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PREFACE.

—_———

IN presenting this second volume of my autobiography
in India, I must take the opportunity of offering my
sincere thanks to those who have so generously sup-
ported the publication, as well as to the editors of those
journals who have honoured it with their approval.

Full of defects as the work is, it is, I venture to say,
an honest autobiography, in which, in accordance with
its name and professed purport, *“self " is the all-per-
vading topic, whether for good or evil.

I mention this because some even of my friends have
expressed disappointment that I have not entered upon
sundry subjects of general importance, which they kindly
think I might have been qualified to discuss.

To prevent further misunderstanding, therefore, I
would wish to point out that, with the desire to make
my work what it professes to be, I have abstained from
entering upon any subject, however important or sensa-
tional, in which ‘¢ avros,” or ego, is not at least to some
extent concerned. Thus, the crow which I watched
from my window finds his place in my pages, whilst the
Afghan war and the Bengal famine are unnoticed.

Hoping that my principle, as thus explained, may be

a *
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understood, and that the omission of great subjects may
not be set down to indifference or self-sufficiency, I will
now call attention to a rather choice specimen of a
¢ yeview *’ so-called, which T think it desirable for many
reasons to exhibit.

The position of a “ reviewer ” in the present day is
a remarkable one. He enjoys and exercises a privilege
which would not be allowed to anyone else; but that
privilege, I venture to say, is confined to the criticism
of what is stated in the work which he is reviewing.
To travel out of the facts or incidents related, or to
pervert or misrepresent them, and then, under the pre-
tence of reviewing, make them the ground of personal
abuse and vilification, is, I imagine, an unjustifiable
abuse of the privilege conceded to him by the public.

A painful instance of this abuse has taken place in
connection with the first volume of my work.

The Saturday Review, after a series of puerile and
foolish criticisms on trifling points, has ventured to
make the most palpable misrepresentation of facts stated
in my book, and then upon these misrepresentations
has based the most malignant remarks, injurious in the
last degree to my official character.

Under ordinary circumstances, I could well afford to
pass over such malicious dealing with the contempt
which it deserves, but there is, as my readers generally
know, grave matter at the base of my autobiography,
and misrepresentation affecting my official character,
secretly conveyed to high quarters, might be prejudicial
to my cause.

I have, therefore, thought it right to protest against
this calumnious ‘¢ review,” and I now in explanation
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publish a letter which I addressed to the editor of that
journal.

This letter will speak for itself, as it quotes several
of the passages in the ‘‘ review” which I have thought
it right to denounce.

Some correspondence has since taken place between
myself and the editor on the subject, and though he has
received and answered my letters with courtesy, no
satisfaction has been given, and an attempt at explana-
tion given by the ¢ reviewer’’ himself has only made
matters worse.

To turn from this unpleasant subject, which I have
most unwillingly introduced, I would wish to say a few
words regarding the illustrations in my work.

I confess myself to have been disappointed with those
given in the first volume. The fact is, that the process
was new to me, and I did not fully comprehend its
peculiarities. Further trial and experiment have now
given me a more correct appreciation of it, and I trust
that my readers will recognise a considerable improve-
ment in the present volume.

The several portraits given in this volume appertain
by right to the period embraced in the first; but I was
not sufficiently familiar with the process till it was too
late to introduce them. They are all likenesses of
well-known individuals, and their autographs will show

their identity.
W. TAYLER.
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TO THE EDITOR OF THE SATURDAY REVIEW.

SIR,

I do not know whether it is etiquette for an
author to address the editor of a paper in which his bopk
has been reviewed, but I trust you will not object to my
writing a few lines in regard to the article published in
T'he Saturday Review of the 17th of January, criticising
the first volume of my Thirty-eight Years un India.

I readily plead guilty to the smaller mistakes in words
and letters, which you have so carefully pointed out; I
confess to having written ¢ Sir John,” instead of ¢¢Sir
Henry " Lefroy, and I am truly ashamed of having
deprived Colonel Hillier of one of his ‘“1’s,” especially
as he will just now, as head of the constabulary in
Dublin, require them both ; but I do not quite take in
your charge of ‘‘ egotism,” as ‘“ego’” is my avowed
topic, and as to ¢“ Cheek,” I can only say that for the
twenty-years during which I knew the family, and was
intimate with them, their name was ¢ Cheek,” and
nothing else.*

With regard to your grave displeasure at my calling
myself an ‘‘ extensive grandfather,” I will only say that
as since those words were written I have become a great
grandfather, the word *‘ expansive,” or ‘ superabundant,”
might be a more appropriate epithet.

Having briefly touched upon the minor peccadilloes, so

carefully catalogued by your impartial reviewer, I must
now revert to other and more serious maitter.

* The reviewer accused me of converting Cheke into Cheek
¢ comically.”
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Ifind it written in your article—‘ Mr. Tayler is made
a scape-goat for others. Some mysterious persons had
& positive distaste for the fine arts, and passed their
time in devising cunning excuses for not promoting Mr.
Tayler to high honour.”

Now I appeal to yourself to say whether this is not
pure invention. Not one hint or allusion to such a
state of things is to be found in my book. Where, I
ask you, do I refer to ‘“ mysterious persons’ ? I specify
one individual, and point out that, for an object of his
own, he endeavoured on one occasion to deprive me of
an appointment on the plea of my ‘love for the fine
arts.”

The person I mentioned, and by name, was Mr.
Halliday, not a ¢ mysterious’’ but a very substantial
person.

Can misrepresentation further go ? I do not here
allude to the misstatement regarding my having *‘no
turn ” for music, as I did not in my book mention what
was the fact, that I had sufficient ¢ turn ”’ to enable me
to play the flute at the Philharmonic concerts.

But totally irrespective of these minor ecriticisms,
which, though exhibiting a persistent spirit of hostile
disparagement, are too puerile to deserve any lengthened
notice, I consider it due to myself, and perhaps to you,
to point out another instance of misrepresentation, so
serious as to be altogether unjustifiable.

I refer to the description you have given of my resump-
tion proceedings. I here quote the passage :—

“ The most malevolent critic, the most vicious of those
unseen and spiteful foes whom Mr. Tayler is always
conjuring up, could never have penned anything more
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damaging to his reputation than the account of this
memorable transaction, as given by himself, after the
lapse of more than forty years.”

And again—

¢« What is this to an ofticial (not & sub-commissioner
under the Irish Liand Act) who can knock off cases by
the hundred, none of which could by any possibility, as
in rent suits, turn on the same points. For each tenure
of land there must have been a separate sunnud.”

This is the version you have taken upon yourself to
give to the transaction.

Allow me to point out to you that it is from first
to last an unjustifiable misrepresentation, exhibiting a
sublime ignorance or malignant enmity.

For, firstly, every one of the suits did *‘ turn on the same
point,” namely, the absence of the party, who failed on
due notice to appear.

And, secondly, there were no ¢ sunnuds’ whatever
to be examined.

The perusal of my narrative, if you had condescended
to read it, would have shown you the real facts.

Perhaps you will now refer to it, and you will then
find that on the transfer of these suits to my Court,
finding that all preliminary proceedings had been com-
pleted by my predecessor, and that the parties had
failed to appear, or produce any proofs of their titles, I
did what was the only thing possible under the circum-
stances, viz. passed the order for resumption.

The number of suits thus disposed of, I may here
observe, had obviously nothing whatever to do with the
principle or process, whether 7, 700, or 7,000.

As to the ‘unseen and spiteful foes,” which I am
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“ always conjuring up,” where, I ask you again, is there
sign or symptom of such ‘‘ conjuring "’ ?

‘““Foes "’ I have, and, no doubt, ¢ spiteful’’ ones, and
some ‘‘unseen,”’ though not unsuspected—mnone but
a ‘“foe” could have written or suggested your review—
but my ‘“foes” I can count on my fingers; friends,
I venture to say, are many, and not ¢ unseen,” as will
be apparent when my book is finished.

I now appeal to you, as a gentleman and public
journalist, to take such steps in the matter as you may
see fit, and as truth and honesty demand, and at all
events to publish this letter.

A reviewer, I am well aware, can criticise, ridicule, or
abuse both book and author with impunity, but he may
not, with impunity, misrepresent facts.

I am, Sir,
Your obedient servant,

WiLrLiaMm TAYLER.

March 19th, 1882.
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THIRTY-EIGHT YEARS IN INDIA,
FROM JUGANATH

TO THE HIMALAYA MOUNTAINS,.

CHAPTER I

TRIP TO SEGOWLEE—JOURNAL RESUMED.

Wish Eden good-bye, and start for Segowlee.—Visit to Mr. de
Meiss’s Factory and others.—Cross the Lake at Moteeharee.
—Drive to Segowlee.—The Eccentric Buggy-horse.—Reach
Segowlee.—Meet my old friend Colonel Martin.—Review of
the 4th Regiment of Cavalry.—Take Picture of Troop and of
Officers.—Grass-cutters.—Scene with Sick Camel.—** Muha-
beer ” the Idiot.—Major Rowland Hill joins me.—Start from

Segowlee for Nepal.

Having, after my return from Sonepore, as described in
my first volume, renewed the daily journal of my wan-
derings, I think it as well to reproduce it as it stands,
as, though to some it may appear tedious, 1t gives a
better idea of the places, mode of travelling, and occa-
sional incidents, than any I could compile at this dis-
tance of time, and may therefore be interesting to those
who care for the details of Anglo-Indian life.
11, 1
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On the conclusion of the Sonepore festivities, I
returned to Dinapore, and after a day or two passed
with my young friend Eden, I wished him good-bye,
and on the 26th of November 1848, embarking on a
light skiff, crossed over from Dinapore to Punahpore
Ghat, opposite Nasreegunge.

The only incident worth mentioning, during my short
stay at Dinapore, occurred on the first night, when at
Eden’s house. I had retired to bed in peace and com-
fort, and not a little sleepy, when, in the middle of the
night, I was suddenly aroused by an awful sound of
rattling in the room, first in one spot, then in another,
with oceasional pauses, followed by still louder crashes.
Eden’s pet monkey, which was fastened at one end of
the room, had suddenly broken his chain, and was
rushing about with half of it at his tail.

A pleasant ride of about eight miles, through a tract
of verdant and richly cultivated land, brought me to
Mr. De Meiss’s factory, just as the glorious unclouded
sun sank to rest behind a grove of luxuriant mangoes.

