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8
            Preface

         

         This book has grown up round two visits which I paid to the Indian state of Dewas Senior. The first visit was in 1912–13, the second in 1921. The letters I wrote home on those far-off occasions would not, by themselves, be worth publishing, but it so happens that my knowledge of Dewas is extensive: I was more or less in touch with its inner workings over a period of thirty years.

         The 1912–13 letters are printed without introduction in the hope that the reader may share my bewilderment and pleasure at plunging into an unknown world and at meeting an unknown and possibly unknowable character. They are followed by an explanatory essay, entitled ‘The State and its Ruler’. Then comes the main section, the 1921 letters, written when I was the Ruler’s Private Secretary, together with a commentary on them. Then comes the catastrophe.

         Most of my letters were addressed to my mother and to other relatives. They are, unfortunately, none the better on that account. I was writing to people of whom I was fond and whom I wanted to amuse, with the result that I became too humorous and conciliatory, and too prone to turn remote and rare matters into suburban jokes. In editing I have had to cut out a good deal of ‘How I wish you were all here!’ or ‘Aren’t Indians quaint!’ I did not really think the Indians quaint, and my deepest wish was to be alone with them. ‘Amusing letters home’, from Miss Eden’s onward, have their drawbacks. Aiming at freshness, they may sacrifice dignity and depth. I hope that the fineness of Dewas Senior, as well as its strangeness, may occasionally shine through. It was the great opportunity of my life.

         I was introduced to the place by Malcolm Darling (now Sir M. L. Darling, K.C.I.E.). It is he who kept me in touch with 10it, to him I owe everything, and to him I dedicate this record of a vanished civilization. Some will rejoice that it has vanished. Others will feel that something precious has been thrown away amongst the rubbish – something which might have been saved.

         Since I am dealing with past events, my vocabulary is often antiquated. For instance I call English people ‘Anglo-Indians’. And throughout I use ‘India’ in the old, and as it seems to me the true, sense of the word to designate the whole sub-continent. Much as I sympathize with the present government at New Delhi, I wish it had not chosen ‘India’ to describe its territory. Politicians are too prone to plunder the past.

         Besides acknowledging my debt to Sir Malcolm Darling I should like to thank Mrs F. E. Barger, Mr Arthur Cole, Mr M. V. Desai, Mr Ian Stephens, and Madame van Biervliet for the help which they have given in various ways.

         
             

         

         Cambridge, 1953

      

   


   
      
         
11
            Letters of 1912–13

         

         
            Guest House

            Dewas Senior

            Christmas Day, 1912

            
                

            

            I am at Dewas at last. On the 23rd I was in the club at Indore with Major Luard who mentioned my name aloud, when up sprang a bright and tiny young Indian, and wrung me by both hands. This was the Rajah of Dewas. He had already sent me a charming telegram, saying he was expecting me. I also understood he was sending a carriage for me on the morrow. This however didn’t arrive, and the Luards, very kind and not surprised, got the Maharajah of Indore’s motor. Baldeo and luggage packed in behind, and we whizzed over to Dewas in style – it is 23 miles. There I found the Goodalls, Mrs Darling and son, and another man; Malcolm Darling arrived this morning. The Rajah is away until tomorrow, but the Dewan (Prime Minister) came to greet us and was very pleasant. In the evening we went to the Tennis Club – all Indians – and drove back through the tidy little town. The Guest House is at the edge of a lake in which my clothes are being washed and Baldeo has been bathing. I am in a tent – imagine it possible on Xmas Day! – a very superior tent with passage all round the central room, and many doors. The garden, naturally so pretty, is agog with terrible streamers and a crimson triumphal arch with ‘Welcome to our Xmas Guests’ on it, and many flags of George and Mary. We are only here till 1 12Jan., I fear. Dewas is not beautiful but there is a sacred hill above it, covered with chapels, which makes the scenery interesting.

