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      For all those who keep hope alive in the darkness

      




      
      


      
      Lieutenant Victor Narraway walked across the square in the cool evening air. It was mid-December, a couple of weeks before
         Christmas. At home in England it might already be snowing, but here in India there would not even be a frost. No one had ever
         seen snow in Cawnpore. Any other year it would be a wonderful season: one of rejoicing, happy memories of the past, optimism
         for the future, perhaps a little nostalgia for those one loved who were far away.
      

      
      But this year of 1857 was different. The fire of mutiny had scorched across the land, touching everything with death.

      
      He came to the outer door of one of the least-damaged parts of the barracks and knocked. Immediately it was opened and he
         stepped inside. Oil lamps sent a warming yellow light over the battered walls and the few remnants of the once secure occupation,
         before the siege and then its relief a few months ago. There was little furniture left whole: a bullet-scarred desk, three
         chairs that had seen better days, a bookcase and several cupboards, one with only half a door.
      

      
      Colonel Latimer was a tall and spare man well into his forties. A dozen Indian summers had burned his skin brown, but there
         was little colour beneath it to give life to the weariness and the marks of exhaustion. He regarded the twenty-year-old lieutenant
         in front of him with something like apology.
      

      
      ‘I have an unpleasant duty for you, Narraway,’ he said quietly. ‘It must be done, and done well. You’re new to this regiment,
         but you have an excellent record. You are the right man for this job.’
      

      
      Narraway felt a chill, in spite of the mildness of the air. His father had purchased a commission for him and he had served
         a brief training in England before being sent out to India. He had arrived a year ago, just before the issue of the fateful
         cartridges at Dum Dum in January, which later in the spring had erupted in mutiny. The rumour had been that they were covered
         in animal grease in the part required to be bitten in order to open them for use. The Hindus had been told it was beef fat.
         Cows were sacred and to kill one was blasphemy. To put the fat to the lips was damnation. The Muslims had been told it was
         pork fat, and the pig was an unclean animal. To put that grease to your lips would damn your soul, although for an entirely
         different reason.
      

      
      Of course, that was not the cause of the mutiny by hundreds of thousands of Indians against the rule of a few thousand Englishmen
         employed by the East India Company. The real reasons were more complex, far more deeply rooted in the social inequities and the cultural offences of a foreign
         rule. This was merely the spark that had ignited the fire.
      

      
      Also it was true, as far as Narraway could gather, that the mutiny was far from universal. It was violent and terrible only
         in small parts of the country. Thousands of miles were untouched by it, lying peaceful, if a little uneasy, under the winter
         sun.
      

      
      But the province of Sind on the Hindustan plains had seen much of the very worst of it, Cawnpore and Lucknow in particular.

      
      General Colin Campbell, a hero from the recent war in the Crimea, had fought his way through to relieve the siege at Lucknow.
         A week ago he had defeated 25,000 rebels here at Cawnpore. Was it the beginning of a turning in the tide? Or just a glimmer
         of light that would not last?
      

      
      Narraway stood to attention, breathing deeply to calm himself. Why had he come to Latimer’s notice?

      
      ‘Yes, sir,’ he said between his teeth.

      
      Latimer smiled bleakly. There was no light in his face, no warmth of approval. ‘You will be aware of the recent escape of
         the prisoner Dhuleep Singh,’ he went on. ‘And that in order to achieve it the guard Chuttur Singh was hacked to death.’
      

      
      Narraway’s mouth was dry. Of course he knew it; everyone in the Cawnpore station knew it.

      
      ‘Yes, sir,’ he said obediently, forcing the words out.

      
      ‘It has been investigated.’ Latimer’s jaw was tight; a small muscle jumped in his temple. ‘Dhuleep Singh had privileged information regarding troop movements, specifically the recent
         patrol that was massacred. The man could not have escaped without assistance.’ His voice was growing quieter, as if he found
         the words more and more difficult to say. He cleared his throat with an effort. ‘Our enquiries have excluded every possibility,
         except that he was helped by Corporal John Tallis, the medical orderly.’ He met Narraway’s eyes. ‘We will try him the day
         after tomorrow. I require you to speak in his defence.’
      

