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LETTERS OF MARQUE

L
Of the beginning of Things—Of the Taj and
the Globe-Trotter—The Young Man from
Manchester and certain Moral Reflections.

XOEPT for those who, under compulsion of

a sick certificate, are flying Bombaywards,

it is good for every man to see some little of the
great Indian Empire and the strange folk who
move about it. It is good to escape for a time
from the House of Rimmon—be it officeor cutch-
ery—and to go abroad under no more exact-
ing master than personal inclination, and with
no more definite plan of travel than has the
horse, escaped from pasture, free upon the coun-
try side. The first result of such freedom is ex-
treme bewilderment, and the second reduces the
freed to a state of mind which, for his sins, must
be the normal portion of the Globe-Trotter—the
man who “does” kingdoms in days and writes
books upon them in weeks. And this desperate
facility is not as strange as it seems. By the
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time that an Englishman has come by sea and
rail via America, Japan, Singapore, and Ceylon
to India, he can—these eyes have seen him do so
—master in five minutes the intricacies of the
Indian Bradshaw,and tell an old resident exactly
how and where the trains run. Can we wonder
that the intoxication of success in hasty assimila-
tion should make him overbold, and that he
should try to grasp—but a full account of the
insolent Globe-Trotter must be reserved. He is
worthy of a book. Given absolute freedom for a
month the mind, as I have said, fails to take
in the situation and, after much debate, contents
itself with following in old and well-beaten ways
—paths that we in India have no time to tread,
but must leave to the country-cousin who wears
his pagri tail-fashion down his back, and says
“ cabman ” to the driver of the ticca-ghari.
Now Jeypore from the Anglo-Indian point
of view is a station on the Rajputana-Malwa
line, on the way to Bombay, where half an hour
is allowed for dinner, and where there ought to
be more protection from the sun than at present
exists. Some few, more learned than the rest,
know that garnets come from Jeypore, and here
the limits of our wisdom are set. We do not, to
quote the Calcutta shopkeeper, come out “for the
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good of our ’ealth,” and what touring we accom-
plish is for the most part off the line of rail.

For these reasons, and because he wished to
study our winter birds of passage, one of the few
thousand Englishmen in India, on a date and in
a place which have no eoncern with the story,
sacrificed all his self-respect and became—at
enormous personal inconvenience—a Globe-
Trotter going to Jeypore, and leaving behind
him for a little while all that old and well-known
life in which Commissioners and Deputy Com-
missioners, Governors and Lieutenant-Govern-
ors, Aides-de-Camp, Colonels and their wives,
Majors, Captains and Subalterns after their
kind move and rule and govern and squabble and
fight and sell each other’s horses, and tell wicked
stories of their neighbours. But before he had
fully settled into his part or accustomed himself
to saying “ Please take out this luggage ” to the
coolies at the stations, he saw from the train the
Taj wrapped in the mists of the morning.

There is a story of a Frenchman “ who feared
not God, nor regarded man,” sailing to Egypt
for the express purpose of scoffing at the Pyra-
mids and—though this is hard to believe—atthe
great Napoleon who had warred under their
shadow! Tt is on record that that blasphemous
Gaul came to the Great Pyramid and wept
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through mingled reverence and contrition, for
he sprang from an emotional race. To under-
stand his feelings, it is necessary to have read a
great deal too much about the Taj, its design and
proportions, to have seen execrable pictures of
it at the Simla Fine Arts Exhibition, to have
had its praises sung by superior and travelled
friends till the brain loathed the repetitionof the
word, and then, sulky with want of sleep, heavy-
eyed, unwashen and chilled, to come upon it sud-
denly. Under these circumstances everything
you will concede, is in favour of a eold,
critical and not too impartial verdiet. As the
Englishman leaned out of the carriage he saw
first an opal-tinted cloud on the horizon, and
later certain towers. The mists lay on the
ground, so that the splendour seemed to be float-
ing free of the earth; and the mists rose in the
background, so that at no time could everything
be seen clearly. Then as the train sped for-
ward, and the mists shifted and the sun shone
upon the mists, the Taj took a hundred new
shapes, each perfect and each beyond deserip-
tion. It was the Ivory Gate through which all
good dreams come; it was the realization of the
“ glimmering halls of dawn” that Tennyson
sings of ; it was veritably the  aspiration fixed,”
the “ sigh made stone ” of a lesser poet ; and over
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and above concrete comparisons, it seemed the
embodiment of all things pure, all things holy
and all things unhappy. That was the mystery
of the building. It may be that the mists
wrought the witchery, and that the Taj seen in
the dry sunlight is only as guide books say a
noble structure. The Englishman could not tell,
and has made a vow that he will never go nearer
the spot for fear of breaking the charm of the
unearthly pavilions.

It may be, too, that each must view the Taj
for himself with his own eyes; working out his
own interpretation of the sight. It is certain
that no man can in cold blood and colder ink set
down his impressions if he has been in the least
moved.

* To the one who watched and wondered that
November morning the thing seemed full of sor-
row—the sorrow of the man who built it for the
woman he loved, and the sorrow of the workmen
who died in the building—used up like cattle.
And in the face of this sorrow the Taj flushed
in the sunlight and was beautiful, after the
beauty of a woman who has done no wrong.

Here the train ran in under the walls of Agra
Fort, and another train-—of thought incoherent
as that written above—came to an end. Let those
who scoff at overmuch enthusiasm look at the
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Taj and thenceforward be dumb. It is well on
the threshold of a journey to be taught rever-
ence and awe.

But there is no reverence in the Globe-Trot-
ter: he is brazen. A Young Man from Man-
chester was travelling to Bombay in order—how
the words hurt !—to be home by Christmas. He
had come through America, New Zealand, and
Australia, and finding that he had ten days to
spare at Bombay, conceived the modest idea of
“ doing India.” “I don’t say that I’ve done it
all ; but you may say that I've seen a good deal.”
Then he explained that he had been * much
pleased” at Agra, “much pleased” at Delhi and,
lastprofanation, “verymuchpleased ”’ atthe Taj.
Indeed he seemed to be going through life just
then “much pleased” at everything. With
rare and sparkling originality he remarked that
India was a “big place,” and that there were
many things to buy. Verily, this Young Man
must have been a delight to the Delhi boxwallahs.
He had purchased shawls and embroidery “to
the tune of ’ a certain number of rupees duly set
forth, and he had purchased jewellery to another
tune. These were gifts for friends at home, and
he considered them * very Eastern.,” If silver
filigree work modelled on Palais Royal patterns,
or aniline blue scarves be * Eastern,” he had
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succeeded in his heart’s desire. For some in-
scrutable end it has been decreed that man shall
take a delight-in making his fellow-man mis-
erable. The Englishman began to point out
gravely the probable extent to which the Young
Man from Manchester had been swindled, and
the Young Man said:—* By Jove! You don’t
say so. I hate being done! If there’s anything
T hate it’s being done!”

He had been so happy in the “thought of get-
ting home by Christmas,” and so charmingly
communicative as to the members of his family
for whom such and such gifts were intended,
that the Englishman cut short the record of
fraud and soothed him by saying that he had not
been so very badly ‘done” after all. This con-
sideration was misplaced, for, his peace of mind
restored, the Young Man from Manchester
looked out of the window and, waving his hand
over the Empire generally, said :—* I say ! Look
here! All those wells are wrong you kmow.”
The wells were on the wheel and inclined plane
system; but he objected to the incline, and said
that it would be much better for the bullocks if
they walked on level ground. Then light dawned
upon him, and he said :—*“ I suppose it’s to ex-
ercise all their muscles. Y’know a canal horse is
10 use after he has been on the tow path for some
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time. He can’t walk anywhere but on the flat
y’know, and I suppose it’s just the same with
bullocks.” Thespursofthe Aravalis,underwhich
the train was running, had evidently suggested
this brilliant idea which passed uncontradieted,
for the Englishman was looking out of the win-
dow. )

If one werebold enough to generalise after the
manner of Globe-Trotters, it would be easy to
build up a theory on the well incident to account
for the apparent insanity of some of our cold
weather visitors. Even the Young Man from
Manchester could evolve a complete idea for the
training of well-bullocks in the East at thirty-
seconds’ notice. How much the more could a
cultivated observer from, let us say, an English
constituency blunder and pervert and mangle!
‘We in this country have no time to work out the
notion, which is worthy of the consideration of
some leisurely Teuton intellect.

Envy may have prompted a too bitter judg-
ment of the Young Man from Manchester; for,
as the train bore him from Jeypore to Ahmeda-
bad, happy in “his getting home by Christ-
mas,” pleased as a child with his Delhiatrocities,
pink-cheeked, whiskered and superbly self-confi-
dent, the Englishman, whose home for the time
was a dak bungaloathesome hotel, watched his
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departure regretfully; for he knew exactly to
what sort of genial, cheery British household,
rich in untravelled kin, that Young Man was
speeding. It is pleasant to playatglobe-trotting;
but to enter fully into the spirit of the piece, one
must also be going home for Christmas,
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II.

