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¢ Write me as one that loved his fellow-men’



PREFACE

IN these two volumes I have got together the bulk
of the special correspondence and occasional articles
written by me for the Civil and Military Gazette
and the Pioneer between 1887-1889. I have been
forced to this action by the enterprise of various
publishers who, not content with disinterring old
newspaper work from the decent seclusion of the
office files, have in several instances seen fit to
embellish it with additions and interpolations.

RUDYARD KIPLING.
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Letters of Marque
Nov.=Dkc., 1887

OF THE BEGINNING OF THINGS. OF THE TAJ AND
THE GLOBE-TROTTER. THE YOUNG MAN
FROM MANCHESTER AND CERTAIN MORAL
REFLECTIONS.

Excepr for those who, under compulsion of a sick
certificate, are flying Bombaywards, it 1s 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—abe it office or cutchery—and to go
abroad under no more exacting master than
personal inclination, and with no more definite
plan of travel than has the horse, escaped from
pasture, free upon the countryside. The first
result of such freedom is extreme 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
¢
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in weeks. And this desperate facility is not as
strange as it seems. By the time that an English-
man has come by sea and rail viz America, Japan,
Singapur, 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 assimilation 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 ¢cab-
man’ to.the driver of the ticca-gharri.

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 good of
our ’ealth,” and what touring we accomplish is for
the most part off the line of rail. L

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
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a place which have no concern with this 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-Commissioners,
Governors and Lieutenant-Governors, 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 Pyramids and—
though this is hard to believe—at the great
Napoleon who had warred under their shadow.
It 1s on record that that blasphemous Gaul came
to the Great Pyramid and wept through mingled
reverence and contrition ; for he sprang from an
emotional race. To understand 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
repetition of the word, and then, sulky with want
of sleep, heavy-eyed, unwashed, and chilled, to
come upon it suddenly. Under these circum-
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stances everything, you will concede, is in favour
of a cold, critical, and not too impartial verdict.
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 forward,
and the mists shifted, and the sun shone upon the
mists, the Taj took a hundred new shapes, each
perfect and each beyond description. It was the
Ivory Gate through which all good dreams come ;
it was the realisation of the gleaming halls of dawn
that Tennyson sighs of ; it was veritably the
‘aspiration fixed,” the ¢sign made stone’ of a
lesser poet ; and over and above concrete com-
parisons, 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 Tay
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 sorrow
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—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 Taj
and thenceforward be dumb. It is well on the
‘threshold of a journey to be taught reverence and
awe.

But there is no reverence in the Globe-trotter :
he is brazen. A Young Man from Manchester
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,
last profanation, ¢very much pleased’ at the Taj.
Indeed, he secemed 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 pur-
chased shawls and embroidery ¢to the tune of’
a certain number of rupees duly set forth, and he

VOL. I c
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“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 succeeded in his heart’s
desire. For some inscrutable end it has been
decreed that man shall take a delight in making
his fellow-man miserable. 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 I hate, it’s being done !’

He had been so happy in the ®thought of
getting 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 consideration
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 know !’ 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 exercise all their muscles.
Y’ know a canal-horse is no use after he has been
on the tow-path for some time., He can’t walk
anywhere but on the flat, y’ know, and I suppose
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it’s just the same with bullocks.” The spurs of the
Aravalis, under which the train was running, had
evidently suggested this brilliant idea which passed
uncontradicted, for the Englishman was looking out
of the window.

If one were bold 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 rrammg 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 judgment
of the Young Man from Manchester ; for, as the
train bore him from Jeypore to Ahmedabad, happy
in ‘his getting home by Christmas,” pleased as
a child with his Delhi atrocities, pink-cheeked,
whiskered, and superbly self-confident, the Eng-
lishman whose home for the time was a dark
bungaloathsome hotel, watched his departure
regretfully; for he kneW exactly to what sort of
genial, cheery British household, rich in untravelled
kin, that Young Man was speedmg It is pleasant
to play at Globe-trotting ; but to enter fully into
the spirit of the pxcce, one must also be ‘going
home for Christmas.’ T
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SHOWS THE CHARM OF RAJPUTANA AND OF
JEYPORE, THE CITY OF THE GLOBE-TROTTER.
OF ITS FOUNDER AND ITS EMBELLISHMENT.
EXPLAINS THE USE AND DESTINY OF THE
STUD-BRED, AND FAILS TO EXPLAIN MANY
MORE IMPORTANT MATTERS.

Ir any part of a land strewn with dead men’s
bones have a special claim to distinction, Rajputana,
as the cock-pit of India, stands first. East of Suez
men do not build towers on the tops of hills for
the sake of 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,
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may be found, by all who care to look, in the book
of the man who loved the Rajputs and gave a life’s
labours in their behalf. rom 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 yegrs ago with the sword
from some weaker ruler’s realm, is lighted with
gas, and possesses many striking and English
peculiarities.

