The Project Gutenberg eBook of Tippoo Sultaun: A tale of the Mysore war, by Meadows
Taylor

This ebook is for the use of anyone anywhere in the United States and most other parts of the
world at no cost and with almost no restrictions whatsoever. You may copy it, give it away or re-
use it under the terms of the Project Gutenberg License included with this ebook or online at
www.gutenberg.org. If you are not located in the United States, you’ll have to check the laws of
the country where you are located before using this eBook.

Title: Tippoo Sultaun: A tale of the Mysore war
Author: Meadows Taylor

Release date: April 5, 2016 [EBook #51665]
Language: English

Credits: Produced by KD Weeks and the Online Distributed Proofreading
Team at http://www.pgdp.net (This file was produced from
images generously made available by The Internet Archive)

*#¢ START OF THE PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK TIPPOO SULTAUN: A TALE OF THE MYSORE
WAR ***

Transcriber’s Note:

Footnotes, which appeared at the bottom of the page, have been resequenced numerically for
uniqueness and moved to follow the paragraph within which they are referenced.

Errors, when reasonably attributable to the printer, have been corrected. The corrections appear as
words underlined with a light gray. The original text will be shown when the mouse is over the word.
Please see the transcriber’s note at the end of this text for details.


https://www.gutenberg.org/
https://www.gutenberg.org/cache/epub/51665/pg51665-images.html#endnote

TIPPOO SULTAUN.

BY THE SAME AUTHOR.

L.

RALPH DARNELIL. New and Cheaper Edition, with Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth,
price 6s.

IL.

THE CONFESSIONS OF A THUG. New and Cheaper Edition, with Frontispiece.
Crown 8vo, cloth, price 6s.

‘A story so powerfully and graphically told does not soon lose its hold on the imagination.’—DaiLy NEws.

III.

TARA: A Mahratta Tale. New and Cheaper Edition, with Frontispiece. Crown 8vo,
cloth, price 6s.

‘We recommend it to all who care to know something of native life in India on its nobler side, as a book
of very high calibre.’—SpECTATOR.

Iv.
A NOBLE QUEEN: A Romance of Indian History. 3 Vols. crown 8vo, cloth.
V.
SEETA. 3 Vols. crown 8vo, cloth.
Lonpon:  C. KEGAN PAUL & CO., 1 PATERNOSTER SQUARE.

TiPPOO SULTAUN.
P. 397

TIPPOO SULTAUN;




A TALE OF THE MYSORE WAR.

BY THE LATE
COLONEL MEADOWS TAYLOR.

SECOND EDITION.

LONDON:
C. KEGAN PAUL & CO., 1 PATERNOSTER SQUARE.

1880.

COLSTON AND SON, PRINTERS, EDINBURGH.

[The Rights of Translation and of Reproduction are reserved.]

TO
WILLIAM NEWNHAM, Esq.,
MY BEST AND EARLIEST FRIEND IN INDIA,
THIS VOLUME
IS WITH GRATEFUL ESTEEM
DEDICATED.

( ] iii‘:w H’/(‘( {

—'.I rJ\) et
s D2 IS

v © I

TIPPOO SULTAUN.



CHAPTER 1.

owards the close of a day of intense heat, about the middle of the month of June, 1788,
a party consisting of many persons might be seen straggling over the plain which
extends southwards from the Fort of Adoni, and which almost entirely consists of the
black alluvial deposit familiarly known in India under the name of ‘cotton soil.’

The leader was a man perhaps about fifty years of age; he rode a powerful Dekhan
horse of great spirit, but whose usual fiery comportment was tamed by the severe
exertion he had undergone, from the miry roads through which he had travelled the greater part of
the day. Indeed he began to show evident symptoms of weariness, and extricated himself from
every succeeding muddy hollow—and they were very frequent—with less power. His handsome
housings too were soiled with dirt; and the figure of his rider, which merits some description, was
splashed from head to foot.

It has been already stated that he was a man of advanced age. His face, which was wrapped up,
as well as his head, in thick folds of muslin, in order to protect them from the scorching heat of the
sun, showed a dark complexion much pitted with the smallpox; but his eyes were very large, and of
that intense black which is but rarely seen even among the natives of India, and which appeared to
flash with a sudden light when any stumble of his gallant horse provoked an impatient jerk of the
bridle, and a volley of curses upon the mud and the road, if such it could be called. His dress was of
cloth-of-gold,—a suit which had been once magnificent, but which, soiled and tarnished as it was, he
had chosen perhaps to wear as a mark of his rank, and thus to ensure respect from the people of
the country, which might have been denied to money alone. It was open at the breast, and under
the shirt of muslin worn within the alkhaluk, or upper garment, a broad rough chest could be seen,
—a fair earnest of the power of him we describe.

A handsome shawl was girded around his waist, and his somewhat loose trousers were thrust into
a pair of yellow leather boots, which appeared to be of Persian workmanship. Over his shoulder was
a gold belt which supported a sword; but this in reality was confined to the waist by the shawl we
have mentioned, and appeared more for ornament than use. A bright steel axe with a steel handle
hung at his saddle-bow on the right hand; and the butt-end of a pistol, much enriched with chased
silver, peeped forth on the left, among the fringe of the velvet covering of the soft saddle upon
which he rode. A richly ornamented shield was bound to his back by a soft leather strap passing
over his chest; and the shield itself, which hung low, rested between his back and the cantle of the
saddle, and partly served as a support.

In truth, soiled and bespattered as he was, Abdool Rhyman Khan was a striking figure in those
broad plains, and in his own person appeared a sufficient protection to those who followed him. But
he was not the only armed person of the party. Six or seven horsemen immediately followed him,—
his own retainers; not mounted so well nor dressed so expensively as the Khan himself, but still men
of gallant bearing; and the party, could they have kept together, would have presented a very
martial and imposing appearance.

At some distance behind the horsemen was a palankeen, apparently heavily laden; for the
bearers, though there were as many as sixteen, changed very frequently, and could but ill struggle
through the muddy road into which at every step they sunk deeply; nor did the cheering
exclamations of those who were not under the poles of the palankeen appear to have much effect in
quickening the pace of those who carried it; and it was very evident that they were nearly
exhausted, and not fit to travel much further.

In the rear of all was a string of five camels, which required the constant attention of the drivers
to prevent their slipping and falling under their burdens; and with these were a number of persons,
some on foot carrying loads, and a few mounted on ponies, who were the servants of the Khan, and
were urging on the beasts, and those laden with the cooking utensils, as rapidly as it was possible
to proceed in the now fast-closing darkness. Behind all were two led horses of much beauty, whose
attendant grooms conducted them through the firmest parts of the road.

‘Alla! Alla!” cried one of those mounted on a stout pony,—he was in fact the cook of the Khan,
—‘that I, Zoolficar, should ever have been seduced to leave the noble city of Hyderabad, and to
travel this unsainted road at such a time of year! Ai Moula Ali,” he continued, invoking his patron
saint, ‘deliver us speedily from this darkness! grant that no rain may fall upon this already
impassable road! I should never survive a night in this jungle. What say you, Daood Khan—are we
ever to reach the munzil?!!! are we ever to be released from this jehanum, where we are enduring
torment before our time? Speak, O respectable man! thou saidst thou knew’st the country.’

1. Stage.

‘So I do, O coward! What is the use of filling our ears with these fretful complaints? Hath not the
munificence of the Khan provided thee with a stout beast, which, with the blessing of the Prophet,
will carry thee quickly to thy journey’s end? Was it not the Khan'’s pleasure to pass Adoni, where we
might have rested comfortably for the night? and are we who eat his salt to grumble at what he
does, when we saw that the Khanum!?! Sahib (may her name be honoured!) was willing to travel on?
Peace, then! for it is hard to attend to thy prating and pick one’s way among these cursed thorns.’

2. Feminine of Khan; as Begum, feminine of Beg.

‘Well, I am silent,’ replied the other; ‘but my mind misgives me that we never reach the munzil,
and shall be obliged to put up in one of these wretched villages, where the kafir inhabitants never
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kill meat; and we shall have to eat dry bread or perhaps dry rice, which is worse, after this fatigue.’

‘Ah, thou art no soldier, Zoolfoo,” cried another fellow who was walking beside him, ‘or thou
wouldst not talk thus. How wouldst thou like to have nothing for two days, and then perhaps a stale
crust or a handful of cold rice, and be glad to thank the Provider of good for that,—how wouldst
thou?’

‘No more, I pray thee, good Nasur!’ cried the cook, visions of starvation apparently overpowering
him,—'no more, I beseech thee! Methinks thy words have already had a bad effect on the lower part
of my stomach, and that it begins to reproach me for a lack of its usual sustenance. I tell thee, man,
I can put to myself no idea of starvation at all. I was never able to keep the Rumzan (for which I
pray to be pardoned), and am obliged to pay heavily every year for some one to keep it for me,—
may grace abound to him! I pray Alla and the Prophet, that the Khan may strike off somewhere in
search of a roof for the night.’

The Khan had stopped: the increasing darkness, or rather gloom,—for there was still somewhat of
daylight remaining, and the sun had not long set,—the muttering of thunder, and the more and
more vivid flashes of lightning proceeding from an intensely black and heavy cloud which occupied
the whole of the horizon before him, were enough to cause anxiety as to his proceeding further or
not.

A hard or tolerably firm road would have relieved this, but the track upon which they journeyed
became almost worse as he proceeded; and the man he had sent on some little distance in advance,
to observe the best passage for the horses, appeared to be guiding his with increased difficulty.

‘I was an ass, and the son of an ass, to leave Adoni,” muttered the Khan; ‘but it is of no use to
regret this now:—what had better be done is the question. My poor Motee,” he continued,
addressing his horse, ‘thou too art worn out, and none of thy old fire left in thee. How, my son,
wouldst thou carry me yet further?’ and he patted his neck.

The noble beast appeared to understand him, for he replied to the caress by a low whinny, which
he followed up by a loud neigh, and looked, as he neighed, far and wide over the plain.

‘Ay, thou see’st nothing, Motee; true it is, there is no village in sight: yet surely one cannot be far
off, where if they will admit us, we may get food and shelter. What thinkest thou, Ibrahim,” he
continued, addressing one of his retainers, ‘are we near any habitation?’

‘Peer O Moorshid,’ replied the man, ‘I know not; I never travelled this road before, except once
many years ago, and then I was with the army; we did not think much of the road then.’

‘True, friend,” answered the Khan, ‘but now we have need to think. By the soul of Mohamed, the
cloud beyond us threatens much, and I fear for the Khanum; she is ill used to such travelling as this;
but she is a soldier’s wife now, and I must teach her to bear rough work.’

‘The Palkee will be with us presently, and I doubt not the bearers well know the country,
Khodawund,” said another of the horsemen.

‘True, I had not thought of them; perhaps when it arrives, it would be advisable to stop a little to
take breath, and then again set forward.’

A few moments brought the bearers and their burden to where the Khan stood; and a few hurried
questions were put to them by him as to the distance to the next village, the road, and the
accommodation they were likely to find for so large a party.

‘Huzrut!” said the Naik of the bearers, ‘you have but little choice; we did not think the road would
have been so bad as this, or we would never have left the town or allowed you to proceed; but here
we are, and we must help to extricate you from the difficulty into which we have brought you. To
return is impossible; there is no village at which you could rest, as you know. Before us are two; one
not far off, over yonder rising ground—my lord can even see the trees,—and another beyond that,
about a coss and a half; to which, if the lady can bear the journey, we will take her, as there is a
good bazaar and every accommodation. My lord will reward us with a sheep if we carry her safely?’

‘Surely, surely,” said the Khan, ‘ye shall have two; and we will travel a short stage to-morrow, as
ye must be tired. So what say you, my soul?’ he cried to the inmate of the palankeen; ‘you have the
choice of a comfortable supper and a dry lodging, or no supper and perhaps no roof over your head;
you see what it is to follow the fortunes of a soldier.’

‘Let no thought of me trouble you,” replied a low and sweet voice from the palankeen; ‘let the
bearers and yourself decide, I am content anywhere.’

‘How say you then, Gopal?’

‘Let us smoke a pipe all round, and we will carry you to the large village,” replied the Naik.

“Tis well,—do not be long about it; I doubt not we shall be all the better for a short rest.’

Fire was quickly kindled; every one dismounted from his beast, and all collected into groups.
Tobacco was soon found, the hookas lighted, and the gurgling sound of half-a-dozen of them arose
among the party.

A smoke of tobacco in this manner gives almost new life to a native of India. The trouble of the
journey or the work is for awhile forgotten; and after a fresh girding up of the loins and invocation
of the Prophet or their patron goddess (as the parties may be Hindoo or Mohamedan), the
undertaking is resumed with fresh spirit. After a short pause, the whole party was again in motion.

No one had, however, observed the extremely threatening appearance of the sky. The cloud,
which had been still, now began to rise gently;—a few small clouds were seen as it were to break
away from the mass and scurry along the face of the heavens, apparently close to their heads, and
far below the larger ones which hung heavily above them. These were followed very quickly by
others: the lightning increased in vividness at every flash; and what was at first confined to the
cloud which has been mentioned, now spread itself gradually all over the heavens! behind—above—
around—became one blaze of light, as it were at a signal given by a rocket thrown up from behind
the cloud before them. In spite of appearances, however, they hurried on.

‘It will be a wild night,” observed the Khan, replacing and binding tighter the muslin about his
head and face.

As he spoke he pointed to the horizon, where was seen a dull reddish cloud. To an unpractised



eye it looked like one of the dusky evening clouds; but on closer and more attentive observation, it
was clearly seen to rise, and at the same time to be extending right and left very rapidly.

‘I beg to represent,” said Daood Khan, who had come from behind, ‘that there is a group of trees
yonder not far from the road, and, if my memory serves me well, there should be an old hut in it;
will my lord go thither?”

‘It is well spoken, Daood,’ said his master, ‘lead on.’

There was no wind—not a breath—but all was quite still; not even a cricket or grasshopper
chirped among the grass: it seemed as though nature could scarcely breathe, so intense was the
closeness.

‘Alla! Alla! T shall choke if there is no wind,” said the fat cook, fanning himself with the end of a
handkerchief.

“You will have enough presently,” said Nasur.

‘Inshalla!” exclaimed one of the camel drivers, ‘the Toofans!3! of the Carnatic are celebrated.’

‘Alas!” sighed the cook, and wished himself anywhere but in the Carnatic.

