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LIFE IN AN INDIAN
OUTPOST

CHAPTER I

A FRONTIER POST

Our first view of the Himalayas—Across India in a troop train
—A scattered regiment—An elephant-haunted railway—
Kinchinjunga—The great Terai Jungle—Rajabhatkawa—
In the days of Warren Hastings—Hillmen—Roving Chinese
—We arrive at Buxa Road—Relieved officers—An un-
desirable outpost—March through the forest—The hills—
A mountain road—Lovely scenery—Buxa Duar—A lonely
Station—The labours of an Indian Army officer—Varied
work—The frontier of Bhutan—A gate of India—A Hima-
layan paradise—The fort—Intrusive monkeys—The canton-
ment—The Picquet Towers—The bazaar—The cemetery—
Forgotten graves—Tragedies of loneliness—From Bhutan to

the sea.

AcaInsT the blue sky to the north lay a dark blur
that, as our troop train ran on through the level
plains of Eastern Bengal, rose ever higher and took
shape—the distant line of the Himalayas.
Around us the restful though tame scenery of the
little Cooch Behar State. The chess-board pattern
of mud-banked rice fields, long groves of the grace-

ful feathery bamboo, here and there a tiny hamlet
I A
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of palm-thatched huts—on their low roofs great
sprawling green creepers with white blotches that
look like skulls but are only ripe melons. But the
dark outlines of the distant mountains drew my gaze
and brought the heads of my sepoys out of the
carriage windows to stare at them.

For somewhere on the face of those hills was
Buxa Duar, the little fort that was to be our home
for the next two years.

For four days my detachment of two hundred
men of the 12oth Rajputana Infantry had been
whirled across India from west to east towards it.
From Baroda we had come—Baroda with its
military cantonment set in an English-like park, its
vast native city with the gaily painted houses and
narrow streets where the Gaikwar’s Cavalry rode
with laced jackets and slung pelisses like the
Hussars of old, and his sentries mounted guard
over gold and silver cannons in a dingy backyard.
Where 1n low rooms, set out in glass cases, as
in a cheap draper’s shop, were the famous pearl-
embroidered carpets and gorgeous jewels of the
State, worth a king’s ransom.

Four days of travel over the plains of India with
their closely cultivated fields, mud-walled villages,
stony hills and stretches of scrub jungle, where an
occasional jackal slunk away from the train or an
antelope paused in its bounding flight to look back
at the strange iron monster. Across the sacred
Ganges where Allahabad lies at its junction with
the River Jumna. The regiment was on its way to
garrison widely separated posts in outlying parts of
the Indian Empire and neighbouring countries. Two
companies had already gone to be divided between
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Chumbi in Tibet and Gantok in the dependent
State of Sikkim, and to furnish the guard to our
Agent at Gyantse.

The month was December; and they had started
in August to cross the sixteen-thousand-feet high
passes in the Himalayas before the winter snows
blocked them. The regimental headquarters, with
four companies, was on its way to embark on the
steamers which would convey them a fourteen days’
journey on the giant nivers Ganges and Brahma-
putra to Dibrugarh and Sadiya in Assam.

At Benares my two companies had parted from
the rest and entered another troop train which
carried us into Eastern Bengal.

Every day for three or four hours our trains had
halted at some little wayside station to enable the
men to get out, make their cooking-places, and
prepare their food for the day. The previous night
my detachment had detrained at Gitaldaha, where we
had to change again on to a narrow gauge railway,
two feet six inches in width, which would take us
through Cooch Behar to our destination. The rail-
way officials informed me that we must stay in the
station all night, as the trains on this line ran only
by daylight. I asked the reason of this.

“They cannot go by night on account of the wild
animals,” was the reply.

“'The wild animals?” I echoed in surprise.

“Yes; the line runs through a forest, the Terai
Jungle, full of elephants and bison. Three months
ago one of our engines was derailed by a wild ele-
phant and the driver badly injured. And not long
before that another rogue elephant held up a station
on the line, stopped a train, blockaded the officials in
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the buildings, and broke a tusk trying to root up the
platform.”

And when daylight dawned and I could see the toy
engine and carriages, I was not surprised at the fear
of encountering an elephant on the line.

Now on our fifth day of travel we were nearing
the end of the journey. We had passed the capital
of Cooch Behar and were approaching Alipur Duar,
the last station before the Terai Forest is reached.
Suddenly, high in the air above the now distinct
line of hills, stood out in the brilliant sunlight the
white crest and snowy peaks of Kinchinjunga, twenty-
eight thousand feet high, and nearly one hundred and
twenty miles away. Past Alipur Duar, and then hills
and snow-clad summits were lost to sight as our little
train plunged from the sunny plain into the deep
shadows of the famous Terai Forest—the wonderful
jungle that stretches east and west along the foot of
the Himalayas, and clothes their lowest slopes. In
whose recesses roam the wild elephant, the rhinoceros
and the bison, true lords of the woods; where
deadlier foes to man than these, malaria and black-
water fever hold sway and lay low the mightiest
hunter before the Lord. And standing on the back
platform of our tiny carriage my subaltern and I
strove to pierce its gloomy depths, half hoping to see
the giant bulk of a wild elephant or a rhinoceros.
But nothing met our gaze save the great orchid-clad
trees, the graceful fronds of monster ferns, and the
dense undergrowth that would deny a passage to
anything less powerful than bisons or elephants.

In a sudden clearing in the heart of the forest, the
train stopped at a small station near which stood a
few bamboo huts and a gaunt, two-storied wooden
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house in which, we afterwards learned, an English
forest officer lived his lonely life. The place was
called Rajabhatkawa, which in the vernacular
means, “ The Rajah ate his food.” It was so named
because, nearly one hundred and thirty years before,
in the days of Warren Hastings, a Rajah of Cooch
Behar ate his first meal there after his release from
captivity among the hill tribesmen of Bhutan who
had carried him away into their mountain fastnesses.
They had released him at the urgent instance of a
British captain and two hundred sepoys who had
followed them up and captured three of their forts.

Among the crowd of natives on the platform at this
station were several of various hill races, Bhuttias
and Gurkhas, with the small eyes and flat nose of the
Mongolian. I was surprised to see two Chinamen
in blue linen suits and straw hats, fanning themselves
and smoking cigarettes, as much at home as if they
were on the Bund in Shanghai or in Queen’s Road
in Hong Kong. But later on I learned that Raja-
bhatkawa led to several tea gardens, where Chinese
carpenters are always welcome. These men are
generally from Canton, the inhabitants of which city
emigrate freely. I have met them in Calcutta,
Penang, Singapore, Manila, and San Francisco.

On again through the jungle our train passed for
another ecight miles, and then drew up at a small
station of one low, stone building with a nameboard
nearly as big as itself, which bore the words “ Buxa
Road.” It stood in a little clearing in the forest,
where the ground was piled high with felled trees,
ready to be dispatched to Calcutta. This was the
end of our railway journey.

The sepoys tumbled eagerly out of the train, threw
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their rolls of bedding out of the compartments, fell
in on the platform and piled arms, and then turned to
with a will to unload the heavy baggage from the
brake-vans. A number of tall, bearded Mohamme-
dans, men of the detachment of the Punjabi Regi-
ment we were replacing, were at the station. Their
major came forward to welcome me, and expressed
his extreme pleasure in meeting the man who was
to relieve him and enable him to quit a most undesir-
able place. |

This was a blow to me; for I had pictured life in
this little outpost as an ideal existence in a sports-
man’s paradise.

“What? Don’t you like Buxa Duar?” I asked in
surprise.

“Like 1t?” he exclaimed vehemently. “ Most
certainly not. In my time I have been stationed 1in
some poisonous places in Upper Burmah, when I
was in the Military Police; but the worst of them
was heaven to Buxa.”

I gasped with horror. “Is it as bad as all that?
How long have you been here?”

“Three weeks,” replied the major; “and that was
three weeks too long. Before you have been here a
fortnight you will be praying to all your gods to take
you anywhere else.”

This was pleasant. The subaltern of the Pun-
jabis now came up and was introduced to me. He
had been six months in Buxa; and /4is opinion of it
was too lurid to print. My subaltern, who had been
superintending the unloading of the baggage, joined
us and in his turn was regaled with these cheering
criticisms of our new home. His face fell; for, like
me, he had been looking forward eagerly to being
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quartered in this little outpost, where, we had been
told, the sport was excellent. Fortunately men's
tastes differ; and after eighteen months’ experience
of this much-abused Buxa, I liked it better than any
other place I have ever served in in all my soldiering.

I learned from our new friends that the fort was
six miles from the railway and fifteen hundred feet
above i1t; so I inquired for the transport to convey
our baggage there.

Before leaving Baroda the quartermaster of our
regiment had written to the nearest civil ofhcial of
the district, requesting him to provide me with a
hundred coolies for the purpose. There were also,
I knew, three Government transport elephants in
charge of the detachment quartered in Buxa Duar.
These I saw at the station engaged in conveying the
baggage of the Punjabis, who were to leave on the
following day. I asked for my hundred coolies.

The major laughed when I told him of our quarter-
master’s requisition. “ Your regimental head-
quarters,” he said, “evidently did not realise what
a desolate, uninhabited place this 1s. A hundred
coolies? Why, with difficulty I have procured
eight; four of them women. You will have to leave
your baggage here under a guard, and have it brought
up piecemeal on the elephants after our departure.
And now, if you will fall in your men, I'll lead the
way up to Buxa and gladly take my last look at it.”

A baggage guard having been left at the station
with our food and cooking-pots, etc., my detachment
fell in, formed fours and followed us. From the
clearing near the railway a broad road, cut through
the forest, led towards the hills. For the first three
miles it was comparatively level ; and we swung along
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at a good pace between the tall trees rising from
the dense undergrowth. Breaking the solemn
silence of the forest, I eagerly plied our new friends
with questions on the chances of sport that Buxa
afforded. But I found that they had done little in
that way and could give me scant information. The
subaltern had shot a tiger on a tea garden, but had
hardly ever gone into the jungle. I learned, however,
that out of the three transport elephants now at my
disposal, two were trained for shooting purposes and
were remarkably steady. This at least was good
news.

Towards the end of the third mile the road began
to rise; and when it emerged into a small clearing
we halted for a few minutes. We were now at the
very foot of the hills; and from here we could see
them for the first time since our train had entered
the forest. High above our heads they towered.
At first low, rounded, tree-clad buttresses of the giant
ramparts of India, long spurs thrust out from the
flanks of the mountains. Then lofty rugged walls
of rock, jagged peaks, dark even 1n the brilliant sun-
shine, precipitous cliffs over which thin threads of
water leapt and seemed to hang wavering down the
steep sides.

In the clearing stood two or three wooden huts;
and a hundred yards farther on was a long and lofty
open structure, with a thatched roof supported on
rough wood pillars. The flooring was of pounded
earth with three brick “standings,” with iron rings
inserted in them; for this was the Peelkhana or
elephant stables of the detachment. The clearing
was dignified with the euphonious name of Santra-
bart. Past the Peelkhana the road entered the hills.
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At first it wound around their flanks, crossing by
wooden bridges over clear streams ; then, rising ever
higher, it climbed the steep slopes in zigzags. Along
above a brawling mountain torrent, tumbling over
rounded rocks in a deep ravine it went, across
wooded spurs and under stony cliffs. Huge bushes
flamed with strange red and purple flowers, thick
shrubs hung out great white bells to tempt the giant
scarlet and black butterflies hovering overhead.
Above our path tall trees stretched out their long
limbs covered with the glossy green leaves of
orchids. From trunk to trunk swung creepers thick
as a ship’s hawser, trailing in long festoons or inter-
lacing and writhing around each other like great
snakes.

But, as we climbed, the forest fell behind us. The
trees stood farther apart, grew fewer and smaller.
The undergrowth became denser. Tall brakes of
the drooping plumes of the bamboo, thick-growing
thorny bushes, plantain trees with their broad leaves
and hanging bunches of bananas, the straight slender
stems of sago palms with trailing clusters of nut-like
fruit springing up from tangled vegetation. A troop
of little brown monkeys leapt in alarm from tree
to tree and vanished over a cliff. With a measured
flapping of wings a brilliantly plumaged hornbill
passed over our heads. The road crossed and re-
crossed the mountain stream and led into a deep
cleft among the hills towering precipitously over us.
And looking up I saw on the edge of a cliff the corner
of a building. It was the fort of Buxa at last. But
before we reached it a few hundred feet more of
climbing had to be done; and we panted wearily
upward. Through a narrow cutting we emerged on
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a stretch of artificially levelled soil, the parade
ground, and halted gladly. We stood in a deep
horseshoe among the mountains, nearly two thousand
feet above the plains. Before us, peeping out from
low trees and flowering bushes, were a few bunga-
lows; and above them towered a conical peak, its
summit another four thousand feet higher still.
From 1t right and left ran down on either side of
us two long wooded spurs; and on knolls on them
stood three white square towers. Behind us, on a
long mound, were fortified barracks with loopholed
walls. These formed the fort; and this was Buxa
Duar. We had reached our destination.

The major first showed our men to their new
quarters; and I told them off to their different
barrack-rooms, and saw them settled down. Then
he and his subaltern led us to the Mess where we met
a third officer, the doctor, a young lieutenant in the
Indian Medical Service named Smith, who was to
remain on in Buxa in medical charge of my detach-
ment. Then ensued the wearisome task of taking
over charge of all the Government property in the
Station, from the rifle-range and the ammunition in
the magazine to picks and shovels, buckets and
waterproof coats. We had next to do our own
bargaining over the buying of the store of tinned
provisions, jams, pickles and wines in the Mess, as
well as the scanty furniture in it. Among other
things we purchased were two Bhutanese mountain
sheep—huge creatures with horns. Meat being a
rare commodity in Buxa, the major had bought them
from a Bhuttia from across the border. Not needing
to kill them at once, he had let them roam freely
about the Mess garden until, as he said, they had
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become such pets that he could not harden his
heart sufficiently to order them to be killed for food.
My subaltern and I mentally resolved not to
allow them to become thus endeared to us by long
association.