            I had tea and toast at 7.0, brought to the tent by B., and I gave him two rupees as advised saying ‘bara din ke waste’ = ‘for the sake of the great day’ and meaning an Xmas Box. He replied ‘Bahut achha’ = ‘Very good’, and salaamed. There seems to be no Indian word for thank you. Then a procession arrived from the Palace – a man with streamers on a stick led it and fourteen servants followed, each carrying a large metal plate under an embroidered coverlid. Two plates for each of us: one was divided into four quarters which were filled with candied sugar, monkey nuts, pistachio nuts, and pudding-sultanas respectively; and the second plate held fruit and vegetables. All fourteen were laid down with salaams on the veranda, while the Dewan smiled benignly. Then we breakfasted, he sitting at a little distance from the table: the Rajah when he comes will take his meals with us, and eat anything but beef. Their habits vary very much. There is great fun ahead. Goodall and his wife are to be married again in Indian fashion and ride on the top of an elephant: a native banquet afterwards. Another day there will be players.

            Malcolm came direct from Delhi, and was full of the bomb-disaster there. I needn’t go into details as you will have had only too many in the papers. He thinks it a pity that Lord Hardinge, finding his wound was slight, did not go on from the Hospital to the Durbar, for then it would have made a great impression and prevented the seditious party from saying that the Viceroy had never reached Delhi. I expect his nerves were too much shattered, even though he was not hurt. It is a dreadful business – not only in itself, but because it will strengthen the reactionary party. M. says that after the news came, several Englishmen – officials of high position too – were anxious for the Tommies to be turned to fire at the crowd, and seemed really sorry that the 13Viceroy had not been killed, because then there would have been a better excuse for doing such a thing. Malcolm was in the Punjab procession, which preceded the Viceregal one, and heard the news en route. I know the Chandni Chauk: Dr Ansari’s rooms were at the top of it. Mahommedans are in the most frightful state, because Delhi is their city, and the bomb was probably thrown by some Hindu, who was angry at the transfer of the capital from Calcutta. No police were at hand, but they are not to be blamed as Hardinge dislikes them and had counter-ordered them.

         

         It is appropriate that I should have first seen the Ruler of Dewas at a moment of crisis. When he leapt up to greet me in that Indore club, he was in the midst of composing an enormous telegram of sympathy, congratulation, and indignation to the Viceroy on the subject of the Delhi outrage. Almost the last time I saw him – nine years later – he was again composing an enormous telegram. And almost the last time I had news of him – twenty-five years later – he had been composing an enormous telegram, and again to a Viceroy.

         In my next letter, I record my first glimpse of his kingdom.

         
            26 December

            
                

            

            Unversed though I am in politics, I must really give you some account of this amazing little state, which can have no parallel, except in a Gilbert and Sullivan opera. In the eighteenth century, the then Rajah, being fond of his brother, gave him a share in the Government, and his descendants extended the courtesy to his (the brother’s) descendants. When the English came (early nineteenth century) they seem to have mistaken the situation, and supposed that there were two independent rulers in the same city. They guaranteed both, with the result that now there are twin dynasties, with their possessions all peppered in and out of each other. Each has his own court, 14his own army‚ his own water works and tennis club, his own palace, before each of which different bands play different tunes at the same hour every evening. It is true that Devi (the sacred mountain that stands above the distracted city like an acropolis) – has at last been divided between them, so that each can get to his own shrine without walking on the other’s footpath; and it is true that they have come to an arrangement over the flagstaff on the top, by which it belongs to both of them – upper half to one, lower half to the other, and the flag flying half mast to be neutral.

            Our host – Rajah of Dewas, Senior Branch, is his title – was Darling’s pupil five years ago, and they are devoted to each other. I have only seen him for a moment, but he struck me as a most charming and able young man. The ‘Junior Branch’, who is older and less competent, we never see. I am getting the habit of early rising – long may it last! – and was up to see the sun come out of the palm trees this morning, and the cranes go hunting for their breakfast in the lake. The air was delicious, and silent except for little drums that were being beaten in the temples. Devi turned brown-pink above us, and presently the light reached the plain, gilding indiscriminately the motor garage of the Junior Branch and the elephants of the Senior. One of these elephants we are to ride shortly, amid the applause of the (appropriate) populace, and it is to land us into an Indian banquet, with garlands and speeches and I don’t know what. Another day we are to see native acting, but – anxious to catch the mail – I write before these festivities have come off. The Rajah is away for the moment, at a Maratha conference. I hope he will be back this evening, after which, as soon as the priests have purified him from the railway train, he will spend all his time with us. 15

            
                

            

            1 Jan. [1913]

            
                

            

            So many delights that I snatch with difficulty a moment to describe them to you. Garlanded with jasmine and roses I await the carriage that takes us to the Indian Theatre, erected for the Xmas season outside the Old Palace. But to proceed.

