had little idea of tactics or subtlety but headed for the opposition’s line and encouraged his teammates to do the same.

      A small crowd had gathered to watch the game, including Outerston, Simpson, and a young woman that Tulloch had never seen before. He ignored them all, mildly irritated that they might spoil his concentration if he allowed them.

      Number Five Company was well-drilled and played as a team, passing like a machine as they swept forward. Tulloch made it his duty to upset the passing by tackling a man the instant he got the ball and running hard, handing off every attempt to tackle until a hefty forward flattened him, and he passed the ball.

      “You’re not letting them play their game, Tulloch,” Jarrold said as Tulloch staggered up and checked no bones were broken. “Keep it up.”

      When the game ended in a draw, Tulloch left the pitch to see Outerston watching.

      “You’re still a loner, Tulloch, and a bit of a maverick,” Outerston said. “Learn to be a team player.” Yet as the major walked away, Tulloch thought he saw a hint of warmth in his eyes. The young woman was also watching, with Simpson standing at her side and whispering in her ear. When she looked at Tulloch and laughed, he walked quickly away, with the studs of his boots sinking into the soft mud.

      “She’s a smasher,” Carlton observed. “Trust Simpson to land a peach.”

      Tulloch grunted. “Yes, trust Simpson.”
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        * * *

      

      The cadets ate together at long tables and visited the Fancy Goods Store, known as Jesus, for extras. They grew to know each other’s habits and backgrounds, who to avoid and who to befriend. Although Tulloch made no close friends, he found himself in the company of Carlton and Masson more than anybody else and avoided Simpson and Preston, despite the former’s popularity.

      The entire company was present at the inaugural military history class, with Tulloch in the middle of the central row.

      Major Morrison of the Army Education Corps smiled at his students. “Well, gentlemen, I’m teaching military history, a subject you should all study to learn from the mistakes of the past. You, Jarrold, who would you say is the best general in history?”

      Jarrold looked blank and stuttered, “Napoleon Bonaparte, sir.”

      “Even though he made a mess of his 1812 Russian campaign and lost to Wellington at Waterloo,” Morrison said. “And you, Preston?”

      “Marlborough, sir.”

      “A man who accepted thirty per cent casualties without a qualm.” The major toured the class, asking each cadet the same question. “And you, Tulloch?”

      “Either Colin Campbell, Lord Clyde, or Henry Havelock, sir,” Tulloch said.

      “You’re not sure, then?” Morrison asked.

      “No, sir.”

      “Why pick them?” Major stepped closer, with his eyes sharp.

      “Havelock won three battles in a few days, each one against great odds, while Colin Campbell was the only British general to emerge from both the Crimean War and Indian Mutiny with an enhanced reputation, sir.”

      The major nodded. “Don’t you think they had the advantage of fighting against inferior troops?”

      “No, sir,” Tulloch said. “I don’t think Indian sepoys are inferior to Europeans as fighting men, and the Russians are doughty fighters.”

      Morrison smiled. “Which of the two was the better commander?”

      “I don’t know yet, sir,” Tulloch said. “I hope you can teach me.” He felt a surge of satisfaction at the ripple of faint applause from the cadets.

      “I hope so too, Tulloch,” Morrison said, nodding.

      Tulloch enjoyed the military history classes as an escape from the stress of Sandhurst. Ignoring the barbed remarks from Preston, who suggested he was studying too hard, he spent much of his leisure time reading military history books and shone in class.

      “One German general divided officers into four classes,” Morrison said. “The clever, the stupid, the industrious, and the lazy.” He looked over the cadets, watching who were taking notes. “He believed that every officer possessed at least two of those qualities. Write down which two you think you possess; no false modesty now, lads.”

      Tulloch considered for a moment and wrote, “industrious and clever,” adding a question mark to the latter word.

      “All right,” Morrison said. “Our German friend believed the clever and lazy were suited for the highest command. Who thinks that applies to them?”

      Masson and Carlton were among the cadets who raised their hands.

      “I’ll agree to the lazy part,” Morrison said and waited for the laughter to die away. “Who wrote clever and industrious?”

      Tulloch, Simpson, and Preston were among the cadets who raised their hands.

      “You may be bound for a high staff appointment, according to our general,” Morrison told them. “Stupid and industrious?”

      When nobody agreed to that label, Major Morrison smiled. “I’m glad to see that,” he said. “Stupid and industrious officers tend to send men into impossible situations, get them killed and lose battles.” He paused for a moment. “The lesson is to think before you give an order. You are responsible for men’s lives, and the higher in rank you advance, the more British soldiers you can lose.”

      The cadets were silent as they digested Major Morrison’s words.

      At the end of the first or junior term in July, Outerston summoned Tulloch to his office.

      “Well, Tulloch, how has the first term gone?”

      Unsure how to reply, Tulloch said. “All right, sir, thank you.”

      Outerston nodded. “I see you joined the company’s rugby team.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Outerston smiled faintly. “I saw you play, Tulloch. And you joined the company rifle team.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Outerston touched his moustache. “You’re certainly not a star cadet, Tulloch, but you obey orders and work hard. I’m going to take a chance on you and promote you to lance corporal for your intermediate term. Congratulations.”

      “Thank you, sir.”

      “I hope it makes you less of a lone wolf, Tulloch. Dismissed.”

      Tulloch left the company commander’s office in a daze. He had not only survived his first term at Sandhurst but had also been promoted to a lance corporal, the most unforgiving and unwanted rank in the army.

      I don’t care how low the rank is, Tulloch told himself. It’s still promotion, the first long step towards being a field marshal.
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        “Force and fraud are in war, the two cardinal virtues.”

        Hobbes: Leviathan

      

      

      “A woman?” Tulloch repeated Carlton’s words. “I’ve never considered a woman.”

      “Never?” Carlton asked, drawing on his elegant Turkish cigarette. He had seen a fellow cadet with Turkish cigarettes and thought they were more suited to an officer than the more usual British equivalent.

      “How can I afford a woman?” Tulloch asked. “We earn nothing here, and my father is hardly a wealthy man.” He did not add that his father grudged every penny, hoping to starve him away from Sandhurst and back to the legal office in Edinburgh.

      Carlton smiled. “It depends on the woman,” he explained. “Some are expensive, while you can have others for next to nothing. It all depends on what sort of woman you want and what purpose you want her for.”

      “I don’t want any woman,” Tulloch said after a few moments’ consideration. He thought of the expense and the possible effects of using a prostitute. He had no desire to lose his position at Sandhurst because he caught some venereal disease.

      “As you wish,” Carlton exhaled aromatic smoke. “I’m in love, you know. I’m going to get married.”

      Tulloch smiled as the image of the girl who watched the rugby entered his head. “Subalterns may not marry,” he quoted the old maxim. “Captains may marry, majors should marry, colonels must marry.”

      “Amelia’s bringing a friend,” Carlton said urgently. “I need somebody to come with me; you’re the only man free.” He raised his eyebrows, hopefully. “Could you come, Tulloch? I’ve got some spare cash if that worries you.”

      Tulloch sighed, knowing he had to try and fit in. “I’ll come along,” he said. “But I warn you that I’m not great with women.”

      Having no sister and attending a boys-only school had not prepared Tulloch to deal with women. He had heard his colleagues boast of their sexual prowess and often wondered how much was true.

      “You don’t have to be great, Tulloch,” Carlton told him. “Just smile and nod as they chatter, praise their looks and hold their chair when they sit down.”

      Tulloch forced a smile. “I’m sure I’ll manage.”

      Carlton had booked a table for four at the King’s Head in Crowthorne, a few miles north of Sandhurst, and Tulloch wore his best civvies, hoping they were not out of place. He was more nervous about meeting a girl than anything he had experienced at the military college. Still, he persuaded himself it was all part of his education to become an officer.

      “You look terrified,” Carlton said.

      “I am,” Tulloch admitted, laughing to give the impression he was joking.

      The King’s Head was little more than a country inn, not the plush hotel Tulloch feared, and the two women arrived ten minutes late as he waited outside in Carlton’s borrowed car.

      “This is Amelia,” Carlton introduced a blonde woman with a ready smile. Unsure what to do, he shook her hand. “And this is Amelia’s sister, Elizabeth.”

      Tulloch took a deep breath and faced the woman he intended to entertain for the evening.

      “I know you,” Elizabeth tossed back her dark hair under the fashionable hat. “I saw you playing rugby.”

      Tulloch smiled. “You were the only girl watching,” he said.

      “Woman, please,” Elizabeth told him, smiling. “I am twenty-one years old now.”

      “Woman,” Tulloch corrected himself with a slight bow. “I do apologise.”

      Elizabeth had a pleasant smile, which crinkled her eyes and showed small white teeth.

      Tulloch was thankful that Elizabeth seemed content to talk about everything from women’s fashions to the state of affairs in Europe. All he had to do was nod, agree and field the occasional question about himself or Sandhurst.

      “Do you like Sandhurst?” Elizabeth asked.

      Tulloch considered the question before replying. “Like might not be the best word,” he said. “I find it interesting, and I am learning a lot.”

      “Oh, good,” Elizabeth said and began a long anecdote about her school days.

      Tulloch looked sideways at Carlton, who was laughing happily with Amelia. He glanced surreptitiously at his watch, decided he should smile as Elizabeth paused for breath and wondered why he was not as excited as he should be in female company.

      Elizabeth and Amelia expected wine with their meal, and Carlton ordered in an assumed French accent that set both women laughing.

      “What regiment will you join?” Elizabeth asked at last, and Tulloch relaxed a little as he spoke of the Argyll and Sutherland Highlanders. Elizabeth listened for a few moments and then talked of her father, who was something in the City, and how she loved London life.

      “Do you like London?”

      “I’ve never been there,” Tulloch confessed.

      “Never?” Elizabeth looked astonished. Leaning across the table, she touched his arm. “Oh, Douglas, you must see London. There is so much in the Capital!” She began to extoll the virtues and attractions until Carlton noticed the time and said they had to return to Sandhurst. He paid the bill with a flourish as Tulloch tried not to look embarrassed.

      “Don’t I even get a good night kiss?” Elizabeth asked as Carlton deposited the women at their eight-bedroomed country home on the outskirts of Crowthorne.

      Tulloch nodded, hiding his momentary confusion. “Yes, of course,” he said and looked sideways at Carlton, who was busily engaged with Amelia.

      Elizabeth pressed her mouth against him, pulling him closer. Tulloch found the sensation more pleasant than he had expected and responded willingly, allowing his hands to stray until she pushed him away.

      “That’s enough, Douglas. Don’t eat me!”

      “Come on, Tulloch,” Carlton said, and they raced back to Sandhurst at top speed, with Tulloch musing about what had happened. He had found the evening more frustrating than exciting and wondered if he was ever destined to find a woman. Tulloch shrugged; that could wait. He had to pass Sandhurst first.
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        * * *

      

      “Tulloch!” Simpson pushed Tulloch’s shoulder from behind. “I want a word with you!”

      “What do you want?” They were outside the building with the sun setting, reflecting from the Lake and on the brass cannon. A few cadets marched past, with one or two turning to see what was happening.

      “You’re a bastard!” Simpson snarled.

      Tulloch saw Preston standing a few yards away, smiling. “What are you on about, Simpson?”

      Simpson pushed Tulloch’s chest, sending him two steps backwards. “You kissed my girl!”

      “Your girl?”

      “Elizabeth Brownlow,” Simpson said and pushed again, harder.

      Tulloch pushed back. “I didn’t know she was your girl,” he said.

      “Liar!”

      Tulloch drew back his fist and swung a punch that would have broken Simpson’s nose if the taller man had not ducked. Even so, the blow caught Simpson on the forehead and knocked him back.

      “Enough!” RSM Noble strode between them. “What’s all this about?”

      “A woman,” Preston said. “Tulloch went out with Simpson’s girl.”

      Noble grunted. “You have a choice, gentlemen,” he said. “Either I take you to the Company Commander, who will take a bleak view of cadets brawling, or you settle this in the ring.”

      “In the ring,” Simpson said immediately. “Tulloch’s been avoiding me in the ring since Junior Term.”

      “I’ll see you in the ring,” Tulloch said, leaning back to meet Simpson’s gaze as Preston smirked in the background.

      “He’s inches taller than you and two stones heavier,” Carlton said when he heard the news.

      “I know,” Tulloch agreed.

      “You haven’t got a chance, man,” Masson said cheerfully. “Lead with your chin, tale an early knockout and stay down. Avoid punishment.”

      Tulloch shook his head. “Simpson’s been needling me since my first day. I’m going to have a crack at him.”

      Masson began to intone Chopin’s Funeral March.

      “He’ll kill you,” Carlton agreed with Masson.