Shows the Charm of Rajputana and of Jeypore,
the City of the Qlobe-Trotter—Of its Founder
and its Embellishmeni— Ezplains the use and
destiny of the Stud-Bred, and fails to explain
many more important matters.

F any part of a land strewn with dead men’s
bones have a special claim to distinction, Raj-
putana, as the cockpit of India, stands first.
East of Suez men do not build towers on the tops
of hillsforthesakeof the view, nor do they stripe
the mountain sides with bastioned stone walls to
keep in cattle. Since the beginning of time, if
we are to credit the legends, there was fighting—
heroic fighting—at the foot of the Aravalis, and
beyond in the great deserts of sand penned by
those kindly mountains from spreading over the
heart of India. The “ Thirty-six Royal Races ”
fought as royal races know how to do, Chohan
with Rahtor, brother against brother, son against
father. Later—but excerpts from the tangled
tale of force, fraud, cunning, desperate love and
more desperate revenge, crime worthy of demons
and virtues fit for gods, may be found, by all
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who care to look, in the book of the man who
loved the Rajputs and gave a life’s labours in
their behalf. From Delhi to Abu, and from the
Indus to the Chambul, each yard of ground has
witnessed slaughter, pillage and rapine. But,
to-day, the capital of the State, that Dhola Rae,
son of Soora Singh, hacked out more than nine
hundred years ago with the sword from some
weaker ruler’s realm, is lighted with gas, and
possesses many striking and English peculiari-
ties which will be shown in their proper place.

Dhola Rae was killed in due time, and for
nine hundred years Jeypore, torn by the in-
trigues of unruly princes and princelings, fought
Asiatically.

When and how Jeypore became a feudatory of
British power, and in what manner we put a
glur upon Rajput honour—punctilious as the
honour of thePathan—aremattersof which the
Globe-Trotter knows more than we do. He
“ reads up ’—to quote his own words—a city be-
fore he comes to us, and, straightway going to
another city, forgets, or, worse still, mixes what
he has learnt—so that in the end he writes
down the Rajput a Mahratta, says that Lahore is
in the North-West Provinces and was once the
capital of Sivaji, and piteously demands a
“ guide-book on all India, a thing that you can
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carry in your trunk yknow—that gives you
plain deseriptions of things without mixing you
up.” Here is a chance for a writer of discrim-
ination and void of conscience!

But to return to Jeypore—a pink ecity set on
the border of a blue lake, and surrounded by the
low red spurs of the Aravalis—a city to see and
to puzzle over. There was once a ruler of the
State, called Jey Singh, who lived in the days of
Aurungzeb, and did him service with foot and
horse. He must have been the Solomon of Raj-
putana, for through the forty-four years of his
reign his “ wisdom remained with him.” He
led armies, and when fighting was over, turned
to literature; he intrigued desperately and suec-
cessfully, but found time to gain a deep insight
into astronomy, and, by what remains above
ground now, we can tell that * whatsoever his
eyes desired, he kept not from him.” Knowing
his own worth, he deserted the city of Amber
founded by Dhola Rae among the hills, and, six
miles further, in the open plain, bade one Ved-
yadhar, his architect, build a new city, as seldom
Indian city was built before—with huge streets
straight as an arrow, sixty yards broad, and
cross-streets broad and straight. Many years
afterwards the good people of America builded
their towns after this pattern, but knowing
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nothing of Jey Singh, they took all the credit to
themselves.

He built himself everything that pleased him,
palaces and gardens and temples, and then died,
and was buried under a white marble tomb on a
hill overlooking the city. He was a traitor, if
history speak truth, to his own kin, and he was
an accomplished murderer, but he did his best
to check infanticide; he reformed the Mahome-
dan calendar; he piled up a superb library and
he made Jeypore a marvel.

Later on came a successor, educated and en-
lightened by all the lamps of British Progress,
and converted the city of Jey Singh into a sur-
prise—a big, bewildering, practical joke. He
laid down sumptuous frottoirs of hewn stone,
and central carriage drives, also of hewn stone,
in the main street; he, that is to say, Colonel
Jacob, the Superintending Engineer of the State,
devised a water-supply for the city and studded
the ways with stand-pipes. He built gas-works,
set a-foot a School of Art, a Museum, all the
things in fact which are necessary to Western
municipal welfare and comfort, and saw that
they were the best of their kind. How much
Colonel Jacob has done, not only for the good
of Jeypore city but for the good of the State at
large, will never be known, because the officer in



20 Letters of Marque

question is one of the not small class who reso-
lutely refuse to talk about their own work. The
result of the good work is that the old and the
new, the rampantly raw and the sullenly old,
stand cheek-by-jowl in startling contrast. Thus,
the branded bull trips over the rails of a steel
tramway which brings out the city rubbish; the
lacquered and painted ruth,behind the two little
stag-like trotting bullocks, catches its primitive
wheels in the cast-iron gas-lamp post with the
brass nozzle a-top, and all Rajputana, gaily-clad,
small-turbaned, swaggering Rajputana, ecircu-
lates along the magnificent pavements.

The fortress-crowned hills look down upon the
strange medley. One of them bears on its flank
in huge white letters the cheery inseript  Wel-
come!” This was made when the Prince of
Wales visited Jeypore to shoot his first tiger;
but the average traveller of to-day may appro-
priate the message to himself, for Jeypore takes
great care of strangers and shows them all cour-
tesy. This, by the way, demoralises the Globe-
Trottez, whose first ery is:—“ Where can we
get horses? Where can we get elephants? Who
is the man to write to for all these things #”

Thanks to the courtesy of the Maharaja, it is
possible to see everything, but for the incurious
who object to being driven through their sights,
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a journey down any one of the great mainstreets
is a day’s delightful oceupation. The view is
as unobstructed as that of the Champs Elysees;
but in place of the white-stone fronts of Paris,
rises a long line of open-work screen-wall, the
prevailing tone of which is pink—caramel pink,
but house-owners have unlimited license to
decorate their tenements as they please. Jey-
pore, broadly considered, is Hindu, and her
architecture of the riotous many-arched type
which even the Globe-Trotter after a short time
learns to call Hindu. It is neither temperate
nor noble, but it satisfies the general desire for
something that “really looks Indian.” A per-
verse taste for low company drew the English-
man from the pavement—to walk upon a real
stone pavement is in itself a privilege—up a
side-street where he assisted at a quail fight and
found the low-caste Rajput a cheery and affable
soul. The owner of the losing quail was a sowar
in the Maharaja’s army. He explained that his
pay was six rupees a month paid bi-monthly. He
was cut the cost of his khaki blouse, brown-leath-
er accoutrements and jack-boots; lance, saddle,
sword, and horse were given free. He refused to
say for how many months in the year he was
drilled, and said vaguely that his duties were
mainly escort ones, and he had no fault to find
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with them. The defeat of his quail had vexed
him, and he desired the Sahib tounderstand that
the sowars of His Highness’s army could ride. A
clumsy attempt at a compliment so fired his
martial blood that he climbed into his saddle,
and then and there insisted on showing off his
horsemanship. The road was narrow, the lance
was long, and the horse was a big one, but no
one objected, and the Englishman sat him down
on a doorstep and watched the fun. The horse
seemed in some shadowy way familiar. His
head was not the lean head of the Kathiawar,
nor his crest the crest of the Marwarri, and his
fore-legs did not seem to belong to the stony
district. “ Where did he come from?’ The
sowar pointed northward and said “from
Amritsar,” but he pronounced it “ Armtzar.”
Many horses had been brought at the spring
fairs in the Punpab; they cost about Rs. 200
each, perhaps more, the sowar could not say.
Some came from Hissar and some from other
places beyond Delhi. They were very good
horses. “ That horse there,” he pointed to one
a little distance down the street, “ is the son of a
big Sirkar horse—the kind that the Sirkar
make for breeding horses—so high!” The
owner of ¢that horse” swaggered up, jaw-
bandaged and cat-moustached, and bade the Eng-
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lishman look at his mouth; bought, of course,
when a butcha. Both men together said that
the Sahib had better examine the Maharaja
Sahib’s stable, where there were hundreds of
horses—huge as elephants or tiny as sheep.

To the stables the Englishman accordingly
went, knowing beforehand what he would find,
and wondering whether the Sirkar’s “big
horses ” were meant to get mounts for Rajput
sowars. The Maharaja’s stables are royal in
size and appointments. The enclosure round
which they stand must be about half a mile long
—it allows ample space for exercising, besides
paddocks for the colts. The horses, about two
hundred and fifty, are bedded in pure white
sand—bad for the coat if they roll, but good for
the feet—the pickets are of white marble, the
heel-ropes in every case of good sound rope, and
in every case the stables are exquisitely clean.
Each stall contains above the manger, a curious
little bunk for the syce who, if he uses the ac-
commodation, must assuredly die once each hot
weather.

