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INTRODUCTION

Governor-General of India.

An able politician—such was his reputation—he had been Presi-
dent of the Board of Trade, and was now First Lord of the Admiralty.
He belonged to one of the great Whig families, and he and his sister
Emily were friends of Lord Melbourne. When, after a short reign,
the Tory government gave place to the Whigs in 1835, and Melbourne
again became Prime Minister, he cancelled the Tory appointment in
India and offered the Governor-Generalship to Lord Auckland.

It was considerable promotion, and Lord Auckland was pleased. To
his sisters, Emily and Fanny, it was a calamity. They lived with him,
all three being unmarried and their parents dead. Emily was thirty-
eight and Fanny thirty-four. They were cultivated women who led
a very full and happy existence, moving in the highest society, on terms
of close friendship with the prominent Whig families, and taking
pleasure in frequent visits to Bowood and Longleat, Chatsworth and
Knowsley and many of the other great country-houses. Above all,
they were part of a large, close-knit family of sisters and brothers,
nieces and nephews, cousins and near connections, with whom they
kept in touch by visits and regular correspondence.

Lord Auckland’s appointment to India put an end to this pleasant,
stimulating life. The society in Calcutta would be of a very different
kind: stiff, military and official. As the Governor-General’s sisters,
they would have to entertain and be entertained; it would be a new,
hedged-in world of sahibs and memsahibs whom they did not know.
The physical discomforts which lay ahead—the five-months’ voyage
under sail, the extreme heat in which they would have to live for five
or six years—were distasteful to contemplate, but could be endured.
What they found almost unbearable was the prospect of such a long
separation from the friends, sisters and brothers to whom they were
devotedly attached. It was now that they realised to the full how
much their lives were built on the solid foundation of mutual interests
and affection between them and their friends and relations.

It did not occur to them to refuse to accompany their brother. They
had lived with him since their parents’ death many years before; he

IN the year 1835, George Eden, 2nd Lord Auckland, was appointed
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Introduction

depended on them to manage the domestic side of his life. Besides,
Emily would have been wretchedly unhappy away from George. Ever
since girlhood she had idolised her brother. They understood each
other very well; in a large family of varying temperaments, these two
were cut from the same piece of cloth. They shared the same strong
political views, especially on the Reform question; and of late years
Emily had been an influential hostess for George. It was therefore
inevitable that she should continue to be his hostess and companion,
in a country which she disliked even before she saw it in a climate
which filled her with dread by its repute. With them would go
Fanny, their youngest sister, who had lived with them for fourteen
years.

This account of Emily and Fanny Eden mainly covers, in detail, the
extraordinary six years, 1836-42, which they spent in India. They
found themselves in a world of dramatic contrasts. There was the
Anglo-Indian life of dinners, receptions, balls and theatricals: a tiny
society, toy-sized against a fabulous background of jewelled magni-
ficence, where princes hung themselves with diamonds and caparisoned
their horses with emeralds, where temples were sheeted with gold,
and agate fountains played in marble courtyards. They spent over
two years in a journey to the north-west, and found yet another world:
a nightmare where men killed their wives without question, where
women sold their children for a handful of rice, where superstitious
rites demanded human sacrifice at seed-time.

It was an India over which hung the menacing shadow of Russia.
Europe had for long been watching that incalculable empire rolling
eastwards in Asia. Part of Persia had already been swallowed up; the
Ottoman Sultan had been attacked. Was India to be the next victim?
Russian emissaries were already in Afghanistan—and Afghanistan
bordered the north-west frontier of India. The Governor-General's
earliest instructions were to build up a rampart of friendly buffer-states
between India and Russia. He could not foretell that his over-zealous
reading of those orders was to lead him into one of the most disastrous
minor wars in the history of British arms.

Emily Eden, many years after her return from India, published
selections from the vast number of letters which she sent home between
1835 and 1842. There came into my hands, some time ago, four
privately-bound volumes of letters which were thought to be more
of Emily Eden’s correspondence, hitherto unpublished. They turned

X



Introduction

out, on being transcribed, to be letters from Fanny, written in the form
of a journal to an intimate friend in England.

Hitherto, one had only caught glimpses of Fanny through Emily's
eyes—and critical eyes they could be on occasion, too. To Emily,
Fanny was ‘one of the people who cannot exist without constant excite-
ment.” Even after six further years of closer acquaintanceship,
enforced by their elevated position in India, the brilliant, opinionated
elder sister was no nearer to understanding Fanny's sense of adventure
and quick acceptance of the odd, unexpected happenings of life. The
discovery of these new letters is extraordinarily interesting to me, at
any rate, for they bring out the inner relationship between these two
sisters, so different in nature, who were bound by the tenacious Eden
affection and sense of family duty to spend most of their lives together.
Fanny reveals herself as gentler in temperament, more perceptive than
the other, and she has a charming wit which is not inferior to the
humour of the more celebrated sister.

Three of the journals cover many of the same events which Emily
describes in her published letters. The fourth journal is an account
of a tiger-shooting trip to the Rajmahal hills which Fanny joined,
armed with a sketch-book instead of a gun. While admitting that
man-cating tigers had to be destroyed, she found more pleasure in
riding on her elephant through the rose-covered jungles which hid
the great beasts.  She passed through villages where no white woman
had ever been before, seeing primitive India through the eyes of a
friendly, sympathetic memsahib, completely different from the stock
type of those days. This is an account at first-hand of what must have
been a unique experience for a high-bred Whig lady not long out from
home. Iam including part of the Rajmahal journal, and a number of
Fanny's sketches. All four journals are illustrated with scores of draw-
ings, some in pencil, others in pen-and-ink and coloured chalks. Fanny
was not such a finished artist as Emily, and her drawings of figures are
not always successful; but her landscapes and buildings have an evoca-
tive quality: she makes you see what she saw.

I should have preferred to present the sisters through the medium
of their letters only; but these would not have made a connected story.
Emily and Fanny Eden wrote hundreds of letters from India, and got
into the habit of duplicating some of these, with slight variations, for
different sets of friends and relations. I soon found that, in order to
make a coherent picture of their life in India, I had also to use sources
other than the letters. I have, however, woven their own words and
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Introduction

phrasing into the narrative, wherever possible, and have also quoted
dircctly from unpublished material.

The Edens usually spelt Indian names phonetically in their letters
and journals. Ihave left these in the original versions whenever they
are directly quoted, but have followed modern standard spelling in the
narrative.
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EARLY YEARS

the seventh daughter of William Eden, 1st Baron Auckland.

Fanny was also born in the Westminster house, in 1801. She was
the eighth daughter and youngest child of this family of fourteen
children.

Their father was a son of Sir Robert Eden, of West Auckland, in
Co. Durham; their mother, Eleanor Elliot, a sister of the first Earl of
Minto. Both parents were people of outstanding personality.
William Eden held diplomatic posts in America and Ireland, was
Muinister-Plenipotentiary to the Court of Versailles before the Revolu-
tion, and later Ambassador to Spain and to Holland.

Mrs. Eden accompanied her husband to all his foreign posts, and
several of her children were born abroad. William Eden relates in
his diary how they travelled with all their children, nurses and servants
—a party of forty; while their chaplain, surgeon and midwife followed
a day behind. His wife was a devoted mother, but she took her full
share in the social life inseparable from a diplomatist’s duties. He
wrote to a friend:

‘Mrs. Eden is just returned from passing nearly a week . . . [at]
the Court of Versailles without feeling a moment’s discomposure.
.. . We have now as many nations in our Nursery as were assembled
at the Tower of Babel.’

It was said that she made domestic life quite fashionable, in an age
when children were left almost entirely to the care of nurses and
servants. Mrs. Eden also kept a diary, in which she lovingly noted
down details of her children’s nurture and upbringing: ‘Out of four-
teen [ suckled thirteen. Eleven of the children had smallpox during
their wanderings, also cowpox, whooping-cough, measles and scarlet
fever.’

She was receptive to new ideas, too. When Fanny was four years
old, Mrs. Eden wrote in her diary: ‘At the end of the year Robert and
Fanny were inoculated for the smallpox, which took no effect.’

Emily and Fanny, like their sisters before them, were educated by
their mother and by governesses. They had an excellent education.
Besides formal lessons, they were encouraged to read ar. ything they

EMILY EpEN was born in Old Palace Yard, Westminster, in 1797,
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Early Years

wished. They were taken to the play, and taught to have an intelligent
interest in foreign affairs. At the age of eighteen Emily could write:
‘Poor Beckenham is gone mad about the corn laws,” and know clearly
what she was writing about. And later in the same year, referring to
the Battle of Waterloo, which had just been fought, she was able to
view this Europe-shaking event with an objectivity far beyond her
years: ‘I am tired of rejoicing and lamenting over this news which,
upon the whole, strikes me as very melancholy, though I know that is
a very wrong feeling.’

By the time Emily was eighteen and Fanny fourteen, Lady Auckland
(as she had now become) had replaced the governess by a tutor, who
had charge of the education of Robert, the brother who came between
them in age. He was a thorough tutor. Writing on one occasion
to George, who was in France at the time, Emily told him all the home
news and added: ‘Madden has given us so much to do, we have not
a minute’s spare time. We are duller than a hundred posts about
Astronomy, and if you can find any planets for us in Paris, we shall be
obliged to you, as we cannot find one on the globe, and Madden only
laughs at us.’

Emily wrote long letters to George when he was away; her prefer-
ence for this brother was apparent at an early age. It was plain, too,
that she was George’s favourite in the family. She understood his
brand of whimsical mockery, and replied in kind. He, in turn, re-
spected her considerable gifts of good conversation and political nous.
He expressed this appreciation in a typical way when he once wrote to
her from a country-house where he was staying:

“To console us for not having you, we have an Emily here who
has something of the fooley in her, but she unluckily is a dullfooley.’

The Edens lived at Eden Farm, the house near Beckenham, in Kent,
where their parents had settled after the years abroad. In 1814 Lord
Auckland died, and George succeeded to the title, and began to take
his political career seriously.

Lady Auckland did not long survive her husband; she died four
years after him. Fanny and Emily, the only unmarried daughters,
were faced with the decision of what to do about the future. It was
not a difficult decision; the answer was inevitable. They would go
and live with George. InLondon, alas! George had to be in London
a good deal, and he could not afford to keep up an establishment in
town and a house in the country; he and his sisters had each only a
limited income. He let Eden Farm to a rich Kentish widow who
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A move to London

agreed to take it on his own terms: a seven-year lease at £600 a year.
That, George reckoned, would give them the prospect of being settled
and comfortable.

