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SIND REVISITED.

——O—

CHAPTER XVIIL
LECTURES AND PREACHMENTS.

“ READING maketh a full man, conference a ready
man, and writing an exact man,”—is a time-honoured
maxim to which we now discount credence at sight.

Certainly it is a serious thing to oppose one’s
opinion to that of Bacon, the Paragon of Utilitari-
anism, the Apostle of Common Sense. But, eminent
doctors of the mind differ on this subject at least
as widely as they do upon others ; as they do upon
all, in fact, whenever-an opportunity for * differing
in opinion ” presents itself.

Regarding the fulness produced by reading,
you, sir, can oppose to him of Verulam an adequate
rival, the sage of Malmesbury, who opines that if
he had read as much as other men, he should
have been as ignorant as they.” I may back you
with a pithy Arabic proverb, which assures the
world that those who dabble deep in manuscript
#ire like asses laden with many books,

il = »



2 Sind Rewisited.

One of the first things the Eastern traveller
remarks, is how palpably inferior we are, and we
ever have been, ‘with all our boasted science and
knowledge, in general astuteness, private intrigue,
and public diplomacy, to the semi-barbarous peoples
with whom we have to deal. History shows us that
we have been outwitted by the Hindus; that we
have been cosened by the Afghans; that the
Persians, to use their own phrase, have “made us
asses,” and that even the by no means subtle Sindi
has more than once proved himself the better man
in contests where the wits alone were allowed to
work. Had we, be sure, contended against the
Orientals with their own weapons, our cunning of
fence would never have won us a foot of ground
in the Region of Spices. Fortunately, our strong
Northern instinct earried us through all difficulties.
When fairly entangled in the net of deceit and
treachery, which the political Retiarius knows so
well to cast, our ancestors, Alexander-like, out with
their sturdy sabres, and, not having time, nor
patience, nor gkill to unravel the complications,
settled the knottiest of questions in a moment,
infinitely to their own convenience, and as much
to the discomfort of their opponents. They undid
by power of arm and will, by bull-dog heart, that

¢ Stolidum genus
Bellipotentes, magi’ quam sapientipotentes,”
all the blunders of their Beeotian heads.
! As old Ennius said of the ZEacide, Littladil

markably applicable it was to the
patriots.
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Having noticed a phenomenon, it remains to us
to ferret out the cause. Our inferiority of  politik® ”
to the Oriental, is certainly not owing to want
of knowledge of the people among whom we live,
nor to ignorance of their manners, customs, and
languages. The Macnaghtens, the Burneses, and
generally those who devoted their time and energies,
and who prided themselves most upon their con-
versancy with native dialects and with native
character, are precisely the persons who have been
the most egregiously outwitted, the most fatally
deceived. This is a trite remark, but it cannot
- be too often repeated, too foreibly dwelt upon.

Does it not strike you that the uncommon acute-
ness of Oriental wits may be simply the result of
their unlearnedness ? Instead of dulling their brains
with reading and writing; arithmetic and the
classics ; logic, philosophy and metaphysics ; history,
divinity, and mathematics, they apply -themselves,
Yankee-like, to concentrating their thoughts upon
one point; upon the business of life, its advance-
ment, its struggles, and the terminus which it pro-
poses to reach. Must not this sharpen the intellect
—sharpen it to an almost preternatural sharpness ?
Instead of collecting a mass of heterogeneous and
uselessly valuable book-matter, in the shape of
second-hand lessons and scraps of knowledge,  Orient

uins of wheat are wanted, they read

from its hard realitics, endured,
and thoroughly digested, till each
orollaries come to be part of their
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mental organization. Actual experience, you know,
is, to most men, *“like the stern-light of a ship,
which illuminates only the track it has passed;”
by taking thought it may be made to throw a
long ray before and around, as well as behind.
When mentally discussing a subject, they view it in
all its lights, even in the most improbable and im-
possible ; when debating upon it, they leave no
phase nor issue neglected. Instead of pinning their
faith upon a chapter of Thucydides, or a leader in
the Tines, they, having no Thucydides, and no Times
to do their thinking, are forced to think for them-
sclves, to form their own opinions about passing
events. They learn no wisdom from the Sir Oracles
of county or coterie. ~They trouble not their mental
digestion with those modern sciences which may be
fitly represented by a grain of common sense deep
hid in the normal peck of chaff ; for instance, Political
Economy. And, instead of distracting themselves
with the pros and cons of a dozen differing pam-
phlets, they work out each problem as it presents
itself, by the power of inference with which know-
ledge of the world has provided them. ' Must not
all this hard work acuate the mind? At any rate,
the observable result of it is, that cach man becomes
a8 worldly-wisc a Son of Mammon as his capacity
permits him to be.

So, parenthetically to return to our starting-
point ; reading (by which I undemstand our modern
civilized European way of reading) may make a full
man, more often makes an empty man by the opera-

-yl
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tion of a mental lientery, and as frequently it makes,
for practical purposes, a foolish man.

Nature, however, has set a bar, and a peculiar
one too, to the progress of worldly wisdom amongst
Orientals; the obstacle being their inability to
conceive what ‘“honest” means, to enter into even
the lowest sense of the apophthegm, *honesty is
the best policy.” Nothing poses, puzzles, oppresses,
and perplexes our Eastern fellow-creature, reason-
able and reasoning being as he is, half so much
as absolute fair dealing. For instance, you tell
him a truth; he mechanically sets down your
assertion a falsehood ; presently he finds that you
have not attempted to deceive him; he turns
the matter over in his mind, hitting upon every
solution to the difficulty but the right one. He
then assigns another and a deeper motive to your
conduct; again he discovers that he is in error.
Finally, losing himself in doubt, he settles down
into a distressing state of confusion. You may
now manage him as you like, bien entendu that
you do not always employ the same means, Truly
said Lady 'Hester Stanhope, a shrewd woman,
although a prophetess, that *“amongst the English,”
she might have said amongst Europeans, “ there is
no man so attractive to the Orientals, no man who
can negotiate with them so effectively, as a good,
honest, open-hearted, and positive naval officer of
the old school.”

On the other hand, if you attempt any finesse
upon the Asiatic, to volpeggiare colla volpe—to fox
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the fox—he makes himself at home with you at
once. He has gauged your character. His mind,
masterly in Reynardism, knows what your dull
dishonesty will be doing, probably before you know
it yourself. He now has you on his own ground ;
he is sure of victory.

Thus you see how it is that many of our eminent
politicals, men great at Sanskrit and Arabic, who
spoke Persian like Shirdzfs, and who had the circle
" of Oriental science at their fingers’ ends; clever at
ceremony as Hindus ; dignified in discourse as Turks,
whose ‘Reports” were admirable in point of dic-
tion, and whose ‘Travels” threatened to become
standard works, turned out to be diplomatic little
children, in the end which tries all things. They
had read too much; they had written too much;
they were a trifle too clever, and much too con-
fident. Their vanity tempted them to shift their
nationality ; from Briton to become Greek, in order
to meet Greek ; and lamentably they always failed.

So much for active dealings with natives.

When passively opposed to them, that is to say,
when they are dealing with me, I would act as
follows. If they assert a fact quietly, I should con-
tent myself with believing it to be a falsehood ;
were they to asseverate, I should suspect it to be a
falsehood with an object; and if they swore to its
truth, I should feel and act upon the conviction
that the falsehood is accompanied by malice pre-
pense, dark and dangerous. But I should content
myself with standing en garde; I would rarely

o
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attempt feinting at them; and finally, I would
never try to penetrate into their secret motives,
well knowing that there I should be overmatched.
And after long dealing with new races, I should
learn when to trust them, to detect the one pearl
of truth in the foul heap of untruths.

All this may be unpalatable to many; parti-
cularly to those who have lived long enough in
the West after a return from the East, to remember
only what they wish to remember. Some have
gone so far as publicly to express their opinion that
the word of a Hindu is generally as good as that of
a Enropean. What a pungent, pregnant little satire
upon progress and education, civilization and
Christianity | The unprejudiced author of it, who
was, by-the-by, 2 Scotchman and a Bombay banker,
certainly deserved to be avatar'd at Benares, or to
be shrined in effigy over the gateway of Jagannath !

The distinction one may safely draw between
Westerns and Easterns in matters of morale, is this:
among the former there are exceptions, many in
the North, in the South a few, to the general rule,
that “all men are liars:” there are who would
not deceive, even with the certainty of self-aggran-
dizement, and in security that the world would never
know the frand Amongst Onentals, though it
would be unjust and unwise to assert that such a
type exists, you may, I ean amsure you, Lve for
years, and associate famibiarly with all ranks znd
all classes, and both sexes, ww, without merting
anything but a brilliant exerption or two.
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“ Charity, good sir, charity.”

It is a great virtue, Mr. John Bull, but a very cum-
brous and expensive one for a traveller or a politician.

Before we start from Haydardbdd, I must pre-
pare you, by a short lecture upon the manners of the
natives, for mixing with them a little more familiarly
than we have hitherto done.

As every thing in the world has not yet been
written about, printed, and published, in the East,
we have nothing like “Hints on Etiquette, by a
Lady of Fashion,” or Manuel de la Politesse, to
learn from. You must not, however, conclude that
ceremony in the East is an unimportant study.
Very much the contrary. -

The first thing Oriental peoples, who regard the
person, not his accidents, ask about you, whatever
you may be, soldier, sailor, or civilian, is, “Does he
speak our words ?”  If the answer be ‘“No,” then
you are a Haywan, a brute beast, or a Jangalt, a
sylvan. If it be a qualified “Yes, he can, but he
won’t,” then, by the rule of Omne ignotum, ete.,
you are a real magnifico. To shuffle over this
difficulty, in your case, as you will not have time to
learn Sindi, I must represent you, when we enter
the wildest parts of the Province, to be a Turk or
Tartar, or some such outlandish animal, and declare
that you are very learned in Ottoman literature, for
which, by-the-by, may I be pardoned! Whenever
any thing is said to you, you will be pleased gravely
to stroke your beard with the right hand, for good-
ness’ sake! to frown a little, wag your head slowly
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with a heavy consequential roll, and to ejaculate,
gyllable by syllable, Alhamdu ’l-ill4hi, *‘ Praise be to
Allah,” dpropos de rien. When a man shows you
any thing admirable, such as his horse or his son,
you will perform the same pantomime, and change
your words to Mdshdlldh, or ““ What Allah pleases,”
(sabaudi, “be done.”) Mind, if you do not, and
if any accident happen to the thing praised, your
commendation will be considered the cause of evil.
Whatever action you undertake, such as rising from
your seat or sitting down ; calling for your pipe or
dismissing its bearer ; beginning or ending dinner;
in fact, on all occasions, over which Janus or
Ganesha presides, you must not forget to pronounce
Bismilldh, ““In the name of Allah,” with as much
pomposity as you can infuse into your utterance.
By this means you will be considered a grave and
reverend personage ; au reste, by the Burleigh nod,
by looking dully wise, seldom smiling, and above all
things by strictly following the Bishop of Bristol’s
“First 'Rule of Conversation,” you will, for a
stranger, do remarkably well.