A journey round the stables is saddening, for
the attendants are very anxious to strip their
charges, and the stripping shows so much. A
few men in India are credited with the faculty
of never forgetting a horse they have once seen,
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and of knowing the produce of every stallion
they have met. The Englishman would have
given something for their company at that hour.
His knowledge of horseflesh was very limited ;
but he felt certain that more than one or two of
the sleek, perfectly groomed country-breds
should have been justifying their existence in
the ranks of the British cavalry, instead of eat-
ing their heads off on six seers of gram and one
of goor per diem. But they had all been honestly
bought and honestly paid for; and there was
nothing in the wide world to prevent His High-
ness,if he wished to do so, from sweeping up the
pick and pride of all the horses in the Punjab.
The attendantsappearedtotake a wicked delight
in saying “eshtud-bred” very loudly and with
unnecessary emphasis as they threw back the
loin-cloth. Sometimes they were wrong, but in
too many cases they were right.

The Englishman left the stables and the great
central maidan where a nervous Biluchi was be-
ing taught, by a perfect network of ropes, to
“ monkey jump,” and went out into the streets
reflecting on the working of horse-breeding oper-
ations under the Government of India, and the
advantages of having unlimited money where-
with to profit by other people’s mistakes.

Then, as happened to the great Tartarin of
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Tarescon in Milianah, wild beasts began to roar,
and a crowd of little boys laughed. The lions
of Jeypore are tigers, caged in a public place
for the sport of the people, who hiss at them and
disturb their royal feelings. Two or three of the
six great brutes are magnificent. All of them
are short-tempered, and the bars of their cap-
tivity not too strong. A pariah-dog was furtively
trying to scrateh out a fragment of meat from
between the bars of one of the cages, and the
occupant tolerated him. Growing bolder—the
starveling growled ; the tiger struck at him with
his paw and the dog fled howling with fear.
‘When he returned, he brought two friends with
him, and the trio mocked the captive from a dis-
tance.

It was not apleasantsightandsuggested Globe-
Trotters—gentlemen who imagine that ‘ more
curricles ” should come at their bidding, and on
being undeceived become abusive.
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II1.

Does not in any sort describe the Dead City of
Amber, but gives detailed information of a
Cotton Press.

ND what shall be said of Amber, Queen of
the Pass—the city that Jey Singh bade his
people slough as snakes cast their skins? The
Globe-Trotter will assure you that it must be
“done ” before anything else, and the Globe-
Trotter is, for once, perfectly correct. Amber
lies between six and seven miles from Jeypore
among the ‘tumbled fragments of the hills,”
and is reachable by so prosaic a conveyance as a
ticca-ghari,and so uncomfortable a one as an ele-
phant. He is provided by the Maharaja, and the
people who make India their prey are apt to
accept his services as a matter of course.

Rise very early in the morning, before the
stars have gone out, and drive through the sleep-
ing city till the pavement gives place to cactus
and sand, and educational and enlightened insti-
tutions to mile upon mile of semi-decayed Hindu
temples—brown and weather-beaten—running
down to the shores of the great Man Sagar Lake,
wherein are more ruined temples, palaces and
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fragments of causeways. The water-birds have
their home in the half-submerged arcades and
the mugger nuzzles the shafts of the pillars. It
is a fitting prelude to the desolation of Amber.
Beyond the Man Sagar the road of to-day climbs
up-hill, and by its side runs the huge stone-cause-
way of yesterday—blocks sunk in concrete.
Down this path the swords of Amber went out to
kill. A triple wall rings the city, and, at the
third gate, the road drops into the valley of
Amber. In the half light of dawn, a great city
sunk between hills and built round three sides of
a lake is dimly visible, and one waits to catchthe
hum that should rise from it as the day breaks.
The air in the valley is bitterly chill. With the
growing light, Amber stands revealed, and the
traveller sees that it is a city that will never
wake. A few meenas live in huts at the end of
the valley, but the temples, the shrines, the
palaces, and the tiers-on-tiers of houses are deso-
late. Trees grow in and split open the walls, the
windows are filled with brushwood, and the
cactus chokes the street. The Englishman made
his way up the side of the hill to the great palace
that overlooks everything except the red fort of
Jeighur, guardian of Amber. As the elephant
swung up the steep roads paved with stone and
built out on the sides of the hill, the Englishman
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looked into empty houses where the little grey
squirrel sat and scratched its ears. The peacock
walked upon the house-tops and the blue pigeon
roosted within. He passed under iron-studded
gates whereof the hinges were eaten out with
rust, and by walls plumed and erowned with
grass, and under more gateways, till, at last, he
reached the palace and came suddenly into a
great quadrangle where two blinded, arrogant
stallions, covered with red and gold trappings,
screamed and neighed at each other from oppo-
site ends of the vast space. For a little time
these were the only visible living beings, and
they were in perfect accord with the spirit of the
spot. Afterwards certain workmen appeared,
for it seems that the Maharaja keeps the old
palace of his forefathers in good repair, but they
were modern and mercenary, and with great
difficulty were detached from the skirts of the
traveller. A somewhat extensive experience of
palace-seeing had taught him that it is best to
see palaces alone, for the Oriental as a guide is
undiseriminating and sets too great a store on
corrugated iron-roofs and glazed drain-pipes.

So the Englishman went into this palace
built of stone, bedded on stone, springing out of
scarped rock, and reached by stone ways—
nothing but stone. Presently, he stumbled
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across a little temple of Kali, a gem of marble
tracery and inlay, very dark and, at that hour
of the morning, very cold.

If, as Violetle-Duc tells us to believe, a
building reflects the character of its inhabitants,
it must be impossible for ome reared in an
Eastern palace to think straightly or speak
freely or—but here the annals of Rajputana
contradict the theory—to act openly. The
crampt and darkened rooms, the narrow smooth-
walled passages with recesses where a man
might wait for his enemy unseen, the maze of
ascending and descending stairs leading no-
whither, the ever present screens of marble tra-
cery that may hide or reveal so much,—all these
things breathe of plot and counter-plot, league
and intrigue. In a living palace where the
sightseer knows and feels that there are human
beings everywhere, and that he is followed by
scores of unseen eyes, the impression is almost
unendurable. In a dead palace—a cemetery of
Joves and hatreds done with hundreds of years
ago, and of plottings that had for their end—
though the grey beards who plotted knew it
not—the coming of the British tourist with
guide-book and sunhat-—oppression gives place
to simply impertinent curiosity. The English-
man wandered into all parts of the palace, for
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there was no one to stop him—not even the
ghosts of the dead Ranis—through ivory-stud-
ded doors, into the women’s quarters, where a
stream of water once flowed over a chiselled
marble channel. A creeper had set its hands
upon the lattice here, and there was dust of old
nests in one of the niches in the wall. Did the
lady of light virtue who managed to become
possessed of so great a portion of Jey Singh’s
library ever set her dainty feet in the trim
garden of the Hall of Pleasure beyond the
screen-work ¢ Was it in the forty-pillared Hall
of Audience that the order went forth that the
Chief of Birjooghar was to be slain, and from
what wall did the King look out when the horse-
men clattered up the steep stone path to the
palace, bearing on their saddle-bows theheads of
the bravest of Rajore ? There were questions in-
numerable to be asked in each court and keep
and cell; aye, but the only answer was the
cooing of the pigeons on the walls.

If a man desired beauty, there was enough
and to spare in the palace; and of strength more
than enough. By inlay and carved marble, by
glass and colour, the Kings who took their
pleasure in that now desolate pile, made all that
their eyes rested upon royal and superb. But
any description of the artistic side of the palace,
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if it were not impossible, would be wearisome.
The wise man will visit it when time and ocea-
sion serve, and will then,in some small measure,
understand what must have been the riotous,
sumptuous, murderous life to which our Gov-
ernors and Lieutenant-Governors, Commission-
ers and Deputy Commissioners, Colonels and
Captains and the Subalterns after their kind,
have put an end.

From the top of the palace you may read if
you please the Book of Ezekiel written in stone
upon the hillside. Coming up, the Englishman
had seen the city from below or on a level. He
now looked into its very heart—the heart that
had ceased to beat. There was no sound of men
or cattle, or grind-stones in those pitiful streets
—nothing but the cooing of the pigeons. At
first it seemed that the palace was not ruined at
all—that presently the women would come up
-on the house-tops and the bells would ring in
the temples. But as he attempted to follow
with his eye the turns of the streets, the Eng-
lishman saw that they died ocut in wood tangle
and blocks of fallen stone, and that some of the
houses were rent with great cracks, and pierced
from roof to road with holes that let in the
morning sun. The drip-stones of the eaves were
gap-toothed, and the tracery of the screens had
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fallen out so that zenana-rooms lay shamelessly
open to the day. On the outskirts of the city,
the strong walled houses dwindled and sank
down to mere stone-heaps and faint indications
of plinth and wall, hard to trace against the
background of stony soil. The shadow of the
palace lay over two-thirds of the city and the
trees deepened the shadow. “ He who has bent
him o’er the dead ” after the hour of which
Byron sings, knows that the features of the man
become blunted as it were—the face begins to
fade. The same hideous look lies on the face of
the Queen of the Pass, and when once this is
realised, the eye wonders that it could have ever
believed in the life of her. She is the ecity
“ whose graves are set in the side of the pit, and
her company is, round about here graves,” sister
of Pathros, Zoan and No.