            On 29 Dec. the Rajah gave an Indian banquet to the newly married pair. I have both forgotten the time it was meant to be and the time it was. As usual they differed widely, but at all events, as darkness fell, the garden and road by the Guest House filled up with soldiers, policemen, horses, children, torch bearers, and a most gorgeous elephant. (There are two state elephants but the other did not feel quite well.) Goodall was to wear Indian dress, and I retired to my tent to put on my English evening things. Baldeo, much excited by the splendour that surrounded us, was making the best of my simple wardrobe and helping to snip my shirt cuffs where they were frayed, when there was a cry of ‘may I come in’, and enter the Rajah, bearing Indian raiment for me also. A Sirdar (courtier) came with him, a very charming boy,* and they two aided Baldeo to undress me and re-dress me. It was a very funny scene. At first nothing fitted, but the Rajah sent for other garments off people’s backs until I was suited. Let me describe myself. Shoes – I had to take them off when the Palace was reached, so they don’t count. My legs were clad in Jodpores made of white muslin. Hanging outside these was the youthful Sirdar’s white shirt, but it was concealed by a waistcoat the colours of a Neapolitan ice – red, white, and green, and this was almost concealed by my chief garment – a magnificent coat of claret-coloured silk, trimmed with gold. I never found out to whom this belonged. It came to below my knees and fitted round my wrists closely and very well, and closely to my body. Cocked rakishly over one ear was a Maratha Turban of scarlet and gold – not to be confused with 16the ordinary turban; it is a made-up affair, more like a cocked hat. Nor was this all. I carried in my left hand a scarf of orange-coloured silk with gold ends, and before the evening ended a mark like a loaf of bread was stamped on my forehead in crimson, meaning that I was of the sect of Shiva. Meanwhile the others too had been surprised with Indian costumes, Malcolm looking very fine in pink with a sword, and the other man in purple. The ladies went as themselves. At last we were ready, and really it was a glorious sight when the Goodalls were perched on the elephant, sitting on real cloth of gold, with torches around them and above splendid starlight. The band played, the children cheered, and the Darlings’ nice old Ayah stood in the veranda invoking blessings from Heaven. We went each in a carriage with Sirdars: I had two old men and one fat one, all gorgeous, but conversation not as good as our clothes. An elephant being pensive in its walk, we didn’t reach the New Palace for a long time, though it is close to the Guest House. Hideous building! But it was too dark to see it. After the Rajah had welcomed us we went to the Banquet Room. This again I must try to describe to you. 

            We all sat on the floor, cross-legged, round the edge of a great hall, the servants running about in the middle. Each was on a legless chair and had in front a tray like a bed tray on which was a metal tray, on which the foods were ranged. The Brahmins ate no meat, and were waited on by special attendants, naked to the waist. The rest of us had meat as well as the other dishes. Round each man’s little domain an ornamental pattern was stencilled in chalk on the floor. My tray was arranged somewhat as follows, but ‘Jane, Jane, however shall we recollect the dishes?’, as Miss Bates remarked.

            
                

            

            1. A mound of delicious rice – a great standby.

            2. Brown tennis balls of sugar – not bad.

            3. Golden curlicues – sweet to sickliness. 17
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            4. Little spicy rissoles.

            5. Second mound of rice, mixed with spices and lentils.

            6. Third mound of rice, full of sugar and sultanas – very nice.

            7. Curry in metal saucer – to be mixed with rice no. 1.

            8. Sauce, as if made from apples that felt poorly. Also to be mixed with rice, but only once by me.

            9. Another sauce, chooey-booey and brown.

            10, 11, 12. Three dreadful little dishes that tasted of nothing till they were well in your mouth, when your whole tongue suddenly burst into flame. I got to hate this side of the tray.