      “Maybe,” Tulloch said and lifted a military history book.
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        * * *

      

      Quite a crowd gathered in the Gymnasium to watch what they knew to be a grudge match.

      Carlton had agreed to act as Tulloch’s second and gave a stream of advice.

      “Have you ever boxed?” Tulloch asked.

      “Never,” Carlton admitted.

      “Then attend to the sponge and the water and let me attend to Simpson,” Tulloch told him. He saw Private Dunn at the back of the crowd, a good six inches shorter than most cadets but looking teak-tough.

      One of the staff sergeants acted as referee, eyed the height and weight disparity between the two men, and shook his head.

      “No low blows and no hitting after the bell,” the referee ordered.

      Simpson glared at Tulloch. “I’ve been looking forward to this, Tulloch.”

      Tulloch walked to his corner without a word. Stripped for the ring, Simpson looked even more impressive, with a deep chest and broad shoulders.

      When the bell rang, Tulloch came out quickly and led with a series of jabs, catching Simpson above the eye with his first, only to have the taller man block the rest with a raised right arm. He ducked a powerful right cross, landed a right of his own and winced as Simpson scored with a left to his temple.

      Both men backed away after the initial encounter, circled each other for thirty seconds, and then Tulloch advanced again, jabbing with his left as he looked for an opening with his right. Simpson had expected the attack, blocked the jabs and caught Tulloch with a left hook to the ribs.

      “Fifteen rounds, Tulloch,” Simpson said as the timekeeper rang the bell for the end of the round. “I’ll make you suffer before I knock you out.”

      “Told you so,” Carlton said, sponging Tulloch’s injuries. “It’s a mismatch. I’ll throw in the towel any time you like.”

      “No,” Tulloch said. “That was only the first round.”

      As the bell rang again, Tulloch advanced to the attack, and Simpson met him with two smashing blows to the ribs and one to the solar plexus. He grunted, straightened up and threw a straight right that bounced off Simpson’s upper arm.

      “I’ll break your ribs, one by one,” Simpson sneered. “Twelve rounds of pounding. I’ll make you a cripple, Tulloch.”

      By the end of the fourth round, Tulloch believed Simpson was correct. His best punches did not affect the bigger man, while Simpson’s blows set his ribs on fire.

      “Mr Tulloch,” Private Dunn stood at his corner at the end of the fifth round. “You’ve got all the aggression in the world, but you’ll need more than aggression to defeat Mr Simpson. He’s got height, weight and reach advantage over you, and, if you don’t mind me saying, sir, he’s a better boxer.”

      “He is,” Tulloch agreed through split lips.

      “Well, sir, you need guile if somebody is stronger than you. Nobody can doubt your bravery, now prove you’re more intelligent as well.”

      “Guile?”

      “Out-think him, sir,” Dunn said. “Do what he doesn’t expect.”

      Tulloch nodded, dripping watery blood from a cut above his eye. “Thank you, Dunn.” He staggered to his feet and saw Simpson bouncing in the middle of the ring, tapping his gloves together.

      “Come for more, Tulloch? You can always throw in the towel and prove you’re a coward or face me and end up a cripple, too badly injured to attend the graduation parade.”

      Tulloch slumped, favouring his left leg, and limped around the ring. He breathed heavily, gasping when he threw a weak punch that Simpson fended off easily. Simpson laughed and jabbed into Tulloch’s ribs. Tulloch doubled over, gasping again.

      “Are you fit to continue, Mr Tulloch?” The referee asked.

      “Yes, staff,” Tulloch said, rose, crouched again and rose a second time, with his face twisted in pain. He saw Simpson relax, grinning at the crowd.

      “I don’t believe so, Mr Tulloch,” the referee turned to Carlton when Tulloch rose, feinted a jab and landed a tremendous uppercut to Simpson’s chin. It was a single blow, but it carried all Tulloch’s weight. He knew it was a good punch even before his fist made contact and saw Simpson’s head crack back as the glove landed.

      Tulloch stepped back with his guard up and his feet square on the canvas. Ignoring the grinding pain in his ribs, he waited for Simpson to retaliate, but his opponent lay face up with his legs apart and arms spread out. The referee pushed Tulloch back as he counted.

      “Back to your corner, Mr Tulloch,” the referee said, holding his arm aloft. “You’ve won.”

      The crowd were silent, except for Carlton, who was jubilant, and Masson, who watched with a broad smile and helped Tulloch unlace his gloves.

      “I thought you would win,” Masson said.

      “That’s the way, sir,” Dunn said. “A combination of aggression, courage and guile.”

      Tulloch winced and tenderly massaged his ribs as the referee approached him. “I’ll have the medico tend to you, Mr Tulloch.” He eyed Tulloch with new respect. “You took quite a beating, sir, and kept going.”

      “I feel like I’ve been hit by a steamroller,” Tulloch said, sinking onto his stool.

      “You kept coming, Mr Tulloch, and learned some guile,” Dunn handed Tulloch a mug of water. “You led Mr Simpson into a trap.”

      “Yes,” Tulloch said. He knew he would never forget today’s lesson. Aggression and courage alone were insufficient; a successful officer also needed cunning and the art of deception.
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        * * *

      

      A combination of sheer hard work and study kept Tulloch in the top half of his class, and towards the end of the senior term Major Outerston called him into his office. Wondering what military crime he had committed, Tulloch marched in and stood to attention.

      “I have decided you’re going to graduate, Tulloch,” Outerston growled, fixing him with a ferocious look. “Fill in this form and bring it back to me tomorrow.” He handed over a pre-printed War Office form.

      “Thank you, sir,” Tulloch said and saluted. Returning to his room, he placed the form on his table and read it with growing satisfaction. The first line told Tulloch everything.

      Name in order of preference three regiments into which you desire to be commissioned.

      Tulloch did not have to think hard. He had spent much of the last eighteen months and much of his youth dreaming of the regiment he hoped to join. He wrote Number One: Argyll and Sutherland Highlanders at the top of the page and stepped back, smiling. With his high marks and attainments, he knew the Argylls would accept him, and he did not need to put down any other formation. However, the form asked for three regiments, so that is what he would give them. He quickly scribbled the Royal Scots as his second choice and the Lothian Rifles as his third.

      He knew the history of all three regiments, but the Argylls had been his favoured unit since childhood when he had examined every detail of the Thin Red Line painting that hung in his hall. The Royal Scots was the British Army’s oldest and most prestigious line regiment, and belonged to Edinburgh. They were Pontius Pilate’s Bodyguard, the old First of Foot, with battle honours that stretched back to Tangiers in the seventeenth century and roots that were even deeper in the past. The Lothian Rifles were the youngest of the three, having been raised for the French Revolutionary War as recently as 1793. Tulloch knew less about them, for his heart was with the Argylls.

      Tulloch handed back the form and awaited the outcome with confidence. Simpson had avoided him since the boxing match, and his cracked ribs had slowly healed.

      “You fought well, Tulloch,” Preston approached Tulloch as he walked along the corridor. “Congratulations on your victory.”

      “Thank you,” Tulloch said and walked on, with Preston nearly running at his side.

      “No, I mean it, Tulloch. Look, we’ve never been the best of friends. Maybe we can alter that now.”

      “Goodbye, Preston,” Tulloch said and strode on, leaving Preston glowering at him.

      “What did he want?” Carlton asked.

      “To be friends,” Tulloch replied. “Rats leaving the sinking ship. I won’t miss him when I leave Sandhurst.”

      “Nobody will,” Carlton replied. He was quiet for a few moments. “We’ll hear where we’re bound for today.”

      Tulloch nodded. “Will you miss Sandhurst?”

      Carlton was quiet for a few moments. “It’s a place I’ll always remember,” he said. “I hated the first term.”

      “We all hated the first term,” Tulloch agreed. “If we can survive that, we can survive anything.”

      Outerston ordered the final-year cadets to his office one by one to hear their fate.

      “Tulloch,” Outerston said when Tulloch stood before him. “You are being commissioned into the Lothian Rifles.”

      Tulloch shook his head as the disappointment grew. “I applied for the Argylls and the Royal Scots, sir.”

      “The Argylls have sufficient officers, and the Royals can be extremely selective,” Outerston explained kindly. “Next to the Guards, they are arguably the most elite regiment.”

      About to say, “You mean my family is not good enough, sir,” Tulloch bit back the bitter words. He had learned that in the army, one obeyed orders without complaint.

      “Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

      “The Lothian Rifles are an excellent regiment and they’re on your list,” Outerston said.

      “Yes, sir,” Tulloch agreed. “I’ll be proud to join them.”

      “You’ll have seven days leave when you graduate from Sandhurst and then report to the Second Battalion.”

      “Yes, sir,” Tulloch could say no more.

      Outerston gave a small smile. “Do you know where the Second Battalion is based, Tulloch?”

      “I don’t, sir,” Tulloch admitted.

      “Peshawar,” Outerston said. “Congratulations, Tulloch, you may be blooded in the reality of your profession quicker than you expected.”

      Peshawar. That’s a major garrison town near the Northwest Frontier of India. I’ll research it in the library.

      “Yes, sir,” Tulloch said.

      “Dismissed.”

      Carlton was accepted into the Durham Light Infantry, while Masson joined the Royal Irish Fusiliers.

      “Simpson didn’t get into the Guards,” Carlton said. “He’s in the Norfolks, I think.”

      Tulloch nodded, thinking of the Lothian Rifles and Peshawar. “The RSM will bid us a fond farewell and welcome a new intake,” he said.
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        * * *

      

      Proud of his sergeant’s stripes, Tulloch stood at attention at the Passing Out Parade. He slid his eyes sideways to ensure the company were immaculate in their drill, remembered the strutting civilians who had strutted into Sandhurst eighteen months before and wondered how he could have been so foolish and naïve.

      The senior cadets marched up the steps of the Old Building as so many thousand potential officers had done before them. Tulloch saw the surface shine of their boots and belts, heard the unified crash and knew the staff had done an excellent job. He briefly wondered how many of the marching officers would rise to general rank and how many would die of disease or enemy action in some obscure corner of the world. Unless this Mussolini fellow, or even Hitler, stirs up trouble.

      Tulloch automatically kept in step as he thought of the present political position. He suspected Mussolini was the biggest threat, with his African empire alarmingly close to British possessions.

      Will I be fighting the Italians soon? Well, time will tell. Concentrate on today and let tomorrow take care of itself.

      The cadets thundered through the wide doors of the Old Building for the final time. Another significant doorway, Tulloch remembered leaving the Royal High School, except here was King George taking the salute with the Camp Commandant at his side.

      Tulloch marched onto the gravel square for the last time and knew that in every ending, there was a beginning, and his military life was about to commence. He listened to the silver notes of the bugle sounding the Last Post over Sandhurst and knew he had never heard anything more beautiful. Tulloch took a deep breath, straightened his back, and strode to his room to pack up his kit.
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        First out of Eidyn’s bright fort, he inspired,

        Faithful warriors who’d follow him.

        The Goddodin

      

      

      

      “Where are you headed?” Carlton asked as they sat in the King’s Head.

      “India,” Tulloch said. “The Lothian Rifles have two battalions, the First stationed in Scotland and the Second in India. They have a vacancy in the Second Battalion.”

      Carlton looked pensive for a moment. “Right into the deep end, then, Tulloch. When are you leaving?”

      “On the next troopship,” Tulloch said. He smiled. “Where are you bound for?”

      Carlton laughed. “Aldershot,” he said. “I know the way!” He held out his hand. “The best of luck to you, Tulloch.”

      “And you, Carlton.” They shook hands, with Tulloch aware they may never meet again, or the army could post both regiments to the same base for years.

      Tulloch turned and marched away, straight-backed and erect, a young officer striding to his future.
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        * * *

      

      Although he had read dozens of books and spoken to the old sweats in Sandhurst, nothing prepared Tulloch for his first impression of India. The multi-crossed Union flag hung limply over the fort at Manora on top of the hundred feet high cliffs. Below the cliffs and floating on the heaving sea, listless seabirds watched the troopship steam into the harbour. The troops lined the rails as they approached Karachi, some pointing and talking excitedly, others quiet as they wondered what their future might hold in this alien land.

      “It’s hot,” Lieutenant Harper, a fresh-faced officer also on his first posting out East, said.

      Tulloch nodded. He had tried to accustom himself to the heat on the passage through the Mediterranean and down the Red Sea and the Indian Ocean, but it seemed to intensify as they approached Karachi. He thought the heat reached out from the land in pulses of unremitting savagery.

      Welcome to India. Tulloch thought and smiled. He might not be in his chosen regiment, but he was arriving at a destination with the best chance of active service.