Moved by a thoroughly insular instinet, the
Englishman took up a piece of plaster and
heaved it from the palace wall into the dark
streets below. It bounded from a house-top to a
window-ledge, and thence into a little square,
and the sound of its fall was hollow and echo-
ing, as the sound of a stone in a well. Then the
silence closed up upon the sound, till in the far
away courtyard below the roped stallions be-
gan screaming afresh. There may be desolation
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in the great Indian Desert to the westward, and
there is desolation upon the open seas; but the
desolation of Amber is beyond the loneliness
either of land or sea. Men by the hundred
thousand must have toiled at the walis that
bound it, the temples and bastions that stud the
walls, the fort that overlooks all, the canals that
once lifted water to the palace,and the garden in
the lake of the valley. Renan could describe it as
it stands to-day,and Vereschagin could paint it.

Arrived at this satisfactory conclusion, the
Englishman went down through the palace and
the scores of venomous and suggestive little
rooms to the elephant in the courtyard and was
taken back in due time to the Nineteenth Cen-
tury in the shape of His Highness the Maha-
raja’s Cotton Press, returning a profit of 27 per
cent., and fitted with two engines of fifty horse-
power each, an hydraulic press capable of exert-
ing a pressure of three tons per square inch,
and everything else to correspond. It stood
under a neat corrugated iron roof close to the
Jeypore Railway Station, and was in most per-
fect order, but somehow it did not taste well
after Amber. There was aggressiveness about
the engines and the smell of the raw cotton.

The modern side of Jeypore must not be
‘mixed with the ancient,
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Iv.

The Temple of Mahadeo and the Manners of
such as see India—The Man by the Water-
Troughs and his Knowledge—The Voice of
the City and what it said—Personalities
and the Hospital—The House Beautiful of
Jeypore and its Builders.

ROM the Cotton Press the Englishman
wandered through the wide streets till he
came into a Hindu Temple—rich in marble,
stone and inlay, and a deep and tranquil silence,
close to the Public Library of the State. The
brazen bull was hung with flowers, and men
were burning the evening incense before Maha-
deo, while those who had prayed their prayer,
beat upon the bells hanging from the roof and
passed out, secure in the knowledge that the god
had heard them. If there be much religion,
there is little reverence, as Westerns under-
stand the term, in the services of the gods of the
East. A tiny little maiden, child of a mon-
strously ugly priest with one chalk-white eye,
staggered across the marblel pavement to the
shrine and threw, with a gust of childish laugh-
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ter, the blossoms she was carrying into the lap
of the great Mahadeo himself. Then she made
as though she would leap up to the bells and ran
away, still laughing, into the shadow of the cells
behind the shrine, while her father explained
that she was but a baby and that Mahadeo
would take no notice. The temple, he said,
was specially favored by the Maharaja, and
drew from lands an income of twenty thousand
rupees a year. Thakoors and great men also
gave gifts out of their benevolence; and there
was nothing in the wide world to prevent an
Englishman from following their example.

By this time, for Amber and the Cotton Press
had filled the hours, night was falling, and the
priests unhooked the swinging jets and began to
light up the impassive face of Mahadeo with
gas! They used Tendstikker matches.

Full night brought the hotel and its curiously-
composed human menagerie.

There is, if a work-a-day world will give
credit, a society entirely outside, and uncon-
nected with, that of the Station—a planet
within a planet, where nobody knows anything
about the Collector’s wife, the Colonel’s dinner-
party, or what was really the matter with the
Engineer. Tt is a curious, an insatiably curious,
thing, and its literature is Newman’s Bradshaw.



36 Letters of Marque

Wandering “ old arms-sellers ” and others live
upon it, and so do the garnetmen and the mak-
ers of ancient Rajput shields. The world of
the innocents abroad is a touching and unsophis-
ticated place, and its very atmosphere urges the
Anglo-Indian unconsciously to extravagant
mendacity. Can you wonder, then, that a guide
of long-standing should in time grow to be an
accomplished liar?

Into this world sometimes breaks the Anglo-
Indian returned from leave, or a fugitive to the
sea, and his presence is like that of a well-known
landmark in the desert. The old arms-seller
knows and avoids him, and he is detested by the
jobber of gharis who calls everyone “ my lord ”
in English, and panders to the “glaring race
anomaly ” by saying that every carriage not
under his eontrol is *‘ rotten, my lord, having
been used by natives.” One of the privileges of
playing at tourist is the brevet-rank of “Lord.”
Hazur is not to be compared with it.

There are many, and some very ecurious,
methods of seeing India. One of these is buying
English translations of the more Zolaistic of
Zola’s novels and reading them from breakfast
to dinner-time in the verandah. Yet another,
even simpler, is American in its conception.
Take a Newman’s Bradshaw and a blue pencil,
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and race up and down the length of the Empire,
ticking off the names of the stations “done.”
To do this thoroughly, keep strictly to the rail-
way buildings and form your -conclusions
through the carriage-windows. These eyes have
seen both ways of working in full blast and, on
the whole, the first is the most commendable.
Let us consider now with due reverence the
modern side of Jeypore. It is difficult to write
of a nickel-plated civilisation set down under
the immemorial Aravalis in the first state of
Rajputana. The red-grey hills seem to laugh at
it, and the ever-shifting sand-dunes under the
hills take no account of it, for they advance
upon the bases of the monogrammed, coronet-
crowned lamp-posts, and fill up the points of the
natty tramways near the Water-works, which
are the outposts of the civilisation of Jeypore.
Escape from the city by the Railway Station
till you meet the cactus and the mud-bank and
the Maharaja’s Cotton Press. Pass between a
tramway and a trough for wayfaring camels till
your foot sinks ankle-deep in soft sand, and you
come upon what seems to be the fringe of il-
limitable desert—mound upon mound of tus-
socks overgrown with plumed grass where the
Pparrots sit and swing. Here, if you have kept to
the road, you shall find a bund faced with stone,
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a great tank, and pumping machinery fine as the
heart of a municipal engineer can desire—pure
water, sound pipes and well-kept engines. If
you belong to what is sarcastically styled an
“able and intelligent municipality ” under the
British Raj, go down to the level of the tank,
seoop up the waterinyourhandsand drink, think-
ing meanwhile of the defects of the town whence
you came. The experience will be a profitable
one. There are statistics in connection with
the Water-works, figures relating to ¢ three-
throw-plungers,” delivery and supply, which
should be known to the professional reader.
They would not interest the unprofessional who
would learn his lesson among the thronged
stand-pipes of the ecity.

While the Englishman was preparing in his
mind a scathing rebuke for an erring municipal-
ity that he knew of, a camel swung across the
sands, its driver’s jaw and brow bound mummy
fashion to guard against the dust. The man
was evidently a stranger to the place, for he
pulled up and asked the Englishman where the
drinking troughs were. He was a gentleman
and bore very patiently with the Englishman’s
absurd ignorance of his dialect. He had come
from some village, with an unpronounceable
name, thirty %os away, to see his brother’s son
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who was sick in the big Hospital. While the
camel was drinking, the man talked, lying back
on his mount. He knew nothing of Jeypore,
except the names of certain Englishmen in it,
the men who, he said, had made the Water-
works and built the Hospital for his brother’s
son’s comfort.

And this is the curious feature of Jeypore;
though happily the city is not unique in its
peculiarity. When the late Maharaja ascended
the throne, more than fifty years ago, it was his
royal will and pleasure that Jeypore should ad-
vance. Whether he was prompted by love for
his subjects, desire for praise, or the magnifi-
cent vanity with which Jey Singh must have
been so largely dowered, are questions that con-
cern nobody. In the latter years of his reign,
he was supplied with Englishmen who made the
State their father-land, and identified them-
selves with its progress as only Englishmen can.
Behind them stood the Maharaja ready to spend
money with a lavishness that no Supreme Gov-
ernment would dream of; and it would not be
too much to say that the two made the State
what it is. When Ram Singh died, Madho
Singh, his successor, a conservative Hindu,
forebore to interfere in any way with the work
that was going forward. Tt is said in the city
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that he does not overburden himself with the
cares of State, the driving power being mainly
in the hands of a Bengali, who has everything
but the name of Minister. Nor do the English-
men, it is said in the eity, mix themselves with
the business of Government; their business be-
ing wholly executive.

They can, according to the voice of the ecity,
do what they please, and the voice of the city—
not in the main roads but in the little side-alleys
where the stall-less bull blocks the path—
attests how well their pleasure has suited the
pleasure of the people. In truth, to men of
action few things could be more delightful than

“having a State of fifteen thousand square miles
placed at their disposal, as it were, to leave their
mark on. Unfortunately for the vagrant travel-
ler, those who work hard for practical ends pre-
fer not to talk about their doings, and he must,
therefore, pick up what information he ean at
second-hand or in the city. The men at the
stand-pipes explain that the Maharaja Sahib’s
father gave the order for the Water-works and
that Yakub Sahib made them—not only in the
city but out away in the district. “Did people
grow more crops thereby?’ “ Of course they
did : were canals made to wash in only #’ “ How
much more crops ¥’ “ Who knows. The Sahib
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had better go and ask some official.” Increased
irrigation means increase of revenue for the
State somewhere, but the man who brought
about the increase does not say so.