Dinner in the Mess that night was quite a pleasant
function, everyone but the doctor being 1n the best
of spirits. As he was not to take his departure on
the morrow, he was not as cheerful as the two Punjabi
officers, who were delighted to think that they were
so soon to leave Buxa. They had, perhaps, reason
to rejoice at their return to civilisation and the society
of their kind. They had come there from Tibet,
where they had been quartered in the wilds from the
end of the fighting in the war of 1904 to the evacu-
ation of the country by our troops. They frankly
pitied us for the prospect of two yecars’ exile in this
isolated post, where a strange white face was rarely
seen. They fully expatiated on the loneliness of it.
In a Bhuttia village a few miles over the hills there
was an elderly American lady missionary. Down in
the forest below a few LEnglish tea-planters were
scattered about, the nearest fifteen or twenty miles
from us. During the winter we might expect an occa-
sional visitor, a General or our Colonel on inspection
duty, or a Public Works Department Official come to
see to the state of the road or the repair of the build-
ings. During the rainy season, which lasts seven
months, from April to the end of October, with a rain-
fall therein from two hundred to three hundred inches,
we would see no stranger and probably be cut off
from outside intercourse by the washing away of the
roads. As during those months the forest below
would be filled with the deadly Terai fever, we could
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not solace our loneliness by sport which rendered the
remainder of the year bearable. And as the jungle
around us, which grew to our very doors would,
during the Rains, swarm with leeches which fasten in
scores on man or beast if given the chance, we would
scarcely be able to put foot outside our bungalows,
even if tempted to face the awful thunderstorms and
torrential Rains.

All this certainly did not sound cheering; so 1
changed the subject and asked for information re-
garding my duties in the Station. [ learned that, in
addition to my work of my detachment, I would hold
the proud but unpaid post of Officer Commanding
Buxa Duar—an appointment which would entail
voluminous routine correspondence on me. I
would also, again without extra pay, represent law
and order by being Cantonment Magistrate, third
class, with power to award imprisonment up to three
months’ hard labour. Verily, the duties that fall to
the lot of the Indian Army Officer are many and
various. Besides being a soldier he 1s also a school-
master, having to set and correct examination papers
for certificates of education. He must be something
of a master tailor to decide on the fit and alteration of
his men’s new uniforms; a clerk to cope with inter-
minable correspondence; an accountant to wrestle
with complicated accounts. He must be an archi-
tect and builder to direct and oversee the erection and
repair of the barracks, which is done by the sepoys
themselves. Bad for him if he is not a good business
man, for he must often give out contracts for hundreds
or thousands of pounds, and see that they are properly
carried out. A lawyer, to sit on or preside at courts
martial, or to administer the law to civilians as
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Cantonment Magistrate. And sometimes it falls to
his lot to replace the chaplain in a military Station,
read the lessons in church, or, perhaps, the Bural
Service over the grave of a comrade.

Next morning the detachment of Punjabis marched
off; and as we watched their files disappear down
the winding mountain road, we three Britishers cer-
tainly felt a little 1solated and cut off from our kind.
Before the small column passed the last bend which
would hide them from our eyes, the major turned to
wave us a cheery farewell. Poor fellow, not long
after, when in command of his regiment, he died of
cholera in Benares.

However, our depression was momentary; and we
turned away to begin making ourselves acquainted
with our new surroundings. Buxa Duar stands
guard over one of the gates of India, which opens
into 1t from the little-known country of Bhutan. It
commands a pass through the Himalayas into the
fertile plains of Eastern Bengal, a pass that has run
with blood many a time in the past. Through it
fierce raiders have poured to the laying waste of
the rich plains below. Back through it weeping
women and weary children have passed to slavery in
a savage land. And were the strong hand of Briton
lifted from it, its jungle-clad hills would see again
the blood-dyed columns of fighting men and the sad
processions of wailing captives. To-day its gloomy
depths are peaceful. But to-morrow, when the
menace of a regenerated and aggressive China
becomes real, its rocky walls may once more echo
to the sounds of war.

Three thousand feet above our heads, two miles
away in a straight line, but six by the winding mule
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track, lay the boundary-line between the Indian
Empire and Bhutana—a line that runs along the
mountain tops and rarely fringes the plains. It
curves round the northern slopes of the conical hill
that towers above Buxa, Sinchula, the “ Hill of the
Misty Pass.”

Buxa Duar has been the scene of fierce fighting
even in the short history of England’s rule in India.
It was first taken by the British from the Bhutanese
in the days of Warren Hastings, when in 1772
Captain Jones and his small column of sepoys swept
them back into their mountainous land. It was given
back the following year. In 1864 we again went to
war with Bhutan and captured Buxa; and, although
throughout the winter of that year, our troops were
closely besieged in it, it has remained in our posses-
sion ever since. Formerly garrisoned by a whole
regiment, it is now occupied merely by a double com-
pany—two hundred men—of an Indian Infantry
battalion. They are the only troops between the
Bhutan border and Calcutta—three hundred miles
away.

In all my wanderings I have seldom seen a lovelier
spot than this lonely outpost. Nestling in the little
hollow on the giant Himalayas, its few bungalows
stood in gardens flaming with the brilliant colours of
bougainvillias and poinsettias, surrounded by hedges
of wild roses, and shaded by clusters of tall bamboos
and the dense foliage of mango trees. The encirc-
ling arms of the mountains held it closely pressed.
The jungle clothed the steep slopes around it, and
rioted to our very doors. No sound disturbed its
peace, save the shrill notes of our bugles or the
chattering of monkeys by day, and the sudden harsh
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cry of barking deer or the monotonous bell-like note
of the night-jar after the sun had set.

The building dignified by the name of fort was
in reality an irregular square of one-storied stone
barracks, their outer faces and iron-shuttered windows
loopholed for rifle fire. They were connected by a
low stone wall pierced with three gateways, closed
at night or on an alarm by iron gates, which slid into
place on wheels. The fort was built on a knoll, which
on three sides fell perpendicularly for two or three
hundred feet in rocky precipices from ten to forty
yards from the walls. On the north face it was only
about fifty feet above the parade ground, which was
a levelled space two hundred yards long and a
hundred broad. This served also for hockey and
as a rifle-range ; the targets being placed in tiers up
the steep hill-side on the east end.

Standing at the front gate and looking northwards
towards the mountains, one saw the ground rise
sharply to the foot of Sinchula. Dotted about among
the trees and set round with orchid-studded, low
stone walls or flowering hedges, were four or five
single-storied bungalows.

The lowest and nearest to the parade ground of
these was the Commanding Officer’s Quarters, which
I occupied. Higher up to the right, and separated
from mine by a deep ravine crossed by a little wooden
bridge, was an empty house, known as Married
Officers’ Quarters. Behind it was a long wooden
building raised on pillars, the forest officer’s bunga-
low, to shelter that official in his annual visit. Around
it were a few bamboo huts for his native clerks. Past
my quarters ran the mountain road which climbed the
steep sides of Sinchula, and, degenerating into a
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narrow mule track, wound round it to the Bhutan
frontier. Near my house it was shaded by mango
trees which, when the fruit was ripe, were very
popular with the wild monkeys. To preserve the
mangoes for ourselves, I was then obliged to station
a sentry on the road at daybreak to keep the
marauders off. In my garden stood a very large
mango tree, up which I used in the season to send a
small Bhuttia boy to gather the fruit. One day he
found a large monkey there before him. It attacked
him savagely and I was obliged to shoot it to save
him from its fury.

A hundred feet above my house and on the left
of the road stood in a terraced garden the Officers’
Mess, occupied by my subaltern and the doctor. And
three hundred feet higher still was the last build-
ing in Buxa, the Circuit House, intended as a court-
house and temporary residence for any civil official
who should chance to come there on duty. The
three white square towers, which stood on the spurs
running down from Sinchula were known as the
Picquet Towers, and, conspicuous against the dark
mountains could be seen for many miles from the
plains below. They were intended to contain in
war time small parties of the garrison and hold
points which commanded the fort at close range.
From one above the east face of the fort even
arrows could be shot into the interior of our defences;
so its possession was a necessity to us. They were
strongly built of stone and loopholed, the door eight
feet from the ground, and reached by a ladder,
windowless, the only light coming from the loopholes.
To the west of the fort beyond the mountain road
and behind another spur, was the bazaar or native
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My bungalow in the foreground; the Officers’ Mess among the trees.

‘“ THE FORT WAS BUILT ON A KNOLL.”
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town, which consisted of a dozen wooden huts, and
three or four brick houses, in which lived the few
bunniahs or merchants who resided there to trade
grain, salt, and cloth, with the Bhutanese across the
border. There were hardly thirty natives in the
bazaar, comprising our whole civil population. The
“shops” in the one tiny street contained lttle of
use, even for our sepoys’ frugal needs, and nothing
for ours; so that anything we required had to be
sent for from Calcutta—a day and a night by train.

Beside the bazaar was the European cemetery, a
mournful enclosure which was dotted with ruinous
tombstones of British officers who had been killed
or died of disease in this solitary outpost. The
most recent grave was that of a former forest officer
of Rajabhatkawa who, unable to bear the loneliness
of his isolated life, had shot himself in his house in the
jungle below. But before our detachment left Buxa
another grave was dug here to hold the body of a
young captain of my regiment. Though he died of
disease, with no doctor there at the time to attend
him, yet it was in reality loneliness that killed him;
for, depressed by the solitude, he had no heart in him
to fight against illness. But the far-flung boundaries
of England’s Empire are marked everywhere by
graves like his.

From the south wall of the fort the ground fell in
wooded spurs and rocky cliffs to the forest fifteen
hundred feet below. East and west the interminable
miles of trees ran on beyond the range of sight,
clothing the foot-hills and climbing the steep moun-
tain sides. Here and there a light green island in
the darker-hued sea of foliage showed where a tea

garden lay in a clearing, the iron-roofed factories,
B
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and the planters’ bungalows visible through a field-
glass. But to the south, beyond the clearly defined
edge of the forest, the cultivated plains of Eastern
Bengal stretched unbroken to Calcutta—three hun-
dred miles away. South-west, in the Rains when the
Indian atmosphere is clearest, we could see the Garo
Hills fifty miles away in Assam, lying beyond the
broad Brahmaputra where it flows to join the Ganges
and pour their united waters through a hundred
mouths into the Bay of Bengal—close on four
hundred miles to the south of us.



CHAPTER II

LIFE ON OUTPOST

The daily routine—Drill in the Indian Army—Hindustani—A
lingua franca—The divers tongues of India—The sepoys’
lodging—Their ablutions—An Indian’s fare—An Indian
regiment—Rajput customs—The hospital—The doctor at
work—Queer patients—A vicious bear—The Officers’ Mess—
Plain diet—Water—The simple life—A bachelor’s establish-
ment—A faithful Indian—Fighting the trusts—Transport
in the hills—My bungalow—Amusements in Buxa—Dull
days—Asirgarh—A lonely outpost—Poisoning a General--
A storied fortress—Soldier ghosts—A spectral officer—The
tragedy of isolation—A daring panther—A day on an ele-
phant—Sport in the jungle—Gooral stalking in the hills—
Strange pets—A friendly deer—A terrified visitor—A walk-
ing menagerie—Elephants tame and wild—Their training
—Their caution—Their rate of speed—Fondness for water
—Quickly reconciled to captivity—Snakes—A narrow escape
—A king-cobra; the hamadryad—Hindu worship of the
cobra—General Sir Hamilton Bower—An adventurous
career—E. F. Knight—The General’s inspection.

““ Why, soldiers, why should we be melancholy, boys,
Whose business ’tis to die? ”’

WiTH the easy philosophy of the soldier we three
officers settled down rapidly in our new surroundings
—new at least to my subaltern Creagh and me. Life
was a little monotonous; but we did not grumble
more than the Briton considers is his right. Our
daily existence did not vary much. Before the sun
had risen above the Picquet Towers, my white-robed
Mohammedan servant woke me to the labours of the
day, as the bugles in the fort were sounding the * dress

19
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for parade.” Moving noiselessly about the room on
bare feet he placed on a small table beside my camp
bed, the ckota hazri or “little breakfast,” the light
refreshment of tea, toast, and fruit with which the
good Anglo-Indian begins the morning. The bad
one prefers whisky-and-soda. Then my servitor laid
out for me the dull khaki uniform which in India,
except on occasions of ceremony, replaces the gayer
garb of the soldier in England.

Morning and afternoon we drilled our men, watched
them at musketry on the rifle-range, or practised them
in mountain warfare up the steep slopes.

