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PALACE DAYS
CHAPTER 1

MY ‘““ AUSPICIOUS "’ ARRIVAL AT GURUMPORE

“ PLEASE wait in Bombay until we wire the auspicious
day for your arrival at Gurumpore.” The magic carpet
of the East was spread before me, and my feet were
fidgeting to step onto it. Tutors in England are not
usually of sufficient importance to require an auspicious
day to be set apart for their arrival, but the Rajah of
Gurumpore apparently thought otherwise, and all honour
to him for it.

Two days followed in which to enjoy the novel sights
and scents which Bombay offers to the traveller. My
most vivid recollections are of a squatting barber shaving
without lather the scalp of a customer on the pavement
of Bombay’'s Regent Street; of the tikka-gharries, for
motors were rare then, whose fez-crowned Mussulman
drivers delighted to face round as they drove, in order
the better to converse volubly with a friend behind,
gesticulating with reins and whip; and lastly of a succulent
" ham-steak for tiffin at the Yacht Club, whose grey stone
terrace-wall is lapped by the sea, and where the German
Emperor's Cup was still to be seen as one ascended to
the dining-room floor.

But fascinating as it all was I was eager to be off, and
hailed with delight the wire announcing February 1st
as the fateful day. The same evening, after dinner,
saw me embarking on my two and a half days’ train
journey. At home we grumble at the length and bore-
dom of a three-hour run! |

I had a spacious first-class compartment to myself,
In pre-war days nearly all sahib-log travelled first.

7



8 PALACE DAYS

It was due to their izzat (prest1ge) as well as comfort,
and the majority do so still.

I made two discoveries:- one, that, from lack of
expert advice when buying my kit, my large portmanteau
was about an inch too high to go under the seat, and two,
that the bathroom, which I had fondly pictured as one
of the joys of travel in India, was complete except for
the bath. Experience taught me later that, if there had
been a bath, it would have been either too cold, at
the risk of a chill, the water too dirty, or, as 1 believe
even our good King once found to his cost, no water,
because the coolie responsible had forgotten to fill the
water-tank.

The next day, and at every stop, my instincts of
decorum were shocked by the crowd of third-class
passengers who swarmed out of those carriages which
overlapped the platform, squatted 1in a neat row with
backs to the train and “ answered to the call of nature.”
I.ike everyone else, 1 soon got used to it.

At Wadi, where I changed, another new-comer to the
country joined me for the next stage, and we must have
been passing through paddy-fields soon after dark,
judging by the raucous rattle of festive frogs.

We reached Secunderabad at dinner-time. Neither
of us had yet acquired a bearer, but a lady in the
next carriage had left an ayah in charge of her
belongings, so 1 bethought me to ask the woman to keep
a friendly eye on our kit as well while we dined. 1 was
too inexperienced to tackle her in IEnglish, which she
would no doubt have understood well enough, but
thought it a good opportunity to air my Hindustam,
which I had been flirting with on the way out. The
good woman looked first surprised, then alarmed, and
finally darted into the carriage, whence she eyed us
timidly from behind a pile of her memsahib’s luggage.
So 1 gave up the unequal contest and we went oit to dine,
leaving our kit to its fate. Looking back 1 realize that
instead of saying ‘ Take care of this ”—there is no
‘please ’ in Hindustani—I kept repeating, with ever-
increasing insistence, ‘‘ Take care ! ”’ until she evidently be-
gan to wonder which of her peccadilloes had come to light.
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At dinner 1 was introduced to another pleasing
custom of the country. One of the diners was dissatisfied
with everything and said so “ very loud and clear ™.
At last he called fiercely for the ** Complaint Book ”,
which has to be kept in every Refreshment Room. The
khitmatgar, from long experience, was equal to the
occasion. The book could not be found until the train
was on the point of starting, so that a pithy little comment
on the food and its service was lost to posterity.

During the night, at waking intervals, I was dimly
conscious of the very slow and stately progress of our
train, which, we learned in the morning, was the result
of recent floods which had washed away long stretches
of line. The repairs were still going on, the line was none
too safe, and the result was to make us late by a trifle
of four hours; so that, when my next changing place
was reached, I found my train had left two hours before.
It also appeared that there was no train which could get
me there untill twenty-four hours after the time
appoimted. 5o the auspicious day would have to do
without me, so far as Gurumpore was concerned.

I sent a Jong telegram of explanation and prayed
for the best. After all, 1t was difficult to feel depressed
with the cloudless blue sky above—how often in after
years did 1 not long for clouds !—studded with shrilling
kites cirching and planing, and everything around me a
fresh object of interest.

The day was hot, but not so hot, as friend babu neatly
puts 1t, and the time passed pleasantly enough as I lay
at ease 1n a long-chair placed for my benefit on the
deserted platform. |

A long-chuir, cane backed and bottomed for coolness,
with the arms prolonged into leg-rests, may be comfort-
able, but it does not show a man to advantage. Recum-
bent, he exlubits a wvast expanse of foot and trousers
with an oasis of bare shin between, and, on rising, his back
view presents a neat pattern which the cane has imprinted.

The day was punctuated at intervals by solitary
breakfast, tiffin, tea and dinner in the refreshment-room.
It was a typical up-country junction; a tiny booking-
office, a first-class waiting-room, a refreshment-room :
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a long platform of red earth edged with stone flags, with
a row of half a dozen godowns for the station staff near
one end; a goods train as a rule every three hours or
so, and an entertaining troup of crows and pariah dogs,
who contended viciously for any loathsome scrap they
could find. There were no signs of other habitation,
nothing much to see and nothing to do, so, like the House
of Peers in “ Iolanthe ”, I “did it very well” and
thoroughly enjoyed my day.

At each meal 1 had noticed an increasing interest
on the part of the khansamah as to where I proposed to
pass the night. 1 tried to assure him, in terms suited to
his peculiar and limited English vocabulary, that I could
manage well enough on a long-chair in the waiting-
room, but the idea seemed more and more painful to him
the longer he considered it. I thought it very nice of
him to be so concerned for a mere bird of passage, and
tried to convey my appreciation through the medium
of a tip, but even that failed to disperse the gloom.

Just before dinner the stationmaster, whom I had
not seen for some hours, reappeared with the welcome
news that, instead of waiting for the mail next morning,
I could take a ‘“ passenger ", 1.e. slow train, after dinner
which would get me to my destination at the same time
next day as though I had waited till morning for the
mail. There would be one first-class carriage and no
likelihood of any other candidates for it, so that I could
bed down comfortably there instead of uncomfortably
in the waiting-room.

I arranged to do so and at dinner found the khansamah
all smiles once more. Putting two and two together 1
had reason to believe that the worthy man preferred
the waiting-room to his own stuffy godown, and also
allowed a selection of his friends to sleep there, for a
consideration no doubt, and so had been brooding all
day on “ flies in the ointment "’ and how to remove them.

I tipped him again, for the fourth time. It was
probably weak, and 1 suppose one tip at the end of the
day would have sufficed ; but how many people, women
excepted, would have had the hardihood to do other-
wise ? Not many, I venture to think. In Europe a
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wailter frightens one into tipping, in India he shames
one into it.

All went well this time, and next cay, at about 14.30
rallway time, or 2.30 p.m. according to our conservative
reckoning, I stepped onto the platform at Gurunipore,
to be greeted by a portly Indian who touched his fore-
head rather cursorily, extended a flabby hand with a
great show of yellowish palm and then handed me a
short note from the Rajah’s secretary, Farnell, whom
I had met a few months before in England. 1 gathered
that Farnell was ill, that I was to stay with him, that the
flabby gentleman Ramamurti was the Indian tutor
under me, and that it was all right for me to shake hands
with him. This was just as well, because 1 had been
given very little chance of doing otherwise.

I had yet to learn that there are more pitfalls of
etiquette in India than ever besct the unwary freshman
at Oxford or Cambrndge, and that one shp takes a long
time to live down.

It has been the increasing custom in England of late
yvears to talk and write of the Sahib in lIndia as an
oppressor and a slave-driver : one who treats the Indians
under him as dirt. Believe me, such cases are rare in-
deed. It is the Indian himself who insists, in a way we
should never do, on the most scrupulous observation
of what he considers his due by his own race, and woe
betide the under-dog if he fails in the smallest 10ta.
such Orniental ways as we have insisted on—the removal
of shoes in the house, for example, are expected of us by
the Indiin himself, and no onc 1s quicker to resent their
non-obscrvance than the Indian serving under us. His
digmty sufters equally with our own, and laxity would
very soon cause him mentally to label us as “ teck nai ”
(no good), and he would also qumickly seck pastures new.

As we drove to Farnell's bungalow the painstaking
puncit (avoured me with a lengthy discourse on the
methods he proposed we should adopt for the instruction
of the Rajkumar, our pupil. As he progressed he swelled
in importance like the proverbial frog, until 1 began to
feel quite humble before his magnificence and had some
difficultv in pulling mysclf together enough to remind
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him that it was early days for me to decide anything.
The drive luckily was short, so the lecture came to an
abrupt end.

Farnell, 1t appeared, was in bed, where, after a very
late lunch, 1 found him looking decidedly the worse for
wear. As soon as was decent 1 asked how my non-
arrival on the auspicious day had been received. *“ Did
they think it was a bad omen? ' 1 inquired anxiously.

" Oh no,” he replied, “as soon as 1 told the Rajah
about your wire he sent for the astrologers, who decided
that February 2nd, not the 1st, was the auspicious day.
They will be here in a few minutes to sece you and let
you know the auspicious hour for you to meet the
Rajkumar.”

This, if odd to my prosaic Western mind, was a great
relief, and 1 settled myself contentedly to listen while
Farnell gave me details of the Rajah, his family, the
local intrigues without which no Indian scems really
happy, and finally a very sketchy idea of what was
expected of me. As a matter of fact 1 never did get any
more than a sketchy 1dea.  Excepting for a few in-
structions on matters of health {rom the Rani (the boy’s
mother), everything was left to me with a touching
faith.

By the time we had finished a peon came in to announce
that the astrologers were in attendance and desirous
of an interview with my august self.

I had wvisions of something cloaked in black and
mystic, so it came as rather a shock when two dingily-
dressed bare-footed Brahmans entered. They looked
very gaunt, and the caste-marks on their foreheads
caught the eye, but otherwise they were disappointingly
ordinary.

Farnell acted as interpreter, for they spoke liquid
Telugu and no English, | the reverse. They asked the
date of my birth and inspected the palm of my right
hand, then retired into a corner to whisper for a time.
Finally they emerged and gave Farnell the fateful hour.

“oix a.m. at the palace,” he announced.