At last a low moaning was heard,—a distant sound, as if of rushing water. The rack above them
redoubled its pace, and went fearfully fast: every instant increased the blackness on each side and
behind. They could no longer see any separate clouds above, but one dense brown black ropy mass,
hurrying onward, impelled by the mighty wind. Soon nothing was visible but a bright line all round
the horizon, except in front, where the wall of red dust, which proved that the previous rains had
not extended far beyond where they were, every moment grew higher and higher, and came nearer
and nearer.

They increased their speed to gain the trees, which were discernible a quarter of a mile before
them. ‘Once there,” said the Khan, ‘we can make some shelter for ourselves with the walls of the
tents passed round the trees.’

3. Storms.

No one replied to him; each was thinking of the storm, and what would happen when it came. The
horses even felt the oppression, and snorted violently at intervals, as though they wished to throw it
off.

At last, a few leaves flew up in the air: and some lapwings, which had been nestling under the
stones by the wayside, rose and made a long flight to leeward with loud screamings, as though to
avoid the wind.

One little whirlwind succeeded to another; small quantities of leaves and dry grass were
everywhere seen flying along near the ground over the plain. The body of dust approached nearer,
and seemed to swallow up everything in it. They anxiously watched its progress, in the hope that it
would lessen in fury ere it approached them, for they could see the trees through the gloom against
the bright line of the horizon, apparently at a great distance, disappearing one by one.

Meanwhile the roaring increased; the roar of the wind and that of the thunder were fearfully
mingled together. Amidst this there arose a shrill scream from the palankeen; the fair inmate had
no longer been able to bear the evident approach of the tempest.

The Khan was at her side in a moment. ‘Cheer thee, my rose!’ he cried; ‘a little further and we
shall reach a friendly grove of trees. The road is harder now, so exert yourselves,” he continued to
the bearers; ‘five rupees, if you reach the trees ere the wind is upon us!’

The men redoubled their pace, but in vain; they still wanted half the quarter of the mile when the
storm burst. With one fearful flash of lightning, so as almost to blind them, and to cause the whole
to stagger backward, a blast met them, which if they had withstood they had been more than men.
The palankeen rocked to and fro, tottered under their failing support, and fell at last heavily to the
ground. There was no mischief done, but it was impossible to proceed further; they must abide the
storm where they stood in the open plain.

And now it came in pitiless earnest. As if the whole power of the winds of heaven had been
collected and poured forth bodily upon one spot, and that where they stood,—so did it appear to
them; while the dust, increasing in volume every instant, was so choking, that no one dared to open
his mouth to speak a word. The horses and camels instinctively turned their backs to the wind, and
stood motionless; and the men at last, forcing the camels to sit down, crouched behind them to
obtain some kind of shelter from the raging storm.

Thus they remained for some time; at last a drop of rain fell—another, and another. They could
not see it coming amidst the dust, and it was upon them ere they were aware of it: they were
drenched in an instant. Now, indeed, began a strife of elements. The thunder roared without
ceasing one moment: there was no thunder for any particular flash—it was a continued flare, a
continued roar. The wind, the rain, and the thunder made a fearful din, and even the stout heart of
the Khan sunk within him. ‘It cannot last,” he said;—but it did. The country appeared at last like a
lake shown irregularly by the blue flare of the lightning.

Two hours, or nearly so, did they endure all this: the tempest moderated at length, and they
proceeded. It was now quite dark.

‘Where is Ibrahim?’ asked one suddenly.

‘Ay, where is he?’ said another. Several shouted his name; but there was no reply.

‘Ibrahim!’ cried the Khan, ‘what of him? He must be gone to the trees; go, one of ye, and call him
if he be there,’

The man diverged from the road, and was soon lost in the darkness; but in a short time an
exclamation of surprise or of terror, they could not say which, came clearly towards them. The Khan
stopped. In another instant the man had rejoined them.

‘Alla! Alla!’ cried he, gasping for breath, ‘come and see!’

‘See what?’ shouted the Khan.
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‘Ibrahim!” was his only reply, and they followed him rapidly.

They could hardly distinguish what it was that the man pointed out; but what appeared like a
heap at first in the darkness, soon resolved itself into the form of a man and horse. The Khan
dismounted and approached; he called to him by name, but there was no answer. He felt the body—
it was quite dead; horse and man had fallen beneath the stroke of the lightning.

‘We can do nothing now,’ said the Khan. ‘Alas! that so good a man, and one who has so often
fought beside me, should have thus fallen! Praise be to Alla, what an escape we have had!’

‘It was his destiny,” said another,—‘who could have averted it?’

And they rode on, but slowly, for the road was undistinguishable from the ground on each side,
except where a hedge of thorns had been placed to fence in some field. Here those who were on
foot fared very badly, for the thorns which had fallen, or had been broken off from branches, had
mixed with the mud, and sorely hurt their naked feet. The rain continued to pour in torrents; and
the incessant flare of the lightning, which revealed the track every now and then, seemed to sweep
the ground before them, nearly blinding both horse and man: it showed at times for an instant the
struggles both were making in the now deeper mire.

They reached the smaller village at last; there were only three or four miserable houses, and in
the state they were, there was but little inducement to remain in want of food and shelter till the
morning; so taking with them, much against his inclination, one of the villagers as a guide whom
they could understand, as he was a Mohamedan, and some rags soaked with oil tied on the end of a
stick to serve as a torch, they once more set forward.

They had now scarcely three miles to travel, but these seemed interminable. The rude torch could
not withstand the deluge of rain which poured upon it, and after a struggle for life it went out.
There remained only the light of the lightning. The guide, however, was of use; now threatened,
now encouraged by the Khan, he showed where the firmest footing was to be obtained, and piloted
the little cavalcade through the almost sea of mud and water, in a manner which showed them that
they would have fared but ill without his aid.

At last, O welcome sight! a light was seen to glimmer for awhile amidst the gloom; it disappeared,
twinkled again, appeared to flit at a little distance, and was seen no more.

‘What was that, Rahdaree?’™ asked the Khan; ‘one would think it was some wild spirit’s lamp
abroad on this unblessed night.’

‘It is the village, noble sir,’ said the man simply; ‘we have no evil spirits here.’

‘Ul-humd-ul-illa! we are near our home then; it cannot be far now.’

‘Not a cannon-shot; we have a small river to cross, and then we reach the village.’

‘A river!’

‘Yes, noble Khan, a small one; there is no water to signify.’

But the Khan’s mind misgave him. ‘It must be full,” he said to himself, ‘after this rain; how can it
be otherwise? Every hollow we have passed has become a roaring stream; but we shall see. Ya,
Moula Ali!" he exclaimed aloud, ‘I vow a gift to all the priests of thy shrine, if thou wilt protect me
and mine through this night.’

4. Guide.

They had not gone much further before the dull sound of the river was heard but too plainly, even
above the wind and the thunder, which now roared only at intervals. One and all were fairly
terrified; and that there should be such an end to their really manful struggles through the tempest
disheartened them: but no one spoke till they arrived at the brink, where through the gloom could
be seen a muddy torrent rushing along with fearful rapidity.

‘It is not deep,’ said the guide; ‘it is fordable.’

‘Dog of a kafir!’ cried the Khan, ‘thou hast deceived us, to get us away from thy miserable village.
By Alla! thou deservest to be put to death for this inhospitality.’

‘My life is in your hands, O Khan!’ returned the man; ‘behold, to prove my words, I will venture in
if any one will accompany me; alone it is useless to attempt it. Will no one go with me?’

But one and all hesitated; the gloom, the uncertainty, and the dread of death alike prevailed.

‘Cowards!’ exclaimed the Khan, ‘dare ye not do for him whose salt you eat that which this poor
fellow is ready to undertake because I only reproached him with inhospitality? Cowards and
faithless! ye are worse than women.’

‘I am no woman or coward,” said Daood Khan doggedly. ‘Come,” he added to the guide, ‘as thou
art ready to go, give me thy hand and step in, in the name of the Most Merciful!’

‘Bismilla! Daood, thou hast a stout heart—I will remember thee for this. Step on in the name of
Alla and the twelve Imaums! Halloo when thou art on the other side.’

They entered the water carefully, holding tightly each other’s hand, and each planting his foot
firmly ere he ventured to withdraw the other. The torrent was frightfully rapid, and it required all
the power of two very strong men to bear up against it; but at length the shallow water was gained,
and a joyful shout from the other side told to the Khan and his expectant party that the passage had
been made in safety.

‘Now make haste and get a torch, and bring some people with you,” shouted the Khan; ‘meanwhile
we will make preparations for crossing.’

Not much time elapsed before a few persons were seen approaching the river’s bank from the
village, bearing several torches, which in despite of the wind and the rain, being all fed with oil,
blazed brightly, and cast their light far and wide.

The Khan had been endeavouring to persuade his wife to trust herself to his horse, instead of to
the palankeen, in crossing the river; and after some representation of its superior safety, he had
succeeded. She was standing by him, closely veiled, when the torches appeared on the other side.

What she saw, however, of the stream, as revealed fully by the light, caused an instant change in
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her resolution: she was terrified by the waters; and indeed they were very awful to look on, as the
muddy, boiling mass hurried past, appearing, as was the case, to increase in volume every moment.

‘There is no time to lose,” shouted the villagers, observing there was irresolution among the party;
‘the water is rising fast—it will soon be impassable.’

‘The horse, the horse, my soul!’ cried the Khan in despair; ‘the bearers will never carry you
through that torrent.’

‘I dare not, I should faint in the midst; even now my heart is sick within me, and my eyes fail me
as I look on the waters,’ replied the lady.

‘Khodawund!” said the Naik of the bearers, ‘trust her to us; on our lives, she reaches the other
side safely.’

‘Be it so then, Gopal; I trust thee and thy party; only land her safely, and thou shalt be well
rewarded.’

The lady again entered the palankeen; both doors were opened in case of danger. The stoutest of
the bearers were selected, and the Naik put himself at the head. ‘Jey, Bhowanee!’ cried one and all,
and they entered the raging waters.

‘Shabash! Shabash! Wah-wah! Wah-wah!" resounded from the villagers, and from the Khan’s
attendants, as the gallant fellows bore up stoutly against the torrent. Oil was poured upon the
torches, and the river blazed under the light. The Khan was close behind on his gallant horse,
which, snorting and uneasy, was very difficult to guide. There was not a heart on either bank that
did not beat with almost fearful anxiety, for the water appeared to reach the palankeen, and it
required the exertions of all the men to keep it and those who carried it steady.

‘Kuburdar! kuburdar!®! a little to the right!—now to the left!—well done! well done!” were the
cries which animated and cheered them; and the passage was accomplished all but a few yards,
when the water suddenly deepened—the leading bearers sank almost up to their chests. Trials were
made on either side, but the water was deeper than where they stood; the eddy had scooped out the
hollow since Daood had crossed.

5. Take care! take care!

‘Have a care, my sons!’ cried the Naik, whose clear voice was heard far above the din. ‘Raise the
palankeen on your shoulders. Gently! first you in front—now those behind! Shabash! now let every
man look to his footing, and Jey Kalee!”

They advanced as they shouted the invocation; but careful as they were, who could see beneath
those muddy waters? There was a stone—a large one—on which the leading bearer placed his foot.
It was steady when he first tried it; but as he withdrew the other, it rolled over beneath his weight
and what he bore: he tottered, stumbled, made a desperate effort to recover himself, but in vain: he
fell headlong into the current.

The palankeen could not be supported, and but one wild piercing shriek was heard from the wife
of the Khan as it plunged into the water.

‘Ya, Alla! Allal’ cried the Khan in his agony—for he had seen all—‘she is lost to me for ever!” And
throwing himself from his horse, encumbered as he was, he would have been drowned, but for one
of the bearers, who supported him to the brink, and, assisted by the rest who immediately
recovered the palankeen, bore him rapidly to the village.
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CHAPTER II.

The confusion which ensued is indescribable. The few persons on the bank of the river rushed
hither and thither without any definite object; and screams from some women, who had followed
the men from the village out of curiosity, rent the air, and added to the wildness of the scene.

On a sudden an exclamation broke from a youth who stood not far off; and before they could turn
to see what had occasioned it, he had darted from the spot, and precipitated himself into the
waters.

Cries of ‘He will be lost! he will be lost!” flew from mouth to mouth; and a dozen turbans were
unwound and thrown to him from the brink, as he still struggled with the current, supporting the
slight and inanimate form of her who was supposed to have been swept down the stream at first.

Without waiting for a moment to answer the numberless queries which were showered upon him
by the spectators, or to ascertain whether the senseless form he bore had life in it or not, he hastily
covered the features from view; and, declining the assistance of some old crones who thronged
around him, he pressed through them and hurried with the utmost rapidity to his home.

Those who partly carried and partly supported the Khan himself conducted him to the chowrie or
public apartment for travellers; and seating him upon such carpets and pillows as could most
readily be found, they proceeded to divest him of his wet garments, arms, and boots, with an
officious zeal, which, in spite of the protestations of his servant Daood, all persisted in exerting. The
Khan suffered all patiently, apparently with almost unconsciousness, only at times uttering low
moans and interjections, which showed his thoughts to be absorbed in the fate of her he deemed
lost for ever. Gradually, however, the kind attentions of his servant, whose sobs could not be
repressed as he bent over him in his attempts to remove his inner vest, which the others had
hesitated to touch, recalled his wandering senses; and, staring wildly about him, he demanded to
know where he was. Instantly, however, a fresh recollection of the scene which had passed flashed
into his mind, and all the words he could find utterance for were an incoherent demand of Daood if
the Khanum had been found.

‘Alas, Peer O Moorshid!” was the reply, ‘your slave saw nothing; he assisted my lord here and—’

‘Was she not instantly rescued? What were all of ye doing that she ever passed from your sight?’
exclaimed the Khan. ‘Holy Alla! give her back to me or I shall go mad,” he continued, starting up
and rushing from the spot into the air, followed by his attendant and a few of the others who
lingered about.

Distractedly the Khan hurried to the river-side, and in the misery of despair began to search for
the body of his wife. He ran from place to place, shouting her name; he looked everywhere for any
trace of her remains, while his faithful attendant in vain besought him to withdraw from the spot,
for that further search was unavailing. His words were unheeded: all the Khan saw, through the
almost inky darkness, was the faint glimmer of the wild waters hurrying past him; and the only
sounds he heard were their dull and sullen roar, above which arose the shouts of his servants on the
other side, and at intervals a shrill neigh from one of the horses. Two or three persons only
remained about the river-side, and these seemed unacquainted with what had occurred; all who had
seen it had dispersed when the young man bore off the insensible girl he had rescued. After some
time of fruitless search the Khan silently relinquished it, and sadly and slowly turned towards the
village.