Dhola Rae was killed in due time, and for nine
hundred years Jeypore, torn by the intrigues of
unruly princes and princelin%s, fought Asiatically.

When and how Jeypore became a feudatory of
British power and in what manner we put a slur
upon Rajput honour—punctilious as the honour
of the Pathan—are matters of which the Globe-
trotter knows more than we do. He ‘reads up’
—to quote his own words—a city before 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 carry in your trunk
y’ know — that gives you plain descriptions of
things without mixing you up.” Here is a
chance for a writer of discrimination and void of
conscience ! ‘

But to return to Jeypore—a pink city set on
the border of a blue lake, and surrounded by the
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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
Rajputana, 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 success-
fully, 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 Vedyadhar, his architect, build
a new city, as seldom Indian city was built before
-—with huge streets straight as an arrow, sxxty
yards broad, and cross-streets broad and straight.
Many years afterward the good people of America
builded their towns after this pattern, but knowing
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 Mahometan
calendar ; he piled up a superb library and he
made Jeypore a marvel.

ter on came a successor, educated and en-
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lightened by all the lamps of British Progress, and
converted the city of Jey Singh into a surprise—
a big, bewildering, practical joke. He laid down
sumptuous Zro#oirs of hewn stone, and central
carriage drives, also of hewn stone, in the main
street ; he, that is to say, Colonel Jacob, the
Supermtendmg Engmeer of the State, devised a
water supply for the city and studded the ways
with standpipes. He built gas works, set afoot 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 question is one of the not
small class who resolutely 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 cart 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 Raj-
putana, gayly clad, small-turbaned, swaggering
Rajputana, circulates along the magnificent pave-
ments.

The fortress-crowned hills look down upon the
strange medley. One of them bears on its flank in
‘huge white letters the cheery inscript, ¢ Welcome !’
‘This was made when the Prince of Wales visited
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Jeypore to shoot his first tiger ; but the average
traveller of to-day may appropriate the message to
himself, for Jeypore takes great care of strangers
and shows them all courtesy. This, by the way,
demoralises the Globe-trotter, whose first cry 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, a
journey down any one of the great main streets is
a day’s delightful occupation. The view is as un-
obstructed as that of the Champs Elysées ; 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. Jeypore, broadly con-
sidered, 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 perverse taste for low company drew
the Englishman 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 trooper
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-leather
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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 with them. The
defeat of his quail had vexed him, and he desired
the Sahib to understand 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 sathim 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 forelegs did not belong to these stony
districts. *Where did he come from?’ The
sowar pointed northward and said, ¢ from Amritsar,’
but he pronounced it ¢ Armtzar’ Many horses
had been bought at the spring fairs in the Punjab;
they cost about two hundred rupees 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 Government 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
Englishman look at his mount ; bought, of course,
when a colt. Both men together said ‘that the
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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 appoint-
ments. 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 accommodation, 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, and of
knowing the produce of every stallion they have
met. The Englishman would have given some-
thing for their company at that hour. His know=
ledge 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 eating their heads off on
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six seers of gram and one of sugar per diem.
But they had all been honestly bought and honestly
paid for ; and there was nothing in the wide world
to prevent His Highness, if he wished to do so,
from sweeping up the pick and pride of all the
stud-bred horses in the Punjab. The attendants
appeared to take 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
being taught, by a perfect network of ropes, to
‘monkey-jump,” and went out into the streets
reflecting on the working of horse-breeding opera-
tions under the Government of India, and the
advantages of having unlimited money wherewith
to profit by other people’s mistakes.

Then, as happened to the great Tartarin of
Tarascon, 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 captivity not too strong. A
pariah-dog was furtively trying to scratch out a
fragment of meat from between the bars of one
of the cages, and the occupant tolerated him.
Growing %older, the starveling growled ; the
tiger struck at him with his paw, and the dog fled
howling with fear. When he returned, he brought
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two friends with him, and the three mocked the
captive from a distance.

It was not a pleasant sight and suggested
Globe-trotters — gentlemen ~ who imagine that
“more curricles’ should come at their bidding,
and on being undeceived become abusive.



m

DOLS NOT IN ANY SORT DESCRIBE THE DEAD CITY
OF AMBER, BUT GIVES DETAILED INFORMA=~-
TION ABOUT A COTTON-PRESS.