Now 1 was fresh from England, where six a.m. is
a good deal earlier than it 1s in India, and had been three
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and a half days on my journey from Bombay, so that
“six a.m. at the palace " had a very unpleasing sound.
I drew a bow at a venture and pointed this out to Farnell,
who obhgingly fell in with my suggestion that, if a mistake
had been made in the auspicious day, why not in the
auspicious hour also?

How he explained it to the astrologers I never knew,
but they sought their corner again and after a due interval
delivered their ultimatum.

“ Kight o'clock precisely at the palace.”

This was a decided 1mprovement, so we left it at that,

S>even-thirty the next morning found me refreshed by
a long night’s sleep and, after chota hazri of tea, toast
and fruit, sitting in the verandah waiting for the carriage.
I waited long and 1 waited 1n vain. Soon ** Eight o’clock
precisely ” became an nnpossibility and 1 began to get
fidgety. ‘Ihe stars had obligingly changed their courses
twice already for me, but there were limits ; moreover,
I have suffered all my life from a provoking punctuality,
so my fidgeting mncreased. There was no sign of my
host and hostess or of any English-speaking servant,
so I paced the verandah, I paced the drive, and finally
set out on foot, oblivious of the indignity of such a pro-
ceeding 1n Indian eyes; for I did not realize until long
afterwards that my arrival had been discussed for weeks
past and my humble self had become one of the most
important figures in local eyes.

At any rate, no harm was done. [ had gone scarcely
a hundred yards when a carriage and pair met me. The
syces skipped nimbly from their insecure perches behind,
let down the steps of the early-Victorian vehicle, and in
a trice we were heading for the palace, the coachman
ringing the gong-like bell with his foot cvery few
seconds to clear the way.

Away we sped along the broad, red, dusty road,
scattering  bullock-carts and pedestrians alike, the
latter fluttering hike startled hens from under the noses
of our steeds. We skirted a lake, on whose glassy surface
a number of pelicans floated, rounded a corner of this
and turned to face the low sguare stone Fort which
enclosed the palace of the Rajah.
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were placed a table and two chairs. 1 seated myself and
looked with delight on my novel surroundings. The
attendants withdrew into the background, from whence
they inspected me in detail in the disconcerting way
Indian servants have; for they have a way of making
their presence felt under a pretence of eliminating
themselves.

It brought me with something of a bump out of my
Arabian Nights' dream to see a number of mechanical
tableaux, like the penny-in-the-slot horrors of the pier,
scattered about the verandah. Every one was out of
action and dilapidated ; but there had been a day when
they were the pride of the palace, so they remained
undisturbed.

The crystal fountains, too, never played save once
within my recollection. One festal night we rejoiced
in the prospect of silver moon-kissed jets spraying the
marble floor; but, alas, they mercly spat and dribbled
feebly for a brief space and then resumed their leisured
life.

In royal purple on the white floor was marked a
tennis-court ; it was very fast to play on, and, after a
few drops of rain, like a skating-rink to the rubber-soled,
as I found to my cost on one occasion, but to the open
delight of the Rajah, who knew the ropes and played
barefoot. The balls, dyed purple in order that they might
show up against the white, heightened the royal effect,
I'rom a tennis point of view humbler courts may be
better, but plaving on this one always gave me the
comfortable feeling of having been raised to the peerage,
at the very least.

Before very long a wicket in the great gateway of
the further wall opened and a little procession advanced
slowly towards me.

L could see little more than a small pair of patent-
leather shoes, two small, white, trousered legs under a
large umbrella of golden silk, bordered and tasselled
with purple, and a little knot of white-clad, gally-turbaned
servants ir close attendance.

The little shoes twinkled slowly across the marble
court und¢r the nodding umbrella, which an attendant
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was managing none too cleverly, and a minute later the
procession reached the carpet, when the umbrella was
lowered to disclose to my astonished eyes a very small
boy dressed in a cream-coloured, gold-faced military
uniform of sorts. A sword, which was altogether too
much for him, was girt about his chest rather than his
waist, and a majestic turban of the palest blue almest
obliterated him.

He held out a small hand and greeted me with a
“How do you do? " of due solemnity.

“ Please sit,”” he continued ; so we sat and had a good
look at each other, while I tried hastily to readjust my
ideas, for I had expected to meet a boy of twelve instead
of this mere 1nfant.

It is true Farnell, when in England, had seemed rather
hazy about the exact age of my future pupil, but I had
undoubtedly been led to expect someone years older
then this.

However, the ice was soon broken and, as he possessed
a smattering of English, we were soon chattering gaily.
He had a charming smile, a keen sense of humour and an
inexhaustible store of questions about my journey,
the voyage, did 1 get any food and a hundred other
things.

Happy is he to whom the whole-hearted trust of a
child is given, and woe betide him if he betrays it. I
had been dimly conscious of 1t for years, but the {full
realization seemed to burst upon me that morning as
the little Rajkumar leaned confidingly against me as he
prattled happily of this and that.

Before we parted, the foundations of a mutual and
lasting affection were well and truly laid. 1 might have
missed the auspicious day, and long over-stepped the
auspicious hour, but for all that the omens remained
favourable.

Months later, when 1 had got to know the Rajah
and Rani well, T asked 1f my belated appearance at
the palace had mattered at all.

“ Oh, no,” said the Rajah with a chuckle;  if they
say ' Hight o’clock ’ it means anything up to midday.”

Who are we to disturb this blissful state?



CHAPTER 11
[ HEAR OF INTRIGUES

Ur to now [ possessed but the sketchiest idea of the
Rajali and his belongings, so that, on my return from the
palace, it was a relief 1o find Ifarnell up and about again—
albeit on milk-and-soda diet-——and to be able to absorb
the information I sorely needed.

The Rajah, 1 gathered, was the adopted heir of the
late Mahara)ah.

The title of Rajah was hereditary, but both his pre-
decessors had been given the personal title of Maharajah,
and it was a sore point that this, too, had not been made
hereditary.

He possessed estates which brought mn a revenue of
about 20 lakhs (over £1:23,000) 1n a good year.

Some of his productive land lay near the river Godavert,
and the title to 1t had been disputed by the provincial
government, A long and costly law-suit followed, which
hinged ¢n a single document reposing in a Government
file. Its production, which would have settled the case
agammst the Rajali, was awairted at the final hearing.
To the general surprise the document was not produced,
and the Government lost 1ts case and land.

The sequel supplied the reason. Some years later,
at Gurmpore, an  Longlish  offiicial, newly posted  to
Crurumpore service, found the missing document, not
in any Government office, but inan old (ile at Gurumpore !
BBy what means that docnment had found 1ts linal resting-
place, and the responsibility for the action, remains a
mystery.

The Rajah also owned a palace with large estates
at Renares, together with an od: house or two in Madras,
Coonoor, Ootacamund, Calcutti and Lucknow.

This sounded a wvery delightful heritage, but the
Rajah was not {o succced to it without a struggle In

17 B
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default of a direct heir the late Maharajah had followed
the custom, common enough in India, of adopting one,
and the Rajah was his selection.

On his succession, a syndicate was formed to put up
and finance a rival who claimed the title on the ground
that the Rajali had not been ceremonially adopted on
some public occasion, and that he himself had a better
right to it. He also claimed the property, in which, he
asserted, the Rajah had only been left a life interest.

Most of the principal Indian pleaders of Calcutta
and Madras swarmed hungrily into the fray as vultures
to a carcase. 'They received five hundred rupees (about
£30) a day and all their expenses, so they pleaded elo-
quently and they pleaded long until the larder was bare.

The result might be called a draw. The court found
for the Rajah on the uestion of title and on some points
in connection with the property, but for the claimants
on others.

Notice of appeal was given, which was heartening
enough to the pleaders, but to nobody else. Nobody
was prepared to lend money to the syndicate, or their
nominee, until their claim proved more substantial
than it appeared at the moment; while the Rajah,
though receiving a substantial income from the estates,
was to say the very least a lavish spender, and had reached
the extreme limit of his credit until a decision was given
mm his favour, at that time a very open question.

As a matter of fact, after an anxious year or two the
syndicate collapsed {rom lack of funds and hope, so that
the Rajah was left at last in undisputed possession.

This was all very complicated for me, especially
a5 Farnell, ike many an official in India, expected his
audience to understand what he was talking about.

The httle band of Europeans in India is so closely
kmt, and so united at heart in purpose, that each makes
it his business to understand to the best of his ability
the affairs of his neighbour, and so be able to work to
the common end—the welfare of India.

It is irritating to the globe-trotter, but the globe-
trotter 1s often 1rritating to the official, whom he vitu-
perises because he fails to understand him.
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Poor Iittle globe-trotter—the one with a mission I
mean—how signally you fail to understand and how
triumphantly you broadcast your folly !

The Rajah, it appeared, did not enjoy the full revenues
from his estates. ‘These were administered by an English
official, ¢ne Lightfoot, lent by the Government. The
Rajah 1incessantly complained of the scanty allowance
made by Lightfoot for his personal expenses, and Farnell,
who had becn with him for many years, first as tutor
and then as private secrctary, very patently supported
the Rajah.

Matters were further complicated in palace-circles
by the prescnce of an old dowager princess known as
Rewah Maharani, or old Maharani. She sounded some-
thing of a termagant, from Famecll's account, but had
the mert of possessing untold nches; therefore the
Rajah could not afford to quarrel with her.

It did not require any vast intelligence to sce that it
behoved me to walk warily in such unsafe ““ country ”,
so 1 vouchsafed only non-committal grunts to all that
was told me.

As a fact, and before many hours had passed, I was
to hear a very difterent version of things, and to grunt
just as disappointingly to the narrator as I was doing
now to l'arnell.

Actually the old lady, Maharani in her own right
and an anstocrat to the finger-tips, was a fine character
who disapproved of the Rajah as hkely to lower the
famly prestige by his ways as well as by his birth, the
latter being too lowly to mecet with her approval.

According to Farnell, she was fond of the little
Rajkumar, but displeased at my appointment: a dis-
pleasure which was shared by my {at intend Ramamurti,
who had been her private sccretary before, by devious
ways, managing to get himself appointed tutor to the
Rajah’s heir, in order to better his prospects. The Rajah,
though uvnder thirty, was not expected to live many
years, and the post of tutor to the future Rajah held
dazzling wvisions of power.

Therefore, 1 was warned to look out for squalls
from both quarters. I did, and got them from Rama-
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murti to my great advantage in the long run, though
this was far from his intention. But from the Maharani
there was never a trace of unfriendliness, much less
opposition, and, whatever her feelings about me may
have been to start with, she ended by cordially approv-
ing of me and telling me so in Calcutta, where she sent
for me—our first and only interview-—to thank me for
arranging an 1interview for her with the Queen on the
occasion of the Royal Visit to India.
| Fortunately, perhaps, much of this cloud of imntrigue
drifted harmlessly past me, but even as early as this
1 learnt two valuable lessons-—to trust nobody and to
keep clear of intrigue. Every Indian State, and I have
known many, 1s honeycombed with it; for in the ruler
and in the humblest of his subjects intrigue is ingrained.