      
      Narraway’s mind whirled. There was a chill like ice in the pit of his stomach. A score of reasons leaped to his mind why he
         could not do what Latimer was asking of him. He was not even remotely equal to the task. It would be so much better to have
         one of the officers who had been with the regiment during the siege and the relief, and who knew everyone. Above all, they
         should have an officer who was experienced in military law, who had done this dozens of times, and was known and respected
         by the men.
      

      
      Then a cold, sane voice inside assured him that it was precisely because he was none of these things that Latimer had chosen
         him.
      

      
      ‘Yes, sir,’ he said faintly.

      
      ‘Major Strafford will be here any moment,’ Latimer continued. ‘He will give you any instruction and advice that you may need.
         I shall be presiding over the court, so it is not appropriate that I should do it.’
      

      
      ‘Yes, sir,’ Narraway said again, feeling as if another nail had been driven into the coffin lid of his career. Major Strafford’s dislike of him dated from before the time he had joined
         the regiment. Almost certainly it came from Narraway’s brief acquaintance with Strafford’s younger brother. They had been
         in the same final year at Eton, and little about their association had been happy.
      

      
      Narraway had been academic, a natural scholar and disinclined towards sports. The younger Strafford was a fine athlete, but
         no competition for Narraway in the classroom. They existed happily enough in a mutual contempt. It was shattered one summer
         evening in a magnificent cricket match, nail-bitingly close but Strafford’s team having the edge, until Narraway showed a
         rare flash of brilliance in the only sport he actually enjoyed. The dark, slender scholar, without a word spoken, bowled out
         the last three men in Strafford’s team, including the great sportsman himself. The fact that he did it with apparent ease
         was appalling, but that he did not overtly take any pleasure in it was unforgivable.
      

      
      Strafford Minor had never been able to exact his revenge in the field, which was the only place where he could redeem his
         honour. Other quarrels or victories did not count. No practical joke or barbed wit looked anything better than the spite of
         a bad loser.
      

      
      But that was boyhood, two years ago and thousands of miles away.

      
      ‘Captain Busby will prosecute,’ Latimer was going on. ‘The evidence seems simple enough. You will be free to interview Corporal
         Tallis at any time you wish, and anyone else you feel could be helpful to your defence. Any legal points that you need clarifying, speak to Major Strafford.’
      

      
      ‘Yes, sir.’ Narraway was still at attention, his muscles aching with the effort of keeping complete control of himself.

      
      There was a brief knock on the door.

      
      ‘Come,’ Latimer ordered.

      
      The door swung open and Major Strafford came in. He was a tall, handsome man in his early thirties, but the echo of Narraway’s
         schoolfellow, so much his junior, was there in the set of his shoulders, the thick, fair hair, the shape of his jaw.
      

      
      Strafford glanced at Latimer.

      
      ‘Sir.’ He saluted, then, as he was given permission, relaxed. He regarded Narraway expressionlessly. ‘You’d better read up
         on it tonight and start questioning people tomorrow morning,’ he said. ‘You need to be sure of the law. We don’t want anyone
         afterwards saying that we cut corners. I presume you appreciate that?’
      

      
      ‘Yes, sir.’ Narraway heard the edge of condescension in Strafford’s voice and would dearly like to have told him that he was
         as aware as anyone else of how they would all be judged on their conduct in the matter. More than that, the future of British
         rule in India would be flavoured by report of decisions such as this. The whole structure of Empire hung together on the belief
         in justice, in doing things by immutable rules and a code of honour that they themselves never broke.
      