After a few days of amateur globe-trotting, a
shamelessness great as that of the other loafer—
the red-nosed man who hangs about compounds
and is always on the eve of starting for Cal-
cutta—possesses the masquerader; so that he
feels equal to asking a Resident for a parcel-gilt
howdah, or dropping in to dinner with a Lieu-
tenant-Governor. No man has a right to keep
anything back from a Globe-Trotter, who is a
mild, temperate, gentlemanly and unobtrusive
seeker after truth. Therefore he who, without
a word of enlightenment, sends the visitor into
a city which he himself has beautified and
adorned and made clean and wholesome, de-
serves unsparing exposure. And the city may
be trusted to betray him. The malli in the Ram
Newa’s Gardens, gardens—here the English-
man can speak from a fairly extensive experi-
ence—finer than any in India and fit to rank
with the best in Paris—says that the Maharaja
gave the order and Yakub Sahib made the
Gardens. He also says that the Hospital just
outside the Gardens was built by Yakub Sahib,
and if the Sahib will go to the centre of the
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Gardens, he will find another big building, a
Museum by the same hand.

But the Englishman went first to the Hos-
pital, and found the out-patients beginning to
arrive. A hospital cannot tell lies about its
own progress as a municipality can. Sick folk
eithercomeorlieintheirownvillages. Inthecase
of the Mayo Hospital they came, and the opera-
tion-book showed that they had been in the habit
of coming. Doctors at issue with provincial and
local administrations, Civil Surgeons who can-
not get their indents complied with, ground-
down and mutinous practitioners all India over,
would do well to visit the Mayo Hospital, Jey-
pore. They might, in the exceeding bitterness
of their envy, be able to point out some defects
in its supplies, or its beds, or its splints, or in
the absolute isolation of the women’s quarters
from the men’s.

Envy is a low and degrading passion, and
should be striven against. From the Hospital
the Englishman went to the Museum in the cen-
tre of the Gardens, and was eaten up by it, for
Museums appealed to him. The casing of the
jewel was in the first place superb—a wonder of
carven white stone of the Indo-Saracenic style.
Tt stood on a stone plinth, and was rich in stone-
tracery, green marble columns from Ajmir, red
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marble, white marble colonnades, courts with
fountains, richly-carved wooden doors, frescoes,
inlay and colour. The ornamentation of the
tombs of Delhi, the palaces of Agra and the
walls of Amber, have been laid under contribu-
tion to supply the designs in bracket, arch, and
soffit; and stone-masons from the Jeypore
School of Art have woven into the work the best
that their hands could produce. The building
in essence, if not in the fact of to-day, is the
work of Freemasons. The men were allowed a
certain scope in their choice of detail and the
regult..... but it should be seen to be understood,
as it stands in those ITmperial Gardens. And
observe, the man who had designed it, who had
superintended its erection, had said no word to
indicate that there was such a thing in the place,
or that every foot of it, from the domes of the
roof to the cool green chunam dadoes and the
carving of the rims of the fountains in the court-
yard, was worth studying! Round the arches of
the great centre court are written in Sanskrit
and Hindi, texts from the great Hindu writers
of old, bearing on the beauty of wisdom and the
sanctity of knowledge.

In the central corridor are six great frescoes,
each about nine feet by five, copies of illustra-
tions in the Royal Folio of the Razmnameh, the
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v

Of the Sordidness of the Supreme Government
on the Revenue Side; and of the Palace of
Jeypore—A great King’s Pleasure-House,
and the Work of the Servants of State.

NTERNALLY, there is, in all honesty, no

limit to the luxury of the Jeypore Museum.
It revels in “South Kensington ” cases— of
the approved pattern—that turn the beholder
home-sick, and South Kensington labels, where-
on the description, measurements and price of
each object, are fairly printed. These make
savage one who knows how labelling is bungled
in some of the Government Museums—those
starved barns that are supposed to hold the
economic exhibits, not of little States but of
great Provinces.

The floors are of dark red chunam, overlaid
with a discreet and silent matting; the doors,
where they are not plate-glass, are of carved
wood, no two alike, hinged by sumptuous brass
hinges on to marble jambs and opening without
noise. On the carved marble pillars of each
hall are fixed revolving cases of the S. K. M.
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pattern to show textile fabrics, gold lace and the
like. In the recesses of the walls are more cases,
and on the railing of the gallery that runs round
each of the three great central rooms, are fixed
Jow cases to hold natural history specimens and
models of fruits and vegetables.

Hear this, Governments of India from the
Punjab to Madras! The doors come true to the
jamb, the cases, which have been through a hot
weather, are neither warped nor cracked, nor
are there unseemly tallow-drops and flaws in the
glasses. The maroon cloth, on or against which
the exhibits are placed, is of close texture,
untouched by the moth, neither stained nor
meagre nor sunfaded ; the revolving casesrevolve
freely and without rattling ; there is not a speck
of dust from one end of the building to the other,
because the menial staff are numerous enough to
keep everything clean, and the Curator’s office
is a veritable office—not a shed or a bath-room,
or a loose-box partitioned from the main build-
ing. These things are so because money has
been spent on the Museum, and it is now a re-
buke to all other Museums in India, from Cal-
cutta downwards. Whether it is not too good to
be buried away in a Native State is a question
which envious men may raise and answer as
they choose. Not long ago, the Editor of a
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Bombay paper passed through it, but having
the interests of the Egocentric Presidency be-
fore his eyes, dwelt more upon the idea of the
building than its structural beauties; saying
that Bombay, who professed a weakness for
technical education, should be ashamed of her-
self. And herein he was quite right.

The system of the Museum is complete in
intention as are its appointments in design. At
present there are some fifteen thousand objects
of art, “surprising in themselves” as, Count
Smaltork would say, a complete exposition of
the arts, from enamels to pottery and from
brassware to stone-carving, of the State of Jey-
pore. They are compared with similar arts of
other lands. Thus a Damio’s sword—a gem of
lacquer-plaited silk and stud-work—flanks the
tulwars of Marwar and the jezails of Tonk; and
reproductions of Persian and Russian brass-
work stand side by side with the handicrafts of
the pupils of the Jeypore School of Art. A
photograph of His Highness the present Maha-
raja is set among the arms, which are the most
prominent features of the first or metal-room.
As the villagers enter, they salaam reverently to
the photo, and then move on slowly, with an
evidently intelligent interest in what they see.
Ruskin could describe the scene admirably—
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pointing out how reverence must precede the
study of art, and how it is good for Englishmen
and Rajputs alike to bow on occasion before
Gessler’s cap. They thumb the revolving cases
of cloths do these rusties, and artlessly try to feel
the texture through the protecting glass. The
main object of the Museum is avowedly provin-
cial—to show the craftsman of Jeypore the best
that his predecessors could do, and to show him
what foreign artists have done. In time—but
the Curator of the Museum has many schemes
which will assuredly bear fruit in time, and it
would be unfair to divulge them. Let those who
doubt the thoroughness of a Museum under one
man’s control, built, filled, and endowed with
royal generosity—an institution perfectly inde-
pendent of the Government of India—go and
exhaustively visit Dr. Hendley’s charge at Jey-
pore. Like the man who made the building, he
refuses to talk, and so the greater part of the
work that he has in hand must be guessed at.
At one point, indeed, the Curator was taken
off his guard. A huge map of the kingdom
showed in green the portions that had been
brought under irrigation, while blue ecircles
marked the towns that owned dispensaries. “T
want to bring every man in the State within
twenty miles of a dispensary, and I've nearly
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done it,” said he. Then he checked himself, and
went off to food-grains in little bottles as being
neutral and colourless things. Envy is foreed
to admit that the arrangement of the Museum—
far too important a matter to.be explained off-
hand—is Continental in its character, and has a
definite end and bearing—a trifle omitted by
many institutions other than Museums. But—
in fine, what can one say of a collection whose
very labels are gilt-edged! Shameful extrava-
gance ! Nothing of the kind—only finish, per-
fectly in keeping with the rest of the fittings—
a finish that we in kufche India have failed to
catch. That is all!

From the Museum go out through the city to
the Maharaja’s Palace—skilfully avoiding the
man who would show you the Maharaja’s
European billiard-room, and wander through a
wilderness of sunlit, sleepy courts, gay with
paint and frescoes, till you reach an inner
square, where smiling grey-bearded men squat
at ease and play chaupur—just such a game as
cost the Pandavs the fair Draupadi—with in-
laid dice and gaily lacquered pieces. These an-
cients are very polite and will press you to play,
but give no heed to them, for chaupur is an ex-
pensive game—expensive as quail-fighting, when
you have backed the wrong bird and the people
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are laughing at your inexperience. The Maha-
raja’s Palace is arrogantly gay, overwhelmingly
rich in candelabra, painted ceilings, gilt mirrors
and other evidences of a too hastily assimilated
civilisation ; but, if the evidence of the ear can
be trusted, the old, old game of intrigue goes on
as merrily as of yore. A figure in saffron came
out of a dark arch into the sunlight, almost fall-
ing into the arms of one in pink. “ Where have
you come from ¢’ “Z have been to see——"the
name was unintelligible. ¢ That is a lie: you
have not!” Then, across the court, some one
laughed a low croaking laugh. The pink and
saffron figures separated as though they bad
been shot, and disappeared into separate bolt-
holes. It was a curious little incident, and
might have meant a great deal or just nothing
at all. It distracted the attention of the ancients
bowed above the chaupur cloth.