We found it difficult to manceuvre off the parade
ground, as the hills around were mostly covered with
such tangled jungle that one had to hack a passage
through it with a Auksi or a dak.* The drill of the
Indian Army 1s precisely the same as for British
troops. The words of command are invariably given
in English, while only the explanations of movements
are made in the vernacular. Thus in action an officer
ignorant of Hindustani could take command of a
native regiment in a crisis when all its white ofhcers
had been killed. Hindustani is a lingua franca in-
vented in India by the Mohammedan armies of inva-
sion from the north for intercourse with the peoples
of the many conquered States. It is really a camp
language made up of Sanscrit, Persian, Hindi and
many other tongues. Even some military words,
such as “ cartouche,” “ tambour,” have been borrowed
from the French, owing to so many French adven-
turers having taken service in the armies of native
princes in past times. Nowadays the English terms
for military things or new inventions are adopted as

* Heavy native knives,
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they stand. Hindustani or Urdu is by no means
universally understood in India, though most
Mohammedans throughout the Peninsula have some
knowledge of it; for nearly every race has its own
separate language or dialect and there are probably
a hundred and fifty different tongues spoken in our
Indian Empire. Urdu, however, is a sine qua non
for the British officer of the native army; and he has
to pass at least two examinations, the Lower and the
Higher Standard, in it. But in addition he must also
qualify in the particular language spoken by the
majority of men in his regiment. A subaltern 1n
a Gurkha regiment, for instance, must pass in
Gurkhali, in a Mahratta regiment in Mahratti; and
so on.

After morning parade I held orderly room, dis-
posed of any prisoners—rare things in the Indian
Army—and took reports from the native officers
commanding the companies. Then I went to my
office where, such 1s the amount of accounts and
correspondence in the Service, I found at least two
hours’ work. Then I visited the hospital and went
on to inspect the lines, as the barracks of native
troops are called. The Indian sepoy is not luxuri-
ously lodged. The barrack-rooms in Buxa, better
and more substantial than in most places, were single-
storied stone buildings roughly paved and furnished
only with the men’s belongings; for Government does
not even provide them with beds. So each of my
sepoys had fitted himself out with a c/arpoy or native
cot, a four-legged wooden bedstead with a string net-
work bottom which makes a comfortable couch. On
this lay his dhwurri or carpet, and his blankets.
Overhead on a rough shelf stood his canvas kit-bag
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containing his clothing, while on pegs hung his belt,
bayonet, and puggr: or turban. Such luxuries as
basins and baths are unknown to the sepoy. He
strips to his waist-cloth and even in the coldest
weather washes himself under a stand-pipe or pours
water over his body from his /otaZ or small brass
vessel which he always carries to drink from or use
for his ablutions. In personal cleanliness most
Indian races are surpassed only by the Japanese;
and my men were either Mohammedans or Rajputs
whose religions enjoin frequent ablutions.

From the barrack-rooms I passed on to the sepoys’
cooking-places. In the Indian Army rations in
peace-time are not provided for the men ; but, instead,
they are given a certain allowance of money above
their pay known as “compensation for dearness of
provisions.” This helps them to purchase their
food, which consists in general of chupatties or cakes
of flour and water, supplemented by g/kee or clari-
fied butter, various grain-stuffs, curry and some-
times a little meat. Many races eat rice instead of
flour. Their method of cooking i1s primitive. A
hole scratched in the ground and a couple of stones
make the ckula or fireplace, in which burn a few bits
of wood or a handful of dry twigs. The sepoy
mixes his afta, or flour, into a paste with a little
water in a large brass dish, rolls it into balls and
flattens them out into thin cakes on a convex iron
plate over the fire, the result being something like
crisp, thick pancakes. Having made a pile of
these he grinds between stones various spices, such as
turmeric, chillies, onions and poppy seed, moistened
with water to make his curry, adds some cooked vege-
tables or a raw onion, and his simple meal is ready.



LIFE ON OUTPOST 23

Among Hindus, men of different castes cook and
eat apart. A Brahmin must have his separate fire-
place, prepare his own food and eat alone. Other
castes are not so particular and can employ cooks.
In an Indian regiment each company or double
company is generally composed of men of one race;
and Government allows and pays two cooks and a
bhisti or water-carrier to each company, these
menials, with Hindus, being necessarily of the same
caste as the sepoys they serve. Thus in my own
battalion we have a double company of Rajputs, one
of Gujars, and one of Rawats—all these being
Hindus. The fourth is composed of Mohammedans.
Each company is officered by men of their own caste,
a Subhedar or captain, and a /emadar or lieutenant ;
and every two companies are under a double company
commander and a double company officer, who are
British, and with the commandant, adjutant and
quartermaster make up the European ofhcers of the
regiment.

My double company in Buxa was composed of
Rajputs; but, having had to detach signallers, bands-
men, clerks, and other employed men to go with the
headquarters to Dibrugarh, some Mussulmans were
temporarily attached to bring it up to its original
strength of two hundred men. The Rajputs’ method
of eating their meals is rather peculiar. Before each
they must bathe and put on a clean dZotie, a cotton
cloth wrapped round the waist, passing between the
legs and falling to the knees. They must eat inside
the cleauka, a space of ground marked out and swept
clean. Food which they wish to carry away and
consume outside the ckawuka, as, for instance, if they
are going on a long march, must be prepared in a
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particular way with water instead of gkee, which is
generally used by them in cooking.

In my daily visit to the hospital I would find our
medical officer, Smith, hard at work. For, besides
the sick of the detachment, he had to tend any natives
from outside who chose to seek the white man's
medicine. To help him he had a young Indian sub-
assistant surgeon, who, despite the scanty medical
training he had received, pined to perform major
operations. With little knowledge of surgery he
wished to resort to the knife on every possible occa-
sion. Once, when left in sole charge of the hospital,
he determined to amputate the leg of a Bhuttia
suffering from gangrenous sores. The patient, how-
ever, was of a different opinion and during the night
stole silently from the hospital and fled in terror
across the hills to his village. Like most mountain-
eers the Bhuttias are very subject to goitre. Two
out of every three are the proud possessors of these
enormous appendages, in some cases nearly as large
as the owner’s head. They seemed to regard them
as ornaments, and absolutely refused to allow our
‘medico to operate on them. One day there was
carried to the fort from Chunabatti, the only village
for miles round, a Chinaman suffering from beriberi.
This man, who knew no word of any language but
his own, had made his way on foot from China across
Tibet and Bhutan over the Himalayas endeavouring
to reach Calcutta in search of work. Stricken down
_with this fell disease he had lain for months in the
village, living on the charity of the Bhuttias, and
was brought to our hospital only to die. Another
interesting case was a boy about seven years old who
was brought in, absolutely scalped by a blow from
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the paw of a bear which he had disturbed when
gathering wood 1n the forest. From brow to nape
of neck his skull had been left bare to the bone, in
which were deep indentations from the animal's
claws. The shock of the blow would probably have
killed a European, but with the marvellous tenacity
of life among savage races, the boy soon recovered.
Our morning’s work finished, we climbed up the
hill for breakfast in the Mess. This was a long,
single-storied stone building with an iron roof,
erected on pillars which raised it six feet from the
ground. From the tangled wilderness of the garden,
bright with the vivid colours of huge bushes of
poinsettia and bougainvillias, a flight of steps led up
to the railed veranda which ran along the front of
the building, and on to which opened the four rooms
—the end ones used as quarters by Creagh and
Smith, the centre apartments being the ante-room
and dining-room. I wonder what some writers of
military fiction, who prate glibly of the luxury in
which army officers live, would say to the bare rooms
and whitewashed walls of our Mess, furnished only
with a few rickety tables and unsteady chairs. Or my
subaltern’s abode. One room, an iron cot borrowed
from the hospital, a kitchen table, one dilapidated
chair, a tin bath, and an iron basin on an old packing-
case, comprised the sum-total of his possessions.
Other furniture we could not get in Buxa; for the
nearest shops were three hundred miles away in
Calcutta. Of course, crockery, cooking-pots, glass-
ware, linen and cutlery, we had to provide for
ourselves. These we had brought with us. Before
long, by dint of colour-washing the stone walls,
hanging curtains and draperies of native cloth, and
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decorating the bare walls with the heads of animals
we shot, we succeeded in making the Mess quite
habitable and cosy.

We were not much better off in the bare necessi-
ties of life. Buxa produced little in the way of food.
Chickens—more literally, hens of no uncertain
antiquity—and eggs of almost equal age were often
procurable locally. But no meat. Sometimes a
Bhuttia from across the frontier brought a goat for
sale; and, although the Asiatic goat is an abomina-
tion, yet such an occasion was a red-letter day for us.
Bread was sent us by rail from a railway refreshment-
room twenty-four hours away, and did not always
arrive. Fresh vegetables we never saw until later
on we tried our prentice hands at gardening—and a
sorry mess we made of it. In the winter we could
add to the pot by the help of our rifles and guns;
and venison and jungle fow] were a welcome change
from the monotony of our menus. But our staple
food consisted of tinned provisions—an expensive
and wearisome diet. I dare say the British workman
would have turned up his nose at our usual fare; and
I could not blame him. IEven the water supply in
Buxa was a difficult question. Our Mess got its water
from a spring in the hills hundreds of yards away, led
down in bamboos to the kitchen. The fort was
supplied from another spring in the base of the hill
on which it was built; and all day long the &/kistis *
toiled up and down bringing the water in goatskin
bags. But a few months after our arrival the
springs nearly gave out; and I was faced with the
necessity of abandoning fort and station, and moving
the military and civil population to camp on the banks

* Water-carriers.
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of a river miles away in the forest below, when we
were saved by timely rain.

Yet despite the simple life we were leading in
Buxa my monthly expenses were more than twenty
pounds for the bare necessities of existence. I had
to pay rent to Government for my bungalow, and a
share of the rent for the Mess, as well as my share
of the expenses of mess-servants, lighting, and food.
My personal household consisted of my “boy” or
body-servant, a dZobi or washerman, a bhisti or
water-carrier, a syce or groom, and my sword-orderly,
a sepoy of the regiment. This last individual, a
Mussulman named Mohammed Draj Khan, had been
1n my service for many years and, with the fidelity of
the Indian, was faithfully attached to me. He went
with me to China in 1900 with the Indian Expedi-
tionary Force and returned with me again there five
years later. When I was going from Hong Kong
on furlough to the United States, Canada and
Europe, I arranged for him to be given six months’
leave to his home in India. But when he heard of
it Draj Khan was exceedingly wroth.

“What? Am I not to accompany my Sahib?”
he demanded indignantly.

“No; I cannot take you with me to Europe,” I
replied. “But I have got you leave to go home to
your wife whom you have not seen for four years.”

“Oh, my wife does not matter,” was the ungallant
answer; “she can wait. But my place is with my
Sahib wherever he goes.”

And he has never forgiven me for not taking him;
although he still continues to serve me faithfully.

Our sepoys fared better than their British officers.
We found on arrival that the local bunniaks or shop-



28 LIFE IN AN INDIAN OUTPOST

keepers were in the habit of supplying the men with
very inferior and bad flour and other food-stuffs and
charging a high price for them, relying on the
monopoly they enjoyed. I determined to follow the
example of the United States Government and make
war on trusts. So I sent my native officers to Cooch
Behar and other towns fifty miles away to purchase
supplies, and ordered flour 1n bulk from a mill under
English management in Calcutta. I had it sent by
rail to Buxa Road Station, and conveyed thence by
our elephants and Bhuttia coolies. An elephant can
carry a weight of ten or twelve maunds—a maund
being equal to eighty pounds. The sturdy Bhuttias,
women as well as men, could come up our steep road,
each with a load of two maunds on his or her back.
Their burdens were fixed in two forked sticks bound
to the shoulders in such a way that when the bearers
sat down the ends of the sticks rested on the ground
and supported the weight. But when heavily laden
a coolie cannot then rise to his feet unaided, unless
he first lies down, rolls over on his face, then pushes
himself on to his knees with his hands and stands up.
In Chemulpo and Seoul in Corea I have seen coolics
employ a similar method of carrying their loads.
After breakfast I returned to my house to pass the
hours until the afternoon parade. After the dilapi-
dated bungalows of most stations in India, with their
thatched roofs sheltering rats, squirrels and even
snakes, and their floors of pounded earth and
decayed matting full of fleas, ants and the myriad
plagues of insect life of the East, my small house
seemed luxurious. It was built strongly of rough
stone blocks to withstand the awful mountain storms.
The roof was of iron which rang like a drum to the
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heavy rain and monster hailstones of the Monsoon.
It contained four small rooms with ceilings and floors
of wood, each with its fireplace. For during the
winter we found it cold enough to have fires going
day and night, the jungle around furnishing us with
an ample supply of fuel. The meagre furniture
which I had bought from the major of the Punjabis
was soon supplemented with a few more articles sent
from Calcutta. The little garden contained mango
trees and a tree bearing the huge and evil-smelling
jack-fruit, of which natives are very fond, though its
sickening odour and oversweet taste repel most
Europeans. The hedges around my compound were
of wild roses. At one side stood my stable and the
stone outhouses in which my servants lived; for in
India the domestics are not lodged in the bungalow.

The afternoon was occupied with drills, signalling
practice and military lectures to the non-commis-
sioned ofhcers.

Buxa offered scant amusement within its limits to
us Brtishers. We had hockey-matches with the
men two or three times a week. Creagh, being a
keen golfer, tried to make miniature links about the
fort; but, after losing six balls in his first game 1n
the jungle around, he gave it up. We turned our
attention to tennis. A comparatively level space
hewed out of the mountain-side was fixed on as a
court. Rocks four or five feet high were dug out of
it; and the elephants were employed for days in
bringing up earth from the plains below to spread on
it. But more rocks seemed to grow in it and shove
their heads through the thin covering of mould,
grass came in thick, wiry patches; and altogether our
tennis court could not be pronounced a success,
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Evening brought with it the dullest hours of the
day. The Calcutta newspaper, which arrived by post
every afternoon, was soon read; and the English
journals sent to us from regimental headquarters
were a month old. None of us were keen card
players. Our library was small; and, as light litera-
ture, drill books soon cease to charm. Our daily life
was too uneventful to afford many subjects of con-
versation; and as topics the incompetency of Naik
Chandu Singh or the slackness on parade of Sepoy
Pem Singh were not engrossing. England seemed
too far away for the discussion of its politics to
interest us. The pitiable limitations of men as
talkers was painfully evident. Not being women we
had no ever-ready subjects of conversation in dress,
babies and servants’ misdemeanours; and we could
not talk scandal about ourselves. So, after the
meagre dinner that our Gurkha cook contrived out
of the athletic hen or tinned sausage, we threw our-
selves into long chairs around the fire; Creagh
betook himself to the study of military books for his
forthcoming examination for promotion, and the
doctor and I thumbed tattered novels we had read a
dozen times.