      “Get ready for disembarking!” A colonel barked, and officers and men gathered their kit and clustered in formations. Tulloch stared at the jewel of the British Empire, seeing a confusion of shades of brown and dun, with crowds of people and vehicles of different types, from donkey carts and camels to horse-drawn carriages and steam-powered trains. An offshore breeze wafted an array of scents from the crowded city, and Tulloch realised he was smelling authentic India, a combination of sweet fragrances, spices and odoriferous slums. A group of tugs steamed out to escort the troopship into the harbour, allowing the officers and men on board time to view the city and the multitudes of dark-faced people who stared back at the ship.

      The throb of the engines ended, the anchors descended with a splash and a noisy rattle, and men ran to secure the troopship to bollards on the dockside. Tulloch became aware of the noise of the city. Everybody on shore seemed to be shouting; a gangway scraped into place, officers and NCOs bellowed orders, and a regimental brass band played martial airs that seemed incongruous in the Asiatic surroundings.

      To protect them from the sun, the troops wore the heavy Wolseley helmets, named after General Sir Garnet Wolseley, a famous nineteenth-century soldier. Within minutes, Tulloch felt the sweat breaking out from his forehead to his legs.

      I’ll have to get used to the heat; this is my life for the foreseeable future.

      The men clattered off the ship with the old India hands giving free advice to the youngsters who had never left Britain before.

      “Don’t give anything to the beggars, lads, or you’ll never get rid of them.”

      “Don’t drink the water unless you boil it.”

      “Keep your head covered against the heat, lads, or the sun will get you.”

      “Avoid the women, or they’ll give you the pox.”

      The youngsters stared at this dusty city, so different from the exotic India of their imagination. People were everywhere, teeming multitudes, all seemingly intent on making as much noise as possible.

      Military police, both British and Indian, helped move the disembarking soldiers onto the trains that took them to their various destinations, with dark smoke and puffs of steam adding to the confusion. Tulloch saw a tanned European civilian sitting on a stool carefully taking notes, wondered why somebody would want to waste his time on an Indian train station and stopped when a Military Police corporal threw a smart salute.

      “Where to, sir?” The corporal asked Tulloch, with sweat running down his beefy red face.

      “Peshawar,” Tulloch told him. “I’m joining the Lothian Rifles.”

      “This way, sir,” the corporal directed Tulloch to a train so he was sitting in a stifling hot compartment within an hour of leaving the ship, with other officers around him and noisy soldiers in the lower-class carriages. Other Ranks travelled in compartments that held six men and their kit, with two tiers of three bunks. The officers had slightly more space in the creakingly ancient carriages.

      “I heard Bobs Roberts travelled in this train,” A lean captain said as he lounged in a chair. “He complained about the age and condition, and it’s only got worse since then.”

      Tulloch grinned. Roberts had died over twenty years before, which said everything about the age of the trains.

      “Russell,” the captain said, holding out a slender hand. Tulloch did not recognise his uniform and supposed it was an Indian regiment.

      “Second Lieutenant Tulloch, sir.”

      “Just Russell when we’re off duty,” the captain said.

      The chairs were of cane, with a trio of sashes in the window. Tulloch stepped to the window to watch the seething crowd outside.

      “Careful now,” Russell advised. “One sash is for the wire mesh to ensure half the insects of Asia don’t invade us. You’ll remember the plagues of Egypt? Well, when the beasts got fed up with spreading disease and irritation to the Pharaoh, they flew to India, as you’ll soon find out. The second sash is for the shutters to keep out the sun; use the shutters, or you’ll roast, and the third is for the glass to repel the dust.”

      “Thank you,” Tulloch said.

      Russell grinned. “You’ll get used to India. Hello! We’re moving at last! Settle down, Lieutenant; Indian railways are not renowned for their reliability or speed.”

      The train steamed steadily north until it pushed through a flat landscape of ugly desert punctuated by small trees battered by the heat. A smell of tamarind trees and ammonia entered the train.

      “The Sind Desert,” Russell said. “Welcome to the romantic East.” He grinned. “Now you know why so many generations of Britons have given their lives for the glories of the Empire.”

      Tulloch smiled uneasily, unsure if the captain was serious. “It doesn’t look very glorious,” he said.

      Russell laughed. “Don’t worry; Tulloch, it gets worse when you go on the grim.⁠1

      Much worse. You’re Scotch, aren’t you?”

      “Scottish,” Tulloch corrected, more out of habit than irritation. “Yes, from Edinburgh.”

      “You’ll fit in well here, then. The Celts always fare better and integrate more than the English. We’re more conventional, you see.”

      Tulloch smiled and looked away, allowing his thoughts to drift. He had never thought of himself as Celtic before, but if his companion chose to believe that, he would not contradict him.

      The train left a legacy of thick smoke hanging heavy over a plain that stretched forever. Tulloch stared out of the dirty window, noting the occasional village where people dressed in white congregated to watch them pass. Tulloch followed their progress on a map that seemed more colourful than accurate.

      “Lie back, Tulloch,” Russell advised. “You’ll reach your destination eventually. Don’t use British time here; this is the East, where tomorrow is like yesterday, and a millennium is only a word. Most of those people live as their ancestors lived, and a railway or a British officer more or less won’t make much of a difference.” His grin showed irregular white teeth.

      Trains and dust, changing trains in a hectic station in a town Tulloch had never heard of, with British and Indian soldiers around him, Sikh policemen in splendid turbans and a convoy of camels from the northwest. Tulloch followed directions, feeling a long way from the serene austerity of Edinburgh’s New Town. He moved jerkily northward, feeling the grit of dust between his teeth and awed at the sheer scale of the landscape.

      Tulloch did not know when the atmosphere altered, but he knew it had. The land outside the train felt different. The people walked with more confidence, the colours were different, and the air was brighter and sharper, yet Tulloch sensed a new tension.

      “Ah,” Russell had been dozing opposite Tulloch said. “You felt it too, did you?”

      “Yes,” Tulloch said. “Where are we?”

      “Nearly at your destination, old man,” Russell held Tulloch’s gaze. “You’ll either love it or hate it, but one thing’s certain, Tulloch, Peshawar and the Frontier will change you forever. You’ll never look at your fellow man the same way and never view yourself as you did before.”

      “Why is that?”

      Russell gave a slow smile. “The Pathans, or Pashtuns to give them their real name, will test you like nobody else. You’ll find what sort of man you are in the next few months.” He held out his hand. “Good luck. We might meet you again up the grim.”

      “I hope so, Russell,” Tulloch said.

      “The army’s a small world, Tulloch. We’re bound to meet again.”

      “Thank you,” Tulloch shook Russell’s hand. They held each other’s gaze for a second and parted. Despite Russell’s words, Tulloch doubted they would ever meet again.
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        * * *

      

      When Tulloch left the train at Peshawar Cantonment Station, he was dusty and tired, with his head reeling from days of travelling. He looked around, seeing a vast British cantonment of dapper bungalows behind neat gardens, marching British troops beside British women and children, and a barrack block in the distance.

      “Tulloch?” A dapper lieutenant with piercing eyes stepped forward.

      “That’s me,” Tulloch admitted.

      “Muirhead, Lothian Rifles.” The lieutenant extended his hand. “You’re joining us, I believe.”

      “Yes, sir,” Tulloch snapped to attention and threw his smartest salute.

      Muirhead grinned. “You’re fresh from Sandhurst, then,” he said.

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Don’t worry; we’ll soon knock that nonsense out of you. My name’s Muirhead; you only call me sir when we’re on duty.”

      The British Cantonment at Peshawar was like a small slice of Great Britain within India, with barracks for the rank and file and bungalows and an Officers’ Mess for the officers. The heat was less muggy than further south, Tulloch thought, thankfully.

      “Why choose the Lothian Rifles?” Muirhead asked as he brought Tulloch into the Officers’ Mess. The room was nearly empty except for the Mess Sergeant standing beside a small bar.

      Tulloch thought quickly, unwilling to admit the Lothians had been his third choice. “I liked the idea of the independent thinking of the riflemen and the fact they operate in front of the line infantry.”

      “We,” Muirhead corrected gently as he ordered two chota pegs ⁠2 from the mess sergeant and ushered Tulloch to one of the tables.

      “We?”

      “You said ‘they operate.’ You’re one of us now, so it’s ‘we operate in front of the line infantry,’ or ‘we used to anyway.’” He smiled over his chota peg. “We’ll soon have you trained up.”

      Tulloch stopped to view the large picture of a battle that covered one wall, with a red-coated regiment holding a position while soldiers in blue coats attacked with flashing bayonets.

      “The Battle of Alexandria, 21st March 1801,” Muirhead explained. “Our first battle honour and, I believe, one of the first British victories over the French in the Revolutionary War.”

      “I read up on the regimental history,” Tulloch admitted.

      “I’m glad to hear it,” Muirhead said dryly. “Now, if you’ve recovered from your journey, get yourself washed, put on a decent shirt, and I’ll take you to meet the colonel.”

      Colonel Pringle eyed Tulloch up and down, smiled, nodded, leaned back in his chair, and lit his pipe. Bald and moustached, his moustache was as grey as his eyes, while his row of medal ribbons included the Military Cross and half a dozen campaign medals. He eyed Tulloch for an uncomfortable few moments before he spoke.

      “You’ve no military background, no experience, no history of soldiering, and yet you think you’re good enough to join the best regiment in the British Army. Why?”

      Tulloch thought quickly as Pringle filled his pipe. “I joined because the Lothian Rifles are the best, sir.”

      The colonel nodded slowly, puffing out aromatic smoke. “Yet you put us as your third choice. What do you think of the situation in Europe, Tulloch?”

      He already knows the Argylls were my first choice. “I think it could escalate, sir. Both Mussolini and Hitler are dangerous men.”

      “Will that impact on us here?” Colonel Pringle asked with his level stare never straying from Tulloch’s face.

      Tulloch was not prepared for the question. “It could, sir.” He was glad of the military history he had studied at Sandhurst. “In the last war, the Germans and Turks tried to bring Afghanistan into the fighting, and there’s no reason to doubt they would not do the same again.”

      “How about the Congress?” Pringle asked, chewing on the stem of his pipe.

      “They want us out of India,” Tulloch said. “As does this Gandhi fellow.” He thought hard, with the colonel’s musing eyes probing into his thoughts. “If Mussolini or Hitler suborns them, things could get complicated.”

      “They could indeed,” the colonel agreed. “What do you intend to do about it?”

      “Me, sir?”

      “You, sir,” the colonel asked. “You’re a British officer. It’s your responsibility to defend the people of India. How are you going to do it? Quickly, man!”

      “By doing my duty the best I can, sir,” Tulloch gave the first reply that came to his head.

      “And?” The colonel added more tobacco to his pipe.

      “And by ensuring my men are trained and equipped to the highest standards, sir,” Tulloch said.

      “That’s better, Tulloch.” Pringle allowed himself a bleak smile. “You’re a Lothians’ officer now, and your priority is your men. Never forget that.”

      “I won’t, sir,” Tulloch said.

      “We had some difficulty recruiting after the war,” Pringle continued. “The depression ended that. We have nearly a full battalion here. A few are old sweats from the Great War; the majority are young men in their twenties forced into uniform by poverty and unemployment. They make excellent soldiers.”

      “That’s good, sir,” Tulloch said.

      “I’m posting you to Four Platoon in ‘B’ Company,” the colonel said. “Sergeant Drysdale’s a good man; he’s been in the regiment for decades. If you have any problems, ask his advice.” He placed his still-smoking pipe on the broad desk. “Get to know your men, Tulloch. That’s the first rule of a good officer.”

      “I will, sir,” Tulloch promised.

      “All right. Get settled in, learn the geography of the cantonment, and meet your men. Off you go, Tulloch, and welcome to the Lothian Rifles.”

      When Tulloch had his first parade, Four Platoon surveyed him through expressionless, stony eyes. Regular soldiers, most were in their mid or late-twenties, with a few older men who had seen service around the Empire. One tall man caught Tulloch’s eye. He stood at attention without any tension and had intelligent eyes in a deeply tanned face. That man has a story behind him, Tulloch thought.

      Medium height with a broad chest and a drooping moustache, Sergeant Drysdale boasted a chestful of medal ribbons and an inscrutable gaze that hid his feelings.

      “Platoon ready for inspection, sir,” he said with a salute that any Guardsman would have envied.

      Taking a deep breath, Tulloch walked the length of his men, seeing only stubborn, closed faces. He knew they would become individuals in time, men with a history, personality, and characteristics, but at present, they were a homogeneous mass of expressionless soldiers in khaki drill. They stared straight ahead, some trembling with the effort of standing at attention, their uniforms immaculate, with Wolseley helmets all at the same angle.

      “My name is Second Lieutenant Tulloch, and we’re going to get to know each other very well,” Tulloch began.

      The men looked straight ahead. Nobody smiled. The tall man looked as if he were carved from granite.