Meanwhile the young man we have mentioned carried the lady with the utmost speed he was able
to his own home, a respectable house situated on the other side of the village from where the Khan
was: without ceremony he entered the zenana, still bearing her in his arms, to the astonishment of
an elderly dame, his mother, and several other women, servants and others who happened to be
there, and to whom the news of the disaster was being brought piecemeal, as first one and then
another hurried in with parts of the story.

‘Holy Prophet! what hast thou brought, Kasim Ali?’ cried his mother;—‘a woman! By your soul say
how is this,—where didst thou get her?—wet, too!’

“Tis the Khan’s wife, and she is dead!’ cried many at once.

‘I care not what she is,” cried the young man; ‘by the blessing of Alla I saw her and brought her
out of the water; she is still warm, and perhaps not dead; see what ye can do speedily to recover
her. She is as beautiful as a Peri, and—— but no matter, ye can do nothing while I am here, so I
leave you.’

Whatever Kasim’s thoughts might have been, he had sense enough not to give them utterance;
and, leaving the fair creature to their care, he again hurried forth, to see whether he could render
further assistance to the unfortunate travellers.

Left among the women of the house, the Khan’s wife became an object of the deepest interest to
these really kind people. Her wet clothes were removed; cloths were heated and applied to her
body; she was rubbed and kneaded all over; the wet was wrung from her hair; and after awhile they
had the satisfaction of hearing a gentle sigh escape her,—another and another at intervals.

‘Holy Alla!’ cried one of the women at last, ‘she has opened her eyes.’

The light was apparently too much for them, for she shut them again and relapsed into stupor; but
the respiration continued, and the alarm that she had died ceased to exist. Gradually, very
gradually, she regained consciousness; and ere many hours had elapsed she was in a deep sleep,
freed from all anxiety regarding her lord, whom on her first recovery she had presumed was lost.

The Khan and Daood had scarcely again reached the chowrie, when a large body of men with
torches, shouting joyfully, approached it. Daood’s heart leaped to his mouth. ‘She cannot have been
saved!’ he cried, as he advanced to meet them.

‘Ul-humd-ul-illa!” cried a dozen voices, ‘she has, and is in the Patél’s!®! house.’
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6. The chief or magistrate of a village.

Without any ceremony they broke in upon the unfortunate Khan, who sat, or rather lay, absorbed
in his grief. Alone, the memory of his wife had come vividly over him; and when he raised his head,
on their intrusion, his wet cheek very plainly told that his manly sorrow had found vent.

‘Ul-humd-ul-illa!” cried Daood, panting for breath.

‘Ul-humd-ul-illa!” echoed Kasim.

‘Do not mock me, I pray you,” said the Khan sadly, ‘for grief is devouring my heart, and I am sad
even to tears. And yet your faces have joy in them,—speak! she cannot live! that would be too much
to hope. Speak, and tell truth!”’

‘Weep not, noble Khan,’ said Kasim; ‘she lives, by the blessing of Alla,—she is safe in my own
mother’s apartments; and such rude care as we can give her, or such accommodation as our poor
house affords, she shall have.’

The Khan started to his feet. “‘Thou dost not mock me then, youth? Ya Alla! I did not deserve this!
Who saved her? By the soul of the Prophet, any recompense in the power of Abdool Rhyman, even
to half his wealth, shall be his who rescued her!’

‘He stands before thee, O Khan!’ cried Daood, who had recovered his speech; ‘it was that brave
fellow who rushed into the water and rescued her, even while my lord was being carried hither.’

In an instant rank and power were forgotten, and the Khan, impelled by his emotion, ere Kasim
could prevent him, had folded him in a sincere and grateful embrace. Nay, he would have fallen at
his feet, but the young Kasim, disengaging himself, prevented it and drew back.

‘Not so, protector of the poor!” he cried; ‘your slave has but done what any man would do in a like
case. Kasim Ali Patél would have disgraced himself had he turned from that helpless being as she
lay in such peril on the bank.’

The Khan was struck with admiration of the young man, who with excited looks and proud yet
tempered bearing drew himself up as he uttered the last words; and indeed the young Patél was a
noble figure to look on.

He had not attempted to change his clothes since his rescue of the lady, but had thrown off his
upper garment; he was therefore naked to the waist, and his body was only partially covered by the
dark blanket he had cast over his shoulders. His tall and muscular frame was fully developed; and
the broad chest, long and full arms, and narrow waist, showed the power which existed to be called
into exertion when opportunity required. Nor was his countenance less worthy of remark. Although
he had hardly attained manhood, yet the down on his upper lip and chin, which was darkening fast,
proved that perhaps twenty years had passed over him, and added not a little to his manly
appearance. His dark expressive eyes, which glistened proudly as the Khan regarded him, a high
aquiline nose, large nostrils expanding from the excitement he had been in, exquisitely white and
regular teeth, and, added to all, a fair skin—far fairer than the generality of his countrymen could
boast,—showed that he was perhaps of gentle blood, which indeed his courteous manner would
have inclined most observers to determine.

‘Thou art a noble fellow, youth!” cried the Khan, ‘and I would again meet thee as a brother;
embrace me therefore, for by the soul of my father I could love thee as one. But tell me,—you saved
her?—how?—and is she safe in your house?’

A few words explained all: the eddy in its force had cast the lady upon a bank below, almost
immediately after her immersion, and fortunately with her head above the water. Had she not been
terrified by the shock so as to lose her consciousness, she would have been able to drag herself
upon the dry land, though she could not have got to shore, as part of the river flowed round the
bank on which she had been cast. Thus she had continued in very imminent danger until rescued;
for any wave or slight rise of the water must have carried her down the stream; and who in that
darkness and confusion would ever again have seen her?

Gradually therefore the Khan was brought to comprehend the whole matter; and, as it ought, his
thankfulness towards the young Kasim increased at every explanation. It is not to be supposed,
however, that he was the less anxious about her who had been saved; he had been with some
difficulty restrained from at once proceeding to the Patél’s house, and desisted only when Daood
and his companion declared that such a proceeding would be attended with risk to the lady. She too
had been assured that he was safe, they said; and in this comforting certainty, overcome by fatigue
and excitement, she had fallen asleep.

‘But that is no reason why my lord should not come to my poor abode,” said Kasim; ‘this open
room is ill-suited to so damp a night, and my lord has been wet.’

‘I need but little pressing,’ he replied, and rose to accompany him.

Arrived at the house, which, though only a large cabin, was yet of superior extent and comfort of
appearance to the rest in the village, the Khan found that every preparation the inmates had in
their power had been made for him. A carpet was spread, and upon it was laid a comfortable cotton
mattress; this was covered with a clean fine sheet, and some very luxurious pillows placed against
the wall invited him to repose.

Fatigue rapidly asserted its mastery over even the Khan’s iron frame. He had been assured by
Kasim’s mother that his lady slept sweetly, and, an ample repast concluded, he attempted for a time
to converse with the young Patél, but without much success.

The young man took in truth but little interest in the replies. The Khan himself was abstracted;
sleep gradually overpowered him, and he sunk down upon the bedding in total unconsciousness
after a short time.

After seeing him covered, so as to prevent the cold and damp coming to him, the young Patél left
him to the care of Daood, and withdrew. His own bedding was in an inner room of the house, near
to the apartments of the women, and his mother heard him gently pass to it, and joined him ere he
had lain down.
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‘My blessings on thee, my brave boy!’ cried the old lady, melting into tears at the mingled
thoughts of what might have been her son’s danger, and his gallant conduct; ‘my blessing and the
blessing of Allah on thee for this! thou art thy father’s son indeed, and would that he were alive to
have greeted thee as I do!”

‘It is of no use regretting the dead now, mother: what I did I am glad of,—and yet I could not have
done otherwise; though I thought of thee, mother, when I cast myself into the raging waters: thou
wouldst have mourned if Allah had not rescued me and her. But tell me,” he continued, to avert the
old lady’s exclamations at the very thought of his death, ‘tell me, by your soul,—say, who is she? she
is fair as a Peri, fair as a Houri of the blessed Paradise; tell me if thou knowest whether she is his
wife, or—or—’

‘His daughter, thou wouldst say, my son.’

‘Ay, why not?’

‘I understand thy thoughts, but they must pass away from thee. She is no daughter of his. She
hath but newly used the missee;!”! she must be his wife. Hast thou not asked the servants?’

7. A powder which women apply to their teeth only after marriage.

‘I have not, mother; but art thou sure of this?’

‘Tam.’

‘Then a bright vision has faded from my eyes,’ said Kasim despondingly: ‘the brightest vision I
have yet seen in my young life. It seemed to be the will of Allah that she should be mine; for she had
been lost to the world and to him, only that I saved her!”

‘Forbid such thoughts,” said his mother quietly, for she knew the fiery yet gentle spirit of the
young man, and how easily she might offend where she only intended kindness. ‘She can be nothing
to thee, Kasim.’

‘Her fate is with mine, mother: from the moment I was impelled to rescue her from the waters, I
felt that my life was connected with hers. I knew not, as she lay on the sand-bank, that she was
beautiful or young; and I could not have hesitated, had there been a thousand devils in my path, or
the raging waters of the Toombuddra.’

‘Alas! my son,” she replied, ‘these are but the fantasies of a young spirit. It was thy generous
nature, believe me, which impelled thee to rescue her, not thy destiny.’

But the young man only sighed; and after awhile, finding that her words had but little power to
remove the feelings which the events of the night had excited, she blessed him and retired to her
repose.

Left to himself, Kasim in vain tried to court sleep to his eyelids. Do what he would, think of what
he would, lie how he would,—the scene of the Khan’s advance across the flood,—the waters
hurrying by,—the rough eddies caused by the resistance to it made by the bearers, upon which the
light of the torches rested and flashed,—their excited cries, which rung in his ears,—their every
step which seemed before his eyes,—till the last, when all fell,—and then that one wild shriek!
Again the despairing shout of the Khan, and the eager assistance rendered to him when he cast
himself into the river,—the hurried search for the body, and the exertions of the bearers to raise the
palankeen in hopes that it might be in it,—their despair when it was not,—the renewed search, for
some moments unsuccessful,—then the glimpse of her lying on the bank, and his own efforts,—all
were vivid, so vivid that he seemed to enact over again the part he had performed, and again to
bear the lifeless yet warm and beautiful body to his home with desperate speed.

‘I saw she was beautiful, O how beautiful!” he said; ‘I felt how exquisite her form. I saw her
youthful countenance,—hardly fifteen can she be,—and she the bride of that old man! Monstrous!
But it is my destiny: who can overcome that? Prince and noble, the beggar and the proud, all have
their destiny; this will be mine, and I must follow it. Ya Alla, that it may be a kind one!’

He lay long musing thus: at last there was a noise as though of talking in his mother’s apartment.
He heard a strange voice—it must be the lady’s: he arose, crept gently to the door of the room, and
listened. He was right: her pure, girl-like and silvery tones came upon his ears like music; he drank
in every word with eagerness,—he hardly breathed, lest he should lose a sound.

He heard her tell her little history; how she had been sought in marriage by many, since he to
whom she was betrothed in childhood had died: how her parents had refused her to many, until the
Khan, whose family were neighbours, and who had returned from Mysore a man of wealth and rank,
hearing of her beauty, had sought her in marriage. Then she related how grandly it had been
celebrated; how much money he had spent; what processions there had been through the noble city
of Hyderabad; what rich clothes and jewels he had given her; and how he was now taking her with
him to his new country, where he was a soldier of rank, and served the great Tippoo. All this she
described very vividly; and with the lightheartedness and vivacity of girlhood; but at the end of all
she sighed.

‘For all the rank and pomp, she is unhappy,’ thought Kasim.

Then he heard his mother say, ‘But thou sighest, Khanum, and yet hast all that ever thy most
sanguine fancy could have wished for.’

‘Ay, mother,” was the reply, ‘I sigh sometimes. I have left my home, my mother, sisters, father,
and many friends, and I go whither I know no one,—no, not one. I have new friends to make, new
thoughts to entertain, new countries to see; and can you wonder that I should sigh for the past, or
indeed for the future?’

‘Alla bless thee!” said the old lady; and Kasim heard that she had blessed her, and had taken the
evil from her by passing her hands over her head, and cracking the joints of her fingers against her
own temples.

‘Thou wilt be happy,’ continued his mother; ‘thou art light-hearted for thine own peace,—thou art
very, very beautiful, and thy lord will love thee: thou wilt have (may Alla grant many to thee!)
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children, of beauty like unto thine own; and therefore do not sigh, but think thou hast a bright
destiny, which indeed is evident. Thy lord is young and loves thee,—that I am assured of, for I have
spoken with him.’

‘With him, mother?’

‘Ay, with him; he came a little while ago to the screen to ask after thee, and spoke tenderly:
young, wealthy, and a soldier too, ah! thou art fortunate, my daughter.’

‘But he is not young, mother,’ she said artlessly. Kasim was sure there was regret in the tone.

‘Why then, well,” said the old lady, ‘thou wilt look up to him with reverence, and as every woman
should do to her lord. But enough now; thou hast eaten, so now sleep again. May Alla give thee
sweet rest and a fortunate waking!”

Kasim heard no more, though he listened. His mother busied herself in arranging her carpet, and
then all was still. He thought for awhile, and his spirit was not easy within him: he arose, passed
through the outer chamber, where the Khan still slept, and his servants around him, and opening
the door very gently passed on into the open air.



CHAPTER III.

It was now midnight, and the storm had passed away. In the bright heavens, studded with stars,
through which the glorious moon glided, almost obliterating them by her lustre, there existed no
sign of the tempest by which it had so lately been overcast. The violent wind had completely lulled,
if indeed we except the gentlest breath, which was hardly enough to stir lazily here and there the
leaves of an enormous Peepul-tree that occupied an open space in front of the Patél’s house, and
which also appeared sleeping in the soft light; while on every wet leaf the rays of the moon rested,
causing them to glisten like silver against the sky. The tree cast a still shadow beyond, partly
underneath which the servants of the Khan and the bearers of the palankeen all lay confusedly,—so
many inanimate forms, wrapped in their white sheets, and reposing upon such straw or other
material as they had been able to collect, to protect them from the damp ground.