      
      
      Thousands of men were dead already, as well as women and children. If they ever regained control and there were to be any
         kind of peace, it must be under the rule of law. It was the only safety for people of any colour or faith. Once they themselves
         gave in to barbarism there was no hope left for anyone. Right now, there seemed to be little enough in any circumstances.
         Delhi had fallen, Lucknow, Agra, Jhelum, Sugauli, Dinapoor, Lahore, Kolapore, Ramgarh, Peshawar – and on and on. The list
         seemed endless. Perhaps there was nothing left but some shred of honour.
      

      
      ‘Good,’ Strafford said curtly. ‘Whatever you think you know, you’d better come and see me and tell me at least the outline
         of your defence.’ He looked at Narraway closely, his blue eyes curiously luminous in the light of the oil lamp. ‘You must
         be sure to mount some defence, you do understand that, don’t you? At least put forward a reason why a man like Tallis should
         betray the men he’s served beside all his career. I know he’s quarter Indian, or something of the sort, but that’s no excuse.’
      

      
      The tight muscles in his face twitched. ‘For God’s sake, thousands of soldiers are still loyal to their regiments and to the
         Crown, and fighting on our side. Tens of thousands more are going about their duties as usual. No one knows what the end of
         this will be. Find out what the devil got into the man. Threats, bribery, drunk and lost his wits? Give some explanation.’
      

      
      Narraway felt dismay turn to anger. It was bad enough that he was picked out to defend the indefensible; now Strafford required him to explain it as well.
      

      
      ‘If Corporal Tallis has an explanation, sir, I shall offer it,’ he replied in a hard, controlled voice. ‘I cannot imagine
         one that will excuse his conduct, so it will be brief.’
      

      
      ‘The explanation is not to excuse him, Lieutenant,’ Strafford said acidly. ‘It is to help the garrison here feel as if there
         is some sense in the world, some tiny thread of reason to hold on to, when everything they know has turned into chaos and
         half the people we loved are slaughtered like animals, and the nation on every side is in ruins.’ A flush spread up his fair
         face, visible even in this wavering light. ‘You are here to satisfy the law so that we do not appear to history to have betrayed
         ourselves and all we believe in, not to excuse the damned man! I know you are new here, but you must have at least that much
         sense!’
      

      
      ‘Strafford . . .’ Latimer said quietly, interrupting for the first time. ‘We have given the lieutenant a thankless task, and
         he is quite aware of it. If he isn’t now, he will be when he has looked at it a trifle more closely.’ He turned to Narraway
         again. ‘Lieutenant, we do not know where we shall be by the turn of the year, here or somewhere else, besieged or comparatively
         free. This matter must be dealt with before then. The women and children need a celebration, however meagre. We need hope,
         and we cannot have that without a quiet conscience. We cannot celebrate the birth of the Son of God, nor can we ask His help
         with confidence, if we do so with dishonour weighing us down. I expect you to conduct Tallis’s defence in such a manner that we have no stain on our conduct to cripple us in the future.
         Do I make myself clear?’
      

      
      Narraway took a deep breath and let it out slowly. ‘Yes, sir,’ he said as if he had some idea in his head how to do it. It
         was a lie, by implication, as he saluted and left the room. He had no idea whatever.
      

      
      He walked away from the command building across the dry earth without any notion of where he was going. It was totally dark
         now, and the sky was burning with stars and a low, three-quarter moon. There was sufficient light to see the broken outline
         of the walls and the black billows of the tamarind trees, motionless in the still air. His feet made no sound on the dry earth.
      

      
      He passed few other people, even on the road beyond the intrenchment. Sentries took no notice of him. In his uniform he passed
         unquestioned.
      

      
      Half a mile away the vast Ganges River murmured and shifted in the moonlight, reflecting an almost unbroken surface, only
         streaked here and there where the current eddied.
      

      
      The prisoner who had escaped and the guard he had so savagely murdered were both Sikhs. That in itself was not extraordinary.
         The Sikhs had been on either side during the mutiny. India was made up of many races and religions, languages and variations
         in culture from region to region. Petty wars and squabbles abounded.
      