AND 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 any-
thing 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 ficca-gharri, and so un-
comfortable a one as an elephant. 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 sleeping city
till the pavement gives place to cactus and sand,
and educational and enlightened institutions 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
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more ruined temples, palaces, and fragments of
causeways. The water-birds have their home in
the half - submerged arcades and the crocodile
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 uphill, and
by its side runs the huge stone causeway of yester-
day—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 catch the hum that should arise
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 desolate. Trees grow in and split upon 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
looked into empty houses where the little grey
squirrel sat and scratched its ears. The peacock
walked on the house-tops, and the blue pigeon
roosted within. He passed under iron -studded
gates whose hinges were eaten out with rust, and
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by walls plumed and crowned 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 opposite 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 1t 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 undis-
criminating 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 across a little
temple of Kali, a gem of marble tracery and inlay,
very dark and, at that hour of the morning, very
cold.

1If, as Viollet-le-Duc tells us to believe, a build-
ing reflects the character of its inhabitants, it must
be impossible for one 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



20 FROM SEA TO SEA

of ascending and descending stairs leading no-
whither, the ever-present screens of marble tracery
that may hide or reveal so much,—all these things
breathe of plot and counterfﬁlot, league and
intrigue. In a living palace where the sightseer
knows and feels that there are human beings every-
where, and that he is followed by scores of unseen
eyes, the impression is almost unendurable. In a
dead palace—a cemetery of loves and hatreds done
with hundreds of years ago, and of plottings that
had for their end, though the greybeards who
plotted knew it not, the coming of the British
tourist with guide-book and sun-hat—oppression
gives place to simply impertinent curiosity. The
Englishman wandered into all parts of the palace,
for there was no one to stop him—not even the
ghosts of the dead Queens—through ivory-studded
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 there, and there was the 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 horsemen clattered up the steep
stone path to the palace, bearing on their saddle-
bows the heads of the bravest of Rajore? There
were questions innumerable to be asked in each
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court and keep and cell ; but the only answer was
the cooing of the pigeons.

If a man desired beauty, there was enough and
to spare in the palace ; and of strength more than
enough. With inlay and carved marble, with
glass and colour, the Kings who took their plea-
sure 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, if it
were not impossible, would be wearisome. The
wise man will visit it when time and occasion serve,
and will then, in some small measure, understand
what must have been the riotous, sumptuous,
murderous life to which our. Governors and Lieu-
tenant-Governors, Commissioners and Deputy-
Commissioners, Colonels and Captains and the
Subalterns, 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 soon 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 Englishman saw that they
died out in wood tangle and blocks of fallen stone,
and that some ofi the houses were rent. with great
cracks, and pierced from roof to road with holes

VOL. I D
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that let in the morning sun. The drip-stones of
the eaves were gap-toothed, and the tracery of the
screens had 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 indica-~
tions 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’ affer 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 city ‘whose graves are set
in the side of the pit, and her company is round
about her graves,’ sister of Pathros, Zoan, and No.

Moved by a thoroughly insular instinct, the
Enrglishman took up a piece of plaster and heaved
it from the palace wall into the dark streets. It
bounded from a house-top to a window-ledge, and
thence into a little square, and the sound ofg its fall
was hollow and echoing, 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 began screaming afresh. There
may be desolation in the great Indian Desert to
the westward, and there is desolation on 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 walls
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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 Vereschaguin 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 Century in
the shape of His Highness the Maharaja’s Cotton-
Press, returning a profit of twenty-seven per cent,
and fitted with two engines, of fifty horse-power
each, an hydraulic press, capable of exerting a
pressure of three tons per square inch, and every-
thing else to correspond. It stood under a neat
corrugated iron roof close to the Jeypore Railway
Station, and was in most perfect order, but some-
how 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.



v

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. :

From 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 Mahadeo ; while those who had
prayed their prayer beat upon the bells hanging
from the roof and passed out, secure in the know-
ledge that the god had heard them. If there be
much religion, there is little reverence, as Westerns
understand the term, at the services of the gods
of the East. A tiny little maiden, child of a
monstrously ugly, wall-eyed priest, staggered across
the marble pavement to the shrine and threw, with
a gust of childish laughter, the blossoms she was
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carrying into the lap of the great Mahadeo him-
self. Then she made as though she would leap
up to the bell, 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 nonotice. The temple,
he said, was specially favoured by the Maharaja,
and drew from lands an income of twenty thousand
rupees a year. Thakurs 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 Swedish matches.

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

There is, if a work-a~day world will believe, a
society entirely outside, and unconnected 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. It is a curious, an
insatiably -curious, thing, and its literature is
Newman’s Bradshaw. Wandering ‘old -arm
sellers’ and others live upon it, and so do the
garnetmen and the makers of ancient Rajput
shields. The world of the innocents abroad is a
touching and unsophisticated place, and its very
atmosphere urges the Anglo-Indian unconsciously
to an extravagant mendacity. Can you wonder,
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then, that a guide of long-standing should i 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
land-mark in the desert. The old-arms seller
knows and avoids him, and he is detested by the
jobber of gharris who calls every one ‘my lord’
n English and panders to the ‘glaring race
anomaly * by saymg that every carriage not under
his control is ‘rotten, my lord, having been used
by natives.” One of the pnvxleges of playing at
tourist is the brevet-rank of ‘Lord. Hazur is
not to be compared with it.