      Tulloch remembered his training. Never allow the men to see you ruffled; keep calm at all times. “We’ll start with a route march,” he said.

      “We’ll need rifles and bayonets, sir,” Sergeant Drysdale said quietly. “Peshawar is close to tribal territory.”

      “Will they attack British soldiers?”

      “The Pathans will attack anybody, sir,” Drysdale said. “Particularly British soldiers.”

      “Thank you, Sergeant.”

      After only ten minutes, Tulloch realised that a route march in India was vastly different from a route march in Great Britain. Although they were only entering the Indian spring, the heat was intense while the dust was worse, rising from the ground and penetrating everything and everywhere. Tulloch coughed and choked as Four Platoon marched resolutely onward.

      When the platoon left the cantonment, one saturnine man gave Tulloch a sidelong glance and began to sing.

      
        
        
        “I love a lassie,

        A bonny black Madrasi,

        She’s as black as the ace of bloody spades.

        She’s got a beautiful smooth belly,

        And her pa’s a lord in Delhi

        Parvati, my black best girl.”

      

      

      

      Tulloch did not know the words, although he was to hear various versions of them hundreds of times in the future.

      Other men joined in until the dust grew too dense, and the singing ended. Only the rhythmical thump of boots on the hard ground broke the silence and a wind that seemed like the blast from a furnace door. Tulloch kept level with the men, struggling to breathe in the dust and heat. He called a ten-minute halt after an hour and sat near the men, listening to their conversation. At first, he wondered what they were saying, with their talk a mixture of English, Scots, army jargon, and Urdu.

      “We’ve got a chokra then,” one long-faced man said, “a chota-sahib.”⁠3

      “We’ve all got to learn,” the tall private replied. “He’ll turn into a pukka-sahib ⁠4eventually. Give him time, Brown.”

      Brown grunted. “I hope he learns quickly, then, Hardie. This Fakir is stirring up trouble with the Waziris.”

      Tulloch listened, took mental notes, and marched the men on, wondering who the Fakir was and what trouble he was making. He decided to return through Peshawar to look at the city, marching through Edwards Gate with its attendant bazaar and onto the teeming streets.

      The population of Peshawar was different from Karachi, diverse and challenging, staring at the platoon of British soldiers. Tulloch saw camel caravans with tall, bold-eyed drivers, men with ringlets and a warrior’s stance, and women wearing burkas that covered their faces so only their eyes were visible.

      I’m certainly not in Edinburgh now, but this place feels more like Central Asia than India.

      The population was not hostile, but nor did Tulloch find them friendly. They seemed to continue their lives as if the British were not present or important. Tulloch noted one man who seemed different, for he watched the platoon march past with some interest.

      I’ve seen that fellow before, Tulloch thought. He was at the station in Karachi, watching the trains. He’s no native, but what’s a European doing wandering about Peshawar in native clothes?

      When Tulloch dismissed Four Platoon and retired to his quarters, he still wondered about the stray European. His head pounded, full of images from the day, and he sighed when a smart corporal approached him.

      “Sir!” the corporal saluted. “Major Hume requests your presence.”

      “Thank you, corporal,” Tulloch said. “Where can I find him?”

      “Adjutant’s office, sir. I’ll take you,” the corporal said.

      Major Hume was the adjutant and company commander, a man of forty with a finger missing from a near-forgotten skirmish somewhere on the Northwest Frontier. He walked with a pronounced limp from another wound and greeted Tulloch with a grin that revealed false teeth.

      “So you’re the new commander of Four Platoon,” he said as Tulloch reported to him. “Very good, Tulloch. They’re a great bunch of lads, a perfect combination of youth and experience.” Hume spoke with the accents of Fettes and Edinburgh University, yet Tulloch could sense the steel beneath the smile that the wounds already suggested. “You’ll learn a lot from them, Tulloch, and teach you how to be a leader.”

      Nobody in Sandhurst had told Tulloch that the men could teach the officers anything. He raised his eyebrows, remembering Dunn’s advice at the boxing match. “Yes, sir.”

      “Lean on Sergeant Drysdale, Tulloch. What he doesn’t know about soldiering isn’t worth knowing.” Hume smiled. “The NCOs keep the army together, not the officers. Oh, we give the orders, but men such as Drysdale ensure the men carry them out and prevent us from making too much of a fool of ourselves.”

      Tulloch nodded, unsure of this new aspect of soldiering.

      “You’ll think you’re good at drill after Sandhurst,” the major said. “And maybe you are. Now we’ll teach you to drill the Lothian way. You’ll learn drill with the lance corporals under RSM Watson.”

      Tulloch had learned never to question orders. “Yes, sir.”

      “You’ve got to show the men you can do it before you teach them,” Hume explained. “Once you’ve settled into our way of doing things, we’ll take B Company on a long route march, show the flag, toughen the men and let you see the countryside.” He grinned again. “You’ll like it on the Frontier, Tulloch. Or you’ll hate it.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “We’re on the cusp of the Northwest Frontier here, Tulloch,” Lieutenant Muirhead said as they halted B Company on a rocky ridge. “The map will claim that it’s British territory, but don’t you believe it. Everything you see ahead is Pashtun tribal territory, and our writ only extends as far as the range of our rifles, and then only if the Pashtun agree.”

      Tulloch looked over at the labyrinth of ragged hills that marked the end of British India and the beginning of Central Asia. The hills were grim, grey, and wild, a tangle of savage country peopled by intractable Pashtun tribes who had no desire to allow the British, or anybody else, a foothold into their territory. Behind the Pashtun tribes, at the far end of the passes, sat Afghanistan and, beyond that, independent Persia and the great mass of the USSR, nations which had no reasons to love Great Britain.

      “We’ve tried every possible method of keeping the tribes in order,” Muirhead said. “We’ve built a chain of outpost forts, recruited the Pashtun warriors into a frontier force, used political agents in tribal territory, and launched a hundred punitive expeditions.” He grinned sourly. “This is our Hadrian’s Wall, except this time, we’re the Romans and the Pashtuns are the wild Caledonians.”

      “That’s a thought,” Tulloch said. “History is turning circles. New empires rise on the ashes of the old.” He squinted through the shimmering heat haze towards one of the frontier forts, with its grey mud battlemented walls looking like something out of the Middle Ages, except for the incongruous wireless masts rising above the tower and the barbed wire entanglements intended to slow any rush by aggressive tribesmen.

      “Will we ever subdue the Pashtun?” Tulloch asked the rhetorical question.

      “Did the Romans ever subdue the Caledonians? Did they ever subdue us?” Muirhead retorted. “And here’s another thought, Tulloch. Do we want to subdue them? Of all the peoples we’ve fought on the fringes of the Empire, we have the greatest respect for the Pashtuns. Oh, we all admire the courage of the Zulus and the Sudanese, but the Pashtuns have fought us to a standstill and always teach us something new.”

      Muirhead stood on the highest point of the ridge, silhouetted against the bright sky with his Wolseley helmet incongruously unwieldy and his pistol holster unfastened, ready for an instant reaction. Beside and below him, the men of B Company made themselves as comfortable as possible in the austere surroundings. Operating so close to tribal territory, Muirhead had posted picquets, men who watched for any incursions by tribal warriors. Tulloch knew it was unlikely, but the tribes had been restless recently, and it was always best to be careful.

      Muirhead continued. “Although we don’t admit it, these encounters along the Frontier make soldiering worthwhile. Otherwise, all we would do is aid the civil powers, which is the worst job in the world, march around to show the flag and mount guards for inflated dignitaries.”

      Tulloch smiled. “Unless Il Duce causes trouble in Europe.”

      “Unless Il Duce causes trouble,” Muirhead agreed. He stood on the ridge for a few moments. “Well, there we have the Frontier, Tulloch. You’ll have heard of the Fakir of Ipi, of course.”

      “I’ve heard something of him,” Tulloch admitted cautiously.

      “Learn more,” Muirhead advised. “He’s out there somewhere,” he indicated the tangle of hills and valleys. “Encouraging the Waziris and anybody else to rise against us. In Europe, Mussolini and Hitler may be the threat, but on the Frontier, the Fakir of Ipi is every bit as dangerous.” He grinned. “You might earn your spurs quicker than you expected, youngster!”
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        This is the truth I tell you;

        Of all things, freedom’s most fine

        Never submit to live, my son,

        In the bonds of slavery entwined

        Walter Bower

      

      

      

      Mirza Ali Khan, better known as the Fakir of Ipi, was a Waziri tribesman from the clan of the Khel Wazir. Tulloch was unsure of his age but guessed he was in his forties at least. The Fakir had been the imam of a mosque in Ipi, a small village between Bannu and the lower Tochi Valley near the Afghanistan border, not causing the British or Afghans any trouble. In 1936, he became involved in tribal politics.

      The Fakir might have been destined to be one of the many unknown and anonymous imams of the Frontier if a woman-hungry Muslim student had not decided to abduct a Hindu girl. Kidnapping was not uncommon along the Frontier when some predatory warrior from the border tribes swooped into British-protected territory, grabbed a Hindu woman, and carried her back to his lands. The British had a recognised procedure for such cases, whereby the local political officer met a tribal jirga-gathering - to resolve the matter. In this case, the Waziri student had kidnapped a woman named Chand Bibi, the daughter of a Hindu merchant who lived in Bannu. When the kidnapper forced her through a Muslim marriage, her father took his case to court, despite many people claiming the woman had converted to Islam.

      When local agitators incited the Waziri tribesmen to protest and delay the trial and return of the woman, the British authorities quelled the disturbance. The Fakir of Ipi was one of the principal agitators and continued after the father won his case, claiming the British government was increasing its influence in tribal affairs.

      “This Ipi fellow seems to be a prime troublemaker,” Tulloch observed as they sat in the Mess under the picture of the Battle of Alexandria.

      Muirhead sipped at his whisky. “He is. He’s stirred the Waziris up in a wave of religious fervour, and the entire Waziri tribe has risen against any infidel, especially us.”

      Tulloch felt a surge of excitement. Although he did not desire trouble and deaths on the Frontier or anywhere else, the prospect of using his military skills was exhilarating. “Do you think we’ll be needed?”

      Muirhead smiled. “Calm down, young warmonger. War isn’t a game. You’ll get your chance to shine. In the meantime, you have a regimental dinner to prepare for.”

      “I’m not looking forward to that,” Tulloch admitted.

      “More nerve-wracking than facing the Waziris, eh?” Muirhead said with a laugh. “Learn your part and speak slowly, and you’ll be fine.”

      “Yes, sir,” Tulloch said automatically.

      Formed in 1793 at the beginning of the French Revolutionary War, the Lothian Rifles was not an old regiment by British Army standards. However, it had accumulated a great deal of tradition and an impressive collection of battle honours in its century and a half of existence. As well as being the only regiment to use the Border Pipes rather than the great Highland bagpipes, there was a regimental dinner on the anniversary of the battle of Alexandria.

      As the regiment’s senior lieutenant, Muirhead took Tulloch aside and quietly prepared him for his central role. Proudfoot, Tulloch’s batman and company runner, helped him dress into his full regimentals with a stiff shirt and skin-tight trews that were so unsuitable for the climate. As a Lowland regiment, the Lothian Rifles did not wear the kilt, which had disappointed Tulloch.

      The officers assembled in the Mess, with every man drinking one glass of claret and talking in low voices, discussing the coming dinner or the situation in Waziristan. As the most junior member of the Mess, Tulloch stood at the back, waiting for somebody to speak to him before he replied. Muirhead stepped to him. “Courage, mon brave,” he murmured, “remember the regimental motto. Gin ye daur – if you dare.”

      Tulloch took a deep swallow of his claret, trying to dampen his throat. “Thank you, Muirhead.”

      After a few moments, the mess sergeant arrived and saluted the colonel.

      “Dinner is served, sir.”

      “Thank you, Sergeant,” the colonel replied formally and led the way into the dining room, with the officers following in order of rank. As they entered, the pipers played the regimental tune, The Flowers o’ Edinburgh. When every officer was seated, the pipers altered the music to the Lothians at Alexandria, which was unique to the Lothian Rifles and only played on this occasion. Pipe Corporal Porteous composed the tune the evening before the regiment went into action at the Somme. Porteous had died in the first twenty minutes, but his music survived as a permanent reminder.

      Nobody spoke during the rendition, and Tulloch sat, uncomfortable in his tight clothes. The officers termed the first course First Toast, which was half a boiled egg served on a small square of toast. A fish course was next, straight from a tin, Tulloch guessed, followed by the main course of stringy beef, then a plum pudding and second toast. The officers ate in silence as a tribute to the men who had died at Alexandria. When they finished Second Toast, and the mess sergeant ensured the stewards cleared the plates, Colonel Pringle stood up.