The next question our Oriental puts concerning
you is, “Does he know Adab, or politeness?” here
equivalent to ceremonial, and nishast o barkhdst,
literally (the art of) sitting and rising. You would
scarcely believe how much these few words involve.

It is, I believe, almost always in the power of
a European diplomatist sent on a mission to an
Eastern court, by mere manner to succeed or to fail in
the object which his Government desires. Manners,
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literally speaking, still make the man here. Sir
John Malcolm well understood this when as Elchi,
or ambassador, to Teherdn, he drilled his corps
diplomatique to their saldms as carefully and
regularly as a manager his corps de ballet. Orien-
tals do not dislike our English brusquerie, our
Youghness, if it may be called so; but to please
them, indeed not to offend them in deadly guise,
it must be gentlemanly brusquerie, native and
genuine, sans malice et sans arridre pensée; it
must be * well-placed,” not the result of ignorance,
and not “antipathetic.” Otherwise, it is a dead
failure, and the consequences of such failures extend
far in the diplomatic field. For instance, we once
sent a brave, patriotic, and high-principled officer,
but ignorant, violent, and strong-headed, to settle
certain nice points with the most savage, revengeful
old chieftain that ever sewed up subject in a raw
cow’s hide. What was the consequence? Before
he had spent a week at the court he seated himself
in full Darb4r with the soles of his feet diametrically
opposite, Majesty’s face, a position as appropriate to
the ‘occasion as if he had presented his back, at a
levée, to his own sovereign: he engaged publicly in
a furious polemical discussion, and he capped the
whole by grossly insulting and abusing, in the
presence of the prince and his nobles, a minister
who, although decidedly the “most accomplished
scoundrel in Central Asia,” was nevertheless a prime
favourite with his monarch. That envoy never

returned to England. ‘
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Even in our humble capacity of travellers, sir,
we must, if we wish to be comfortable, attend a
little to what we ought to do, and what we ought
not to do, in society. If we would not be thought
“ peculiar ” (Orientals hate that almost as much as
Englishmen), we must not “walk the quarter-deck,”
and set every one around us ejaculating—

“ Wonderful are the works of Allah! Behold !
That Frank is trudging about when he can, if he
pleases, sit still!” So the Italians say, or said, “It
18 better to walk than to run, to sit than to walk,
to lie than to sit, to sleep than to lie, to die than to
sleep.”

‘We must not gesticulate when conversing, other-
wise we shall see a look of apprehension on every
countenance, and hear each man asking his neigh-
bour whether we be low fellows, or labouring under
a temporary aberration of intellect, or drunk. The
French lose all respect by this habit.

Standing up, we must not cross our arms over
our chest ; in Europe this is ¢ la Napoléon, in the
East it is the slave’s posture. When walking, never
swing the arms ; it is advisable to place one hand, not
both, upon the hip ; or we may carry a five-feet-
long ebony staff shod with ivory: this patriarchal
affair provokes respect; a switch or a horsewhip
would induce the query :

“ Are they keepers of dogs ?”

Sitting down, Turkish or tailor fashion, the most
easy and enduring of Oriental attitudes, we must be

‘w remain quiet for a decent space of time;
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if we move about uneasily every ten minutes, we
shall not fail to hear the observation,

“ Wallah! They have no dignity!”

And if musically inclined, we may hum a little
in a low voice, and with a solemn manner. We
must, however, avoid whistling ; the main error of
a great explorer, Burckhardt. Our native friends
have no name in their dialect for the offensive
practice, which the Arabs call ‘El-sifr,” but the
greater part of them, being superstitious, would
probably consider it the peculiar modulation of the
voice in which a white-faced man is in the habit of
conversing with Sathanas.

Above all things, I say it emphatically, never
let the word *woman ” escape your lips. It is
vulgarity, it is grossness, it is indecency.

Now briefly to describe the way of receiving
visitors : premising that I divide them into three
orders, my superiors in position, my equals, and my
inferiors, for each of which there is an own and
special formula.

Here comes Fath Khan Talpur, a grandee and a
very polite old gentleman, with a silver beard, a
sweet voice, a soft look, and a graceful bow. He
sent, half an hour ago, a confidential servant, to in-
form me that he would * do himself the pleasure of
calling.” Had the bearer of the message been a man
of no importance in his master’s household, I should
have resented the slight with no little asperity ;
this is unpleasant, but it is absolutely necessary.
All, however, was en régle, and, after ascertaining

A‘
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from my Munshi the good Khan’s fortune and rank,
I prepared everything for his reception. To have
been “not at home,” you must remark, would have
been an insult ; nothing offends Orientals more pro-
foundly than denying one’s self. ~When the halting
of horses warns me of the guest’s arrival, I perform
Istikbdl, in other words, advance a few paces
towards the door, to meet him as he dismounts. I
then lead him into the sitting-room, allowing him
time to shuffle off his slippers—to enter a room
with them on would be like wearing one’s hat in a
London saloon—all the while repeating—

“ Peace be to you, Mr. Khan !—you are welcome!
—are you in health %—is your brain all right ?’—quite
in health ? perfectly in health %—And your family ?
—All your people %—All well —praise be to Allah !
Really I am joyful! But are you sure you are in
health ?”

To which he replies by smiling lustily, by look-
ing violently amiable, and by putting exactly the
same questions, interspersing them with such ejacu-
lations as,

‘ By your goodness I—thanks be to Allah —May
you be preserved !—I pray for you I—May you ever
be well 1”

I seat my visitor upon a Diwdn, or sofa, spread
at what is called the Sadr of the room, namely, the
side opposite the entrance, and place myself by his
side. Then both of us, again seizing each other's two
hands in our own, and looking lovingly, recommence

1 Meaning simply, ¢ Are you in good spirits !
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the same queries, and reply with the same ejacula-
tions. And be it observed, during the whole length
of the visit, which, O horrible thing ! seldom lasts
less than an hour and a half, whenever conversation
flags, I approach my face to his, or he his to ‘mine,
and inquire anxiously,

“ Are you certain that your brain is all right?”

So also, whenever the guest’s eye wanders over
the assembly of our united domestics, who are squat-
ting upon the ground in semicircles, each on the side
of the room where the master sits, exchanging
politenesses, and at times slipping a few words into
our dialogue, the individual looked at joins his palms,
cants his head over one shoulder, and puts the same
question with every appearanec of Sindi bonhommie.

Presently occurs a long hiatus in the discourse.
I make a sign to a servant, who disappears bowing
and noiselessly, then immediately returns preceded
by my visitor’s pipe-bearer, a part and parcel of the
grandee’s dignity. When only one pipe comes in, it
causes a most tiresome Mandarin-like luxuriance of
ceremoniousness ; probably five minutes will elapse
before the guest can be induced to do what must be
done at last, take precedence of the host. We begin
inhaling at the same time, when there are two, with
polite bendings of the body, and we eschew the
vulgarity of converting ourselves, as the Persians .
say, into Hamm4ms—men who pour forth volumes
of smoke are compared to the chimneys of hot baths.
After a few puffs I wipe the mouth-piece with the
right hand, the servant raises the Chillam, or top,
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in which the tobaceco is, blows down the tube so
as to expel any of the smoke that may linger
about the water, and then carries it round to the
members of the assembly that occupy the floor.
The pipes appear every ten minutes. .

During the process of inhaling, guest and host
have been collecting materials for more conversation.
The language is Persian, Sindi not being * fashion-
able,” consequently, half the listeners do not un-
derstand a word we say. Moreover, Fath Khan,
though a well-educated senior, is not quite at home
in the foreign dialect, which cramps his imagination,
and limits his ideas to the one cirele in which they
are wont on such occasions to rotate. And this is
an effectual barrier to the “ flow of soul.”

Observe a few small formalities :

Whenever my guest looks at and admires any-
thing, I say, “ Pishkyash ”'—“It is a gift to you!”
This is a polite act ; to offer an Oriental anything,
even a flower, is deemed not only a particular com-
pliment, but an earnest of friendship. However, he
never accepts anything of value, simply because it
is customary to send in return a present of much
higher value.

Whenever the visitor sneezes, you remark, he
says aloud, ‘“Praise be to Allah, the Preserver of
the Worlds!” To this I respond, also in gurgling
Arabic, ““ May the Lord have mercy on thee!” an
expression of benevolence which he acknowledges
by a “ May your kindness never be less!”

1Not ¢ Peshkash,” the horrible Indian pronunciation.
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Another uncomfortable pause. This time I send
for a little fruit, although I know that my guest’s
notions of propriety are too strict to admit of his
eating it. However, he condescends to chew a few
cardamoms, and perhaps he drinks a drop of sherbet.
“There are no three ideas which we associate more
strongly with the two great portions of the East,
than tea with the Chinese, and coffee and smoking
with the Turks and Persians.” So Leigh Hunt. I
would amend the associations thus: tea with the
Chinese and Moroccans, coffee with the Arabs,
Egyptians, and Turks, and sherbet with the Per-
sians and the Sindis. Many Persians will not touch
coffee on common occasions, because it is drunk at
funerals, and thus they learn to dislike it.

I am careful, you observe, to help myself first:
poison probably made this practice a rule of Eastern
courtesy, from which deviation is impossible. You
must never ask your friend to eat anything without
setting him the example, nor show him into a
strange place without preceding him. So also,
when he puts the cup down, I do not forget to
exclaim, Hania,' or *“May it be good to you!” He
bows and returns, “ May Allah be your preserver!”