An Indian, in a burst of frankness, once startled me
by saying, ““ Sahib, there is not one of us you may trust,
myself included ! ™

Even that great old warrior, the Bayard of India,
Sir Partab Singh, could descend on occasion to become
the artfullest of “ Cunninghams ", to use one of his own
phrases.

What interested me more than anything clse was to
listen to the prospective plans for the Rajkumar and
myseli. Both the Rajah and Rani were only too well
aware that the one hope for the boy was to get him away
from the noxious influences which would inevitably
surround him in his own home.

Very wisely they had decided to send him right away
to the other side of India, to be educated at the Mayo
College at Ajmer in Rajputana, the leading Chiefs’
College of India, where many of the best-known Princes
have spent profitable years in their youth.

A house was to be taken for us ; the Rajkumar would
attend the college daily, and I was to act as guardian.

oimce landing in India 1 seemed to have been per-
petually called upon to readjust any ideas I might have
been forming, so that, at the time, I did not take in the
delightful prospect Fammell was holding out. Later,
I was to thank my stars for my good fortune.

“But surely,” 1 objected,  they will not take so
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young a hoy at the college ? ” For it turned out that the
ittle Ra'kumar was only six and a half.

“Oh, that 1s all right,” said Farnell airily; * the
Principal knows, and everything has been arranged.”

It turned out that Farnell had been as vague there
as he had been with me, and the Principal was just as
surprised as I had been *when this diminutive pupil
was presented to him.

I strongly suspect that the boy’s tender age was
dehberately kept in the background to prevent any
interference with the Rajah’s plans {for his son’s up-
bringing and social advancement. Undoubtedly the
Mayo Ccllege was intended 1o pave the way for arrang-
ing suiteble marriages for my ward, his lhttle brother
and sistcr; and the College authorities, had they known
his true age, would have suggested a postponement of
at least a couple of years, though this would have been
most unpalatable to the Rajah ._md liis ambitious consort.

At this stage in our talk there was a great commotion
outside, a peon hurried in chattering volubly, and
darted out again followed by Farnell. A minute or two
later he returned preceded by no less a personage than
the Rajih hinsell.



CHAPTER 111
1 MEET THE RAJAH

THE Rajah had been away, which accounted for his non-
appearance on the scene till this moment.

It must be confessed that he came as something of
a shock to me. 1 had expected someone imposing and
striking, but, poor little man, he may have been striking,
but was certainly far from imposing.

He was short and, though not ill-proportioned,
presented an awkward appearance; his apparel, too,
rich though it was, did not sit well on him.

He wore a brocaded silk tunic, collared like a clerical
irock-coat and about as long, which sparkled with
diamond and emerald buttons. His trousers, tight from
the knee downwards, were of white linen, and on his
feet were buttoned boots of patent leather.

His face was not altogether prepossessing. It had a
peculiar yellowish tinge which made me think he was
suffering from jaundice. In my ignorance I thought his
mouth had been bleeding, but it was only the stain of
betel-nut on his teeth-—a practice common all over India
to which I was then unused. His eyes looked in different
directions, and ouc was nearly closed by the folds of
his turban, which hung low on that side. The turban
completely covered one ear, while the other was
adorned with a large ring of gold, studded with pearls
and rubies.

He shook hands and we all sat down.

There was a silence.

“You had much difficulty to get here, 1s it not ? ”
caid the Rajah at last, looking, 1 thought, at Iarnell,

but obviously addressing me.
22
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“Yes,” 1 replied, uncertain whether to add * Rajah ”
or ‘“ Your Highness” or nothing at all, so 1 decided on
nothing at all for the present,

There was again silence.

“How you think my son i$ in English, Mr Van
Wart ?» ” he broke out once more, looking unmistakably
at Farnell.

“1 thunk he will soon speak very well.” Hang it,
if only Farnell would join in I might get some idea of
how to address the Rajah.

This time the silence was very long indeed, the
Rajah being apparently intent on the manceuvres of
a lizard cn the wall, though 1 was uncomifortably con-
scious that he was studying me carefully and methodically
“for future reference.”

The ordeal was ended by the entry of a peon with
a letter for Farnell, who recad 1t and burst out laughing.

“ Look here, Rajah,” he began, solving my difficulty
at once, '“ here 1s your chit telling me you were coming
up this afternoon. How did you manage fo get here
before it ?”

“That sowar, I sent him; he is a very bad fellow;
he shall be cut onc rupee, 15 1t not ?  he said, looking
at me,

This was beyond my ken, but luckily Farnell
answered.

“1t probably wasn’t his fault,” he said. “ 1 should
not fine him.”

“ All right, then I shall not.”

A lorg discussion [ollowed about some big lunchcon
which was being held in the near future. As it did not,
or I thought it did not, concern me, I drifted off into
speculation as to what the Rajahi’s opinion of me might
be, and also what mine was of hum.

I was fascinated too, by a collection of jewelled
toys attached to his watch-chain, the one which caught
my fancy most being a diamond and ruby ball about
the size of a cherry.

When the luncheon guestion seemed to have died
a natural death, and as I had now discovered the correct
mode of address (though “ Rajah Sahib *” would have
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been better), it seemed good to put a question on which
I needed enlightenment.

“ Rajah,” 1 began boldly, ““what is your son's
name ?

The Rajah scraped his right foot up and down his
left calf and looked miserable, remarking abruptly:

“Mr Farnell, when is Ramaswami sending ? "

I supposed he had not heard me, so tried again at
the ‘next lull.

“ What is the name of your son, Rajah ? ” 1 hoped
this simplified version might have better fortune.

‘This time the Rajah appeared on the verge of tears
and began to crack his knuckles vigorously—as a charm
against evil spirits I was to learn—as he burst forth
again: “ Mr Farnell, have you arranged for a photo-
grapher ?

Mr Farnell had not.

“Y’are to arrange for a photographer.”

This struck me as rather peremptory, but it was not
what it sounded. The Rajah’s IEnglhish was a law unto
itself, and he was only saying, “ Y'ought to " though
for a long time it always rubbed me the wrong way to
hear him say it.

It was still within calling hours, four to six, when the
Rajah left, so I drove oft to pay my short round of calls.
Not a very formidable business, as there were only four
married couples, in addition to the Farnells, in the
station.

Calling in India is vastly simplified by the fact that
everyone knows everyone else’s job, pay and dossier.,

Every place has its club ; Gurumpore, with nineteen
Europeans only, had one. The newcomer is expected
to make a round of the station as soon as possible, drop-
ping cards into the little tin boxes at the gate, or on the
verandah, informing all and sundry that “ Mrs So-and-
So Not At Home ”” does not wish to be disturbed. These
calls are returned in the same way when the newcomers
are marrled, or left at the club for grass-widowers and
bachelors.

The careless bachelor has been known to drop two
or even three offerings in the same box on successive
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days, and I myself once left cards in the cage of a parrot
on a verandah when no human responded to my repeated
cry “ Qui hai?”’ (Is anyone there ?)

But, all said and done, it saves a lot of trouble, and
*“My dear, do tell me? Ought one to call on the So-
and-So’s ?

Simla, in fact, has evolved a system which is
simplicity 1tself.

It has a Calling League.

The newcomer sends to the secretary details of name,
rank, station and duration of stay, together with one
rupee. The secretary, after consulting military or civil
lists for purposes of verification, forwards a receipt
together with a list of members, complete with similar
details, of the Calling League.

Your troubles are over, you have saved dozens and
dozens of cards, miles of riding or rickshawing, and are
now free, as friend babu puts it, “to make dinner-
party arrangements,”’ with all and sundry.

On this occasion 1 did not get far; less than three
hundred yards in fact. My first call was on Lightfoot,
the manager of the Gurumpore estates, and his wife.

I found more than half the station playing tennis
there.

After 1 had been properly inspected—this is not said
in any carping spirit, for one discordant element can
set a small station by the ears, and Gurumpore was only
then recovering from the period when its eight families
were divided into three hostile cliques, and two ladies
had had to be torn apart at the Club—Lightfoot invited
me into his office-room, where, over a peg and a cheroot,
we could discuss my agreement.

On this matter of agreements 1 cannot too strongly
warn those who think of taking service in India—other
than under Government—not to commit themselves
in any way until they have a signed agreement that is
pronounced absolutely watertight by some competent
authority, preferably one acquainted with local
conditions. '

I could give instance after instance where agreements
have been treated like the historic ““ Scrap of Paper”



26 PALACE DAYS

by unscrupulous or domineering officials in Indian
States; 1in some cases, Indians carrying out the whim
of an unstable Prince, and sometimes, happily not often,
Europeans like one who tried to override a friend’s
agreement because adherence to its terms “ makes me
look such a fooll”

Now I had been rash enough to come out from home
with nothing more binding than a letter from Farnell
outlining the general terms offered to me, backed by a
- telegram confirming my appointment and asking me to
start by the earliest possible boat; and this despite an
msistent warning by a friend, who had just suffered in
the matter of a similar agreement at the hands of
another local potentate.

Luckily I had found a true friend in Lightfoot, who
had seen to it that my interests were safeguarded, and
insisted on certain points which would never have
occurred to me, but which his experience regarded rightly
as material. 1 owe him a deep debt of gratitude for such
kindness to a complete stranger, and his foresight was
to stand me in good stead later on.

“There is one thing,” he said, after 1 had read the
agreement, “ did Ifarnell tell you anything about the
Rajah ? "

“No, nothing special; why? " 1 asked with some
Surprise.

He then gave me certain information and concluded
by saying, ““ I'arnell ought to have told you in England.
I only heard a few days ago that he had not done so0, and
I told him T should not allow you to sign any agreement
without a full knowledge of all the more important and
necessary details attached to your appointment.”

““Thanks,” I replied, “ 1t 1s good of you to take so
keen an interest on my behalf. I'll sign the agree-
ment.” -

This was a definitely thoughtful act of Lightfoot’s,
and the measure of its thoughtfulness can best be judged
by any man of long service in the East, where, probably
owing to climatic conditions, indifference to the difh-
culties of others is so much more marked than it is at
home.
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I had not in any case come out all this way to
a job, in all other ways most attractive, just to turn back
at the first fence, so I signed myselt, without more ado,
into the service of Sri Sri Pusapatti (etc. etc. for two lines
of the document), Rajah of Gurumpore.



CHAPTER 1V
I PAY MY RESPECTS AT THE PALACE

TeEN o'clock the next morning saw me at the Fort, by
appointment, to pay my formal call on the Rajah.

I had had little time to dwell on Lightioot’s informa-
tion, as 1 had been subsequently fully occupied.

