Anita Nizam
Your mother staggered into a village and died with you in her arms. You were an orphan, and that is not a good thing to be in the mountains.  You are outside the chains of blood and clan that bind the tribes together; alone and untrusted, you wandered as a thief and beggar all your life. 
This means you know the mountains north of India better than anyone, You have worked as a guide many times for the Europeans, for Frenchmen and British and Russians and Turks as they carve up the land between them.

For some months now, you have been employed by a man called Howard Latimer. He hates the Russians, though he pretends to be nothing more than a greedy merchant. You brought him to many villages and towns where the warlords there need weapons and Western goods. Latimer follows you by day and comes to your tent in the night, to rut out his lust and his hate. You tolerate this and him; you have learned to survive at all costs, and his money is good.

Now at his behest, you are leading a British force north. Latimer claims to be going to Leng. Leng is a myth, a legend of ill-omen. The tales speak of a plateau that appears once a generation, inhabited by monsters and little cave-men. You have not told these tales to the British, though – Latimer would never listen. You will guide them to the valley of the Uighur, a violent tribe who the British will ally with. They will turn the Uighur into a living wall against the Russian advance, sacrificing them for India.

You have seen such ploys and sacrifices many times. It is survival on a grand scale, the survival of tribes and nations.

And survival is all you can hope for in the mountains.

Roleplaying Notes: Nizam is, as you've guessed by now, a survivor. Tough and quick, she is unencumbered by doubt or fear. She is an eternal outsider. She has lost any awe or respect she once had for Latimer or the other Europeans, but pretends to be a humble servant. It's easier that way. 
The Others:

Captain George Morley: Too soft and young.
Doctor Brydon: Old, and not strong enough to thrive in the mountains.
Corporal Green, Corporal MacRory: Green is too slow. MacRory – you suspect she is a woman in disguise, but cannot be sure. You did not think British women did such things.
Latimer: So long as he pays you, you will lead him to the ends of the Earth. His hatred of the Russians may lead him to a bad end, and you want no part of that.