Presently, stifled yawns and vacant looks become
the order of the day, conversation appearing in fits
and, as Barry Cornwall hath it,

“ The voice of Silence, sounding from her throne,”

! This is the Arabic word ; the Persians say, Afiyat bdshad—
“ May it be health to you!” or Ntsh-i-jdn, * May it be a drink
of life | ¥
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with imperative accents. Then my friend thinks it
time to conclude his visitation. The first sign of
our deliverance is one final sally of—

“Are you convinced that your brain is all
right ¢”

He shuffles off the sofa, seizes my hand in his,
and begins a series of compliments which must be
answered by a repetition of the same. All his suite
in the mean time start up from their squatting
position, and follow as I lead him to the door. The
camels or horses are brought up to be mounted,
my head-servant holding the guest’s stirrup. And
I, after a final congé, retire into solitude for the
purpose of recruiting spirits after so uncommonly
severe a draw upon them. But I have my reward ;
I have won the old Khan’s heart. At this moment
he is confidentially informing his confidant, who ere
long will as confidentially inform mine, that I am
an Adame, a “ descendant of Adam ;” in a word,
a “man,” in contradistinction to every Frank yet
spawned ; they being Jdnwars, Haywdndt, “beasts,”
and sons of beasts.

Politeness, as explained by “benevolence in small
things,” is all but unknown in the comparatively
civilized parts of the East ; as signifying mere court-
liness of manner, it is simply perfect. No Sicilian
marquis of the ancien régime could bend a more
graceful bow, or turn a more insinuating compli-
ment, than a common Indian Munshi at Rs. 20 per
mensem : there is something so exquisitely soft,
polished, and refined in the fellow’s voice, gestures,
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and words, that he forces admiration upon you.
No Italian ex-Prince, with his well-assumed chival-
rous bearing, surpasses a Persian noble in dignified
deportment and transcendental ease. These two,
Persia and India, possessing Imperial courts, have
ever been the head-quarters of ceremony. At the
same time, there is much to admire in the manly
simplicity of the Arab’s manner, and even the
martial roughness of the Afghan is not without a
certain charm. Of all, perhaps the Sindi’s demean-
our is the least agreeable. ~He wears a flimsy
garb of courtliness, a second-hand thing too, and
a poor copy of the original Iranian manufacture :
his natural coarseness is eternally peeping through
the disguise; he is uneasy in it at all times, and
not rarely he is ridiculous.

There is an essential difference between the modes
of receiving a superior and an equal. In the case of
the latter you advance towards, not to, the door ;
you address him in the second person plural instead
of alluding to him as ‘““he,” the more polite and
ceremonious address, and you carefully exact a full-
weight return for every compliment you address
to him, Odious is the necessity of being, from
Calcutta to Teherdn, perpetually “upon your dig-
nity.” Your visitor, despite his graceful saldéms, his
charming phrases, and his imperturbable apblomb,
18 ever striving to exalt himself and to debase
you by some nice and guarded slight. The inso-
lence of a Persian and the impertinence of an
Indian, if you once give them the rein, know no
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bounds. As for coercing them European fashion,
it is quite impossible. ~After a tirade of insults you
send a “ hostile message ;” what is the other party’s
reply ?

“Wallah | they are miracles, these Franks! The
foal of an ass (Kurreh-khar) tells me to come and
be killed ! O his mother! Could he not have cut
me down at once without any danger to himself ?”

And the whole town will deride your outlandish
ways in many odes.

If, guided by a silly old saw, you do in Persia
as the Persians do, when you have been grossly
affronted, you maintain a bland and pleasing de-
meanour, affect not to comprehend what has been
done, and show your friend a little more than usual
civility when taking leave of him: & wink at your
bravo does the rest. Not many years ago an
English officer nearly lost his life, in consequence
of wittingly or unwittingly insulting his enter-
tainer, a Moslem of high rank and nice sense
of honour, by stepping over his hukkah-snake.
‘When not desirous of proceeding to. these extremes,
you summon a stout ‘ horsekeeper,” and direct him
to insult your insulter in the way you deem most
advisable. Should temper fail you, there is no objec-
tion, Orientally speaking, to your starting up and
seizing your visitor’s beard, when, having him at
your mercy, you may pummel him to your heart’s
content. This proceeding, impossible in European,
is held venial, nay, commendable, under certain
circumstances, in Persian, Afghan, or Sindi society.
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The world will say nothing about it beyond com-
mending you, and perhaps advising you to look
out for a matchlock-ball when you take your
evening’s ride.

By proper management these unseemly and
ferocious scenes may always be avoided. If the
people know or suspect you to be deep read in
their language and manners, they will be chary of
offending you, because they expect a return- in
kind. Whenever anything like a liberty is at-
tempted, you check it in exordio: as old Sa’adi
says,

¢ One may stop the fountain’s mouth with a spade,
If allowed to run, it will bear away an elephant.”
The best way to close your friend’s lips is to reply
by some ultra-satirical remark, or to look at him
as if you would bite him, or, if other things fail,
to bring a forbidden subject upon the tapis.

In these countries the only social pleasure man
really enjoys is in ‘“low society.” You have no
trouble in receiving your inferiors; you only arise
from your seat or half-rise, or move as if to rise, or
simply bow your head as they enter. | You may air
your hair, unslipper your feet, stretch your legs,
yawn before them ; in a word, do what you please.
You may drink with them : in the presence of a
superior or an equal, such proceedings would sub-
ject you to a loss of reputation, and to the proba-
bility of disagreeable consequences. If your inferior
happen to lose self-respect, or to fail in deference
towards you, you take down your horsewhip; his
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mind at once recovers its equilibrium, he bows his
head, owns that he has eaten dust, and forgets all
about it, except that he had better not do it again.
If you leave him unchecked, his next step will be
to play at leap-frog with you, or to break in wag-
gishness a long-necked decanter upon your head.

“ Low society ” in the East has few or no disad-
vantages. Your Munshi may be the son of a sea-
cook, still he is quite as polite and well educated as
the heir of a Prince. He bathes, he mangles no
aztches, he has no radical opinions, and if he spits
you kick him. The fellow may be, and ten to oneis,
a spy : he repeats to you all the scandal he can col-
lect, with the zest of ‘a Parisian perruquier, and he
displays considerable powers of invention in supply-
ing you with tales which would keep a mess in a con-
stant roar. He is in all men’s secrets, according to
his own account ; everything, court intrigue, politi-
cal events, and private ‘“gap,’” he knows. Listen to
him and laugh : only recollect that he makes scant
distinction between the dicenda and the tacenda,
and that as he does to you, so he will assuredly do
of you.

It is amusing enough to watch the laboriousness
of the common Sindi’s politeness. When he meets
a friend he embraces and kisses him like an Italian
of the old school. Then succeed a long shaking of

1 An expressive Indian word, long ago naturalized in the Anglo-
Indian vocabulary, meaning chit-chat, tittle-tattle, small news or
flying reports; concerning which the ¢ Madam ” puts her first

question in the morning to her Ayah, the ¢‘ Sahib ” to his barber or
pet bearer. Don’t write “ gup,” or some will pronounce it “ goop.”
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hands and a profuse shower of inquiries concerning
health and property ; the cattle and the camels
generally coming in for a reminiscence before the
children and the family. To see and hear that pair
before our windows, you would think they were
friends of ten years’ standing at least. Ask one
who the other is, as soon as his back is turned : the
reply will probably be ¢“Bacho Thdin,” or some
other such name, a “ great eater of forbidden things ”
(z.e., rascal).

After this short study you understand, sir, the
insolence of a Turkish Pasha who sits alone, Sultan-
like, upon the central sofa, whilst he places the
Representative, or Mis-Representative, of a first-
class European Power upon a chair, like a servant,
by his side. - Own that when you looked at the
“ Illustrateds,” you did not detect this little-great
matter.
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CHAPTER XVIIIL
WE PREPARE TO QUIT HAYDARABAD..

THE cold weather is now fairly set in. To-morrow,
Mr. John Bull, we start for a trip towards the
south-east, down the Phuléli river. We were com-
parative strangers when we first passed the grim
portals of the Fort: now we say “ How d’ye do?”
to, and shake hands with, every soul stationed in
and around it : this circumstance seems to call for
a little prosing. ]

. You England-English do still, in one sense of the
word, deserve the gibe :

¢ Britannos hospitibus feros ”’

with which the polished pagan branded you. Leta
strange man, a married one will be the best subject,
betake himself to a little town in the-old country,
some Spa or watering-place in which “hlgh!y respect-
able people ” congregate, and where ther.e is no regi-
ment to keep the minds of the community in active
order. The social atmosphere around him seems
torpid, frozen, dead. The families, to whom he has
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letters of introduction, number a hundred names a
head on their visiting lists; consequently they are
not anxious to * extend their acquaintance.” Those
to whom he has not been formally recommended
require a score of questions to be put, and satis-
factorily answered, before they open their doors to
him, even though he be a bachelor. Is he a mem-
ber of the club? Does he live in a fashionable
street? What kind of looking person is he ? How
many horses does he keep ? To what county does
he belong? Is he related to the Smythes of
Smythe Hall, or is he the son of the opulent
button-maker ? and so on.

The residents, for reasons best known to them-
selves, have determined to comsort with residents
only, and imperatively demand, from all candi-
dates for admission to their “ circle,” a term of
three seasons’ stationmary-solitude at the Spa. The
visitors, after enlisting a sufficient number of com-
panions in misfortune, bewail their exclusion and
rail at the exclusives; but they will be by no means
hasty to extend the hand of fellowship to others in
the same predicament as themselves.

The only chance the stranger has is to keep a
dozen hunters, to sing Italian bravura songs, or to
dance a dozen or so consecutive rounds and squares
at cach of the soirées dansantes to which he has
“‘had the honour” of being invited. Then things may
change ; dowagers may become polite, daughters
agreeable: the father may invite him to dinner, and

the brother favour him by ““dropping in to ilmh‘
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a weed.” But if his purse, his lungs, or his legs bo
not capable of such exertions, he will probably find
the provincial Britons very fieree indeed.  Every
bow will be equivalent to a bite, every look present
a mild form of outrage: an affectation of fashion-
able superciliousness and a guindé attempt ut ex-
clusiveness are so painfully apparcnt that nothing
but an ultra-lymphatic or phlegmatic constitution
could support them for the continuance of the
tros saisons de riqueur.