Mrs Lightfoot had asked me to take pot-luck and
dine with them, and during the course of the evening
I was given the other side of the picture in which the
Rajah was painted as cunning, dissolute and a spend-
thrift, who made Lightfoot’s life a burden, and seemed
to look on him merely as an inexhaustible money-box.

I gathered, further, that 1 was very lucky to be going
right away out of such an atmosphere of petty plotting
and back-biting ; and, indeed, thus early, I began to
realize my luck.

Lastly, 1 incurred the displeasure of my hostess by
allowing the swaying punkah to disarrange her coiffure
as she rose to lead the ladies from the table. 1 felt
distinctly aggrieved at the rebuke, as 1t was my first
experience of a punkah, and I had no idea that it was my
duty.to indulge In a tug-of-war with the punkah-coolie
and probably bring him (or her) crashing from his sleepy
perch on an up-ended orange-box.

To return to the palace. At this visit there was much
more life and bustle, as the Rajah was in residence.

I was ushered, as before, to a seat in the verandah,
where 1 was left to kick up my heels on a long-chair.
Attendants squatted in the background, or drifted past,
attempting to look as if they were about their lawful
0CCas1ons.

10.10; 10.15; 710.20; 10.25. No Rajah. 1 tried to

attract the attention of servant after servant. It was
28
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not easy, #s I had no Telugu and they no English, and
they failed to “answer to “Hi’ or to any loud cry”,
but disappeared like rabbits through the chick-draped
doorways.

At last 1 captured one, and said “ Rajah ” fiercely
to denote umpatience.

He looked pityingly at me, placed the palms of his
hands together, and inclined his head against them.

Ever quick in the uptake, I gathered that the Rajah
slept, so made signs indicative of one rousing a Rajah
from sleep and said still more ficrcely, ““ Rajah, tell,
Mr Van Wart.”

He shot away so purposcfully that I was hopeful for
a space, but I realized very soon that he, too, was but a
broken reed.

By 10.45 1 was really annoyed. The ways of the
haughty potentate of the East were new and far from
palatable to me, {for 1 had not yet learned that *“ 8 o’clock
precisely ' meant “anything up to midday.”

I had waited for three-quarters of an hour: even a
woman could not expect more, let alone a Rajah, so
I stalked cff in dudgeon to my carriage.

It worked (quite unintentionally on my part) like a
miracle. Servants, grooms of the bedchamber as it were,
and others obwviously of higher rank, materialized from
nowhere, stretching out imploring hands to me, be-
seceching me in Telugu, Tamil, Hindi, and in English
to return, as the Rajah would be angry, so very angry,
1f he awoke and found they had failed to announce my
arrival.

I remained adamant and was actually climbing the
“staircase ' ol the carrtage when one came rushing to
say that the Rajah was here at last.

1 allowed myself to be salaamed back to greet the
Rajah as he emerged from one of the doorways.

“Sorry, Mr Van Wart,” he bepan, “ these stupid
fellows did not tell me you had come.”

Looking back in the light of experience, 1 believe he
had known of my arrival from the moment 1 entered the
Fort.

Many, though not all, of the Indian Princes attempt
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to impress those at their beck and call by keeping them
wailting just as long as they think the individual concerned
will stand 1it.

It 18 a childish procceding. They can impress in
plenty of ways without that, and, so far as IZuropeans
are concerned, this particular way may irritate, but it
certainly does not impress.

Let us take, as an example, the case of the artist,
officially sent out from England, at a lixed fee, to paint
portraits of all the leading Rajput Princes for the hall
of the Chiefs’ College at Aymer. He accepted the job
expecting to be back 1in London in time for the season,
when, as a rising artist, he might {airly look forward
to sundry commissions for portraits. But he reckoned
without his Princes. Two sittings or even one were all
he asked, for their robes and jewels could be finished
without the owners. Six months, instead of three, had
passed, and all save one of the portraits were finished.

The Prince in question, one of the most cultured of
them all, was so distinguished as to be one of the two
Indian representatives at Versailles 11 1919. He 15 to
his guests the perfect and punctual host, but his dignity
apparently demanded that he allow this luckless artist
to come day after day, often actually by appointment,
to sit waiting hour after weary hour, and finally to be
told that “ His Highness is too busy to sce you to-day,
but will see you at cleven to-morrow mormng.”’

This incident occurred in the hills, where His Highness
was not too busy to attend dinners, gymkhanas, or play
polo and tennis. The poor man confided his troubles
to me, and 1 gave my advice for what it was worth.

“You may be quite sure,” said I, “ that, if there 1s
one portrait which His Highness intends to hang in that
hall, it is his own. Write and say that you have been
called home by the next boat, and see what happens.”

He may have taken my advice, or he may not, but
he got the necessary sittings without more ado. * And
that,” said John, “is that.”

This is not an isolated case ; such happenings are of
daily occurrence in any State. DBut to return to the
Rajah. He was not wearing gloves, so ! was able to make
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a careful inspection of his hands. They were unwhole-
some looking, pufly, with scaly backs and the nails
suggested “ something rotten in the state of Denmark.”
There was a hikelihood, 1t was said, that he would soon
lose a litrle finger; but there was nothing, so far as1
could see, to indicate this, and indced 1t never happened.

I have often wondered since why everyone took
such a distressing malady so calmly. Possibly the name
leper conjures up such ghastly pictures that 1t seemed
impossible to associate it with one who was little more
than unprepossessing tn appearance, and did not seem
to difter c¢ssentially from his fellows.

Certair. it 1s that, atthough Ins leprosy was a matter
of common talk, people never scemned to treat him any
differently on that account, and, for my own part, I
very soon ccased to think about 1t, save for an instinctive
chsinclinat on to touch him, and an occasional feeling
of pity for one so afilicted.

He was the more to be piticd in that his mental
outlook was affected by it.  Insipnificant and almost
-boorish 1n his ways, possessing little to attract and much
to repel ; in public he assamed an attitude of pathetic
pomposity and persisted 1 thrusting himself forward,
1n season and out of scason, m such a way as to make
himsell either a nuisance or a laughing-stock.

H.E.. the Governor of Madras once told me, when
we were liscussing the Rajab’s cccentric behaviour,
that he had known another case of an Indian suffering
from leprosy who had also made himself conspicuous
i the same way, and that it was probably a phase of
the disease.

In the Rajah’s case it was a pity, because he always
appearcd at hus worst m public,

In private he was, at that time, miuch more like-
able. He was generous, responsive to kindness and fond
of his chilcren, particularly my ward, to whom he was
a kind father, anxious to do lis hest ; although his wife
generally got the credit {for this.  later, unfortunately,
he went utterly to preces and Dbecaimne impossible, but
he had much to contend with and hardly a real friend
in the world.
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But all this time we have been sitting, he and I,
on the verandah carrying on a conversation in jerks
which was his usual method.

He chewed the end of his ideas, so to speak, and
allowed himself long periods for rumination. At inter-
vals he would bark out an order, which one of hisretinue
hastened to carry out obsequiously. He might have
given several of the orders at once, but preferred
apparently to kecp the servants on the move.

He needed a handkerchief, then cigarettes, cheroots,
matches, one after the other; then a fly attacked him,
and he summoned two attendants, who stood behind our
chairs and slowly waved large palm-leaf fans behind us,
which did little save blow out the match whenever 1
tried to light my cheroot.

There had been no lack of exciting happenings since
my arrival in India, and to-day was to increase the number
by two. The Rajah was responsible for the first, He
suddenly remarked in a casual way, ““ Will you come at
four this afternoon? My wife would like to see you.
She wishes to talk with you about the boy.”

This was a surprise indeed. It had never occurred
to me that 1 should be allowed to sec the wife of a high-
caste Hindu. The custom of centuries is very strict on
this point.

Even though the last twenty years have seen a corner
of the veil of Purdah lifted, it 1s only a corner after all,
and the ladies of the Zenana themselves are, for the most
part, reluctant to emerge from their seclusion, where they
are secure from all unwelcome visitors, and where they
exercise more influence than they believe would be theirs
in the hurly-burly of the outer-world.



CHAPTER V

I VISIT THLE RAJAI'S ZENANA AND IMPERSONATE A
GOVIERNOR

As I drove that afternoon along the broad, red road
with hedges of untidy cactus and prickly pear; as 1
watched a coolie, monkcey-like, ascend a tall palm beneath
whose tufted top was tied his gourd of toddy, 1 had
visions of loltv chambers, diumly lighted, cloyingly per-
fumed, whberein languorons beauties lay on luxurious
cushions. “Where all was sensuous appeal,

Dreaming thus, 1 was conducted across the sunny,
marble couvrt, through the far gateway into an unpre-
tentious stone-paved space, leading to another of the
great curtains screening a smaller gateway.

Heaods draped in filmy saris peeped round the curtain,
which was drawn a little to one side as 1 stepped across
the threshold of the Zenana,

My first {feeling was one of disillusionment. All my
visions vanished at the prosaic picture presented. [
caw a small courtyard some thirty yvards by ten, with
low, onc-storeved, flat-roofed rooms on two sides and
at the farther end, and a high, white-washed wall at
the entrarce end.

There was a water-tap against thns wall at which
women servants filled the brass pots and lotas. These
they carrizd wway on their heads with graceful floating
pait, leaving the tap to run with that typically Indian
waste of hur most valuahle possession.

Snulingy handmaidens led me along a verandah, with
doors at intcrvals leading mto bare, dark rooms with
low charpoys covered only with rezal (thin mattress),
sheet and pillow.

33 | C
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There were more penny-in-the-slot-machines and
occasional banana-skins and mango-stones relieved the
monotony of the stone floor.,

Actually I could see very few people, but 1 was
conscious of eyes everywhere and stealthy whisperings.

At the end of the verandah were three or iour shallow
steps, and at the top a wide verandah, carpeted, furnished
with portions of one of Mr Maple’s, or Mr Lazarus of
Calcutta’s, best drawing-room suites.

It was all very ordinary and unromantic.

I found the Rani seated on an ornate sofa with two
handmaidens standing behind her.

As she rose to greet me she proved to be short and of
a pleasing plumpness. She was of a fair brown com-
plexion, large-eyed, and from her nose hung one large
pear]l which bobbed and waggled in a fascinating manner
as she talked.

She was draped from head to foot in a sari of finest
silk, through the back of which showed a long, black
plait of hair in which flowers were twined. Beneath
the sari she wore a tight-htting bodice of white silk which
descended a little below her breasts. The san discreetly
veiled the rest, save her feet, which were encased in high,
patent-leather boots, round one of which was clasped
a, massive anklet of gold.

In English, much better than any the Rajah could
produce, she bade me welcome, and it did not take me
long to discover where the brains of the establishment
were to be found. She was full of life, full of guestions,
and full of instructions about the management and health
of her son.