But Buxa was not the loneliest spot in which I have
been quartered. As a subaltern I was stationed
alone for many months in Asirgarh in the Central
Provinces, an old Indian fortress on a hill lost in
the jungle. That was solitude itself. My nearest
European neighbour was forty miles away. 1 saw
no white face and spoke no word of English for
months at a time. Once a year a General was sup-
posed to pay it the compliment of an official inspec-
tion, although the garrison consisted only of a British
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subaltern and fifty sepoys. But I think that after one
occasion when the General and his staff officers nearly
died on my hands of ptomaine poisoning—really
contracted on their journey thither, but ascribed by
the uncharitable among my friends to my base
devices and resentment at having my peace disturbed
by this officious intrusion—this duty grew out of
favour with generals who valued their lives. This
detachment has since been abolished.

The fortress was wonderfully interesting, with a
history reaching back to the eighth century. It had
passed through the hands of the various masters of
India in turn, and every stone of ifs walls had a story
to tell. Taken by the British from the Maharajah
of Gwalior twice, it remained in our possession from
1818, and was formerly garrisoned by a company of
Artillery, a British regiment and a wing of a native
battalion. Fallen from its high estate, a subaltern
and half a company were considered enough for it i
my time. And the subaltern combined in his own
person the important offices of Commandant of
Asirgarh Fortress, officer commanding the troops,
officer in charge of military treasure chest, Canton-
ment Magistrate third class, and Church Trustee. For
inside the fort were a Protestant Church in disused
barracks, a ruined Catholic Chapel on the altar of
which wild monkeys perched, and two cemeteries full
of graves of English dead. The post was a lonely
one for a young officer. I lived in the only habitable
European building, formerly the general hospital,
for which I paid twenty-four pounds a year to
Government. The dead house was just outside my
bedroom window. The interior of the fort, the fifty-
feet-high walls of which were a mile and a half in
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circumference, was crowded with the ruins of an
ancient palace, a large mosque, an old Moghul prison
with wonderful underground passages and cells, and—
most depressing of all—the gaunt wrecks of English
bungalows with bare rafters and tattered ceiling-
cloths. A fit habitation for ghosts. And ghosts
there were. No native would venture about the fort
alone at night. Weird tales had my sepoys to tell of
the Siaitans and bhuts, as they termed the spectral
beings that wandered within the walls in the dark
hours and were seen again and again by my men.
They invariably took the form of British soldiers.
And actually one night when I was miles away out
shooting in the jungle the sentry at the gate turned
out the guard to an approaching white officer, whom
he took to be me. The whole guard, eleven men in
all, swore next day to the ghostly visitant.

Few English folk at home, who fondly picture an
officer’s life in India as one long round of social
gaieties, of polo, sport, races and balls, realise the
tragedies of loneliness of many who serve the Empire.
Of the dreary solitude of a military police post in the
jungles of Burma, of a fort on the Indian frontier,
where a young subaltern lives for months, for years,
alone. A boy brought up in the comfort of an
English home, used to the pleasant fellowship of a
regimental mess, is there condemned to isolation from
his kind, to food that a pauper would reject, and a
lodging a cottager would scorn. Should one of the
many diseases of India lay its grisly hand on him he
is far from medical aid. He must fight his illness
alone, lying unattended in his comfortless quarters.
Outside, a pitiless sun in a sky of brass pours down
its rays on the glaring, shadowless desert. Inside,
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the droning whine of the punkah mocks him through-
out the weary day, as it scarcely stirs the heated air.
Night brings only the more terrible hours of dark-
ness when sleep is banished from the tired eyes and
the fever-racked brain knows no relief. Small
wonder that too often in his agony he seeks death by
his own hand. I have gone through the hell of sick-
ness in a lonely post, when day after day the awful
pains of jungle fever tortured me and night brought
no relief. I have known what it is to gaze in my
delirtum at my revolver and think 1t the kindly friend
that alone could end my misery, until a sane moment
made me realise that its touch meant death and I had
it taken away from me. But I have known, too,
many a poor fellow to whom that saving interval of
sanity was denied, to whom a bullet through the
tortured brain brought oblivion.

In comparison with Asirgarh, Buxa was quite a gay
place. I was seldom alone in it, and generally had
at least one other white man with me. We were kept
in touch with the outside world by a telegraph line,
which, however, was constantly being broken by
trees blown down by storms or uprooted by elephants.
Once a day a sturdy little Bhuttia postman toiled up
the hill with our letters. “His Majesty’s Mail”
carried for his protection a short spear with bells on
it to scare wild beasts; but this did not save him
from being occasionally stopped by wild elephants
and once being treed by a tiger. For sport we had
to descend to the forest ; though sometimes a barking
deer wandered into our gardens from the jungle, and
from the Mess veranda we shot a couple on the hill-
side across a deep nullak or ravine.

Between my bungalow and the Married Ofhicers’
C
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Quarters ran another #u/lak. Occasionally, when
there was no moon, a panther used to wander down
it, calling like a cat in the darkness which was too
intense to allow me a shot at the animal. When we
came to Buxa we had wondered why the windows of
our houses were covered with strong wire netting,
and were inclined to be sceptical when told that this
was to keep predatory beasts out. But the Punjabi
subaltern had been awakened one night by the noise
of some animal moving about his room in the Mess,
he having left his door open. He seized a handful
of matches, struck them and saw a panther scared by
the sudden blaze dash out through the door. And
twice during our sojourn in Buxa did a similar thing
happen.

This particular panther, for we assumed that it was
always the same animal, haunted the Station and
preyed on the dogs in the bazaar. One day on th=
road just below the fort it met one of my sepoys who
promptly climbed the nearest tree and remained 1n
the topmost branches until his shouts brought some
other men to the rescue. Once at night I was roused
from sleep by wild cries from a Bhuttia’s hut on the
spur above our Mess and learned on inquiry that the
panther had carried off his dog. Another time, in
brilliant moonlight, an Indian doctor then in medical
charge of the detachment, who lived in the bungalow
next to mine, saw the beast sitting in the small garden
intently watching the door of an outhouse in which a
milch-goat was kept shut up. The doctor ran
indoors to fetch his gun and had an unsuccessful shot
at it as it jumped the hedge. Needless to say we
made many efforts to compass its death. One night
it killed a goat tied up as a bait to a tree within
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fifteen yards of the fort and was wounded by a native
officer waiting for it behind the wall. Yet not long
afterwards it climbed into the fort at night and carried
off a sepoy’s dog. Many a time I sat up in a tree
over a bleating goat in the moonlight, but always
in vain ; and I suppose that panther still lives to afford
sport to our successors in Buxa.

Life was well worth living on the days when we
could descend into the forest for a shoot. At dawn
we started down the three miles of steep road to
Santrabari where the elephants awaited us. For
work in the jungle these animals, instead of the
howdahs or cage-like structures with seats which they
carry on shoots 1n fairly open country, have only
their pads, thick, straw-stuffed mattresses bound on
their backs by stout ropes. For in dense forest
howdahs would soon be swept off. 'When we arrived
at the Peelkhana the ma/outs made the huge beasts
kneel down, or we clambered up, either by hauling
oneself up by the tail, aided by one foot on the hind
leg held up for the purpose at the driver’s command,
or by catching hold of the ears from the front and
standing on the curled-up trunk which then raised us
up on to the elephant’s head. One either sat side-
ways on the pad or astride above the shoulders and
behind the wmalout who rode on the neck with his
bare feet behind the ears. Then our giant steeds
lumbered off into the forest with an awkward, dis-
jointed stride which is sorely trying to the novice.
And sitting upright with nothing to rest the back
against for eight hours or more, shaken violently all
the time by the jerky motion, is decidedly tiring.
Prepared for beast or bird, each of us carried a rifle
and a shot-gun, and, separating from the others, went
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his own way through the forest. Sometimes a
sambhur, the big Indian stag, was the bag; some-
times a wild boar. Perhaps a &kakur, the small,
alert barking deer, of which the flesh is infinitely more
tender than a sambhur’s, or a few jungle fowl, re-
warded our efforts. We carried with us food and
water for the day and did not return until evening.
Then, after leaving the elephants at the Peelkhana,
came the fifteen-hundred-feet climb up the steep road
to Buxa. And in a long chair in the Mess the fatigues
of the day were forgotten in the pleasure of recount-
ing every incident of the sport.

Sometimes we went out among the hills around us
to stalk gooral, an active little wild goat. Clamber-
ing up the almost sheer sides of the mountains or
clinging to the faces of rugged precipices while
carrying a heavy rifle was a toilsome task; and too
often, after a long and perilous climb, did I arrive
in sight of the quarry only to see it disappear in
bounding flight over the cliffs.

In our excursions into the forest or by purchase
from natives we gradually gathered together a varied
collection of pets to solace our loneliness. At
different times I possessed half a dozen barking deer
fawns, one of which became an institution in Buxa.
Scorning confinement she insisted on being allowed
to wander loose about the Station, and, soon getting
to know the sepoys’ meal hours, visited the fort regu-
larly. She was punctual in her attendance at tea-
time in my bungalow, being exceedingly fond of
buttered toast, and always claiming her share of mine.
More than once I have only just been in time to
save her from the rifle of one of our rare visitors who,
seeing her on the hill-side, took her to be wild. A
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small green parrot which I had similarly objected 0
being shut up and flew freely about the Station. From
wherever it happened to be its quick eye always
marked my servant bringing my afternoon meal to
the bungalow from the kitchen ; and, having a strange
liking for hot tea, it used to fly in through the open
door of my sitting-room and perch on my head. It
was little use my objecting to this familiarity; for, if
I attempted to dislodge 1t, 1t would stick its claws into
my scalp and hold on to my ear by its sharp beak
until I let it drink from my cup. Its propensity for
swooping down in the open on any white man was
sometimes alarming to strangers. Once a certain
civil official visitor to Buxa who was jocularly reputed
to be overfond of alcohol and never far from the verge
of delirtum tremens was approaching my bungalow
when the parrot swept down on him and tried to
alight on his hat. Uncertain as to the reality of the
vision circling around his head, our visitor uttered
a cry of terror and tried to brush the phantom aside
until I'laughingly assured him that it was a real bird.
He revenged himself afterwards by encouraging the
parrot in a depraved taste for whisky.

In my afternoon walks I used to be accompanied
by a small menagerie. Two small barking decr
stepped daintily behind me, their long ears twitching
incessantly. A monkey loped on all fours ahead,
now and then stopping to sit down and scratch him-
self thoughtfully. A bear cub shambled along,
playing with my dogs and being occasionally rolled
over by a combined rush of riotous puppies. On our
return to the bungalow we would be greeted by no
less than five cats; while from its perch on the
veranda a young hornbill, scarcely feathered and



88 LIFE IN AN INDIAN OUTPOST

possessing a beak almost as big as its body, would
survey us with a cold and glassy stare from its un-
winking eyes. Once in a beat in the forest my
orderly caught a sambhur fawn which he bore, shriek-
ing piteously, in his arms to me. In a day or two it
was perfectly tame, fed from my hand, and insisted
on sleeping on my bed. It was killed by a snake
shortly afterwards.

I might almost include in our list of pets our three
Government elephants, of which we became very
fond. They were named Jhansi, Dundora, and
Khartoum. I generally used the last in the jungle;
though when looking for dangerous game I preferred
Dundora. Jhansi was a frivolous and unsteady
young lady of forty years of age; and shooting from
her back was impossible. I soon learned to drive
them, sitting on their necks and guiding them by
pressing my feet behind the ears, as the makouts do.
I was sometimes called on to doctor them; and had
to perform almost a surgical operation on Jhanst,
when wounded by a wild elephant out in the jungle.
I had fortunately been taught how to treat their ail-
ments when doing veterinary work in a transport
course some years before.  Elephants are some-
what delicate animals and liable to a multiplicity of
diseases. Accustomed in the wild state to shelter
from the noonday heat in thick forests, they suffer
greatly if worked in a hot sun and get sore feet if
obliged to tramp along hard roads. Domesticated
elephants are generally very gentle and docile;
though males in a state of must/ often become very
dangerous. Contrary to the usually received opinion
they are not intelligent; but they are very obedient.
At the word of command they will kneel, rise, pick
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up an article from the ground or lift a man on to
their necks. When a makout is gathering fodder for
his charge and sees suitable leaves out of reach at the
top of a small tree, he orders his elephant to break
the tree down. This it does by curling up its trunk
and pressing its forehead with all its weight behind it
against the stem and thus uprooting it. 'When cross-
ing a stream they try to sound the depth with their
trunks. A bridge they attempt cautiously with onc
foot, and, if not satished with its strength, will reso-
lutely refuse to trust themselves on it. Though good
at climbing up steep slopes they are the reverse when
descending. On the level they are fast for a short
distance only; but they can cover many miles in the
day when travelling. They are excellent swimmers
and are very fond of water. In the wild state they
bathe whenever they can; and tame elephants thor-
oughly enjoy being taken into the river and lie in
the shallows with a look of blissful content while their
mahouts wash them and scrub them with bricks. It
is extraordinary how quickly they become used to
captivity. In a few days they let their keepers feed
them, mount them and take them to water. I have
seen two, caught only four months before, being
driven in a beat for a tiger; and when he was
wounded and broke back into thick jungle they
followed him unhesitatingly at their makouts’
command.