In the broad light, the camels of the Khan were sitting in a circle around a heap of fodder, into
which every now and then they thrust their noses, selecting such morsels as they chose from the
heap; while the tiny bell which hung around the neck of each tinkled gently, scarcely disturbing the
stillness which reigned around. Beyond, the moonlight rested upon the white dome and minarets of
the small village mosque, which appeared above the roofs of the houses; and the Hindoo temple
also caught a share of her beams, revealing its curious pyramidical form at some distance, among a
small grove of acacia trees. Far away in the east the cloud which had passed over still showed itself,
—its top glistening brightly against the deep blue of the sky: while from it issued frequent
flickerings of lightning, which played about it for an instant and disappeared; and a low and very
distinct muttering of thunder succeeded, showing that the tempest was still proceeding on its
threatening yet fertilising course. The cloud and the distance all seemed in one, for the light of the
moon did not appear to illuminate much beyond Kasim’s immediate vicinity.

He stood for a moment, and gazed around, and into the sky at the glorious orb. She looked so
mild, so peaceful, riding in silence; whilst all around was so mellowed and softened by the blessed
light, that, in spite of his habitual indifference to such scenes—an indifference common to all his
countrymen—he could not help feeling that his heart was softened too.

The natives of India are perhaps heedless of natural beauties, but if there be any to which they
are not indifferent, it is those of the glorious moonlights which are seen in the East, so unlike those
of any other country. There, at almost every season, but particularly in the warmest, it is impossible
for nature to supply anything more worthy of exquisite enjoyment than the moonlight nights; there
is something so soft, so dreamy, in the bright but silvery light, so refreshing, from the intense glare
of the sun during the day,—so inviting to quiet contemplation, or to the enjoyment of society, with
whomsoever it may chance to be,—that it is no wonder if the majority of Asiatics, both Mahomedans
and Hindoos, should love it beyond the day, or appreciate more keenly the beauties it reveals.
There, too, moonlight in those seasons has no drawbacks, no dangers; there are no dews to harm,
nor cold to chill; and if there be a time when one can enjoy warmth without oppression, light
without glare, and both in moderation, it is at the time of full moon in most months of the year in
India.

After regarding with some feelings of envy perhaps the sleeping groups, Kasim sauntered
leisurely towards the river’s bank, his limbs mechanically obeying the action of his thoughts. The
stream was still swollen and muddy, but it had subsided greatly, and the bank upon which the lady
had been thrown was now no longer an island. Kasim walked there. ‘It was here,” he said, ‘that she
lay: another moment, perhaps, and she would have been swept away into eternity! I should have felt
for the Khan, but I should have been more at rest in my heart than I am now.’

Kasim Ali, or Meer Kasim Ali, as he was also called, for he was a Syud, was the only son of the
Patél of—; indeed the only child, for his sisters had died while they were very young. His father
was of an old and highly respectable family of long descent, which had won renown under the
Mahomedan sovereigns of Bejapoor in their wars with the infidels of the Carnatic, and had been
rewarded for their services by the hereditary Patélship or chief magistracy, and possession of one
or two villages, with a certain percentage upon the collections of the district in which they were
situated. They had also been presented with some grants of land to a considerable extent, and the
family had been of importance and wealth far superior to what it was at the period of our history.
The troublous times between the end of the Bejapoor dynasty and the subsequent struggles of the
Mahratta powers, the Nizam, and Hyder Ali, for the districts in which their possessions lay, had
alienated many of them, and caused them to pass into other and stronger hands.

The family however was still respectable, and held a good rank among those of the surrounding
country. Syud Noor-ud-deen, the father of Kasim, was much respected, and had at one time served
under the banner of Nizam Ali in his wars against the Mahratta powers, and had been instrumental
in guarding the south-western frontiers of his kingdom against their incursions.

But his death, which had occurred some years before the time of which we were speaking, had
still more reduced the consequence of the family; and his widow and only son could not be expected
to retain that influence which had resulted partly from the station and partly from the
unexceptionable conduct of the old Patél.

Still there were many who looked forward to the rapid rise of the young man, and to the hope that
he would in those stirring times speedily retrieve the fortunes of the house. On the one hand were
the Mahrattas, restless, greedy of conquest; among whom a man who had any address, and could
collect a few horsemen together, was one day an adventurer whom no one knew,—another, a leader
and commander of five hundred horse. On the other was the Nizam, whose armies, ill-paid and ill-
conducted, were generally worsted in all engagements; but who still struggled on against his
enemies, and in whose service titles were readily to be won, sometimes, but rarely, accompanied by
more substantial benefits. Again, in the south, the magnificent power of Hyder Ali had sprung out of
the ancient and dilapidated kingdom of Mysore, and bid fair, under his successor Tippoo, to equal



or to surpass the others.

As Kasim Ali grew to manhood, his noble appearance, his great strength, skill in all martial
exercises and accomplishments, his respectable acquirements as a Persian scholar, and his known
bravery,—for he had distinguished himself greatly in several encounters with the marauders and
thieves of the district,—had caused a good deal of speculation among the families of the country as
to whose side he would espouse of the three Powers we have mentioned.

Nor was he in any haste to quit his village: naturally of a quiet, contemplative turn of mind, fond
of reading and study, he had gradually filled his imagination with romantic tales, which, while they
assisted to develop his susceptible temperament, also induced a superstitious reliance upon destiny,
in which he even exceeded the prevailing belief of his sect.

His mother, who read his feelings, had repeatedly besought him to allow her to negotiate for the
hand of many of the daughters of families of his own rank in the neighbourhood, and even extended
her inquiries to those of the many partly decayed noble families of Adoni; but no one that she could
hear of, however beautiful by description or high by birth or lineage, had any charms in the eyes of
the young Kasim, who always declared he chose to remain free and unshackled, to make his choice
wherever his destiny should, as he said, guide him.

It is not wonderful, then, that upon one thus mentally constituted, and whose imagination waited
as it were an exciting cause, the events of the night should have had effects such as have been
noted:—but we have digressed.

‘Ay,” thought Kasim, ‘her beauty is wondrous,—even as I saw it here by the light of the torches, as
I wrung the wet from her long silky hair, and when, lifeless as she appeared, I laid her down by my
mother,—it was very wondrous. What then to see her eyes open—her lips move—to hear her speak
—to see her breathe, to see her move! and what to sit with her, beneath the light of a moon like
this, and to know that she could only live for and love but one! to lie beside her on some shady
terrace—to hear no sound but her voice—to drink in her words like the waters of the blessed well of
Paradise—to worship her on the very knees of my heart! This,” cried the enthusiast, ‘this would be
Heaven before its time,—this, one of the seventy Houris, whom the Prophet (may his name be
honoured!) has promised to the lot of every true believer who doeth his law. But I have no hope—
none! What if the Khan be old, he is yet her lord, her lawful lord; and shall the son of Noor-ud-deen,
that light of the faith and brave among the brave, shall he disgrace his name by treachery to him
upon whom he hath exercised hospitality? No, by Alla, no,’ cried the young man aloud, ‘I will not;
better that I should perish than hold such thoughts; but, Alla help me! I am weak indeed.’

And thus arguing with himself, exerting the better principle, which ever had been strong within
him, Kasim returned to the house, entered it as gently as he had quitted it, and unknown to any one
reached his chamber; there, soothed by his ramble in the calm air and the tone of his later
reflections, he sank at last into slumber.

But his dreams were disturbed, as often follows exciting causes; and visions, now happy now
perplexing, of the fair inmate of his house flitted across his mind while he slept; they were
indefinite shadows perhaps, but he did not wake so calmly in the morning as he had gone to rest;
and his heart was neither so light, nor his spirit so free of care, as before. Nevertheless he repeated
the morning prayer with fervour, and commended himself to the blessed Alla, to work out his
destiny as best he pleased.

It was late ere the Khan rose, for fatigue had oppressed him, and he had slept heavily. It was
reported to his anxious inquiries that the lady had arisen, bathed, and was well; nor could the
Khan’s impatience to behold once more one who was really dear to him be longer delayed. The
apartment where his wife rested was made private, and in a few moments he was in her presence.

How thankful was he to see her well—nay with hardly a trace of any suffering upon her! Her eyes
were as bright, her smile as sunny and beautiful, as they had ever been. Her hair, which she had
washed in the bath, and which was not yet dry, hung over her shoulders and back in luxuriant
masses; and if its quantity, and the manner in which it was disposed accidentally about her face,
caused her fair skin to seem paler than usual, it only heightened the interest her appearance
excited.

‘Alla bless thee!” said the Khan, much moved, as he seated himself by her,—for she had risen upon
his entrance,—‘Alla bless thee! it is more to Abdool Rhyman to see thee thus, than to have the
empire of Hind at his feet. And thou art well?’

‘Well indeed, my lord,—thanks to him who protected me in the tempest,” she said, looking up
devoutly; ‘and thanks to her who, since I was brought hither, has not ceased to tend me as a
daughter.’

‘Ay, fairest,’ said her lord, ‘what do we not owe to the inmates of this house, and indeed to all this
village? without their aid we had been lost.’

‘I have an indistinct remembrance of some danger,” said the lady; ‘I think I recollect the
palankeen entering the waters, and their frightful appearance, and that I shut my eyes; and I think
too,” she added after a pause, and passing her hand across her eyes, ‘that it seemed to slip, and I
shrieked; and then I knew nothing of what followed, till I awoke all wet, and the women were
rubbing me and taking my clothes off. And then I remember waking again, and speaking to the kind
lady who had so watched me; and I think I asked her how I had been brought here; but she made
light of it, would not let me speak much, and so I went to sleep again, for I was weary. They said too
thou wert well;—yet,” she continued after a pause, ‘something tells me that all was not right, that
there was danger. But my memory is very confused—very.’

‘No wonder, my pearl, my rose!’ cried the Khan; ‘and how I bless that good lady for keeping the
truth from thee! as thou wert then, the remembrance of it might have been fatal. And so thou dost
not know that thou wert nearly lost to me for ever,—that I had seen thee plunged beneath that
roaring flood, and little hoped ever to have been greeted by that sweet smile again?’

‘Alas, no!” said the lady shuddering; ‘and was I indeed in such peril? who then saved me?—it was
thou surely, my noble lord! and I have been hitherto unmindful of it,” she cried, bowing her head to



his feet? ‘how insensible must thou not have thought me!”

‘Not so, beloved, not so,” was the eager reply of the Khan as he raised her up; ‘I had not that
happiness. 1 cast myself, it is true, into the waters after thee when the bearers fell, but it was
useless. I should have been lost, encumbered as I was with my arms, only for the bearers who saved
me. No, even as Alla sends visitations of evil, so does he most frequently in his wisdom find a path
of extrication from them; there was a youth—a noble fellow, a very Roostum, and by Alla a Mejnoon
in countenance,—who saw the accident. His quick eye saw thy lifeless form cast up by the boiling
water, and he rescued thee at the peril of his own life,—a valuable one too, fairest, for he is the son
of a widow, the only son, and the head of the family,—in a word the son of her who has tended thee
so gently—’

‘Holy Prophet!” exclaimed the lady, ‘was I in this peril, and so rescued? At the peril of his own life
too,—and he a widow’s son, thou saidst? What if he had been lost?’ And she fell to musing silently.

Gradually however (for the Khan did not hazard a reply) her bosom heaved: a tear welled over
one of her eyelids, and fell upon her hand unnoticed,—another, and another. The Khan let them
have their course. ‘They will soothe her better than my words,” he thought, and thought truly.

After awhile she spoke again; it was abruptly, and showed her thoughts had been with her
deliverer.

‘Thou wilt reward him, noble Khan,’ she said; ‘mine is but a poor life, ’tis true, but of some worth
in thy sight, I know,—and of much in that of those I have left behind. My mother! it would have
been a sore blow to thee to have heard of thy rose’s death so soon after parting.’

‘Reward him, Ameena!’ cried the Khan, ‘ay, with half my wealth, would he take it; but he is of
proud blood and a long ancestry, though he is but a Patél, and such an offer would be an insult.
Think—thou art quick-witted, and speak thy thought freely.’

‘He would not take money?’ thou saidst.

‘No, no,—I dare not offer it.’

‘TJewels perhaps, for his mother,—he may have all mine; thou knowest there are some of value.’

‘He would set no value upon them; to him they are of no use, for he is not married.’

‘Not married! and so beautiful!’ she said, musing aloud.

‘Nor to his mother,” continued the Khan, who had not heard her exclamation,—‘she is an old
woman. No, jewels would not do, though they are better than money.’

‘Horses, arms,—they might gratify him, if he is a soldier.’

‘Ay, that is better, for he is a soldier from head to heel. But of what use would they be to him
without service in which to exercise them? Here there are no enemies but plunderers now and then;
but—I have it now,” he continued joyfully after a pause,—’‘service! ay, that is his best reward,—to
that I can help him. By the Prophet, I was a fool not to have thought of this sooner. He will be a rare
addition to Tippoo’s Pagha. I am much mistaken, too, in a few months, if he have an opportunity
(and, by the blessing of the Prophet, it is seldom wanting against either the English or Hindoo
Kafirs), if he do not win himself not only renown, but a command perhaps like my own. Tippoo
Sultaun is no respecter of persons.’

‘Ay, my noble lord, such an offer would be worthy of thy generosity and his acceptance,” was the
lady’s reply: ‘and he could easily follow us to the city.’

‘And why not accompany us? I for one should be glad of his society, for he is a scholar as well as a
soldier, and that is more than I am. Besides one of my men fell last night, and his place is vacant.’

‘Fell! was drowned?’ she exclaimed.

‘No, my pearl, his hour was come; he fell by the hand of Alla, struck by lightning.’

‘Ay, it was very fearful,’ she said shuddering, ‘I remember that;—who fell, didst thou say?’

‘Ibrahim.’

‘Alas! it was he that twice saved thy life.’

‘It was; but this was his destiny, thou knowest: it had been written, and who could have averted
it? What sayest thou, shall I offer the Patél the place.’

‘Not Ibrahim’s, since thou askest me,” she said; ‘as he is of gentle blood, ask him to accompany
thee; or say, “Come to Abdool Rhyman at Seringapatam, the leader of a thousand horse,”—which
thou wilt. Say thou wilt give him service in thine own risala, and hear his determination.’

‘Well spoken, my rose!’ said the blunt soldier; ‘verily I owe him the price of thy glorious beauty
and thy love, both of which were lost to me, but for him, for ever. So Alla keep thee! I will not
disturb thee again till evening, and advise thee to rest thyself from all thy many fatigues and alarms
—Alla Hafiz!’