This factory is situated on the banks of the ¢ Mahee "
river, a most picturesque and pleasing spot, said to be
remarkably healthy. Mr. de Meiss told me they had
never known a case of cholera at the ‘actory, even when
it was raging in the neighbourhood; but, strange to
say, that very evening a coolie had been seized with it.

Mr. de Meiss, besides managing his indigo plantation,
breeds horses on a small scale. He has two promising
little well-bred colts in his stable, which call the cele-
brated Arab ¢ Ecarté ™ father.

On my way I was much struck by a magnificent
species of grass, which rises to the height of eighteen
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or twenty feet, and bears a large and noble head, or
spike of flowers, from two to three feet long.

When in early florescence, the blossom is of the most
beautiful bluish-pink hue, which gradually melts into
silvery white.

It is called ““talsu” or ¢ kanra” by the natives,
and is used for various purposes. The flowers are made
into ropes, the leaves are used for thatching. The grass
is generally planted on the banks which separate and
surround the cultivated field, as, if in the field, it would
impoverish the soil.

The country about here is densely populated, and
though every inch of ground is under cultivation, all the
produce is preserved for home consumption ; so at least
says my host and his companion, Mr. Fitzgerald, a
highly intelligent gentleman.

After a sound and refreshing sleep, which lasted until
the morning, coffee brought to my bedside aroused me
to consciousness. I went out with Mr. de Meiss, and
took a sketch of part of the indigo works, river, &c.—a
characteristic view, comprising realities peculiar to the
spot.

My servants started at 10 o’clock, and I followed at
half-past 1 in a buggy of my host’s.

The turn-out was decidedly local : a high buggy of
unknown antiquity, with stiff springs; a hood tattered
like a gipsy’s tent ; a bony horse with a distressed tail
and melancholy face, but an unmistakable goer.

This combination shook me and my companion over
eight miles of a highly phrenolggical road, with strongly
developed bumps, to the banks of the river, where a
pony of Mr. de Meiss’s awaited me; four miles on hum,
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and as many more on my own ‘ Dumpling,” brought
me to the Ghat, on the banks of the Gunduk, on the
opposite side of which was my pet ‘‘ Eothen,” whose
portrait I have given in my first volume, with his mild
big eyes, who brought me comfortably in at fall of eve
to Mr. Studd’s factory at Seraiah. Here a good dinner
and a warm bed closed the day.

The country through which T passed, save some few
green spots, was low and uninteresting, chiefly covered
with paddy.

The most remarkable fact I saw en route was a little
inp, counting certainly not more than four years of
existence, riding a burly black buffalo, whom he guided
and punched, as fancy suited him, with the most auto-
cratic nonchalance. No lady on a couch could have
appeared more comfortable, or lolled with greater luxu-
riousness of ease, now at full length along the beast's
back, now with the legs hanging down, and the chin
pillowed on the dorsal vertebree ; every attitude and pose
imaginable this little brown nudity, with enviable ease,
attained and changed at will.

November 28th. — Rode out with Mr. Inglis before
breakfast to see and reconnoitre pictorially the cele-
brated lion of Seraiah, “Bheem Singh’s stick,” about
two miles from the factory.

This is the myth :—Bheem Singh (giant, hero,
itinerant, origin and family unknown) was taking a
walk with a banghy load on his back. This being &
voluntary task, he became sick of it, deposited his load
in one place, and, after another stride or so, stuck his
stick into this spot, where it has ever since remained.

The banghy loads are represented by two large
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mounds of earth at some distance from the stick ; these I
had not time to visit. The stick itselt is a lofty column !

I returned to Dbreakfast, and afterwards, at the
solicitation of my host, drew a rough sketch of his
horse ¢ Nimrod,” the winner of the hurdle-race at
Sonepore.

We then went, accompanied by cold meat and beer,
to the ‘“lathee” (stick), where I drew the pillar, my
companions making a very comfortable drawing-room
for me in the buggy, the shafts of which were supported
by two Hindoos and a bamboo.

We then refreshed ourselves under the banks of the
magnificent Peepul, and I started in Mr. Studd’s buggy
for my next halting-place, Dooriah, while my comrades
went off in another direction with horses and dogs to
seek for hares, which are numerous in this district.

A drive of four miles with a capital horse, by the
Kalpoorah factory, brought me to ¢ Eothen,” who had
been sent before. He carried me merrily on to the
Dooriah factory, where I was hospitably received, fed,
and cherished by Mr. Gale, in return for whose kindness,
dreadful to relate, I upset and smashed a monster bottle
of gin, inundating his table and carpet with the odorous
contents, and in self-retribution staining my own draw-
ings, which will smell of gin for the next month.

Wednesday, November 29th. — I make it a point
during this weather never to stir till the world is
decently warmed, not only because it is more comfort:
able, but because, both for myself and servants, I am
convinced it is far more healthy.

Fog, damp grass, and nipping cold are ungenial and
unwholesome comrades to an empty stomach.
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““ To shake hands with the newly-risen sun’ is said
by an old writer in Blackwood to be a very fine thing
‘“ after a night upon the heather.” The sentiment is
poetic, but in the cold season in India the sun newly
risen i1s a most unpleasant sun. He gets up with a
dirty face, and his hands are cold and clammy.

So if travellers in India take my advice, they will
make much of themselves in bed (I speak of cold weather,
of course); at 7 o’clock rise and dress comfortably,
and not sally out upon their way until fortified with
breakfast. This I did this morning. When I left my
room the whole house smelt violently and reproachfully
of gin, and I observed servants scrubbing the victimised
table frantically.

Three horses of Mr. Slade’s transported me in a
buggy to Mr. Daunt’s house, the prettiest spot I have
yet seen.

The place is called Sahibgunge, and is a large mart
for saltpetre and grain.

After a luncheon of praiseworthy wild-duck, beer, and
salad, Mr. Daunt drove me in his dog-cart half-way to
Rajpore (about three miles), where 1 took horse, and
rode leisurely in. Mr. Slade had dined, so I joined
him at his tea, and finished at 9 o’clock with a beef-
steak, and that happy termination of all our troubles—
bed.

There is in this neighbourhood, some five miles off, a
very curious and extensive mound of earth, with a large
brick-built circular edifice at the top of it, touching which
tradition says that it is commemorative of the deposit on
the spot of one of the divine Boodha's quarters, when
that deity was divided into four parts. Credat!
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Thursday, November 30th. — Left Rajpore after
breakfast, Mr. Slade driving me the first stage, and then
leaving me with his buggy and two horses to make my
way to Peepra, some fourteen miles from Rajpore.

I reached Peepra at about 12 o’clock, and finding
that Mr. and Mrs. Wyatt were in the district, I mounted
“ Eothen” and rode on at once to Moteeharee, where I
was kindly received by Mr. and Mrs. Fletcher. Here,
to my great delight, I received the last two budgets
from my dearest wife, which had been following Lord
Dalhousie, and then me, for the last fortnight, having
been sent in his private packet with Sir J. Hobhouse's
despatches.

Friday, December 1st.—Paid visits to the residents of
Moteeharee—two families—and inspected the post-office,
after which we crossed the lake and had an hour’s
shooting,

I bagged three brace of partridges, a quail, and a
hare. We crossed in an extremely ricketty vessel called
a boat, but in truth merely a ‘““‘tar”’ tree (fan palm)
scooped out. |

To preserve an unbiassed equilibrium in a standing
posture in such an affair required some dexterity.

Moteeharee, or ‘‘ the Pearl Necklace,” as the word
signifies, 1s remarkable for a series of horse-shoe lakes
which form a corresponding set of peninsulas. They
are supposed to be meandering points of a former river,
but how cut off and isolated deponent sayeth not. They
form beautiful sheets of water, and are a great ornament
to the station, which consists of three houses, one sugar-
factory, and a bridge.

Saturday, December 2nd.—Took a view of the lake
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from Fletcher’s house, and after luncheon drove with
him to Segowlee, a distance of fourteen miles, where we
arrived just as the shades of night closed around us.

I had here the pleasure of shaking hands with my
kind and excellent friend, A. P. Martin, whom I men-
tioned in my first volume, and whom many years before
I had known a thin bachelor, now a stout father and
husband. He received me as his guest, and the pleasure
of our meeting, I need scarcely say, was mutual.

The horse which had brought us in the last stage of
our drive belonged to Major Rowland Hill. A note, allud-
ing briefly and mysteriously to a certain impetuosity and
waywardness of disposition, and giving sundry admonitory
hints as to his management, was sent to me from the
animal’s proprietor by the hands of a ¢ shutur sowar "
(camel-driver).

This account of our steed was confirmed by the
syce, who begged us in an under-voice to enter the
vehicle quickly and cautiously, because the horse ¢ stood.
up ! 7 accompanying the intimation with an action of his
hand intended to represent the movement.

These warnings did not serve to inspire confidence,
and it was with some inward misgivings, bravely dis-
guised by our outward seeming of indifference, that
Fletcher and I entered the buggy, I undertaking the
steerage ; and, sure enough, no sooner were we in than
the beast commenced a series of undulating plunges,
presenting us with a succession of different views ot his
back and tail, the latter part of him, with its supporting
quarters, being (apparently with malice prepense) pointed
at us first on one side, then on the other, with alternate
wriggles and an incipient elevation, as if threatening
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each time a plant with his heels, and it needed the con.
stant and repeated assurance of the syce to convince us
—what, however, proved to be a fact—that he ¢ never
kicked ”’ and had ‘“ never killed anybody.”

We continued, however, to make ourselves small
and, like *“ Bob Acres,” sit ““ edgeways’’ in each corner
of the vehicle until these spasmodic undulations and
threatening bounds (after a cruel episode in which the
crupper parted company), gradually subsided into a
steady and slapping trot of at least twelve miles an
hour. |

Sunday, December 3rd.—A quiet day. Rode out in
the evening to choose a spot for an intended picture of
the 4th Irregular Cavalry.

Enjoyed this day the delights of another long letter
from my beloved wife, which had again been following,
first Liord Dalhousie and then me, for some days.

Monday, December 4th. — Early this morning there
was a stir and excitement throughout the station, and
between 7 and 8 o’clock a large troop marched by my
tent, with camels, standard, &c. &c., the soldiers in full
accoutrements, and the native officers in picturesque
attire.