      “Now Mr Tulloch will read us a passage from the regimental history,” the colonel said as the mess sergeant placed a decanter of Glenkinchie whisky and another of claret in front of him.

      Tulloch stood as the mess sergeant handed him a leather-bound copy of the regimental history. He knew every officer was watching him as he read the passage that described the Lothian’s part in the battle of Alexandria. His first words came out as a croak, and the colonel nodded.

      “Bring Lieutenant Tulloch a glass of water.”

      “Thank you,” Tulloch said, sipping the cold water before continuing. He spoke clearly and slowly, emphasising the part the Lothians had played in the battle and pausing when speaking any individual’s name.

      When he finished, the colonel nodded. “Well read, Tulloch,” he approved, poured whisky into a large silver quaich⁠1 and passed it around the officers while smoke curled from a dozen cigars and cigarettes.

      Tulloch sat down, acknowledged Muirhead’s approving nod and relaxed a little. He felt like he had passed another initiation and would be accepted more into the Officers’ Mess.

      Being accepted by his platoon, Tulloch found, was more challenging. Men who were talkative and cheerful with each other became taciturn when he approached, and his attempts at humour met with stony faces and tight lips.

      Sergeant Drysdale watched, as expressionless as the men, with his seamed and weather-hardened face never relenting, whether on the maidan – the drill square - the ranges or on the route marches Tulloch ordered.

      He soon discovered that Private Anderson was the platoon sportsman and serial womaniser. Anderson played football for B Company and the battalion, ran the half marathon five minutes faster than his nearest rival and only replied to Tulloch with two-word answers: “Yes, sir” or “No, sir.”

      “You’re a wee bit older than most of the men, Hardie,” Tulloch said to the tallest man as they returned to barracks after a day at the ranges. “How long have you been a soldier?”

      Hardie considered the question for a long ten seconds. “It must be twenty years now, sir,” he replied slowly.

      “Were you always in the Lothians?” Tulloch noted the faded medal ribbons on Hardie’s chest, with one green medal edged with red he did not recognise.

      “No, sir,” Hardie said.

      Tulloch nodded and stepped away, realising that Hardie was not inclined to reveal his past.

      “Hardie?” Muirhead smiled when Tulloch asked later that day. “Now, there’s a man with an interesting past. I’ve offered him promotion three times, Tulloch, and he’s turned it down each time.”

      “What’s his story?”

      “Nobody’s sure,” Muirhead said. “I can tell you he has the East African campaign medal from the Great War if that helps.”

      “The green and red ribbon,” Tulloch said. “He doesn’t speak like a ranker, either.”

      “No, he doesn’t,” Muirhead agreed. “As I said, he’s a man with an interesting past.”

      Tulloch found Brown to be the opposite of Hardie, a cheerful man who was always ready to break into song, often with obscene verses that made the other members of Four Platoon laugh. His favourite, and one of the most sung in the battalion, was I Love a Lassie, a Bonnie Black Madrassi, with verses that altered according to their circumstances.

      “You’re the battalion comedian, Brown,” Tulloch said as Muirhead arranged a battalion concert. “How would you like to show your talents to a wider audience than Four Platoon?”

      Brown looked surprised to have an officer speak directly to him. “How do you mean, sir?”

      “Lieutenant Muirhead’s looking for volunteers for his concert, Brown, and you’re a famous comedian.”

      Brown shook his head. “I wouldn’t say I’m famous, sir.”

      “Well, now’s your chance to rectify that, Brown. Get your act ready for a larger audience.”

      Brown tried not to look pleased. “Yes, sir.”

      When Brown appeared at the concert, Tulloch soon realised he had made a mistake. Jokes which were humorous when aimed at Brown’s peers lost their humour when the butt was the colonel and senior officers. Tulloch watched and listened in horror as the evening wore on, Brown’s jokes became more pointed, and the officers glanced at him and the colonel, who sat with a fixed smile on his face.

      When the concert eventually ended, Colonel Pringle summoned Tulloch to his office.

      “Who was that comedian, Lieutenant? Brown, wasn’t it?”

      “Yes, sir,” Tulloch prepared himself for a stinging rebuke.

      “Well, Tulloch, we can’t have a private soldier making such jokes at my expense,” Pringle said as Tulloch waited for the axe to fall. “Promote him to lance-corporal. Dismissed.”

      “Yes, sir,” Tulloch said, wondering at this strange regiment he still did not understand.

      “Do you hunt, Tulloch?” Muirhead asked later that day.

      “No, sir,” Tulloch replied.

      “If you did, there is jackal hunting at Peshawar. Good sport if you don’t mind jumping over irrigation ditches. Polo then. Do you play polo?”

      “No, sir,” Tulloch said again.

      “Nor do I. It’s a damned expensive sport. You’ll have to join the football team, and the boxing team.” He lowered his voice. “One has to be social out here, Tulloch, and hope for a local war to alleviate the boredom.”

      “Yes, Muirhead,” Tulloch said, unsure if the senior lieutenant was trying to help or rebuking him for being too insular.
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        * * *

      

      “Did you hear the news?” Second Lieutenant Tait, the only officer junior to Tulloch, burst into the Officer’s Mess with the top button of his shirt undone and his hair uncombed. “The Waziris have destroyed the Bannu Brigade!”

      “What?” As Tulloch and the younger officers in the mess rose in unison, the older men looked up briefly and returned to their previous pursuits. Major Hume and Muirhead did not disturb their game of billiards, with the balls clicking cheerfully as a backdrop to the Mess.

      “It was at Bichhe Kaskai in Waziristan,” Tait spoke rapidly to the crowd that gathered around. “We were trying to overawe the Fakir by marching a column from our base at Razmak eastward to join up with another heading south from Mir Ali.”

      Tulloch only knew the names from the map, although most officers present could visualize these bases on the Frontier.

      “The Waziris ambushed both columns, but the Razmut column reached its destination. The Mir Ali column had to withdraw, and the Razmut column joined them. We had over a hundred casualties, and the Waziris grabbed their weapons.”

      Major Hume potted a tricky shot and looked up, cue in hand. “There’s more trouble ahead then. Rifles are the currency of the Pashtuns.” He sipped at the whisky and soda that sat on a small table at his side. “Have any of you youngsters bothered to read the intelligence reports?”

      As Adjutant, Hume always posted the current intelligence reports on the notice board in the Officer’s Mess, with standing orders for the duty officer to read them. Very few officers spared the time from more important matters like polo, rugby, and looking after their men.

      “I thought not,” Major Hume said. “Read them. There’s more to this affair than the usual tribal trouble. The Fakir of Ipi and the latest kidnapping are behind it, and we’d better keep our bayonets sharp.” He glanced at Tulloch and Tait. “You two lads might see some real soldiering sooner than you expected.” He watched as the junior officers scrambled to the notice board to read the intelligence reports, smiled, and returned to his game.

      Tulloch had already scanned the report but now studied it with more attention.

      The intelligence officer did not add much to Tulloch’s understanding of the situation along the Frontier. Tulloch did not know who gathered the information, which reported that the Fakir appeared quiet but was suspected of hiding men who rebelled against tribal authority, accepting bribes, and using hired killers to dispose of his enemies and their families.

      “Never neglect intelligence reports,” Major Hume said as he finished his game, lifted a newspaper from the rack and retired to his usual chair. “You must always know what’s happening on the other side of the hill.” He scanned the first page without comment. “Having an efficient battalion is fine, lads, but knowing what’s happening in the world and being prepared to act accordingly is also part of a soldier’s armoury.”

      “Yes, sir,” Tulloch said.

      “We’ll be on the march soon,” the major predicted as he returned to his newspaper. “You lads best ensure your men are at their peak. We’ll have a route march today, grenade practice and extra musketry drills. Tulloch and Tait, you’ll find things a bit different from now on. Learn from the older, if not wiser, heads.”

      Tulloch disliked using grenades, although his short stints bowling cricket balls as a schoolboy had taught him how to throw with reasonable accuracy. Each soldier carried two Mills bombs – grenades – and Tulloch reminded himself how they worked. The grenades had a split pin that held an arm. By withdrawing the pin, the soldier freed a plunger that connected to a detonator of fulminate of mercury. The fuse was five or seven seconds long, giving sufficient time to throw the bomb and duck out of harm’s way. When the grenade exploded, the iron casing split into lethal segments that could destroy any human life in a five-yard radius.

      The Lothians proved proficient with grenades, so Tulloch spent little on them and hurried on to musketry.

      Most of the musketry was with the Lee-Enfield rifle, but a week after the ambush of the Banu Brigade, a divisional instructor introduced the Lothians to Bren guns, a new pattern of light machine gun.

      The sergeant instructor held a Bren up as he spoke.

      “This is the Bren light machine gun,” he said. “When there are sufficient available, every section of the British army will have one, so everybody has to learn how to fire and maintain this weapon.”

      The Lothians watched with their customary cynicism.

      “The Bren fires .303 ammunition, the same as your rifles, and they come in a 30-round box detachable magazine.” The instructor held one up and demonstrated how to load. “It’s gas-operated and can fire between 500 and 520 rounds a minute, although, in practice, you won’t get above 120. The maximum firing range is 1850 yards, with 600 being the effective range.”

      Tulloch liked the Bren. He had used the Lewis Gun and the Vickers Medium Machine Gun on the ranges at Sandhurst but considered the Bren a superior weapon. Easier to carry and less likely to jam, it was accurate, able to fire single shots or longer bursts, and the gunner’s number two could easily replace the barrel when continual firing wore it out.

      “When do we get ours?” Tulloch asked.

      “Alas, not yet,” the instructor replied. “But when they come, you’ll be ready for them.”

      Tulloch ensured all his men were proficient with the Bren, with Private Innes of Eight Section showing more skill than the others.

      “You’re a natural, Innes,” Tulloch told him.

      “Aye, nae bother,” Innes said without changing his expression.

      Will these men ever accept me? Maybe I’m not meant to be an officer in this regiment.
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        * * *

      

      As Major Hume predicted, the situation escalated. The Fakir of Ipi incited trouble across Waziristan and beyond, with minor raids on small villages, attacks on Hindu shops and businesses and warriors sniping British bases and convoys. British intelligence reports said the Fakir raised a lashkar – a tribal army – in the Khaisora valley near the Lower Tochi Road deep in Waziristan.

      “That’s bad,” Major Hume addressed the officers after a hard day’s training. “From the Khaisora Valley, the Fakir can interrupt communications with our bases at Razmak and Bannu. Keep at it, boys, the local frontier force boys are fine at the daily irritants, but this looks like becoming a full-scale tribal rising.”

      The officers glanced at each other, and Tulloch noted the rising anticipation.

      “Will we be called on, sir?” Tait asked.

      “I’d say so,” the major said.

      Tait nodded and grinned. “My platoon is ready, sir.”

      Tulloch was not alone in feeling some excitement. “So is Four Platoon, sir.”

      “I’m glad to hear it,” Hume said. “I’d hate to think all that training and the Sandhurst education had gone to waste.”

      “After all,” Tait said. “We are soldiers. We joined up to fight, not to parade or stand guard.”

      Tulloch agreed, although he wondered how he would behave when the fighting began. He listened to his colleagues’ stories about the Pashtun, their bravery, their skill at guerrilla warfare, and, above all, their cruelty.

      “Don’t leave any of your wounded behind,” Hume reminded, “and for God’s sake, don’t let the Pashtun capture you. There’s nothing they’d like better than a British officer to torture and murder.”

      Tulloch nodded. “I’ll bear that in mind,” he said.

      “They won’t catch me,” Tait boasted. “I’m too good for them.”

      Hume gave a slow smile and said nothing.

      “Other regiments are being called up,” Tait complained. “Don’t they want us?”

      “By the time we get into action, the campaign will all be over,” Tulloch agreed.

      “In the army,” Hume said from behind a newspaper. “Ninety-five per cent of the time, you are waiting for something to happen. Three per cent of the time, it happens, and you are too busy to think anything, and for two per cent, you wish to God it had never happened.”

      The colonel intensified the Lothians’ training. The battalion improved in using the ground and cover when facing the enemy. He ordered company to compete against company with a crate of beer for the victor. He trained the men in field signalling, fire orders, battle formations, and platoon tactics.

      “Each officer must know what his platoon can and cannot do, and every man should know his place, his duty, and what is expected of him in every situation!” Colonel Pringle said, holding his gently smoking pipe in his hand. “It is your duty, as officers, to ensure they do.”

      Tulloch sweated with the rest, learning the strengths and weaknesses of his men as every day, they expected orders to take them to the Frontier.

      The senior officers explained the skills and art of patrolling, with Sergeant Drysdale giving tips he had learned in no-man’s land in the Great War and on the Frontier. “Listen for anything unusual. Never move if you even suspect the enemy is watching. Patience, silence, and darkness are your friends; the Pashtun can lie for days just to take one shot at a British soldier, and we have to be better than them.”

