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Boing the Bagazing nof By Fawggngg Schosl, Samawar,

EDITORIAL

The Residency

The sky was overcast with dark black clouds and the wind that ruffled
the bright blooms of the giant gul-mohur tree was unexpectedly cool for the
month of July. She brushed the gul-mohur petals gently from his face and
he caught her hand and put it to his lips. She looked around confused, not
wanting to pull her hand away and embarrassed to think that some one might
be watching them-—but everyone else on that beautiful grassy patch seemed to
be minding his own business. So she relaxed and looked slowly around her. This
was their favourite trysting-place, lovely, quiet, peaceful and-and-what was it?
yes, timeless.

“Do you ever wonder about the people who lived here, who fought and
died on this very ground where we are sitting now ?”’

He cocked one eye open and looked comically up at her face. “Isn’t
the present good enough for you?”’

“Don’t make a joke of it. I'm serious. I would like to know more about
this place. I mean I do know that in the 1857 mutiny this was a British
stronghold but the people involved, their names and characters, who—"




“O God! Next yowll ask me toget a guide and take you on a
conducted tour of the main building”.

“I challenge you to do that !

“You know I never refuse a challenge.”

Soon they had bought their tickets and were in the museum room.
fI‘hey looked quickly around the collection of models, old prints and cannon
. ‘balls. As they stood admiring a map of the Residency, the way it was before the
siege, she heard a soft mellow voice from over her shoulder.

“You will notice that the Gomti has changed its course since then.”
She looked quickly over her shoulder and found herself looking into an old, time
wora face, He had penetrating grey eyes, grey Bulganin beard and a dark grey
cap on his head. For a minute she could not place him. Then she heard Hari’s
voice, a murmur spoken through the side of his mouth,

“Ignore him, just ignore him, Otherwise he’ll stick to you like a leech™.
She turned around and pretended to be engrossed in the map. “Who is he?”
She imitated him and tried to speak through the side of her closed mouth.

“He’s a guide, stupid, out to scrounge some dough off us.”

“ A guide ! ” She forgot the cloak and dagger stuff. * O Hari, you
-accepted the challenge !”’

He turned around and looked into the guide’s smiling face. He shrugged
his shoulders, and with palm turned upwards, made a movement with his right
hand to suggest that the guide should proceed.

“So terrible was the siege of Lucknow,” he spoke in a refined sophisti-
cated Urdu and she had trouble following some of the words, “That all the
buildings except this one were left as empty shells.”

“God, we don’t need a guide to tell us that,” Hari whispered and she
" couldn’t help laughing. The guide looked from one to the other of them, first
with astonishment and then with hurt in his eyes. He sized them up as more
cynical, more hardened than the general run of goggle-eyed, gullible tourists he
usually had to deal with. He would have to be more sophisticated in his
approach. When he spoke again, it was in English

“In Lucknow, a week before the war started in Meerut, on 3rd May,
1857, the Seventh Oudh irregulars refused to accept the greased catridges and
were disarmed.”




“The Residency area was not a fortress but a series of strongpoints
overlooked by adjoining mosques. You can see them on this map. There was
one here, another one here and a third one—over here ” The guide pointed
them out on the map. “ Lawrence in his idealism, had not permitted them to
be demolished. From these mosques the Indian snipers inflicted heavy casualties
on the British garrison—but still Lawrence insisted that the mosques were not
to be destroyed. '

“This building, in which we are now, was the main Residency building.
It was a very imposing building as you can see in that picture. The upper two
storeys were abandoned because they had large windows which were open to the
Indian’s fire. The ground floor was occupied by the soldiers, and the women
and children found shelter in the Taikhana, the deep cellars.