After breakfast we all adjourned to the grove pre-
viously selected, and after forming a tableau vivant, under
the trees, of the actors I intended to introduce, I set to
work and got through the composition of the group
(which comprises twelve or fourteen principal figures) on
the ground.

Tuesday, December 5th. — The whole day passed at
the picture. Drove with Hill in the evening, and had
half an hour’s ‘“ scene-painting ”’ at the trees after dinner.
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IWednesday, December 6th. — FEncore le tableau. As
we rode through the lines in the evening I was much
amused with several scenes.

It is now the time of the Mohurrum, the great
Mahommedan festival, and all the Mussulmans are
relieved from duty, and more or less in a state of
excitement.

Here and there groups were seen in their yellow
quilted dresses engaged in the elaborate genuflexions
peculiar to the sect, while the strange, wild cry of ‘¢ Allah
el Allah ”’ sounded at intervals.

We stopped for some time to watch a process
which I had never before seen.

A rebellious and obstinate camel had lain down where
he had no right to lie, in the opinion of his attendants,
and refused on any terms to rise, and there was accord-
ingly a gathering to raise him, willy-nilly, and the scene
was absurd.

Two bamboos were cleverly inserted under his belly,
one just behind the elbow of his fore-legs and one was
just before his hind ditto, cross-ways. Five or six
fellows on each side seized each end of the bamboo, and
at a given signal commenced a hearty ‘ heave all to-
gether,” while the whiskered trooper, with a rope fixed
into the recumbent’s nose, pulled away like grim death at
that tender organ, diverting the monotony of his task by
an occasional punch on the head or kick under the jaw,
as his caprice or convenience might dictate.

The old camel, however, was not to be had.
““ Grinning horribly a ghastly smile,” until his ¢ open
countenance ”’ appeared likely to split, and uttering an
unearthly groaning, he contrived to make such a dead
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weight of himself that the assembly were fairly non-
plussed.

Once, aided by an extra strong heave, they succeeded
in raising him a few inches, when—crack went both
bamboos, and down settled our friend firmer than ever.

We left him in statu quo.

I am told that this is not an unfrequent trait in the
camel character. |

In the evening we all adjourned to a large bungalow
to witness a troopers’ ‘¢ tomasha,” which consisted of
sword and buckler playing of sorts, &c. &e.

Thursday, December Tth. — Strolled into the lines
in the evening in search of the picturesque.

I have done injustice to the camel. He is dead.
It was not therefore obstinacy, but exhaustion, and while
his tormentors were punching and kicking him, the poor
wretch was dying, and had no friends !

Friday, December 8th. — Perpetual picture, which
progresses well and satisfactorily. Dined at R. Hill’s.

The officers of the regiment are very anxious that
my picture should be engraved, and are exerting them-
selves to obtain sufficient subscribers to meet the
expense.

Segowlee is celebrated for idiots, cripples, deaf and
dumb, and the goitre! There is an amiable fool who
frequents the house here, and is on high terms of privi-
lege and intimacy with the officers; a sturdy, well-built
fellow, with a frame of iron and a right merry counten-

ance, with a ringing jovial laugh that is pleasant to
hear. |

His great amusement seems to be to follow one or
other of the officers and chat every now and then,
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charging a tree like a bull with his shoulders, uttering
at the same time a sort of invocatory shout to Ram or
Mahadeo, while the concussion of his shoulders against
the tree sounds like the distant boom of a twelve
pounder.

There appears to me a considerable ¢ method in his
madness.”’

Another of his fraternity is a woman who walks
about and howls horribly.

Sainrday, December 9th.—This evening Major Hill
held a parade of his regiment, and a pretty and exciting
sight it was. The bright yellow dresses and red breeches,
high boots, and steel caps, form an extremely picturesque
costume, and are seen to great advantage when the men
are in a body. The regiment was nick-named the
““ Yellow Boys.”

Being just after the Mohurrum, the troop was a
little out of practice, and as many of the men had been
newly-mounted on unbroken fillies (purchased at the
Sonepore fair) and other untamed steeds, there was not
so great steadiness in their movements as there might
have been.

Indeed, it is to me a marvel and mystery how they
managed such rabid quadrupeds at all.

It was all very well while they were standing still,
and even at a steady walk there was no outrageous out-
break—nothing, at least, beyond an occasional shriek,
plunge, kick, or such trifle : but no sooner was the word
““Trot ” given, and the movement commenced, than the
most frightful screams and wuncontrollable caracolings

and plunges commenced, far beyond human power to
control.



THE REVIEW OF THE ‘‘ YELLOW BOYS." 15

Anyone acquainted with the real nature of the
Indian horse will understand the scene. I have treated
of him and his peculiarities in my first volume.

Barring these accidents and unavoidable defects
the regiment appeared in gallant trim, and went
through its manceuvres beautifully.

‘““ Eothen”’ became highly excited, and his master
little less so. The only rather ludicrous part of the
scene was afforded by the trumpeter, a great big fellow
in rich crimson.

Now in these corps the word of command is given
by the trumpet.

This man was mounted on a great white horse,
with a Roman nose, oyster eye, and pink nostril, not
highly educated. When the manceuvre of retreating by
alternate squadrons commenced, and the sham shooters
(the native troopers so call them) were rattling and
scrimmaging over the field, firing away at imaginary
foes like so many fire-spirits, the trumpeter’s horse
became unpleasantly restless, and every time he raised
the trumpet to his lips, or rather, stooped his lips to
the trumpet, and slackened rein, away scuttled old nosey
and splutter went the trumpet in broken and incoherent
gaspings, like an asthmatic madman.

Sunday.—A quiet day. Wrote and closed my letters
to my dearest wife.

I start for Nepal on Monday.

Though it is not my habit to draw on Sunday, I
was tempted with a sketch of some grass-cutters’ tattoos
returning with their loads, as they are decidedly objects
worth recording.

There are some hundreds of grass-cutters, one for
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almost each trooper; and early in the morning these
fellows sally out in troops, bestriding their plucky
little steeds in eccentric and unimaginable attitudes.

They remain out all day, and in the evening there
are seen the same number of what appear, at a short
distance, to be itinerant or locomotive haycocks, but
which, when nearer, are found to be the identical tattoos
toddling along under an enormous load of dhoob-grass,
their little blood heads bobbing and nodding under
their supernatural load ; a tape fastened to the bridle
passes over the top of the haycock, and is tied (more
orientali) to the pony’s tail, and he 1s thus steered from
behind.

Monday.—Martin’s dear little baby was christened
by the Patna clergyman, who came over for the occasion.
Major Hill was one of the godfathers, and I stood proxy
for an absent friend.

The next day I bade farewell to all my friends,
excepting Major Rowland Hill, who, to my intense
satisfaction, had proposed to accompany me on my trip

to Nepal.
At 6 p.M. we both entered our palankeens, and when

we reached the river, some half mile from the house, we
suddenly heard, to our astonishment, a loud and hideous
howl. It was * the idiot Muhabeer,” who was evidently
waiting for us, and who escorted us to the banks with
his usual musical accompaniment.

He was not to be shaken off and I heard his merry
laugh in jovial confabulation with R. Hill, as we started
from the other side of the river which he had crossed

with us.
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(HAPTER II.

MY JOURNAL CONTINUED.

Journal continued. — Preparations against Cold.— Start wl

Rowland Hill from Segowlee.— Detention on the Ko
—Reach Bichakho. — The River Raptee.— Escort sent b
the Rajah to meet us.—The Bhanrea, or Hill Porter.—H:
form and character.—Dinner and bed in Tent.—Picturet
my compauion in early morning.—Start on Elephants.—Ror
land Hill's fishing efforts.—Disappointment.—Skill of Natis
Fisherman. — Sheeshuguree. — Muharoodru - Khutree. — T
‘“ Dandhee.”—Aurrive at Chitlong.—Find the Seraee oceupit
by a ¢ big " Captain.—Refuses to turn out.—Are received ho
pitably by a “small” Captain.—The Nepal Troop leaves i
Seraee on a Shooting Excursion.—Approach Kathmando
—Are met by a Brother of Jung Buhadoor.— A ffectionst

embrace.—Reach the Capital, and are received at ¥
Residency. :

Awarg, before I commenced my official tour in
cold season of 1818-49, that my postal wanderif
would lead me to Segowlee, near the frontier of Nepd
and well knowing how much Nepal itself contains whid
is new and interesting to a traveller and artist, I b
resolved to visit the far-famed valley of Kathmandoo.
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Major Thoresby, the resident, to whom Sir John
Low, my fellow-passenger on board the steamer, had
written on my behalf, was good enough to facilitate the
expedition by a clear description of the route, with dis-
tances, time, and manner of travelling, and promised to
depute an escort on the part of the Nepal durbar, with
an elephant, to accompany my steps and aid my
progress.

On my arrival at Segowlee, as described in the last
chapter, I was fortunate enough to secure a compagnon
de voyage in the person of Major Rowland Hill, com-
manding the 4th Irregular Cavalry; a gentleman not
unknown either to fame or to fortune, a tried soldier, un-
tiring itinerant, inveterate sportsman, cherisher of a beard
rivalled only by the homo barbatus of Father Mathew, and
last, though not least, a right merry companion.

At Patna, acting on the considerate advice of Major
Thoresby, I had laid in an extra store of warm and
consolatory vestments, being tenderly alive, personally,
to the pain and discomfort of cold.

One particular device in this branch of my prepara-
tions I shall ever pique myself upon, and strongly
recommend to travellers in general, and Nepal visitors
in particular.

From a piece of warm, thick, and comfortable soft
English horse-blanketing, I manufactured, in addition
to thick coat and waistcoat, a pair of extra panta-
loons, exactly a size larger in all points than those
which I ordinarily indued.

The satisfaction derived from this outer article, re-
movable at pleasure, was beyond description.

At first starting on a morning’s march, my legs,

2#
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thus made much of, preserved a very endurable tempers-
ture, and afterwards, when a risen sun and walking
exercise induced a conscious sense of superfluous cloth,
relief was simple and obvious. I recommend the hint
to Mr. Murray, if ever he publishes a hand-book o
guide to Nepal.

