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“ONLY A SOLDIER.”

BETRG EXTRACTS FROM THE JOURKAL OF

AN INDIAN SUBALTERN,

HE scene of my siraple story is laid

in the first instance at Pogna, a large

and favourite military station in Western
India. The time iz about six o'clock one
sultry afternoon, early in the month of
July, 1852, Iet us turn into this bun-
galow in H, M, 8th Lines, and what do
we see on entering? Un a somewhat
ricketty old charpoy, or bedstead, which
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has seen many a long dusty march and
much illusage, lics & young man evidently
on the sick list. I say *young,” because
he ecannot be above two-and-twenty. He
i1s alone, the doctor having just left him a
few minutes smce. The English mail, with
letters and papers from Westmoreland,
has arrived but remains untouched, not
even looked at.  He is restless and feverish.
The articles of furniture in the room, you
olserve, are few and far between, and in
“ light marching order,” and youmight have
some difficulty m guessing who the occu-
pant is; but as you sce a sword and crimson
sash hanging up on a peg against the wall,
a black cloth cap with a regimental number
“XXIT" on it suspended by a chin-strap
on another peg, together with two bullock
trunks and sundry other indications of
military life scattered here and there, you
at once very naturally come to the con-
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clusion that the owner is an officer. So
far you have guessed rightly,

Presently the tall and youthful figere of
a soldier in his red jacket,—for it is the
rainy season—with the black facings of
H.M. 64th, enters the room, and the man
asking in a half playful, yet respectful tonc,
“May I come in, sir #¥, the officer, who is
greatly cheered by the friendly voice, mo-
tipnshim (o take a seat near his side. Aftera
little conversation, which seems an effort to
the invalid, the soldier gently washes the offi-
cer's face and hands, combs his hair, re-
adjusts the pillow and bedclothes, puts
within convenient reach some little neces-
saries for his comfort during the night,
lights an o1l wick tumbler lamp; this done,
he kneels down, and with his face in his cap
commends in audible and simple prayer
the young officer to God’s fatherly and
gracious keeping for the night, He con-
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cludes in these touching words, * Lord,
hear this my poor prayer for Christ's sake,
and pardon me if T have asked anything
amiss, for, Lord, thon seest me and know-
est that I am oxly a seldier /™

The man now rose from hiz knees,
raised his hand respectfully, and said,
“I'll be here, sir, first thing in the
mothing after gun fire, Good night.”
He then drew aside the bamboo check m
front of the door, and, joining a comrade
outside, ran acrgss the parade ground and
disappearad in the direction of the Horse
Artillery hines.

Having thow bnoefly introduced the
reader to these two personages, whom God
was going to draw so nearly together for
hiz own good and wise purposes, let us
make their more infimate acquaintance.

Lieutenant Brandon of the 22nd Regi-
ment N. L, and of about four years
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sarvice, had been, as we sec, laid aside
from all active duty by a sharp attack of
Deccan fever, which not unfreuently
attacks new comers dunng the raing, and
thus prevented him from rejoining his
regiment, then stationed at Kurrachee, in
Scinde, about 800 miles distant.

Private Harry Johnson of the 64th, a
a Cumberland man from the neighbour-
hood of Eeswick, and then at the Poona
School of Muskstry, was the son of a de-
pendent in Brandon's home.

These two had therefore been acquainted
in early irfe as lads together in that kind
of intimacy which subsists between boys
of different station. Many a row on Lake
Windermere they had together, many a
prowl in the woods looking after birds'
nests and nuts, many—I grieve to say—
raids in the orchards after forbidden fruit,
when unripe apples and plums were sur-