In India how antipodical the change! Who
would believe that we arc the same race? Quite
in the style,

* Cume to my arms, my slight acquaintance,”

we semn 19 resel in our emancipation from Spa-
trrmwy und Watering-place-oppression.  English-
mau w fuw=iguer, in the Service or not, with 200
ar 2000 rupess mwnthly income, a sub-lieutenant
or & umjw-geasszl, here you have nothing to do
T 10wy suwr mund of visits when you arrive
& & . uui 3ox know every one at once. If
vuu wumui e an old acquaintance, he puts his
house a: vowr fisposal ; you become an honorary
nemiss of ug mess ; you join the cleb and the
Iy - uot, e vin please ; briefly. you are as much
a uowe n 3 v«:.a.k as if you had been a year there
by Keepmuiice 8, you kpow. pre-eminently
ti  oaruane *-!m;*,. Not that she f:ﬁtS every-
Wher- Very ey e cODCTAryY : but civilized spots
Tl Ky gre nof, and CARE BT know her,

AP~
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Hotels and clubs,’ the circle and the position, have
ousted her from the places where the polite herd
gathers, have driven her to rusticate in country seats,
and to hold her courts in the semi-barbarous districts
of the Emerald Isle, and the wild parts about Green-
land. In India the poor thing is now relegated to the
“out-stations.” At the Presidencies you will meet her
about as often as at New York, at an English Spa, or
an Italian metropolis. Only, Young India does re-
member the day when the family had a wide-spread
reputation for keeping open house, and for other
similar displays of semi-civilized magnificence. More
polished by furloughs and propinquity to home
than the rough and ready senior, his sire, he has no
longer the will, perhaps he does not quite see the
way, to keep up the honourable and honoured cus-
toms of the last century. Still he feels, and still he
shows, a little shame at the contrast between the
“ flourishing young gallant,” himself, and a certain
“old worshipful gentleman.” That is to say, he
does not desire you to make his house your home,
but he generally has the grace to apologize for not
doing so, and to show excellent reasons which pre-
vent his indulging what you will please to believe
the bent of his inclinations.
A few years ago we might have travelled dressed
partly as natives; now Young India, by which I
1 Mrs. Maria Graham, writing in 1809, says, ¢ There is but one
tavern in Bombay, and as that is by no means fit for the reception
of ladies, the hospitality of the British inhabitants is always

exercised towards new comers, till they can provide a place of
residence for themselvea.”
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mean young Anglo-India, would certainly wax very
violent if he saw us, and disclaim grandiloquently
against our “ morbid propensities” and our *con-
temptible sacrifice of nationality in aping Asiatics.”
At the same time he knows by tradition that his
grandfather, who, to say the least, was quite as good a
man a8 himself, thought the thing no disgrace. I have
learned by experience how largely one gains in point
of comfort and convenience by widening the panta-
loons, and by exchanging the beaver for a tarbish,
Peasants did not run away when I rode through the
fields, nor did the village-girls shrink into their
huts as I drew near them : the dogs forgot to deafen
me with their barkings, and the cattle to fly in
terror at my approach. Finally, when halted, I
escaped the plague of being invested by a host of
howling beggars and pertinacious petitioners, who
insisted upon the fact that such dresses as the
European’s can belong to none but a Plutus or a
Grand Justiciary.

You will, however, remove that strip of stunted
hair which garnishes each cheek ; where did civili-
zation 'go to find such ridiculous disfigurement ?
Your beard is neither black, nor long, nor glossy,
but as it is, so you must wear it. If you carry
only moustachios, every ome will be singing of
you,

¢ The boy of fifty scrapeth his chin ;”

equivalent to remarking that you are a ci-devant
Jeune homme, and bien coquet. Fortunately, it is
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not the withered, sickly-looking affair that con-
cludes many of the European faces which we sece
about camp: henna and indigo, oil and comb—jyou
must not use a brush of pig’s bristles here—will
soon make this important part of you presentable.

And now, a few words concerning the beard,
which even in Frank attire must be respected
You should not wear it too long; the people have
a proverb about long beards and short wits. The
Sunnat, or Custom of the Apostle, directs it to
be cut after two hands and two fingers’ growth.
Moreover, a brush reaching the waist is a more
troublesome companion of travel than a sick wife, a
ladies’ maid, or a daughter in her teens, requiring
black silk bags to protect it from the dust and
sun, oils of all kinds to prevent its thinning, dye
every three days, and so on. You must not clip
it too short, on peril of being a *fast” man. You
must not dye it red, like the brick-dust coloured
beard,

¢1In cut and hue, so like a tile,”

of our old Sindi Munshi: he is a quiet old
gentleman, with a leaning to clerical pursuits, and
his chin shows it. And only the natives of Kachh
(Cutch) wear blue, sky-blue, beards.

In conversation you must caress your beard with
your right hand. If you wish to be emphatic,
swear by it. Be careful in what sentence you
allude to it ; if you speak of anything offensive and
your beard in the same breath, you will have com-
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mitted a ridiwcule which men will not soon forget.
And when you promise by your beard, recollect that
you have pledged your honour.

In society mind to maintain the social status of
your beard as jealously as you would defend your
«¢ principles ” or your political opinions in England.
If a man speak of it broadly, impudently, without
circumlocution, or in connection with entities which
nature did not connect with it ; tamely endure these
things and you lose caste for ever. If a man seize
your beard in anger, you are justified, paganly
speaking, of course, in clutching your dagger and
sending your insulter to “kingdom come” with-
out benefit of clergy. In Persia it is an offence
punishable by law ; even in the lowest ranks a man
would be fined for plucking another by the beard.
The canaille in large cities seldom grow the appen-
dage long for fear of rough handling.

If, on the contrary, a woman, or even a man, in
all the humility of supplication, apply the tips of
trembling fingers to the ‘antennse of your compas- -
sionate feelings,” grant, if possible, the request for
the ‘‘ name ” of your beard.

Never apply the word Kuseh (scant-bearded) to
yourself, or to others, unless hankering for a quarrel,
and avoid calling anyone Bi-rish (beardless), as
nothing can be more offensive than the insinuation.
When a foreign substance, a straw or a grain of rice
for instance, sticks in your friend’s beard, do not
tell him of it bluntly, or pull it out, but look mean-
ingly at him, stroking your own the while; so
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will he take the hint. Always exact a like cere-
moniousness from him.

As regards the mustachios ; if you would live in
friendship with the Sunnis, or (self-named) orthodox
Moslems, trim the centre level with the highest
part of the upper lip, and allow the tips to grow
long on both sides beyond the mouth. Should
you desire an appearance of piety, clip and thin
these ornaments till they are about the size of
your eyebrows. If you would be intimate with
the Shi’ahs or schismatics (so-called by their ene-
mies), allow your mustachios to rival the girth of
a broom-stick, in token of your intense abhorrence
of the false sect that so vilely curtails them. If
you wish to appear a fighting-man, turn the ends
up to your eyes, like a Kurd or a Spaniard of the
old school, and be sure to twist them as you
engage in combat. That is the wagging of the
lion’s tail. If you would pass quietly through life,

let the ends meekly depend.
) I make no apology for the length of this lecture
on beards, ' The man who travels in the East with
the object of mixing with Orientals without know-
ing its use and abuse, is rushing rashly into many
a rare trouble.

Even in these Philister days we are permitted
by ¢ Public Opinion ” to exchange the black tile, the
“father of a cooking-pot,” as the little boy said to
old J. Silk Buckingham, for the fez or tarbish. We
may also stow away our hateful collars; let me
assure that, personally, there is nothing in wild
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travel which comforts me more than to get
rid of “gills” and ties; and I believe that diph-
theria and sore throats would almost disappear if
we never used these poultices except in the coldest
weather. In winter we may wear over our shooting
jackets a Kurti or a Num-tano (a vest made of any
stuff, from cloth of gold to cloth of frieze), padded
with cotton, and sleeved to the elbows. Or we may
prefer the Afghan Chogheh, a robe of fine camel-
hair, somewhat resembling a Carmelite’s frock. In
very chilly weather we can don Postins,' body coats
lined with sheep’s skin or Astracan wool. Hand-
some furs are very much admired, even by Euro-
peans, in these regions ; the expense confines them
to the upper classes. Your cloak may cost you £40
or £45 : however, as

“You have a Mrs. Bull at home, and many little Bulls,”

it is sure to be useful for the second generation
when it ceases to be used by the first. For riding,
I can find you a pair of top-boots—not exactly the
dainty things that accompany ‘leathers” in Eng-
land, but far more useful — a chaussure of soft
yellow cordovan covering the overalls, and extend-
ing to the knee.
Pray remove that useless circlet of base metal
1 These articles are made throughout Afghanist4n ; the largest
may weigh from twenty to twenty-five lbs., and the lightest two 1bs.
The leather worn outside is tanned to a state of wonderful soft-
ness, and then intricately stitched and embroidered. The best cost

from 6l to 8l.; the coarse imitations made in Sind seldom fetch
more than 8s. or 10s, They are still universal in Slav-land.
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called jewellers’ gold, from your third finger, and
supply its place with this ring of pure ore, upon
whose silver slab appears

A @L?’
JAx BUL,

the Orientalization of your respectable name. Now,
your left hand upon the ivory hilt of your scimitar
slung to its belt, a little forwards, please, by way of
hint; your right caressing the puce-coloured® honours
of your chin. So, Mr. John Bull, you might now
travel even through Wahhdbi-land as comfortably
and as safely as Colonel Pelly did.

1 It often happens, when the henna and indigo are not properly
mixed and applied, or when they are used for the first time, they
communicate a fine brilliant cimex-colour to the hair,{more
remarkable than ornamental.
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CHAPTER XIX.
REFLECTIONS ON THE FIELD OF MIYANI.

NEXT to the arrival at, nothing more uncomfortable
than departure from, a * station.”

We ordered our camels to be here yesterday
evening. They arrived this morning, and in what
a state! One is sick; your dromedary has hurt
its leg; two have torn their noses, and all have
lost or injured their furniture. The Sarw4ns, or
drivers, are as surly as ‘“bargees;” they look, and
doubtless they feel, as if they could murder us.

Not one of our Portuguese yet sober! They
were invited to dinner by the messman of the
“Travellers’ Bungalow,” a compatriote ; the result is
that none can walk, one can waddle. The Moslems
have, with all possible difficulty, torn themselves
away from the bdzdr-sirens. And the Hindus are
in a terrible state of indigestion, the consequence of
a farewell feast of curry and rice given in honour
of them by their fellow caste-men.

It is a chilly morning. All our people, except
the Afghans and the Hill-men, look collapsed with

VYOL. II. 25
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cold. The miserables have encased their bodies
in Postins, become Macintoshes by dint of wear;
they have doubled their head-gear, and have folded
the ends of their turbans round their jaws, but
their legs are almost naked, their feet quite so.
Such is the custom throughout the East. Our
Pdrdesi’ horse-keepers crouch upon their heels in a
wretched state, or glide about like unhappy Shades
oer the mournful fields by Acheron, wrapped up
in their dripping blankets, half-paralyzed, and
wretched beyond power of description. It will
never do to leave them by themselves, or they
will work hard to die of torpor. The only way to
cure them is compulsory labour ; make them saddle
the camels, hoist the boxes, tie the Salitahs,® and
trudge along the road as fast as their legs will
carry them.