‘“ Here the traveller removes his coat; here he take
off his trousers "—would be a striking passage in suchs
work,

The evening before I left Patna I had exhibite
myself in my elaborate costume for the amusement o
my hosts, Mr. and Mrs. Loughnan, and their guests, anl
I here present the contrast in the two equipments.

Tuesday, the 12th.—We had started from Segowlee I
the fond anticipation of reaching ¢ Bichakho ™ at ea]
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dawn, and thence making our first march at once; but
these delusive hopes were rudely dispelled. At 7 o’clock
in the morning our palankeens were bumnped down on
the ground, and we found that we had still twelve miles
to go, while our petarahs* were yet far in the rear.

The glorious suowy range, with its fore-ground of
dark and frowning mountains, was before us. We
exchanged looks of undisguised chagrin, as we poked
our night-capped heads from the palkee doors; but we
determined, at all events, to wait for our petarahs, as in
them were all the edibilia for the next two days.

After halt-an-hour’s patient waiting, the ‘‘banghy-
walas ’t came up, puffing and grunting, and we started
for our last stage, first through the long coarse grass,
reaching the bearers’ heads, and then through thick
forests of splendid sal trees, whose crimson flowers
glistened gloriously through their green setting. The
bearers made great demonstrations, shouting and hal-
looing vehemently to scare (as they said) any inquisitive
and fasting tigers that might be prowling about !

At about 12 o’clock we emerged from the forest,
and entered the bed of the ‘“ Raptee ”’ at Bichakho. At
once the whole features of the scene were altered :—a
pawn, or public-house, of an entirely different build ; people
utterly unlike either Beharees or Bengalees; strange
dresses, strange baskets, new language, and stout legs.

The bed of the Raptee is at this season, and at this
spot, nearly dry, and presents a large space covered
with boulders of moderate size and all manner of

* Peturah—rtin travelling-box.
1 Bunghywalas—the men who carry the petarahs.
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colours, with a meandering stream of running limpid
water, pleasant to look at, but it is said to be unhealthy
to drink ; as the natives describe it, ¢“ it takes possession
of your stomach "’ (*‘ Pet men dukhil kurta ").

In the midst of this stony plain we pitched our
little shouldaree, a small tent supported on two poles, just
big enough to contain our two charpoys (beds) and a table
for meals.

‘_ . i

N\

=
-

Tue CHaRrPOY.

Here we found awaiting us a military escort consisting
of a jemadar, a havildar, and sepoy, deputed at the kind
suggestion of Major Thoresby, by the Rajah of Nepal,
to escort us, with an elephant, and a host of hill porters
remarkable for merry faces and big calves ; each of these
fellows carries a ‘* dhoka' or basket, made of cane or
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Nerarese Escorr.

bamboo, like a gigantic pottle, small at the bottom and
capacious at the mouth. This he carries on his back,
fastened by a band, which crosses his forehead. When
he stops for breath he frequently rests on his stick,
which he places under his basket, illustrating the riddle
of (Edipus, by exhibiting the rpiraror moda, or third leg
of his mystic being.

After the basket itself is crammed, they heap all
sorts of things at the top.

When really fatigued, the bearer rests by leaning
backwards against the rock or bank, and relieves
himself by gasping exhalations.
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TpiraToy moda.

‘“ Bhanrea,” or hill-porter, is ‘‘homo canephoros
entirely. He is never seen without his ¢ dhoka” or
basket, and if Buffon’s theory is right, will, in the
course of ages, have a hunch on his back, a dorsal
callosity like a camel, sign of perpetual bearing.
‘¢ Khoosh-mookh,” * merry-faced "’ rascal | however heavy
his burthen, his head is light ; the fellow, unless scratch-
ing, is always laughing. Row him, and he laughs ; kick
him (as I have seen), and he laughs all the merrier.

No fleshly antithesis can be more striking than
that which is represented by the sturdy mountaineer of
Nepal when compared with the native of the plains, but
more especially the Bengalee.

There is an independent straightforward ¢ look-you-
in-the-face ” abandon in the one, the very antipode of
carriage and expression to the other’s supple * jo-
hookm "'* servility. This contrast is rendered more

# Joshookm—+ Whatever your order.”



24 THIRTY-EIGHT YEARS IN INDIA.

Nerarese Escorr.

bamboo, like a gigantic pottle, small at the bottom and
capacious at the mouth. This he carries on his back,
fastened by a band, which crosses his forehead. Wben
he stops for breath he frequently rests on his stick
which he places under his basket, illustrating the riddle
of (Bdipus, by exhibiting the prarov moda, or third leg
of his mystic being.

After the basket itself is crammed, they heap all
sorts of things at the top.

When rcally fatigued, the bearer rests by leaning

backwards against the rock or bank, and relieves
himself by gasping exhalations.



THE BHANREA, OR HILL-PORTER, 25

TpLTATOV  TOdA.
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No fleshly antithesis can be more striking than
that which is represented by the sturdy mountaineer of
Nepal when compared with the native of the plains, but
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forcible when you are suddenly put down, as we were,
in the midst of them, and for the first time, after long
assoclation with the other Indian bipeds.

Directly I got out of my palanquin I was surrounded
by the fellows, each with a grin, more or less merry, on
his dirty face—Dbold, and yet not a bit impudent. They
all had caps on their head of coarse cloth, somewhat like
an Englishman’s soiled night-cap of days gone by.

FayiLy Grour oF PEAsANTs,






B b

it s

O

R~
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Our long journey gave us a voracious appetite, and
attractive as were these groups of dirty fellow-creatures,
we turned to our breakfust at once, and with exceeding
relish. After that, as it was far too late to start on
our march, we consoled ourselves with sketching. I
took a rough view of the Serui, and booked a group of
peasants.

We then took a quiet stroll along the bed of the
river, and after a simple and most enjoyable dinner,
turned into our beds and slept soundly.

Wednesday, the 13th.—My first impression on awaking
in the morning was the picturesque effect produced
by my companion in bed, with a Neapolitan night-cap of
cerulean blue, tipped with a bright red tassel; his own
extensive beard slightly dishevelled by nocturnal repose ;
pipe in hand, a cup of coffee on the charpoy, with a
number of Vanity Fair before him. ¢ Fop,” a pet
spaniel, on the bed, and ¢ Grouse,” another, below it ;
petarahs, camp-table, empty bottles, sanguinary raw
joints of mutton suspended on the poles, and blending
harmoniously with the more subdued red chintz of the
‘“‘ shouldaree "’ lining, and all the other paraphernalia of
an Indian itinerant. This unusual and romantic com-
bination produced a most picturesque ensemble, which I
have faintly pourtrayed in my sketch, and to effect which
I made a great martyr of myself by heroically exposing
my hands and arms to the tender mercy of the cutting
alr.

Acting on the principle laid down in a former part
of this journal, we scrupulously comforted ourselves with
chops and other hot meats before we started. Our
intention was to ride on ponies, but the Nepalese jeladar
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made it a particular request that we should mount the
elephant, evidently with a view of outward seemlness
and dignity; and, partly to please him, and pastly
because it did not otherwise jump ill with our own 1deas,
we sutfered ourselves to be elevated to the ** howda "—s
most uncomfortable seat, covered with black velvet, and
an uncompromising iron rail, evidently ntended fo
Baboos, and not for gentlemen with straps to then
trousers. When fairly mounted, away we went, over
big stoues, and then through rich forests, every step
showing us a diversitied and widely romantic scene.

Halt-way we dismounted tfor luncheon, and by
5 o’clock we reached Hetounda, a most picturesque
place, entirely surrounded with noble mountains, and o
the banks of the Raptee, the stream of which was her
much larger than we had yet seen it.

My companion, who was enthusiastic in piscatorial
propensities, rushed to the stream with flies and rod, and
fished till dark, but without catching a single fish. |
went to bed with a terrible rheumatic head-ache.

1'hursday, the 14th.—At Hetounda we lett the tent
behind us, being informed that we should find a most
comfortable hotel at Bheempedee. .

We started, on our established principle, after break-
fast, on the elephant, and passed through a diversit)
of romantic and picturesque scenes. 'Lhe irrepress-
ible Raptee presented its sinuous stream every five
minutes, and we crossed it some twenty-five or thirty
times. At a place half-way we astonished the minds of
some unsophisticated natives in an assemblage of about
five huts, dignified with the name of village, by the
ceremony of tiffin, spread out in great form along the
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squared trunk of a tree. Before we arrived at this spot
we had encountered a native angler, whose movements
and devices afforded us much amusement. He had a
very delicate rod, a single piece of hill bamboo, with a
line and a little clumsy brass hook, which he baited
with a most unpleasant-looking sort of grub or maggot,
found by the river side ; but his skill was marvellous;
he knew every likely spot in the tortuous Raptee, and
running a few yards before us, had generally caught a
fish or two before we came up to him.

He was accompanied by an active wiry boy, who
alded his operations in a manner entirely new to civilised
fishermen. At each chosen spot the youth rushed into
the water and grabbed wildly at the stones, just at the
point of the rapids or falls, for the purpose, as afterwards
explained, of rousing such of the piscine tribe as might
have sought for refreshment and repose under them.

Why fish thus disturbed and excited should more
readily be taken in by fictitious baits is not to me only,
who am a novice, but to my companion, experienced in
the ways of the finny tribe, a marvel-—but it was clearly
successful.

The whole of this march we passed through the
most romantic scenery—rich forests, stern and frowning
mountains, with the restless, fretting Raptee, winding
and gushing along, making wild music among the stones.
As we approached Bhempedee, there was an appearance
of partial cultivation, varied by a few patches of green
and yellow, with enclosures of low stone walls, exactly
like what I remember in Derbyshire.

The resting-place or Seraee (Anglice, Hotel) at Bheem-
pedee, so called because the deity Bheem put his foot
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in it during a walk, was a two-storied brick building
with sloping tiled roof, at the foot of a stupendous moun-
tain with a narrow path, the route of our next march,
discernible from below.

The upper story, reached by a precipitous ladder,
was occupied by ourselves and various perambulatory
Orientals ; and the mud floors, bare walls, and ricketty
pillars, combined with the noise, the dirt, and the smoke,
afforded a combination of disagreeables under which i
reflected high credit upon us to come out jolly.