Like all hill-places Buxa was full of snakes. One
night in the hot weather when dining on the veranda,
we found a viper climbing up the rough stone wall of
the Mess just behind our chairs. We vacated our
seats promptly and killed it with long bamboos.
Another evening I discovered one on my veranda.
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Once when camped in the forest with my detachment,
the officer who was then with me and I were sitting
at a small table having tea when one of the native
officers came up. I had a chair brought for him and
he sat talking to us until dusk came. My servant
placed a lighted lamp on the table. Suddenly the
native officer who was sitting a few yards from me
said quietly:

“Do not move, Sahib. There 1s a snake under
your chair; and if you try to stand up you may tread
on it.”

It was difficult to obey him and remain motionless;
but, as it was the wisest thing to do, I sat quietly
until I saw a small and very poisonous viper emerge
between my feet and wriggle off. Then I jumped
up, seized the lamp from the table and a cane from
my native officer and killed it.

In Buxa one afternoon when I happened to be
inspecting the bazaar a native ran up in a state of
great excitement to inform me that a “bakut burra
samp,” a wvery large snake, was climbing up the
precipice on the west side of the hill on which the
bazaar stood. I went with him and found two or
three Bhuttias looking over the edge at an enormous
serpent which was making its way up the steep face,
clinging to projecting rocks and bushes. From its size
I took it to be a python, which is not poisonous and
kills its prey only by compression. We waited untl
the snake had got its head and a third of its length
over the brink and fell upon it with sticks and clubbed
it to death. I had it carried to my bungalow where
I measured 1t and found it to be fifteen feet two inches
in length. Preparatory to skinning it, I compared
1t with the coloured plates in a book on Indian reptiles
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and found to my horror that it was a king-cobra or
hamadryad, the most dreaded and dangerous
ophidian in Asia. It is very venomous and wantonly
attacks human beings; so that it was fortunate for us
that we had caught it at a disadvantage. There is a
recorded instance of one chasing and overtaking a
man on a pony. It is generally to be found only.
in the forests of Eastern Bengal Assam, and
Burmah.

When one considers the enormous number of
snakes in India 1t 1s surprising how seldom they are
seen. This i1s due to their rarely venturing out in
the daytime. But I have killed one with my sword
when returning from a morning parade in Bhuj and
another, a black cobra five feet nine inches long, in
my bathroom in Asirgarh. Few Europeans ever get
over their instinctive horror of these reptiles; but the
natives, thousands of whom die every year from
snake-bite owing to their going about with bare feet
and legs at night, have not the same dread of them.
In fact Hindus hold the cobra sacred, and have an
annual festival, the Nagpanchmai, in i1ts honour. I
have seen in Cutch the Rao (or Rajah) of that State
go in solemn procession on that day to worship it in
a temple, accompanied by his strangely-uniformed
troops, which included soldiers in steel caps and chain
mail walking on stilts. They were supposed to be
prepared to fight in the salt deserts and sandy wastes
which surround Cutch.

Our first visitors from the outside world reached
Buxa about a month after our arrival. They were
General Bower, commanding the Assam Brigade to
which we belonged, and his staff officer, come for the
annual inspection of the detachment. Brigadier-
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General (now Major-General Sir Hamilton) Bower
is a man whose paths have lain in strange places and
whose career reads like a book of adventures. A
keen sportsman and a daring explorer of untrodden
ways, he was as a captain ordered by the Government
of India to pursue the Mohammedan murderer of au
English traveller, Dalgleish, through the savage
wilds of Central Asia. For months he chased the
assassin through sterile regions where no European
had ever before set foot and at last hounded him into
the hands of the Russians at Samarcand where he
killed himself in jail. His capture was necessary to
show the lawless tribesmen of Central Asia that a
price must be paid for a white man’s blood and that
the arm of our Government could reach an English-
man’s slayer in any land. Readers of E. F. Knight’s
fascinating book, “ Where Three Empires Meet”
will remember the author’s meeting with Captain
Bower in Kashmir in 1891, after the latter’s successful
pursuit of this murderer, Dad Mohammed. Bower
was then starting on his celebrated journey from
India overland to China, which he has described in
his work “ Across Tibet.” And since those days his
life has not been tame. Ordered to raise a regiment
of Chinamen to garrison Wei-hai-wei, he landed in
Shanghai with one follower and soon brought a corps
of Northern Chinese into being, which, in two years
after its raising, fought splendidly in the bloody
struggles around Tientsin in the Boxer War of
1900. He afterwards commanded the British Lega-
tion Guard in Pekin and found ample scope for all
his tact and good temper in the intercourse with the
officers of the Guards of other nationalities in the
Chinese capital.
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He spent three days with us; and though his
inspection was thorough, and entailed fatiguing
manceuvres through jungle I had hitherto regarded
as impenetrable and up mountains I had considered
unscaleable, we were sorry when his visit terminated.
As a rule one does not hail a General’s inspection as
a pleasant function. But General Bower proved the
pleasantest and most interesting visitor we ever had.
Tired of our own thrice-told tales we revelled in the
interesting conversation of a man who had seen and
done so much in his adventurous career, who had
journeyed along untrodden ways, had fought strange
foes and carried his life 1n his hand in wild lands
where no king’s writ runs. We talked much of
Knight, whom I have the good fortune to know, a
man who, like the General, might be the hero of a
boy’s book of romance. His life had been equally
adventurous. He fought for the French i 1870,
and against them later in Madagascar. In a small
yacht he crossed the Atlantic and visited most
countries in South America. In his wanderings
beyond the frontier of India he came in for the
difficult little Hunza-Nagar campaign and fought
in it.  Author, traveller, war-correspondent, amateur
soldier, he has been everywhere, seen and done
everything. And, simple and courageous, he 1s a
type of the adventurers who made England great.
Romance 1s not dead while such men as he and
Bower live.

With a General on official inspection one is inclined
to speed the parting guest; but as General Bower
waved his farewell to us from the back of the elephant
which was carrying him downhill we were sorry to
part with him, and all three hoped to meet him the
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following year again in Buxa. But when he came
I alone was left. Smith had gone to Calcutta, and
Creagh was commanding another detachment of the
regiment in the heart of Tibet, even farther from
civilisation than Buxa.
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Avronc the North-East Frontier of India lie numerous
States and races of which the average Britisher is
very ignorant. Of late years Tibet has bulked
largely in the public eye owing to international and
diplomatic intrigues and our little war with ic in
1904. But, previously, it was probably best known to
the Man in the Street as the country from which
according to the Theosophists, “the Mahatmas
come from.” They must all have deserted it long
since; for I never met anyone who had been in
45
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Tibet who had ever heard of them there. Travellers
like General Bower who had journeyed through the
land from end to end, officers of the Anglo-Indian
Army that made its way to Lhasa, others of my
regiment who had lived in Gyantse, learned to speak
the language and mixed much with the people, were
all ignorant of the existence of these mysterious and
supernaturally gifted beings.

Nepal is best known as the country which
supplies us with the popular hittle Gurkha soldiers.
But Bhutan, which lies along our Indian border, is
scarcely known even by name to the crowd. Yet,
as long ago as in the days of Warren Hastings, we
had diplomatic intercourse with it; and half a
century has not elapsed since we were at war with
the Bhutanese. Yet, to-day, there are not a dozen
Englishmen who have crossed its borders.

Bhutan is an exceedingly mountainous country,
twenty thousand square miles in extent, lying along
the northern boundary of Bengal and Assam,
hemmed in on the west by Sikkim, a State under
our suzerainty, and on the west and north by Tibet.
A Buddhist land, its system of government is very
similar to that of Japan before the Meiji, the revolu-
tion of 1868. It was founded by a lama who, after
establishing himself as supreme ruler, handed over
the control of temporal matters to a layman and a
council of elders. Until the other day the country
was nominally governed by a spiritual head, the
Shaptung Rimpoche, an incarnation of the deified
founder, known in India as the Durma Raja, and
a mundane monarch whom we term the Deh Raja.
They were assisted by a council.  The analogy
between them and the Mikados and Shoguns of
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Japan was very close. To complete it the real
control of the land was practically in the hand. of
feudal barons called Pexrlops, who, like the Daimios
of old Japan, ruled their own territories, and, when
strong enough, defied the Central Government.
For the greater part of the last century the Pexlops
of Tongsa were the most powerful among these.
The present holder of the title was recently elected
hereditary Maharajah of Bhutan. He is Sir Ugyen
Wang-chuk, K.C.I.LE.—a most enlightened man
and strongly in favour of the British. During the
war of 1904 with Tibet, he placed all his influence
on our side; and, his efforts to prevent bloodshed
being unavailing, he accompanied our troops to
Lhasa. The Government of India, in recognition
of his services rewarded him with the K.C.I.E., and
a present of rifles and ammunition. When our
present King-Emperor visited India as Prince of
Wales in 1906, Sir Ugyen Wang-chuk was invited
to Calcutta and saw for himself the wonders of
civilisation and learned something of the might of
England. It was shortly after his return from India
that he was elected Maharajah. Though he 1s now
the real ruler of the country the pretence is kept up
of the Government still being in the hands of the
Durma and Deb Rajas. On the death of the incum-
bent of the former position, his reincarnation is
sought for among young boys throughout the land,
as happens in the case of the Dalai Lama in Tibet.

In former times China held a shadowy claim to
the suzerainty of Bhutan; and when, after our war
with Tibet, we re-established her influence over that
country, the Chinese endeavoured to reassert their
hold over Bhutan as well. The Tongsa Penlop
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preferred having the British to deal with and in
January, 1910 signed a treaty by which he placed
the foreign relations of his country under the control
of the Government of India. But otherwise Bhutan
is completely independent. = We do not interfere
in any way in its internal affairs; and while the
Bhutanese can enter India freely, no Britisher is
allowed into their country without special sanction
from our own authorities, which is rarely given.
The first occasion on which the Indian Govern-
ment was brought into contact with Bhutan was in
the time of Warren Hastings. In those days the
Bhutanese claimed sovereignty over the forest-clad
plains in the north of Eastern Bengal. In 1772
they carried off the Maharajah of Cooch Behar as
a prisoner. A small British force pursued them into
the hills and made them surrender their captive.
Hastings seized the opportunity of their suing for
peace to send an Envoy, Bogle, to endeavour to
establish trading relations with Bhutan. DBogle
entered the country by way of Buxa Duar and was
at first well received by the Deb Raja. He gave
a flattering account of the people and their customs
in his journal; and his description of Bhutan might
almost have been written yesterday, so little changed
is it. His mission bore little fruit; and the jealousy
of strangers, inherent in all Buddhist nations, soon
put a stop to any intercourse with India. A long
series of raids into our territory and outrages on our
subjects along the border was borne with exemplary
patience for many years by the East India Company.
But at length the ill-treatment of another Envoy,
Eden, sent to remonstrate with the Bhutanese, led
to our declaring war on them in 1864. Taken hy
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_surprise at first, they were driven out of their forts
in the Himalayan passes; but they soon rallied,
chased one of our columns in disorder out of the
country, forcing it to abandon its guns, and penned
In our garrisons in the captured forts. But, in the
following year, despite their fanatical bravery, they
were defeated finally and compelled to beg for peace.
The Indian Government deprived them ol the
Duars, the forest strip of country lying along the
base of the Himalayas. The word dxar means
“door,” or “ gateway,” and originally referred to the
passes leading through the mountains into India.
The Bhutanese pleaded that this deprived them of
their most profitable raiding ground and source of
supply of slaves. Our Government, moved by this
ingenuous plea, compensated them by the grant of
an annual subsidy of fifty thousand rupees (now
equal to £ 3333) which has recently been raised to
a lakh, which is one hundred thousand. This sum, like
similar but smaller amounts disbursed by us to savage
tribes along our frontiers, may be regarded as either
a species of blackmail or a reward of good behaviour.
Should the recipients displease us in the conduct of
their relations with other countries or should they
allow their unruly young men to raid across our
borders, the payment is suspended until amerds are
made. It generally has the desired effect, and saves
a punitive little war. I was surprised, however, to
find that the Bhuttias inside our frontier, who were
mostly refugees from the exactions and oppression
of their own officials, attributed our paying this sub-
sidy to fear of the might of Bhutan, and held it up
to my sepoys as a proof of the greatness of their

nation
D
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Bhutan to-day stands much where it has for
centuries past. Its religion is a debased lamaism
and idolatry, which replace the high moral teaching
of Buddha. Its impoverished peasants and even the
lay officials are heavily taxed to support in idleness
the innumerable shoals of Buddhist monks and
nuns.  Praying wheels and prayer flags and the
support of lamas are, as in Tibet, all that is necessary
to ensure salvation. Arts and handicrafts are decay-
ing. Trade is principally carried on by the primitive
method of barter. Owing to the mountainous nature
of the country cultivation is much restricted. The
only coins I could find struck in Bhutan were a silver
piece worth sixpence, and a copper one worth the
sixteenth of a penny. British, Tibetan and Chinese
coins are used. Most of our annual subsidy finds
its way back into India in exchange for cloth and
food-stuffs. When paid by us a large portion of it
used to go to the ecclesiastical dignitaries in the
capital, Punakha, and the rest was distributed among
the various Perlops. The Deb Zimpun, the official
sent into our territory every year to receive it,
now hands it over to the Maharajah, who dis-
burses it.