      “We’ll work at night as well as by day,” Colonel Pringle said, watching everything, taking notes and passing on his observations to the officers.

      Tulloch’s first nighttime patrol was a disaster, with half his men disappearing until Sergeant Drysdale sighed and rounded them up.

      “They’ll get better, sir,” Drysdale promised. “Better to learn here than in Waziristan when the Pashtun are watching and waiting.”

      The colonel trained them in withdrawals and attacks, timing everything, criticising and giving abrupt advice.

      “The hardest manoeuvre is a fighting withdrawal,” Colonel Pringle said. “Some of our worst disasters and most glorious annals have occurred when withdrawing in the face of superior enemy forces. Think of Mons or Corunna or March 1918.”

      “Were they not all retreats, sir?” Tait asked.

      Colonel Pringle fixed him with a glare that Medusa would have envied. “The British Army never retreats,” he said coldly. “We retire or withdraw.”

      The Lothians trained in attacking fixed positions, platoon against platoon and company against company, each day hearing news from the Waziri uprising and hoping to be called to the front.

      “They’ve forgotten about us,” Tait said as the summer eased on.

      “They don’t want us to show them up,” Tulloch said with a wry smile. He saw Major Hume lift his head at his statement, stare at him for a moment and look away.

      The colonel trained the battalion in defending sangars, with one company defending and three attacking, complete with blood-curdling screams and blank cartridges. When one assault ended in a free fight, one company against the rest, the colonel watched with an approving smile.

      “A few black eyes and bloody noses will do no harm and prove our fighting spirit.”

      While the colonel observed his battalion, Tulloch watched his platoon. He saw that Hardie was a natural leader with as much tactical skill as any commissioned officer and offered him a promotion.

      “Not for me, sir,” Hardie refused politely. “I’m happy where I am.”

      “You’re wasted as a private, Hardie,” Tulloch said.

      “No, sir,” Hardie shook his head. “I’m better in the ranks.”

      Brown lost his lance-corporal’s stripe when he brawled with a member of another platoon. He shrugged away the demotion and laughed as he rejoined his mates. Tulloch learned more about his men, realising that Hogg, medium-sized, with an equable temperament, was a street fighter with more underhand tricks than anybody he had ever met.

      I’m getting to know them, yet they’re still wary of me. Will they ever accept me?

      With the Waziri campaign in full swing, the RAF loaned two Westland Wapiti aircraft to the regiment, and the Lothians trained in air cooperation, with most of the soldiers watching the flimsy biplanes soaring above them and swooping low to drop leaflets and dummy bombs.

      “Aircraft were useful in the last war,” Sergeant Drysdale said as the aircraft roared overhead. “I can’t see leaflets defeating the Waziris, though. I doubt any of them can read.”

      The following month, two light Mark II tanks arrived at Peshawar. They were smaller than Tulloch had imagined and slower. He watched as one failed to negotiate a minor obstacle, and the battalion responded by towing it off with mules while a section pushed from behind.

      “I’m not impressed with tanks,” Tulloch gave his opinion after a single day’s exercise.

      Drysdale raised his eyebrows and said nothing.

      “Did you see many in France, Sergeant?”

      “Yes, sir,” Drysdale replied. “They were useful in attack and flattening barbed wire defences for the infantry to follow. I’ve heard some people say that tanks will be the future of land warfare.”

      Tulloch pointed to one tank where the crew was working on a stalled engine. “That one won’t!” He remembered the lectures at Sandhurst about armoured warfare and wondered if tanks would make infantry redundant.

      Colonel Pringle gathered his officers together after another gruelling day of training. “Remember one basic rule, and you can’t go far wrong. The primary law of tactics is to be superior at the point where you intend to strike the decisive blow. Hit them at their weakest when you are strongest, and always follow up your victory to make a triumph into a rout.”

      Tulloch added that simple pearl to his notebook.

      The trouble in Waziristan continued. The Fakir was too wily for the British to catch, settling near the Durand Line, the official border between the tribal territory over which the British had nominal control and independent Afghanistan. Whenever a British column came close, the Fakir and his lashkar could slip over the frontier into Afghanistan.

      The Waziris mounted raids into the British protected areas, murdering, burning houses, businesses and farms, kidnapping civilians, rustling livestock, and stealing or destroying lorries, while the British mounted punitive raids.

      “We’re trying to swat a fly with a cricket bat,” Muirhead said. “The government hampers us with so many rules and regulations it seems they support the opposition.”

      “All we can do is keep fit and train,” Tulloch said.

      Every few days, Tulloch inspected the barracks. The other ranks called them bungalows, although they were long, high and held an entire platoon. Each man had a bed, a kit box, a mosquito net, and his thoughts. Privacy was unknown, and the boredom of garrison life was alleviated only by route marches, sports, a horde of servants, and the possibility of active service “up the grim.” Rumours abounded, and every man knew his neighbour’s business.

      Tait was waiting for Tulloch as he marched his platoon back from the parade ground.

      “The old man’s called for a meeting at 16.00 hours, Tulloch.”

      “Do you have any idea why?”

      Tait grinned and stroked the neat moustache he was attempting to grow. “I’m not sure, but my batman told me we were going to war.”

      “Your batman said we were going to war?” Tulloch said to Tait as his platoon returned to the barracks.

      Tait drew on his cigarette. “He did. In this regiment, Tulloch, the sergeants have the superior mess and scrounge the best whisky, and the batmen know what’s happening even before the colonel.”

      Tulloch wondered if Lightfoot knew more than he did, decided it did not matter, and smiled. “We’ll soon know if your batman’s information is accurate.”

      Colonel Pringle stood before his officers, faintly smiling as he held his pipe in his right hand.

      “Gentlemen,” the colonel said. “The government has tried to defeat the Waziris without us, and the government has failed. Gentlemen, the time for training has ended. The Lothian Rifles are going to war.”
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        In peace the sons bury their fathers, and in war, the fathers bury their sons.

        Francis Bacon: Apothegms

      

      

      “War on the Frontier is different to anything you might experience elsewhere,” Major Hume reminded. “The Rules of Engagement restrict us, while the enemy has no rules. We must wait until the enemy fires at us before we fire back, at least until we get inside Waziristan.”

      Tulloch nodded.

      “Even inside, we can’t fire unless the enemy is at least ten strong, carrying rifles and not on a path. We can’t touch civilians or burn their villages or crops.”

      Tulloch frowned. “We would never touch civilians, sir.”

      Hume snorted. “Wait until you find the remains of one of our wounded after the Waziri women have castrated and flayed him alive,” he said. “You might think differently then.”

      Tulloch nodded. “Perhaps, sir.”

      “We’re going into Razmak Cantonment and eventually into the Shaktu Valley,” the colonel said. “We established Razmak in 1923 between the Waziris of Razani and the Mahsuds of Makin. The two tribes were nearly permanently warring with each other, and our camp was an attempt to keep the peace. It’s a permanent perimeter camp nearly seven thousand feet above sea level, with all the facilities you would expect, including a cinema, churches, a bazaar, sports pitches and so on.”

      “How long will we be there for, sir?” Tulloch asked.

      “Until we’ve squashed the trouble,” Hume said. “We’ve missed the early part of the campaign, so let’s show the powers that be that the Lothians Rifles are the best in the business.”

      The Lothians travelled the first part of the journey by rail, jerking and rumbling towards the Frontier. Then they transferred into trucks, alternatively baking in the heat or coughing in the clouding dust as a troop of Crossley armoured cars motored alongside, turrets swivelling to cover the hills on either side of the track.

      “We’re taking this campaign seriously,” Tait said. “The lads on the earlier expedition thought it was a peacetime stroll. That’s how the Waziris ambushed them so easily.”

      When they reached the border of Waziristan, the Lothians debussed. Wearing their shorts and pith helmets, they looked around at the hostile hill country.

      “The Tochi Scouts are on the hills,” Colonel Pringle said, thrusting his pipe between his teeth. “Even so, I want picquets out, flank guards and a strong rearguard.”

      “Tulloch,” Hume said. “Take Four Platoon to the front.” He grinned. “You’re our advance guard.”

      “With me, lads!” Tulloch shouted and trotted ahead. He could rely on Sergeant Drysdale to make the final details.

      The Tochi Scouts waited for the Lothian Rifles. Tulloch had seen these men from a distance but never worked with them; now, he watched with admiration as they marched on either flank of the Riflemen. Tall and mobile; each man was a Pashtun from the Frontier, wearing khaki turbans and shorts with a grey shirt over a hard body. Tulloch knew his Riflemen were amongst the best marchers in the army, but the Scouts drifted past, lifting their feet high and ignoring the rugged terrain.

      Tulloch felt a surge of elation as he pushed to the front of his men. After years of learning and training, at last, he was soldiering. He was marching at the head of his men through a hostile environment.

      Ragged grey mountains reared on either side, dressed with scattered copses of trees and reamed with ravines and an occasional swift-running stream.

      Keep your eyes open at all times, Tulloch remembered Muirhead’s constant warnings. The Pashtun are the best hillmen in the world. They can disguise themselves as a bush, hide under a twig and appear when you least expect it.

      They passed a Pashtun village, with the grey walls keeping out intruders and a high guard tower rearing above like the domain of some mediaeval robber baron. A youth herded goats and glared at the British column through kohl-rimmed eyes. The ancient rifle on his back had probably seen service with Queen Victoria’s army half a century before, and his attitude mirrored the Pashtun who had originally stolen it from some unwary sentry.

      We’re not only in a different country, we’re in a different era, Tulloch thought; this boy is only the latest in a line of warriors. His ancestors probably fought Lord Roberts or even Alexander the Great.

      They marched on, with Brown trying to sing, but the words were hollow, flat under the brooding mountains. Tulloch thought of the quiet green slopes of the Pentland Hills and touched the reassuring weight of the Webley revolver in its holster at his belt.

      “Welcome to Waziristan,” Sergeant Drysdale murmured, lighting a cigarette. The smoke clouded around him, the aroma of tobacco distinctive as the bleat of goats sounding behind them. The youth was following at a distance, herding his animals and watching every movement of the Lothians.

      Tulloch heard the distinctive crack of a Lee-Enfield rifle and the whistle of a bullet before he realised the Waziris were firing at the Lothians.

      “Keep marching,” Lieutenant Muirhead arrived at Tulloch’s side. “Ignore the snipers.” He sounded as calm as if he were on the maidan in Peshawar.

      Newly aware of a prickle between his shoulder blades, Tulloch marched on, checking his platoon. The veterans plodded on, kicking up dust, while some of the younger men glanced nervously at the gaunt hills on either side.

      “I love a lassie,” Brown began, “a bonnie black Madrasi,

      She’s as black as the coals in deepest hell,

      And she cannae fire a rifle,

      Not even a wee bit trifle,

      When we’re marching in Waziristan.”

      Some of the others joined in with the sound puny amongst the vastness of the landscape. Tulloch added his voice, coughing as dust caught in his throat.

      “Sergeant, best change the point man,” Tulloch said quietly.

      “Yes, sir,” Drysdale said. “I’ll put Hogg and Kelly up there. Kelly’s as steady as the castle rock, and Hogg’s as good a man as you’ll find in a duffy.”⁠1

      On their left flank, the Scouts drifted up the slope, extending their line as if by instinct, with the officer in charge giving orders in fluent Pushtu. Tulloch knew the British recruited the Scouts from across the Frontier, with the officers carefully selecting men for each area to ensure they had no tribal affiliations. Blood ties and blood feuds could transcend any oaths of loyalty.

      Another rifle cracked out, followed by a third, and Tulloch saw the Scouts look for cover. One moment they were there, and the next, they vanished as though they had never been. The firing continued, growing in intensity.

      “Tulloch!” Major Hume barked. “The Scouts have run into trouble. “Take your platoon up there and give them a hand. Lieutenant Tait, take over Tulloch’s position.”

      “Yes, sir,” Tulloch replied automatically. He felt a sudden mixture of fear, apprehension, and excitement.

      “Come on, lads; we’re supporting the Scouts. Get into an extended line; keep your distances.” Tulloch headed for the slope, striding forward in the secure knowledge his men were following. He sensed the passage of the bullet that screamed past his head.

      Somebody’s shooting at me!

      Tulloch visualised the Pashtun in his baggy clothes, a grey-bearded man sighting along the barrel of his rifle, working the bolt and aiming. He weaved automatically as if he were advancing on the rugby field and grunted as a bullet smashed into the ground at his feet, splintering a rock into fragments. He glanced behind him and saw Four platoon advancing steadily with five yards between each man.