Friday, the 15th.—At Bheempedee we bade farewell
to onr elephant, and started at about 7 o’clock, aftera
breakfast lamentably but necessarily light (as we hal
almost exhausted our edibles), to breast the ascent of
Sheeshuguree.

We accomplished the ascent manfully, and though
we occasionally turned round, pretending to be smitten
with love of the picturesque (which might by cavilling
minds have been considered open to suspicion),
admire the ““ view” below, yet, taking all circumstances
into consideration, we did, as I said, accomplish the
ascent manfully.

At Sheeshughuree we were met and greeted by
Captain  Muharoodru-Khutree, who has charge of the
fortifications, consisting of two or three stone walls with
embrasures for a gun or so, and a narrow inlet with 2
sentry mounted upon it. He was a pleasant-faced and
very gentlemanly man, and conducted us into a cosy
room, with a warm carpet and a very comforting fire-place.

Here we concocted a scrambling but most acceptable

breakfast, and I took the opportunity of a vacant hour
to draw a sketch of my host and his little boy.



OUR HOST AT SHEESHU-GHUREE, 31

MuHAROODRU-KHUTREE AND Son.

After breakfast we again started on our march for
Chitlong. Descending the hill we had just toiled up
during the later part of this descent, which is ex{remely
precipitous, we both trusted ourselves for the first time
to the tender mercies of the ¢ dandhee,’ the character of
which is illustrated in the sketch. To ride in this little
bit of dirty cauvas, fastened only with two hooks to a
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wooden pole, and thus suspended, helpless and ungrace-
ful, to trust oneself to the support of men with only
human powers of equilibrium, down a narrow pathway
of two feet wide, covered with loose and ragged stones,
with a precipice of several hundred feet at your side—
to do all this voluntarily requires decided pluck, courage,
and a most confiding disposition. To be happy under
such circumstances and scream with laughter, as myself
and my companion did, is a high flight of heroism !

At the bottom of the pass, and as soon as ever I
was delivered from the canvas prison, thankfully conscious
of solid bones, and while the peril passed was fresh In
our memory, I portrayed my companion as shown in
the picture.

Immediately beneath the Sheeshuguree Ghat is a
noble stream, which dashes and roars along over masses
of rock, its translucent waters positively animated with
fish (trout and muhaseer). My comrade here again
essayed the capabilities of his tip-top rod, but without
success. Whether from the cold, or the transparency of
the water, or from a deliberate and malicious pleasure in
baffling a civilised fisherman, the victims would not bite,
and the fisherman was in despair.

While these efforts were in progress, I completed
my sketch of the dandhee, and astonished an old woman
in a most picturesque village built on the very edge of a
foaming stream, by requesting her to sit for her profile !

When the piscatorial efforts were fairly completed,
we started once more on our ponies, and after a few
yards progress saw a very curious specimen of a wooden
bridge, the only one of the kind I have ever witnessed.

A very pleasant ride, diversified only by my getting

I1. 3
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up to my knees in crossing the river, brought us to
the valley of Chitlong, where we arrived at close of
evening.

On reaching the door of the Seraee, however, we
were doomed to disappointment. A surly sentinel with
a formidable musket informed us that the ‘“ burra ” (big)
captain of the Nepal force had just taken up his quarters
there, and that for us there was no room.

We insisted, however, on sending our salaam* to
the great man, intimating our wish to have the honour of
an interview, and communicating the fact that we were
on our way to visit the Resident, and were under the
protection of an escort sent by Major Thoresby with the
concurrence of the Maharajah, and the ¢ Mister Sahib
(or Minister). Our conductor also added that we were
respectively a ‘“ Major” and a ¢ General,” the latter
being the only part of my designation (of Postmaster-
General) which his military ideas at all comprehended !

The great captain, on receipt of this message, had
the condescension to appear at the door, smile, and
shake hands—but this was all! He showed no dis-
position whatever to grant us admission, and we were
compelled, therefore, to retrace our steps, in the dark
and bitter night, to another and smaller house of enter-
tainment about a quarter of a mile off, which, under
orders sent by the ¢ big” captain’s emissaries, was
vacated for our reception by a ¢ small”’ captain.

But if the great captain’s manner and treatment were
discourteous and cavalier, that of the smaller captain
was beyond all description kind and civil under the

* Salaam—compliments.
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highly trying circumstances of compulsory ejection ons
cold night, just after he had made himself comfortable!

This most gentlemanly and unselfish of men greeted
us with unfeigned cordiality, turned out his followers,
bag and baggage, with zealous alacrity, led us himsel
up a break-neck ladder, and inducted us with smiles and
soft speeches into the very corner where he had himself
been just nestling ; and oh, superhuman effort of bene
volence ! with his own hands he put on more wood to
the fire, whose genial warmth he had just been enjoying,
aund was about to quit for the cold and nipping air.

‘ Look on that picture and on this.”

Satwrday, the 16th. — I awoke, alas! with a most
violent bilious headache, an old accustomed enemy to
which I am much subject, and had hardly the will o
the power to look out of my window to see the by
captain ”’ with his troop pass by.

They were on their way towards the Terai on a grand
shooting excursion, in which the Rajah, the Minister,
and the Resident were to participate, and several reg:
ments were ordered off to join the battue. This more
ment has already given rise to a suspicion of sinister
intention, and the Calcutta papers mentioned it as 3
significant circumstance at the present crisis. Of the
we shall hear more on our arrival at Kathmandoo. The
sepoys are stout-made fellows, each carrying a muskel
sword, and the perpetual ¢ kookree,”” * but their style of
marching was exceedingly slovenly. They wrapped then-
selves up in any old clothes they had, over their reg-
mentals, and thus presented an unm111ta,ry and particularly

* Kookree—nhill-knife.
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seedy appearance as they passed. I was so ill that I
was compelled to resort to the ¢ dandhee " again, and
such is the force of habit and the confidence inspired by
the stout calves and unerring feet of these sturdy moun-
taineers, that I felt no misgivings, but, with the reposing
faith of a child, actually dozed on my journey up the
great Chundagiree, or Mountain of the Moon. At the
summit of this noble mountain a grand spectacle burst
upon us, the valley of Kathmandoo.

It is a glorious sight. A succession of majestic moun-
tains, of a stern and sombre character, both in form and
colour, rises, range over range, from the base of the
valley, in the form of an amphitheatre, the whole being
crowned by the sublime range of the snow-capped
Himalaya—the dazzling whiteness of whose peaks, at
the moment we first saw them, made the white clouds
which hung around and below it appear almost grey.
A grand and sublime sight, which must ever mock pen
and pencil, and makes man feel his own littleness and
the greatness of his Creator.

The city of Kathmandoo, at a distance of about six
miles from the base of Chundagiree, is not a striking
object from the summit of the mountain, and this is
owing chiefly to the dull and sombre colour of the houses
and other buildings.

After passing an intervening village, we were met
by an employé deputed by the Resident to conduct
us to his house, and about a mile further on by
Juggut Shumsheer, one of the brothers of the Minister,
who was on his way to join the shooting-party. Here,
under the instructions of the lieutenant, we performed
for the first time the ceremonial usual on introduction to
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a Nepal big-wig, viz. the embrace in true theatrical style,
like the ‘“ appeased father '’ in the play, first over the
right and then over the left shoulder. This affectionate

salutation, malgré my inexperience, I accomplished with
considerable skill.

Another hour’s ride brought us to the city, which we
entered at the eastern, and emerging at the westem
gate, shortly afterwards reached the Residency.
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CHAPTER III.

NEPAL.

Brief Account of Nepal at the time of our Visit.—Fpitome of past
Events extracted from Dr. Daniell's History.

IT is not within the scope of this autobiography to enter
into a historical account of Nepal, but it may be useful
to give the reader some idea, if not of the country itself,
at least of its relations with the British Government at
the time of my visit.

From 1765, when the first Goorkha invasion of Nepal
took place, and we gave assistance to the Nepalese, up to
1801, no events of any importance occurred.

In the latter year, however, a British Resident was
appointed by the Nepalese, but he was a failure, and was
withdrawn in 1803, and the relations between the
countries became gradually worse till 1814, when war
was proclaimed by the British.

It was during the wars which succeeded that the name
of Gillespie and others, but especially of Ochterlony,
became notorious.

In 1816, the Groorkhas submitted, a treaty was signed,
and portions of the Nepalese territory were conceded to
the British.
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A Resident was again appointed, in the person of Mr.
Gardiner, and pending his arrival Lieutenant Boilew
officiated for him. Not long after this the county
itself became the theatre of the most appalling outrages.
The young King died, and his wife, as in those days I
became her, and six female slaves, immolated themselves
as sutees. The King himself was a cipher, the whol
government being vested in one Bhema-sena Thépd, who,
after ruling Nepal for five-and-twenty years, was evel-
tually murdered and his corpse flung upon a heapd
rubbish in the streets.

A continued succession of intrigues and struggles
succeeded the death of Bhema-sena, and war with the
British was, in 1843, only averted by the skilfu
management of Mr. Brian Hodgson the Resident.

In 1843, one Matabar Singh, the nephew of the
deceased Bhema-sena, returned from exile, effected the
destruction of his enemies, and rose rapidly in favow
with the court and the army.

At this period, the celebrated Jung Bahadur appeared
on the scene. He was a nephew of Matabar Singh
described at the time by Major—afterwards Sir Henr
—Lawrence, as an intelligent young man, expert I
military matters and profoundly versed in intrigues.

These characteristics were shortly afterwards exhr
bited in no ordinary manner, and as the events connected
with them had occurred only a short time before mJ
visit, I will give them more in detail, quoting for the
purpose the narrative given in Dr. Daniell’s admirable
History of Nepal, published in 1877 :—

“ He ngfng Bahddur) continued to ingratiate himself with one
of the Ranfs, who held the chief power in the Court, and at lash
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finding himself in a firmer position, he began to develop his ambi-
tious projects. On the 18th of May 1845, Matabar Singh, who,
though prime Minister, had become unpopular at Court, was sum-
moned to an audience, where he expected to find the King : he was
killed by a rifle-shot fired from the zenana gallery at the end of
the room.

“ His body was then thrown out of the window, and dragged
away by an elephant to the banks of the Bagmati at Pashupati.
Next morning Jung Bahaidur reported the circumstance officially to
the Resident ; but for the time the King was said to have been
the slayer of the prime minister, and the deed was acknowledged
and even boasted of by the King.