The roads through Bhutan are mere ill-kept mule
tracks. The forests, which are in strong contrast to
the usually treeless plateaux of Northern Tibet,
though not found at the greatest elevation in the
country, are well looked after; and the regulations
for their preservation are strictly enforced. A long
series of internecine wars has ruined the land; but
of late years the predominance of the Tongsa Penlop
has ensured internal peace. The only buildings of
note are the temples, the gumpas or large monas-
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teries and the jorgs or castles, huge rambling edi-
fices of stone and wood. The towns mostly consist
of wooden huts. But the Bhutanese are very clever
in constructing bridges over the rivers and torrents
that traverse their mountainous country. These are
sometimes marvels of engineering skill, great
wooden structures on the cantilever principle or well-
constructed iron suspension bridges, remarkable when
one considers the rude appliances at the disposal of
the builders.

There is no regular army in Bhutan, each Perlop
and important official maintaining his own armed
retinue ; but every man in the country is liable for
service. Their weapons are chiefly single-edged
straight swords and bows and arrows. The swords
are practically long knives and are universally
carried as cutting tools, for use in the forests. There
are very few modern fire-arms in the country. The
Deb Zimpun, in his visit to Buxa to receive the
subsidy, was accompanied by his guard of sixty men
without a gun among them. He told me that he
possessed a fowling-piece himself which he had left
behind, as he had no cartridges for it.

Although Bhutan now possesses a Maharajah, the
government is still carried on on feudal lines. The
Penlops rule their own territories without much out-
side interference. Under them are the jongpens or
commanders of jozgs, who act as governors of dis-
tricts. Each Penlop has a tarporn or general to
command his troops. Under the jorgpens are lesser
officials known as fumbas. There 1s no judiciary
branch, and justice is rudely administered. A
murderer is punished by the loss of a hand and being
hamstrung, or sometimes is tied to the corpse of his
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victim and thrown into a river or over a precipice.
The exactions of the officials drive many refugees
over our border; and the hills around Buxa were
peopled almost entirely by Bhuttias who had fled
from slavery and oppression.

The Bhuttia is a cheerful, hard-working and easily
contented individual.  He is naturally brave. and
has the makings of a good soldier in him. He is
generally medium-sized, broad and sturdy, with thick
muscular legs such as I have only seen equalled in
the chair coolies of Hong Kong and the rickshawmen

in Japan. The northern Bhutanese are fair and
often blue-eyed.  Their Tibetan neighbours hold
them in dread. The dress of a Bhuttia man 1is

simple and consists of one garment shaped like the
Japanese kimono, kilted by a girdle at the waist to
leave the legs free. Their heads and feet are
generally bare.  The costume of the richer folk,
except on occasions of ceremony, is very much the
same; but they generally wear stockings and shoes
or long Chinese boots.  But even the Maharajah
often goes barelegged. The Bhutanese women are
the ugliest specimens of femininity I have ever seen.
In the south they cut their hair shorter even than
the men do. But when they can they load them-
selves with ornaments of turquoises or coloured
stones.

Around Buxa the Bhuttia inhabitants build, high
upon the steepest hills, villages of wooden, palm-
thatched huts supported on poles which raise them
well off the ground. Their household utensils and
drinking vessels are usually made of the useful
bamboo. Around their houses they scratch up the
ground and plant a little; but their chief employ-
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ment 1s as porters or as woodcutters in the Govern-
ment forests. They never seek for work in the tea
gardens near; though on these the coolies are well
paid and have to be brought from a long distance
away in India. But the Bhuttia is essentially a hill-
man ; and life in the steamy heat of the Bengal plains
would be unendurable to him.

A thousand feet above Buxa, on the slopes of
Sinchula, stood a hamlet of a dozen huts. Learning
that the inhabitants were celebrating a yearly festival,
Smith and I, accompanied by a native officer, set off
to visitit. As we climbed the steep hill-side we heard
fiendish yells and shrieks, and conjectured that we
were coming upon a devil-dance at least. But we
only found the men of the village engaged in an
archery contest. Two targets were placed about a
couple of hundred yards apart; and a party at either
end shot at them. The small marks were rarely hit,
even when we placed rupees on them to stimulate
the competitors; but most of the arrows fell very
close to them. A good shot was hailed with vocif-
erous applause by the marksman’s team, a bad one
by the shrieks, groans and derisive laughter we had
heard. When the contest was over we were invited
to try our skill and luckily did not disgrace ourselves.
Then the bows of the contestants were stacked
together on the ground and hung with garlands and
leafy branches. The men sat down in two lines
forming a lane to the bows; and each drew out from
the breast of his kimono a small wooden or metal
cup. Several women appeared from the village,
bearing food and drink in cane baskets or gaily
decorated vessels made of bamboo.  We learned
that the feast lasted six days and that each one of the
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principal villagers acted as host and provided the
provender a day in turn and his womenfolk dis-
pensed his hospitality. To-day’s entertainer began
the proceedings by filling his own cup, advancing
to the pile of bows, bowing profoundly before it
several times and pouring the contents of his cup
on the ground. As he did so he muttered some
words.  Then he turned about and walked back.
The other men, as they sat cross-legged on the
ground, shouted out a long utterance which I took
to be a form of grace before meals, and ended with 2
series of ear-piercing yells which would have done
credit to a pack of mad jackals. The effect of the
contrast between the fiendish noises they made and
their beaming countenances was comical. Then
the hostesses passed down the lines of men, handed
them platters and heaped rice and other food
on them. The cups were filled first with the vile-
smelling and worse-tasting native liquor, and after-
wards, when emptied several times, with tea. Un-
disturbed by our presence the guests made a hearty
meal, the host walking up and down the lines and
encouraging them to enjoy themselves, while his
women brought fresh relays of victuals. But at last
their appetites were satisfied. Then the ladies of
the hamlet who had been watching their lords and
masters from a respectful distance came forward. In
addition to their ordinary garments they wore capes
of black velveteen, only donned on occasions of
ceremony; and their necks were hung with chains
of imitation turquoises and large, coloured stone
beads. To the monotonous accompaniment of two
tiny hand-drums, beaten by men, they performed a
mournful and exceedingly proper dance. This the
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men applauded languidly. Among the women I
was struck by the European-like features of the very
ugliest of them. She was fair-haired, high-cheek-
boned and long-nosed. She contrasted strongly
with the Tartar type of features of those around her.
I learned that she was the illegitimate daughter of
a Scotch military surgeon who had formerly been
quartered in Buxa. She was married to a Bhuttia,
and, judging from her silver ornaments, was quite a
person of importance in the hamlet. But as I saw
her afterwards working as a coolie and passing with
heavy loads up and down through Buxa, it was
evident that her economical father had not left her
beyond the necessity of toiling for her daily rice.

The dance finished the festivities for the day. We
were led in procession by the revellers through the
village with songs and beating of drums; and, having
bestowed a few rupees on them, we departed amid
a loud chorus of thanks.

Some time afterwards I was present at a similar
festival in Chunabatti, the large village containing
nearly a thousand Bhuttias, a few miles over the hills
from Buxa. Here the American lady missionary had
resided for over fifteen years; and I asked her for
some explanation of the festival. But she confessed
that, even after her long residence among the
villagers, she knew nothing of their beliefs, religion
or ceremonies. 1 may mention that she had never
made a convert. But as far as I could see these
cis-border Bhuttias were even more ignorant of their
faith than the dwellers in Bhutan. There were a
few prayer flags fluttering on the hill above the
village ; but ckorlens and praying wheels were con-
spicuous by their absence, though there was enough
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water-power 1n the mountains for the latter to ersure
salvation for millions of believers in their efficacy.
The village possessed one lama, who was treated with
scant respect. I often saw him teaching the small
boys to read the Hindi characters, which are the
same as used for the written Tibetan language.

This Chunabatti festival was celebrated in the
same manner as the one we had seen before, with
eating, drinking, dances by the women, and archery
contests by the men. Some of the small boys were
brought out to practise with the bow; and many of
them shot quite well. But there was absolutely no
trace of religious celebration.

To-day the boundary-line between Bhutan and
India lies generally along the s.mmits of the last
mountain-chain above the plains. Dense jungle
clothes the sides of the hills and descends to meet
the upward waves of the Terai Forest, which
stretches along the foot of the Himalayas through
Assam, Bengal, and Nepal. The mountains are
cloven by deep and gloomy ravines through which
swift-flowing rivers like the Menass, Raidak, Torsa,
and Tista pour their waters to swell the Brahmaputra
and the Ganges. Some of these torrents disappear
underground a few hundred yards from the hills and
leave a broad river-bed empty for miles, except
during the Rains. But farther away they suddenly
appear again above the surface and flow to the south.
The character of the jungle in the region where they
reappear is damper and more tropical than near the
mountains, and has earned for the forest the title of
Terai, which means “wet.” Streams which on the
level of Santrabari reached the plains, there vanish,
to come again above the ground near Rajabhatkawa.
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The long belt of the Terai Jungle is nowadays
patched with clearings for tea gardens; for the
Duars’ tea 1s famous. Mixed with tea grown near
Darjeeling at an elevation of six thousand or scven
thousand feet it forms a favourite blend. But the
sportsman, no matter how fond he may be of
the “ cup that cheers,” cannot view without regret the
clearing away of thousands of acres of forests that
shelter big game. And an artist would not consider
the destruction of the giant, orchid-clad trees with
the festoons of swinging creepers compensated for
by the stretches of more profitable low green tea-
bushes in symmetrical and orderly rows.

Nor do the other signs of man’s handiwork on a
tea garden compensate for the natural beauties they
replace. Hideous factories, gaunt drying and engine-
houses with stove-pipe like chimneys rising above
corrugated iron roofs, villages of dilapidated thatched
huts sheltering the hundreds of coolies employed on
the estate, and the unbeautiful bungalows of the
Europeans in charge. For on each garden there
are from one to four Britishers. The larger ones
have a manager, two assistants, and an engineer; on
the smaller ones the manager perhaps combines the
functions of the others in his own person.

A planter’s life i1s a lonely one.  The gardens
are generally a few miles apart. Men busy, especi-
ally in the gathering season, from dawn to dark have
little inclination to go wvisiting after the day’s work
is done, even if the roads were better and freer from
the danger of meeting a wild elephant on them at
night.,  But in each little district a club-house 1s
built in some central spot within comparatively easy
reach of all the gardens around. It is generally only
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a rough wooden shed; but in the small clearing
around it a few tennis courts, or perhaps a polo
ground, are made. And here once a week all the
planters of the neighbourhood, with an occasional
lady or two among them, repair on horseback
through the jungle. There may be flooded rivers
to cross, wild beasts to avoid; but, unless writhing
in the grip of the planters’ plagues, malarial or black-
water fever, all will be there on club day. Like the
Bhuttias in our village feast one of the number takes
it in turn to act as host. He sends over from his
bungalow, miles away, crockery, glasses, a cold
lunch, and, possibly, tea. For planters are not fond
of it as a beverage. Then men, who have not seen
another white face for a week, foregather, do justice
to the lunch, play tennis or polo, and take a farewell
drink or two when the setting sun warns them to
depart. Then into the saddle again and off by forest
road and jungle track to another week of loneiiness
and labour. What tales they have to tell of the wild
beasts they meet on their way home in the deepen-
ing gloom! But the planter fears nothing except
wild elephants; and not them if he is on horseback
and a good road. Two men from the same garden
who used to linger longest at the bar came one even-
ing upon a tiger, another time upon a fine specimen
of the more dreaded Himalayan bear, right in their
path. They were unarmed, but their libations had
added to their natural courage. Without hesitation,
they dug spurs into their unwilling ponies and.wnh
demoniac yells charged straight at the astomshe.d
wild beasts. In each case tiger or bear found this
too much for his nerves and promptly bolted into the
jungle.
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There are few finer bodies of men in the world
than the planters of India. Educated men, they
lead the life of a gaucho. Hard riders, good shots,
keen sportsmen, they are the best volunteers we have
in the Indian Empire; and more than once some of
them have worthily upheld the fame of their class in
war.

During the last Abor Expedition of 1912 several
of the Assam Valley Light Horse, a Planters’ corps,
gave up their posts and went to the front as troopers.

It is well to be content with your lot. From our
cool hills I used to look down on the bright green
patches of the gardens in the dark forests below and
pity the poor planters in the humid heat of the
summer months. But when I visited them I found
that their sympathy went out to us in Buxa. On
one occasion my host pointed to the dark wall of
hills on which three tiny white specks, the Picquet
Towers of my fort, shone out in the sunlight. With
a sigh of compassion he said:

“Whenever we look up there and think of you
poor fellows shut up in that isolated spot we pity
you immensely and wonder how you can bear the
dreadful loneliness of it. Down here we are so much
better off.”

As he spoke we looked towards the mountains,
and at that moment a dark cloud was drawn like a
pall across their face. Its black expanse was rent
by vivid lightning; and the hollow roll of distant
thunder in the hills told us that one of the frequent
storms was raging over my little Station, while we
stood in brilliant sunshine. And certainly at the
moment Buxa looked a gloomy spot.

