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Thomas stood frozen on the dusty plains
of Aliwal as the smoke cleared, revealing
the towering figures of the Sikh Artillery.
Standing well over six feet tall and built
like giants, these fierce warriors loomed
like legendary monsters over the British
lines. Thomas felt like a helpless
Lilliputian in their shadow, wondering
how his regiment could ever survive

the coming onslaught against such
muscular, imposing titans.




With a sudden roar, _
Thomas and his comrades
were pushed forward :
into the fray, charging
directly into the blazing
mouth of the enemy’s
principal battery.

The air shattered with

the deafening clang of steel
as the Sikh gunners drew
their massive, curved tolwol
swords to meet the
incoming British bayonets.

It was a desperate, chaotic
tug of war, where every man
strained every nerve in a
breathless struggle for
survival amidst the

flashing blades.




The giants did not flinch.

Even with steel in their bodies,
they fought on.

With hands on the enemy’s steel,
they struck back.

Courage like this,

no force could break.

Thomas watched,
terrified—yet in awe.

The ground ran red.

Their comrades fell.

Their enemies fell.

But still—they stood.

The giants of the Great Artillery,
unbroken, unstoppable.
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