“In the next two days, Lawrence worked unflaggingly, organising the
distribution of rations and duties, and boosting the morale. Tirelessly he went
from individual to individual, from group to group instilling in all, by his own
example, a devotion to duty that is unparalleled in the annals of history. A
handful of men (and women) were determined to hold out against a force many
times their superior. All together there were 3,100 people in the Residency, of

whom 1,600 were combatants, while conservative estimates put the Indian force
down as 50,000 strong.

“On July 2nd the defenders received a severe blow. A shell burst in
a room and Lawrence was fatally wounded. For two days he lay in the cellars,
slowly bleeding to death. Butin those two days he was able to make all the final
arrangements. He divided the command between Colonel Inglis, who was given
the military responsibility, and Major Banks, who was put in charge of the civil
administration. Even as he lay dying, Lawrence showed great courage and forti-
tude. So respected and loved was this man that when he died on July 4, 1857,
he left behind in the hearts of his men, the determination to hold out ;: and hold
out they did. Against constant shelling and mining, with disease and starvation

taking a heavy toll, they still held out. They were finally relieved on 18th
November 1857.

He had reached the end of his story and he stood quietly waiting for
the reward that he knew would come,

Trishna wanted to thank him but couldn’t find the words to do so. The
pause hung heavily. Hari scratched his head and looked sheepishly at Trishna.
“How much should I pay him?” he asked in a low voice. “Five Rupees?”




“Don’t be such a miser, he’s been very, very good. Give him at least
ten rupees”,

Hari took out a ten rupee note and Banded it to the guide. The guide
salaamed respectfully and turned dlscreetly away ' ’

Trishna and Hari walked quietly out of the buzldmg, their minds over-
awed by the greatness of a man long since dead. “1 can almost imagine Henry
Lawrence—gaunt cheeks, w1ry figure eye¢ flashing, strokmg his red beard as he

-stood on the Resm’zency steps Then in one leap mounting his white horse and
charging out to battle " o '

“O Hari, even you've got camed away.” Trishna teased. “I bet he
was’nt a bit like you’ve imagined him. - :

Hari grinned shieepishly ¢ Yes I have been carried away. As for his
looks, T don’t sppose we’ll ever know.” :

They walked back towards their gul-mohur tree. On their left they saw
the wall of the cemetry and because they were at a higher level, they could see
some of the graves. “Let’s go and see if we can find Sir Henry Lawrence’s
grave,” Hari suggested.

4 Yes let’s.”

They walked down, looking anxiously over the inscriptions on the
graves. They found ‘it at last, grand in its simplicity. A square marble slab
enclosed by an old, rusty, iron railing. The marble slab was cracked down the
‘centre and along the sides. The black inscription was blurred and difficult to

read. Sl'c')wly, laberiously they pieced it out :

- “Here hes
- _Henry Lawrence
- l,Who tried to do his duty
. :May the Lord have mercy on his soul.
‘Born 28th June 1806: -Died 4th July 1857.”
It was so little for that great and heroic figure and yet so much more
than can be said of most men. Overwhelmed, at last into silence, the two young
people walked softly away. :




“What greased catridges ?” Hari piped in.

“Oh stop heckling Hari. Where’s all your high school history gone to?
Don’t you remember about the pigs and cows grease?” Before Hari could
retaliate, the guide spoke. His voice was still calm and unruffled but on his face
there was a small, contemptous smile.

“In 1857 the old Brown Bess musket was replaced by the new Enfield
rifle which had a longer range and was far more accurate. This new rifle need-
ed greased catridges and the grease used was sometimes that of pigs and cows.
Now Sahib understands?”’ He smiled indulgently and Hari felt small. He had
been put in his place and in so polite a manner that he couldn’t even take
offence. The guide, evidently having made up his mind that the only chance of
making an impact was through Trishna, now concentrated on her.

“So, as I was saying, on 3rd May the Indian troops in Lucknow refused
to accept the greased catridge. At that time the chief commissioner of Oudh
was Sir Henry Lawrence.”