The next step was to find a house in London for the three of them.
After looking at several, they found one which they liked in Grosvenor
Street. Emily and Fanny left their country home with its gardens and
meadows, and came to live in London. They thought it a poor sub-
stitute for Kent. There were no groves of trees to turn brown and
yellow in October, and the people in the streets looked cold—not at
all as fresh and merry as they should, in crisp autumn weather. True,
there were near relations in London. Their sister Loutsa called, but
as she talked about nothing except patterns of cloth and new clothes
for her children, it was not very interesting. The sister they would
much rather have been near was the eldest, Eleanor—dearly beloved
Eleanor, nearly twenty years their senior and the most understanding
of women. She lived at East Combe, near Charlton in Kent, not a
day’s driving distance from Eden Farm. Now that they were no
longer able to visit her frequently, as had been their habit, they had
to content themselves with writing every week.

Eleanor Eden, as a girl, had been in love with William Pitt, but the
affair came to nothing, and in 1799 she married Lord Hobart, who
became the Earl of Buckinghamshire a few years later. Lady Bucks,
as Eleanor was known to her friends, was the one to whom all the rest
of the family turned in joy or in grief. Calm, patient, infinitely kind,
Eleanor never failed to be interested in everything that Emily or Fanny
did.

‘My Dearest Sister,” Emily wrote to her, at the end of a day that
had been full of annoyances, ‘I am going to write you a long letter,
and I shall be like a ginger-beer bottle, if once the cork is drawn.
I shall spirtle you all over. . ..

There were two other people for whom Emily could draw the cork
and be her trenchantly candid self. One was Theresa Villiers, the
sister of George Villiers who later became the 4th Lord Clarendon.
Theresa was witty, beautiful, clever—and as good and true as she was
lovely. Her family doted on her. Anyone with less force of char-
acter would have been hopelessly spoilt, but Theresa was unspoilable.
She had been endowed with a quality of spirit which kept envy at a
distance. Emily had known her from girlhood, and they had begun
writing to each other at an carly age; they could both express them-
selves well on paper, and enjoyed each other’s letters.

B 3



Early Years

The other close friend was Pamela FitzGerald, a daughter of the
Lord Edward FitzGerald who had been in the Irish Rebellion of 1798,
and forfeited his estates in consequence. Pamcla had a fascinating per-
sonality. Gay and warm-hearted, she possessed a courage which was
never crushed. And she had need of courage, right through her life;
her childhood had been one of insecurity and continual uprootings as
she was sent first to one relative and then another. She married Sir
Guy Campbell in 1830—a happy marriage which was to stand the test
of continual financial buffetings. They lived part of the year in
Ireland, where Pamela brought up a rapidly expanding family on a
steadily diminishing income. She educated them herself until they
were at an age for a tutor; she was a woman of wide learning and
cultivated tastes.

Emily was greatly attached to both these friends, and wrote to them
frequently. Different as they were from each other, they shared many
things in common with Emily Eden; the same kind of humour, a sense
of the ridiculous, the same zest in the everyday happenings of life.
When they gossiped in their letters it was without malice; their wit
was sharp, but it was never dipped in acid.

Fanny, too, had her intimate friends. She had often travelled from
Eden Farm to visit them in London; now she could see them more
often. There was Caroline Montague, with whom she often liked to
pass the day shopping or walking; and the Countess of Derby, when
she was in town. This last was a curious friendship, for Lady Derby
was over forty years older than Fanny. She had been Eliza Farren,
the actress, and she was as slim and elegant at sixty as she had been in
her young days. Fanny was never conscious of the difference in age;
they both had natural high spirits, and there was a very real affection
between them.

It was with the Grosvenor family, though, that Fanny felt most at
home. Lord Robert—Emma—Eleanor—they all welcomed her as if
she had been one of their own; there were times when she felt as much
of a Grosvenor as an Eden. She could always count on the kindest
of welcomes at Grosvenor House, and she gave them unstinted love in
return.

Living in London had its compensations, in spite of the lack of a
garden. Emily entertained for George, and she and Fanny were en-
tertained in turn by the best society. It was mostly Whig society, of
course. Emily shone in that milien; she could argue about politics
with men of the first ability, and hold her own. Fanny was a Whig,
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The sisters
too, but she disliked arguing. She was more detached than her

sister about politics, and was apt to smile when the conversation
grew too warm. Politics, she felt, were not articles to be
passionate over. What was required was coolness. With cool
consideration came common-sensible-ness, a quality Fanny much
admired.

It was useless to argue with Emily about arguing, so Fanny talked
about dancing, and bonnets, and gowns, and the latest babies in the
family. When she went away on country-house visits, she wrote long
letters to her sister; merry, bubbling letters which always made Emily
miss her. Fanny might be regrettably like quicksilver at home, but
when she was not there—well, one was very conscious that she was
not there.

When Emily was away visiting, she was equally aware of there being
no Fanny at hand, and was soon mending a pen to write to her younger
sister. The only time she did not miss Fanny was when she herself
was away with George. Then she did not miss anybody. George’s
company had always been sufficient in itself.

One of the advantages of living in London was the case with which
they could get away from it. There were many invitations to the
country; to stay with the Lansdownes at Bowood, or the Baths at
Longleat, or—more unwillingly—with the Duke of Devonshire at
Chatsworth. Mere magnificence never impressed either Emily or
Fanny; they valued character, good humour and good heart above
cverything else. They liked the Duke of Devonshire, but they did
not at all care for the way he took pleasure in making his guests do
what they didn’t want to do.

Then there were brothers and sisters to visit. Robert had been
ordained and had a living at Hertingfordbury. Caroline was married
to Arthur Vansittart, and had quantities of children. Charlotte had
married Sir Francis Godolphin Osborne, and her brood was particularly
unruly; especially William, the third son, who liked to play practical
jokes. William had stayed at Eden Farm as a boy of ten, and Emily
had allowed her irritation with him to break into a letter to a friend:

‘I was so cross and stupid with a pain in my ear which I have
had this week, and in such a fury with Willy Osborne, who made
a point of dropping his shuttlecock on my paper every minute,
that I was obliged to leave off writing in order to fight with him;

and when that battle was ended, he insisted on playing blind man’s
buff’



Early Years

Mary had married Charles Drummond, and was filling her quiver
every year.

‘The work of education goes on from morning till night,” wrote
Emily from Mary’s house in Essex. ‘Six small Intellects continually
on the march, and Mary, of course, is hatching a seventh child. 1
own I am glad I am not married, it is such a tiresome fatiguing life.
Though as a visitor I delight in the children, yet I would not be so
worn and worried as their mother is on any consideration. I think
she fidgets too much about them, but a large family is a great stand-
ing fidget of itself, and I suppose one would be the same under the
same circumstances.’

It was not the first time Emily had declared that she was glad she
was not married, or that she was perfectly content in her single state
and had no intention of changing it. She enjoyed the friendship of
many prominent men, and rumour had from time to time matched
her with several of them—even with Melbourne, after the death of his
wife. But Emily laughed rumour away each time. She had once
been in love, in her younger days. Not many people knew about her
sentimental attachment to one of the sons of Spencer Perceval, the
Prime Minister who was assassinated in 1812. Young Mr. Perceval
was an indecisive young man, and he had not declared himself; it had
caused her great unhappiness at the time. Emily never spoke of it.
As she passed from her twenties into the thirties, her relations with men
became more and more securely founded on the talent she possessed
for friendship.

Rumour had also been busy with Fanny.

‘How do Fanny and Edward Drummond go on?’ wrote Pamela
FitzGerald to Emily in 1819. ‘I hope she still thinks him pleasant.
Don’t rob her of those comfortable illusions; any bulwark against bore
is a blessing.’

Two years later she was writing again: ‘Does Fanny still keep up
“brother and sister” with Edward Drummond? I don’t think even
Fanny could do it. . . .

Edward Drummond was Private Sccretary to Sir Robert Peel, and
a family connection through Mary. Fanny was apparently quite able
to keep up ‘brother and sister’ with him, for she never showed any
sign of deeper affection.

In spite of their predilection for the single state, Emily and Fanny
took the greatest interest in the love affairs of their friends, and were
not averse from putting a finger in a match-making pie themselves,
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“A nice little place”

now and again.  All through their lives they were happy in the marital
happiness of others, and grieved whenever that happiness was broken
by death or misfortune.

So the years went on, pleasantly enough, in London and the country.
Besides his position at the Board of Trade, George held a minor
Admiralty appointment, that of Auditor of the Accounts at Greenwich
Hospital—an appointment carrying a salary and perquisites which
came to £600 a year in all. He performed the routine duties of the
post with his usual punctiliousness; but an unexpected variation came
in 1828. Like many seemingly unconnected events, this was to have
important results for Emily and Fanny, as well as for George. During
the last three months of 1827, Thomas Austin, clerk to the Deputy
Treasurer of the Hospital, embezzled upwards of /£ 3,000, and fled to
Ireland with hisloot. Emily wrote to Theresa Villiers from East Combe:

“The investigation of the whole business has been put into George's
hands, and there is so much that is disagreeable in it, besides confining
him to Greenwich, that he has been very low, poor fellow. But like
a sensible man, he sent for me to keep up his spirits. . . .’

The investigation took a long time. George had the use of apart-
ments at Greenwich, and Emily stayed there with him for some weeks,
coming to town for social engagements but always glad to return to
George. He disliked living anywhere but in London, and was
impatient to be done with the wretched business of the dishonest clerk.
As the weeks went on, and he had to spend more and more time at
Greenwich, Emily suggested that they might let the house in Grosvenor
Street, and take Park Lodge, a nice little place that was vacant in
Greenwich Park, quite near to George’s office.  George hated the idea
and said so. But he could not afford to give up an appointment of
4,600 a year, and he now realised that he would have to spend more
time than he had formerly done at Greenwich. Emily quietly went
on making arrangements for taking the nice little place, buying furni-
ture, and engaging servants.