“ Subsequently, however, it appeared that Matabar Singh was
killed by his nephew Jung Bahidur, at the instigation of the
Queen; and the King, who was little better than an imbecile, was
made to take the credit of the deed.

“ Jung Bahidur now took a prominent part in the government,
though not actually included in the ministry, which consisted of a
sort of various factions, the priine minister being Gagan Singh.

“In 1846, Sir Henry Lawrence left Nepal, and was succeeded
by Mr. Colvin, who, however, was soon obliged to quit the country
on account of ill-health, leaving Major Otley in charge. On the
15th of September 1846, the Resident was surprised by a visit at
midnight from the King, who in much agitation informed him that
a fearful tragedy was being enacted in the city.

“ This is what is known as the Kot massacre, and as it is an
important event in the history of Nepal, it may be as well to give
a defailed account of it.

““The King at this time was a mere tool in the hands of the
Réni, who, after the murder of Matabar Singh may be said to have
been the actual ruler of the country. In the coalition ministry
she had one especial friend named Gagan Singh. This noble, on
the night of the 14th of September, was shot in his own house
while he was in the act of performing his devotions in a private
room,

“ Who instigated this deed has never been satisfactorily deter-
mined, although afterwards a person named Al{ Jah, said to have
been the murderer, was executed. The Rani at once blamed her
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enemies in the ministry, and insisted on the King assembling al
the ministers and nobles in council to find out the assassin.

« Fath Jung and his colleagues, surprised at the untimel
summons, hurried to the place of mecting at the Kot, a larg
building, somewhat in Furopean style, near the palace. Here,
the meantime, were assembled the Rén{, Jung Bahddur, his band
of brothers, and his faithful body-guard armed with rifles. The
Queen’s party was carefully arranged and heavily armed, wheress
the members of the council came as they were summoned, m &
hurry, each from his own house, and with no weapons but their
swords. There is no doubt that the whole affair was arrang
beforehand, and that written orders were given by the Rénit
Jung Bahadur.

“ A stormy discussion ensued, insults were freely exchangeq.
and when Fath Jung laid his hand on the hilt of his sword, ?t
seemed to be the signal for an attack by Jung Bahadur and hs
faithful soldiers, who in the meantime had guarded the entranc
of the building. In a few minutes thirty-two of the nobles of the
country and upwards of a hundred of the lower ranks wer
shot down. The poor King, alarmed by the noise of the struggl
mounted his horse and rode off to the Residency. On his retunt
within an hour, he found the gutters around the Kot filled Wit.h
the blood of his ministers, and what little power he possessed 1t
the State was gone for ever.

‘ Jung Bahadur, backed by his band of brothers and the army,
was now the most powerful man in Nepil. A few of the old
Sirdars, however, still tried to make head against him, but with-
out success. On the 2nd of November, thirteen more of the
Sirdérs were put to death, and in December the King fled from the
country to Benares.

“The Rénf, who had hoped by means of Jung Bahédur
establish her own power and to secure the succession to her oWt
children, found herself bitterly disappointed, and was soon obliged
to leave the country and take refuge at Benéres.

“In 1847 the King made an attempt to regain his power, and
advanced as far as Segowli. Several plots were formed
assassinate Jung Bahadur, but without success, and the only
vesult of them was that the agents were put to death, and the
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King declared by his conduct to have forfeited his right to the
throne. Accordingly, on the 12th of May, he was deposed, and
the Heir-Apparent placed on the throne. The King now deter-
mined to make one struggle more, and entered the Terai with a
small force, but he was attacked and easily taken prisoner.

“ From this time Jung Bahidur has been the undisputed ruler
of the country. The old King is a prisoner in the palace.
The present King is kept under the strictest surveillance
and not allowed to exercise any power whatever. The Heir-
Apparent is also kept in a state of obscurity, being never permitted
to take a part in any public business, or even to appear at the
Durbirs to which the British Resident is invited. In fact, one
may live for years in Nepal without seeing or hearing of the
King."”

The above extracts will give a tolerable idea of the

rather peculiar state of affairs of this country at the time
of our arrival.
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CHAPTER IV.

KATHMANDOO.

Arrival at Kathmandoo.—Interview with the Ministers.—Procet

in Carriage to Palace.—The Rajah.—Jung Buhadoor—H:
Costume.—Bhooteas.—Description by Ctesias.—Promenak
in the Garden.—Jung Buhadoor's Show-room.—Chandelir
and Guns.—The Gun.—Lelit Patun.—Abode of depos
Rajah.—Jung Buhadoor sits for his Portrait.—¢ Naraya
floating on Tank.—Nautch Girl sits for Portrait.—U
successful. —The Lama.—Wild Dog.—Newar Woman anl
Child.—Expedition of Army to the Terai.—Alarm in Calcutt
—Portrait of Nepalese Girl.—Nepal Dog and Sheep.—Tb
Chilmeer Pheasant.—Leave Kathmandoo.—Reach Chitlo
—Fountain.—Loss of R. Hill’s little dog ** Fop.”—Group?
Monkeys.—Baby in Basket.—Reach Segowlee.

Sunday, December 1Tth.—Five days before we arrive
the Maharajah’s lady had presented him with a s
being the second of the gender, and the fourth, countin
noses, of his family. This being the sixth day from the
birth, and that on which the deity is supposed to Wi
the child’s destiny (‘“ Nuseeb ”’) on its forehead, a grapl
durbar was held at the Palace, and we all attended i

such state as we could muster.

Between 4 and i

o'clock ».M. a carriage drove up to the door, and a sto
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individual, in turban and shawl, was announced ; he
entered the room, where our party (Major Thoresby,
Major R. Hill, Captain Cripps, and myself) were assem-
bled, and embraced us affectionately in turns; we then
marched out, Major Hill and Captain Cripps with the
visitor in the Rajah’s carriage, and myself with the
Resident in his buggy.

On reaching the Palace we were greeted by a dis-
charge of motley music, poured forth, with greater zeal
than taste, by a numerous and emulative band. Jung
Buhadoor descended from the steps with his brothers, and
after a fraternal embrace all round, marshalled us into
the grand hall of audience—the Minister taking the
Resident by the right hand, and myself by the left, and
the other two gentlemen being conducted in like form
by the younger brothers. Here we were introduced to
the Rajah, who was contented with a mild salaam, as it
18 not etiquette for him to embrace males. The scene
was interesting and picturesque.

The King himself, good-looking, though not intel-
lectual, was clad in an elegant dress of gold and pink,
and a turban glittering with diamonds; he was seated
in Eastern graceful repose, on a gorgeous red velvet
bed (for it was neither thronme, chair, nor pillow),
richly bordered with gold braid. One leg was on the
seat, the other hung down with easy negligence, and
exposed, in sad incongruity, a dirty worsted sock.
Nautch girls were introduced, and went through their
monotonous cantation and movements for our amuse-
ment. After half an hour we received our congé, and
both H. and I were presented with a handsome
kookree by the hands of His Majesty. I was much
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struck with the manner and bearing of Jung Buls
door, the Minister ; there is a promptness and decisio
about him that quite corresponds with the dgt.er-
mined energy he has displayed in the late excimy
events. His countenance is shrewd, his ways open Bl
prepossessing, and  savoir faire” considerable. Hl
dress was extremely elegant, consisting of a splendlq
robe of real sable trimmed with gold, a turban set round‘
with diamonds, and a necklace of real emeralds .rougd
his throat; his nether garments were not qulte‘lﬁ
keeping, being a light pantaloon of common materla.l.
with black leather shoes, but as the robe was long th
was not observable.

The only mistake in the costume was the cru
addition of an English silk neckcloth, which his brother
had adopted as well as himself.

Monday, the 18th.—This morning I had my fn
subject, a ¢ Bhooteah” man and woman. Among?
peculiarly filthy community, the Bhooteah 18 pre-.
eminently dirty. To almost all the lower classes o
Nepal, water, as an ablutory medium, is a myth.

The Bhooteah is said not only not to wash, but new
to change his clothes, wearing them until they drop from
him by voluntary segregation.

My two specimens fully sustained the character Qf
the class, of whom more hereafter. Ctesias, a Latl
author, who lived some 400 years B.C., described the
inhabitants of Bhotan thus :—

“ These people,” says he, «inhabit the whole rang
of mountains as far as the Indus to the westward. The)
are very black, but otherwise remarkable for their probityv
as other Hindus are, in general, and with whom ther
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struck with the manner and bearing of Jung Bubs
door, the Minister ; there is 4 promptness and decision
about him that quite corresponds with the dgt_er-
mined energy he has displayed in the late exciting
events. His countenance is shrewd, his ways open an@
prepossessing, and ‘“ savoir faire” considerable. H'IS
dress was extremely elegant, consisting of a splendid
robe of real sable trimmed with gold, a turban set round
with diamonds, and a necklace of real emeralds .roul?d
his throat; his nether garments were not qmte'm
keeping, being a light pantaloon of common materis)
with black leather shoes, but as the robe was long this
was not observable.

The only mistake in the costume was the cruel
addition of an English silk neckcloth, which his brothers
had adopted as well as himself.

Monday, the 18th.—This morning I had my first
subject, a ‘ Bhooteah” man and woman. Among &
peculiarly filthy community, the Bhooteah 1s pre-
eminently dirty. To almost all the lower classes of
Nepal, water, as an ablutory medium, is a myth.

The Bhooteah is said not only not to wash, but never
to change his clothes, wearing them until they drop from
him by voluntary segregation.

My two specimens fully sustained the character Qf
the class, of whom more hereafter. Ctesias, a Latin
author, who lived some 400 years B.c., described the
inhabitants of Bhotan thus :—

““ These people,” says he, ¢ inhabit the whole range
of mountains as far as the Indus to the westward. Thej
are very black, but otherwise remarkable for their probity,
as other Hindus are, in general, and with whom there
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is a constant intercourse. They live by hunting, pierciyg
the wild beasts with their darts and arrows, but they are
also swift enough to run them down.

¢ They have the head and nails of a dog, but ther
teeth are longer, and they bark like dogs, having w
other language; yet they understand the Hindus, bu
express themselves by signs and barking. They have
also tails, like dogs, but longer and more bushy.