In the Palace-gardens there is even a greater
stillness than that about the courts, and here
nothing of the West, unless a hypereritical soul
might take exception to the lamp-posts. At the
extreme end lies a lake-like tank swarming with
muggers. Tt is reached through an opening
under a block of zenana buildings. Remember-
ing that all beasts by the palaces of Xings or the
temples of priests in this country would answer
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to the name of ¢ Brother,” the Englishman
cried with the voice of faith across the water, in
a key as near as might be to the melodious howl
of the “ monkey faquir ” on the top of Jakko.
And the mysterious freemasonry did not fail.
At the far end of the tank rose a ripple that
grew and grew and grew like a thing in a night-
mare, and became presently an aged mugger. As
he neared the shore, there emerged, the green
slime thick upon his eyelids, another beast, and
the two together snapped ata cigar-butt—theonly
reward for their courtesy. Then, disgusted, they
sank stern first with agentle sigh. Nowamugger’s
sigh is the most suggestive sound in animal
speech. It suggested first the zenana buildings
overhead, the walled passes through the purple
hills beyond, a horse that might clatter through
the passes till he reached the Man Sagar Lake
below the passes, and a boat that might row
across the Man Sagar till it nosed the wall of
the Palace-tank and then—then uprose the mug-
ger with the filth upon his forehead and winked
one horny eyelid—in truth he did !~—and so sup-
plied a fitting end to a foolish fiction of old days
and things that might have been. But it must
be unpleasant to live in a house whose base is
washed by such a tank.

And so back as Pepys says, through the chu-
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named courts, and among the gentle slopingpaths
between the orange trees, up to an entrance of
the Palace guarded by two rusty brown dogs
from Kabul, each big as a man, and each re-
quiring a man’s charpoy to sleep upon. Very
gay was the front of the Palace, very brilliant
were the glimpses of the damask-couched, gilded
rooms within, and very, very civilised were the
lamp-posts with Ram Singh’s monogram, de-
vised to look like V. R., at the bottom, and a
coronet, as hath been shown, at the top. An un-
seen brass band among the orange-bushes struck
up the overture of the Bronze Horse. Those
who know the music will see at once that that
was the only tune which exactly and perfectly
fitted the scene and its surroundings. It was a
coincidence and a revelation.

In his time and when he was not fighting, Jey
Singh the Second, who built the city, was a
great astronomer—a royal Omar Khayyam, for
he, like the tent-maker of Nishapur, reformed
a calendar, and strove to wring their mysteries
from the stars with instruments worthy of a
King. But in the end he wrote that the good-
ness of the Almighty was above everything, and
died; leaving his observatory to decay without
the Palace-grounds.

From the Bronze Horse to the grass-grown
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enclosure that holds the Yantr Samrat, or
Prince of Dials, is rather an abrupt passage.
Jey Singh built him & dial with a gnomon some
ninety feet high, to throw a shadow against the
sun, and the gnomon stands to-day, though there
is grass in the kiosque at the top and the flight
of steps up the hypotenuse is worn. He built
also a zodiacal dial—twelve dials upon one plat-
form—to find the moment of true noon at any
time of the year, and hollowed out of the earth
place for two hemispherical cups, cut by belts
of stone, for comparative observations.

He made cups for calculating eclipses, and a
mural quadrant and many other strange things
of stone and mortar, of which people hardly
know the names and but very little of the uses.
Once, said the keeper of two tiny elephants, In-
dur and Har, a Sahib came with the Burra Lat
Sahib, and spent eight days in the enclosure of
the great neglected observatory, seeing and writ-
ing things in a book. But ke understood San-
skrit—the Sanskrit upon the faces of the dials,
and the meaning of the gnoma and pointers.
Now-a-days no one understands Sanskrit—not
even the Pundits; but without doubt Jey Singh
was a great man.

The hearer echoed the statement, though he
knew nothing of astronomy, and of all the
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wonders in the observatory was only struck by
the fact that the shadow of the Prince of Dials
moved over its vast plate so quickly that it
seemed as though Time, wroth at the insolence
of Jey Singh, had loosed the Horses of the Sun
and were sweeping everything—dainty Palace-
gardens and ruinous instruments—into the
darkness of eternal night. So he went away
chased by the shadow on the dial, and returned
to the hotel, where he found men who said—this
must be a catch-word of Globe-Trotters—that
they were “much pleased at” Amber. They
further thought that ‘houserent would be
cheap in those parts,” and sniggered over the
witticism. Jey Singh, in spite of a few disered-
itable laches, was a temperate and tolerant man ;
but he would have hanged those Globe-Trotters
in their trunk-straps as high as the Yantr
Samrat.

Next morning, in the grey dawn, the English-
man rose up and shook the sand of Jeypore from
his feet, and went with Master Coryatt and Sir
Thomas Roe to “ Adsmir,” wondering whether
a year in Jeypore would be sufficient to exhaust
its interest, and why he had not gone out to the
tombs of the dead Kings and the passes of Gulta
and the fort of Motee Dungri. But what he
wondered at most—knowing how many men
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who have in any way been connected with the
birth of an institution, do, to the end of their
days, continue to drag forward and exhume
their labours and the honours that did not come
to them—was the work of the two men who, to-
gether for years past, have been pushing Jey-
pore along the stone-dressed paths of civilisas
tion, peace and comfort. “ Servants of the
Raj”’they called themselves, and surelytheyhave
served the Raj past all praise. The pen and
tact of a Wilfred Blunt are needed to fitly lash
their reticence. But the people in the city and
the camel-driver from the sand-hills told of
them. They themselves held their peace as to
what they had done, and, when pressed, referred
—crowning baseness—to reports. Printed ones!
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VL

Showing how Her Majesty’s Mails went to
Udaipur and fell out by the Way.

RRIVED at Ajmir, the Englishman fell
among tents pitched under the shadow of a

huge banian tree, and in them was a Punjabi.
Now there is no brotherhood like the brother-
hood of the Pauper Province; for it is even
greater than the genial and unquestioning hos-
pitality which, in spite of the loafer and the
Globe-Trotter, seems to exist throughout India.
Ajmir being British territory, though the in-
habitants are allowed to carry arms, is the head-
quarters of many of the banking firms who lend
to the Native States. The complaint of the
Setts to-day is that their trade is bad, because
an unsympathetic Government induces the Na-
tive States to make railways and become pros-
perous. “ Look at Jodhpur!” said a gentleman
whose possessions might be roughly estimated
at anything between thirty and forty-five lakhs.
“ Time was when Jodhpur was always in debt—
and not so long ago, either. Now, they’ve got a
railroad and are carrying salt over it, and, as
gure as I stand here, they have a surplus! What
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can we do?” Poor pauper! However, he makes
a little profit on the fluctuations in the coinage
of the States round him, for every small king
seems to have the privilege of striking his own
image and inflicting the Great Exchange Ques-
tion on his subjects. It is a poor State that has
not two seers and five different rupees.

From a criminal point of view, Ajmir is not
a pleasant place. The Native States lie all
round and about it, and portions of the district
are ten miles off, Native State-locked on every
side. Thus the criminal, who may be a bur-
glarious Meena lusting for the money bags of the
Setts, or a Peshawari down south on a cold
weather tour, has his plan of campaign much
simplified. The Englishman made only a short
stay in the town, hearing that there was to be a
ceremony—tamasha covers a multitude of
things—at the capital of His Highness the
Maharana of Udaipur—a town some hundred
and eighty miles south of Ajmir, not known
to many people beyond Viceroys and their Staffs
and the officials of the Rajputana Agency. So
he took a Neemuch train in the very early morn-
ing and, with the Punjabi, went due south to
Chitor, the point of departure for Udaipur. In
time the Aravalis gave place to a dead, flat,
stone-strewn plain, thick with dhak-jungle.
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Later the date-palm fraternised with the dhak,
and low hills stood on either side of the line.
To this succeeded a tract rich in pure white
stone, the line was ballasted with it. Then
came more low hills, each with comb of splin-
tered rock a-top, overlooking dhak-jungle and
villages fenced with thorns—places that at once
declared themselves tigerish. Last, the huge
bulk of Chitor showad itself on the horizon. The
train crossed the Gumber River and halted al-
most in the shadow of the hills on which the old
pride of Udaipur was set.

It is difficult to give an idea of the Chitor
fortress ; but the long line of brown wall spring-
ing out of bush-covered hill suggested at once
those pictures, such as the Graphic publishes,
of the Inflexible or the Devastation—gigantic
men-of-war with a very low free-board plough-
ing through green sea. The hill on which the
fort stands is ship-shaped and some miles long,
and, from a distance, every inch appears to be
scarped and guarded. But there was no time
to see Chitor. The business of the day was to
get, if possible, to Udaipur from Chitor Station,
which was composed of one platform, one tele-'
graph-room, a bench and several vicious dogs.