The first rainy day we have had in Sind. But
a year ago, sir, how you would have grumbled at
the prospect of this inky sky, at the depressing
effect of the slow drizzle which descends with inde-
fatigable perseverance, and,at the damp, * shiver”-
gendering blast ‘which ' scours the gloomy earth !
See the wonderful Might of Contrast. You now
think the weather delightful : you relish the rain as
much as a Persian, particularly the southern Persian,
who enjoys nothing so much as a ride or a stroll

1 Pédrdesi, the ‘ foreigner,” is a name generally given in these
parts of the world to the natives of Hindostan Proper.

* The Salftah is a canvass-sheet used to contain the articles

composing the camel’s load. In cold weather it is converted into a
blanket.

.,
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during a shower which would clear the streets of an
Italian town in five minutes. The murky prospect,
so reminiscent of the old country, here raises
your spirits ; even the chill and gloom have their
delights, after six or eight wearisome months of
eternal azure and gold sky, and an atmosphere
which feels as if lukewarm water were being con-
tinually poured over you.

Talking of cold and climate, I may hazard a few
remarks about the strictures passed upon Quintius
Curtius, an ancient who wrote a history of Alex-
ander’s reign, by “one Rooke:” excuse the style
of designation ; it emanated from the Conqueror of
8ind, and it presently became classical in the pro-
vince.! Curtius had indulged himself in describing
the heat of Mekrdn, on the shore of the Persian
Gulf, as very hot : whereupon the learned gentleman
who translated Arrian remarked tout. bonnement,
“ that the sun should scorch so much in a country
so distant from the tropics, where its rays fall so
obliquely, is incredible.”

I can show you by an experiment what the
glow is hereabouts, even in the wintry month
of November. Stand in the open air, with your
shirt-sleeves tucked up for only half an hour; after
a day or two the skin will peel off, as if it had
been scalded or burnt. During the hot season you
may broil a steak, or roast an egg upon the desert-
sand in a few minutes. Listen to an account of
the sufferings endured by a party of Sepoys march-

1 ¢¢ One Hogg,” (Yek Sw’ar) however, was the original.
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ing, in the heat of the day, through Upper Sind, by
the pen of a well-known traveller :

“A detachment of the regiment of N. L,
escorting treasure from Shikarpore, were passing
the desert in the night, when they mistook the way,
and wandered the greater part of the next day in
search of the track without meeting with any water
to moisten their parched throats. One after one
they dropped, until two officers and twenty-one
Sepoys were lost. The remainder, many of them
delirious, found the track and a stream of water in
the evening.”

Afghanistan lies many degrees north of Mekr4n,
yet the sun kills you there. Southern Persia and
Maskat are situate within the same parallels as the
country about Kech, the capital of the *Ichthyo-
phagi:” about Bushehr (Bushire), you find a
burning wind fatal as the Simim of Arabia; and
the inhabitants are obliged to fly from Maskat to
Matharah during the summer seasons. Thus much
for the heat of ‘“countries so distant from the
tropics.”

Again, the' Rooke falls foul of poor Curtius for
his account of the cold in the land of the Arachotoi.
“ What reader, by such a description, would not
imagine them to have been under the North Pole
indeed? I can assure mine they were very far
from it, being then in a country which lies between
the 34th and 40th degrees of latitude ; and, of con-
sequence, it could not be much colder than Greece
or Italy.” That consequence is a decided non

.A. i i
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sequitur. Hear Dr. Burnes about the winter, as it
sometimes is, in Central Sind :

“While I was at Hyderabad, in January, 1828,
rain fell in torrents for many days, attended with
a sensation of more piercing cold than I had ever
experienced, even in Europe.” The Rev. Mr. Allen,
in Upper Sind, found the day “so bitterly cold,
that he appeared at dinner in his Postin.” And our
soldiers were frost-bitten and frozen to death in
the Afghan passes, whilst the Russians perished in
numbers about Khiva ; both countries being *“about
the latitude of Greece and Italy;” but not, con-
sequently, so genial in point of climate.

The ornithologist “ A. O. H.” says of Sind : “The
contrasts presented by this small province are most
striking. Stick to the central inundation-subject
tracts, where broads of cultivation divide with canals
and irrigation-channels the length and breadth of
the land, and—at any rate, if your trip be made in
the cold season—jyou will be ready, specially if either
ornithologist or sportsman, to aver that Sindh is
the pleasantest of all our Indian possessions; a
climate that is simply perfection: cool, dry to
a degree, bracing; waving fields, picturesque-look-
ing villages, beautiful lakes or lakelets in every
march ; the sun always bright, the sky ever blue
and cloudless, lovely purple hills closing every
landscape in the far distance, and such wild fowl
and snipe (and in places black partridge) shooting !
But stray outside the limits of the tracts, above
all, wander a little amongst the ‘lovely purple
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hills,” to which ‘distance,’ and only a very con-
siderable distance, can lend °¢enchantment,” and
you must either be a geologist or more than mortal
if you do not, after a week or so, conclude that
Sindh is the most ¢god-forgotten-hole’ on the face
of the globe.”* “ A. Q. H.” does not love the Desert.

The field of Miy4dni. There it lies before us, a
broad plain, through whose silty surface withered
stumps and leafless shrubs, rare and scattered,
protrude their desolate forms. It is divided by
the broad, deep bed of the old Phuléli, and it
is bounded on the right by the high wall of the
Shikdrgdh, or hunting preserve, still loopholed as it
was by the Beloch, and on the left by Miy4ni, the
wretched fishing village,” to which capricious Fate
hath given a lasting name in the annals of the East.

Sundry attempts were made to detract as much as
possible from the brilliancy of Sir Charles Napier's
victory.® His despatches, somewhat too popularly
written, were received at first with credulous admi-
ration: in course of time they came to be considered,

1 Stray Feathers, etc., 1873, p. 48.

3 ¢‘Miy4ni,” in Sind, is the general name for the little settlements

populated chiefly by the fisherman caste. Murray’s Handbook says
(p. 488): ‘“ The battle ought to have been named from the Got, or
village, of Zghir Béhirchi, rather than from Miy4ni, which is the
name of the whole district between the Phuléli and the Indus, and
not of any village or place in particular.” I believe this to be an
€error.
3 Especially by the late General Waddington, C.B., whose plan
and ‘‘ only correct account” will be found in Mr. Eastwick’s ¢ Dry
Leaves from Young Egypt” (p. 346). The secret history of this
Report will; I hope, soon be published in the memoirs of Mirzd
Ali Akbar, K.B.
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to be compared with other public and private ac-
counts, to be questioned, to be disputed. It is true
that the few present at the action confirmed their
General’s assertions; but, en revanche, the many
who had not that fortune found out all kinds of
disenchianting details. The Princes were compelled
to fight against their will; bribery and clannish
feuds made our opponents more hostile to one
another than to the common foe; the enemy was
a “vast mob;” his infantry was half-armed; his
cavalry (‘“riders without the slightest discipline or
knowledge of military movements, mounted on
wretched ponies !”) was commanded by a scoundrel
in our pay, and his artillery was worse than useless,
“wretched 6-pounders,” with most of the wheels
secured by cords. Then the editor, the late Dr.
Buist, dashed into the arena. He told the world :
“One square—one charge—and the whole business
was settled.” He remembered that, at the time of
the news reaching England, the late Adjutant-
General remarked, ‘the struggle could not have
been very fierce, seeing that our loss was so very
trifling.” * He concluded the flourish by informing
mankind, that he ‘“had no idea of the way in which
the business was managed,” and made his exit ex-
claiming that Sir Charles Napier had *earned
27,0001, of prize-money with wonderful facility.”
What delighted every military man who did not
allow himself to be black-hearted with envy, was
the way in which the brisk little affair was
fought. Sir Charles Napier dressed his line at
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11 am., unlimbered his guns, and began, not with
charging cavalry at masked batteries, nor with
pushing a column of “murdered men” over a level
plain, swept and scoured by hundreds of cannon,
but by silencing, as a common-sense man would,
the enemy’s guns. An advance en échelon of
regiments; a fierce mélée, no quarter asked or
given, on the river’s banks when line was formed ;
a dash or two of horsemen, and at 1.30 p.m.
the battle ended. It showed once and for all
time how to fight am Indian battle: to shake
the enemy’s line with a hot fire of artillery; to
charge home with infantry and, when slight symp-
toms of hesitation begin, to throw all your cavalry
at the opposing flanks. True, the General’s loss was
only—killed 62 (6 officers), and wounded 194 (13
officers), out of 2800 odd: decidedly not severe;
discipline and tactics prevented its being so. But,
in other hands (it would be invidious to specify
them), the affair would probably not have presented
the suspicious appearance which at once caught the
Adjutant-General’s critical eye. '
The epoch at which the battle was fought set it
off in surpassing lustre. It was, to use a hackneyed
phrase, the “tail of the Afghan storm,” and most
disastrous had been that storm to the lives and pro-
perty of our countrymen, to the Revenues of India,
and, most of all, to the confidence of our conquests.
The commanders of our armies seemed determined
to demoralize the mass of them, the Sepoys, by
giving every work of danger and difficulty to the
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European regiments; at Ghazni, for one instance
of many, four European regiments composed the
storming party. The Sepoys, on the other hand,
convinced of the little trust reposed in their courage
and loyalty, and worsted, not wholly through their
own fault, in many a badly-fought battle, had lost
all that prestige of victory which makes the soldier
victorious. Discouraged by their chiefs, they appa-
rently resolved to merit discouragement.

Then came the battle of Miy4ni, bursting upon
the Indian world like the glories of Plassey, the
brilliant achievements of Sir Eyre Coote, and other
dashing deeds which distinguished past from present
generations. Once more 2800 thrashed 22,000
men, as they ought to do, greatly to the disappoint-
ment of certain old field-officers, lauders of days
gone-by, grim predictors, who “prayed to Heaven
that India might not be lost to us”: much to the
delight of those who felt, as most soldiers did, that
our fighting fortunes had been under a cloud,
that the cloud was at length dispersed, and that
the sun of, victory was once more glancing gaily
and gladly upon our bayonets.

The battle of Miy4ni, and Dabbd, another no less
brilliant affair which followed it, threw Sind into
our hands. It is the only one of the Transindine
Provinces that now remains to us.