The house was ready the following year. After a last winter spent
in London, Emily and Fanny were delighted to leave Grosvenor Street
for good, and return to the country to live. George had been made a
Commissioner of Greenwich Hospital, and was resigned to thenew turn
hisaffairs had taken. Afterall, Greenwich wasnot very far from London,
and so long as Emily and Fanny were content, George was ready to
admit that a house with a garden was an agreeable place to live in.

* * * * *



Early Years

The garden at Park Lodge soon became a passion with Emily. She
had green fingers. Her back ached and her hands were grimed, but
there were soon hedges of sweet-peas, and beds of yellow carnations,
roses and sweet-williams. George caught the fever, and bought his
own watering-pot, so as not to be scolded for borrowing Emily’s.

Fanny settled down again with great satisfaction to country life.
She helped in the garden, read a great deal, visited her friends and in-
vited them to the new home in return; and generally went on her own,
self-contained way, aware that she was affectionately tolerated, but
was not an essential part of the life of this brother and sister with whom
she lived. She did not see so much of the Grosvenors now, but she
wrote to them often.  Then, it was not a difficult journey from Green-
wich to East Combe, and Fanny paid frequent visits to the much-loved
Eleanor. She and Emily also stepped into a Margate steamboat one
day and took a trip to Broadstairs, to visit their sister, Caroline Van-
sittart, for a few days. Caroline had fourteen children, but she found
time to arrange excursions to Ramsgate and Dover, and she took
Fanny sailing to find a shell beach which was locally famous. Emily
preferred dry land.  She disliked being on the sea, as she always
suffered from acute seasickness.  If it was all the same to everybody,
she said, she never wanted to leave dry land at any time, for any
reason.

Back at Greenwich, they resumed a now familiar and comfortable
pattern of life. They were both fond of sketching, and Emily had
become very accomplished with both chalks and water-colours. Fanny
freely admitted to having less talent, but that did not prevent her from
getting a good deal of enjoyment out of drawing and colouring any-
thing that took her fancy. They took a house in town for the winter,
as the drives from Greenwich were becoming cold and dark, and
George had many duties to attend to in London. Emily and Fanny
divided their time between Greenwich, visits to friends and relations,
and staying with George in town. They were with him in April,
when the Reform Bill passed its second reading in the Lords and was
at last carried. They were delighted at their party’s success—though
to Emily it seemed like a gigantic game of chess, with the advantage
going first to one side, and then to the other.

That summer at Greenwich should have been perfect, with new
plants coming along, and the established flowers blooming as never
before. But the news of a glorious promotion was inflicted upon
them on Epsom Race Day—the one day they had set apart for a
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Other people’s nosegays

holiday, with a visit to the races, and a whole afternoon later in that
excellent little garden.

The news was that George had been appointed First Lord of the
Admiralty. They would have to leave Greenwich and go back to
live in London—for good. The day was not much of a holiday after
that. They went to the races, as they had intended; but as for garden-
ing, what was the good of cultivating flowers for other people’s nose-
gays? The roses were all out, and the sweet-peas, and the orange
trees. The whole garden looked lovely; but Emily sat on the veran-
dah, crying, and George was nearly as low in spirits as she was. George
was not one to allow the loss of a garden to depress him for long,
however. The new appointment was a good one, and he was now
assured of a retiring pension. He had been offered the appointment
because of a reshuffle in the Cabinet—the result of an uproar over the
Irish Church Bill.

‘The Government is on the brink of dissolution,” wrote Charles
Greville in his Journal on May 27th.

There was certainly turmoil in the Cabinet, several of its members
resigning over the Appropriation clause in the Bill, which dealt with
the surplus revenues of the Established Church in Ireland. In the
resulting patch-up in the Cabinet there were some new appointments,
the most unpopular being Lord Auckland’s promotion.

“Though I like him personally,” Greville went on, ‘it certainly does
appear strange and objectionable. He has neither reputation nor
political calibre to entitle him to such an elevation, and his want of
urbanity and forbidding manner seem to render him peculiarly unfit
for the post they have conferred on him.’

Six months later, Greville handsomely owned himself in the wrong,
noting that ‘Auckland turned out a very popular and, I believe, very
good First Lord of the Admiralty. I have heard many praises and not
one complaint of him.’

If George was aware that he had no outward graces to commend
him to those who did not know him well, he showed no sign of it.
Unperturbable as ever, he prepared to take up the appointment, though
he knew that the Government was seething with internal troubles and
might fall.

The months which followed were the most uncomfortable that
Emily or Fanny had ever spent. Having parted with the Greenwich
house, they prepared to move into the huge residential quarters of the
Admiralty. But the state of the Government was so precarious that
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they could not make a definite migration until the political situation
was clearer. They were not able to move back into the Grosvenor
Street house, which had been sold.  They had nohome.  Emily talked
of setting up a tent under a hedge. They finally took a cottage on
Ham Common, near Richmond, which bclonged to an elderly rela-
tion, General Eden. Emily was in poor health; it was a very hot
summer and she hated heat. It took quantities of steel draughts, to-
gether with the fresh air at Ham, to bring an improvement. She also
had a new companion, a little black King Charles spaniel, still a puppy,
whom she called Chance. It was pleasant walking on the Common,
or in Richmond Park, with Chance. There were friends in the neigh-
bourhood to call upon too; and one day there was a royal luncheon
party and a visit to Hampton Court with the King, who was being
entertained by the Earl of Albemarle at his house, not far away. Emily
and Fanny liked King William, even though he was occasionally a
little ridiculous. He insisted on showing them every picture in the
Palace at Hampton himself, and telling a story about each—generally
an improper story.

A good deal of their time was occupied in writing letters and sending
family news to relations and connections. Emily was always relaxed
and happy with a pen in her hand. She had sometimes thought of
writing a novel, and now that she had so much time to spare she began
to draft out a plot and work on the first chapters. Theresa Lister* was
writing a novel; it was fun to exchange comments and compare notes.

She did not see much of George. Emily had lost both his society
and the garden at Greenwich, the two charms of her life, as she called
them. George had begun his new duties as soon as possible, as was
his wont. He had already made the First Lord’s accustomed tour of
the Ports, and was calmly continuing with other Admiralty business,
in spite of the chaotic political situation. He came down to Ham
Common to see them whenever he could, but he had very little time;
when he had finished his long and strenuous day at the Admiralty he
generally had to go on to the House. The Whigs were divided within
their own party. Several Ministers had resigned, and gossip had it
that there were going to be changes.

It was at this time that the first possibility—the incredible, appalling
impossibility—of India came to the two sisters. In October, 1834,
Emily wrote to Theresa:

“There was a great sough of India for about a fortnight, but I always

* Theresa Villiers had married Thomas Henry Lister in 1830.
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said it was too bad to be true, which is a dangerous assertion to make
in most cases; it only hastens the catastrophe. But this was such an
extreme case, such a horrible supposition, that there was nothing for it
but to bully it; and the danger is over now. Botany Bay would be
a joke to it. There is a decent climate to begin with, and the fun of a
lictle felony first.  But to be sent to Calcutta for no cause at all! At
all events, I should hardly have got there before George got home
again, for I should have walked across the country to join him, if I
had gone at all. I think I see myself gomg into a ship for five months!
I would not do it for £1,000 a day. .

At the end of the summer, Emily and Fanny left Ham Comnon
and returned to London. They surveyed the inconvenient Admiralty
kitchens, and wondered how they were going to furnish the immense
reception rooms. But they could not do very much, for the Govern-
ment was rocking and was likely to fall. Events moved fast. The
Whigs went out of office. Emily and Fanny were now without a
permanent home; their household goods and furniture were packed
and stored. They visited their sisters and stayed with their friends,
and watched the statesmen and politicians playing general post.

Sir Robert Peel had formed a Tory government, but it did not last
long. By April, 1835, Peel was forced to resign, and Melbourne
again became Prime Minister. The upheavals of the previous months
had had a sobering effect on the Whigs. Lord Melbourne began his
second Administration with a reshuffled pack of Ministers, and he
proceeded to make new appointments. He cancelled the Tory
nominee in India, Lord Heytesbury, and offered the Governor-
Generalship to Lord Auckland.

* * * * *

‘I never knew before really what it was to have no time,” Emily
wrote to Pamela Campbell. “You cannot think what a whirl and
entanglement buying and measuring and trying-on makes in one's
brain. Poor Goliath himself would have been obliged to lie down and
rest if he had tried on six pairs of stays consecutively. . . .

‘It is so irritating to want so many things, and such cold articles.
A cargo of large fans; a silver busk because all steel busks become rusty
and spoil the stays; nightdresses with short sleeves, and net nightcaps,
because muslin is too hot. Then such anomalies—quantities of flannel
which I never wear at all in this cool climate, but which we are to
wear at night there, because the creatures who are pulling all night
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at the Punkahs sometimes fall asleep. . . . Then they wake and begin
pulling away with such fresh vigour that you catch your death with a
sudden chill. . .’

It relieved her to write to Pam of these absurd details; it cushioned
the deep-seated dread of the inevitable partings which lay ahead. The
days fled by. Fanny went down to East Combe to sy with
Eleanor and Emily followed in September, to say good-bye and bring
Fanny back with her. It was a painful farewell. Eleanor had
been both mother and sister to them and they loved her with the
tenderest affection. When, under God's providence, would they all meet
agam?

The following day they travelled down to Portsmouth with George
and William Osborne, to look at the Jupiter, the vessel which was to
carry them to India. 'William, their sister Charlotte’s son, had secured
the position of Military Secretary to his uncle; he had already been in
India with his regiment, the 16th Lancers, and was glad to return to a
life where there would be plenty of opportunity of hunting tiger and
wild boar. William was now thirty; a nonchalant young man with
a taste for practical jokes.

The Jupiter, Emily observed, was as comfortable as a ship could be,
no doubt. Its master, Captain Grey, escorted the party over the
vessel, which was a tall-masted frigate that had been converted into a
troopship, with special quarters furbished up for the new Governor-
General and his sisters. Had Emily liked ships, she would have liked
this one. But there was a smell of new paint and tar which made her
feel very sick. It was not an auspicious omen. Fanny was unaffected
by the smell. She and William examined everything with alert
interest. If this was to be their home for the next five months, Fanny
wanted to have a good look at it.

They returned to London to make their last arrangements for depar-
ture, and it was now that Emily nearly gave way to despair. She felt
as if she could cut somebody’s throat quite through. It did not matter
whose throat—it would be a sort of savage relief. The whole business
was so much worse than she had expected, and that was saying a great
deal.