‘A very Roostum! a Mejnoon in countenance,’” thought the fair creature, as, shutting her eyes, she
threw herself back against the pillows; ‘a noble fellow, my lord called him, and a scholar,—how
many perfections! A widow’s son,—very dear to her he must be,—she will not part with him.’

Again there was another train of thought. ‘He must have seen my face,—holy Prophet! I was not
able to conceal that; he carried me too in his arms, and I was insensible; what if my dress was
disordered?’ and she blushed unconsciously, and drew it instinctively around her. ‘And he must
have seen me too in the broad light when he entered this room: what could he have thought of me?
they say I am beautiful.” And a look she unthinkingly cast upon a small mirror, which, set in a ring,
she wore upon her thumb, appeared to confirm the thought, for a gentle smile passed over her
countenance for an instant. “‘What could he have thought of me?’ she added. But her speculations as
to his thoughts by some unaccountable means to her appeared to disturb her own; and, after much
unsatisfactory reasoning, she fell into a half dose, a dreamy state, when the scenes of the night
before—the storm—the danger—the waters—and her own rescue, flitted before her fancy; and
perhaps it is not strange, that in them a figure which she believed to be a likeness of the young
Patél occupied a prominent and not a disagreeable situation.



CHAPTER IV.

It was now evening: the gentle breeze which came over the simosa-grove loaded the air with the
rich perfume of the blossoms. Cattle, returning from the distant pastures, lowed as they approached
the village; and a noisy herd of goats, driven by a few half-naked boys, kept up an incessant
bleating. Far in the west the sun had set in brilliancy; and a few light and exquisitely tinted clouds
floated away towards the rocky range of the Adoni fortress, whose rugged outlines could be seen
sharply defined against the sky. There were many beauties there, but they only remained to the
living.

The grave of the Khan's retainer had been filled in, and the long narrow mound raised on the top:
one by one, those who had attended the funeral turned away and retired; but the Khan and Kasim,
anxious to pay the last marks of respect to the deceased, stayed till all had been smoothed down,
and the place swept. Garlands of flowers were strewn upon the grave,—they left the dead to its
corruption, and returned home.

But among soldiers, especially Asiatics,—whose belief in fatality, while it leads them to be often
reckless of life, yet when a stroke of sorrow comes teaches them resignation—death makes perhaps
but little impression, unless any one near or dear is stricken down. The Khan and his host, having
partaken of the hearty meal supplied by the Patél, and most exquisitely cooked by the stout
functionary we have before alluded to, and having each been supplied with that soother of many
mortal ills a good hooka, had already almost forgotten the ceremony they had assisted in, and were
well disposed to become excellent friends, and to detail to each other passages in their lives, which
they would for ever have remained ignorant of but for the fortuitous circumstances in which they
had been placed.

And it was after a recital of his own deeds, which, however modestly given, could not fail of
having impressed Kasim with a high sense of his gallant conduct, that the Khan said, ‘My brother, I
was an adventurer, as you might be; young and active, hairbrained perhaps, and ready for any
exciting employment, with only my arms and an indifferent horse, I entered the service of Hyder Ali.
You see me now the commander of a thousand horse, having won a reputation at the sword’s point
second to none in his gallant army. Why shouldst thou not have the same fate,—thou who hast
personal attractions, greater power, and scholarship to aid thee—all of infinite value to an
adventurer? What sayest thou then, wilt thou serve him whom I serve,—Tippoo, the lion of war, the
upholder of the Faith? Speak, O Patél, for I love thee, and can help thee in this matter.’

‘My lord draws a bright picture to dazzle mine understanding,” he answered; ‘I have dreamed of
such things, of attaining to giddy eminences even of rank and power; but they are no more, I well
know, than the false visions of youth, the brighter and more alluring as they are the more deceptive
and unattainable.’

‘By my beard, by your salt, I say no!’ cried the Khan; ‘T have said nothing but what is a matter of
every-day occurrence in the army. What was Hyder’s origin?—lower, infinitely lower than thine
own. Thy ancestry was noble,—his can be traced back a few generations, beginning with a Punjabee
Fakeer, and descending (not much improved i’ faith) to his father Hyder, whose mother was only
the daughter of a cloth-weaver of Allund, somewhere by Koolburgah. It is destiny, young man,
destiny which will guide thee—which, on thy high and broad forehead, shines as brightly as if thy
future history were already written there in letters of gold."

‘My lord’s words are enticing, very enticing,’ said the youth, ‘and ever have I felt that the inactive
life T am leading was a shame on me in these times; but I like not the service of the Nizam, and the
Mahrattas are infidels; I would not shame my faith by consorting with them.’

‘Bravely spoken! hadst thou come to Tippoo Sultaun mounted and armed as thou shouldst be,—
even alone and unbefriended as I did to his father,—he would have enrolled thee upon handsome
pay at once in his own Pagha.l®! With me, thou wilt have the benefit of a friend; and I swear to thee
upon this my beard, and thy salt,” cried the Khan generously, ‘I will be a friend and a brother to
thee, even as thou hast been one to me, and her who is as dear to me as my own life’s blood. I owe
this to thee for her life,—for the risk of thine own, when we were nothing to thee, by Alla, but as the
dust of the earth,—I owe it for thine hospitality; I desire thee for a companion and a friend; and,
above all, my spirit is vexed to see one like thee hiding here in his village, and marring his own
destiny by sloth and inaction. Dost thou think that service will come to seek thee, if thou dost not
seek it?’

8. Household troops.

The young man felt the spirit-stirring address of the rough but kind soldier deeply, but he still
hesitated: the Khan tried to guess his thoughts.

‘Dost thou think,” he said, ‘that I have sweet words at my command wherewith to entice thee? Ay,
that is my mistake, and I have spoken too freely to one who has never yet known contradiction nor
received advice.’

‘Not so, not so, noble Khan, almost my father!” cried Kasim; ‘I beseech thee not to think me thus
haughty or impatient. By your beard, I am not—I thought but of my mother—of the suddenness of
this—of my own—’

‘Poverty, perhaps,’ said the Khan; ‘do not be ashamed to own it. Thou wouldst go to service as a
cavalier, as thou art, gallantly armed and mounted,—is it not so?’

‘It is: I would not serve on foot, nor have I money to buy a horse such as I would ride into battle.’

‘Right! thou art right, by the Prophet, but let not this trouble thee. We spoke of thee this morning:
we dare not offer thee money—nay, be not impatient—we dare not offer thee jewels, else both were
thine. We could offer thee honourable service; and, if thou wilt accept it, as my brother thou art
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entitled to look to me thine elder, thou knowest, for such matters as thou needest. With me are two
horses, the best of the Dekhan blood, beside mine own Motee: him thou canst not have: but either
of the others, or both, are thine; and if they do not suit thee, there are others at the city where thou
shalt be free to choose. See, I have conquered all thy scruples.’

The young man was much affected, and the Khan’s kindness fairly brought the tears to his eyes.
‘Such service as I can do thee, O generous being,” he exclaimed, ‘I vow here under mine own roof
and by the head of my mother,—I will follow thee to the death. Such honourable service as I would
alone have ever accepted is in my power, and I accept it with gratitude to thee and thine, whom the
Prophet shield with his choicest care!’

‘It were well that your arrangements were quickly concluded, for I cannot wait beyond to-
morrow,’ said the Khan.

‘It will be ample for my slender preparations,’ replied the youth. ‘I will break this to my mother
now.’

‘You do right, Meer Sahib; I honour thee for thy consideration; and I too will to the Khanum: she
will be glad to hear that her deliverer and her lord are now friends and brothers in service.’

Kasim sought his mother; she was with her guest as he passed the door of the inner chamber; so
he desired a girl who was without to inform his mother he desired to speak with her in his own
apartment.

There was not much to tell her, and yet he knew that it would grieve the old lady. ‘But I cannot
continue thus,” he thought aloud; ‘the fortunes of our house have fallen, and the Khan’s words bear
conviction with them. I can retrieve them,—I may perhaps retrieve them, I should rather say; and,
after all, she will rejoice to hear of me, and the fortune and rank I shall, by the blessing of Alla,
speedly win; and then—’ but here his thoughts became quite inexpressible, even to himself; for
there rushed suddenly before his imagination such a tide of processions, soldiery elephants, wars,
camps, as almost bewildered him; while here and there a figure mingled with all, which, had he
been closely questioned, he must have admitted was that of the fair Ameena. But his mother
interrupted what we will say he was striving to put from him, by entering and standing before him.

‘Thou didst send for me, my son,” she said; ‘what news hast thou to tell? Was the Khan pleased
with the Zeafut?®! was the meat well cooked? By the Prophet, he hath a glorious cook; what dishes
he sent into the Khanum, of which we have been partaking! By thine eyes, I have not tasted such
since—since—’

9. Entertainment

But while the old lady was trying to remember when she had last eaten of such savoury messes as
she spoke of, her son gently interrupted her, and said gravely, as he rose and seated her in his own
place, ‘Mother, I have much to tell thee, so collect thy thoughts and listen.’

She was attentive in a moment, and eagerly looked for what he should say,—with not a little
apprehension perhaps, for there was sadness, nay even a quivering, perceptible in the tone with
which he spoke.

Her grief was uncontrollable at first:—yet he gradually unfolded all his hopes—his previous
determination to enter service when he could with honour—his desires for an active life—and his
great chances of speedy advancement under the patronage of his friend;—and he laid them before
his mother with a natural eloquence, under which her first sudden shock of grief fast yielded. Kasim
saw his opportunity, and continued,—

‘So much as thou lovest me, mother, wilt thou not have pride when I write to thee that I command
men, that I have fought with the infidel English, that I have been rewarded, that I am honoured?
Wilt thou not feel, and then say,—“If I had prevented him, there would have been none of this.” And
doth it not behove every believer now to draw his sword in defence of the faith? Look around:—the
English are masters of Bengal and Oude; they hold Mahamed Ali of the Carnatic and him of Oude in
a base thraldom; they thirst for conquest, and are as brave as they are cunning;—the Mahrattas
have taken Hindostan and the Dekhan, and are every day making encroachments upon Nizam Ali’s
power, which totters upon an insecure foundation;—and do not the eyes of every true believer turn
to Tippoo, a man who has raised himself to be a monarch? I say, mother, I believe it to be my
destiny to follow his fortunes: I have long thought so, and have eagerly watched the time when I
should be able to join him. It has come, and dost thou love thy son so little, as to stand in the way of
fame, honour, wealth, everything that is dear to me as a man, and as thy son?’

The old lady could not reply: but she arose and cast herself upon the manly breast of her son, and
though she sobbed bitterly and long, yet at last she told him in accents broken by her emotion she
was convinced that he was acting wisely, and that her prayers night and day would be for his
welfare.

And her mind once being reconciled to the thought of parting with him, she made every
preparation with alacrity. Such few garments as were necessary, and were the best among his not
over-abundant stock, were put aside and looked over; and one or two showy handkerchiefs and
scarfs which she possessed, with deep gold borders to them, were added to his wardrobe. ‘I shall
not want them,’ she said; ‘I am old, and ought not to think of finery.’

Nor did Kasim neglect his own affairs; having made the communication to his mother, he at once
sought the Kurnum, or accountant of the village, and disclosed his intentions to that worthy
functionary. Though somewhat surprised at his sudden decision, he did not wonder at its being
made; and, as he was a rich man, he liberally tendered a loan of money to enable Kasim to live
respectably, until such time as he should receive pay from his new master. He despatched a
messenger for his uncle, his mother’s brother, who arrived at night; and early the next morning he
had concluded every arrangement for the management of his little property and the care of his
mother.
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These matters being arranged to his satisfaction, Kasim sought the Khan with a light heart and
sincere pleasure upon his countenance. He found him busied inspecting his horses, and greeted him
heartily.

‘Well,” asked the Khan, ‘how fared you with the lady your mother after you left me?’

‘Well, excellently well,” was the reply; ‘she made some opposition at first, but was reasonable in
the end.’

‘Good! then I have no blame on my head,” he said laughing; ‘but tell me, when shalt thou be
prepared?’

‘Now, Khan Sahib, even now am I ready; speak the word, and I attend you at once.’

‘Why then delay, Kasim? Bismilla! let us go at once; the Khanum is well, and if thy good mother
can but give us a plain kicheree!'% we will set off soon; the day is cloudy and there will be no heat.’

10. Rice and pulse boiled together.

‘I will go bid her prepare it: and when I have put on some travelling garment better than this,
Khan Sahib, and got out my arms, as soon as thou wilt we may be in our saddles. I am already
impatient to see the road.’

The meal was soon despatched by master and servant—the camels loaded—the horses saddled.
No one saw the farewell Kasim took of his mother; but it was observed that his cheek was wet when
he came out of his house accoutred and armed,—a noble figure indeed, and one which drew forth
an exclamation of surprise and gratification from the Khan.
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CHAPTER V.

And in truth, accoutred as he was, and dressed in better clothes than he had hitherto worn, Meer
Kasim Ali was one on whom the eye of man could not rest for a moment without admiration, nor
that of a woman without love. He wore a dark purple silk vest, bordered round the throat and
openings at the chest with broad gold lace and handsome gold pointed buttons; a crimson
waistband with a deep gold border was around his loins, in which were stuck several daggers of
various forms and very beautifully chased silver handles; and on his shoulder was a broad gold belt
or baldric, somewhat tarnished it is true, but still handsome. This supported a long sword, with a
half basket-hilt inlaid with gold and lined with crimson velvet; the scabbard was of the same,
ornamented and protected at the end by a deep and richly chased ferule. At his back was a shield
much covered with gilding and brass bosses.

‘By Alla and the twelve Imaums!’ cried the Khan, ‘thou art worthy to look on, and a jewel of price
in the eye of an old soldier. But there are the steeds,—take thy choice; the chesnut is called Yacoot;
111 he is hot, but a gallant beast, and perfect in his paces. The other I call Hyder, after him who was
my first master; he is steadier perhaps, and not so active: say which wilt thou have?’

11. Ruby.

‘T think, with your permission, Khan Sahib, I will mount Yacoot;” and so saying, he approached
him and bounded into the saddle.

‘Alla, what a seat!” cried the Khan in an ecstasy of admiration, after Kasim had mounted, and the
horse had made several wonderful bounds: ‘he does not move,—no, not a hair’s-breadth! even I
should have been disturbed by that. Inshalla! he is a good horseman. Enough, Meer Sahib,’” he
cried, ‘enough now; Yacoot is a young beast and a fiery devil, but I think after all he will suit thee
better than the other.’