      
      John Tallis was British, but one of his grandparents had been Indian – Narraway had no idea from where, or even if they had been Hindu, Sikh, Jain, Muslim or something else. He dreaded
         meeting the man: yet, as soon as he had any clarity in his mind as to how he should approach the subject, he must do it.
      

      
      The crime had been monstrous and there could be no defence. The guard, Chuttur Singh, had been hacked to death. It had not
         been even a simple breaking of the neck, or cutting his throat, which, while gruesome, would at least have been quick. The
         massacre of the patrol was equally bloody, but it was, in a sense, part of war and so to be expected. But it would not have
         happened had the enemy now known exactly where to find them, and at what hour.
      

      
      What had changed John Tallis from a first-class medical aide of compassion and loyalty into a man who could betray his own?

      
      Narraway was walking slowly, but already he was on the beginning of the street that led into the battered and bedraggled town.
         In the distance he could see the spires of two of the churches against the skyline. Nearer him there were a couple of shops
         with their doors closed. There was hardly anyone around, just a glimpse of light visible here and there from a half-shuttered
         window, a sound of laughter, a woman singing, the smell of food. The air was chilling rapidly with the darkness. If he stood
         still he would become aware of the cold.
      

      
      He started to walk again, smelling the dampness of the river as he came closer to it. The earth was softer under his feet.

      
      
      What did Latimer really expect of him? He had implied that he required Narraway to find something that made sense of Tallis’s
         act. People needed to understand. No one can fight chaos. Maybe unreason is the last and worst fear, the one against which
         we have no weapons?
      

      
      Was Latimer, as the man in command, the one everybody looked towards, trying to create a belief in order, a reason to fight?

      
      Narraway came through the last trees and stared across the surging water, away to the north-east where he knew Lucknow was,
         beyond the horizon. Exactly a month before Christmas, General Havelock had died outside the city, worn out, beaten and bereaved.
         Had he finally seen the consuming darkness of loss and panic, and been overwhelmed by it, unable to see hope?
      

      
      How much morale is affected by the character of a leader? It was a lesson Narraway had been taught over and over again, both
         at school and, later, in his military training. An officer must know his tactics, must understand both his own men and his
         enemy, must be familiar with the terrain and with the weapons, must guard his supply lines, must gain all the intelligence
         of the enemy that he possibly can. Above all he must earn the trust and the love of his men. He must act decisively and with
         honour, knowing what he is fighting for and believing in its worth.
      

      
      Latimer had to deal with John Tallis immediately, and in such a way that no one afterwards would look back on it with shame.
         They needed that for their own survival.
      

      
      
      Victor Narraway had been chosen to bear the burden of defending a man totally indefensible. He was strategically and emotionally
         trapped, exactly as if he were besieged himself in the city of his own duty, and there was no escape, no relief column coming.
      

      
      It was already late. There was no point in waiting any longer. The situation would not get better. He turned away from the
         sheet of light on the river and walked into the shadows again, making his way back towards the barracks and the makeshift
         prison where John Tallis was being kept until his trial, and inevitable sentence to death.
      

      
      He must begin tonight.

      
      The guards stood to attention outside the prison door. In the darkness it was hard to see their faces and their expressions
         appeared blank. They looked at Narraway with indifference. One of them held up an oil lamp. They were both young, but they
         had been in India long enough for their fair skins to be burned dark by the sun. They recognised the insignia of rank on Narraway’s
         uniform.
      

      
      ‘Yes, sir?’ the taller of the two said with no flicker of interest.

      
      ‘Lieutenant Narraway, to see the prisoner,’ Narraway told him. He expected distaste, a forced civility. He saw nothing at
         all. Was the man genuinely impartial, or – after the siege – had he no feelings left?
      

      
      ‘Yes, sir,’ the man said obediently. ‘You’ll pardon me, but may I have your side-arm, sir? No weapons allowed in when you’re
         with the prisoner.’
      

      
      
      Narraway remembered with a chill that the prisoner who escaped had murdered the guard with his own weapon. He handed over
         his revolver without demur.
      