A letter from Lord Melbourne brought an added bitterness. She
realised afresh, as she had realised from the beginning, that it was not
only her family and intimates she was going to miss, but also those
friends of distinction and high intelligence whom she had been used
to meet in the political and social worlds. Melbourne wrote:
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) Last days in London

‘My Mother always used to say that I was very selfish, both Boy
and Man, and I believe she was right—at least I know that I am
always anxious to escape from anything of a painful nature, and
find every excuse for doing so. Very few events could be more
painful to me than your going, and therefore I am not unwill-
ing to avoid wishing you good-bye. Then God bless you—as to
health, let us hope for the best. The climate of the East Indies very
often re-establishes it.

I send you a Milton, which I have had a long time, and often
read in. I shall be most anxious to hear from you and promise to
write. Adicu.

Yours,
MELBOURNE.’

There was also a letter from the King, which Emily liked because
of the beautiful handwriting. William the Fourth said the expected
polite things about Lord Auckland, but he also complimented Emily
and Fanny for not consenting to be separated from their brother by
the fear of the climate or the remoteness of the destination. ‘So
affectionate a brother,’ continued his Majesty, ‘deserves the devotion
he meets with.’

The last few days in London were full of official farewell visits and
other annoyances. Fanny went on with her packing, and Emily was
in a fair way to going quietly and genteelly mad. Her only comfort
was that if she had been preparing to see George off instead of sailing
with him, how very much worse it would have been.

They were ready to leave at last.  On September 30th they travelled
down to Portsmouth and put up at an inn, where they had to endure
the usual drawback of inn beds—insects of no pleasing description. To
add to Emily’s irritation, there was a tribe of Sir Johns and Sir Henrys,
friends of George'’s, who kept bursting in with offers of dinners,
which were declined. The wind was in the wrong quarter, dead
against them, so there was no chance of departing at once. They
crossed over to Ryde, in the hope of finding a cleaner and quieter inn,
and settled down to wait for a fair wind. Fanny and William Osborne
went out sailing in a small boat. Fanny wanted to test her seaworthi-
ness. She had already made up her mind that she must grow to like
what she had to endure. Emily walked on the quay, wishing they
were away, longing to stay.

On Saturday, October 3rd, the wind changed, and Captain Grey
13
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decided to set sail. Fanny, Emily, George and William embarked,
together with Dr. Drummond, the physician officially provided for the
voyage. They also took with them their six personal servants, all of
whom were to become very much part of their livesin India. George's
valet, Mars, was a French paragon of correctness; he was assisted by a
second attendant, Giles, a wiry, practical man. Emily’s English maid,
Wright, sedately efficient, got on surprisingly well with the half-
Portuguese, half-native ayah, Rosina, also engaged to wait on the
senior Miss Eden. Fanny had brought her own maid, Jones, whose
rosy Englishness could bring the most outlandish situation down to
normal, as Fanny was to find on many occasions. The servants’ party
was completed by a French negro chef, St. Cloup, a temperamental
genius of a cook.

And, of course, there was Chance, Emily’s spaniel. All the Edens
were devoted to animals; but Chance was different from any dog that
had ever been in the family before. He was Emily’s constant com-
panion, and appeared to take an almost human interest in what went
onaround him. William Osborne’s half-dozen greyhounds, which he
had brought with him for hunting, were likeable enough, but could
not compare with Chance.

Besides the Governor-General’s party, there was a troop of soldiers
on board, bound for Calcutta. The holds of the ship were full of
provisions, live as well as packed. Sheep, pigs and poultry—they all
had to be carried, so that the travellers could have fresh meat on the
long, uncertain voyage.

The sails were set, the wind blew fair, and the Jupiter moved away
from the quayside, out of the harbour, and presently into the open sea.

The voyage to India had begun.
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THE VOYAGE

naturally strong stomach, but Fanny soon had the satisfaction of

finding out that she was a good sailor. From the very first day on
board she was able to be her naturally active self, walking with
William on the deck or playing chess with him, reading and writing,
playing with Chance or with the greyhounds. When she wanted
more sedentary occupation she sat working at her wool embroidery,
a horse and rider stitched on fine canvas, which was to be a horse-
cloth.

The one thing that worried her was something she had not expected;
incessant noise in her cabin. For the first three nights she was kept
awake by the continuous creaking of the bulkheads. Here was an
affliction which it would be difficult to get used to, for she had always
detested noise.

George, detached and philosophical about his comforts or lack of
them, had brought Hindustani grammar-books, and set himself regular
hours of study each day. Beyond occasional giddiness when the ship
rolled, he, too, discovered that he had good sea-legs, and he soon
established a routine of work designed to catch his nephew in its net
occasionally—without much success. William considered he had as
much Hindustani as was necessary for the present. He also declared
that he was seasick. It was a special and particular form of scasickness
which, alas, took the contrary and alarming line of extreme hunger.
So it was meritorious in him to struggle against the complaint by going
down to the cockpit to dine with the midshipmen at twelve, coming
up to have a few mouthfuls with his aunts at one, joining Captain
Grey at luncheon at two, and picking a bit with the officers at three in
order to be tolerably well for dinner at six.

One could never do anything with William. He got his own way
by the simple method of making people laugh. Always sure of him-
sclf, always self-possessed, he hid the real abilities which he possessed
behind a devil-may-care manner which often verged on impudence.

Fanny laughed with him and at him. He was only a few years
younger than herself, and his lively high spirits kept her amused. In
spite of the difference in their temperaments, they both had a streak
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The Voyage

of adventurous fun which made them natural companions. With his
Aunt Emily, William kept up a jocular but wary relationship. His
continual jokes were never particularly subtle, and there were times
when he annoyed Emily as much as he had done on the occasion of the
shuttlecock twenty years before. William at thirty was as liable to
infuriate her as William at ten, and well he knew it. He might invent
a peculiar brand of seasickness for himself and go in for outrageous
antics under cover of this special malady, but he did not poke fun at
Emily’s misery during the ten days across the ocean to Funchal.

It was genuine misery. Those first days of the voyage were as
terrible as Emily had feared. She was seasick for hours at a time,
unable to eat anything except a little arrowroot. The Jupiter turned
out to be a rolling, heaving ship; if Emily could have scuttled her or
blown her out of the water, she would have done so and swum home.

Nobody could do anything to help, however much they tried.
Rosina, the ayah, slept on the floor of Emily’s cabin, wrapped in a heap
of Indian shawls, with her black arms, covered with bracelets, crossed
over her head. Chance was in and out of the cabin, frisking with the
midshipmen, chasing a rabbit which they had got out from its hutch
for his amusement. Emily sipped her arrowroot, and schooled herself
to wait through the long hours of wretchedness.

The Jupiter made Madeira on Tuesday, October 13th, and the
Governor-General’s party landed for several days’ stay—Emily certain
that she would never be brought aboard again except by a guard of
marines.

They were the guests of a Mr. Stothard, a wealthy wine merchant
who had a large house in Funchal. George had been told by the
London half of Mr. Stothard’s firm to make that gentleman’s house his
headquarters in Funchal, and the wine merchant calmly accepted the
fact that he had four personages, a physician, a ship’s captain, six
servants and a dog quartered on him without warning.

Fanny and Emily found Madeira as delightful as a place out of a book
of travels. Everything looked tropical. Funchal was a paradise of
gardens full of palms and banana trees, and orange trees heavy with
fruit. Dusky, laughing women who might have come out of a
Murillo picture sat plaiting their hair by the roadside, or walked bare-
foot between the trees. They made an entrancing picture to Fanny
and Emily.

Mr. Stothard’s hospitality was thoughtful as well as open-handed.
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Set for Rio

He provided the party with palanquins and ponies to take them up
the narrow streets of the almost perpendicular town, streets which
would not admit a carriage. And one day they rode for three miles
into the hills, between hedges of fuchsia and myrtle and great pink
cactus flowers. It was like a hot-house at home in England, only on
a grand scale.

They enjoyed everything, and were more than sorry when the short
stay was over. Mr. Stothard had been a perfect host; Emily hoped
everybody would buy his wine. Fanny would have given a great deal
to be able to stay in Funchal, but, as usual, made terms with the in-
evitable, and re-embarked on the Jupiter without repining.

On Friday, with the fair island behind them, they were once more
under way, their course set for Rio de Janeiro.

Fanny had never before realised the vast monotony of the sca. Her
problem was to keep herself occupied. William sometimes came
along for a game of chess, when he was not larking with the older
midshipmen, who could entice him down to their quarters by holding
up a lighted cigar from the farthest point of the ship. George was
immersed for hours in his Hindustani grammar. Fanny did not in-
trude unneccssarily on her sister; she made no demands on Emily for
anything more than the normal, taken-for-granted relationship which
had always existed between them.

For real friendship Fanny turned to her letter-writing. These were
to be letter-journals, she told Eleanor Grosvenor. All the time she
was away from England, she would write of her life in daily letters,
sending them home whenever the opportunity offered. Eleanor
might keep them, if she wished. One day, perhaps, they would sit
together once more, and talk and laugh at these ancient traveller’s tales.

By the end of October, they were within ten degrees of the Equator,
with the thermometer at eighty in the coolest period of the twenty-
four hours. The heat, as well as the perpetual ship-noises, made slecp
nearly impossible. The creaking of the bulkheads and staircases grew
so intolerable at last that Captain Grey was forced into taking some
active measures, for no two people could hear each other speak in the
same cabin. The carpenters were sent up to do what they could
to lessen the noises, which they managed to bring down to a more
endurable level.

Emily’s seasickness had abated since they left Madeira, and she was
able to dine with the others on most days. Butshefound it a detestable
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life. She could not read or write for five minutes without feeling
giddy, and when the ship rolled, was forced to remain completely
idle. She wondered whether George would have come if he had
known the full extent of the horrors of the voyage. She asked him
constantly: “Do you give it up?”” hoping that he would say *Yes”
and let them go home again.

But George could not and would not give up the Governor-General-
ship before it had even begun.  Emnily was perfectly aware that it gave
her great relief to pour out complaints in unmeasured language to
Theresa or Pamela. The Jupiter was making an uncommonly pros-
perous voyage, and she knew that she had ten times as many comforts
as most people had at sea.