Tea growing seems a profitable industry. I heard
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of estates which paid a profit of sixty per cent, and
noticed with regret fresh inroads being made in the
forest for more ground to plant in. Of course with
a new garden one must wait five years or so for any
return on the capital invested. And the initial
expenses of clearing and preparing the soil, buying
machinery and erecting factories, are great. The
coolies must be brought from a distance, as the
country around is too sparsely populated to supply
a sufficiency of labour. And before quitting their
houses they demand an advance of pay to leave with
their relatives, and not infrequently abscond after
getting the money. Each company sends a recruit-
ing agent to collect these coolies who are wel! paid
according to the Indian labour-market rates. And
the father of a family is better off than a bachelor;
for women and children help to gather the leaves,
and each worker brings in his or her basket to be
weighed, and payment is made by results. One sees
the mothers with their babies on their hips moving
among the bushes and plucking the tender green
shoots. The whole process of manufacturing, from
the planting and pruning, the gathering of the leaf,
and the withering and drying, down to the packing
of the tea ready for the market is interesting. Little
goes to waste. The floors of the factories are regu-
larly swept, and the tea-dust thus collected 1s pressed
into blocks to form the brick-tea popular in Central
Asia and used as currency in the absence of money.

But tea growing is not all profit. ~ Sometimes a
hailstorm ruins the year’s crop, frost blights the
plants, and losses occur in other ways. The planters
rarely own their gardens, but are usually in the
service of companies in England.  They are not
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overpaid ; a manager in the Duars generally receives
six hundred rupees a month, together with a house,
allowances for his horse and certain servants which
make his salary up to another hundred, in all about
forty-seven pounds. But an assistant begins on less
than twenty pounds a month. Engineers, who look
after the machinery, are better paid; and some
economically minded companies promote the
engineer to be manager, and so save a salary.
The expenses of living are not great, and a frugal
planter—if such a being exists—can save money.

To those fond of an outdoor existence the work
1s pleasant enough. Early in the morning manager
and assistants mount their ponies and set out to ride
over the hundreds of acres of the estate, inspect the
plants, visit the nurseries, and watch the coolies at
work among the bushes or clearing the jungle.
Then through the factory and, if it be the season,
see the baskets of leaves brought in and weighed.
And back to a late breakfast, where tea rarely finds
its way to the table, and a siesta until the afternoon
calls them forth to ride round the garden again. It
sounds an easy life and idyllic, but the planters say
it is not.

In any land the sight of the rich plains stretching
away from the foot of the barren hills 1s always a
tempting sight to the fierce mountain dwellers. And
for the Bhutanese it must have been a sore struggle
to curb their predatory instincts and cease from their
profitable descents on the unwarlike inhabitants of
Bengal. Wealth and women were the prizes of the
freebooter until the shield of the Briton was thrust
between him and his timorous prey. Yet even
to-day, although their nation is at peace with us,
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the temptation sometimes proves too much for
lawless borderers. And parties of raiders from
across the frontier swoop down on the Duars. A tea
garden, when a store of silver coin is brought to pay
the wages of the hundreds of coolies, is their favourite
mark. The few police scattered far apart over the
north of Eastern Bengal are powerless to stop a rush
of savage swordsmen who suddenly emerge from the
forest, loot the bunniaks and the huts on a garden,
and disappear long before an appeal for succour can
reach the nearest troops. With the fear of the white
man before their eyes they do not seek to meddle
with the Europeans in their factories and bungalows.
But the fearless planters do not imitate their for-
bearance. In one garden a terrified coolie rushed
to the manager’s house to inform him that Bhuttias
were raiding the village.  Without troubling to
inquire the number of the dacoits the planter called
his one assistant; and taking their rifles the two
Englishmen mounted their ponies and galloped to
the village. They found it in the hands of about
sixty Bhuttias, armed with da/s, who were plunder-
ing right and left. The planters sprang from their
saddles and opened fire on them. The raiders,
aghast at this unpleasant interruption to their profit-
able undertaking, strove to show a bold front. But
the pitiless bullets and still more the calm courage
of the two white men daunted them; and they fled
into the friendly shelter of the forest. That garden
was never attacked again.

I was surprised to learn that on such occasions the
planters had never sent information to the detach-
ment at Buxa. But they told me that, as they never
saw anything of the troops there, they almost forgot
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their existence. They added that the raiders came
and went with such rapidity that it was hopeless for
infantry to try to catch them. [ determined to alter
this state of affairs. So, shortly after our arrival,
I took almost all my men out on a ten days’ march,
lightly equipped, through the jungle district to show
that we were not tied to the fort and that we could
mobilise and move swiftly if needed. I also devised
a scheme by which, on the first intimation of a raid
reaching me, mobile parties of my detachment would
dash off at once over the hills to secure all the passes
near and cut off the retreat of the invaders, while
other parties, descending into the forest, would
shepherd them into their hands.
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A DURBAR IN BUXA

Notice of the Political Officer’s approaching visit—A Durbar—
The Bhutan Agent and the interpreter—Arrival of the Deb
Zimpun—An official call—Exchange of presents—Bhutanese
fruit—A return call—Native liquor—A welcome gift—The
Bhutanese musicians—Entertaining the Envoy—A thirsty
Lama—A rifle match—An awkward official request—My
refusal—The Deb Zimpun removes to Chunabatti—Arrival
of the treasure—The Political Officer comes—His retinue—
The Durbar—The Guard of Honour—The visitors—The
Envoy comes in state—Bhutanese courtesies—The spectators
—The payment of the subsidy—Lunch in Mess—Entertain-
ing a difficult guest—The official dinner—An archery match
—Sikh quoits—Field firing—Bhutanese impressed—Black-
mail—British  subjects captured—Their release—Tashi’s
case—Justice in Bhutan—Tyranny of officials—Tashi refuses

to quit Buxa—The next payment of the subsidy—The treaty
—Misguided humanitarians.

Soon after our arrival in Buxa I received a letter
from the Political Officer in Sikkim, Tibet, and
Bhutan informing me that he proposed to visit our
little Station and hold a Durbar there in order to pay
over to a representative of the Bhutanese Govern-
ment the annual subsidy of fifty thousand rupees.
He requested me to furnish a Guard of Honour of a
hundred men for the ceremony. The news that
Buxa was to rise to the dignity of a Durbar of 1ts
own and be honoured with the presence of the Envoy
of a friendly State was positively exciting. True,
64
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neither the Durbar nor the Envoy were very impor-
tant; still, with them, we felt that we were about to
make history. The officer who has charge of our
political relations with these three countries resides
at Gantok, the capital of Sikkim, and, until recently,
administered the affairs of that State. Of late years
the Maharajah has been admitted to a share of the
Government.

In Chunabatti lived two natives of Darjeeling,
British subjects, who were paid a salary by our
Government to help in transacting diplomatic affairs
with Bhutan. They were officially styled the Bhutan
Agent and the Bhutanese interpreter. Their know-
ledge of English, acquired in a school of Darjeeling,
was not extensive; and their acquaintance with
Hindustani was on a par. They were men of a
Tibetan type, dressed like our Bhuttias, except that
they wore a headgear like a football cap and also
gaily striped, undoubted football stockings.

Shortly after the receipt of the Political Officer’s
letter, one of these men, the Agent, came to my
bungalow one afternoon and informed me that the
Bhutan Government’s representative had arrived in
Buxa and was lodged in the Circuit House. The
Agent wished to know when I intended paying an
official call on this personage. I had sufficient
acquaintance with the ways of Orientals to be aware
that this was an impertinence, for it was the place of
the Envoy to make his visit first to the officer com-
manding the Station ; but, like the Chinese, who have
a childish desire to assert their own importance on
every occasion, he was endeavouring to steal a march
on me. So I assumed a haughty demeanour and

informed the Agent that I would be prepared to
 /
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receive the Envoy at my house in two hours’ time, as
he must first call on me. The Agent at once agreed
that this was the proper course, as, indeed he had
known all the time.

I sent an order to the fort for a native officer and
twenty men to parade in full dress at my bungalow in
a couple of hours, and then prepared to hold my first
official reception. Punctually to the time named a
ragged procession of sixty bareheaded, barelegged
Bhuttias, armed with swords and every second man
of them disfigured by an enormous goitre, descended
the road from the Circuit House. From my doorstep
I watched them coming down the hill. They
escorted a stout cheery old gentleman in dirty white
kimono and cap and long Chinese boots. He was
accompanied by the Agent and the interpreter and
followed by two coolies carrying baskets of oranges.
This was the Bhutan Envoy, the Deb Zimpun, a
member of the Supreme Council of Punakha and Cup
Bearer to the Deb Raja, when there is one. The
Guard of Honour presented arms as I advanced to
meet and shake hands with him. I addressed him
in Hindustani; but the old gentleman grinned feebly
and looked round for the interpreter. The latter
explained that the Deb Zimpun spoke only his own
language ; but that he would .interpret my greeting.
I then formally welcomed the Envoy to India, and
invited him to inspect the Guard of Honour, such
being the procedure with distinguished visitors. He
was quite pleased at this and passed down the ranks,
looking closely at the men’s rifles and accoutre-
ments. He noticed that two or three of the sepoys,
who had been called from the rifle-range and had
dressed hurriedly, wore their pouches in the wrong
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place and pointed it out to me. When he had
minutely inspected the Guard I led the way into my
bungalow and begged him to be seated. He took
off his cap politely, and, sitting down, produced a
metal box from the breast of his robe, took betel-nut
out of it and began to chew it. An attendant holding a
spittoon immediately took up his position beside him.
The Agent and interpreter stood behind us and trans-
lated our remarks to each other. The remainder of
the motley crew remained in the garden or crowded
into the veranda, scuffling and shoving each other
aside in their attempts to get near the open door and
look in at us.

At first the conversation, consisting of the usual
formal compliments full of hyperbole, did not
flourish; and the Deb Zimpun’s eyes roamed round
the apartment as he gazed with interest at my
trophies of sport, pictures, photographs, and curios.
When the interpreter had finished explaining some
extravagant phrase, the Envoy asked eagerly if I had
a gramaphone. He was visibly disappointed when 1
replied in the negative, and said that he had seen one
on a previous visit to India and was much interested
in it. To console him I took out my cigar-case and
offered him a cheroot, which he accepted and smoked
with evident pleasure. I asked him if he would like
a drink; and the interpreter replied that the Deb
Zimpun begged for two whiskies-and-sodas. 1
wondered 1if he wanted to consume both at once or
thought that my hospitality stopped at one. But
when the drinks were brought by my servant, I found
that they were wanted by the interpreter himself and
his friend the Agent, as the Envoy did not like whisky.
I am sure that the old gentleman never asked for
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them at all; so it was a piece of distinct impertinence
on the part of the interpreter, who was only an under-
strapper. I was struck all the time by the contrast
between his casual manner to me, an officer of his own
Government, and his servile deference to the Deb
Zimpun who treated him as an individual altogether
beneath his notice.

When the conversation again languished 1
produced some luridly coloured Japanese prints of
the capture of Pekin by the Allied Troops, which I
had bought in Tokio after the Boxer War. I thought
that they might serve as a useful lesson of the weak-
ness of the Chinese, who endeavour to intrigue against
us in Bhutan. These gaudy pictures delighted the
Deb Zimpun. He asked to have all the details
explained to him and seemed so interested that I
made a present of the prints to him to start a Fine
Art Gallery with in Punakha when he returned to
the capital. This gift quite won his heart. He
called into the room the coolies carrying baskets of
oranges and brown paper bags of walnuts and
presented them to me. The fruit, which was grown
in Bhutan, was excellent; and only in Malta have I
tasted better oranges. This terminated the visit;
the Envoy rose, accepted another cigar, shook hands,
and took his departure.

Next day Creagh and I dressed ourselves in full
uniform and, accompanied by an escort of sepoys,
proceeded up the hill to the Circuit House to return
the visit. We were met on the veranda by the Deb
Zimpun and, chairs being placed for us, we three sat
down. The interpreter was again present, being
temporarily attached to the Envoy’s suite. I learned
that the Deb Zimpun was allowed by our Govern-
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ment the sum of two thousand rupees (about £133)
for his expenses while he remained in India. He
must have saved most of this money; for I found that
he lived chiefly on the contributions, voluntary or
otherwise, of the Bhuttias residing in our territory.

A servitor came forward and filled two glasses with
Bhutanese liquor from a bamboo bottle. They were
offered us; and my subaltern and I made a heroic
attempt to drink the nauseous-looking stuff. But
the smell was enough. The taste! A mixture of
castor and codliver oil, senna and asafcetida would
have been nectar compared with it. We begged to
be excused, on the plea that we had been teetotallers
all our lives. I then ordered my present to be brought
forward. It was a haunch of a sambhur which I
had shot two days before. The gift was a great
success. The Deb Zimpun’s eyes glistened and he
showed his teeth, stained red with betel-nut chewing,
in a gracious smile. His unkempt followers crowded
around us, looked hungrily at the meat, and seemed
to calculate whether there was enough to go round.
The Maharajah of Bhutan, as a good Buddhist, had
recently decreed that for two years no animals were
to be slaughtered for food in his country. So this
venison was a luxury to them all. Before the
excellent impression of our gift could die Creagh and
I rose to take our leave and departed hurriedly.

But we were not to escape so easily. Hardly had
we reached the Mess on our return when we were
informed that the Deb Zimpun had, as a special mark
of favour, sent his two best musicians to play for us.
So we came out on the veranda and found two
swarthy ruffians squatting in the garden, holding
silver-banded pipes like flageolets. We seated
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ourselves and the performance began. I have
patiently endured Chinese, Japanese, and Indian
music, have even listened unmoved to the strains of
a German band in London; but the ear-piercing,
soul-harrowing noises that these two rufhans produced
were too much for me. We wondered, if these were
the Envoy’s best musicians, what his worst could be
like. I hurriedly presented each of them with a
rupee and sent them away, more than compensated
by the money for their abrupt dismissal.