      
      A moment later he was inside the cell with John Tallis, standing face to face. Tallis was tall, a little hunched over. He
         was naturally lean, but low rations and the exhaustion of first the long, burning summer under siege, and now imprisonment,
         had left him gaunt. He still wore his army uniform, but the trousers bagged on him. The tunic hung hollow over his chest and
         pulled a little crookedly at the shoulders. His thick, black hair was lank, and his blue eyes startling against the sun-weathered
         skin of his face. He might have been any age, but Narraway knew he was thirty.
      

      
      Narraway introduced himself. ‘I’m going to defend you at trial,’ he explained. ‘I need to talk to you because I have no idea
         what to say. I know your regimental history because it’s a matter of record. Everyone agrees, you were one of the best medical
         orderlies they’ve ever known.’
      

      
      He saw Tallis lift his chin a little and give a twisted, self-mocking smile. His teeth were white and perfect.

      
      ‘That’ll come in useful if I’m ever charged with incompetence,’ he said, his voice cracking a little. ‘Unfortunately it doesn’t
         help now.’
      

      
      Narraway struggled for something to ask that might offer any mitigation. What on earth did Latimer think he could do? There
         was no defence! He was going to be completely useless. No wonder Latimer did not give the task to any of the men who had served
         with him long and loyally.
      

      
      
      ‘Tell me what happened,’ Narraway said aloud. ‘Exactly. Give me all the details you can remember. Go back as far as you need,
         to make some sense of it.’
      

      
      Tallis looked incredulous. ‘Sense? When did you get here? Yesterday? There isn’t any sense. It’s a colossal pile-up of one
         idiocy after another. Bullets greased with pig fat, cow fat. It’s probably bloody mutton anyway! Nobody’s listening to anyone.
         Half of them are just settling old scores, or shooting at anything that moves.’
      

      
      ‘You must have had some reason for helping Dhuleep,’ Narraway said desperately. ‘Give me something, anything at all to say
         on your behalf.’
      

      
      Tallis’s eyes opened wider. A look of terror was naked in their blue depth for a moment, then he concealed it. He swallowed
         convulsively, his throat so tight he all but choked. ‘I didn’t do it,’ he answered. ‘And I haven’t any idea who did.’
      

      
      Narraway was totally at a loss. Tallis was not justifying himself, not making excuses, not blaming anyone else, just giving
         a sheer, blank denial.
      

      
      ‘There was no one else who could have,’ he said as calmly as he could manage. ‘Everyone else’s whereabouts are accounted for,
         one way or another.’
      

      
      ‘Then someone is lying, or got it wrong,’ Tallis answered. ‘I did not kill Chuttur Singh, or let Dhuleep Singh go. You have
         to prove that.’
      

      
      ‘I’ve got less than two days,’ Narraway protested. ‘Captain Busby’s already been through it all, and Major Strafford.’

      
      
      ‘I didn’t do it,’ Tallis said simply. He gave a shrug of his bony shoulders. ‘I’m a medical orderly. I only kill people by
         accident, never on purpose.’
      

      
      Narraway was startled, angry; then suddenly he saw the black humour in Tallis’s eyes. In that instant he felt a wave of compassion
         for the man’s courage. In other circumstances, a thousand miles from here, he could have liked him. He licked his dry lips.
         ‘Where were you when Chuttur Singh was murdered?’ he asked.
      

      
      Tallis thought for a moment. ‘From when they say it must have happened, I was in the storeroom, alone. I was counting what
         we had, and what we could possibly get hold of if there were any kind of relief supplies come in, and what we could make for
         ourselves with things from the bazaar,’ he replied. ‘If I could prove it, I would have already. It’s a pretty good mess in
         there. We’ve been making do for a long time. I’m just about out of inventions.’
      

      
      ‘Did you not make lists of anything, notes of what to get?’ Narraway struggled for any answer at all.