They crossed the Line on the evening of Friday, November 1 3th.
The Governor-General’s party went up on deck to see the festivities,
which had been in preparation for days.

Amphitrite, a very tall sailor, looked handsome in one of Wright's
gowns and Emily’s caps. Another sailor, dressed as Neptune, made
a speech to George and presented Emily and Fanny with two white
pigeons. The sisters thanked the men—then got out of the way as
fast as they could before the shaving and ducking began. They did
not find it amusing to watch the victims of this sport being tossed into
a water-filled sail and half-drowned, or nearly choked with pitch, or
shaved with a razor which was as jagged as a sharp saw. They thought
it a savage process, and wondered Captain Grey did not stop it. Once
the ceremonies were over, the ship’s company resumed their normal
duties, and William Osborne began to fall into deep fits of boredom.
George, in his bland, detached way, continued in the private routine of
study and leisure which he had set himself. The only time he fidgeted
was when the wind fell and the ship could not make its seven knots.

The heat, though it brought discomfort, was not the fiery furnace
they had always supposed it to be. On the day when they should
have been actually under the sun, standing in their own shadow, Fanny
and Emily were glad of warm gowns.

‘Never think of pitying the naked negro panting at the Line,’” wrote
Emily to her eldest sister. ‘If he pants, it must be for some clothes.

She found tropical skies drab-coloured, with a dirty yellow look
towards sunset; and as for thunder and lightning, she would be
ashamed if she could not make a better storm out of a sheet of tin and
a tallow candle. What astonished Emily most about the heat at the
Equator was her sister’s excellent health and vitality in such 2
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South America

temperature. Fanny had never been robust as a child, and her quick-
silver nature had often responded with alarming results to extremes of
weather at home. Now, when Emily lay writing on a hard couch
in a cabin of the rolling ship, Fanny would be out in the open, watching
the crew of 250 men at their exercises. There she would stand, or
follow them at a short distance, while the sailors dragged ropes, chains
and blocks, and the seniors screamed orders, and the petty officers blew
whistles.

William could find no such interest in the daily round of a ship’s
crew. He had got tired of horse-play with the midshipmen, and was
bored with everything else. He hated life at sea, and did not mind
saying so on every suitable and unsuitable occasion.

On Monday, November 16th, they discovered America. They had
been hunting about for it all the previous day, but the weather was
hazy, and they could not see the land. When they at last sailed into
the harbour at Rio, they were enchanted by the prospect. Spread
before them was a beautiful panorama of wooded, rocky, mountainous
islets—scores of them, as many as there were days in the year.

The Governor-General and his sisters were received by the Admiral
of the station, Sir Graham Eden Hamond. He was their father’s
godson, and so was full of civilities for personal as well as for official
reasons.

There was no possibility of their sleeping ashore. Rio had not a
single hotel, and the Admiral had to tell them regretfully that mos-
quitoes and all sorts of vermin would make the inns impossible. The
only thing to do was to use the Jupiter as their hotel; and as a ship at
anchor was very different from a ship at sea, they decided it would
serve very well.  George had a barge of his own on board, independent
of the captain’s gig, so Fanny and Emily were able to come and go as
they pleased. The harbour was full of shipping, and the English,
French and Brazilian admirals all hoisted Lord Auckland’s flag. Then
they saluted and the Jupiter replied, until Fanny and Emily were nearly
deafened. They were thankful to get into the town with George,
after he had discharged his courtesy visits.

It was odd, reflected Emily, how short a time surprise lasted. Here
they were, in a South American town where the streets swarmed with
slaves wearing the same quantity of clothes that Adam wore when he
left Paradise, and yet the sight of all these undressed creatures was not
at all startling after the first moment. They might have come out of
the pictures in a book.
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Emily and Fanny liked Rio. They found it very dirty, but much
more amusing than Funchal; the slaves made such cheerful hallooing
noises as they dragged the carts about, or carried loads on their heads.
The one drawback was the excessive hospitality pressed upon the
visitors. The Admiral gave a ball for them—the last thing they wanted,
in that heat.  Still, endless balls lay ahead in Calcutta, so they decided
it was as well to get used to them.

A single day was saved from the general wreck, one of those days
which made up for the incessant strain of appearing to enjoy the heavy
gaieties. They avoided all official hosts, and took the barge to a quiet
little bay further down the coast. George had ordered horses, and
Captain Grey took the four of them—Fanny, Emily, William and
George himself—on a ride that he had known in former times.

Up, up into the high mountains they rode, and felt that Nature
could do no more in the way of beauty. Clouds, mountains, trees,
butterflies, waterfalls—such a combination! They sometimes stopped
to walk, and sometimes to sit and sketch. Time flowed along in con-
tented silence—but they had to turn their horses to Rio again, before
the dusk descended. It was a day Fanny and Emily would always
remember; a cool place in the mind to which they could return in the
brassy heat which lay in wait for them in India.

The Jupiter left Rio in fine weather on Saturday, November 21st,
and made eighty miles the first day. The winds were fair, and the
going steady, but in the middle of the following week they ran into a
heavy swell, and two days later a gale blew up. Within a few hours
it had whipped the sea into a churning mass, carried away two of the
ship’s sails, and filled the cabins with water.

Fanny disliked the turmoil, but she was not afraid, and held on to
her cot and the furnishings of her cabin. Emily was extremely
wretched.  She had been sick for days, but was so tired of the roaring
round her that on the third day of the storm she got up, put on a
dressing-gown, and rolled into George’s cabin. By a lucky combina-
tion of lurches she landed on one end of his sofa, and George tucked
himself up on the other end. Then the ship took one of her deepest
rolls. Two heavy boxes broke from their lashings and began dancing
about among George’s boots and shoes. The spar that kept his books
in against the wall gave way, and the volumes poured out on the
floor. George made a grab at the bell to summon Mars, and in a few
moments the valet came in—sitting down, which was the only way
of moving that day.
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“ Encore un déménagement!” he said, as he tried to pick up the books.
“Eh bien] C'est une maniére de voyager, mais si c'est la bonne . . . 2"

The next roll of the ship brought William Osborne sliding in—also
sitting—and saying: ““More fun! No dinner today. That last lurch
sent the cook into the sheep-pen, and the sheep are too frightened to
help him out.”

Fanny joined the party in George's cabin for dinner; a dish of
macaroni, put on the floor, like everything else, and served, with his
usual dignity, by the seated Mars.

The gale turned out to be the one black patch of the voyage. By
the time they had been three weeks out of Rio, they had had great
varieties of weather, calms and fine sailing. When the winds were
fair, the Jupiter went flying along as steady as a church. There was
plenty of entertainment on board. The midshipmen made a litde
theatre on deck, and acted several plays, including the serious dramna,
Ella Rosenburg. This would have been very affecting, if the heroine’s
cap with attached oakum plaits had not kept falling off, much to
‘Ella’s’ annoyance.

Some of the sailors could sing old English glees, which Fanny and
Emily loved to listen to as the men sat on the long evening watch.
One night Emily asked for Home, Sweet Home, but she did not try
that again—it was playing with edged tools. Better to listen to them
telling stories to each other, or to watch them dancing their nautical
reels to the music of ‘young Paganini,’ the ship’s fiddler.

Not a single vessel had passed them on the sea; they had not even
seen a sail in the far distance. Were they only a few days from
Africa? Fanny did not believe it. She was sure the ship’s chrono-
meter had gone wrong, and offered Captain Grey the loan of her little
Swiss watch, the size of a shilling. Captain Grey looked half-
affronted, but acknowledged the little joke.

William was living in a state of farcical despair. He went about
insulting all the sailors with his horror of the ship, and gravely
consulted Dr. Drummond about his health. Dr. Drummond,
who was rather solemn, said he could not see exactly what was the
matter.

“Matter enough!” said William. “I've got the Jupiters. I'm a
creak, Doctor, nothing but a creak. Listen to my neck when I turn
i!”

There were times, thought Fanny, when she fclt she was actually
creaking herself.

21



The Voyage

Africa came in sight on December 14th.  Fanny took her first view
of it at five o’clock in the morning; it looked very much like the Cape
of Good Hope on a map. When they got nearer, Table Mountain,
with other hills ranged beside it, sharpened into a wall behind the town
—rugged and handsome.

At the foot of the mountain Capetown spread out, white and clean,
very Dutch-like. Emily had now come on deck, and she said she
believed this clean look to be a ‘deceptious appearance’—in which she
turned out to be right.

The Jupiter had been twenty-three days coming from Rio, the usual
length of the passage. In spite of the gales and the tossings about, the
whole party found themselves in astonishingly good health. The sea
air had helped Fanny’s recurrent headaches, and Emily, subject to
agues and many other minor ailments, declared herself very well.
George had grown fatter.

They took a house for the few days they expected to stay in the port,
and after putting some books and writing cases on the tables, tried to
make it as much like a Broadstairs or Tunbridge Wells house as
possible. But it was not like Broadstairs or Tunbridge Wells. There
was a great deal of negro jabber going on under the windows, and on
the first night or two they were much devoured by every species of
small creature. They saw cockroaches on the walls, and other,
horrider insects came out in the night and made sleep impossible.
Captain Grey sent them brass bedsteads from the Jupiter, so that in-
convenience did not occur again.

In spite of the devastating heat, they paid official calls with George.
It grew cooler in the late afternoon, and then they began to enjoy the
Cape. They went for long drives up-country, passing tracts of dense
shrub aflame with yellow flowers. Fanny would have liked to stay
for days, to sketch the hills rising suddenly from the plains, and the
negroes in sugar-loaf hats driving their teams of twenty oxen in the
long, low Cape wagons.

The time passed all too quickly. They drove to Constantia to pick
out the wine they were to take with them. George bought several
Cape horses, which were better than Arab horses for ladies’ riding, and
persuaded Captain Grey to find room for four of them in the Jupiter.

Both Fanny and Emily now dreaded the prospect of the next stage
of the voyage: the unbroken passage from Capetown to Calcutta,
which might take anything from twelve to fourteen weeks. The few
acquaintances they had made at the Cape suddenly seemed like old
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friends. And when again would they be able to enjoy an abundance
of apricots, strawberries, peas and new potatoes?

They wrote ten letters apiece, to be carried by the Liverpool, home-
ward bound from Capetown. Then, after a stay on land which had
lasted a week, they embarked once more on the ship and turned their

faces towards India.