On the following day we invited the Deb Zimpun
to lunch with us in the Mess and instructed our
Gurkha cook to do his best, which was not much.
We found that our guest, having visited India before
and having accompanied the Tongsa Penlop to
Calcutta, was quite expert in the use of a knife and
fork, and enjoyed European fare. He was very
temperate and refused to touch liquor. But he was
not imitated in this by his suite. After lunch he
told us that his lama, who was sitting with the rest
of his followers in the Mess garden, was anxious to
taste whisky, of which he had heard. We invited the
priest in and poured him out a stiff five-iinger peg
of neat Scotch whisky. The holy man smelled it
raised the glass to his lips, and elevated it until not
a drop was left. He could not apparently make up
his mind as to whether he liked the liquor or not.
So we offered him another glass. He accepted it
and disposed of it as promptly. We looked at him
in astonishment ; but it had no effect on him. I told
the interpreter to ask him what he thought of whisky.

“1 don’t like it much; it is too sweet,” replied the
lama.

We officers glanced at each other; and the same
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idea occurred to us all. It happened that some time
before we had got a small cask of beer from Calcutta,
which, owing to the journey or the heat, had gone
very sour and tasted abominably. A large glass of
this delectable beverage was offered to the holy man.
As he drained it a beatific smile spread over his
saintly but exceedingly dirty face and he put down
the empty glass with a sigh.

“Ah! that is good. That is very good,” he said
to the interpreter. “I would like more.”

So he was given another large tumblerful. Then,
absolutely unaffected by his potations, he left the
Mess reluctantly.  After this experience we kept this
beer, while 1t lasted, for Bhuttia visitors, and found it
a popular brand.

After lunch I brought the Deb Zimpun down to
shoot on the rifle-range, as he had expressed a wish
to that effect through the interpreter. He seemed
to understand the mechanism of the Lee-Enfield and
made some fair shooting at a moving target at two
hundred yards. When my score proved better than
his he said laughingly that the rifle was not the
weapon with which he was best acquainted, but that
he would challenge me one day to a match with bows
and arrows. By this time the old man and I had
become quite friendly, and we had all taken a
liking to him. He had invited me to pay a visit to
Bhutan and promised to obtain the permission of the
Maharajah for me to enter the country.

Consequently I was not pleased when next day I
received a letter from the civil authorities of the
district informing me that the Deb Zimpun was
occupying the Circuit House without permission, and
requesting me to remove him and his retinue to
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Chunabatti. The Political Officer had asked that he
might be allowed to reside in it ; but, as on a previous
occasion he and his followers had done so and left it
in an absolutely uninhabitable state, this permission
was now refused. The letter stated that it had cost
two hundred rupees to clean the house and make it
fit for European occupation again. I thought that
this was but a small sum, after all, compared with the
two thousand the Government were already expend-
ing on him. And to turn the Envoy of a friendly
State out of the house he was occupying in all good
faith seemed an insulting course. If he refused to
vacate it peaceably, I presume I was expected to use
force, which would probably result in bloodshed. As
to the issue there could be no doubt, as the swords
and bows of his followers would be poor things to
oppose to our rifles. But it seemed to me that this
would be giving rather too warm a reception to an
official visitor and guest of the Government of India.
So I refused to comply with the wishes of the civil
authorities, much to the relief of the Political Officer
when he arrived and was informed of the matter. He
told me that had I acted otherwise it would have
given dire offence in Bhutan just at a time when our
Government were particularly anxious to be on good
terms with the Bhutanese. I only understood what
he meant when, more than a year afterwards, I heard
of the signing of the treaty with the Maharajah, which
placed the foreign affairs of the country under our
control.

But, unfortunately, the Agent had received the
same instructions as 1; and, to avoid trouble, he
induced the Deb Zimpun to go to Chunabatti and
reside in his home. The Envoy was very displeased
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at having to leave the Circuit House. I offered to
place the empty bungalow, known as the Married
Officers’ Quarters, at his disposal ; but the old gentle-
man, though very grateful and thanking me warmly,
declined, as he did not want to make another move.

The day after our luncheon-party to the Deb
Zimpun a detachment of native police came from
Alipur Duar escorting a train of coolies carrying
wooden boxes which contained the fifty thousand

rupees of the subsidy. These were handed over to
me; and I placed them in our guard-room under a
special sentry. Lastly the Political Officer, Mr Bell,
arrived by train from Darjeeling, which is three days’
ride from Gantok. He was accompanied by a portly
Sikkimese head clerk in wadded Chinese silk coat
and gown, another clerk and a couple of pig-tailed
Sikkimese soldiers in striped petticoats and straw
hats like inverted flower-pots ornamented with a long
peacock feather.

On the day after his arrival the Durbar was held.
On the parade ground a few of our tents were pitched
to form an open-air reception hall. A Guard of
Honour of two native officers and a hundred sepoys
in their full-dress uniform of red tunics, blue trousers
and white spats, was drawn up near it; and the boxes
of treasure were brought down and deposited on the
ground beside the tents. The only outside visitors
were the nearest civil official, the Subdivisional
Ofhcer of Alipur Duar, and his wife and children ; the
three British officers and the native officers not
required with the Guard joined them in the tents.
Mr Bell, wearing his political uniform, descended on
to the parade ground from my bungalow and was
received with a salute by the Guard of Honour.
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Then to the beating of tom-toms and the wild strains
of barbaric music a double file of Bhuttias advanced
across the parade ground escorting the Envoy, who
was riding a mule. We hardly recognised our old
friend. He was magnificently garbed for the occa-
sion in a very voluminous robe of red silk embroidered
with Chinese symbols in gold, and wore a gold-edged
cap in shape something like a papal tiara. At the
tail of the procession came a number of coolies
carrying baskets of oranges and packages wrapped up
in paper.

In front of the tents the Envoy dismounted. The
Political Officer came forward to shake hands with
him; and the Deb Zimpun threw a white silk scarf
around his neck. This scarf is called the Klkatag
and is the invariable Tibetan and Bhutanese accom-
paniment of a reception. It is also sent with impor-
tant official letters. Bell now presented each of us
formally to the Envoy, who shook hands solemnly and
hung us with scarves. The scene in its picturesque
setting of mountains and jungle was a striking one.
The Political Officer in his trim uniform and the
British officers in their scarlet tunics were outshone
by the gaudier garbs of the Asiatics. The Deb
Zimpun'’s flowing red robe, the head clerk in his
flowered black silk Chinese garb, the Sikkimese
soldiers in their bright garments and the Bhutanese
in their kimonos, made a blaze of varied hues. Along
one side of the ground was the scarlet and blue line
of the Guard of Honour, the yellow and gold pzggris
or turbans of the native officers and the gold-threaded
cummerbunds, or waist-sashes, of the sepoys shining
in the brilliant sun. Above the Guard the slope and
wall of the fort were crowded with the other men of
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the detachment in white undress, mingled with native
followers in brighter colours. Down the other side of
the parade ground was a long line of Bhuttia men,
women, and children.

When we were seated the Deb Zimpun produced
a document accrediting him as the duly appointed
envoy and representative of the Bhutan Government
to receive the subsidy. This having been perused by
the Political Officer and his head clerk and the
official seals inspected, the boxes of money were
formally handed over. The usual procedure was to
have one of them opened and the contents counted,
but on this occasion the Deb Zimpun accepted them
as correct and ordered his escort to take charge of
them. They were hoisted on the backs of porters
who took them off to Chunabatti. Then coolies
came forward with the Envoy’s basket of oranges and
the packages, which we found to contain cheap native
blankets worth a couple of shillings each. Oranges
and blankets were given to each of us. But as the
Government of India has made a strict rule that no
civil or military officer in its service is to accept a
present from natives, the blankets were taken charge
of by Bell’s clerks to be sold afterwards and the
proceeds credited to Government. We were allowed
to keep the oranges. This proceeding terminated
the Durbar.

As the officers of the detachment had invited the
visitors to lunch, we now adjourned to the Mess.
Although our guests consisted only of the Envoy,
Bell, the Subdivisional Officer, Mr Ainslie, and his
wife and two children, our resources were sorely
strained to provide enough furniture for them. The

doctor had to sit on a box. The head clerk acted
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as interpreter and stood behind the Political Officer’s
chair. A special shooting-party having descended to
the jungle the previous day to replenish the larder,
the menu was almost luxurious.

After luncheon the Ainslies departed to Santra-
bari, where they were encamped, having declined
our hospitality in Buxa. As Bell was desirous of
entertaining the Deb Zimpun himself, he had
arranged a dinner to him and us in the forest officer’s
empty bungalow that evening. So it devolved on
me to keep our old gentleman amused until dinner-
time, while the Political Officer wrote his despatches.
I took our guest down to the rifle-range and kept him
busy there till sunset. Then we had to go to my
house, where I tried to entertain him by showing him
old copies of English illustrated journals. But these
require a deal of explanation to the untutored
Oriental, who cannot understand the portraits of the
favourites of the stage in the scanty costumes in
which they are frequently photographed. And I was
distinctly embarrassed by some of the Deb Zimpun's
questions.

At dinner-time Bell preceded us from my bunga-
low, where he was staying, and was ready to receive
us on the veranda of the forest officer’s house when,
escorted by servants carrying lanterns, we toiled up
the steep path to it. Dinner was laid in the long,
draughty centre room in the rambling wooden
edifice; and as the night was cold the apartment was
warmed by an iron stove. The furniture was scantier
and worse than in the Mess. When we sat down to
table the Deb Zimpun’s rickety chair collapsed under
his weight and sent him sprawling on the floor. It
was an undignified opening to our official banquet.



A DURBAR IN BUXA 77

The old man presented a ludicrous spectacle as he lay
entangled in his red silk robe with the gold-trimmed
papal cap tilted over his eye; but we rushed to help
him up and controlled our countenances until we
found him laughing heartily at his own mishap.
Then one glance at our host’s horrified expression
set us off. A fresh chair was with difficulty procured
and we sat down again.

After dinner we gathered round the stove in
informal fashion and smoked, the Deb Zimpun help-
ing himself steadily to my cigars. With the aid of
the head clerk, who was present to interpret, the
conversation grew almost animated. Our old gentle-
man expressed himself deeply gratified by the kind-
ness he had received from the officers of the
detachment, particularly the offer of a military
bungalow, and said that if he returned to Buxa the
following year he hoped to find us all there again.
Me he personally regarded as a brother. We drank
his health, a compliment he quite understood, and
with difficulty refrained from singing “For He’s a
Jolly Good Fellow.” When he departed we escorted
him as far as the Mess and bade him a vociferous
“Good night,” to the amazement of the squad of
ragged swordsmen and lantern-bearers who were
accompanying him back to Chunabatti.

Next day Bell left us to return to Sikkim; and we
expected the Deb Zimpun would also take his
departure for Bhutan with the subsidy. But day
after day passed without any sign of his going, and
we began to wonder at his remaining after the
purpose of his visit was completed. I invited him
to lunch with me again. One afternoon he appeared
at the head of his wild gathering, all of them carry-
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ing bows. He had come to challenge me to an
archery contest. We set up targets on the range at
a distance of two hundred yards. He defeated me
easily, and chaffed me gaily over his victory. To
retrieve my honour I sent to the fort for some Sikh
throwing quoits, formerly used as weapons in war.
They are of thin steel with edges ground sharp, and
when thrown by an expert will skim through the air
for nearly two hundred yards and would almost cut
clean through a man if they struck him fair. They
ricochet off the ground for a good distance after the
first graze. We set up plantain tree stems as targets,
for the soft wood does not injure the edge. I showed
the Envoy how to hold and throw the weapon; but
his first shot went very wide indeed and nearly ended
the mortal career of one of his swordsmen. How-
ever, he improved with a little practice, and insisted
that all his followers should try the sport.

A day or two after this my detachment did its
annual field firing. This is a most practical form of
musketry, consisting of an attack on a position with
ball cartridge, the enemy being represented by small
targets, the size of a man’s head, nearly hidden
behind entrenchments or suddenly appearing from
holes dug in the ground. I invited the Envoy and
his suite to witness it. The Deb Zimpun was deeply
interested. He followed us everywhere as we
scrambled up and down steep hills firing on the small
marks dotted about between the trees, in the jungle
and at the bottom of precipices. The attack was
arranged to finish up on the parade ground where we
could make use of the running and vanishing targets
in the rifle butts. The Bhuttias were immensely
delighted with the crouching figures of men drawn
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swiftly across the range and saluted with bursts of
rapid fire from the sepoys’ rifles. But they broke
into an excited roar when our men fixed bayonets
and charged the position with loud cheers; and 1
looked back to find the Bhuttias following us at a
run, waving their swords and yelling wildly. When
I went round to inspect the targets and count the
hits, the Deb Zimpun and his followers accompanied
me and were much impressed by the accuracy of the
shooting. They talked eagerly, pointed out the
bullet-holes to each other, and shook their heads
solemnly over them. The interpreter told me that
they were saying that they would be sorry to face our
soldiers in battle after seeing the range, accuracy,
and rapidity of fire of our rifles. The Deb Zimpun
returned with me to my bungalow and enjoyed a
meal of tea, cake, and chocolate creams as heartily
as a schoolboy. On departing he shook my hand
and bade the interpreter express the interest with
which he had watched the field firing.

But alas for the inconstancy of human friendships!
Our pleasant intercourse was destined to an abrupt
termination. The very next day I was informed that
the genial old gentleman had been levying blackmail
on Bhuttias residing in our territory and had seized
and imprisoned in the house in which he resided a
man, three women, and three children, intending to
carry them off to Bhutan. The unexpected appear-
ance of a score of my men with rifles and fixed
bayonets changed the programme ; and the prisoners
were removed to our fort until Government should
decide their fate. As we marched them through
Chunabatti the villagers flocked round us and called
down blessings on our heads for saving their friends.