‘“ Have you any brothers and sisters? ”

“Yes, Rani,”—I felt safe in risking this mode of
address—*‘ One sister.”

And so on through a string of questions dictated by
a mixture of curiosity and politeness.

“1 was very anxious to see you,”’ she continued,
‘“as there 1s much that T wish to say about my son. 1
am putting him in your hands. 1 want you to train him
to become a good man. 1f you will do this your name will
always be great in Gurumpore. My son after he had met
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you said, ' He is a very goo® man,’ and 1 know he will
be safe with you.”

With traditional English modesty I merely murmured
that she might rely on me to do my best, but inwardly
I felt deeply sensible of the trust that was being placed
in me, and was stirred to the depths.

“I am sending good men with him; all but one
came with me from my home when 1 was married. 1
was only twelve then.” (She was only twenty whilst
we were talking, and the mother of three children !}
“ My son 16 too thin, skinny ; he must grow strong and
fat,” and the Ram launched into detalls of how many
seers of this and how many seers of goat’s milk he should
consume duaily, until I had to say that she had better
give me a list, as 1 could not possibly remember half of
them.

“Once cvery f{ifteen days hie must take castor oil,
or as oiten as he does not have regular motions.”

Indians are happily untrammelled by feelings of mock
modesty, ard, unless Westernised, discuss topics of which
we fight shy with as little embarrassment as they eructate
when natur: dictates.

“You will please sleep in his room .;11Way5 it 1s
very important that you should do this.”

A certain hint of unspeakable happenings should I
fail to do so, left me uncertain as to whether any evil-
minded folk had designs on the little Rajkumar, or
whether an over-anxious mother was picturing itnaginary
dangers.

I have never been clear about 1t, but it proved one
of the least attractive of my duties; for the anxious
mother decreed that the Rajkumar's bed should be
in the middls of the room with a faithful retainer sleep-
ing on the floor on every side, so that, it he chanced to
roll out of bad, he could at least fall soitly. The result
was a nasal orchestra capable of banishing sleep, if not
of waking the dead.

Fortunately for all concerned there need never be
any danger, in India, of interviews too long drawn-out.

When the visit has lasted long cnough it is the
privilege of him, or her, whose rank 1s the more exalted,
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to bring it to a tactful conclusion with, “ 1 must not
detain you any longer,” or ** I must be taking my leave ; ”
and so, in this case, I was saved from the danger of over-
staying my welcome by the Rani herself bringing the
interview to a close.

After shaking hands she turned to onec of the hand-
maidens and took something from her. 1 could not sce
what it was, nor did I know what was expected of me,
but some lucky instinct impelled me to bend my head,
over which the Rani placed a long chain ol gold tinsel.

So T was garlanded for the lirst time, and drove
back thus adorned teeling a bit of a fool, but all the same
rather proud of myself. And so indeed I might be, for
such garlands are rescrved only for the great from the
great on great occasions, necklaces of scented flowers
sufficing for ordinary purposes. 'The most lovely garland
I ever saw, fashioned of white camphor balls 1 triple
rows interlaced with tinsel lowers, was sent three years
later for the Rajkumar to present to the Quecn when
she visited the Mayo College, Ajmer. But, alas! all
presentations were taboo, and 1 bencfited at Her Majesty’s
eX pense.

So much for my first surprise that day. The second
was awaiting me when 1 returned to Farnell’s bungalow.

He had practically recovered and had just returned
from an interview with the Rajah, the purport of which
he conveyed to me abruptly cnough.

““The Rajah,” he said, ‘“1s giving a lunch to about
a hundred people, both Indians and Europeans, with
the Governor as chief guest. It takes place the day
after to-morrow at Waltair, about two hours from here
by train. As I am not feehng very it 1 suggested that
you should run it instecad of me, so the Rajah wants
you to go there to-morrow and make all the nccessary
arrangements.’’

Without more ado he gave me a rough, n fact a very
rough idea, of what the necessary arrangemecnts were,
and left me to work out my own salvation.

When I went through my little stock of knowledge
on my verandah, for the joint benefit of myself and an
attentive lizard, my mathematical mind viewed with
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dissatisfaction the haphuazard ng# .1 the arrangem: i,
or lack thereof. There app .d to be altogether 'no
much of the “It’ll be all 1ight on the night” for ny
hking.

The position was this. Two days hence the R b,
who was an enthusiastic though unorthodox Freem:u m,
was giving a Masonic lunch to about a hundred gu. s,
with the Governor, virtual ruler of about one fourt: of
India, as the puest of honouor,

The luiacheon was to be held fifty miles away.  he
caterer was just starting on his own account, and wa- x-
pected, therefore, to be on hus mertle ; he would, howe er,
also be mmexperienced.  He and hns supplies were cor ing
from Madras, over twelve hours by train; prol. bly
on the morning of the hunch, possibly the day be: e
There was only the ordinary bazaar, no real sho) as
we know them, on which to rely in case of accid: its.

About hall the Indian guests would require foor  of
which 1 had never even heard, and prepared by sp +ial
cooks.

T knev that the Masonic Hall was the scene of acomn,
but had no idea of the size or shape of the luncheon 1w
and, finally, until T arrived at Waltair, the day | ore
the fair—1 had no Iist of guests-—:it would be mmpo  ible
to make out the table-plan, a ticklish task at the est
of times.

I was not cven to have the help of an expert m:ml
man [{rom the Rajah’s ostablishment, but was loo to
my own devices. .

All T started out with was the list for checkin.  of
wines aml stores ordered, and a glad and advent ring
heart.

The noxt day, al Waltair, a delightful spot on th sea,
the Collestor, the big man of the district, gave me  hst
of the Europcan guests, also some invaluable hint and
Mr M. R. Ry Venkatarachariar Pillar, or words 1¢. that
cffect, supplied the Indian list.  Followed an heor or
two at tle Cluby, after which 1 walked the short di-t nce,
after dark, without a lantern, [rem.1t to my httle 1wo-
roomed hotel, and just after being warned to | ware
of s akes. In consequence, 1 saw a snake 1n : very
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finger-bowl flying across the table during the recital.
Let me f:ll you, there are more unpleasant things in
ife than the plaudits of a multitude, however unde-
served, so I had no complaints either.

The luncheon passed off as all well-organized functions
should.,

The 1ce had come; all the Deputy-Past-Grand-
Masters bore up nobly at being excluded from the coveted
places.

One little drop of bitterness there was, it is true.
I was wa*ching with the greatest interest my vis-da-vis,
a portly gentleman consuming Indian food, which he
popped 1rto his capacious mouth with incredible speed
and in unbelievable guantitics. My meditations were
interrupted by a perspiring caterer, livid with fright,
who gasped into my ear:

51, His Excellency has asked for hock, and there is
no hock. What is to do, sir?

“Present my complhiments to His Excellency,” 1
said, ‘“ anl ask him to choose something else.”

Poor Ramaswam looked appealingly at me, and
very reluctantly nerved himself for the ordeal.

Luckilv His IExcellency was good cnough to be
content w:th whisky and soda, and Ramaswami breathed
again. '\

After ‘that all went well. The photographer arrived,
and we were taken by what the Rajah was pleased to
call ““ smash-light '.  "The khitmatgars made hay while
1 was escorting the Governor to his carriage, for they
disposed of all the opened bottles of wine and spirits
as well as a handsome supply of cigars and cigarettes.
o0 they a:so went theiwr woys of rejoicing, after handing
over, with a conscious air of virtue, two battered cigars,
half a dozen cigarettes and half a peg of whisky.

“More? No, master, all done finish.”

I accorapanied the Rajah, after dinner, to a reception
in the Collector's garden. It was a pretty scene with
fairy lights sprinkled artistically over tree and bush.
lhe Rajal, remplendent in blue brocade, with a necklace

f cineralds ihe size of marbles, was in the seventh heaven.

His luncheeon had been a success, and he was repeatedly
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complimented on his new toy, his band glorious in white
and gold, which he had lent for the occasion.

He never left the Governor's side all the evening.
He took no part in the conversation and made no pretence
of interest in it. He merely called attention to himself
at intervals by proffering unwanted cigarcttes from a
bejewelled case of gold. I'or the rest, he basked in
reflected glory and was content.



CHADPTIEER VI
ZENANA DIVELRSIONS

ONx our return to Gurumpore [ lound myself in high
favour at the palace.

The Rajah was delighted to have had the honour,
for the first tume, of playing host to the Governor, and
gave me uvndue credit for my share of the proceedings.
Morcover, His Ixcellency, v addition to treating me
with marked kindncess, had, it appeared, spoken
appreciatively of me to the Rajabh and everybody had
gone out of thewr way {o be more than usually pleasant.

The Rajah was mpressed, and showed 1t. The day
after our return, the hittle Rojkumar and 1T were together
when he appeared and mvited me o take tea with him
in the Zé&nana.

We made a quaint procession.  The Rajkumar under
his purple and gold umbrella followed by fwo attendants,
the Rajah under a stimilar one, as big as a garden-umbrella,
with six minions, and myscl devoid of any trappings.

I dropped back a pace or two, the better to enjoy
the noddinz of the two canopies.  Had I, by far the
tallest of the party, only possessed a third umbrella
of proportionate size, we should have been strongly
reminiscent ol “ The Three Bears ™.

There was a great flutter m the dove-cot on our
arrival, befitting the entry of its lord and master.

While we were sitting at tea, quite 1nglish fashion,
there came squeals and scuffles irom a room nearby,
and the two younger children, whom I had not yet seen,
dashed up to thewr father’s knee, where they sought
sanctuary {rom a couple ol dishevelled women who were
in hot pursaiit.

The little girl of five had short hair, due to a serious
41
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illness, and was dressed in white shirt and loose pyjama-
trousers ; the boy, two years her junior, had long harr,
black of course, and was tastefully clad in an exiguous
shirt barely covering his rotund tummy, and a pair of
embroidered slippers.

Both wore round, pill-box caps of velvet patterned
with gold. Had they been dressed as convention demands
1 should have taken the girl for the boy, and vice versa.

They were an engaging couple, and 1 was sorry when
they were removed to permit of our playing Bridge in
tranquil surroundings.

Our fourth was one Punditji, the Rajah’s confidential
secretary and the only Indian, excepting near relations
or servants from the Rani’'s home, who was allowed
access to the Zenana, and then only in attendance on
the Rajah.

Bridge with the Rajah and Rani was a fascinating
entertainment. Rules and conventions went by the
board.

The Rani, who was my partner, had certain cards
which she considered lucky, and made these trumps
accordingly, regardless of the remaining cards i her
hand. 1t was impossible to fathom her play, because it
had neither rhyme nor reason.

The Rajah and his partner got on better, until the
Rani suddenly called out, ** Nai, Huzur, nai ”’ (Huzur
was her way of addressing the Rajah); “ Mr Van Wart,
he 1s cheating ”’, and began to giggle.