* * * * *

The next three weeks were the longest Fanny had ever known. No
more storms burst upon them, but the heat was growing stronger,
especially at night. Fanny sat on the lee-side of the ship with Emily;
all the doors and windows around them were open, but nothing
would induce a draught to blow through. They had to make up
their minds that this temperature was what they would have to endure
in Calcutta.

Then came a sudden, unlooked-for accident; an ‘adventure’ as
Emily called it, which mercifully stopped short of tragedy. On
January 26th, as they were once again nearing the Line, a squall
swooped out of the cloudless blue and carried away the ship’s main-top
mast. It was a fine day, with no wind. But, as so often happened
near the Line, there was squally wind in the upper atmosphere.

Fanny and Emily were coming away from breakfast, when they
heard a tremendous crash. They ran up to the deck, which they
found heaving with a mass of collapsed ropes and canvas.

There was a cry of *Man overboard!”’ which put everybody into a
fever. But it was only a hat; the owner was caught in one of the
lower sails, and escaped with stunning and bruising. He was reckoned
fortunate, for all the officers who had ever seen a similar accident with
a topmast said they had never known it without great loss of life and
serious wounds.

Fanny and Emily were now able to watch a supreme example of
Captain Grey’s seamanship. The mast was four fect in circumference
where it had given way, and it was snapped off almost as clean as if it
had been cut with a knife. Captain Grey’s presence of mind was
striking. Within two minutes he had given the order: “All hands
clear wreck,” which brought every human being up from below.
Each man was immediately in his place working away at disentangling
ropes and furling sails. Within five hours everything was in its place
and the mast mended. The sails were set once more, and the Jupiter
continued on her way.
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January came to an end; the last weeks of the voyage stretched
wearily ahead. They had hoped to reach Calcutta by the middle of
February, but a check came as they neared the Line once more. The
ship had been within a hundred miles of the Line for days, but had not
been able to cross it.

They tacked about, waiting for a favourable wind, averaging a bare
thirty miles a day. It was tantalising to lose the precious time, for
the extreme hot weather began in Calcutta in the middle of March,
and George was anxious that they should have two or three cool weeks
to break them in to the climate. If a fair breeze came, they might
reach Calcutta within ten days; but some of the ship's officers gloomily
forecast a further month on the water.

The sea looked like a plate of silver that had been cleaned by a
remarkably good under-butler. And such heat! The thermometer
at eighty-eight under the awning, with the nights as hot as the days.
The officers had come to an end of their fresh meat, and the midship-
men to an end of their fresh clothes; the freehold of two dirty shirts
for one clean one was offered and refused. When it grew dusk, the
young men would appear in their hot blue uniforms, white trousers
having become so scarce.

Fanny and Emily hardly knew how to get through the still, oppres-
sive days. They could not read or sew; their only relief was in writing
letters home. If Emily wrote to Lady Bucks, Fanny’s letter would be
addressed to Robert, or Caroline or Louisa. Family letters were
passed round at home, so it did not matter greatly who gave an account
of their days. Emily did not trouble to brighten the record. They
all knew that she was prone to vent surface grumbles and tempers when
she felt like it; and on these calm-locked days she seemed to feel scrapey
all day long.

‘We tack about first to the east and then to the west,” she wrote,
‘trying to screw a little northing out of them—Tlike people who can’t
get to sleep, and try first one side to lie on, and then the other.’

Fanny sat alone writing to Eleanor Grosvenor. She could forget
the tedium and the discomfort with this friend; her pen glanced and
sparkled, lightly skimming the boredom, the clammy heat, the sense
of solitariness which sometimes came upon her. Fanny and Eleanor
could talk together on paper as easily as they had gossiped when they
had walked in the flagged, flower-bright garden at Greenwich, or
toasted themselves in front of the fire in Eleanor’s London morning-
parlour.
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The sheets of paper grew into packages, ready to be addressed and
sent over to any homeward-bound brig that might come in sight. But
when would that be? Emily was for sticking a letter in a bottle; at
least their friends would know where to look for them!

At last, at long last, they woke one morning to find a jungle in
sight. The date was March 2nd, and they had been seventy-two days
out of sight of land. Every moment was interesting now. Before
the end of the afternoon there were steamers in sight, not only coming
to tow them to Calcutta, but bringing the Zenobia which was to take
their letters to England. Best of all, one of the steamers would be
bringing them letters, some of which had been waiting for them since
November, having come by the overland mail. The Jupiter had been
in telegraphic communication with Calcutta all day, and this was the
one piece of news which mattered most. The pilot was already on
board. He told them that they had been given up for lost, they were
so much overdue. They hardly listened; the steamers were coming
near.

Fanny and Emily never forgot the delight, the heart-aching joy of
seeing the parcels of letters come out of the dak boat. There was a
package for Fanny, and ten letters for Emily. She wrote home later:

‘I locked my cabin door, flumped myself down on the bed, and
absolutely wallowed in my letters like a pig.’

Besides the mail from England, there was a letter from a Mrs.
Robertson at Calcutta, who said that Emily had been very kind to her,
playing cat’s-cradle with her many years before in an English country-
house. Emily and Fanny were touched. It would be pleasant to find
someone disposed to be kind in a land of strangers. Emily decided
that for the future she would play at cat’s-cradle with all the little girls
she met.

Another steamer arrived to assist the Jupiter. There was also the
Soonamookie, the yacht which the Governor-General would use for
his term of office. It was manned by Hindus in splendid dresscs, and
brought one of the aides-de-camp who had been attached to the acting
Governor-General, Sic Charles Metcalfe. With him was Captain
Byrne, who was formally in charge of the establishment at Govern-
ment House.

Captain Byrne was an official-looking man with impeccable manners.
Emily and Fanny looked at him with interest, as he would be one of
their companions for the next five years. They neither liked nor dis-
liked him at first sight; he made no great impression on them either
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way. They could not know, as they all stood bowing and making
polite conversation, that they would spend many hours of those five
years trying to outmanceuvre and outwit this pattern of pomposity
and correct behaviour.

The steamers began to tow the Jupiter up the river. Captain Grey
had set his heart on landing them at Calcutta, so George did not board
the yacht. They made good progress on that and the following day.
On March 4th, however, there came a check. One of the steamers
towing them had to swerve to avoid a brig at anchor; she was caught
in an eddy, and drove the Jupiter and the other steamer aground. The
Soonamookie, which was being towed astern, ran against the Jupiter
and broke some of her railings. It was quite a collision.

After two hours of delay they were obliged to take to the steamer
and give up the Jupiter. It was the greatest mortification to all parties,
especially to Captain Grey, and to the officers and midshipmen, who
had volunteered to man the barge and row the Governor-General and
his sisters ashore. But there was no help for it. George and William
got into full dress, and Fanny and Emily changed into their best gowns.
It was difficult to look smart and keep a composed demeanour in such
heat, but they must try. They gave presents to the quarter-masters
and coxswains, and thanked all the sailors in general who had been so
kind on the voyage. The steamer seemed cramped, and even noisier
than the sailing vessel had been. The last part of the voyage was made
against the tide. There were no arm-chairs or sofas on board, so they
stood by the rail, or sat on hard chairs; and at last came in sight of the
roofs and trees of Calcutta.

It was Emily’s birthday. She was thirty-nine. Nobody, she re-
flected, knew or cared about it except herself, who would rather bea
year younger each time than a year older. Surely that would be a
worthy reward for each year passed in this place?

The steamer came to a slow stop in the harbour. At the landing-
stage, squares of troops stood at attention. There were waiting
carriages, groups of officers and officials, impressive uniforms. George
was nervous, but, as usual, outwardly calm. Accompanied by
William, Captain Byrne, and an aide-de-camp, he went on shore.
Fanny and Emily followed, hoping that they would soon be bundled
off in one of the carriages; but they had to wait until George had
inspected his guard of honour and walked down the lines of troops.

It was over at last: the saluting, the sharp noise of arms being pre-
sented, the unsmiling bows and courtcsies of these soldiers and civilians.
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Fanny and Emily, escorted to the carriage behind George, felt indeed
that they were strangers in a strange land. The Jupiter lay behind
them, homelike and friendly, in spite of her misdemeanours. Before
them was a shimmering haze which was the air they would henceforth
have to breathe; through it they could sce the gleam of white buildings,
reflecting the heat. This was what must become the known, the
familiar.

They had arrived in India.
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CALCUTTA

She had never before seen anything so magnificent as her first sight

of Government House in the moonlight, its halls illuminated, the
steps of the portico crowded with turbaned attendants in white muslin
dresses.

Eighty people had been invited to dine with them, but the formal
reception was omitted owing to the lateness of the hour, and they
thankfully retired before midnight.

Everyone in the Governor-General’s party had a separate suite of
rooms. Fanny and Emily were in opposite wings. Fanny was a
little alarmed at the first sight of her own boudoir. It was, she
reckoned, very much the size of the Picture Gallery at Grosvenor
House. Three large windows at one side overlooked the city, and
three more at the other side gave a view of the great gate and entrance
to the house. At one end, sets of folding doors opened into the bed-
room and bathroom, and at the opposite end three more doors led to
the dressing-room and passage.

It took her some days to get used to being so far away from Emily.
When Fanny went to pay her sister a visit in the evening, she was in
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peril of stepping upon the living bales of muslin which were sleeping
about the galleries. It was just as if they were all acting in a long opera,
Fanny decided. Only it was an opera which promised to go on for
five years . . .

Within two days, cach had an establishment of servants. Emily,
being the senior sister, had rather more than Fanny. Her personal
attendant was a kindly kitmutgar who spoke English—an advantage he
had over the other servants. He and four more glided behind her
whenever she moved from one room to another; and there was a sentry
at her dressing-room door who presented arms whenever she went to
fetch her pocket-handkerchief or her keys. Then there was a tailor
with a long beard, who mended her habit-shirts and her petticoats;
an extra ayah to assist Wright and Rosina as dressers, and a very old
woman who seemed to be a personal under-housemaid. Besides these
there were two bearers with a sedan-chair at the bottom of the stair-
case, in case she should be too idle to walk.

Fanny could never become accustomed to being followed about
everywhere by two or three bearers, though she was glad that Jones’s
dignity was enhanced by a new assistant in the form of an ayah, Myra.
There were also three outriders whom she shared with Emily, to escort
them on excursions.