‘I think Yacoot and I shall be very good friends when we know each other better,” said Kasim; ‘but
see, the Khanum waits, and the bearers are ready. Put the palankeen close up to the door that it
may be more convenient,” he added to them.

They obeyed; and in a few moments a figure enveloped from head to foot, but whose tinkling
anklets were delicious music in the ears of Kasim, emerged from the threshold of the house, and
instantly entered the palankeen. Another followed, and busied herself for a few moments in
arranging the interior of the vehicle. This was Kasim’s mother, whose heart, almost too full for
utterance, had much difficulty in mustering words sufficient to bid her lovely guest farewell.

‘May Alla keep you!’ said the old lady, blinded by her tears; ‘you are young, and proud and
beautiful, but you will sometimes think perhaps of the old Patélne. Remember all I have told you of
my son; and that as the Khan is a father to him, so you are his mother:—ye have now the care of
him, not I. May Alla keep thee! for my old eyes can hardly hope to see thee again;’ and she blessed
her.

‘Willingly, mother,” she replied; ‘all that constant solicitude for his welfare can effect, I will do;
and while I have life I will remember thee, thy care and kindness. Alla Hafiz! do you too remember
Ameena.’

The old lady had no reply to give; she shut the door of the palankeen with trembling hands—and
the bearers, understanding the signal, advanced, raised it to their shoulders, and bore it rapidly
forward

‘Come,’ cried the Khan, who had mounted; ‘delay not, Kasim.’

‘Not a moment—a few last words with my mother, and I follow thee.’

She was standing at the door; he rode up to her and stooped down from the horse gently. ‘Thy
blessing, mother, again,” he said—‘thy last blessing on thy son.’

She gave it; and hastily searching for a rupee, she drew a handkerchief from her bosom, and
folding it in it, tied it around his arm. ‘My blessing, the blessing of the holy Alla and of the Imaum
Zamin be upon thee, my son! May thy footsteps lead thee into happiness—may thy destiny be great!
May I again see my son ere I die, that mine eyes may greet him as a warrior, and one that has won
fame!”

‘I thank thee, mother; but saidst thou aught to her of me?’

‘I told her much of thee and of thy temper from thy youth up: it appeared to interest her, and she
hath promised to befriend thee.’

‘Enough, dear mother! remember my last words—to have the trees I planted looked to and
carefully tended, and the tomb protected. Inshalla! I will return to see them grown up, and again be
reminded of the spot where I saved her life.’

And so saying, and not trusting himself to speak to many who would have crowded around him for
a last word, the young man turned his horse, and, striking his heels sharply into its flank, the noble
animal bounding forward bore him away after his future companions, followed by the blessings and
dim and streaming eyes of most who were assembled around the door of his mother’s home.

The old lady heeded not that her veil had dropped from her face; there was but one object which
occupied her vision of the many that were before her eyes, and that was the martial figure of her
son as it rapidly disappeared before her. She lost sight of him as he passed the gate of the village;
again she saw him beyond. There was a slight ascent, up which the party, now united, were rapidly
advancing: he reached them. She saw him exchange greeting with the Khan, as he checked his
bounding steed, fall in by his side, apparently in familiar converse, and for a short time more the
whole were brightly before her, as a gleam of sunlight shone forth, glancing brightly from their
spear-heads and the bosses on their shields, and upon the gay colours of their dresses. A bright
omen she thought it was of the future. But they had now attained the summit. Kasim and the Khan
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disappeared gradually behind it; then the attendants—the palankeen—the servants—the camels,
one by one were lost to her gaze. Suddenly the place was void; she shook the blinding stream from
her eyes, and looked again—but there was no one there; her son and his companions had passed
away, she thought for ever. Then only, she perceived that she was unveiled, and hastily retreating
into her now lonely and cheerless abode, for the while gave herself up to that violent grief which
she had been ill able to repress as he left her.

‘Ay, now thou lookest like a gentleman, as thou art in very truth,” said the Khan, after they had
ridden some miles. “‘What sayest thou, Meer Sahib, hast thou been instructed in the use of the arms
thou wearest? Canst thou do thy qusrut!!?2l—use a mugdoor!'3l—play with a sword and shield? and
what sort of a marksman art thou?’

12. Gymnastic exercises.

13. A heavy club.

‘As a marksman, Khan, I have pretty good practice at the deer which roam our plains and
devastate our corn-fields; as to the rest, thou knowest I am but a village youth.’

‘Modestly spoken, Meer Sahib. Now take Dilawur Ali’s matchlock, and kill me one of those deer
yonder;’ and he pointed to a herd which was quietly browsing at some distance: ‘we will put it on a
camel, and it will be a supper for us.’

‘T will try, Khan Sahib,” returned Kasim joyfully and eagerly; ‘only stay here, and dismount if you
will, lest they should see you; and if I can get within shot, thou shalt have the deer.’

‘Give him thy gun then,’ said the Khan to his retainer; ‘is it properly charged?’

The palankeen was put down, and all waited the issue with much interest and anxiety.

The Khan went to the palankeen. ‘Look out, my rose,” he said; ‘I have dared the Patél to shoot a
deer, and he is gone to do it. Look, see how he creeps onward, like a cat or a panther.’

The lady looked out. It was very exciting to her to see the motions of the young man; and, if it may
be believed, she actually put up a mental prayer for his success. ‘Ya Alla, give him a steady hand!’
she said inwardly, and looked the more.

‘He will be near them soon,” said the Khan, shading his eyes with his hands; ‘there is a nulla
yonder which will afford him cover; canst thou see? Mashalla! this is better than shooting one
oneself.’

‘They have seen him!’ cried the lady, as one of the deer which had been lying down got up and
gazed warily about. They will be off ere he can get within shot.’

‘Not so, by your eyes!’ cried the Khan; ‘he has crouched down. See! raise thyself a little higher;
look at him crawling.’

Kasim’s progress was slow, and had he been alone he would have given up the pursuit; but he
knew the Khan was observing him, perhaps Ameena. It was enough,—he crept stealthily on.

‘He will never get near them,’ said the fat cook. “‘Who is he—a village Patél—that he should shoot?
Ay, now, at my city we have the real shooting; there, over the plains of Surroo Nuggur, thousands of
antelopes are bounding with no one to molest them, except Nizam Ali, who goes out with the nobles
and shoots a hundred sometimes in a day. I was once there, and killed—’

‘With thy knife, O Zoolfoo, and roasted it afterwards I suppose,’ said Nasur: ‘don’t tell us lies;
thou knowest thou never hadst a gun in thy hand since thou wast born.’

‘That is another lie,” retorted Zoolfoo. ‘By the beard of Moula Ali, if I was yonder I would have
fired long ago: we shall have no venison for supper I see plainly enough. See how he is crawling on
the ground as a frog would,—can’t he walk upright like a man?’

‘He knows well enough what he is doing, you father of owls,” was the reply. ‘Inshalla! we shall all
eat venison to-night, and thou wilt have to cook us kabobs and curries.’

‘Venison and méthee-ke-bajee make a good curry,” mused the cook; ‘and kabobs are also good,
dried in the sun and seasoned.’

‘Look! he is going to shoot,” cried the Khan; ‘which will it be? I wager thee a new dooputtal’*! he
does not kill.’

14. Scarf.

‘Kubool! I agree,’ said the lady; he will kill by the blessing of Alla,—I feel sure he will.’

But Kasim’s gun went down.

‘He is too far off yet,” she said: and he was. He saw a mound at a little distance from him, and
tried to reach it, crawling on as before.

But the deer saw him. He observed their alarm, and lay motionless. They all got up and looked:—
he did not move. The buck trotted forward a few paces, saw what it was, and ere the young man
could get his gun to his shoulder as he lay, he had turned.

‘I told you so,’ cried the Khan; ‘they are off, and I have won.’

‘There is yet a chance,” said Ameena anxiously.

‘I said he would not kill,” said the cook; ‘we shall have no venison.’

They were all wrong. Kasim saw there was no chance unless he rose and fired; so he rose
instantly. The deer regarded him for an instant, turned as with one motion, and fled bounding away.

‘There is yet a chance,” cried Ameena again, as she saw the gun pointed. ‘Holy Alla! he has won
my wager!’ she added, clapping her hands.

He had, and won it well. As the herd bounded on, he waited till the buck was clear of the rest. He
fired; and springing high into the air it rolled forward on the ground; and while it yet struggled,
Kasim had drawn his knife across the throat, pronouncing the formula.
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‘Shookr Alla!’ cried the cook, ‘it is Hulal*>! at any rate.’

15. Lawful to be eaten.

‘Shabash!” exclaimed the Khan, ‘he has done it:—he is as good as his word,—he is a rare
marksman. So thou hast won thy wager, Pearee,’!'! he added. ‘Well, I vow to thee a Benares
dooputta: thou shalt have one in memory of the event.’

16. Beloved.

She would not, however, have forgotten it without.

‘Go, some of ye,” continued the Khan, ‘and take the lightest laden of the camels, for the Syud is
beckoning to us: bring the game hither speedily.’

The deer was soon brought, and laid near the palankeen, where the Khan stood. The bright eye
was already glazed and suffused with blood.

‘Ay, now thou canst see it,” he said to the lady, who, closely veiled, yet had apertures for her eyes
through which she could observe distinctly. ‘Is it not a noble beast?—fat, too, by the Prophet! It was
a good shot at that distance.’

‘It was partly accident, Khan Sahib,’ replied Kasim.

‘Not so, by your beard, not so, Patél; it was no chance. I should be very sorry to stand for thee to
shoot at even further than it was.’

‘I should be very sorry to shoot at my lord, or any one but an enemy,’ he returned, ‘seeing that I
rarely miss my mark whether on foot or on horseback.’

‘I believe thee,” returned the Khan; ‘but where is that lazy cook?’ he cried, after he had mounted.

‘Hazir!’l'7! cried Zoolfoo, urging on his pony from behind as fast as he could, for it shied at
everything it saw. ‘Your slave is coming,” he shouted, as the Khan grew impatient. And at last,
joining his hands together, he was in his presence.

17. Present.

‘Kya Hookum?’ he asked, ‘what orders has my lord for his slave?’

‘See that there is a good curry this evening; and if thou canst get méthee, put it in;—dost thou
hear?’

‘My lord and the Meer Sahib shall say they have never eaten such,’ said the functionary joyfully!
‘Inshalla! it will be one fit for the Huzoor himself.’

He fell back. ‘I thought,” he said, ‘how it would be,—venison and méthee; yes, I had thought as
much: my lord has a good taste.” And the idea of méthee and venison comforted him for the rest of
the day’s journey.

And now the party rode on merrily, though not fast. The Khan became more and more pleased
with his new friend every hour that they rode together. Kasim’s stores of learning were not
extensive; but so far as he possessed knowledge of books he unfolded it to the Khan. He recited
pieces of Hafiz,—passages from the Shah Namah, of which he had read selections. He repeated
tales from the Ikhlak-i-Hindee, from the Bostan, and ghuzuls!'® from the earlier Oordoo poets; until
the Khan, who had never thought of these accomplishments himself, and who knew none who
possessed them, was fairly astonished.

18. Songs.

But after a few hours’ ride they were near the village they were to rest at. ‘If thou knowest any
one in it,” said the Khan, ‘we shall be able to get a good place for the night.’

‘I knew the Patél well, Khan Sahib; he was my father’s friend. I will gallop on, and secure such a
place as may be fitting for you and the Khanum to rest in.’

When they arrived, they found the Patél with Kasim Ali ready to receive them at the door of a neat
but small mosque which was in the village. A few tent walls were placed across the open part, to
screen them from the weather and the public gaze,—then carpets spread; and soon some were
resting themselves, while others wandered into the bazaars or were employed in various offices for
the Khan. Particularly the cook, who, after sending for a village butcher to skin and cut up the deer,
selected some prime parts of the meat, which he proceeded to dress after the following fashion, and
which we cordially recommend to all uninitiated.

The meat was cut into small pieces, and each piece covered with the ingredients for seasoning the
dish, which had been ground with water to the consistence of paste. Then some butter and onions
were put into a pan, and the onions fried till they were brown. Into this was placed the meat, some
salt, and sour curds or butter-milk: then it was suffered to simmer gently, while Zoolfoo every now
and then stirred it with great assiduity. When it was partly done, the vegetables were added; and in
a short time most savoury steams succeeded, saluting the hungry noses of a few lean and half-
starved village dogs; these, attracted by the savour, prowled about with watering chops in the
vicinity of the fireplace, much cursed by the cook, and frequently pelted with stones as they
ventured a little nearer. Many kites were wheeling and screaming overhead, and a good many
crows sat upon the nearest stones,—upon the wall and other slight elevations,—apparently, by their
constant chattering and croakings, speculating upon their probable share.
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‘May your mothers and sisters be destroyed!’ cried the cook, at length fairly perplexed between
the dogs, the kites, and the crows, each of which watched the slightest inattention in order to
attempt to carry off anything they could see: ‘may they be destroyed and dishonoured! Ya Alla!’ he
continued in exclamation, as he saw a dog coolly seize hold of and run away with part of the leg of
the deer, “Ya Alla! that is Jumal Khan’s portion;—drop it, you base-born!—drop it, you son of a vile
mother!” and he flung a stone after the delinquent, which had happily effect on his hinder portion,
and made him limp off on three legs, howling, and without his booty. ‘Ha! I hit you, did I? that will
teach you to steal!” and he picked up the meat.

‘But, holy Prophet, I am ruined!” he again exclaimed. And indeed it was provoking enough to see
several kites in succession making stoops at the little board upon which he had been cutting up the
meat for the kabob; at every stoop carrying off large pieces, which, holding in their talons, they
fairly ate as they sailed over him, screaming apparently in exultation.

‘Holy Prophet! that I should have eaten such dirt at the hands of these animals. Ho! Meer Sahib!”’
he continued to Kasim who approached, ‘wilt thou keep watch here while I cook the dinner? for if
thou dost not there will be none left; one brute had carried off this leg which I have just rescued,
and while I was about that, the kites ate up the kabob.’

The Syud could not help laughing at the worthy functionary’s distress.

‘Well, as there is no one near, Zoolfoo, I will sit here;’ and he seated himself upon a log of wood
not far from him. ‘Now we will see if any of these sons of unchaste mothers will come near thee:
thou deservest this for what thou art doing for us there, which smelleth well.’

‘It is a dish for a prince, Meer Sahib,’ said the cook, giving the contents of the pot an affectionate
stir. ‘I say it is a dish for the Huzoor, and such an one as I have often cooked for his zenana.’