The Rajah giggled too, so did P’unditji. I missed the
point of the joke, but, as everyone else was giggling,
I followed suit.

“What is it ? " said the Rajah at last. “ Cheating?
No, 1 only ask Punditj1 for this,” pointing to his silver
box of betel at his elbow; and they all began to giggle
again.

The Rani explained for my benefit.

The Rajah had a code by which he was able to regulate
his partner’s choice of suits.

It was very sumple. Hearts in Hindi 1s pan, which
also means betel; so a request for the betel-box meant
“lead a heart’”.
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“Int " is diamond ; the Rajah wore a diamond
ear-ring !

“Chiriya ™ 1s clubs and ulso a bird; there were
plenty of birds about.

“Hokum " is spades or an order; "1 order you to
play quickly "’ the Rajah would playtully remark.

“ King and Qucen " were ©* Rajalr and Ram.” which
also fitted in very naturally.

We were not playing [or moncy, and the Rajah was
so childishly pleased with his artless cunning that 1t
eemed a ity to interfere.  Indeed, nobody did, unless
one of the Rant's lucky cards was m danger, when she
could endure no longer, and o friendly wrangle cnsued.

The four or five davs before our departure for Ajmer
passed ve-y quickly. The httle vetinue of servants to
accompany the Rajkumar, all sclected by the Rani,
were paraded before me. Din Band, who was never to
leave him ; Badri, a cheerfual rascal in charge of the ward-
robe ; Kamta, the high-caste cook, a pleasant youth
whose clothes in public were of the dingiest, but who
was usually clad only m a lowp-cloth; and a fine old
bearded coachman, Daraz Khan.

Others we collected 1in hordes at Aymer, but these
were the little band of the faithiul.

And, whatever their shortcomings, they were faithful
as retainers were faithful i the days of our ancestors.
I believe that every one of them would have given his
l1te, u uveeu ve, for that small boy.

And the pay of these faithful retainers!

It will scarcely be credited, bhut the coachman drew
Rs. 25 & montl, plus Rs. 5 batti (allowance away from
headquarters), equal at that time to f2. The others
were given Rs 8, Rs. 6, Rs. 4 o month respectively,
with Rs. 2 each batta; so the best of them got 13/4d.
a month !

Theyv certanly got such food as the Rajkumar did not
eat, and the ook could hardly be blamed therefore for
overestimating his appetite.
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In the course of these few days 1 made the acquaintance
of the leading Indian officials in the Rajah’s service,
as well as the rest of the tiny British community, and,
from one source or another, was supplied with a mass
of local gossip and scandal which 1 resolved to take with
a grain of salt and digest at leisure.

There was unanimity on one point. The Rajah’s
catholic tastes for the women. Unlike many Hindus
he had but one wife, and this was not surprising.

She had fulfilled at once the duty of every Indian
wite by presenting her husband with & son and
heir. She was in addition attractive, clever and
amusing.

None the less, the Rajah sought distraction elsewhere,
and was never without at least one recognized favourite,
for whom a separate and costly establishment was
maintained.

The Ram was evidently a believer in the ‘' safety
im numbers "’ theory, and 1gnored the Rajah's lapses
from grace until matters became more serious, for one
lady threatened to oust the rest, and made unprecedented
demands on the Rajah’s purse.

It 1s hardly likely that the Rani's affections were
very deep. The Rajah was no Adonis, and lacked the
qualities which attract, but * spretae njuna formae
coupled with a natural desire to divert to herself money
which was bemg put to base uses, seemed to have roused
her——if one might jndge by the many ramours which
floated about—to very drastic action. Runiour aiso seems
to have pointed to a very rcliable intelligence depart-
ment possessed by the siren in question and in con-
sequence a  continued enjoyment of Jer precarious
position,

One could well understand the Ram’s indignation.
It was not uncommon for the rajah to tur. a deafear to
her requests for funds which were being spent with a
lavish hand on a far less desirable object.

- A certain amount she was prepared to pit up with in

silence ; but there were himits, and her indgnation was
fanned by her attendants, who championed her cause
wholehcartedly.

i
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After hearing this little lady’s cultured talk on every-
day topics, on the upbringing of children and the like,
it was difficult to credit her with the instincts of a savage.
But one day I saw her fly into a sudden rage with one of
her women. Her eyes rolled, as the novelists have it,
“in a fine frenzy, 7 and after that 1 would have believed
her capable of anything.

The breath of scandal had not passed her by, for
that matter, but be that as 11 may, 1t was not difficult
to see that more goes on in the Zenana than is broad-
cast abroad, and that the women of that particular one,
leaving the Ram out of the guestion, were not given
to letting opportunities =hp.



CHAPTER VII
THE RAJAH TRAVELS

At last came the day, an auspicious one of course, for
our Journey. The astrologers and pundits went through
their rites at the palace and the great procession to the
station began,

For the last two days there had been perpetual
“alarums and excursions’” 1n the palace precincts ;
but when 1 saw the mountains of luggage it was amply
agcounted for.

The Rajah was to be away less than a fortnight,
but provision appeared to have made been for an absence
of six months at least.

Unsightly green or yellow tin boxes galore, suit-
cases, rolls of bedding 1n coloured rezais (quilts), pots
and pans, braziers, silver-legged beds, iron-bound chests
full of rupees guarded by slatternly sepoys of the Rajah’s
miniature army (200 on the pay-list, 100 on parade),
and huge, shapeless bundles tied up in knotted sheets,
which gave a cheap look to the neatest luggage, and
without which the servants of the Rajah or Rajkumar
were unable to travel. With subsequent journeys,
plan 1 never so carefully, but at the last moment one
of these disgusting bundles invariably appeared to spoil
the whole effect.

It was but a mile from the palace to the station, and
the train was not due until 14.30, but by ten o’clock the
retinue was under way.

First came a long string of bullock-carts with arched
plaited tops, which are detached to form a tent at night.
These are lighter than the carts of the north, and their
bullocks trotted with a heartening tinkle of cow-bells.
Then came the box-like jutkas, two-wheeled like the
carts, and rattling their passengers unmercifully.

40
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Later, followed a number of moth-eaten Victorias,
drawn by Rosinante’s descendants. In front of the
raised hoods were fastened dingy white or pink sheets,
behind which the purdah women were hidden, more or
less, from the wvulgar gaze.

Such glimpses as onc obtained were usually dis-
appointing  “lhe lord and master takes no chances;
for if a gay Lothario takes advantage of the flapping
cloth, the ¢ye which mects his bold glance usually belongs
but to a ccy lady of mature and withered charms.

The Rani, poor lady, fared worst of all.

For reasons unknown the Rajah had despatched her
to the station more than two hours before the train
arrived.

Their reserved carriage was ready in a siding and
locked ; but the keeper of the key had vanished to  his
roti-khana (lit: food. A lengthy period at midday
when all self-respecting servants vanish and cannot be
materialized).

So [ found her when the train arrived. She had
been sitting for two solid hours 1n a closed horse-carriage
on the uncovered platiorm and exposed to the blasting
midday sur. The only ventilation possible was through
venetians which could only be opened slightly, lest prying
eyes might see within.

Inside were the Rani, three children, two Eurasian
(Anglo-Indian it is now !} nurses, and two of the Rani’s
women.,

We talkad through the slits.

“Oh! Mr Van Wart, it 1s awful in here: and now
this {ellow has been sick on his stomach.”” (This was the
youngest boy.)

What the poor things had done to deserve this Black
Hole, Heaven knows. Doubtless the Rajah had been
annoyed ; he had chosen this way of asserting his
authority, and * theirs not to make reply.”

I brought the glad tidings that their compartment
was ready at last, and watched with interest the tran-
shipping of the Rani.

Four attendants crowded round her carriage door.
Each carried a tall pole of massive silver ; to the poles,
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screens of thick, red cloth were attached, and the whole
contraption was manceuvred 1nto position.

The Rani descended into this cage, it was closed
round her, and the bearers shuflfled across the platform
to the carriage, where, after similar manceuvres, she
was entrained unseen.

From her point of view, or rather lack of it, it must
have been uncomfortable enough, but the relief at getting
under a fan in a spacious compartment must have been
imiInense.

Even there it was hot enough with the venetians
closed until the train got under way, but the heat was
mitigated by an enormous block of ice on which the
fan played, so walfting cool air until the block itself
melted into a grimy puddle on the linoleum floor.

The Rajab, {for his part, had no mtention of letting
his departure pass unnoticed.

The train waited twenty minutes at Gurumpore.
As soon as it arrived a sowar dashed post-haste from the
station to tell the Rajah, who delayed his departure
from the palace until the last possible moment.

He timed his arrival there with a skill born of long
practice, and strolled nonchalantly onto the platform
just as the train began to move.

In an instant the Rajah became the centre of a scrum
of station staff and his own attendants. He was half-
carried, half-hustled across the platform, and the last
I saw of him, from the window of my compartment,
was two twinkling, white-clad, patent-leather shod
legs as he disappeared head first through the door hke
harlequin in a pantomime.

Undignified ! What of it? He had kept the mail
waiting for five minutes.

We continued to lose time during the first stages to
Calcutta, until, at one station, the Rajah informed the
guard that Rs. 50 would be his if the train was punctual
at Calcutta next morning.

*“1 are to be there punctually,” said the Rajah, to
whom three hours either way would have made no
difference at all.

We were punctual to the minute, thanks to the guard
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and the engine driver, who knew their Rajah, and made
quite a nice little sum out of his frequent journeys.

At Calcutta we had the whole day in which to kick
up our heels I made for an hotel; the Rajah and Co.
went off to his Calcutta residence with a portion of his
retinue, leaving some thirty or more at the station in
charge of the luggage.

Let nobody imagine that this was any hardship for
them. The lower orders in India do not consider they
have had th:ir money’s worth on a journey unless they
have passed some hours in or about the station.

They group themselves on the ground surrounded
by their goods and chattels. They pass the time in silent
contemplaticn and sleep. They purchase puri (fried
cakes) and mithal (sweetmeats) from fly-covered trays,
and share the scraps withh unwholesome pariah dogs and
impudent crows, ‘The men, from time to time, take their
lotas to the Hindu or Mahomedan water-taps as the case
may be, stiip to a loin-cloth, bathe and wash therr
clothes. To drink, they cup the right hand below the
tap to divert a portion of the stream into their thirsty
mouths, utterly regardless of the waste of the precious
fluid.

The women have usually at least one baby from
whose ecyes the hordes of insistent flies need driving
every minute. In moments of relaxation they explore
monkey-fastion the head of a female relative.

We started oft again during the evening for two more
nights and a day in the train. In the morning the little
Rajkumar :oined me in my compartment, with two
servants to squat on the floor and see that he neither
fell off the scat nor out of the window.