A modern writer' on India remarks: ‘OQur
power, which since the days of Lake had remained
inactive, like some huge Colossus, heavy with its

1 The talented author of ¢ Dry Leaves from Young Egypt.”
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own bulk, had suddenly made a stride which planted
us in Central Asia.” But the unhappy Colossus in
question soon found Central Asia, metaphorically
as well as literally speaking, too hot for him.
He remained there for a while, blind as Poly-
phemus, and blundering as pitiably ; at length,
finding that the new position had neither pleasure
nor profit in store for him, he made the movement
retrograde, blustering loudly enough as he went,
but failing to conceal from his brother Brobdigna-
gians, and even from the Lilliputians who had
worked him such sad annoy, that he knew the
retreat to be by no means the thing one boasts of.
We should have held Afghanistdn for at least a
year before abandoning it, and even lately we made
the same mistake in African Ashanti.

Then followed the conquest of Sind which,
being an unpalatable measure to Anglo-Indians and
Indians generally—for who likes to live in a
mélange of the desert, the oven, and the dust-hole ?
—was attacked on all sides.” Every man with a
tongue or a pen had his hit at, it.

The principal objections to the vietor’s policy
numbered two. Firstly, it was urged that the act
itself was an “ atrocious one,” that a quarrel had been
forced upon the Native Princes, and that their eject-
ment and imprisonment were utterly unjustifiable,
even when measured by the elastic rules of political
morality. Secondly, it was asserted that the act
was unwise, and consequently that it should be
remedied by being undone ;
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restoring the plundered property to the lawful
owners of the estate.

With the first question I have nothing to do,
being ignorant of the law of nations, little read in
political morality, and detesting nothing more than
political discussion, of all things, next to polemics,
the most unprofitable and impossible branch of the
science Eristiké. The second point is more in my line.

The old warrior who conquered Sind was never
a popular man in India. He made himself hateful
to the Civil Service, then a powerful body be-
cause connected with the Court of Directors. He
spoke of politicals as ‘‘sharp young men who
know Persian. He accused both civilians and
politicals of unutterable things ; he nicknamed them
“ Cutcherry Hussars,” and only the prestige of his
name and the terror of his illustrious brother, Sir
William Napier, prevented his being recalled like
Lord Ellenborough. He held up Sind as a pattern
before the eyes of jealous India ; he insisted upon a
huge garrison, and he made it a costly acquisition,
without counting his own £7000 per annum. To
the Indian press, his peculiar style of personalities
rendered his name distasteful in the extreme. So
editors, especially the “ blatant beast of the Bombay
T4mes,” as his brother-Scot called him ; and party-
writers, many of them knowing little or nothing
about what they were discussing, but all cunning in
the art of appearing to do so; attacked the Con-
queror in his tenderest point, his maiden conquest.

Evsry blow aimed at it they felt would come home
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to him, consequently they entered the arena de-
termined to plant as many “stingers” as possible,
and careless of fair play, provided they could make
any play whatever against him. The favourite hits
here again were two.

In the first place, ““Sind continues to cost, as it
has cost us every year' since its conquest, some
three quarters of a million annually ; whereas the
Panj4b promises henceforth to yield from a quarter
to half a million a year of freé return.” So much
for the contrast between a conquest made, in the
former case, without pretence of justification, and
one, in the latter, which was forced on us. The
beauty of ad captandum arguments, as they are
termed, is that, somehow or other, they do win the
herd’s heart. Secondly, that instead of preserving
the Indus, “the natural boundary of Western
India,” as our frontier, we have deliberately tossed -
away all its advantages, and have placed ourselves,
our Sepoys, and our stores, in a false and dangerous
position.

Sind is. an Unhappy Valley, a compound of
stone, 'sand, and silt.. The Desert cannot, the
alluvial plains which it contains can, be fertilized.
The country came into our possession battered by
foreign invasion, torn by intestine dissensions, each
of its two dozen Princes being the head of a faction,

1 ¢¢This (1851) is the first year since 1841 in which the income
of British India has exceeded its expenditure ; the balance of from
half a million to a million and a half, which for ten years past has
annually stood against us, is now transformed into one of a quarter

of a million in our favour.” Such was the assertion after the Con-
queror left.
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and almost depopulated by bad government. It is
therefore an exception to the general rule of our
Eastern conquests. Experience in the Indian penin-
sula has taught us not to expect the full amount
of revenue raised by the native Princes, our prede-
cessors ; here we may hope, if I mistake not,
eventually to double it. True, our wants are not
trifling : immigration on an extensive scale is hardly
the work of a day; irrigation requires time and
expenditure of ready money ; and, finally, the
influx of hard cash, which the country must have
to thrive upon,' is an outlay of capital which rulers
are apt to make grudgingly. Something has been
done ; more remains to be done; and much, I am
confident, will be done.

The regenerator of Sind is the Indus. As yet it
has been the fate of that politically hapless stream
to suffer equally from friend and foe. Lieutenant
Burnes, its discoverer in modern days, magnified the
splendour of its advantages to an extent which raised
expectation high enough to secure disappointment.
He made light of the “snags,” easily remedied the
“gawyers,” ‘and found that ‘the 'disadvantage of
having no ports for shelter, nor harbours accessible
to vessels of burden, was ‘“more imaginary than
real.” An ‘““Indus Steam Navigation Company ” was
formed in England, and an agent was despatched
to Bombay for the purpose of settling preliminaries :

1That the agriculturists may not pay their rents in kind—a system

of raising revenue the most unsatisfactory of all, on account of its
being open to certain embezzlement.
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there operations ceased. The public felt the reaction
from enthusiasm and speculation to total apathy.
The disappointed, and they were not few, de-
preciated the value of the “noble river” with all
their might and main, as a vent to their ill-humour.

But apathy and ill-humour both had their day.
Presently it was suggested that the little steam-tugs
employed on the Indus were incapable of'developing
its resources, and it was proposed to substitute for
them the large river-boats after those which had
been adopted on the Ganges. And, lest the march
of improvement should halt at the river, it was
resolved to improve the ports, to lay out lines of
road, and to erect caravanserais for the benefit
of travellers, The “Indus Steam Flotilla” was
a long step in advance, and the railroad, when
finished, as it soon must be, will be a longer—we
shall see them both on our down-march. Such
measures lead to prosperity, especially when under-
taken, not with a Conqueror’s fitful energy, but
with the steady resolve of an Indian administra-
tion; even the deadly climate must eventually
yield to the effects of drainage and to the proper
management of the inundation. The Unhappy
Valley will, I venture to predict, in the course of
years lose its character; and in the evening of its
days become the ““ Happy Valley.”

As regards our position being weakened by
passing beyond the Indus: Sind is, in the opinion
of every sensible man, exactly the frontier we require.
‘What can be more favourable than an open plain for
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the evolunions «f a diseipbnad army *—what more
imaginary than the existence of “ mamural boun-
dariés ? "—more fancifal than the advanmges to be
derived from a deep river, a hne of mountains, or
any of Nature's works as fronuers !

The occupation of this Province should act
beneficially upon our Eastern rule, in two wayy,
actively and passively.

Lower Sind forms an excellent base for warlike
operations, should they be required, against the
turbulent people to the west and north-west. Con-
sidering the question commercially, Kardchi, liko
Aden, has long eclipsed all the petty harbours which,
studding the neighbouring coast, once formed so
many inlets for our commeodities into Central Asia.
Should we, in future years, imitating the wise and
politic conduct of the early Portuguese, ostablish
detachments in forts and strongholds, acquired by
purchase or conquest, along the southern shores of
Mekrdn and the Persian Gulf, where the Euphrates
Valley Railway must run, it will be in our power
to regulate the stream,of trade in whatever way hest
suits our convenience ; meanwhile, we content our-
selves with diverting it into our own channel,
Kardchi lies on the direct route from England to
the Panjéb and the North-Western Provinces of
British India. It has not yet been made a depiit
for the reception of military stores destined for that
part of the country, but the measure has long heen
Proposed, and will doubtless eventually be carried

into exeeution.
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The passive advantage we secure by the posses-
sion of Sind, is simply that we have crushed and
ousted a hostile power, which might have been,
although it never was, dangerous to us, its neigh-
bours. The fierce, hardy, and martial barbarians of
the Beloch mountains and Eastern Persia can no
longer consider Sind their general point de réunion :
unsupplied with the sinews of war by the lords of
the low country, and scattered by the want of a
leader to head them, a single regiment of irregular
cavalry and the British name have already sufficed
to check their predatory propensities.

Another good which Sind did us. Every few
years, Mr. Bull, you and your household suffer
from a kind of disease, an intermittent fever called
Russophobia and, during the attack, you become a
haunted man. A skeleton sits before your roast-
beef, robbing it of all its zest ; direful visions, partly
the spawn of distempered fancy, partly the deformed
exaggerations of a real danger, abstract from your
usually heavy slumbers half their normal quiet.
At times you start up, dreaming of bankruptey :
you rush to the window expecting to see, strange
portent ! a wolf at your very door. Such is the
nature of the fit: when it passes off it is succeeded
by the usual revulsion ; you laugh at your fears, you
make light of the ghost, and you prose out many
sound and sober reasons, all proving the phantasm
to have been an ‘ airy nothing.”

But Russophobia was not based upon nothing,
Russia then contained the elements of the power if
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not the actual and present capability, to do all that
Napoleon predicted she would do. She intended
also to do it. It was not without reason that she
directed the whole of her influence against the self-
sufficient semi-savages and barbarians of Central
Asia, that she toiled to supplant us in Persia,
that she overran Afghanistdén with spies, and that
she lavished blood and gold upon the pathless
steppes that stretch eastward from the Caspian
Sea. Russophobia, I repeat, was in those days no
dream : it was a distorted vision of possibilities.

You open the map, Rawlinson’s or Gordon’s.
You produce and fix on your spectacles. You
bend over the page, and pass your finger slowly, very
slowly, along the ten, once twenty-five, degrees which
still separate the nearest limits of the two Empires.
You pause here and there, especially when a streaky,
caterpillar-like line, which means a mountain, a
huge white space dotted with atoms to denote sand,
or the frequent words,  Great Salt Desert,” attract
your eye.

True, sir, mountain and salt-plain, river and
desert, lie; in the way, but what earthly obstacle is
impassible to genius? Nddir Shah, an uneducated
barbarian, with a few thousands of undrilled Per-
sians, marched from his capital ; forced the terrible
passes of the Afghan; subdued all the ferocious
tribes that met him, and reached Delhi, the core of
India, how triumphantly, his loss, some hundred
men, may tell you. What N4dir could do, others can.