The State of Udaipur is as backward as Jey-
pore is advanced—if we judge it by the stand-
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ard of civilisation. It does not approve of the
incursions of Englishmen, and, to do it justice, it
thoroughly succeeds in conveying its silent sulki-
ness. Still, where there is one English Resi-
dent, one Doctor, one Engineer, one Settlement
Officer and one Missionary, there must be a mail
at least once a day. There was a mail. The
Englishman, men said, might go by it if he
liked, or he might not. Then, with a great sink-
ing of the heart, he began to realise that his caste
was of no value in the stony pastures of Mewar,
among the swaggering gentlemen who were so
lavishly adorned with arms. There was a mail,
the ghost of a tonga, with tattered side-cloths
and patched roof, inconceivably filthy within
and without, and it was Her Majesty’s. There
was another tonga—an eram tonga—but the
Englishman was not to have it. It was reserved
for a Rajput Thakur who was going to Udaipur
with his ¢ tail.” The Thakur, in claret-coloured
velvet with a blue turban, a revolver—Army
pattern—a sword, and five or six friends, also
with swords, came by and endorsed the state-
ment. Now, the mail tonga had a wheel which
was destined to become the Wheel of Fate, and
to lead to many curious things. Two diseased
vellow ponies were extracted from a dung-hill
and yoked to the tonga; and after due delibera-
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tion Her Majesty’s mail started, the Thakur fol-
lowing.

In twelve hours, or thereabouts, the seventy
miles between Chitor and Udaipur would be ac-
complished. Behind the tonga cantered an
armed sowar. He was the guard. The Thakur’s
tonga came up with a rush, ran deliberately
across the bows of the Englishman, shipped a
pony, and passed on. One lives and learns. The
Thakur seems to object to following the for-
eigner.

At the halting-stages, once in every six miles,
that is to say, the ponies were carefully un-
dressed and all their accoutrements fitted more
or less accurately on to the backs of the ponies
that might happen to be near: the released ani-
mals finding their way back to their stables
alone and unguided. There were no syces, and
the harness hung on by special dispensation of
Providence. Still the ride over a good road,
driven through a pitilessly stony country, had
its charms for a while. At sunset the low hills
turned to opal and winered, and the brown
dust flew up pure gold; for the tonga was run-
ning straight into the sinking sun. Now and
again would pass a traveller on a camel, or a
gang of Bunjarras with their pack-bullocks and
their women ; and the sun touched the brasses of
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their swords and guns till the poor wretches
seemed rich merchants come back from travel-
ling with Sindbad.

On a rock on the right hand side, thirty-four
great vultures were gathered over the carcase of
asteer. And this was an evil omen. They made
unseemly noises as the tonga passed, and a raven
came out of a bush on the right and answered
them. To crown all,oneof thehideandskin castes
sat on the left hand side of the road, cutting
up some of the flesh that he had stolen from the
vultures. Could a man desire three more in-
auspicious signs for a night’s travel ¢ Twilight
came, and the hills were alive with strange
noises, as the red moon, nearly at her full, rose
over Chitor. To the low hills of the mad geolog-
ical formation, the tumbled strata that seem to
obey no law, succeeded level ground, the pasture
lands of Mewar, cut by the Beruch and Wyan,
streams running over smooth water-worn rock,
and, as the heavy embankments and ample water-
ways showed, very lively in the rainy season.

In this region occurred the last and most in-
auspicions omen of all. Something had gone
wrong with a erupper, a piece of blue and white
punkah-cord. The Englishman pointed it out,
and the driver, descending, danced on that lonely
road an unholy dance, singing the while:—
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“The dumchi! The dumchi! The dumchi!”
in a shrill voice. Then he returned and drove
on, while the Englishman wondered into what
land of lunatics he was heading. At an aver-
age speed of six miles an hour, it is possible to
gee a great deal of the country; and, under
brilliant moonlight, Mewar was desolately beau-
tiful. There was no night traffic on the road—
no ene except the patient sowar, his shadow
an inky blot on white, cantering twenty yards
behind. Once the tonga strayed into a company
of date-trees that fringed the path, and once
rattled through a little town, and once the ponies
shyed at what the driver said was a rock; but it
jumped up in the moonlight and went away.
Then came a great blasted heath whereon
nothing was more than six incheshigh—awilder-
ness covered with grass and low thorn; and
here, as nearly as might be midway between
Chitor and Udaipur, the Wheel of Fate, which
had been for some time beating against the side
of the tonga, came off, and Her Majesty’s Mails,
two bags including parcels, collapsed on the way
side; while the Englishman repented him that
he had neglected the omens of the vultures and
the raven, the low caste man and the mad driver.
There was a consultation and an examination
of the wheel; but the whole tonga was rotten,
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and the axle was smashed and the axle-pins were
bent and nearly red-hot. It is nothing,” said
the driver, “the mail often does this. What
is a wheel?” He took a big stone and began
hammering the wheel proudly on the tyre, to
show that that at least was sound. A hasty court-
martial revealed that there was absolutely not
one single ‘breakdown tonga” on the whole
road between Chitor and Udaipur.

Now this wilderness was so utterly waste that
not even the barking of a dog or the sound of a
nightfowl could be heard. Luckily the Thakur
had, some twenty miles back, stepped out to
smoke by the roadside, and his tonga had been
passed meanwhile. The sowar was sent back to
find that tonga and bring it on. He cantered
into the haze of the moonlight and disappeared.
Then said the driver:—* Had there been no
tonga behind us, I should have put the mails on
a horse, because the Sirkar’s dak cannot stop.”
The Englishman sat down upon the parcels-bag,
for he felt that there was trouble coming. The
driver looked East and West and said :—* T too
will go and see if the tonga can be found, for
the Sirkar’s dak cannot stop. Meantime, Oh
Sahib, do you take care of the mails—one bag
and one bag of parcels.” So he ran swiftly into
the haze of the moonlight and was lost, and the
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Englishman was left alone in charge of Her
Majesty’s Mails, two unhappy ponies and a lop-
gided tonga. He lit fires, for the night was bit-
terly cold, and only mourned that he could not
destroy the whole of the territories of His High-
ness the Maharana of Udaipur. But he man-
aged to raise a very fine blaze, before he re-
flected that all this trouble was his own fault
for wandering into Native States undesirous of
Englishmen.

The ponies coughed dolorously from time to
time, but they could not lift the weight of a
dead silence that seemed to be crushing the
earth. After an interval measurable by cen-
turies, sowar, driver and Thakur’s tonga re-
appeared ; the latter full to the brim and bub-
bling over with humanity and bedding. “ We
will now,” said the driver, not deigning to notice
the Englishman who had been on guard over the
mails, “ put the Sirkar’s dak into this tonga and
go forward.” Amiable heathen! He was going,
he said so, to leave the Englishman to wait in
the Sahara, for certainly thirty hours and per-
haps forty-eight. Tongas are scarce on the
Udaipur road. There are a few occasions in
life when it is justifiable to delay Her Majesty’s
Mails. This was one of them. Seating himself
upon the parcels-bag, the Englishman cried in
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what was intended to be a very terrible voice,
but the silence soaked it up and left only a thin
trickle of sound, that any one who touched the
bags would be hit with a stick, several times,
over the 1ead. The bags were the only link be-
tween him and the civilisation he had so rashly
foregone. And there was a pause.

The Thakur put his head out of the tonga and
spoke shrilly in Mewari. The Englishman re-
plied in English-Urdu. The Thakur withdrew
his head, and from certain grunts that followed
seemed to be wakening his retainers. Then two
men fell sleepily out of the tonga and walked
into the night. “ Come in,” said the Thakur,
“you and your baggage. My banduq is in that
corner; be careful.” The Englishman, taking a
mail-bag in one hand for safety’s sake—the
wilderness inspires an Anglo-Indian Cockney
with unreasoning fear—climbed into the tonga,
which was then loaded far beyond Plimsoll
mark, and the procession resumed its journey.
Every one in the vehicle,—it seemed as full as
the railway carriage that held Alice. Through
the Looking Glass—was Sahib and Hazur. Ex-
cept the Englishman. He was simple tum, and
a revolver, /Army pattern, was printing every
diamond in the chequer-work of its handle, into
his right hip. When men desired him to move,
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they prodded him with the handles of fulwars
till they had coiled him into an uneasy lump.
Then they slept upon him, or cannoned against
him as the tonga bumped. It was an aram tonga
or tonga for ease.  That was the bitterest
thought of all.

In due season the harness began to break once
every five minutes, and the driver vowed that
the wheels would give way also.

After eight hours in one position, it is ex-
cessively difficult to walk, still more difficult to
climb up an unknown road into a dak-bunga-
low ; but he who has sought sleep on an arsenal
and under the bodies of burly Rajputs, can do
it. The grey dawn brought Udaipur and a
French bedstead. As the tonga jingled away,
the Englishman heard the familiar erack of
broken harness. So he was not the Jonah he
had been taught to consider himself all through
that night of penance!

