
f
8 THE MAN OF IRON

" For I don't pretend to be a hero or anything of that
sort, but I've never shirked my share of fighting," stud the
silent voice within him, and the Captain exhaled a spirt of
smoke and mumbled: "I believe you!" And the other
Breagh went on

:

" Fair play and no favour won us our honours, mind •

you I though the chance didn't come imtil later on. True,
we helped Sir Harry Smith to pound the Sikhs at Feroz-
shahr and at Aliwal, when the cavalry of his Bight had
driven the Khalsas back across the Bed Foid. Waiting
for the elephants with the heavy siege-guns and the am-
munition, and stores, to come up from Delhi, took a hell
of a time. Seven long weeks of broiling by day and
freezing o' nights, while Tij Sinh and his thirty-five thou-
sand Khalsas entrenched themselves, mounted their heavy
artillery—made their bridge of boats, and encamped their
cavalry up the river. But the day came—our day !—
and I don't forget that foggy tenth of February while I'm
breathing."

Captain Breagh sucked at his pipe and reflectively pulled
a whisker. And the silent voice went on

:

" We were with the Left Division under General Dick,
and led the assault, while GUbert and Smith feigned t<i

attack on the enemy's left and centre. And in that charge,
—when the General got his death-wound from a swivel-
ball,—I was the second red ..at to cross the ditch, and
scramble over the big mi^J rampart, and sabre a Sikh
gunner with his linstock in his hand ! . .

."

Mrs. Breagh, chagrined at remaining so long the object
of her husband's inattention, picked up his fallen news-
paper and almost timidly laid it on his knee. And the
child under the table kept as quiet as a mouse, almost

" Thank ye, my dear !" said the Captain, while the other
Breagh went on:

" And when the Treaty was signed and the rumpus all