‘Then thou wast in the kitchen of Nizam Ali?’

‘Even so, Meer Sahib; there is plenty to eat, but little pay; so I left the Huzoor to follow the
fortunes of the Khan,—may his prosperity increase!’

‘Ay, he is a noble fellow, Zoolfoo, and a generous one;—see what he hath done for me already.’

‘Thou didst enough for him,” said the cook drily. ‘Knowest thou that the Khanum is a bride, and
that she is only fourteen or fifteen, and as beautiful as the moon at the full?’

‘Is she?’ said Kasim carelessly.

‘Is she!” retorted the cook; ‘I saw her three months ago, for she was a neighbour of mine. I have
known her for years, but that she does not know.’

‘Indeed! that is very extraordinary,” said Kasim absently.

‘Not at all,” replied the cook; ‘my sister was servant in their house for some years,—nay, is there
still. She told me all about this marriage; it was very splendid.’

‘Indeed!” Kasim again.

‘Ay, truly; and the maiden was very loth to be married to one so old. But she was of age to be
married, and her parents did not like to refuse when such a man as Abdool Rhyman offered for her
—Khan they call him, but he was only the son of a soldier of the Huzoor’s—quite a poor man. They
said—indeed Nasur told me—that he has two other wives at Seringapatam, but he has no child.’

‘That is very odd,” said Kasim.

‘Very,” returned the cook. But their conversation was suddenly interrupted by one of the men,
who approached, and relieved Kasim of his watch.



CHAPTER VL

They rested in the town of Bellary the next day; and as there was an alarm of parties of Mahratta
horse being abroad, though they could hear of no one having suffered from them, the Khan on
account of the baggage he had with him, determined on travelling the eastern road by Nundidroog;
from thence he could reach the city, either by Bangalore, or the western road, as best suited him.
But no enemy appeared, though several alarms were given by the people.

At one place, however, after some days’ travel, they heard that a party of horse had passed the
day before; and at the stage after, they kept a watch all night,—with some need in fact, for a
marauding party of great strength were undoubtedly in their vicinity, as was plainly to be seen by
the conflagration of a small village at some coss distant, which could easily be distinguished from
the town wherein they rested for the night.

‘This looks like danger,” said the Khan, as from the tower in the middle of the village he and
Kasim looked forth over the wide plain;—‘the rascals yonder are at their old work. Strange that
there are none of our horse hereabouts to check them, and indeed I marvel that the rogues dare
venture so far into Tippoo’s country.’” ‘If it were day we could see their number,’ replied Kasim; ‘as
it is, we must take heart,—Inshalla! our destiny is not so bad as to cause us to eat dirt at the hands
of those thieves.’

‘If I were alone, Kasim, I tell thee I would now put myself at the head of ye all, and we would
reconnoitre that village; perhaps it may only have been a chance fire after all.’

But soon after, one or two persons mounted on ponies arrived, bringing the news that their
village had been attacked in the evening; and that, after the robbers had taken all they could, they
had set fire to several houses and gone off in a southerly direction—it was supposed towards
Gootee.

‘Our very road!” said the Khan; ‘but let us not fear: we had better travel on slowly, for it is
probable that they have hastened on, and long ere this are beyond the pass. In that case there is
but little fear of our overtaking them.’

‘T will stand by you and the Khanum to the death,’ said Kasim, ‘and that thou well knowest. They
said there were not more than fifty fellows, and I dare say their fears exaggerated them one-half at
least. But if I might suggest anything, I would bring to your consideration the propriety of hiring a
few young fellows from this village; they will be able to protect the baggage, and at least assist us
should there be any danger.’

‘A good thought, Kasim; see thou to it when the dawn breaks—nay now, if thou canst find any. I
will remain here and watch.’

Kasim descended the tower, and at the foot found some of the very men he wanted; they were
half-naked figures, sitting around the fire they had kindled; their heavy matchlocks leaned against
the wall, and their waists were girded round with powder-horns, small pouches filled with balls, and
other matters necessary for their use. There were two or three armed with swords and shields, and
the whole group had a wild and picturesque appearance, as the fire, upon which they had thrown
some straw at the young man’s approach, blazed up, illuminating the foot of the tower and the
house near it, and causing the shadows of the men to dance about in distorted figures. Two or three
were sitting upon their hams, between whom a coarse hooka went its round, and was every now
and then replenished; whilst the rest stood warming themselves over the blaze, or lounged about at
no great distance.

‘Salaam Aliekoom!” said Kasim, as he approached them; ‘say which among you is the chief?’

‘Aliekoom salaam!’ returned one, advancing. ‘I am the Naik of these worthy men. Say what you
want; command us—we are your servants. What see ye from the tower?’

‘Nothing but the blazing village,” said Kasim.

‘The fellows have not left a roof-tree standing, they say,” rejoined the Naik; ‘but the place was not
defended, for the young men were all absent; and it is supposed the Mahrattas had news of this
before they attacked it—they are arrant cowards.’

“You have found them so, then?’

‘We have; we have twice beaten them off during the last few days, and killed one or two of them.’

‘Mashalla! thou art a sharp fellow; what do they call thee?’

‘Nursingha is my name; I am the nephew of the Patél.’

‘Good! Then what sayest thou, Nursingha, to accompanying our party for a few days, until we are
well past the hills, or indeed to Balapoor; thou shalt have a rupee a-day and thy food, and six of thy
men half, if thou wilt.’

‘What say you, brothers?’ cried Nursingha to the rest; ‘what say you to the stranger’s offer? They
seem men of substance, and they are the Government servants—we can hardly refuse.’

‘What are we to do?’ asked one.

‘Fight, if there is necessity,’ said Kasim; ‘canst thou do that?’

‘There is not a better shot in the Carnatic that Lingoo yonder,’ said the Naik.

‘He may shoot well and not fight well,” returned Kasim.

‘I never feared Moosulman or Mahratta yet!” said Lingoo.

‘Crowed like a good cock!” cried Kasim; ‘but thou art on thine own dunghill.’

‘I have fought with Hyder Ali many a time; and he who has done that may call himself a soldier,’
retorted Lingoo.

‘Well, so much the better; but say, what will ye do? here are ten or twelve; half that number is
enough to protect the village, especially as the Mahrattas are gone on; will ye come?’

‘Pay us half our due here first,” said the man, ‘and we are ready—six of us. Have I said well,
brethren?’

‘Ay, that is it,” cried several. ‘How know we that the gentlemen would not take us on, and send us
back empty-handed, as the last did?’



‘By Alla, that was shameful!’ cried Kasim; ‘fear not, ye shall have half your money.’

‘Kasim, O Kasim Ali!” cried a voice from the top of the tower, interrupting him,—it was the Khan's,
and he spoke hurriedly,—‘Kasim, come up quickly!’

‘Holy Prophet, what can it be?’ said Kasim, turning to the tower, followed by several of the men.
They were soon at the summit.

‘What see you yonder?’ asked the Khan, pointing to a light which was apparently not very far off.

‘It is only a watchfire in the fields of the next village,” said the Naik. But as he spoke there broke
forth a blaze of brilliant light, which at once shot up to the heavens, illuminating a few clouds that
were floating gently along, apparently near the earth.

‘That is no watchfire,” cried Kasim, as it increased in volume every moment; ‘it is either a house
which has accidentally caught fire, or the Mahrattas are there. Watch, all of ye; if there are
horsemen, the light will soon show them.’

‘There again!” exclaimed several at once, as a bright flame burst out from another corner of the
village, and was followed by others, in various directions. ‘It must be the Mahrattas and yet none
are seen!’

‘They are among the houses,’ said the Khan; ‘they will not come out till they are obliged.’

He was right; for while all were watching anxiously the progress of the flames, which they could
see spreading from house to house, there rushed forth in a tumultuous manner from the opposite
side a body of perhaps twenty horsemen, whose long spears, the points of which every instant
flashed through the gloom, proved them to be the Mahratta party.

‘Base sons of dogs!” cried the Khan; ‘cowards, and sons of impure mothers!—to attack defenceless
people in that way!—to burn their houses over their heads at night! Oh for a score of my own risala,
—ay, for as many more as we are now, and those rogues should pay dearly for this!’

‘Who will follow Kasim Ali?’ cried the young man. ‘By the soul of the Prophet, we are no thieves,
and our hearts are strong. I say one of us is a match for two of those cowards: who will follow me?’

‘I'—"and II"’—‘and I!" cried several; and turned to follow the young man, who had his foot on the
steps ready to descend.

‘Stop, I command you!’ cried the Khan; ‘this is no time to risk anything: look yonder,—you thought
there were but twenty; if there is one, there are more than fifty.’

They looked again, and beheld a fearful sight. The now blazing village was upon a gentle slope,
hardly a mile from them; the light caused the gloom of night to appear absolute darkness. In the
midst of this there was one glowing spot, upon which every eye rested in intense anxiety. Around
the ill-fated village was an open space, upon which bright ground were the dark figures of the
Mahratta horsemen in constant motion; while the black forms of persons on foot—evidently the
miserable inhabitants, in vain striving to escape—became, as they severally appeared, objects of
fearful interest. Now many would rush from among the houses, pursued by the horsemen; several
would disappear in the gloom, and they supposed had escaped; whilst others but too plainly fell,
either by the spear-thrusts or under the sword-cuts of the horsemen. They could even see the flash
of the sword when the weapon descended; and sometimes a faint shriek, which was heard at an
interval of time after a thrust or blow had been seen, plainly proved that it had been successful.

‘By Alla, this is hard to bear!” exclaimed Kasim; ‘to see those poor creatures butchered in cold
blood, and yet have no means of striking a blow in their defence!’

‘It would be impossible for us to do any good,’ said the Khan; ‘suppose they were to come on here
after they had finished yonder. I see nothing to prevent them.’

‘Inshalla! Khan, they will come; but what thinkest thou, Nursingha?’

‘They owe us a grudge, and may make the attempt. Nay, it is more than probable, for they are
stronger than ever, and they cannot reckon on your being here.’

‘We had as well be fully prepared,’ said the Khan; ‘have ye any jinjalls?’'[19!

19. Heavy wall-pieces on swivels.

‘The Patél has two,’ said the man.

‘Run then and bring them here,—also what powder ye can find; bring the Patél himself too, and
alarm the village. Kasim,” he continued, ‘wait thou here; there is an apartment in the tower,—
thither I will bring the Khanum, and what valuables we have with us. I do not fear danger, but we
had better be prepared.’

In a short time the Khan returned, conducting his wife; she was veiled from head to foot, and
Kasim heard them distinctly speaking as they were coming up the stairs.

‘Not there, not there!” said the lady; ‘alone, and in that dark place, I should give way to fears; let
me ascend, I pray thee,—I am a soldier’s daughter, and can bear to look on what men and soldiers
can do.’

‘No, no, my life, my soul!” returned the Khan, ‘it is not fit for thee; if they should fire upon us,
there will be danger; besides there are many men,—thou wouldst not like it; remember too I am
near thee, and once the village is alarmed thou wilt have many companions.’

‘I am not afraid,’ she said; ‘I had rather be with men than women at such a time.’

‘Well, well, Ameena, rest thou here now at all events; should there be need thou canst join us
hereafter.’

The Khan a moment afterwards was on the top of the tower.

‘Seest thou aught more, Kasim?’ he asked.

‘Nothing,—the village continues to burn, and the men are there; but either the people have
escaped, or they are dead, for none come out now.’

‘Sound the alarm!” cried the Khan to some men below, who, bearing a large tambourine drum and
a brass horn, had assembled ready for the signal. ‘If the horsemen hear it, it will tell them we are on
the alert.’


https://www.gutenberg.org/cache/epub/51665/pg51665-images.html#f19
https://www.gutenberg.org/cache/epub/51665/pg51665-images.html#r19

The deep tone of the drum and the shrill and wild quivering notes of the horn soon aroused the
villagers from their sleep, and numbers were seen flying to the tower for refuge, believing the
Mahrattas were truly upon the skirts of the village. The Patél was among the rest, accompanied by
his family. He was soon upon the tower, and was roughly saluted by the Khan.

‘Thou art a worthy man for a Patél!’ cried he; ‘but for me, thy village might have shared the fate
of that one yonder. Look, base-born! shouldest thou like to see it burning as that is? Why wert thou
not here to watch, O unfortunate?’

‘I—I did not know—' stammered the Patél.

‘Not know! well at any rate thou knowest now; but as thou art here, do something for thyself, in
Alla’s name. Where is thy gun, thy sword?’

‘I can only use a gun, noble sir; and that perhaps to some purpose. Run, Paproo,” he said to a man
near him; ‘bring my gun hither. Now we are awake, the Khan shall see, if there is occasion, that we
can fight as well as sleep.’

“ had as well go down,’ said Kasim, ‘and prepare the men below: the women and children can get
into the tower; those whom it will not contain must remain at the foot in these houses. It will be
hard if any harm reaches them there.’

In a short time all was arranged: the women and children, whose cries had been distracting, were
in places of safety, and as quiet as the neighbourhood of the Mahratta horse, the sudden alarm, and
the natural discordance of their own language (the Canarese) would allow them; and on the summit
of the tower about twenty men, for whom there was ample room, were posted, all well armed with
matchlocks. The two jinjalls were loaded, a good many men were stationed around the foot of the
tower, and all were ready to give whatever should come a very warm reception.

The fire of the village burned lower and lower, and at last became only a dull red glow, with
occasionally a burst of sparks. While they speculated upon the route of the horsemen, who had
disappeared, a few of the wretched inhabitants of the village which had been destroyed came
running to the foot of the tower.

‘Defend yourselves! defend yourselves!” they cried with loud voices; ‘the Mahrattas are upon you
—they will be here immediately!’

‘Admit one of them,’ said the Khan; ‘let us question him.’

The man said he had passed the horsemen, who were trying to get across a small rivulet, the bed
of which was deep mud; they had not been able to find the ford, and were searching for it; but they
knew of the village, were elated with success, and determined to attack it.

‘They shall have something for their trouble then,” said the Khan; ‘they know not that Abdool
Rhyman Khan is here, and they will buy a lesson: let them come, in the name of the Most Merciful!”

‘Away, some of ye!’ cried the Patél to those below; ‘watch at the outskirts! and, hark ye, they will
come by the north side,—there is an old house there, close to the gate,—when they are near, fire
the thatch; as it burns, we shall be able to see and mark them.’

‘I thank thee for that,” said Kasim; ‘now let all be as silent as possible. Listen for every sound,—we
shall hear their horses’ feet.’