            13. Long thin cake, like a brandy snap but salt.

            14. It may have been vermicelli.

            15. As for canaries.

            16. Fourth mound of rice to which I never came.

            17. Water.

            18. Native bread – thin oat-cake type.

            
                

            

            Some of these dishes had been cooked on the supposition that an elephant arrives punctually, and lay cooling on our trays when we joined them. Others were brought round hot by the servants who took a fistful and laid it down wherever there was room. Sometimes this was difficult, and the elder dishes had to be rearranged, and accommodate themselves. When my sweet rice arrived a great pushing and squeezing and patting took 18place, which I rather resented, not knowing how attached I should become to the new comer. Everything had to be eaten with the hand and with one hand – it is bad manners to use the left – and I was in terror of spoiling my borrowed plumes. Much fell, but mostly into the napkin, and the handkerchief that I had brought with me. I also feared to kneel in the sauces or to trail my orange scarf in the ornamental chalk border, which came off at the slightest touch and actually did get on to the Jodpores. The cramp too was now and then awful. The courtiers saw that I was in pain, and told the servants to move the tray that I might stretch, but I refused, nor would I touch the entire English dinner that was handed round during the meal – roast chicken, vegetables, blancmange &c. As each guest finished, he sang a little song from the Vedas in praise of some god, and the Rajah was, as usual, charming. He made the Goodalls feed each other five times and pronounce each other’s name aloud. These are among their marriage customs. Afterwards he, his brother, the Dewan, and all of us went on to the Palace roof, where was champagne and betel nut, and we danced in our grand clothes and our socks to the music of the band which was playing down in the square. This suited me very well. We were interrupted by a message from the Rani – she desired to see us. This was a great surprise to me. The two ladies went first, and then we, and had a lovely vision. She was extraordinarily beautiful, with dark ‘gazelle’ eyes. Having shaken hands all round, she leant against the door-post and said nothing. There was an awkward if respectful pause, and after Malcolm had talked a little Urdu and received no answer, we went. Her dress was on the negligée side, but she had not been intending to receive. The Rajah was pleased she had sent for us. He longs to modernize her, but she remains a lovely wild creature. We returned to the hall below, sitting on the floor again and hearing a little singing 19from nautch girls. We drove back to the Guest House to find Mrs D. and Mrs G. in the most magnificent Indian dresses: the Rani had dressed them and sent them back in a Purdah carriage. – So ended a very charming evening, full of splendour yet free of formality.

            The 30th brought festivities of a very different kind. The Agent to the Governor General who lives at Indore and his subordinate the Political Agent from Neemuch each brought a party, and we all had lunch here, very stiff and straight, the Rajah being quite another person. It is odd that I should have seen so much of the side of life that is hidden from most English people. As at Chhatarpur, I became privy to all the anxieties through which an Indian passes when his political superiors call. Would all go well, what would they think of him &c? Oh dear, why would the servants not bring lunch: would I run and hurry them up &c. All went well. The A.G.G. was a very fine fellow; his wife not nice. The P.A., who planted himself on the State for the night and used and broke all the motors, was not nice either, but on the other hand he brought three Italian guests with him who were. As their English was of the feeblest, I figured. We had an acrobatic performance after tea in the Guest House garden, and Indian theatre in the evening – tawdry and dull. We applauded one act out of politeness and they did it all again. As soon as the guests had gone, the Rajah sported like a kitten.

            The chief event of 1 Jan. was the Durbar in the Old Palace – rather a beautiful building in the heart of the town. Dressed in white, he sat on the ‘Gaddi’ – half bed, half throne – leaning against a white bolster with peacocks-fans waving over his head. The court sat crosslegged all down the room on each side, we in an alcove on chairs: he would not have us squatting. All offered ‘nazir’ (homage) which he remitted to the servants. His expression changed as each came up: to the Sirdars he was dignified, to the 20Maratha guests courteous and warm: he laughed behind his hand when the Subahdar, his buffoon, came. (This is a puzzling unattractive man; a spy from Kolhapur I am told. H.H. is always translating his droll speeches and I can’t see their drollery: sometimes his turban is set on fire, which makes me wretched: he takes care of Lady, the flea-bitten little dog.) After each had paid homage, the Rajah made a long dull speech about the constitutional changes that he is making; a new advisory council; I believe it is important. No one was much pleased. Then scent and betel nut were distributed all round. The proceedings lasted two hours, and were impressive owing to the architecture of the fine little hall and to the dresses. But oh the pictures! The dear creature has not a glimmer of taste and on the dark wooden pillars are hung Love me Love my dog or Xmas plates from the Graphic. Even when the subjects are Hindu they are cheap prints, and he has actually put glass balls to swing from the ceiling. My heart aches, for he is an active and able ruler, and if he lives long Dewas will look like the Euston Road. Malcolm has asked him to take the balls away, and he will do so, but it’s no good. Malcolm and Josie chose all the decorations for the New Palace, but the tints couldn’t ‘quite be matched’, and the result is a nightmare of sickly green, proudly shown as an example of English taste. The Maharajah of Chhatarpur, on the other hand, seemed incapable of doing anything which wasn’t beautiful.