George’s retinue was, of course, far more formidable than theirs.
He was unable to stir without a tail of fifteen joints after him. William,
too, had a respectable supply, though he reduced it to three when he
went out alone. When he accompanied his uncle to the Council
Chamber, he had to be careful to collect his full number, or Captain
Byme would have had something to say.

What Fanny and Emily liked best was when they all met by accident,
with their entire tails on.

They went to church in state on the Sunday following their arrival,
driving with George in a carriage with five guards galloping by the
side. Three velvet chairs had been placed in the middle of the
cathedral aisle, with an open railing round them and a space railed off
behind for the aides-de-camp. All the pews were made with open
railings, and the ladies of Calcutta were able to get a good view of the
Governor-General's sisters—the first hostesses to appear at Government
House since Lady William Bentinck, two years before. Metcalfe, the
provisional Governor-General, had not been married; unofficial wives
did not count.

Fanny and Emily sat on either side of George, hoping they looked
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cool and elegant, though they did not feel so. They were quite aware
of the stares; and they were doing a little quiet scrutinising on their
own account. Some of the ladies had come without bonnets, and all
fanned themselves unceasingly with large feather fans. Otherwise it
was very much like an English church, with a fashionable congregation
and the service very well chanted.

On the following morning they had a great many visitors at Govern-
ment House. The aides-de-camp handed in the ladies and gave them
chairs, and in due time handed them out again. The visits were not
of long duration, though they seemed to last hours while they were in
progress. Fanny and Emily hoped their callers would not compare
notes as to what had been said, for some of Emily’s topics had had to
serve many times over, and Fanny had run out of small talk at a very
early stage of the reception.

George held his first levee the next day. He received seven hundred
gentlemen, and was perfectly ready to go on in the afternoon to the
Chowringee—the Regent’s Park of Calcutta—to leave cards on Sir
Henry Fane, the Commander-in-Chief of the garrison. Sir Henry
was giving a ball in their honour that evening, so they did not remain;
they drove back immediately to dine and to dress for their first official
appearance at a social event.

Wright and Jones had been unpacking and pressing gowns all day.
Emily was in some anxiety over her toilette. 'Would her best blonde
come out of the box quite yellow, and patterned by the cockroaches?
That was what often happened to gowns which had suffered a long
sea-voyage. But the fine laces and muslins which Wright lifted care-
fully out of the tin-lined boxes were quite fresh; they had been well
packed in London. It was a great relief.

She and Fanny were ready by ten o’clock. They joined George and
William in the carriage, and almost at once found themselves in the
centre of an immense procession of aides-de-camp, servants and guards,
with ten men running before the carriage holding flaming torches
aloft.

The ball, when they got there, was much like a London ball; but
the uniforms made it look more dressed, and there was more space for
dancing than there would have been in a London ballroom. The
couples whirled away as if they were not living in a furnace-like tem-
perature; and instead of resting between the dances, which would have
been the sensible thing to do, they walked round and round the room.

There seemed to be few unmarried young ladies, Emily noticed,
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though there were several young brides. Everyone appeared to dance
on to a most respectable old age; mothers of grown-up sons
daughters never missed a quadrille or waltz. And what pains they
had taken with their gowns! Emily was impressed as well as amused.
She could see that here in India there was no reason for a woman to
become a dowager. Not all the men were young, cither. It could
not be such a bad climate, or the old gentlemen who were figuring
away on the floor would not be so actve.

She herself, and Fanny, and George had all had enough by mid-
night. William stayed on to represent them, with the utmost willing-
ness. One of their new aides-de-camp escorted them to their carriage,
and murmured that he would not be coming home with them. Emily
and Fanny were sure that he was going to slink back to the ball, to have
a few further dances.

* * * * *

Lord Auckland was a servant of two masters: the Whig party in
England and the East India Company. His had been a politcal
appointment made by a Whig Prime Minister; if the Whigs went out
of office he would be recalled. But after the government upheavals
of the past two years, the glass seemed set fair for a normal term of
office for Melbourne’s administration, and the Governor-General
expected to remain in India for six years.

He was not unaware of the difficuldes which lay ahead of him by
reason of physical geography alone: England was a four-months’
voyage away. The Governor-General was in India to carry out the
commercial policy of the East India Company, and to keep within the
framework of the political policy of the home government. At the
same time he would be expected to act on his own initiative if the need
arose. Should the Court of Directors or the Board of Control at
home disapprove of his actions—well, he was there to be blamed as
well as praised.

‘I am called upon to decide questions which may involve war or
peace, ruin or safety, honour or disgrace,” he was to write angrily to
the Board of Control two years later. ‘And who knows dll it is tried
what is an important measure?’ It was not very consistent to attempt
to govern India from England when it took the best part of eight
months to send dispatches home and get a reply.

Auckland realised within a few weeks of his arrival that he might
be called upon to make many decisions on his own responsibility, and

31



Calcutta

risk the authorities at home not approving of them. There were, for
instance, a large number of domestic and social reforms which he
intended to carry out: particularly reforms in the education of the
natives. He had decided ideas on that question, and he could only
hope that the Company would support him when he put his ideas into
practice.

The East India Company had become a great power in central Asia.
The group of English merchants who had sent out ships in the sixteenth
century with a charter from the first Elizabeth had been concerned
with wresting some of the trade from similar French, Dutch and
Portuguesec adventurers who had established stations on the coasts of
India. Within two hundred years the Company had grown into a
vast empire, with its own army, and territory which it administered
through civil officers recruited from home. They found a sub-
continent in a state of medieval anarchy, netted by treachery and
intrigue, without codes or laws. The Company brought trade, and
prospered. Its stations multiplied. Together with merchandise it
brought English ideas of law and order, and was able to enforce them.

It was not, of course, a story of altruistic conquerors, or lay mission-
aries. Many of the young men who went out to India as cadets in the
Company’s service ‘shook the pagoda trec, and the rich fruit fell into
their laps.” The day of the incorruptibles had not yet come.

By the end of the eighteenth century the home government saw
that it was time for them to take a hand. India had become far too
important to leave in the hands of an enormous trading concern, which
itself was growing in influence every year. London instituted a Board
of Control, which would work closely with the Court of Directors—
the governing body of the Company. The political conduct of affairs
passed to the Board, leaving commerce to the Court. The Governor-
General of India was, from now on, jointly responsible to the Board of
Control and the Court of Directors for the government of India. To
assist him, he had a body of Ministers in Council, civil and military,
who met regularly in Calcutta. There were also trained advisers,
political and private Secretaries who knew the country and could speak
Hindustani and Persian.

Lord Auckland’s predecessor in the office had been Lord William
Bentinck, a man with enlightened ideas on most native questions.
When he had gone home two years before, he had left Charles
Metcalfe, a former senior Minister, as provisional Governor-General.
Metcalfe had vigorously put some of Bentinck’s ideas into practice,
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and Auckland hoped to extend and expand these reforms still further.
He looked forward to his term of office. At the very outset of his
stewardship, he determined to leave behind him some contribution to
the good and happiness of India.

* * * * *

It was nearing the end of March, and the hot weather had come.
For two weeks Fanny and Emily had been trying to get used to living
in an oven, and at the same time fulfilling a daily programme of duties
which they might just have been able to get through comfortably in a
nice, bracing frost at home. Now the torrid summer of mid-India
was upon them. Undl then, the early morning air which had come
in through the open windows and doors had been comparatively cool;
but if they were to breathe any fresh air at all in the hot weather, they
would have to be out by five o’clock.

They soon established a new routine. As soon as they rose, they
went riding, so as to be back before the sun had much power; then
they came down to breakfast in the great dining-room, with the doors
and windows closed against the growing heat. From then undl
luncheon at two o’clock it was only possible to sit quietly sewing or
reading. After luncheon, Emily went to her sitting-room and Fanny
to her own boudoir; they could now take off their gowns and relax
for several hours. At half-past five the cool time of the day set in,
and it was possible to go out driving. All European Calcutta was to
be met driving on the Esplanade, sitting behind turbaned postillions
and coachmen. There might also be a nice English britschka, with
good horses and a tribe of running footmen by its side; and in it one
of the native princes, dressed just as he was when he first came into
the world, sitting cross-legged on the front seat very composedly
smoking his hookah.

The household dined at eight o’clock, but it was rarely a family
affair. There were usually dinner parties, when up to fifty people sat
down to table in the great marble hall. Well-dressed women of
various breeding, correctly uniformed men—and hardly a dozen all
told who had anything in common with Fanny and Emily. Yet the
niceties had to be observed, and conversation to be manufactured,
somehow.

Every Monday and Wednesday evening the Governor-General’s
sisters were at home to anybody who was on the Government House
list. The aides-de-camp settled this list between them, and Emily
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hoped that they would have the sense to place upon it all the ladies
most agreeable to themselves. Callers who gave due notice were also
received on Thursday mornings, but Fanny and Emily soon found three
receiving periods in the week too exhausting, for there were now
schools to visit and fancy fairs to open. They changed the Monday
and Wednesday visitations to a single evening, and were thenceforth
at home to the list only on a Tuesday. Thursday mornings were still
reserved for newcomers presenting letters of introduction, or anyone
else who wished to see them.

It was all very formal and very dull. The callers looked extremely
fashionable, came in immense numbers, sat down for five minutes,
and, though there might be forty in the room at once, never spoke to
each other unless they were acquainted. However, it was a cheap
way of getting through all the visiting duties of life at one fell swoop.

There was a good deal of gossip, but Emily and Fanny did not know
the people sufficiently by name or by sight to attach the right history
to the right face, even if they wanted to hear it. In any case, they
could not get into any intimacies, had they wished it, for the whole
patronage in that immense country was in the hands of the Governor-
General, and the slightest hint of undue friendliness towards any one
person on the part of his sisters would have put the rest of society into
a fume. It was too hot, said Emily, for superimposed fuming. . . .

The real misery of their new existence was the separation from home
and friends. Outwardly composed, civil, unflagging in what was
required of them, Emily and Fanny were unhappy. They longed for
the companionship of their own friends at home, for the understanding
between kindred spirits which had such long roots in the past.