      “Come on, lads!” Tulloch shouted, more to encourage himself than his men. He realised his fear was gone and saw Sergeant Drysdale on the flank with his cigarette hanging from his lips and his rifle at the trail. He moved on, instinctively weaving, stumbled over a loose stone and saw the slope rising before him, grey rocks and brown rocks with the summit crest far above.

      The firing increased, and a whiplash scored the ground beside Tulloch’s feet. He saw the blue smear of lead on the rocks with more curiosity than fear. If he had not stumbled, that bullet would have hit him. On such small hooks does a man’s life hang.

      Tulloch heard the crunch of nailed boots on rock at his back and knew he could not hesitate, however many Pashtuns shot at him. He was a British officer; he had accepted the King’s Commission, and his men depended on him to lead. Forcing back his fear, Tulloch took a deep breath of air that seemed to have come from a dusty furnace and pushed on, long striding.

      “Lothians?” The voice came from the ground at his feet.

      “Yes,” Tulloch saw a Scout lying behind a rock, his khaki turban merging with the colour of the ground and his Lee-Enfield held in steady hands.

      “Captain Bridie.”

      “Lieutenant Tulloch,” Tulloch checked his men.

      “You push ahead,” Bridie said. “We’ll cover you; find a spot a hundred yards in front and cover us.”

      “Yes, sir.” It was a classic move that Tulloch’s men had trained for a hundred times, but training without fear and acting under the fire of Waziri warriors were two different things.

      Even when he was close to them, Tulloch found it difficult to see the Scouts as they merged so effectively with the landscape. He moved on, jinking from side to side with the hill rising above him and the musketry increasing. He heard his men gasping behind him and the irregular crackle of the Scouts covering fire and grinned sourly.

      The instructors at Sandhurst had taught fire discipline, making it a cardinal rule never to fire when friendly soldiers were between you and the enemy. Obviously, that rule does not apply on the Frontier.

      The hillside rose in a series of ridges, with the next fast approaching. Tulloch gave the command.

      “Cover, Four Platoon, and let the Scouts come through us.”

      The platoon threw themselves down and began to fire, working the bolts of their Lee-Enfields as they aimed at an invisible enemy. The sound of musketry was no different from the ranges back in Peshawar, but the sensation was different, with small eruptions of dust where the enemy bullets struck back. Tulloch heard Brown humming under his breath and saw Hogg aiming each shot, his face set in concentration.

      “Scouts!” Bridie shouted and rose, with his men following in a khaki wave, nearly soundless over the uneven ground.

      Wishing he had brought a rifle rather than his revolver, Tulloch could only lie prone as the Scouts passed through the Lothians and moved further towards the contested crest. Tulloch thought they glided effortlessly rather than ran across the rough, rocky terrain.

      The Pashtun bullets slammed around Tulloch, and he realised they had targeted him because he was an officer. He eased closer to his protecting boulder, saw that the Scouts had gone to ground, waited for a second and shouted.

      “Right, Four Platoon! Through the Scouts!”

      Tulloch was the first to rise and gasped as something tugged at his tunic. “Come on, lads!”

      He ran forward, stumbling and sliding, feeling very isolated despite the platoon behind him and the watching Scouts. A scatter of shots greeted the advance; Tulloch saw two Pashtuns rise from cover as his men roared forward. He lifted his revolver and fired, feeling the kick in his wrist. He knew a running man had little chance of hitting his target, but the fact he was shooting made him feel better.

      Tulloch crested the ridge and looked around. The ground sloped downward, with the reverse slope a mirror image of the hill they had climbed, a jumble of ragged rocks and an occasional tree, with the hard gleam of a river in the valley far below. He slid down a pace to ensure he was not on the skyline and saw his men around him, some laughing, most panting for breath.

      “Any casualties?” Tulloch asked, reloading his revolvers, with the fat brass cartridges warm to the touch.

      “No, sir,” Sergeant Drysdale reported. “I only saw three Waziris.”

      “That’s one more than I saw,” Tulloch admitted.

      Bridie hurried up with his Scouts. He had not even broken sweat. “Did we get any of them?”

      “No, sir,” Tulloch replied.

      “Somebody did,” the lieutenant pointed to a splash of blood on a rock.

      Tulloch wondered if one of his bullets had ended a life. He saw Hogg crouched behind a rock, staring along the ridge, and Drysdale already posting picquets on the flanks.

      Typical Frontier encounter, Bridie commented. Using a sledgehammer to crack an egg. I doubt there were more than half a dozen Waziris there, probably just young lads proving their manhood by having a crack at British soldiers. He shouted an order in Pashtu, and a section of his men took position on the crest. “Thanks for your help, Tulloch. You’d best return to the column.”

      Tulloch felt his tension draining away. He had survived his first skirmish; he had been fired at without running away. He was now a soldier.
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        There is something in a woman beyond all human delight; a magnetic virtue, a charming quality, an occult and powerful motive.

        Robert Burton, Anatomy of Melancholy

      

      

      Three Hawker Hart light bombers flew overhead, elegant with their sharp noses and tails; the Harts were one of the most successful biplanes Britain had produced, faster than some fighters but already obsolete as monoplanes edged into production.

      “They’re good enough for the Frontier,” Muirhead said. “The Waziris don’t have any aircraft or anti-aircraft guns. I think the Italian or German planes would eat the Harts for breakfast.”

      Tulloch watched as the three aircraft disappeared into the distance, with the sun reflecting on the metal bodywork. Muirhead followed them with his binoculars. “They’ll be bombarding Waziri villages with leaflets warning the inhabitants to leave before the RAF drops bombs.”

      Tulloch grunted. “Is there any point in that?”

      “No,” Muirhead said. “Most people can’t read, and the Fakir capitalises on the leaflets. He told his people his magic charms can turn bombs into paper, and every time they drop leaflets, the RAF proves him correct.”

      Tulloch laughed, unsure if Muirhead was joking or not.

      “The Fakir is an astute man, using his people’s superstitions and backwardness to further his cause.”

      “I heard that as well,” Tait said. “We’re fighting here with both hands and one leg tied behind our back.”

      The battalion marched on, joining the Scouts by placing pickets on each peak before passing, ignoring the odd shot from solitary snipers and beginning to get the feel of the Frontier. Supply trucks passed them, loaded with meal, rice, and other essentials, each with a guard of three or four soldiers, British or Indian.

      “Why do they ride when we have to walk?” Private Aitken asked.

      “Do you want to sit in the dust, with every Waziri in Waziristan taking a potshot at you?” Kelly asked.

      “No,” Aitken replied.

      “Nor do they,” Kelly told him.

      “I love a lassie, a bonnie black Madrasi,” Brown began.

      “Stick your bloody Madrasi,” Innes retorted, and the column trudged on, heads down, boots kicking up dust as they inched through the gaunt hills.

      They passed the junction at Isha Corner and watched as a kafilah ⁠1 of camels slowly plodded by from Bokhara or Samarkand.

      “Stand aside, men,” Colonel Pringle ordered, and the Lothians stepped off the pukka government-built road to allow the caravan to pass as they had for a thousand years or more. The camels sauntered, head to tail, with supercilious looks as they passed the intruders on their trail. As well as camels, there were sheep, donkeys and men with ragged turbans and long rifles. Women walked beside their men, with the sun catching the huge earrings that swayed, nearly touching their shoulders, and silver and gold rings on their fingers.

      “Women,” Aitken watched them pass.

      “If you touch one of them, you’d be dead before tomorrow’s dawn,” Sergeant Drysdale said. “Castrated, blinded and probably flayed alive.”

      Tulloch watched the caravan fade into the distance on its journey to Peshawar, a timeless reminder that the British were only visitors in this ancient land. Wave after wave of peoples had passed through Afghanistan on their way to India; some had remained to merge with the indigenous population or create enclaves in hidden valleys.

      “Move on,” Pringle ordered, interrupting Tulloch’s train of thought.

      The Lothians continued their march with increasing military traffic as they crunched onto the baking Miranshah plain. The sun reflected from a million stones, burning the men’s feet even through their boots as a trio of vultures wheeled and circled overhead. The aircraft were long gone now, a distant memory as they approached the cantonment of Razmak.

      “There we are, lads,” Sergeant Drysdale said. “We have three major camps in this area, Wana, Miram Shah and Razmak. Pray to your God that this war ends soon, for we’re entering a government prison or the world’s largest monastery if you prefer.” He gave them a sour grin. “No women allowed. After a few weeks, you’ll be glad of the chance to fight the Waziris, if only to break the monotony.”

      The British camp spread across the plain, with tents parading behind a triple row of barbed wire and a mud wall. Electric lights stood between the wall and the wire, ready to illuminate any tribesmen who attempted to infiltrate the camp. Half a dozen Indian pattern Crossley armoured cars stood in a row, separate from the infantry as if holding themselves aloof from the sweating foot soldiers. A dozen cursing mechanics toiled over their engines to keep them free of the ever-present dust.

      Sentries, British, Gurkhas and Indians paced the wall or manned machine guns, watching the Lothians march in without expression.

      “We don’t know how long we’re here,” the colonel said, “so get comfortable, acclimatise yourselves, keep your rifles clean and ignore the flies.”

      Tulloch found it hard to ignore the flies, which infested everywhere. They buzzed over every square inch of the camp, with the Officers’ Mess their favoured spot.

      When he ensured his men were safe within the stone barracks, Tulloch walked around the vast camp, looking through the wire at the mountains beyond the plateau and wondering if the Fakir was there. For a moment, he remembered the Pashtun’s bullets hissing past, shrugged and returned to his quarters.

      “Visitor!” Major Hume said as a tall Pashtun appeared outside the Officer’s Mess. “See who that is, Sergeant.”

      The mess sergeant returned a moment later. “It’s a Pashtun gentleman who claims to know the colonel, sir. Shall I allow him to enter?”

      Hume frowned. “I suppose you may, Sergeant.”

      The officers watched as the Pashtun stooped into the Mess and looked around.

      “Is this any way to welcome a guest?” he said in perfect English. “You could at least offer me a cup of tea.”

      “Who are you, sir?” Muirhead asked.

      “Captain Russell, Intelligence officer,” the man replied.

      Tulloch raised his eyebrows as he remembered the helpful officer he met when he first arrived in India. Russell looked every inch a Pashtun, with his long hair, untidy, loosely tied turban with loops dangling around his neck, baggy, dirty trousers and sandals. The bandolier he wore across his shoulders was half full of cartridges, while the long knife at his belt looked ferociously dangerous.

      “Have to look the part,” Russell said. “And act the part, so I can’t drink anything sensible.” He nodded to Tulloch. “Evening Tulloch. I said we’d probably run into each other on the Frontier.”

      “Good evening, sir,” Tulloch replied.

      “Do you know this fellow, Tulloch?” Muirhead asked.

      “We met on the train from Karachi, sir,” Tulloch said.

      “I see,” Muirhead eyed Russell for a moment. “Most intelligence officers I’ve met wear European clothes rather than dress like the Pathans.”

      “How many intelligence officers have you met?” Russell asked.

      “One,” Muirhead said bluntly.

      “I’m not that type of intelligence officer,” Russell explained with a small smile.

      “What can we do for you, Russell?” Major Hume asked.

      “Apart from a decent pot of tea,” Russell said, “you can’t do much, but I may be able to help you.” He looked around, aware that every eye in the Mess was focused focussed on him.

      Major Hume ordered tea from the mess sergeant and gestured to a chair. “Take a pew, old man, and tell us more.”

      Russell settled down with a sigh, looking suddenly weary. “You’ll know all about the Fakir of Ipi,” he said, “but I don’t think he’s acting alone, and I don’t mean the other Waziris either.”

      When a mess waiter brought a cup of tea, Russell drank slowly with his eyes closed. “Keep them coming; there’s a good chap.”

      “What do you mean by not acting alone, Russell?” Hume asked.

      “I fear somebody’s encouraging Mirza Ali Khan to stir up the tribes.”

      “Do you mean Gandi? Or the Congress fellows? They all want rid of us,” Hume said. “And you can forget Gandi’s peaceful protests; that’s only for public consumption. He’d create riots and disorder if it suited him.”

      “Neither,” Russell said, with his attitude altering from breezy nonchalance to sincerity. His eyes hardened. “We understand them and their desires. We don’t like them, but we understand them. No, Major, there is somebody else.”

      “Who?”

      “I don’t know yet,” Russell admitted. “I’m here to warn you to keep your eyes and ears open. I suspect a European connection.”

      “Russia?” Major Hume asked. “They’ve been interested in Afghanistan since the 1840s. Are they capitalising on the troubles in Europe and Africa to interfere here?”

      “Maybe, although I don’t think they’ve bothered with India since their Revolution. I’d think Germany,” Russell said. “Herr Hitler has ideas above his station, and tying us up in a war in the Frontier would allow him the freedom to move into Czechoslovakia or elsewhere.”