[ater on, after an excited conversation with Din
Band, he turned to me.

“Master "’ (this mode of address 1s a mark of deep
respect, bul 1t always grated on my lnglish ears, and
I got him to drop it as soon as I could), ** soon we shall
go across Cangajl” (the sacred Ganges), *“and I must
throw some rupees for puja (worship).”

“Why ? " 1 said rather stupidly.
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It is our custom,” he replied gravely, * it is not
good 1f we do not give rupees.”

I looked inquiringly at Din Band, who was evidently
getting the drift of our conversation; he wagged his
head with that curious sideways motion which means
‘ Yes " 1n India.

“Well, how many must you give ? ” lheld the purse
and was interested.

“l do not know.
think so0.”

I looked at Din Band again. He smiled and held up
ten {ingers.

The Rajkumar looked rather aghast at the ruthless
cutting down of his budget, but the worthy Din Band
stepped 1into the breach and explained matters
satlsfactonly

““What are you going to do with them ?” 1 asked

“1 shall show you. Like this I shall take one rupee,
and I shall throw it: so far I shall throw: one kos
(two miles), 1 think so.”

A lhittle later we came to the great bridge which spans
the Ganges, and the small boy, kneeling at the window
with all three of us hanging on to him, hurled his rupees.

Most of them hit the girders of the bridge and fell
on the permanent way, a future godsend to some coolie.
With one throw he knocked off Badr’s turban and the
rupee rolled under the seat, but Gangajl, or possibly
a mugger (crocodile), got a couple. Gangaji had been
propitiated, and my little charge curled up contentedly
on the seat and went to sleep.

I

A pause. ‘““One hundred, I



CHAPTER VIII
A|MER. WE DARGAIN ¥OR A HOUSE

I'tT was about eight in the morming, and the sun ha¢l not
dispersed the flececy cloud of smoke above the city, v hen
we rcached Ajmer. There was a decided nip in th air
such as the Rajah’s pcople had never experience.d n
the plains, and a sorry crowd 1t made of them.

Three days before they had started off resplen:ent
in white ga-ments fresh from the dhobi (the arch-t :nd
who under the name ol washerman batters clothe  to
shreds), with gay turbans newly dyed ; a motley « ew
indeed, but making a brave show in their cheap finci- .

But now they were a woebegone collection, clus(. i ing
in a torlorn group hike moulting fowls, with their 1 ads
ticd up m dirty clouts, thewr snowy garments cro ed
and dirty, and their teelth chattering in a merry chori s,

The Ra,ah, through the kind offices of a reli.ve,
had collected a house for his brief stay, and a 1l
magnate hal placed carnages at his disposal ; so oli they
went, leavirg IFarnell and me with quarters yet to i,

Truly Farnell was a casual beggar. Knowing the
place not at all, he had assured me that there w. .uld
be a hotel where we could stay until the Rajah fou:. d a
suitable houvse tor the Rajkumar and me.

To do Lim justice there was one; just one, o 1 a
filthy hole 1t was. We had one good look and then i ied
the dak-bungalow, only to find it full.

We then asked at the station. There were some © »od
rooms there, but all full up, Ajmer it appeared v s a
big railway centre ; their annual volunteer week wa  on,
and rooms were not to be had.

“The botel? Oh yes. 1 expect you could it a
bed there, >ut 1 don't think you'd care about it.”

51
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We did not, but it was Hobson’s choice.

There were two rooms, one fair-sized and a shade
less dirty than the other, which was not fit for an unclean
dog.

We tossed for choice and I won, but Farnell’s mouth
began to droop at the corners, and he murmured some-
thing about ““ A touch of my old complaint.” So I took
the dog-hole.

It was for one mght only, and the rooms were bad,
but the food was worse.

One meal was enough for Farnell, He wired instruc-
tions to his wife, who dutifully replied with a summons
on urgent business. Neither did he stand upon the
order of his going, but went next morning, leaving me
to take the house, furnish it, collect servants and settle
111,

The Rajah was still there, it is true, but his name was
the only assistance 1 was likely to get from him.

Still, 1t was a good breaking in for me, and there was
nothing to grumble about so far as I was concerned.
At the same time, I saw to it that no time was lost in
settling the question of a houce for us.

The courteous Principal of the Mayo College, on
whom we called, suggested that the Rajah should build
a Gurumpore House i the picturesque grounds of the
College. It was a tempting suggestion for, apart from
the present convenience of such an arrangement, the
College was ready to buy back the house for its own use
when the Rajah had finished with it, whilst preserving
the name as a permanent memorial to the greatness of
Gurumpore.

The Rajah, very anxious to impress, was obviously
flattered, but the state of his purse at the moment forced
him to be content with a promise to think it over; mean-
while a temporary house must be found.

Incidentally, he never seriously contemplated build-
ing, though 1 believe the spirit of emulation would have
driven him to it had he known that, within a few months,
Kashmir, Panna and other wealthy states were going
to do so. (Imagine the playing-fields of Eton fringed with
ducal mansions !)
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House-agents there were not, but it was easy enough
to get all the information we wanted. The Rajah had
but to say “ Hukum hat ”’ (it is an order), and in an hour
or two his intelhigence department provided all the
necessary information.

Although Ajmer, with a population of over 80,000,
was the headquarters of the A.G.Gr. (Agent to the Governor
General) for Rajputana during half the year, was an
important railway centre, and had an Indian regiment
permanently stationed there, 1t possessed only some
fifty or si>ty bungalows. Of these two were allotted
to the Commissioner and Assistant-Commissioner,
seven or erzht to the otlicers of the regiment and nearly
all the rest to the raillway officials.

Our chcice was limited to three, the only vacant ones,
and a briel 1nspection climinated two.

It only remained to seftle terms, which was done
the same afternoon.

A carpet bhad been spread in the courtyard of the
Rajah’s temporary domicile and chawrs brought out.

The Rajah and I were seated, with three or four of
his officials standing 1in the background, when the tall
gates of painted sheet-iron were flung aside ; a carriage
and pair clattered i, and from it descended our pro-
spective landlord, his son and a secretary, |

The ol¢. man, white-haired and white-moustached,
was one of the two great Seths {bankers) and well known
to all the states of Rajputana, for many an embarrassed
ruler had e financed.

He and his son, a man well on in the thirties, waddled
towards us like a couple of portly ducks, and looking
all the plumper because of theiwr small rakish turbans
and the large quilted coats (chogas or phulgars) which
loosely wrapped them round-—diagonally as 1t were—
I am no fashion expert.

When they reached the edge of the carpet they kicked
off their shlippers and advanced, bowing respectfully
to the Rajah. We then shook hands and exchanged
the customary greetings.

““Apka misa) accha hai ? ” (Is your health good ?)

I failed in my part, not knowins what it meant or
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what the correct answer was, but 1 smiled wvery nicely
and 1inclined my head gracefully 1n hieu of words.

Then the wusual Oriental haggle began. It was
carried on in Hindi by the old Seth and probably the
toughest nut among the Gurumpore folk.

As the IRRajah required a Telugu version of the wholc
conversation, the negotiations were more than ordinarily
protracted.

I rather admired him. Hec maintained an air of
complete aloofness for the most part, but, every now
and then, would cmerge like the head of a tortoise after
its winter sleep. When the oracle had spoken he with-
drew again into his shell for a space and the wrangle
was renewed.

Not having the vaguest idea of what was being said,
I amused myself as best 1 could. The old man, despite
his miscellaneous collection of assorted teeth, had some-
thing distinctly likeable about him, Further acquaintance
strengthened this impression. He did many a kindness.
Did anyone worthy of consideration tn his eyes wvisit
Ajmer, the worthy man hastened to place a carriage at
his disposal. To such an extent was this done that
people actually used to ask for it as a right. Rather
a sorry abuse of generosity. When anyone of note
departed, the Seth was at the station to garland him.

His feet intrigued me. As the argument waxed he
was eloquent with his hands, but positively loquacious
with his feet, for he clutched the legs of the chair with
prehensile toes 1n moments of excitement.

His son had an overdose of tongue which seemed
to double over, showing the middle portion instead of
the tip. 1 wanted to see what would happen when he
spoke, but he failed to gratify me. He, like the Rajah,
sat 1n a trance, eyeing a large hole 1n the toe of his right
sock.

The argument rose to a frenzied pitch on both sides
until it seemed that we must look elsewhere for a house,
Then, suddenly, the Seth wagged his head vigorously

~d ““ Accha ”’. After which there was a dead calm,
‘nd, to my surprise, that everything had been
e satisfaction of both parties.
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The n:xt day was a busy one.

A bearer had been found for me at Gurumpore. He
looked an arrant knave and the lock of a new trunk
containing my petty cash mysteriously went wrong in
my dressing-room. I dismissed him forthwith, though
this did rot deter him from asking for a chit eulogizing
his work during a week of service !

After that inadent 1 was a thing of no account, a
servantless man, helpless as a cork in a current, until
the kindly wife of the College Principal set her khansamah
to work, and the good man sent a bearer and a cook,
Mahomedans both, to wait on me after breakfast.

Their chits were good ; Commissioners, Colonels and
the like wrote 1n honeyed terms of them, so, being unable
to question them in the vernacular, 1 took them on trust.
They hac a few odd words of English, but could under-
stand more when tlicy wished, so we were able to come
fo terms.

Khudia Bux was engaged as head-servant, bearer and
khansamih combined at Rs. 16/- a4 month (think of that
in these cays of post-war pay !), and the cook at Rs. 18/-.

Poor Khuda Bux, o splendid servant of the old,
almost extinct type. He was with me until he died in
the ghas'ly mfluenza epidemic of 1918, My pay rose
annually, so did his. When a stroke of good fortune
sent minc soaring to unex pected heights, his automatically
did the same. After sampling and approving of my
service he withdrew his three sons, one by one, from
other posts until the entire male portion of his family
was 1In 1y cmploy, although it was quite a while before
1t was broken to me that two of them were related to
him 1n any way.

The youngest, a limb of Satan, Wazir by name, was
employed as cook’s mate. Every six weeks or so would
come a snarlhing and wailing from the servants’ quarters,
and peenng discreetly through a chink 1 saw an infuriated
Khuda Bux cuffing and kicking his luckless progeny.
The next morning, when respectfully receiving the orders
for the Jday, he would remark gravely, “ Cook’s mate
teek nai hai; dusra mangta.” (Cook’s mate no good ;
another wanting.)
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I then aired one of my earliest phrases, without
which no sojourner in India is equipped, “ Bandobast
karo ', meaning ‘ make arrangements’’, and the next
day saw a new cook’s mate at work.

After a week or two Wazir would make his peace.
Then the same procedure, without the bodily violence,
would occur ; the substitute would depart and, the next
morning, a smiling Wazir was scamping his duties as
of yore.