‘I was suddenly picked out of a collection of brothers, sisters and
intimate friends,” wrote Emily to Pamela Campbell, ‘with heaps of
daily interests and habits of long standing, devoted to the last night's
debate and this morning’s paper, detesting the heat of even an English
summer, worshipping autumn, and rather rejoicing in a sharp east
wind; with a passion for sketching in the country, and enjoying an
easy life in town. With all this we are sent out of reach of even letters
from home to an entirely new society of a most second-rate descrip-
tion, to a life of forms and aides-de-camp half the day, and darkness
and solitude the other half. And to a climate! . . . It is so very HOT
I do not know how to spell it large enough.’

She had lost George as a companion; she never saw him now except
in a crowd. He opened schools, made speeches, went to the opera,
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appeared at balls; all on top of the official work which occupied him
most of the day. He never felt tired, did not mind the heat, filled all
the hours fuller than they could hold, and slept well at night. But he
still talked to her about the work which closely interested him, when-
ever they could get an hour together. George had always had in
Emily a ready anvil on which he could hammer out ideas, and he
found her a sympathetic and percipient listener to his plans for educa-
tional reform.

He was particularly anxious to start new schools where anybody
who wished could send their children. The present system was a dual
one. There were native schools which taught in classical Persian, and
turned out scholars in that tongue; and European schools which taught
in English, and supplied the clerks and other inferior officials who were
useful in the local Civil Service. A very few establishments, like the
Hindu College in Calcutta, produced native teachers and lawyers, who
imbibed European ideas, and were suspect by their own countrymen
in consequence.

George wanted to extend the system considerably, on the lines
already begun by Bentinck and Metcalfe. He had long taken the
view that the natives must be helped to understand their own condi-
tions, and in time to take over their own schools and courts. This
could only be done by adequate education, and education George
intended them to have in great numbers, so far as it lay within his
powers. The first thing was to persuade the native schools to teach
in the vernacular, so that children could learn quickly. He had already
arranged for a proper series of vernacular class-books to be written
and distributed; and he also wanted to have appropriate European
books translated into the vernacular, in order to give young people
some idea of other lands, and so substitute knowledge for the ignorance
and prejudice which made the native fear the stranger.

He was opposed at every turn. The existing native teachers were
determined to maintain their classical teaching, and several Ministers
in Council upheld them. Why meddle with the existing system?

George was perfectly aware of the powerful hold which tradition
had on the native, simple and subtle alike. He had no wish whatever
to cut off the teaching of the past. But with it, he declared, must go
teaching which would fit children for the present. Only by learning
quickly and easily in their own vernacular tongues would they be able
to understand the world in which they had to live. He intended to
found colleges for the training of school-teachers in different parts of
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the country. Battles had already been fought in Council over an
allocation of the Indian income towards wider education, and George
was prepared to fight many more, should it be necessary. Native
school-teachers, doctors, judges: these men were essential for the well-
being of India, and wherever he went, he was going to insist on some-
thing being done towards their training.

So argued George, in Council and out of it. 'When the Court of
Directors wrote to say that his predecessors had spent enough, and
more than enough, on native education, and that unreasonable expendi-
ture must stop, the Governor-General wrote forcible letters in reply,
pointing out that a small number of Europeans could not go on
administering this enormous country for ever, and that it was essential
to extend the system of native education. Already at the Hindu
College there were a number of promising young men who would
form a cadre of potential school-teachers, as well as others who were
students of medicine and law. There should be Hindu Colleges of
this kind all over India.

Both Emily and Fanny took the deepest interest in George's reforms,
and never missed an opportunity of visiting the existing schools, or
attending meetings when the formation of new ones were being dis-
cussed. It was a secret relief to each of them that they had something
on which they could both work whole-heartedly and with one mind.
In so many other ways there was a chasm of constraint between them
that neither could bridge. The Governor-General’s sisters were able
enough to share their duties, but they could not share their loneliness.

Their relationship was what it had always been—calm, rational, full
of the Eden family affection. There was never the slightest quarrel
or strained relationship between them; they accepted each other with
the tolerance and understanding of well-bred people who had lived
together all their lives, and knew each other’s qualities and failings.
But they were no more friends in the real sense of the word than they
had been in their younger years. Emily had grown more dogmatic,
Fanny more reflective; Emily more impatient, Fanny more with-
drawn. They could support each other in the ordinary business of life
—they could bear with bores, smile over a parvenu’s pretentions or 3
fashionable’s too-tight sleeves. What neither could do was to reveal
her innermost self to the other. Only the few close friends at home
had keys to those locked chambers.

Fanny felt as solitary in the magnificence of Government House as
did Emily, but she did not echo Emily’s outbursts of hates and despairs.
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When the heat and the perpetual formalities of official life tried her too
hard, she found relief in writing home to the Grosvenors:

“There are moments when a feeling of desperation comes over me
to think that I must dream this dream, so distinct from all my past life,
for five years. But I mean to make the best of it.’

She made that resolve before the end of her first month in Calcutta,
and she kept to it during the entire time that she was in India.

* * * * *

If the middle of the week was almost unsupportable in Calcutta
during the hot weather, the long week-ends at Barrackpore more than
compensated.

Barrackpore was the Governor-General’s country-house eighteen
miles up the river from Calcutta, and Fanny and Emily fell in love
with it. A charming place, like an English villa on the banks of the
Thames, it had the added attraction—in spite of its immense rooms—
of being only large enough to hold Emily, Fanny, George and William.
The aides and Secretaries and others in George’s entourage slept in small
thatched cottages built round the park. Even when they had to ask
local magnates and their wives to stay, there was no need to see them
except at luncheon and dinner; for the visitors, too, were lodged in
guest-bungalows. It was all very satisfactory.

The park was green and fresh-looking, with a flower-garden which
filled Emily with joy. This was indeed something to which they
could look forward between Monday and Thursday in baking Cal-
cutta. And when George began to renew his old interest in gardening,
Emily was more pleased than ever. She decided that she would
make an entirely new garden further off, in another part of the park,
so that she and George would have a private place in which they
could walk and talk, and plan fresh arrangements of seed-beds and
flowers.

There was also a private menagerie in the grounds. It had been
much neglected, but there was a foundation of a leopard and two
‘rhinocerouses,” to which they could without trouble add a few
monkeys and birds. Myriads of fireflies and parroquets flew about
the park, and—less pleasant—jackals roamed at night and snarled at
the animals in the cages. Sometimes the jackals slunk through the
guest-bungalows. One night a visitor’s little dog was rescued from
the very jaws of a jackal, who had picked it up as a nice morsel. Emily
kept a very strict eye on Chance after that. It would hurt Chance’s
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pride as well as his fat little person if he were picked up to make a
jackal’s dinner.

It was cooler in Barrackpore than in Calcutta, but still much too
hot to walk. Emily soon got used to being carried about the grounds
in her sedan. Fanny tried that at first but found it too tame. There
were elephants to ride, and Fanny decided to learn to sit on one.

This was not so easy as it looked. Frightened out of her life, with
the eyes of the bodyguard upon her, Fanny waited with apparent
calmness while one of the towering creatures was brought past her
and halted. She scrambled like a cat up the ladder, which was
necessary even though the elephant knelt down, and sat herself with
great dignity and presence of mind in the howdah. Then she and
George, who had mounted on another elephant, took a ride round the
park, being, she guessed, quite twenty feet above the level of the sea—
a thing that seldom happened in Bengal. There were, it was true,
little hills in the park, but these were man-made. In a previous
Governor-General’s reign someone had said *Make a hill,” and a hill
had been made. Then another, and another, until the park was
diversified by undulations which made it resemble, in some measure,
an estate at home.

The sisters found that no request of this kind was considered out
of the way. Emily wanted a large pond for fish and water-lilies in
her new garden, and Captain FitzGerald, one of the civil engineers
attached to the household, made two.

The house itself was not in such a satisfactory state as the grounds
and gardens. Emily thought the furnishings and hangings shabby,
and the furniture worse than that of any average London hotel. It
was not surprising. Everything brought to India was so perishable
that even one year of neglect could reduce a house and its appointments
to decay. Sir Charles Metcalfe had not used the place very much,
and it looked drab. After a talk with George about expenses and what
they could afford, Emily and Fanny decided on replenishments, and
looked forward to arranging their new possessions.

It would have been perfect if they could always have lived at
Barrackpore. Surely George could Governor-General there as well
as at Calcutta? It would save so much fuss, too. No servants were
kept at Barrackpore; the whole establishment had to be transported in
a fleet of boats on Thursday, and taken back again to Calcutta on
Monday morning. Four hundred servants, down to the tailor squat-
ting in the passage, peering through his spectacles at the sewing on his
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knees. True, there was no confusion, as there would have been in
England. Here, each servant took charge of one thing only, and did
it thoroughly and exactly to the minute. And their feet didn’t creak,
like their English counterparts’. But moving a household of four
hundred people in open steamers up and down the Hooghly when it
happened to rain was not a comfortable experience. 'Why not remain
here during the entire hot weather? Need they live in Calcutta at all?

These were but rhetorical questions, as Fanny and Emily well knew.
George did not mind Calcutta. He did not mind the heat, or the
glare, or the mosquitoes. Emily was of the opinion that the mos-
quitoes did not even bother with George, there being his sisters to
devour. As far as George was concerned, he liked Barrackpore well
enough; but he had no regrets when Monday morning came. Im-
mediately the party embarked on the Soonamookie for the return journey
to Calcutta, George disappeared into his cabin with William and his
Private Secretary, Mr. Colvin, and soon they were absorbed in business.

There was plenty to keep them occupied in routine matters of
administration alone. Colvin had to keep a record of every senior
official, *writer’ and cadet in the Company’s service, and to let the
Governor-General know in good time when substitutes were needed
for men going on leave. Reports came in constantly from agents in
distant posts; one of these was exploring the possibilities of growing
tea in Assam, with the help of Chinese experts. All matters of day-
to-day business—mixed with an absurd amount of nonsense which
Mr. Colvin tried to keep down to reasonable proportions: the com-
plaints of minor officials over slights, imagined or real, in the matter of
precedence; the demands of opportunists and place-hunters seeking
favours.

The devoted Secretary dealt with as many questions himself as he
had time for. He knew that the real problems which faced the
Governor-General were of a different kind altogether, and were
becoming increasingly complex, requiring a clear mind and freedom
from minor worries of administration to grapple with them.

* * * * w

The country was ostensibly at peace. Lord Auckland’s predecessors
had sent trade missions to the Punja