         

         Next day, my visit ended. It had only lasted a week, but had given me glimpses of what was to become familiar later. There are a few notes about it in my diary. I record how I walked up Devi before breakfast, also how I saw, down in the plain, a grave of earth under a peepul tree, polished roots forming its precincts. A garland of jasmine hung on the head of the grave, sticks of burning cotton wool soaked in incense were stuck in its sides, a heap of grain with divine cooking utensils lay in 21front. A man in a red turban told us that he was a clerk who wanted Rs 8 per month instead of 7, and he came here to pray for this rise every Thursday. An old woman was there too: she kept the grave clean, for which a piece of land was settled on her. ‘A shrine of Durga’ Malcolm thought, but he was wrong, it was Moslem; one was always going to be wrong.

         On the final afternoon we played that typically British game ‘Characters’ at the edge of a little Tank. The Rajah wanted to mark all our characters as high as possible provided Malcolm came out highest, but was puzzled because one of the qualities for which one could be marked was Passion. ‘Is not Passion bad?’ he inquired anxiously. Then we lunched: ‘but not too near those red stones, Malcolm, I had rather not.’ His clever merry little face peeped out of a huge turban: he was charming, he was lovable, it was impossible to resist him or India. All the same I find a stern little entry: ‘Land of petty treacheries, of reptiles moving about too cautious to strike each other. No line between the insolent and the servile in social intercourse. In every remark and gesture, does not the Indian prince either decrease his own “izzat” or that of his interlocutor? Is there ever civility with manliness here? And is foreign conquest or national character to blame?’

         We struck camp on the evening of 2 January. The whole court was at the New Palace to bid us farewell. Transport broke down as before; the Maharajah of Indore again lent his car and the train waited forty minutes for us at Rutlam. I continued my tour – I was touristing – and I did not expect to see my delightful host again.

         But by good luck our paths crossed at Delhi a couple of months later.

         
            Delhi

            6 March

            
                

            

            I must relate exciting developments. I am stopping here with the beloved Rajah of Dewas. He, the Rani, his brother, the 22Dewan, and 65 attendants have come to attend a Chiefs’ Conference, and my day in Delhi, which I have now made two, catches them. I heard through the Darlings of his whereabouts, and wired; he replied that I should be met at the station. This however did not happen, but Rashid, with whom I had also been in touch, was there, and after breakfast we hunted the court out in a tonga: two trains arrived the same time and they had met the wrong one. The Rajah had taken a room for me at a Hotel, but on seeing me exclaimed I must be nearer, and here I am in a delightful upper room, while the courtiers seethe below and the Rajah and his brother are having a bath in the veranda. Some time we are to have a meal, but when or of what is uncertain, nor is it certain when the Rajah will leave Delhi, nor whether for Lahore to stop with the Darlings or for Hardwar to bathe in the sacred river there. He was so sweet when I arrived – darted up from behind and put his hands over my eyes. Dewan Sahib was also pleasant, and they have taught the son and heir to scream less at Europeans, and, with an agonized expression, to shake hands. He is such a beautiful child. The Rani, and many handmaidens‚ sit crouched in a dense mass behind a screen all the time.

            I think I must go now. I hope to add more before evening….

            No, I needn’t go. The Rajah is doing pujah after his bath, streams of water from which are flowing over the garden. My meal is coming from the Hotel as it is a fast day in honour of Shiva, and the Court are on a diet of potatoes and sweets. I really don’t know what happens next – one so seldom does.

            It is now an hour since the embassy started to bring food from the Hotel. Dewan Sahib suggests biscuits and sweets to go on with, but these too have foundered. My room has pictures of Krishna on the walls, interspersed with the Archbishop of Canterbury crowning the King 23and Queen in Westminster Abbey. And now the light refreshments come – saucers of sultanas and monkey nuts, pastry knobs, cardomum, sweets, cold potatoes, and Marie biscuits, grouped round a cup of hot spiced milk.