      
      ‘Certainly,’ Tallis replied, ‘but I can’t prove when I wrote them. Could have done it any time in the previous twenty-four
         hours. Believe me, I count those damn things in my sleep, hoping I’ve got it wrong, and there are more left than I thought.
         I sometimes even get up in the night and count them again, hoping they’ve got together and bred – like bedbugs.’
      

      
      Narraway ignored the analogy. ‘Did you know Chuttur Singh?’ he asked.

      
      
      Tallis looked away, his voice thick with emotion. ‘Yes. He was a good man. Silly sense of humour. Always coming up with crazy
         jokes that weren’t funny. He made me laugh, just because he laughed.’
      

      
      That sounded so normal to Narraway, and absurd that they should now be talking about murder and execution. It was a nightmare
         he must wake up from. He used to know how to do that, when he was a boy – make himself wake up. ‘And Dhuleep?’ he asked.
      

      
      ‘Different altogether,’ Tallis replied, watching Narraway closely. ‘Quiet. Never knew what he was thinking. He used to recite
         poetry to himself. At least I think it was poetry. It could have been a string of curses, or a recipe for curry, for all I
         know. Or a letter to his grandmother.’ He blinked. ‘If they hang me, will you write a letter to my grandmother? Tell her I
         died bravely? Even if I don’t?’
      

      
      Narraway drew in his breath to remonstrate with him, tell him not to be flippant, or not to give up hope, but the words slipped
         through his mind and were all useless. They were going to hang Tallis in a couple of days, get the whole matter dealt with
         and out of mind before Christmas, for everybody’s sake – everybody except Tallis, and his family back in England, proud of
         him.
      

      
      ‘If it should prove necessary, and you give me an address, of course I will,’ he said instead, as if it were the natural answer.
         But it was also of no help at all. Did that mean Tallis had accepted that he would be found guilty and hanged?
      

      
      
      Narraway could not give up so soon. Latimer was looking for more than surrender; he needed some answer that allowed hope,
         a spark of sanity in the weariness and the fear.
      

      
      ‘Somebody killed the man, and you’re the only one unaccounted for,’ he pointed out sharply. ‘Everyone else was busy, and in
         someone else’s sight. Look, if you had a reason for killing him, if you know something about him, tell me.’ He started to
         say that for Tallis’s own sake he should explain it, then stopped abruptly. Whatever Tallis said, it would make no difference
         at all to his death. He would be hanged and they both knew it. To lie would be both a pointless and a squalid thing to do.
         It would break the spider-thin thread of connection between them that was his only chance.
      

      
      He began again. ‘The regiment needs to know. There’s chaos and death all over the place, everywhere. We need at least to believe
         in ourselves.’
      

      
      Tallis closed his bright blue eyes. ‘My God, you’re young! What – nineteen? This time last year you were sitting exams behind
         some neat, wooden school desk, waiting for a bell to ring and tell you time’s up.’
      

      
      ‘Twenty!’ Narraway snapped, feeling the colour burn up his face. ‘And I—’ He stopped short, stung by shame at the absurdity
         of thinking of himself. Tallis was facing trial for his life, and he had been offered nothing better than the most junior
         lieutenant to defend him.
      

      
      Narraway lowered his voice and kept it steady. ‘Please, for the sake of the regiment, the men you know and who’ve trusted you, help them to make sense of this. Give them a reason, whatever it was. Why did you want to rescue Dhuleep? What
         did you think he was going to do? If you didn’t mean to betray the patrol, or get Chuttur killed, what went wrong? If someone
         is lying, who? And why?’
      

      
      Tallis stared at him, started to speak, then stopped again.

      
      ‘Are you protecting someone else?’ Narraway asked sharply. ‘Is this some debt of honour you owe?’

      
      Tallis was completely stunned. No denial in words could have carried such complete conviction. ‘Debt of honour?’ he said incredulously,
         then he started to laugh, quietly, but with a jarring, hysterical note underneath it.
      

      
      Narraway felt ridiculous, and painfully helpless. He had expected anger, despair, self-pity, but not this.

      
      Then Tallis stopped laughing as suddenly as he had begun.