““The Hindus call them calystrii, or ¢ dog-faced.
They live upon flesh, dried in the sun. The men new
bathe, the women only once a month. They rub ther
bodies with oil. They generally live in caves. Ther
clothes are of skin, except a few of the richest, who wedr
linen.”

So far Ctesias, who has apparently mixed up men and
wild dogs in his brain together ; but whatever fables be
has swallowed, in one point he is unmistakably correct,
‘“ the Bhooteas never bathe.” My two specimens fully
sustained the character of the class ; they were horribly
dirty, and their *“ caparisons’’ most ** odorous,” as Mrs.
Malaprop would say.

In the afternoon we went to pay our devoirs to the
Minister, General Jung Buhadoor, at his own house.
He received us, as usual, at the door, hugged us ter-
derly, as before described, and we started off hand-i-
hand, like a parcel of school-girls, and promenaded
round his garden to the tune of Nancy Dawson,”’ and
“Drops of Brandy,” played by a troop of violent
musicians.

The garden was a square piece of ground rudely dug
and lately planted with trees, which, however, we could

not admire, because they were concealed by a covering
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of straw laid over each to protect its infant years from
cold and snow.

Our walk savoured of the ludicrous. Major Thoresby,
the mildest and most excellent of men, rather quaintly
got up, held fast to the Minister ; I was clawed by Colonel
Bam Buhadoor, who inserted his fat fingers, clad in
worsted gloves, through mine, and held up my hand
most inconveniently high ; Hill was grabbed by a short
stont man, named Coolman Sing; and Cripps struggled
on in the clutches of another, Khubeer-Khutree.

In this order we marched on the narrow raised walk
of the garden, making convulsive efforts at conversation,
feeling supremely ridiculous, and horribly cold—the band
blowing and banging away, taking short roads and cutting
us off at stray corners, each individual straining his
nerves to attract attention and blow himself into notice.
We then ascended to the top of a tower, some five stories
from the ground, up a succession, not of stairs, but
ladders, when rifles were brought, and sharp practice
commenced at targets below.

This diversion being concluded, to the great relief
of our party, we adjourned to the Minister’s large room,
and, after a few minutes’ chat, took our leave.

Hill and I were again honoured with a fur cloak
and a musk deer (deceased) containing the bag of
Precious scent untouched. The Minister’s room was a
handsome hall, larger and wider than that at the Palace;
lflarge chandeliers were ranged down the centre on each
side of the wall ; at the very top of the room were two
rows of engravings, comprising some of the best of modern
works, which were almost undistinguishable from the
height at which they were hung; below, and at a very
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good viewing distance, were some absurd pictures, by a
native artist, of the Minister and his brothers.

Several cupboards with glass doors contained guns
and rifles, and on a table were spread out several boxes
with pistols by different masters.

The walls of the room were painted with coarse un-
wholesome paint, the windows and cupboard-doors being
dark green ; a billiard-table was among the hetero-
geneous furniture of the hall.

Jung Buhadoor paid me the compliment of showing
me several of his choicest guns, and one especially,
among the number, which he said was a ‘“ very good gun.”
When I looked at it, he added, in a carcless, indifferent
tone, ‘“This is the gun I shot my uncle with " ; a
pleasant little announcement, highly characteristic of
the man.

Another amusing sight was a picture of a royal
durbar, by a native artist. The Rajah was seated at
the farthest part of the room, fronting the spectator,
while the members of the Assembly sat in line on each
side ; but as it was thought disrespectful to make the
Rajah smaller than his subjects, his figure, distant as it
was, was the largest of the group.

The same principle was observed in the attendant
group—those of the highest rank, being nearest the
Rajah, were made the biggest, and decreased in size as
they approached the eye—a style of grouping which was
novel and peculiar. Perspective and politeness being
antagonistic, the first necessarily gave way.

My excellent host was one of those ancients of India,
who was accustomed from the first years of his Indian

career to follow the bad practice (then untversally
4"
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prevalent) of rising long before the sun—while Auron
was still comfortably tucked up in Tithonus’s bed
Under the influence of this, his second nature—for the
climate of the plains affords the only reasonable pretext—
he thought it necessary to continue the evil custom even
in Nepal at Christmas, when the cold is intense, and
when there is, even between 6 and 10 in the morning,
a thick drizzling mist, which totally obscures your view
and cuts up your miserable mortal frame with shivers
and rheumatics. ,

Even in the plains I had always eschewed the u
timely disturbance of rest, and risen decently when the
world is warmed. It was, therefore, with no littl
struggle that I could briﬁg myself to face the mist and
frost and piercing wind of a Nepal morning at 5 o’clock,
while the cold moon was still hanging her light out m
the grey heavens.

Major T. took a sort of savage delight in witnessing
my misery, asked me whether I felt it cold, gave -
possible consolation that I should ¢ soon be warm,” and
indulged in other inhuman pleasantries at my expense.

Having, however, very few days before me, and
being anxious to see all I could, I made up my mind 10
brave this combination of miseries, as T should otherwise
h‘ave seen but little, and lost the benefit of Major T.s
ciceronism,

Thus one day, at the awful hour of 5 a.m., Major
Thoresby and myself started on foot for the city of
Patun, formerly called Lelit Patun. The prefix is no¥
lost, and its meaning hidden in obscurity. Lelit is said
to‘ have been the name of a Lapoo, or household servant,
of a former Rajah, who built a temple in the vicinity of
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the town, which has since been named after him. It is
situated about two miles and a half from Kathmandoo, to
the south-east, and, like the former place, contains many
curious-and interesting temples, most of which are of the
same peculiar form and character as those in other parts
of the valley. Hunooman, Bheem Singh, and Garoodh
seem (next to the mighty Muhadev) to be the most
popular divinities in Nepal.

The monkey-general’s image, incarnadine with bright
and polished paint, an ape’s face, and a preposterous
tail, 1s very comnspicuous. A pillar with a very shiny
image of this divinity stands exactly opposite the
Minister’s new palace.

Two figures of Bheem Singh’s lion, neither couchant
nor rampant, but in an upright sitting posture com-
prising a little of either, are seen before numerous
temples, and behind these grim door-keepers are
frequently another pair, with legs and tail and atti-
tude corresponding, but the nose converted into a peak,
and the mane into wings—a sort of questionable hybrid
between the ¢ Singh " and the ¢ Garoodh.”

The largest of the temples at Patun contains, at
present, the captive person of the deposed Rajah,
Rajendra Bikram Shah, whose person, in default of a
‘““ Habeas Corpus” Act, is in durance vile, under the
surveillance of a military guard whose arms and
accoutrements are perceived hanging up in a temple
opposite.

One of the temples contains carved representations of
a series of tortures, a mode of punishment which seems
to have afforded amusement to former potentates.

Some men were in ectremis of decapitation, others
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suspended by the heels, apparently to facilitate the same
operation. One unfortunate was in a great jar, iufo
which he was apparently being pressed down like sar
dines, or preserved tamarinds, by ruthless little stone
men. Another was being pounded and smashed s
cauldron.

We returned to breakfast, and at 12 o’clock Greneral
Jung Buhadoor came for his portrait, attended by the
usual stout salellites privileged to embrace and be
embraced.

General Jung was splendidly arrayed. A light-green
sill turban, tastefully adorned with pearls, diamonds,
and emeralds, a splendid diamond pearl in front, with
emerald-pearl drops, out of which sprang a single bird of
paradise feather, formed without any exception the most
elegant head-dress I ever saw or dreamed of.

His coat, a kind of frock, was a dark-blue velvet,
broadly edged with gold, the sleeves of red velvet, and
the upper richly embroidered with gold ; a gilt belt with
a square plate of diamonds across his breast, and another
with a still more splendid centre of diamonds encircled
his waist.

In the evening H. and I went to the country house of
the Rajah to see the Bala Neel-Kunth, a prostrate
figure of Narayun, lying on his back in a dirty tank, the
whole carved in grey stone, some eighteen or twenty
feet long.

r]:‘he figure, built up from the bottom of the water, i
8o formed that it appears to be floating, and by the dim
light on the tank, enclosed with water and overshadowed
by trees, looks very awful and ominous. His pillow 18
formed by cobras’ heads—more painful than pleasant:
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The deception is clever, and multitudes visit the sp
and pay for the entertainment.

There is here a square court-yard, enclosed on thr
sides with large houses fantastically and rather rich
carved, the northern side being enclosed by a walli
which are inserted twenty-one water-pipes of stone, wi
alligators’ mouths, one large one in the centre and tu
smaller on each side. Through these pipes the mounti
stream is made to pass, so that a fountain of water:
perpetually playing through the mysterious ¢ muggers "
mouths on the ground below, and causing a pleasant s
refreshing splash and murmur, which in hot weathe
must be delightful.

In another tank were hundreds of the Seer-mabe
tame as calves, swimming about in the clear transparel
water. They were tended by a deformed man wit
fingerless hands, who fed them daily.

Wednesday, the 20th.—Turned out again at light
which might be called crepuscular, and in a thick o
to see the celebrated Sumbonath, a Buddhist temple held
in high veneration by the Bhooteas, who daily visit
and demonstrate their devotion by circling round all bhe
temples, great and small, contained within the samt
precincts.

Snow had fallen during the night, and was visible @
tbe summit of Chundagiree. The top of the snowy rang®
tmget?l by a blush of celestial rosy red, was glorious.

It.IS & most strange place, crammed with miscellaneott
&nQ 1.nconsistent sanclities, and indicative of the mixed
religions peculiar here, Gunesh and Mahadeo being side

* Alligators,
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by side with Boodh. An ascent of 550 steps leads to the
great temple. At the bottom of the steps is a great
mounster, Boodh. At the summit are the temples, figures,
and columns ; but the first object is a brazen thunderbolt
(Bujra) on a circular pedestal containing brass relievos
of all sorts of animals.

After breakfast the Lieutenant and Aide-de-Camp
brought a celebrated nautch-girl, a slave of the Minis-
ter’s, for her portrait. We had noticed her at the Palace,
not only as a good-looking and rather graceful girl, but
as possessing all the characteristics of a Nepal face.
But we were sadly disappointed on a closer inspection.
She was almost plain, and her mouth was black with
pawn, They had, moreover, decked her out with
‘““jewels and silk attire,” and she was uncomfortably
conscious of her finery, sat in awkward and ungracious
attitudes, and, in short, both she and I made a mess
of it.