There are many, and some very curious,
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, 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 railway 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 daugh at it, and the
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ever-shifting sand-dunes under the hills take no
account of 1t, for they advance upon the bases of
the monogrammed coronet-crowned lamp-posts,
and fill up the points of the natty tramways near
the Waterworks, 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
Mabharaja’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 illimitable desert—
mound upon mound of tussocks overgrown with
plumed grass where the parrots sit and swing.
Here, if you have kept to the road, you shall find
a dam faced with stone, a great tank and pumping
machinery fine as the heart of a mumc1pal engineer
can desire—pure water, sound pipes, and well-kept
engines. If you belong to what is sarcastxcally
styled an ‘able and intelligent municipality * under
the British Rule, go down to the level of the tank,
scoop up the water in your hands and drink,
thinking meanwhile of the defects of the town
whence you came. The experience will be a
profitable one. There are statistics in connection
with the Waterworks, 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 standpipes of the
cit

ythle the Enghshman was preparing in his
mind a scathing rebuke for an erring municipality '
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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 hadg come from some village, with an unpro-

nounceable name, thirty kos away, to see his

brother’s son, who was sick in the big Hospital.

While the camel was drinking the man talked,

lying back along 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 advance.
Whether he was prompted by love for his subjects,
desire for praise, or the magnificent vanity with
which - Jey Singh must have been so largely
dowered, are questions that concern nobody. In
the latter years of his reign, he was supplied with
Englishmen who made the State their fatherland,
and identified themselves with its progress as only
Englishmen can. Behind them stood the Maharaja
ready to spend money with a lavishness that no
Supreme Government 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,
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Madho Singh, his successor, a conservative Hindu,
forbore to interfere in any way with the work that
was going forward. It is said in the city 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 Englishmen, it is said in
the city, mix themselves with the business of
government ; their business being wholly executive.

They can, according to the voice of the city,
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 traveller, those who work hard for
practical ends prefer not to talk about their doings,
and he must, therefore, pick up what information
he can at second-hand or in the city. The men
at the standpipes explain that the Maharaja Sahib’s
father gave the order for the Waterworks and that
Yakub (Jacob) Sahib made them—not only in the
city, but out away in the district. Did the people
grow more crops thereby ? ’ ¢ Ofecourse they did.
Were canals made only to wash in?’ ¢ How much
more crops?’ ¢Who knows? The Sahib had
better go and ask some official.” Increased irriga-
tion means increase of revenue for the State some-
where, but the man who brought about the increase
does not say so.
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~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 Calcutta—
possesses the masquerader ; so that he feels equal
to asking a Resident for a parcel-gilt howdah, or
dropping into dinner with a Lieutenant-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, deserves
unsparing exposure. And the city may be trusted
to betray him. The malli in the Ram Newas
Gardens—Gardens which are 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 Gardens, he will find another big building, a
Museum by the same hand.

But the Englishman went first to the Hospital,
and found the out-patients beginning to arrive.
A Hospital cannot tell lies about its own progress
as'a municipality can. Sick folk either come or
lie in their own villages. In the case of the Mayo
Hospital, they came, and the operation book
showed that they had been in the habit of coming.
Doctors at issue with provincial and local admini-
strations; Civil Surgeons who cannot get their
indents complied with, ground-down and mutinous



LETTERS OF MARQUE 31

practitioners all India over, would do well to visit
the Mayo Hospital, Jeypore. 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.

From the Hospital the Englishman went to the
Museum in the centre 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. It stood on a stone plinth, and
was rich in stone-tracery, green marble columns
from Ajmir, red 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 contribution
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 result . . . but it should be seen to
be understood, as it stands in those Imperial 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
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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 true knowledge.

In the central corridor are six great frescoes,
each about nine feet by five, copies of illustrations
in the Royal Folio of the Razmnameh, the Maha-
bharata, which Akbar caused to be done by the best
artists of his day. The original is in the Museum,
and he who «can steal it will find a purchaser at any
price up to fifty thousand pounds.
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OF THE SORDIDNESS OF THE SUPREME GOVERN-

MENT ON THE REVENUE SIDE; AND . OF

- THE PALACE OF JEYPORE. A GREAT KING'S

PLEASURE-HOUSE, AND THE WORK OF THE
SERVANTS OF STATE.

INTERNALLY, 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 homesick, and
South Kensington labels, whereon 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—our 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. pattern to show
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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 low 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-