But those days were all still to come. For the time
being 1 had collected a bearer and a cook who would
prepare my dinner and bed at the new bungalow, and
who would come into residence in the quarters there on
the morrow.

This was a huge relief, so 1 graciously permitted them
to salaam themselves from my presence and set about
my next task, that of securing a bed for Khuda Bux to
prepare tor me.



CHAPTLER IX

A NIGIOT ATTACK

I HAD a house; 1 had a servant ; only a bed was needed,
and 1 could bid farewell to my over-populated quarters
at the hotel.

It was but a stone’s throw to that universal provider
Allarakha, but I was disappointed at first sight of his
emporiurr, for I had yet to learn of Indian shops that
many a treasure lies hid beneath a rough exterior.

The woaoden front was thick with dust and the interior
looked dark and gloomy ; but the bed was there and the
bath-tub was there, so what cared 1 for all the world
beside.

I was there for a long time, and after arranging for
the immediate (immediate, in India !) despatch of what
was wantnd for the night, I dived into dusty godowns
in search of furniture, inspected dhurrnies for the floors,
purchased glass and crockery, and, in fact, made a good
job of the furnishing.

This occupied me until tiffin, after which I wvisited
the Rajah to report progress, collected my kit, left the
shebeen never, I am glad to say, again to cross its portals,
and entered into posscssion of our new home.

It was an imposing, two-storeyed bungalaw 1ts
dazzling whiteness relicved by a large jasmine which
spread over a portion of the front Vuandah where scores
of bulbuls held a vociferous, five-minute prayer-meeting
every evening.

On one side, a shade too near perhaps, was a long row
of servants quarters; on the other a two-roomed annexe
with quarters to match, and stabling for six horses,
which was the main reason for our taking the bungalow.
In front wais a wide chabutra (terrace), excellent both
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for dining and sleeping in the hot weather, and a garden
with a hard tennis-court. A long drive led to the main
road, and there was another gate at the back which led
past a large stretch of open ground to a little frequented
side-road.

Though built originally for Indian occupation, and
recently used by a young prince and his mother, it was
equally well adapted to IEuropean requirements and
therefore answered our purpose admirably.

The cook was busy mn the kitchen, and Khuda Bux
was in attendance, but, save for my luggage and sundry
lizards, the bungalow was empty, and there was nothing
to sit on, which was all right for Khuda Bux, but not for
me. So much for friend Allarakha’s, 1 sending now
at once, Sahib,” six hours ago.

At last I drove off to investigate.

Half-way I met a string of coolies bearing on their
heads my bed, table, bath-tub, commode, and a complete
toilet set. There was nothing to connect the hideous
procession with me, but 1 felt dreadfully embarrassed.
One never travels without bedding in India, so Khuda
Bux was not long in getting a bedroom and its attendant
bathroom ready for the night, and a little later 1 sat down
to a better meal than I had eaten for several days.

When Allah Bux, the cook, had procured his pots
and pans, or how he had evolved this excellent repast,
1 never troubled to ask. An Indian cook is seldom
daunted, and has a happy knack of rising uncomplain-
ingly to the most impossible situations. A trifle such as
this was nothing to him, and [ thankfully did justice to
the menu of soup, *“ si-dis ', “ sickin 7', puddin, anchovy
eggs, as Khuda Bux had 1t.

The two worthy fellows then departed for the night
to their homes in the city, leaving me to pass the evening
pleasantly enough over a book.

Bedtime came, and I started to undress, when, quite
suddenly 1 became conscious of being alone, very much
alone, in a silent house. There were no bells, and none
to answer if there had been.

The humble sweeper in his isolated quarters two
hundred yards away was the nearest human being,
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Everything was very still and-—yes, I remembered old
Allarakha had said, *“ Many dacoitics in that part,
Sahib,”

I had taken no notice of his warning then, but it all
came back to me now. Dacoits. Miscreants who would
cheerfully cut your throat for ten rupces, or, equally,
for nothing if you had not got the ten rupees.

This was ndiculous. 1 pulled myself together, blew
out the oil-lamp and got into bed.

Into bed, yes; but sleep was far from me. I felt
very small and longed for somcone or something to talk
to; anything for companionslup.

Dacoits. Suppose they did come, what was 1 to do ?
Light the lamp? That would take time, and, besides,
was I not safer in the dark?

I had a revolver somewhere among my kit, but had
no mlea where it was packed ; however, that mattered
little, as 1 had no cartrnidges.

1 lay there, for hours it secemed, wishing that some-
thing would break the pulsating silence, and at the
instant praying that nothung wmght; until, hovering
between the two, 1 fell into an uneusy sleep. . . .

Hi-yi-yi-yi-1-1! I shot up m bed. What was 1t ?

Again, hi-yi-yi-i-1 {rom hall o dozen throats at least.

It must be dacoils; a whole gang of cut-throats
by the sound.

I felt helpless.

There were a dozen ways at lcast by which they
could break in, for there was not a lock anywhere and
only the flimsiest of bolts secured the doors. 1 could not
keep them out, so I awaited the attack and prepared
myself to go down fighting, at any rate.

There it was again, hi-yi-yi1-yt-1-1; very close now,
and then again almost outside the window. By which
way woulld they break mn?

I held my breath, but could not hear a sound, so
“cautiously 1 crept into the bathroom to histen in case
they were at the back.

Still dead silence.  Then again, hi-yi-yi-i-1. But what
did it mean? The shouts were now some way off on the
far side. Again more fantly, and again a mere whisper.
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I wiped the cold sweat from my face. Was it a ruse ?
Would they come back?

After a time I crept back to bed again, where I lay
all ears for the sound which, thank Heaven, never came.
At last tired nature had her way, and 1 knew no more until
a smiling, salaaming Khuda Bux brought my chota
hazri of tea, toast and bananas.

The night of horror was past; my hair remained
its normal brown and I found out later that the scare
was caused by a few miserable jackals !

Khuda Bux and the cook had taken possession of
the two best quarters. They had mnstalled their families,
rigging up dirty old blankets and the like to screen off
their womenfolk until something more permanent could
be erected.

The furmture carried as before, dnbbled in during
the morning, and by tea-time there was little to show
that we had not been in residence for months.

Whilst 1 was getting things straight at the bungalow
the Rajkumar was spending the last day with his parents,
who were anxious to be off, now that we had a home of
our own.

I went to the station in the evening and was invited
to bid adien to the Rajah and Rani in their carriage.
The Rajah was at his best, as usual, with his son. He
sald very little, but his affection was very evident, and
it touched the little lad more deeply than all the demon-
strative grief of his mother.

He was very. shrewd for a child of six, for he said, a
few days later, “ My mother does not love me so much :
it 1 my brother she loves, but my father lmres me
more.

As a matter of fact, the poor boy was tired out.
It was two hours past his bed-time and he was in no
shape for a prolonged leave-taking.

The Rani was undoubtedly feeling the parting for
all that, and 1 felt very sympathetic when she said,
“Mr Van Wart, 1 am placing my son in your hands.
You will care for him and watch over him as if he were
your own, will you not? ”
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“Yes, Rani, I will,” T replied deeply touched ; and
I did, faithtully.

“You will write to me every day and tell me of his
welfare ?

“Yes, Ran1.”

““ And if he should have any fever you will send me
a telegram at once, please.”

I promised of course, not knowing what I was letting
myself in for. 1 discovered afterwards that, in addition
to my letters, the Ranmi was heanng daily from Rama-
murfi, Din Band and Badri as well, so that she must
have had a very confused idea of the Rajkumar’s daily
doings.

This accounted for the telegrams showered on me
two or three times daily if the small boy had a shight
bilious attacix.

“ Has Kumar had any motions to-day, and of what
nature ? ’ was a fair sample. 1 was glad to be able to
send the embarrassing reply to the post office by a
chaprassi instead of blushingly handing it over the counter.

At last the guard blew his whistle ; the Ram hugged
her little son in a last tearful embrace, he prostrated him-
sell on the dusty carrtage floor and, clasping his father
by the ankles, laid his head on his feet; then I gently
lifted him orto the platform and the train moved off.

He was a brave little {ellow. There was a stray tear
or so, and a stifled sob now and then as he held my hand
tightly on the way home; but he was dead tired and
dropped off to sleep, still clinging to me, almost betore
his head was on the pillow.



CHAPTER X
MY WARD AND MY MUNSHI

THE next two months were delightful. The Rajkumar
grew very fond of me and I of him. His name, by the
way, turned out to be Prakash, but his mother told me
that 1t would have been unlucky for them to have spoken
his name ; which accounted for their avoiding the subject.
In the end it had to be written down for me.

Ramamurf1 was cstablished in the annexe, and the
accommodation provided for him was one of the few
things he did not find fault with.

He was an unpleasant character whom it was im-
possible not to pity; for, whatever he got out of life,
he missed so infinitely more. His hand was against
every man, and he suspccted every man’s hand to be
against him.

He was a well and widely read man, but to his natural
cleverness was allied all the cunnming of the most scheming
type of Madrasi Brahman.

He said once, “T am a seditionist and 1 am proud
of 1it,”” which was at least a frank confession.

I had been given a confidential, official warning
that government regarded him as a dangerous character,
and that it deplored the footing he had gained in the
palace at Gurumpore. It was intimated that they would
welcome an opportunity of dislodging him, but the
grounds must be adequate and wrefutable.

Anything 1in the nature of espionage was entirely
foreign to my nature. 1 was prepared to act if he failed
in his duty, and 1 kept my eyes open, but beyond that
I was not prepared to go. 1 tried friendliness and was
repatd with black treachery.

He was an intercsting rascal, though. One day we
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were talking about the vernaculars, and he told me that
it was the easiest thing in the world for Indians to write
or even print seditious messages or articles without
detection. A letter innocent on the surface might be
read by anyone, and yet be capable of an interpretation
far from inrocent.

There was more law and order in India in those days
than is possible to-day, and since it has become a hapless
victim of weakness and blundering experiment. Such
cunmng subzerfuges are now no longer necessary. Those
who formerly worked underground now stand in a public
place and ~vilify all tlungs Dritish through a loud-
speaker. Be damned to them {or scurvy knaves, say 1;
and be damned to those who allowed things to come to
such a pass ‘n a country wlhcre, till recently, the Sarkar
(government was Ma-Bap (mother and father), and
stood for justice with firmness.

Ramamurtt had brought a cook--a high-caste
Brahman of course—{rom Gurimpore to minister to
his creature comforts ; for, like the carth, his circum-
ference was preatest at the cquator.

The cook was a poor, half-starved wretch like
Chuchundra, the timid musk-rat in “ Rikki-tikki *’.
Like Chuchundra, he crept miserably aboul the place,
and before many weeks liad gone by he crept up to my
verandah and handed me a petition writt<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>