The possession of Sind did much to calm your
VOL. II. 26
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fears, and to prevent their reacting upon the people
of India. You recognized the value of an outpost
which would close to the enemy all but one route,
that through Afghanistén and the Panjéb. There
he would have been compelled to meet us upon a
plain country, where his savage auxiliaries could
avail him little, and where your men are, to say the
least, as good as his. You feel that every year, as
artillery and projectiles become more ponderous, the
value of the Indus, at once a moat 650 direct
miles long, and a‘line of transport which can
carry 100-ton guns as easily as the enmemy his
12-pounders, greatly increases. Your invader can
no longer occupy the lower Valley of the Indus;
he can create no division by a flank movement on
Kachh, and your war-steamers secure you against
danger from the Persian Gulf. Briefly, we have
blocked up all but the most trying and perilous
entrance to India, and we have placed ourselves
in the most likely position to debar our assailant,
should he enter India, of all chance to return.

And now, a third of a century after the con-
quest of Sind, I marvel, and, moreover, I am
ashamed, to hear of India being threatened by the
Muscovite. Afghanistdn has lost all power; the
Panjdb is in our hands; Kashmir and Nepdl are
mere dependencies. The one line, open in the days
of Ranjft Singh, is cut off. And the course of Russian
conquest since the Crimean War is wholly against
her troubling India. With the necessity of growth
which belongs to young communities, as well as to
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individuals, she has grown eastwards when she
could not grow southwards. She has committed the
fatal but inevitable error of forcing her dominion
upon the most fanatical tribes of the Moslem world.
She is ever advancing her frontier to meet that of
China, and when the rival-cousins do meet, war
will never cease. Truly we have no reason, for half
a century at least, to feel fear of Russia. The
Russophobists are, for the present, men of the
past, except that Europe seems suddenly to have
discovered that half of her area is held by the
Slav race, and to be much startled by her own
discovery.

The short and bloody page which our ill-judged
invasion of Afghanist4n has inserted into the annals
of India under the English, reads a lesson as to
the peril of “territorial aggrandizement” in that
direction. It is now an old, old story; but its
enduring interest is that, as the thing happened
once, 8o it may happen again. Would it irk you,
sir, were I to waste a few words upon the dangers
into which we heedlessly rushed, and which over-
whelmed us, because we were unprepared for them ?
“So don’t do it again, dear,” as the maternal
parent is wont to conclude a domestic lecture, will
be, bien entendu, the gist of my garrulity.

In ruling peoples like the Afghans, the Per-
sians, or the Arabs, we have three great difficulties
to contend against: the action of their national
faith, the social position of their women, and the
nature of their penal code.



52 Sind Revisited,

Except in history, or in a few scattered tribes,
there is no such thing as patriotism in Central Asia;
its locum tenens, as a bond of union, is religion or
bigotry. The Persian will openly tell you that he
cares not one iota whether Kajar or Frank walk the
streets of Teheran, provided that, firstly, his Mulld,
secondly, his wives, be respected. Popular writers
on Eastern subjects are prone to err in this par-
ticular.' With much poetical feeling they institute -
a comparison between El-Islam and the Dead
Knight of the medieval legend who, when slain by
a bolt, was carried by his charger over the field,
causing as much confusion to the foe as if the rider’s
arm were still doing, as wont, the work of death.
This is strength of simile, deficiency of sense. They
universalize from the individual instance which par-
ticularly comes within the range of general Euro-
pean observation, the un-Sublime Porte, and they
blunder grossly, as observers who adopt such style
of deduction do, and must ever do. El-Islam is
still in all its vigour, fervent and deep-rooted in the
hearts of men—I am speaking of the mass in Central
Asia; not of corruptions in Syria and elsewhere—

1 See Mr. W. O. Taylor’s ¢ The History of Mahommedanism ”—
published by the Society for Promoting Christian Knowledge.
That author’s simile, and many of his subsequent assertions, as
that ‘‘the spirit and vitality of the Mahommedan’s faith have
departed,” . . . . “the very Mussulmans themselves confess that
their faith is in a rapid process of decay,” etc., etc., are intended to
show off by contrast, ‘‘ the recuperative energies’’of Christianity,
. and its ¢ principles of restoration within itself.” This is injuring

the cause of Christianity. False, partial, and specious pleading
fails in the closet, though it may snooeed in a court of law.
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as it was when it first sprang, Minerva-like, in
panoply from Mohammed’s brain: that it retains
the ardent activity of youth, together with the
settled strength of mature manhood, its system-
atic propaganda in Africa may prove. During the
early part of the present century the Wahhdbfs
of Eastern Arabia made a movement which would
not have disgraced the days of Umar. They arose
with the same intention of spreading their Faith
over a plundered world ; they failed, not for want
of energy or will, but because they lacked the
means of success. Nations are now better guarded
against these human typhoons: the war-canoe
and the bow are not likely to do much against
the Iron-clad and the Woolwich-infant. But
there is nothing easier than to preach a Jwhdd,
or Holy War, in Central Asia.

The position of strangers and infidels in lands
teeming with bigotry and fanaticism must be fraught
with danger; the countless prejudices of the Mos-
lems are so many rocks upon which the current of
events could not fail to dash us, . In the presence of
British equity the Mussulmén Sayyid and the
Hindu sweeper stand on the same footing ; but let
the latter strike or insult the former at Candahar,
and what is the result?* The Moslem returns
home, tears his beard, dashes his turban to the
ground, assembles his friends, threatens, cabals, and
agitates, till he raises a tumult which, if circum-

1 T quote this instance because many remember its taking place
in Afghanistén.
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stance favour it, may end in rebellion and massacre.
Most of these Levites might, it is true, be con-
ciliated, bribed, and converted into spies upon their
flocks. But what a degrading position for the first
Asiatic nation in Christendom to place itself in, to
rule by sufferance and by purchased obedience !
Many of them, moreover, like the Irish priest, are
out of the reach of douceurs, because money is
no object, and the rank which they hold amongst
their countrymen would be lowered rather than
raised by the favour and countenance of their anti-
religionists. These men are the most influential,
therefore the most dangerous, part of the sacred
community. Offend one of them and, if events
favour it, there will be a * Holy War.”

To meet the occasions for which Koranic reve-
lation, in this matter like many others, forgot to
provide, Rasm, or the established *country-custom,”
is virtually admitted throughout the world of El-
Islam to an equality with Holy Writ. The inspired
ordinance upon the subject of adultery, for instance,
has been found by experience worse than useless:
but it ¢s inspired ; it cannot therefore 'be altered,
although it may be transgressed. So, in all purely
Moslem nations, men are allowed to take the law
into their own hands, and summarily to wash out
with blood an affront offered to their honour.

A few months after Sir Charles Napier had
conquered Sind, he issued an order promising to
hang any one who committed this species of legal
murder.  Abstractly just, it was uncommonly
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tyrannical. It was as if the Allied Army at Paris

‘had denounced duelling and, in spite of all the
prejudices in its favour, which made the proceeding
become a practice, had systematically shot every
man convicted of an “affair of honour.” The san-
guinary custom of the Moslem world overwhelms
with ignominy the husband or son of an adulteress
who survives the discovery of her sin ; he is taboo’d
by society; he becomes a laughing-stock to the
vulgar, and a disgrace to his family and friends.
Even the timid Sindis every now and then were
driven to despair by their dishonour; a few cases
might be quoted in which, with the rope round their
necks, they avenged their outraged “ shame,” and
- died, rather than drag on a scandalous existence.
The greater part of the community amused them-
selves with shrugging up their shoulders at the
Frank’s outlandish ways, and, discontented with our
new punishment of blacking the offender’s face,
shaving her head, and leading her, seated a I’envers
on an ass, through the bdzdr, to be pelted and
hooted by boys and beggars, made prevention their
motto, the bolt taking the place of the sword.

Such could not be done in many parts of Central
Asia. The nature of the subject, Mr. Bull, forbids
its being approfond:i. suffice it to say that, for
many reasons, were the fear of the scimitar removed,
the scandalous scenes certain to occur would pass
description. Then the finale, ‘‘the Shame of the
Moslem is broken,” and “ Allah will aid in the good
Fight against these Accursed.” The murder of
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M. Griboédoff, the Russian Envoy to the Court of
Teheran, resulted from the misconduct of his suite :
the teterrima causa being, as usual, at the bottom
of the affair. And in Afghanistdn, next to the
dissatisfaction produced by our diminishing the
galaries of the chieftains who held the passes; and
the intrigues of the worthless despot Shujd’, who,
with an eye to finings and confiscations, incited his
nobles to rebellion ; ranks high, among the causes of
our disasters, the universal discontent excited in the
breasts of the people by the conduct of their women
under the new rule. The grievance was taken up
by the class which in El-Islam represents the priest-
hood ; ensued a Jihdd, whose objects were plun-
der and revenge; and then, as the Moslems say,
“ what happened, happened.”

Our punishments, too: how contemptible they
must appear to the ferocious barbarians that incur
them! The Afghan is detected stealing; he looks
to have his right hand chopped off: we lodge him
in what he considers a luxurious retreat, where he
can eat, drink, doze, smoke, and abuse the Frank
in plenary animal satisfaction.' He appropriates his
friend’s spouse : instead of perilling life or limb, he
knows that these benevolent fools, his rulers, will
hang the husband who harms him. Overheard
blaspheming, a crime for which he would be stoned
to death amidst the ferocious exultation of his
fellows, he now can laugh: under our rule sacrilege
is not a capital offence. He commits murder, and

is detected ; he expects nothing but a horrible

_ R
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death, to be suspended by the ankles, and
chopped in two like a sheep hung up in your
butcher’s shop, or to be flayed alive, one of the
most excruciating tortures that human ingenuity
ever devised.! He smiles when he is told that
he is only to dangle for an hour at the gallows,
without the prospect of being left there to feed
the crows; or that he is simply to be shot with-
out the preliminary of being bastinado’d till sensa-
tion by slow degrees is expelled his form. And,
finally, the mere fact of a True Believer being
put to death by Infidels, always suggests the
Palm of Martyrdom.