      “We’ll keep our eyes and ears open,” Major Hume promised. “I’ll pass it on to the officers.”

      “Let me know if you find anything.” Russell’s smile failed to hide his concern. “If you see anybody who doesn’t seem to belong or hear anything that doesn’t quite fit, let me know.”

      “How can we contact you?” Hume asked.

      “Leave a note with Colonel Clark, my boss,” Russell said. “He knows where I’ll be.” He lifted his second cup of tea. “Oh, and if you do happen to come across this fellow, be very careful; he’ll be highly trained and dangerous. I’d like him as a prisoner rather than a corpse, for I have some questions to ask him.”

      Tulloch saw the steel behind the façade and guessed that whoever Russell questioned would have a very unpleasant experience.

      “Naturally, if you can’t capture the fellow, I’d prefer him with a bullet in the head than running loose around the Frontier.”

      Major Hume grunted. “If he fires at us, Russell, we’ll return fire, but I am not ordering my men to shoot anybody unless they’re a proven enemy.” He lifted his chin to glare at the intelligence officer. “We’re soldiers, not assassins playing some game of cloak and dagger.”

      Russell laughed. “I wouldn’t expect anything else, Major.” Finishing his tea, he stood up. “I’ll spread the word. Best of luck to the Lothians.”

      Tulloch watched as Russell sauntered from the Mess. “Is that normal, sir? Do we often get involved in intelligence affairs?”

      “Normal?” Major Hume shook his head. “I wouldn’t say there is anything normal about the intelligence officers, Tulloch.” He nodded after Russell. “They’re all a bit suspect, and that one more than most. I’d walk wide of him if I were you.”

      “What should we do about this German chap?” Tulloch asked.

      Hume shook his head. “Nothing, Tulloch. We are soldiers. Our job is to fight the king’s enemies and protect our borders, not search for possible political agitators. That’s a sordidly disgusting job we’ll leave to the likes of Russell.”

      “What if I see him, sir?” Tulloch persisted.

      “If you see him?” Major mused again. “I doubt you’d recognise him even if you did. He won’t be wearing a label saying German spy.” He smiled at his attempted humour. “No, Tulloch, he’ll be as well disguised as Captain Russell. However,” he said. “If you do see such an apparition, shoot to kill. The world would be all the cleaner for his absence.”

      “Yes, sir,” Tulloch said. He realised he had added something more to his military education and quelled the slightly uneasy feeling inside him. As Major Hume had said, his duty was to fight the king’s enemies, and if a German agent acted against the peace of British India, he was an enemy.

      Anyway, Tulloch told himself, the possibility of meeting such a man was so slight it was not worth considering. His prime concern was his platoon. With that thought, Tulloch left the Mess and marched across to the men’s barracks. He heard the crack of a rifle without flinching and did not know where the bullet landed.
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        * * *

      

      “We’re mounting patrols for the next few days,” the colonel said. “Learn from the Scouts and the Gurkhas; they’re the best in the business.”

      Tulloch found the Gurkhas to be small-built, cheerful men with immense enthusiasm and a zest for life that transferred itself to the Lothian Rifles. Officered by some of the best men Britain could produce, they had given a century of loyal service.

      “Whatever we do here,” a young Gurkha lieutenant explained in an Irish accent, “the Waziri are watching. If we fall into a routine, they will know and lay an ambush, so always vary what you do. They lay mines or lie in dead ground, waiting for us.” He grinned, “it’s great fun if you don’t weaken.”

      “And if the Waziri catch you?” Tait asked.

      “Oh, then they’ll hand you to the women for torture and a slow death,” the grinning officer said. “Best not to get captured, old chap.”

      The Lothians listened and learned. In their short time at the British base, they learned how to patrol and never to drop their guard. They learned to watch the skyline for the enemy and guard against any nonchalance. The dry plain surrounded the British camp, with a series of stony ridges and dried-up watercourses, with scrubby vegetation, all of which afforded cover for Pashtun marksmen.

      Tulloch was part of the first serious Lothian patrol, which moved along a river valley, accompanied by a company of Gurkhas and Scouts.

      When the Gurkhas sent an advance party up the slopes, Tulloch and his platoon accompanied them, scrambling up the rocky hillside in the wake of the Gurkhas, who treated everything as a joke.

      “Keep your heads down at night,” the Gurkha officer advised, “build sangars around your camps, post strong piquets, and keep movement to a minimum. The Pashtun are out there, and they can shoot the legs off a fly.”

      The combined force marched ten miles into Waziri territory and camped on high ground. They remained a night without any alarms and marched back to Razmak, slightly disappointed but happy to return without casualties.

      “You missed all the fun,” Major Hume greeted them. “While you were swanning around the countryside on your wee jaunt, we had snipers firing into the camp. We lost an engineer and had a Sikh wounded.”

      “It’s time we showed them the Lothians are here,” Colonel Pringle said. “If the Pashtun can stay out at night,” he said, “then so can we.” He nodded to his officers. “Let’s see if all our training has been worthwhile. We’ll send out two reconnaissance patrols of thirty men, and each patrol will leave an ambush party of five men.”

      Hume grunted as Muirhead gave a dry laugh. “Play the Waziris at their own game, eh?”

      “Exactly,” the colonel agreed, with his pipe in his right hand. “Tulloch, you and Sergeant Drysdale pick three of your best marksmen and watch the northwestern side of the camp. Muirhead, do the same on the southeastern.”

      “Yes, sir,” Tulloch agreed. He felt a leap of elation at the prospect of more action.

      “No smoking, lads,” Drysdale ordered the patrol. “The smell of tobacco lingers, especially at night. And don’t take any heavy kit. Just your rifle, bayonet, water bottle and something to eat. You’ll get hungry and cold, but that’s part of the job.”

      Tulloch listened, aware that the sergeant was speaking as much for his benefit as for the more experienced privates.

      “Don’t fall asleep,” Drysdale cautioned. “We’ll need to rely on each other, for if the Waziris capture us, we’ll be a long time dying.”

      The men nodded, with Private Brown shifting uncomfortably as he muttered details of the Waziris’ treatment of prisoners.

      “With your permission, sir,” Drysdale said, “I think we should base ourselves there,” he indicated a slight ridge where two stunted trees battled the heat. “We have a decent field of fire, and the trees will give us some cover. If you let the sentries on the wall know where we are, they’ll be less likely to shoot us.”

      “I’ll do that,” Tulloch knew that Drysdale was taking command but also knew he would be foolish to ignore the veteran’s advice.

      “Also, sir, if you don’t mind me saying, you’d be better with a rifle than a revolver. The enemy will try to pick off the officers first.”

      “Thank you, Drysdale,” Tulloch nodded gravely. He remembered the sniping and wondered if a Waziri was watching, loading his Lee-Enfield, and eyeing this young British officer.

      Night fell swiftly, immediately altering the atmosphere, magnifying every noise, and making innocent humps of rock appear as crouching Pashtun. Tulloch took a deep breath and lay still. Following Drysdale’s advice, he had his men lying in a shallow beside the trees, each soldier facing a different direction with rifles ready. They breathed slowly and steadily, waiting, watching and sensitive to every breath of wind and nighttime noise.

      Now I can test myself against the best.

      Tulloch heard a whisper from the left and gripped his borrowed Lee-Enfield tightly. He swivelled his eyes in that direction, feeling the tension rise within him as he peered into the dark, seeing nothing.

      Drysdale put a hand on his shoulder. “An animal, sir,” he whispered. “Probably a jackal or a wild dog.”

      Tulloch’s tension faded only slightly. He nodded and continued to peer into the dark, feeling the sweat drip from his forehead despite the chill. Twice he was certain he saw something move, only for the shape to dissolve when he concentrated his vision. He heard Brown shift slightly, the crunch of something on stone and then a high-pitched scream as a predator found its prey. Somebody swore softly, the obscene words coarse in the dark.

      The night passed, with scudding clouds obscuring a scimitar moon and the stars intermittently brilliant in the high arc of the sky. When the moon emerged, its pale light reflected from the triple rows of barbed wire, reminding Tulloch that he was well outside the defensive perimeter. He wondered what the time was, decided that checking his watch would necessitate too much movement and fought the cramp in his left leg.

      The noise of gunfire came suddenly from the other side of the camp. Tulloch heard the sharp bark of a rifle splitting the silence, followed by a harsh challenge.

      “Halt! Who goes there?”

      A double crack of musketry followed the single shot and then a fusillade, quickly dying away. Nobody answered the challenge, and Tulloch craned over his shoulder in an impossible desire to see what was happening.

      The firing began again, punctuated by a single long scream, and one of the old-fashioned Lewis light machine guns on the wall added its hellish chatter.

      The noise died away, save for somebody whimpering in agony. The lights around the camp illuminated the land behind the wire, throwing every undulation into harsh shadow and seeping slightly toward where the Lothians lay still. A flare soared skyward on the opposite side of the camp, and hoarse voices demanded to know what was happening. Tulloch listened for a while, his natural curiosity battling with his sense of duty compelling him to remain in position. He pushed the safety catch on his rifle forward, sensing somebody was nearby.

      Another flare soared, and then Tulloch heard footsteps a few yards away.

      “Sir!” Drysdale whispered and fired without shouting a challenge. Somebody fired back with the bullet screaming overhead.

      Private Brown roared, “No, you don’t, you bastard,” fired and worked his rifle bolt, with Private Anderson also firing, the shots crackling through the night. Something hit a rock and ricocheted past the Lothians’ position. Silence returned, frightening in its intensity. Tulloch smelled cordite in the air and Brown’s harsh breathing. Somebody moved in the dark, stone clinking against stone, and Tulloch saw something flitting at the periphery of his vision, traversed his rifle and fired instinctively. He felt the rifle recoil into his shoulder, worked the bolt and fired again.

      A flare hissed overhead, bursting into vivid light, and Tulloch saw the crumpled form of a man on the ground, lying still.

      I think I’ve killed a man.

      The thought brought instant elation, followed by horror. I have ended somebody’s life. That man was alive a second ago, and now he’s dead.

      Tulloch half rose to inspect the body until Sergeant Drysdale grabbed his arm. “Keep still, sir! There will be more of them.”

      Tulloch slowly sank down, checked his rifle, and waited as the harsh light of the flare died away. The resulting darkness seemed denser than before, and Tulloch tried to restore his night vision.

      He heard the soft slither of sandals on stone and shifted slightly to face his left. He saw only darkness and then a more solid shape.

      “Halt!” Tulloch grated the familiar word just as Drysdale fired. The enemy retaliated, and Brown and Tulloch fired together, the twin reports merging into a single sound.

      A bullet thudded into the ground beside Tulloch as he worked the bolt of his rifle and aimed into the silent dark. How many of them are there?

      “Hold your fire,” Tulloch hissed. He stared outward, trying to make out shapes and analyse noises. Something shuffled a few yards away.

      “Over there, sir,” Anderson whispered.

      “Yes; shoot it,” Tulloch replied, and three rifles fired.

      The shuffling ended, and silence blanketed the picket. Tulloch eased his rifle to the right and left, feeling very vulnerable in case the Waziris were watching him.

      A flare soared from the camp, with the fringes of light only flickering around Tulloch’s position. He saw a humped shape ten yards beyond his position, guessed it was a Pashtun warrior and aimed his rifle without firing.

      That man may be shamming, or he may be dead. I’ll remain here until daylight and then check.

      The flare sank and died, and the night dragged on, with a fluctuating wind lifting the surface dust. Tulloch waited, shivering as the temperature plummeted.

      Dawn was welcome, a grey sky streaked with pink, highlighting the harshness of the plain and outlining the mountains in rugged splendour. Tulloch eased cramped limbs and gazed around, seeing only empty ground and stark boulders.

      “Where are the bodies? We shot two men at least.”

      “We did, sir,” Drysdale agreed. “The Waziris must have moved them during the night.”

      “I didn’t hear a thing,” Tulloch admitted.

      “Nor did I, sir,” Drysdale said. “These lads could cross a field of crystal bells without disturbing a watchful angel.”

      Tulloch left his position and studied the surrounding ground. A host of insects feeding on blood told its story. “A man lay here,” he said, “wounded or dead, I don’t know. Somebody carried him away - see the deeper marks of the sandals?”

      “There’s another over here, sir,” Drysdale said.

      “We got two of them, then,”

      “We did,” Tulloch said.

      I helped kill a man. I am now a soldier. Tulloch knew he should feel sorry for the warrior he killed, but instead, he felt only satisfaction. It had been a fair contest between the Waziri warriors and the Lothian soldiers, and, on this occasion, the Lothians had won.

      A mixture of guile and aggression is the answer, then. I’ll remember that.

    




OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/tulloch-at-war---books-1-3.jpg
MALCOLM ARCHIBALD

TULLOCH AT

BOOKS 1-3