A jackal sat in the verandah and howled him
to sleep, wherein he dreamed that he had caught
a Viceroy under the walls of Chitor and beaten
him with a fulwar till he turned into a dak-pony
whose near foreleg was perpetually coming off,
and who would say nothing but um when he was
asked why he had not built a railway from Chi-
tor to Udaipur.
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VIL

Touching the Children of the Sun and their
City, and the Hat-marked Caste and their
Merits, and a Good Man’s Works in the
Wilderness.

T was worth a night’s discomfort and a re-
volver-bed to sleep upon—this city of the
Suryavansi, hidden among the hills that en-
compass the great Pichola lake.  Truly, the
King who governs to-day is wise in his determi-
nation to have no railroad to his capital. His
predecessor was more or less enlightened, and
had he lived a few years longer, would have
brought the iron horse through the Dobarri—the
green gate which is the entrance of the Girwa
or girdle of hills round Udaipur; and, with the
train, would have come the tourist who would
have scratched his name upon the Temple of
Garuda and laughed horse-laughs upon the lake.
Let us, therefore, be thankful that the capital
of Mewar is hard to reach, and go abroad into
a new and a strange land rejoicing.
Each man who has any claims to respecta-
bility walks armed, carrying his tulwar sheathed
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in his hand, or hung by a short sling of cotton
passing over the shoulder, under his left arm-
pit. His matchlock, or smooth-bore if he has
one, is borne naked on the shoulder.

Now it is possible to carry any number of
lethal weapons without being actually dan-
gerous. An unhandy revolver, for instance, may
be worn for years, and, at the end, accomplish
nothing more noteworthy than the murder of
its owner. But the Rajput’s weapons are not
meant for display. The Englishman caught a
camel-driver who talked to him in Mewari,
which is a heathenish dialect, something like
Multani to listen to; and the man, very grace-
fully and courteously, handed him his sword
and matchlock, the latter a heavy stump-stock
arrangement without pretence of sights. The
blade was as sharp as a razor, and the gun in
perfect working order. The coiled fuse on the
stock was charred at the end, and the curled
ram’s-horn powder-horn opened as readily as a
whisky-flask that is much handled. Unfor-
tunately, ignorance of Mewari prevented con-
versation; so the camel-driver resumed his ac-
coutrements and jogged forward on his beast—
a superb black one, with the short curled Aub-
shee hair—while the Englishman went to the
City, which is built on hills on the borders of
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the lake. By the way, everything in Udaipur is
built on a hill. There is no level ground in the
place, except the Durbar Gardens, of which
more hereafter. Because colour holds the eye
more than form, the first thing noticeable was
neither temple nor fort, but an ever-recurring
picture, painted in the rudest form of native
art, of a man on horseback armed with a lance,
charging an elephant-of-war. As a rule, the
elephant was depicted on one side the house-
door and the rider on the other. There was no
representation of an army behind. The figures
stood alone upon the whitewash on houseand wall
and gate, again and again and again. A highly
intelligent priest grunted that it was a tazwir;
a private of the Maharana’s regular army sug-
gested that it was a haths; while a wheat-seller,
his sword at his side, was equally certain that it
was a Raja. Beyond that point, his knowledge
did not go. The explanation of the picture is
this. In the days when Raja Maun of Amber
put his sword at Akbar’s sevice and won for
him great kingdoms, Akbar sent an army
against Mewar, whose then ruler was Pertap
Singh, most famous of all the princes of Mewar.
Selim, Akbar’s son, led the army of the Toork;
the Rajputs met them at the pass of Huldighat
and fought till onehalf of their bands were
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slain. Once, in the press of battle, Pertap, on
his great horse, “Chytak,” came within striking
distance of Selim’s elephant, and slew the ma-
hout, but Selim escaped, to become Jehangir
afterwards, and the Rajputs were broken. That
was three hundred years ago, and men have re-
duced the picture to a sort of diagram that the
painter dashes in, in a few minutes, without,
it would seem, knowing what he is commemorat-
ing. Elsewhere, the story is drawn in line even
more roughly.

Thinking of these things, the Englishman
made shift to get at the City, and presently
came to a tall gate, the gate of the Sun, on which
the elephant-spikes, that he had seen rotted with
rust at Amber, were new and pointed and effec-
tive. The City gates are said to be shut at night,
and there is a story of a Viceroy’s Guard-of-
Honour which arrived before daybreak, being
compelled to crawl ignominiously man by man
through a little wicket gate, while the horses had
to wait without till sunrise. ~But a civilised
yearning for the utmost advantages of octroi,
and not a fierce fear of robbery and wrong, is
at the bottom of the continuance of this custom.
The walls of the City are loopholed for
musketry, but there seem to be no mountings
for guns, and the moat without the walls is dry
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and gives cattle pasture. Coarse rubble in con-
crete faced with stone, makes the walls moder-
ately strong.

Internally, the City is surprisingly eclean,
though with the exception of the main street,
paved after the fashion of Jullundur, of which,
men say, the pavement was put down in the time
of Alexander and worn by myriads of naked feet
into deep barrels and grooves. In the case of
Udaipur, the feet of the passengers have worn
the rock veins that crop out everywhere, smooth
and shiny; and in the rains the narrow gullies
must spout like fire-hoses. The people have
been untouched by cholera for four years—
proof that Providence looks after those who do
not look after themselves, for Neemuch Canton-
ment, a hundred miles away, suffered grievously
last summer. “ And what do you make in Udai-
pur?” “Swords,” said the man in the shop,
throwing down an armful of fulwars, kuttars
and khandas on the stones. ““ Do you want any ?
Look here!” Hereat, he took up one of the
commoner swords and flourished it in the sun-
shine. Then he bent it double, and, as it sprang
straight, began to make it “speak.” Arm-
vendors in Udaipur are a genuine race, for they
sell to people who really use their wares. The
man in the shop was rude—distinctly so. His
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first flush of professional enthusiasm abated, he
took stock of the Englishman and said calmly :—
“ What do you want with a sword ¢’ Then he
picked up his goods and retreated, while certain
small boys, who deserved a smacking, laughed
riotously from the coping of a little temple hard
by. Swords seem to be the sole manufacture of
the place. At least, none of the inhabitants the
Englishman spoke to could think of any other.
There is a certain amount of personal violence
in and about the State, or else where would be
the good of the weapons? There are occasionally
dacoities more or less important; but these are
not often heard of and, indeed, there is no
special reason why they should be dragged into
the light of an unholy publicity, for the land
governs itself in its own way, and is always in
its own way, which is by no means ours, very
happy. The Thakurs live, each in his own cas-
tle on some rock-faced hill, much as they lived in
the days of Tod; though their chances of dis-
tinguishing themselves, except in the school,
sewer, and dispensary line, are strictly limited.
Nominally, they pay chutoond,or a sixth of their
revenues to the State, and are under feudal obli-
gations to supply their Head with so many
horsemen per thousand rupees; but whether the
chutoond justifies its name and what is the exact
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extent of the “ tail ”” leviable, they, and perhaps
the Rajputana Agency, alone know. They are
quiet, give no trouble except to the wild boar,
and personally are magnificent men to look at.
The Rajput shows his breeding in his hands and
feet, which are almost disproportionately small,
and as well shaped as those of women. His stir-
rups and sword-handles are even more unusable
by Westerns than those elsewhere in India,
while the Bhil’s knife-handle gives as large a
grip as an English one. Now the little Bhil is
an aborigine which is humiliating to think of.
His tongue, which may frequently be heard in
the City, seems to possess some variant of the
Zulu click; which gives it a weird and unearth-
ly character. From the main gate of the City
the Englishman climbed uphill towards the
Palace and the Jugdesh Temple built by one
Jaggat Singh at the beginning of the last cen-
tury. This building must be—but ignorance is
a bad guide—Jain in character. From base-
ment to the stone socket of the temple flag-staff,
it is carved in high relief with friezes of ele-
phants, men, gods, and monsters in wearying
profusion.

The management of the temple have daubed a
large portion of the building with whitewash,
for which their revenues should be “cut’” for



14 Letters of Marque

a year or two. The main shrine holds a large
brazen image of Garuda, and, in the corners of
the courtyard of the main pile, are shrines to
Mahadeo, and the jovial, pot-bellied Ganesh.
There is no repose in this architecture, and the
entire effeet is one of repulsion ; for the clustered
figures of man and brute seem always on the
point of bursting into unclean, wriggling life.
But it may be that the builders of this form of
house desired to put the fear of all their many
gods into the heart of the worshippers.

From the temple whose steps are worn smooth
by the feet of men, and whose courts are full of
the faint smell of stale flowers and old incense,
the Englishman went to the Palaces which
crown the highest hill overlooking the City.
Here, too, whitewash had been unsparingly ap-
plied, but the excuse was that the stately fronts
and the pierced sereens were built of a perish-
able stone which needed protection against the
weather. One projecting window in the facade
of the main Palace has been treated with
Minton tiles. Luckily 