The natives of Central Asia are to be con-
trolled by strange and terrible punishments. In
the early part of the present century, that mighty
soldier of fortune, Mohammed, or as you learned to
call him, Mahomet Ali, of Egypt, defeated the
Wahh4bi Crusaders, and made himself master of
El-Hejaz, the Arabian Holy Land. Immediately
after the decisive victory at Bissel he began the
work of intimidation by slaughtering three hundred
prisoners who endured the disgrace of surrender
with the hope of saving life. But he was careful
not to put them to death in a common way ; he cut
some to pieces literally by inches; many he impaled,
and he blew others from the mouths of his can-
non, so as to render anything like a decent funeral

‘1 They begin by separating, with a kind of scraper, the skin at
the soles of the feet, and then tear it upwards by strips till the
sufferer expires with agony and the shock to the nervous system.
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impossible. The brave and sanguinary Ibrahfm
Pasha succeeded to the office of Executioner-General,
and in 1833 the Sublime Porte added to the family,
with other investitures, the command of the Red Sea
ports, and the privilege of conducting the Hajj, or
Pilgrim-caravans. The Egyptians, however, found
difficulty in holding the newly-conquered country :
they were abominated by the wild inhabitants be-
cause they shaved their beards, spoke a strange
tongue, and freely indulged in military license.
Assassinations became of daily occurrence, massacres
of small outposts was the next step in advance, and
the victors were beginning to fear that a rise en
masse would conclude the scene.

A bright thought struck the old man. He knew

that it was conferring a favour rather than otherwise
upon a Bedawi murderer to behead him ; to hand
‘the carcass over to its friends, and to allow every
little villain to be embalmed in memory as a mar-
tyred saint on earth, and to become a blessed spirit
in heaven, carried about in the crop of a green bird.
He had tried impaling upon a small scale: he
resolved to extend his operations and to see the
effects of the novel and horrible punishment.

Perfect success attended the attempt. Even
Ishmael’s spirit quailed at the sight of the stake.
The wild Arab could endure the death; he could,
not the idea of its consequences. The body of
every malefactor was doomed to the hungry dogs
and vultures ; no holy rite could be performed over
it ; a last resting-place in this world was denied to

P .
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it, and what might not happen to it in the next?
The stake triumphed.

I believe, Mr. Bull, it would be in the power of
any military commander to reduce an Afghan, Per-
sian, or Turkoman province to perfect submission,
to “ turn ” as their phrase is, the “ tiger into a little
goat.” Thus: A village, I will suppose, refuses to
pay its tax, and the headman sends you a polite
message inviting you, dog of a Frank, to come and
take it. You bluster a little, to give your part
vrarsemblance, at the messenger with the bold
broad face; you make a few preparations for attack-
ing the rebel, ostentatiously as you can ; presently
something happens ; you allow the project to die in
embryo. You keep your secret to yourself and you
smilc alone at the altered manner of those around
you. When the arrogant headman has determined
that yon are a Nd-mard, “‘a no man,” a coward, one
fine night, as the moon is rising, you find yourself
with a few hundred horsemen quietly jogging on
towards the village of Shaykh Mohammed. You
reach it in due time, you post a reserve for fear of
fugitives, and you carefully set fire to half-a-dozen
huts in as many different directions. The wretches
try to run away, you kill all the men ; the women,
who would pick out your eyes with their collyrium-
needles, and the children you make ‘‘Bakhshish” to
your soldiers. You conclude by levelling the place
with the ground, and by walking your pet charger
with the high-sounding name over and across it, that
the world may say, “ Verily, he rode Ghurrawn over
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the homes of the Sons of Ytsuf!” And, finally, you
erect, in memory of the exploit, a Kalleh-mundr,’
a round-tower of stone with regular lines of heads,
perhaps with live bodies of prisoners, cemented by
lime into the outer courses of the masonry: the
Shaykh, I need hardly say, occupying a position
more eclevated than his clients. After which, believe
me, you will be pronounced every inch a Mard
(man), soldiers will swear by you, subjects will be
proud to obey you, not a walad but will consider
you a hero! ““Did he not kill one hundred men
in one night and burn their fathers? in quicklime ?”

It is needless to say that no British officer could
be found to commit such enormities, and that, were
one found, a worse than the fate of Haynau would
await him at your hands. But, hating cruelty, your
taste verges towards the other extreme—an unwise
clemency, far more cruel than wise severity. Some
claptrapping journalist never fails to catch and dress
up for your taste a sorry tale about the horrors of
the last siege, or the acts of violence which soldiers
will commit during and after the excitement of battle.
Youread and believe it: it is re-told and re-read till

! Literally, a ‘“ minaret of skulls.” ‘

* This expressive phrase literally means that the progenitor
is in the place of Eternal Punishment. If a man’s corpse has been
cremated instead of inhumed, the opprobrious term ¢‘sons of
burnt fathers ” would descend and adhere to the third generation
with admirable confusion of the literal and metaphorical. When
you say, ‘“I will burn thy father,” you threaten to make the
individual addressed laugh the wrong side of his face ; and so
on. The phrase is not only expressive, it is also various in its
expressiveness.
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the General, if he be weak enough to regard “ Public
Opinion,” in the form of press-cant, or an ignorant
public’s credence of it, is deterred from doing his
duty, from acting as he knows he should act. This
has happened so often, that the very Asiatics
have learned to shape their conduct by its pro-
bability. When a refractory feoffee gives up his
sons as hostages to an Indian rajah, he feels that
the matter is earnest, for he is not capable of such
Roman virtue as to sacrifice his children for the
good of his people. To us, on the contrary, he
sends them with a light heart. The boys will be
fed and cared for ; possibly they may be educated
to make useful spies: in the meantime the father
takes the field against us, as soon as he finds it
convenient to do so.

Mind, sir, I do not want permission to erect
minarets of skulls, or to hang my hostages. But I
think we may claim, and that you should concede
to us, some slight relaxations of prejudice; for
instance, free leave to modify and proportion punish-
ment to the wants of a newly conquered people, as
long as we avoid such barbarities as torture and gene-
ral massacre. Where you imprison I would always
flog the poor and fine the rich. I would never
hang a Moslem without burning his corpse with
some solemnity and, when sounded about the proba-
bility of my taking a hostage, I would reply by a
gesture, mutely eloquent, which questions the possi-
bility of discovering a certain tint in my organs of
sight. And in military executions I should always
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prefer blowing from a gun ; it is far more humane
than hanging or shooting, and now you know its
use.

Allons, let us retire to our tent and indulge in
the natural somniferous consequences of reflections,
preachments, lectures, and all sermons. You see
where it is pitched : the weeds are of a brighter
green, and the shrubs are a little taller than their
neighbours : some hundreds of our fellow-creatures
are thus doing their last duty by the Old Parent.
We will not mention this fact to our servants, if
you please, otherwise the fellows will be seeing
ghosts —O that I could catch sight and have
speech of one!—and hearing goblins the livelong
night.

- How the jackals astonish you after a month’s
escape from their serenade. The moon shines
bright and the air is pure and cool, a state of things
apparently much to the satisfaction of the Canis
Aureus. If you peep out of the tent-door you will
see the graceful scavengers now scampering over
the plain, then stopping for a moment to bay, then
again bounding off, springing playfully as kittens
over one another’s backs. Yon greyish senior has
taken up a position close to our canvas-home, the
better, I suppose, to oblige us with a * Charivari.”
The cry resembles, according to some, the scream-
ing of a human being in agony ; others liken it to
the loud wailing of grief; in fact, there is no end
to the unlovely similes which it has provoked from
the sleepless and justly irritated traveller. The

pe N
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~ French, if T recollect right, produced a series of
mono- and dis-syllables which, strung together, were
supposed to give an idea of the nightingale’s note.
Take these words:
Wsh! wah!! wha-a!!!
I smell the body of a dead Hindu ;
‘Where? wha-re?? wh-a-a-re??t
Here ! hee-re!! he-ere!!!
Pronounce the first and second lines as rapidly as
your lips and tongue can move, Mr. Bull, emphati-
cize the “ where” and the ““ here ” by aspirating the
“h” as an Irishman does when he threatens to whip
you, dwell dolefully upon the medial vowel, and
after a little practice you will pass for a jackal
before Billy, your son. And at last you will enjoy
the jackal’s serenade, which connects itself with the
memory of moonlit nights, of cool crisp air, and of
the illimitable freedom of the glorious Desert.
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CHAPTER XX.

DOWN THE PHULKELI RIVER TO SUDDERAN’S COLUMN.
THE STEPMOTHER.

'WE must start betimes this morning ; sixteen miles
before we reach breakfast, and fourteen more ere we
come to Sudderan’s Column, dinner, and bed. Our
road lies along the channel of the Phuléli : I must
call your attention to this watercourse ; it is interest-
ing in more points than one. There are tweo of the
name, the old and the new ; both part from the left
bank of the Indus, between Miy4dni and Unnarptr ;
the former, now scanty of water, beginning north of
the latter. The length is some forty miles ; the mean
breadth is about 350 feet, here widening to nearly
double, there shrinking to half that size, while the
winding reaches seldom exceed a mile in length.
The turns are sharp, and sometimes close together,
acting as natural locks to impede the progress of a
volume which, flowing uninterruptedly, would draw
off half the water of the Indus; possibly, despite all
precautions, some day it may become the Great
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thick clay; the opposite bank is as shelving as the
other is abrupt, and the bottom, of hard, caked silt,
was once covered, where the channel broadens, with
long and large holms of light sand drifted by the

eternal winds. Deep pools of stagnant water, some

of them a mile round and more, then studded the
bed; and during the season for the Kharif, or
autumnal crop, there was scarcely a puddle within
convenient distance of the bank which was not made
subservient to the purposes of agriculture.

Sind, like India, has two crops. The Rabf’a, or
vernal (sown in autumn and reaped in spring), com-
prises wheat, barley, and gram (Dolichos biflorus),
sugar and tobacco, vetches and vegetables. The
Kharff (sown in spring and reaped in autumn)
produces rice, holeus, and the various panicums or
millets ; the chickling wveteh, cotton, indigo, and
other dye-plants, as safflower and madder; condi-
ments, as fennel, mint, coriander, red pepper, and
cummin-seed ; inebriatives, as hemp and opium ;
medicines, especially senna; greens, onions and
garlic, carrots and turnips, egg-plants and sweet
potatoes ; - spinach ‘and ‘fenugreek ; ‘country-sorrel
and oil seeds, with the exception of the 74cinus
which is perennial. It is hardly necessary to note
such minute divisions as the Pishrds, or first-fruits,
in June to February, for cotton and sugar, or the
Adhdws, in April to August, for Juwdr (Sorghum
vulgare), here the staff of life, and for Mung
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