“But I thought Lawrence was the Governor of the Punjab.” Hari kept
an absolutely straight face when he said this but his eyes twinkled mischievously
and Trishna knew he was upto his tricks again. The guide turned o him with
an indulgent smile. '

“That was John Lawrence. This was Henry Lawrence the younger
brother,” And once again he turned to Trishna as if to exclude Hari from the
discourse.

“Serves you right” Trishna said in a whisper. Hari put on a hurt Jook
on his face which made her smile“...took this to be a warning of mutiny—a
mutiny he had foretold a few years before.” The guide rambled on. Trishna’s
growing attention challenged him to get out of his usual rut. As he spoke his
voice took on a deep dramatic tone, till Trishna could almost see the events
happening before her eyes “ Lawrence began preparations immediately. Forti-
fication of the Residency area began. Earth works were thrown up all around
and many of the surrounding buildings were levelled. Even here Lawrence
showed his idealistic nature. He forbade the demolition of places of worship.
Almost from the fourth of May onwards all the principal streets of Lucknow
were lined by one continuous stream of store carts, conveying food and other
necessities of war to the Residency. Thanks to Lawrence, when the blow did
finally fall on 30th May, Lucknow was well prepared—in fact the only one of
the garrisons involved in the war that was well prepared.” He paused for
breath and glanced first at Trishna and then at Hari—they were both, even
against their wills, captives now.




“Lawrence had been warned by one of his spies that the mutiny would
break out on 30th May at 9 P.M. But his preparations had been made, his
orders given and he was cool and collected. So much so that when the report
of the firing was brought to him he was having his dinner. Calmly, unperturb-
ed, he finished his dinner and then came out on the Residency steps where the
horses awaited him. There was a guard of a native officer and sixty sepoys on
duty at the Residency and now as Lawrence stood on the steps, in the moon-
light, he found them drawn up about thirty yards away, directly in front of
where he stood. The subedar came to him, saluted and asked “Am I to load?”’
All those who stood around Sir Henry could hear their hearts thudding as they
waited anxiously for his answer. But he alone of them all was completly unruffl-
ed. His reply showed his complete trust in the men he commanded. “Of course.
What are you waiting for ?”’ As with everything else in his life, he was resolute ,
and unwavering The next day he himself pursued the rebels, and chased them
ten miles away, |

““But the Residency at Lucknow did not exist in isolation. Al
over Oudh and the neighbouring Rohilkhand there were uprisings—Bareilly,
Azamgarh, Benares, Jaunpur, Kanpur, Allahabad, Sitapur—one by one they all
fell into the hands of the Indians and now it was only a matter of time before a
concentrated attack was made on Lucknow.

“In spite of his fears and misgivings, Lawrence deliberately went on
with his preparations. All non-combatants, specially women and children, were
concentrated in the Residency area. On June 16 a police battalion mutinied but
Henry Lawrence chased them into the country side. Never for a moment did he
slacken the work of preparing the Residency. But all through June the pressure
kept mounting and reports kept pouring in of the moving in of the Indians on all
sides. On June 29th news came that the advance guard of the Indian’s was at
Chinhut, ten miles from Lucknow. Lawrence decided that attack was the best
form of defence and on June 30th he led a force out to Chinhut. But the British
didn’t stand a chance. Against Lawrence’s force of 600 was an Indian force of
6500 and to top it all, at this point, Lawrence’s Indian gunners and cavalry
deserted. Lawrence found his retreat to Lucknow cut off. His cavalry charged
the enemy at the bridge at Kukrail and managed to break through. Somehow
he managed to return to the comparative safety of the Residency leaving behind
more than half his force—dead or wounded. The Indians surrounded the
Residency and laid seige. That night he wrote to Havelock that unless they were
relieved very quickly, say in fifteen or twenty days, they would have to surren-
der. But in spite of this pessimism Lawrence continued to make preparations
and was able to instil in every member of the garrison the surety that they
would be able to hold out forever.










Commemoration.