      
      ‘I did not murder Chuttur Singh in a debt of honour,’ he said quietly, almost mildly, as if the idea were no part of reality.
         ‘I’m a medical orderly who just happens to be wearing a soldier’s uniform. I save lives – any lives. I’d treat a sick dog,
         if I had one. My honour is to medicine.’
      

      
      Narraway could think of nothing to say. He did not know even where to begin.

      
      ‘For God’s sake, man, think!’ he said desperately. ‘Who was friendly with Dhuleep? Who might have owed him something, or sympathised
         with him? Is it possible anyone had a . . . a debt to cancel, or a feud with anyone on the patrol that was wiped out? If it
         wasn’t you, then it has to have been someone else.’
      

      
      
      Tallis’s brilliant blue eyes opened wide. ‘Is that why I’m supposed to have done it? Because I owed something to someone,
         or hated someone on the patrol? I’m a medical orderly. I don’t even know who was on the damn patrol! I’m one of the few men
         in the station who never has time to gamble or run up any debts. Half our medical staff were killed in the siege, and it’s
         not as if we can just promote up who’s left.’
      

      
      ‘Then think of anything you’ve heard, gossip, tales,’ Narraway urged him. ‘We’ve no time.’

      
      ‘I’ve no time,’ Tallis corrected him. ‘The regiment needs it out of the way as quickly as can be made to look decent. I can’t
         blame them for that. I suppose I would in their place.’ He pulled his lips tight. ‘Happy Christmas, Lieutenant.’
      

      
      Narraway slept badly. Such dreams as he had were tangled and filled with a sense of hopelessness. He woke fighting against
         the sheets as if they were binding him, keeping him from escape. He was gasping for breath, in spite of the fact that there
         was nothing over his face.
      

      
      Again and again he saw Tallis’s eyes. Was he innocent? Could it be a monstrous mistake? Or could the authorities so desperately
         need to find the traitor, and make everyone believe justice had been done, that actual justice was the price?
      

      
      But what other answer could there be? It seemed that no one else had had the opportunity to kill Chuttur Singh, so by default
         it had to have been Tallis. But what reason had he? What was Narraway missing that would make sense of it?
      

      
      He was so tired his head pounded and his eyes felt full of grit.

      
      He rose early, washed, shaved and dressed before going to the mess and taking a brief breakfast. He liked the fruit they had
         in the summer – mangoes, bananas and guavas – but there were none left now. He acknowledged other officers but sat alone where
         he could avoid conversation. He needed to think.
      

      
      Latimer had given him today in which to create some kind of defence for Tallis. An appeal for mercy was pointless. The only
         answer to a verdict of guilty was execution. Soldiers were killed all the time. Cawnpore was steeped in blood. Death was cheap.
         One more was barely even noticeable.
      

      
      After he had eaten he went outside and walked along the dusty roadway. The low bungalow houses of the officers were ramshackle
         buildings now: three or four rooms set in extended areas that in better times would have been gardens. He did not hear the
         silent footsteps behind him and was only aware of Captain Busby when he spoke, almost at his elbow.
      

      
      ‘Morning, Lieutenant,’ Busby said briskly, not disguising the fact that he had obviously found him intentionally. ‘Good idea
         to get away from the barracks a bit. Glad you thought of it.’
      

      
      
      ‘Good morning, sir,’ Narraway replied tersely, wondering what Busby wanted with him. He was not ready to discuss strategy
         yet, or accept any instruction, for that matter.
      

      
      They came to a crossroads. Busby moved closer, obliging Narraway to accept the tacit guidance and turn along the wider road
         into the town.
      

      
      The first building they passed was the library, looking dusty and deserted, its doors closed. There were two women standing
         on the steps with books in their hands, chatting to each other then glancing up the street towards tea rooms and the general
         direction of the bazaar.
      

      
      A couple of men came down from the breakfast club on the opposite side and nodded, touching their hats courteously. They looked
         serious, avoiding anything more than the minimum acknowledgement of Busby and Narraway.
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