Thursday, the 21st.—Again a matutinal excursion, the
ground covered with a heavy hoar frost. We visited the
celebrated Boodh temple, but were unfortunate in
the day, most of the Bhooteas being absent. We met
a magnificently dirty group on our road, accompanied by
a lama, and made an assignation with them to come to
the house for a sitting, but they were faithless. Another
party, however, came, and I got a good sketch.

An hour afterwards, a wild jungle-dog, which I had
asked General Jung to send for his picture, arrived, but
alas ! dead. He had gone off suddenly on the road, as
his conductor said ; but as he was cold and stiff when he

reached the house, we were inclined to suspect the truth
of the story.
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He was an exceedingly fine specimen, the image of
a large jackal, the nose a little shorter, the ears a trifle
rounder, and the legs longer and more muscular, and
altogether more noble-looking.

This specimen differed in some respects from one that
I drew years before at Cuttack, of which I then made a
sketch (here appended), but especially in the tail, which
was more bushy.

Tue WiLp Doe.

The Durbar moonshee, named Luchmee Das, who
came in shortly afterwards, while talking of their dogs
related to us the following credible story of their habits.

He said their dogs were in the habit of silently
approaching other animals in the jungle and tickling
their tails, and then, watching their opportunity, draw-
ing out their victims’ entrails. Another trait is that
they are in the habit of surrounding and drawing animals
into a corner where there is ouly one exit; a number of
them in some way poison this path, and the devoted
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animal who passes, licking and browsing the gras.
shrubs, is driven mad, and, like the sculptor, “m
faces and busts,” and perishes in convulsions. Luc
and Ctesias might run in a curricle !

In the evening we rode slowly through the city,:
were thus enabled to appreciate the odour of the dn
which are certainly the foulest I have ever witnea»
Other towns are content with leaving their refusein.
drains ; Kathmandoo’s drains are ostentatiously ﬁltf
full to the brim, and flowing over with black beasthnr
indescribably foul.

Friday, the 22nd.—No morning excursion. To- r‘
after breakfast, composed a tableau of a Newar wo
and children for a picture.

This is the day fixed for the departure of the M
rajah and the Minister on the first stage of their g
hunting expedition.

The hour and movements having been duly presert:
by the astrologers, at about 5 o’clock we heard the gl
booming forth a royal salute in honour of His Maj
exit. Major Thoresby ridicules the idea which has bt
widely disseminated touching this expedition, and 8 ”;
Nepalese have nothing to gain, and everything to 10‘{
by collision with us, he is, perhaps, right. .

But, looking at the critical position of our aﬁ“&er}
the Punjab, the late discovery of conspiracies, the act
in which, however desplcable themselves, boasted ops
of promised aid from Nepal, and the known disaffecti
of large bodies in Behar and Patna, this movement

certainly calculated to excite suspicion. Twelve 1¢
ments, with I don’t know how many guns, have be
sent down, and the camp is formed at Kulkreehul
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within a few miles of the frontier—a formidable ar
certes, for a hunting party ! But what appearstot
very strange arrangement, the deposed Rajah come
from his prison at Patun, and takes up his abode in:
city during the absence of the reigning monarch, T
regiments only are left him ; and if the old gentla
conld bring them over, raise his standard, and block
the mountain pass, he might keep out his rival and:
‘““ Buhadoor  brothers with ease. Possibly they wil
entrap him into a scheme of the kind, as an excus
moving him bodily, nous verrons.*

Saturday, the 23rd. —To-day I had as a sitting
specimen of a pretty Nepalese—a young woman probi
not of the highest respectability, but certainly il
looking, and gracefully clothed in a red muslin saret
long green shawl, which she wrapped round her perso
such a way as to form a massive and classical draper

The girl was sent specially for the purpose, as Ju
Buhadoor said I had painted so many ugly people b
they would say in Calcutta there was no beaulf
Nepal, |

A Thibetan dog and sheep, and a specimen oft
small black cattle of Nepal, were afterwards added
my collection. |

The animal usually called the Nepal dog is a nif
of Thibet. He is described by Kirkpatrick as about!

* In Caleutta there was an incipient panic when the movel
of the Nepal armny was kmown ; but the alarm was somewhatalll
when a leading article appeaved in the Friend of India, saying i
while all Calcutta was alarmed at the idea of an invasiol
Jung Buhadoor, Mr. William Tayler, the Postmaster-Genersl’
taking the Minister's povtrait in his capital.
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size of our English bull-dog, but he is usually mu
larger. That from which my sketch is taken is rafh
below than above the usual size. The hLead is sometht
like the mastiff’s, but the expression is lowering a
sulky. The girth is peculiarly deep, the legs powerl
the tail is a thing per se, turning over the back u
falling down on all sides, so that the root, or caul
insertion, as the scientific world would say, is not &
cernible. It is a tale in two volumes.
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The Minister, I am told, has much finer dogs, but!

sends them to the hills, as their life is precarious in
valley.



THE NEPAL SHEEP. 6b

These dogs are excellent watch-dogs, and are kept for
this purpose by the shepherds. There is a fable that
during the Nepal war they were used at the pickets as
sentinels.

This is probably a confusion of substance, like that
made by Ctesias in his account of the Bhooteas. That
the sentinels were accompanied by dogs is not improbable.

The sheep is a very elegant animal for a sheep, with a
small blood head, large eye, and very long legs.
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They are employed as beasts of burden by the
Bhooteas, who load them with salt. The flesh is poor,
and only used by Europeans for soup. The cattle of
Nepal are small, but game-looking, neatly built, with
small heads, clean legs, and a pointed elevation on the
withers, which is coated with hair, but quite unlike the
Bengalee type. They are generally black or red, some-

times spotted.
5
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Sunday, the 24th.—Morning walk to Bala-Ne
Kunth. Sketched a lama in the evening. All went!
Pushputee. Here is the temple of Nepal as rega
sanctity ; Europeans are not allowed to enter:
precincts shod.

The approach to this sacred building is through
old and desolate-looking town, the single street of whil
before paved with brick, is now being re-paved with st
by order of the Durbar. The temple is at the end
the street, and is sheltered by an overhanging hill &
grove, the Bishenmutee running between them. It
just the dark, sheltered grove which one can imagine!
be dear to the superstitious devotee.

To avoid the great temple, which blocks up the m
like a terminus, and which, as we did not wish!
unshoe, we did not choose to enter, we made:
slight détour, and examined the smaller temples at th
back.

The Lingam and Yoni, with all the other mys
emblems, and most obscure figurantee attendants ¢
Muhadev’s worship, here abounded in endless variety.

It is said that during the late Seikh campaign il
deposed rajah went to Pushputee, with a drawn sword I
hand, to consult the oracle whether it should be pea
or war with the Feringee.* We observed several D'
temples in the course of erection ; one for each of th

Buhadoor fraternity, as an expiation for their particiP“'
tion in the late revolution.

Monday, 25th December.— Christmas-day. Paid !
visit in the morning to Gunesh-than, a temple built ¢

.
Feringee—** European,” word corrupted from ‘¢ French."
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NasxurTYPORE, OR VILLAGE oF Cut-Nosgs.




68 THIRTY-EIGHT YEARS IN INDIA.

the edge of the Bhagmutee, at the spot where the riw
makes its exit from the valley. We passed by the tom
of Kirtipore, famous for its resistance during thr
sieges by the Goorkha Rajah, in one of which t
Goorkha conqueror, Pritinaraim ordered all the people
noses to be cut off, and changed the name of the pl
to Naskuttypore.*.

During the day, drew a view of the Residency and
Sumbonath, and a picture of the uncommon pheass
called the ¢ Chilmeer ’—¢ argus pheasant.”” We
several times eaten this bird, and excellent it is. !
the evening, paid a second visit to Pushputee, a
ascended the hill Koilas, where we interrupted a whi
tribe of monkeys, who were enjoying the remains of
native picnic.

T'uesday, the 26th.—~Started at half-past six, our kip
and excellent host accompanying us through the tow
About ten minutes past nine we commenced our ast
up the mighty mountain Chundagiree. We arriveds
the top at half-past ten precisely.

There is a hill held very sacred close to this templ
called ¢ Koilas.” Koilas is the summit of the myth
logical mountain Meru. ,

On our route we found a dead pony lying on the P?”
He had evidently fallen during the descent; his hu
leg was scarified, and he was quite wedged in among t
stones. He was not the only victim in these precipit
passes. |

We reached our tent at Chitlong at about 11 o't
with appetites not easily to be described. My ¢

* Village of Cut Noses,
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Farrenx Ponvy.

panions, Hill and Cripps, with laudable zeal, started out
in search of woodcock. I remained, and, seated on a
sloping terrace of grass, basking in the sun, the glorious
range of mountains on all sides, and the murmuring
brooks gently tinkling, like that which gave Mendelssohn
the idea of some of his beautiful melodies, at my feet, I
Passed several most enjoyable hours.

Cripps has part of the Residency Guard with him. We
took their tent, and joined it to our own, sending them
for shelter iuto the suraee (or inn), and thus made &
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suite, with the dinner-table at one end and the beds &
the other, where we passed a very pleasant evening.

Wednesday, 27th December.—Under an accumulatio
of clothes, such as I have depicted in Chapter II., con
gisting of three English blankets, an unusually thu
wadded quilt, a dressing-gown of the same calibre, al
an enorwous great-coat made of English horse-blanke,
I still felt mournfully conscious of the external coli
from which we were separated by only a single canvas.

We rose at half-past 7, and underwent the operations
of the toilet in undisguised misery, my stockings feeling
like snowballs, and my shirt being as cold as a Neselrod:
pudding.

The mountains which surrounded us completel
excluded the genial rays of the sun; and thus, whi
seated at a 9 o’clock breakfast, we continued shiveris
and shaking with cold, which we attempted to allevis
by rubbing our hands on the hot-water plates, anl
fondling the warm toast, as it was brought in.

In the midst of these anxious and elaborate devices
to procure a decent temperature, a zealous Bengale
Khidmutgar, thinking to surprise and please us, brought
in a dessert-spoonful of frost, or, as he called it, i
(burf), which he had in his simplicity scraped from the
top of the tent; to him a genuine curiosity.

We started on our march at about 10, and passed the
scene of our inhospitable ejection by the ¢ burm
capta