         

         The next letter, of the same date, dives a little deeper. It is written to my old friend Mrs Aylward who was profoundly Christian and was furthermore interested in all manifestations of religion.

         
            Delhi

            6 March 1913

            
                

            

            The Rajah has just been talking to me, cross-legged and barefoot on a little cane chair. We had a long talk about religion, during which I often thought of you. Indians are so easy and communicative on this subject, whereas English people are mostly offended when it is introduced, or else shocked if there is a difference of opinion. His attitude was very difficult for a Westerner. He believes that we – men, birds, everything – are part of God, and that men have developed more than birds because they have come nearer to realizing this. That isn’t so difficult; but when I asked why we had any of us ever been severed from God, he explained it by God becoming unconscious that we were parts of him, owing to his energy at some time being concentrated elsewhere. ‘So‚’ he said, ‘a man who is thinking of something else may become unconscious of the existence of his own hand for a time, and feel nothing when it is touched.’ Salvation, then, is the thrill when we feel when God again becomes conscious of us, and all our life we must train our perceptions so that we may be capable of feeling when the time comes.

            I think I see what lies at the back of this – if you believe that the universe was God’s conscious creation you are faced with the fact that he has consciously created suffering and sin, and this the Indian refuses to believe. ‘We were 24either put here intentionally or unintentionally,’ said the Rajah, ‘and it raises fewer difficulties if we suppose it was unintentionally.’

            I expect that as I have tried to describe it to you, this reads more like philosophy than religion, but it is inspired by his belief in a being who, though omnipresent, is personal, and whom he calls Krishna. He is really a remarkable man, for all this goes with much practical ability and a sense of humour. In the middle of a chat he will suddenly pray, tapping his forehead and bobbing on his knees, and then continuing the sentence where he left it off; ‘On days when one feels gratitude it is well to show it‚’ he said. Today is a great fast day in honour of Shiva, so I have seen a great deal of this, and it has also prevented him eating with me, as he would otherwise have done.

         

         The conversation above described was the first of any importance that we had had. It ended abruptly, for news arrived that the Rani was ill. The Rajah leapt up and round the room, doing pujah to the pictures of Krishna, and said he would return but did not.

         About a month earlier, I had had a Krishna conversation with another Ruling Prince: the fantastic and poetical Maharajah of Chhatarpur. It took place not in a dull Delhi room, but amidst the magnificent scenery of Bundelkhand. We sat in a palace courtyard on a spur of the wooded Vindhyas with a view over jungle and hills: to the right, the course of the river Ken was marked by darker trees. I asked him whether he meditated. ‘Yes – when I can for two hours, and when I am busy for forty-five minutes.’ ‘And can you concentrate and forget your troubles?’ ‘Oh no, not at all, they come in with me always unless I can meditate on love, for love is the only power that can keep thought out. I try to meditate on Krishna. I do not know that he is a God, but I love Love and Beauty and Wisdom, and I find them in his history. I worship and adore him as a man. If he is divine he will notice me for it and reward me; if he is not, I shall become grass and dust like the others.’ While we conversed, 25a beautiful scarlet bird, twice the size of a swallow, flew near us and distracted the Maharajah of Chhatarpur’s thoughts. ‘Can that be the robin-redbreast?’ he inquired. ‘It glitters like a jewel.’ He was nonsensical and elusive, and his fellow potentate of Dewas thought ill of him. But their different temperaments converged in the adoration of Krishna, and they have between them helped to illuminate Indian religion for me. Later on I shall return to the Maharajah of Chhatarpur.

         I left Delhi on 9 March; the following letter was written after my departure.

         
            On the last day at Delhi the Rajah paid some official calls, and I drove round with him but did not go in, remaining in the carriage with ‘Lady’, the elderly pug, who goes everywhere, I can’t make out why. We ended up at the Cotes’, whose acquaintance, as friends of Malcolm’s, he wished to make, and then, like a boy loose from school, he grew mad with joy that his duties were over, and bounced up and down among the cushions.

            We drove into the City, and came across his brother and various members of the court who had been shopping. Much excitement, and we drove on, but no sooner had we gone twenty yards than he thought it would be fun to have them all with us. But they had got into the electric tram to have the experience, which was new to them, and we followed madly in their wake, blocked by buffaloes and camels and goats and cows and sweetmeat sellers and pariah dogs. The tram was disappearing, but the coachman, at the Rajah’s orders, leapt from the box and pursued it on foot, shouting. After five minutes he came back, leading the whole procession who got in, together with their purchases of briar-pipes, tobacco, mechanical monkeys for the children, writing-paper, ink, paper parcels of every size and shape. In all we were ten – the horses were strong and went slowly – it looked like a car in a carnival. I sat between the 26Rajah in a huge pale yellow turban and his brother whose turban was purple and who was trying to smoke his English pipe. Opposite were the doctor in red Maratha headdress, a secretary who wore an orange cup and saucer, and the court buffoon and spy, on whose knees Lady lay, indifferent to everything. Coachman, another attendant, and footman made three on the box, while the groom hung on behind. We attracted‚ as far as I could make out, no attention at all, though they all talked louder and louder as Indians do when they are happy.

            We got back to the royal lodgings at about 7.0 p.m. when a scene of still greater confusion followed. I wanted to make my own arrangements for getting to the station, which thanks to Baldeo always work without the slightest hitch – I’ve only to name the train, and when I arrive five minutes before it goes there he is with all the luggage in the carriage and the bed made if it is a night journey. But no – I was the Rajah’s guest and he would arrange – two tongas for the luggage, and he and I alone in a phaeton, while the court, who were going to bathe in the Ganges at Hardwar, should follow behind – the Hardwar train left two hours after mine for Jaipur. But the court had got under way and out of hand, and no sooner did a carriage drive up than they and their dogs and their parrots and their menservants and their maidservants leapt into it and were off before Baldeo could get the luggage down. Nor could he find anyone to carry it. Nor did the Rajah lose the extra opportunity for confusion which was presented by two entrances to the garden, sending Baldeo to one while a carriage waited at another. At last all grew deathly quiet – everyone had gone but ourselves and the Rani who was dressing, helped by a hand-maiden. Taking B. aside I said, ‘Let us not trouble His Highness any more: make any arrangement that you can.’ The story should end with him doing this, but just then a decrepit band-gharri (= four-wheeler) came up into which 27I and the luggage got: not the Rajah who had to stop behind to start the Rani, there being no one left to do this. It’s so typical of the Oriental who makes a howling mess over one thing and does another with perfect success and grace, that when I reached Delhi station an official met me with railway tickets for myself and Baldeo to Jaipur: the Rajah had ordered them. It is a usual if overwhelming courtesy in the East to do this, and a deadly insult to refuse: and indeed I was pleased to be given tickets by anyone whom I like as much and who is as rich as this man: but I have found it trying when an obscure Indian whom I didn’t care for once bought my ticket for me – fortunately only to the tune of nine-pence.

            The tickets – mine first class as against my usual second – did not bring their full joys, for as it was late the train had filled up and I could only get an upper berth, and Baldeo no seat at all. The court, entangled with other courts who were also leaving after the Chiefs’ Conference, ran up and down the platforms looking for trains. Rashid came too very kindly to see me off, and on the top of him the Rajah, having landed the Rani safely. Off my train went before I was in it – hand-shakings, messages, cries. I caught it up, and proposed to take Baldeo, whom the guard could get in nowhere, into the carriage, but my ass of a fellow traveller protested, and proposed that Baldeo and his own servant – we were in the same plight – should travel on the foot board at the end of the carriage – they were Continental shape – facing full all night to the wind. He said, ‘it would not do – they would not understand’ – that argument so dear to fools. Technically he was right, so I could only point out how inconvenient he would find it if his servant fell on to the rails in the night or got ill. At the next station – 15 minutes on – I prepared to hunt for the guard again, but by now he had come to his senses, and remarked that it did seem rather cold, and that if I was willing to abandon the 28conventions, he was. So the servants slept on the carriage floor and, whether or not they understood, arrived at Jaipur without pneumonia. The man, I discovered, was an American. Cheers for Democracy! He seemed absolutely English – upper class, Oxford manner – and had evidently moved in high circles at Delhi, dining with the Viceroy and the chiefs according to his own account.

         

         
            * Waqhalkar Sahib: I met and liked him again in later years.
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