There was not a word spoken. Even the women were still, and the children; now and then only the
wail of an infant would be heard from below. All looked with straining eyes towards the north side,
and the best marksmen were placed there under the direction of Kasim.

“Thou art pretty sure of one,” said the Khan to him; ‘I wish I could shoot as well as thou.’

‘A steady hand and aim, Khan Sahib;—do not hurry; if not the man, at least thou canst hit the
horse. Inshalla! we shall have some sport.’

‘I had better take one of the jinjalls; the Feringhees (may they be accursed!) have sorely plagued
us often by firing a cannon full of balls at us; so give me a few, I pray. I will ram them down into the
piece, and it will be less liable to miss than a single bullet.’

‘Mashalla! a wise thought,” said Kasim, handing him some balls; and a scattered fire of praises
ran from mouth to mouth at the Khan’s ingenuity: ‘we shall now see whether we are to eat dirt or
not.’

They were now all silent for awhile.

‘Hark!” said Kasim at length; ‘what is that?’

They all listened more attentively; the village dogs—first one, then all—barked and howled
fearfully.

‘They come!’ cried the Khan; ‘T have been too long with bodies of horse not to know the tramp.’

‘Now every man look to his aim!” cried Kasim cheerfully; ‘half of ye only fire. And you below, fire
if you see them.’

Almost as he spoke, they saw the light; at first they were uncertain whether the spies had fired
the old house or not—it burned so gently; but by degrees the flame crept along the outside and
round the edges; then it disappeared under the thatch, and again blazed up a little. The noise
increased, though they could see no one in the gloom, but they could hear very distinctly.

‘If one of those owls would but pull away a little of the old roof, it would blaze up,’ said the Patél.
‘By Crishna, look! they have even guessed my thoughts. Look, noble Khan!’

They saw one of the scouts advance from under the cover of some of the houses, and pull violently
at one of the projecting rude rafters; and instantly the flame appear beneath.

‘Another pull, good fellow, and thou hast earned five rupees!’ cried the Khan in an ecstasy, as he
held the butt of the wall-piece; ‘another pull, and we shall have a blaze like day.’

It seemed as if the fellow had heard the Khan’s exclamation, for he tugged in very desperation;
they heard the roof crack; at last it fell in; and the sudden blaze, illuminating all around vividly, fell
on the wild yet picturesque group which was rapidly advancing over the open space before the
village.



CHAPTER VIIL

The Mahratta horsemen did not perceive the snare which had been laid for them: they concluded
that the fire was accidental (and opportune, since it showed them the way to their plunder), and on
they came at a fast gallop,—fifty perhaps: wild figures they would have been deemed at any time,—
how much more so when, brandishing their long spears, and with loud shouts, they dashed forward!
The light shone broad on their muffled faces and on the gay red housings of their saddles, and
glanced from their spear-points and other weapons.

‘Hurree Bol!’ cried the leader to his men, turning round on his saddle, waving his sword, which all
could see was dim with blood.

‘Hurree! Hurree Bol!’ arose the cry from fifty hoarse voices, which mingled with the quick
trampling of the horses.

‘Now!” cried the Khan.

‘Wait one instant, for the sake of Alla!—let them come up,’ exclaimed Kasim.

They were close to the burning hut, when Kasim, whose matchlock had been steadily aimed,
resting upon the parapet, fired. The leader reeled back in his saddle, waved his sword wildly in the
air, and fell.

‘Bismilla-ir-ruhman-ir—!” shouted the Khan; the rest of the invocation being lost in the loud report
of the cannon. With it were the flashes and reports of a dozen other matchlocks; and as the smoke
cleared away, they could plainly see four of the men on the ground struggling, and two or three
others apparently badly hit supporting themselves in their saddles.

‘Give me another gun, another gun!’ cried Kasim; ‘there is no time to load. Another gun, I say!
Will no one hand me one?’ he continued, vainly endeavouring to load his own quickly.

‘Do you not hear?’ exclaimed a female voice near him; and as he turned to look, he saw a figure
snatch one from a villager, and hand it to him: as she did so, her veil dropped—it was Ameena!

‘Come on, ye base born!” cried the Khan, who was pointing the remaining jinjall at the group,
which, staggered by their loss, had halted for a moment. ‘Come on, ye sons of dogs,—come on ye
kafirs and idol-worshippers,—come and taste of death from the hands of true believers! Ha! do ye
hesitate? then ye shall have it again, by Alla!l’ and he fired. ‘Look you, Meer Sahib,” he cried in
exultation; ‘two are down—another! by the Prophet, well shot!’

‘Here is another gun, Meer Sahib,” said the same sweet voice; and the lady handed him one.

‘What, thou here, my pearl! Shabash! thou shouldst have shot too if thou couldst hit. So, thou
wouldst not remain below; no wonder, with those screaming women: and thou art welcome here
too, if thou darest to look on, and see those murdering villains go down like sparrows. Another, by
Alla! See, the dog fairly rolls over and over! Why do ye not come, O valiant eaters of dirt? By your
souls, come on,—we have more for ye!’

‘They have had enough, I think, Khan,’ said Kasim; ‘they are drawing off.’

And they were indeed. The plundering band, unprovided with matchlocks, could make little
impression on a village so well defended, and hastily turned about their horses; those who had
remained below were informed of this by the Patél, who had descended; and, led by him, quickly
advanced to the edge of the village, from whence they could fire without exposing themselves.

‘Who will strike a blow with Kasim Patél?’ cried the youth, who was not now to be controlled.
‘Come, who will?—there are the horses saddled below.’

In vain was it that the Khan held him for an instant, and he heard the voice of gentle entreaty
from the lady: he hurried down the steps, followed by several of the Khan’s men, and throwing
themselves on their horses they dashed after the fugitives.

They soon cleared the village, and what followed was intensely watched by the Khan and Ameena.

‘Holy Alla, protect the youth!’ ejaculated the lady.

‘Ameen!’ cried the Khan; ‘look! he is upon them now, and Dilawur-Ali, Moedeen, and Fazel after
him. See—one goes down beneath that cut!” for they saw the sword of Kasim flash in the light. ‘He
is by another; the fellow cuts at him. Well parried, by the Prophet! now give it him! A curse on the
darkness,” he continued after a pause, as, shading his eyes with his hand, he endeavoured to pierce
the thick gloom. ‘Canst thou see, Ameena?’

‘No, my lord. I lost him as you did—Alla be his shield!’

“To be sure he is: what could those cowards do against such an arm and such a heart? I tell thee,
girl, we had eaten dirt but for him.’

Ameena sighed; she remembered the excited cries of the young man and his flashing eyes, as she
handed him the gun. ‘He is a brave youth,’ she said.

A few scattered shots here and there, which were further and further removed every moment,
showed that the marauders were retreating, and soon the men began to return one by one; in a few
minutes they saw Kasim Ali and his companions approaching quietly, which assured them there was
no more danger, and that the party had retired beyond the limits of safe pursuit.

‘Come down and meet them, fairest,” said the Khan; ‘they who have fought so well for us deserve
a warm welcome.’

As Kasim and his companions rode up, they were greeted with hearty congratulations on their
success, and all crowded round him so thickly, that he had much ado to force his way to where the
Khan stood. But he reached him after some little elbowing and good-humoured remonstrance; and
just at that moment, a torch which had been lighted was raised above the heads of the crowd; it
disclosed his figure, apparently covered with blood.

‘Holy Alla, he is wounded!” exclaimed the lady; ‘he will bleed to death!” and she moved as though
she would have advanced.

‘Tut, tut, foolish one!’ cried the Khan, holding her back; ‘it ought to be gladness to thee to see the
blood of thine enemies and mine. Thou art not hurt, Kasim?’

‘A trifle, I believe, Khan—a slight wound on my chest from one of the rascals, which hath bled



somewhat and stained my clothes; but he paid dearly for the blood he drew.’

‘T'll warrant he did; and as for thy wound, we must see to it. I have some skill in such matters, and
perhaps the Khanum will be able to find an old sheet or something to tie it up. So sit down here;
and do thou, Ameena, search for some rags. Well, so thou canst give an account of some of them,
Kasim?’

‘Of two, Khan Sahib; one fellow I cut down as we started—he is living, I think—the other fought
better.’

‘And is dead for his pains; well, I do not begrudge thee this cut, it will do thee no harm. See, here
is the Khanum with the rags—never mind her, this is no time for ceremony with such as thou. Ho!
Daood, Zoolficar, some water here! and do you, Kasim, take off that vest, we shall soon see what
has happened. A trifle, a trifle, after all. Alla be praised!” he continued, when the garment was
removed, and the broad and muscular chest of the young man exposed to view; ‘a few days will heal
it up.’

But Ameena thought otherwise; she had heard of wounds, but this was the first she had seen; and
a gash which, though not deep, extended half across the chest of the young man, was in her eyes a
more serious matter than her lord appeared to think. She felt very faint and sick as she looked upon
it, but rallied on perceiving that Kasim considered it a trifle, as indeed it was, and readily assisted
to bind it up.

She was very near him, and it was exquisite pleasure to feel her gentle touch upon his shoulder,
as she assisted to hold the bandages which the Khan passed round his chest; he fancied too that
once her glance met his, and he could not help trying to catch it again: he succeeded at last,
through the veil. Her lustrous dark eyes flashed very brightly; he could not see their expression, but
it was certain to him that they had sought his own, and met them.

‘We want still another handkerchief, or something, to tie over all,” said the Khan when he had
finished; ‘hast thou one, Ameena?’

‘T have—here it is,” she replied; ungirding one from around her waist. “The Meer Sahib is welcome
to it.’

‘I owe a thousand obligations,’ returned Kasim; ‘if I were your brother you could not have done
more for me: how unworthy am I to receive such attention—I who am but your servant!”

‘Do not say so,’ cried both at once; ‘thou art far more than this to us.’

‘Ah!” thought Kasim, ‘I am but a moth playing around a lamp, tempted by bright and dazzling
light, and hardly as yet warned. I am a fool to think on her; but can I ever forget her face as she
stood yonder and cheered me by her presence?—the second time I have seen it, but perhaps not the
last.” The Khan roused him from his reverie.

‘Lie down,’ he said; ‘there will be the less flow of blood.’

Kasim obeyed readily; for the same fair hands that had helped to bind his wound had also spread
a soft mattress for him, and placed a pillow for his head. Perhaps the loss of blood had affected him
a little, for in a few moments he felt drowsy and gradually fell asleep; and Ameena sate watching
him at a little distance, for the Khan had gone to see what had been done with the bodies of those
who had fallen.

But, as is often the case after violent excitement, his sleep, though at first heavy and profound,
did not long continue thus. Perhaps too the wound pained him, for he was restless, and moved
impatiently from side to side.

The Khan was long absent, and Ameena still kept her watch; she might have withdrawn, yet there
was something so exciting and novel to her in her position—it was a source of such quiet delight to
her to watch the features of him who had saved her life, and now had been wounded in her defence,
—and she was so thickly veiled that he could not see her even were he awake—that she remained.

Rapidly her mind brought before her the events of the last few days. Her own young life in the
world had hardly begun, and yet more dangers had been present to her than she had ever pictured
to herself, rife as her imagination had been upon the subject when she left her home. She had been
already rescued from death, now perhaps from violence; and he who had been the sole instrument
of her protection in the one case, and who had fought under her own eyes in the second, lay before
her. She had hardly heard him speak, yet she thought she could remember every word he had
spoken; and then came vividly to her remembrance the glance, the earnest hurried glance, which
told her would have dwelt longer had it dared. And as she remembered this, her heart fluttered
under sensations very new and almost painful to her; she could not define them,—but involuntarily
she drew nearer to the sleeping youth and watched the more.

She saw his brow contracted as if with pain; and, as he every now and then stirred and the light
fell on his features, she could observe his lips move as though he spoke, but she could not catch a
word. For a few minutes it was thus, but at last he spoke interruptedly; it was of war, of the fight he
had lately been engaged in; and she could distinguish a few words, defiance to the marauders,
encouragement to the men around. Then there was another pause, and he slept peacefully, even as
a child. ‘May he rest safely, O Alla!’ she said.

But again he dreamed; sounds escaped him,—low mutterings which were undistinguishable; she
bent her ear even closer;—she could not hear aught for awhile that she understood, but at length
there was one word which made her very soul bound within her, and caused in the moment a
feeling of choking and oppression in her throat almost unbearable,—‘Ameena!’ it was repeated
twice distinctly, yet very softly.

‘Holy Alla! he knows my name!’ she said mentally; ‘he thinks of me—I am present to his sleeping
fancies amidst war and turmoil which still pursue him. How could he have heard my name?’

But the voice of the Khan was heard at some little distance, and interrupted her chain of
questions. ‘He must not find me here,’” she thought, rising hastily, and gently stealing from the spot
into the place which had been screened off for her occupation. Indeed for the last few moments
hidden thoughts had suddenly sprung forth, and she could hardly await unconcernedly, beside the
sleeping youth, him who now sought her.



The Khan passed Kasim. ‘He sleeps well,” he said to Daood, who was with him; ‘hath any one
watched by him?’

‘No one, Khodawund: the men were all with my lord.’

‘That was ill; one of ye should have remained; where is that idle cook? he hath no need of rest; let
him sit up here, if he can keep his eyes open; and do ye all take what sleep ye can, for we shall
start, Inshalla! ere noon to-morrow.’

‘You are to remain with Kasim Sahib,” said Daood to the cook, rousing him, ‘and not to stir till
morning breaks, or he awakes—dost thou hear?’

‘I do, good Daood; but methinks thou mightest sit with me too, seeing that it is near morning. By
thy beard, I do not like being alone.’

‘O coward! thou art not alone; see, thou hast the hero of the night lying beside thee—one who has
slain some men since he last ate; whereas thou hast not even slain a fowl. I tell thee there is no
danger: yonder is my bedding—I shall not be far off if thou wantest me.’

Soon all was silent around, even the village dogs had ceased to bark; the clamour of women and
of crying frightened children had subsided; and, except the watchfires in several parts, which threw
up their strong red glare against the sky, around which most of the villagers were assembled in
groups, nothing indicated that any conflict or alarm had taken place. Scattered about, the Khan’'s
attendants and servants lay wrapped in their sheets in deep sleep. The horses even, apparently
secure of rest, had lain down, and all was still, except one of the horses which had been captured,
which every now and then sent up a shrill neigh that sounded far and near in the stillness of the
night. But above, on the tower, the Patél and several of his best men still kept watch.

Kasim slept still restlessly, and often sighed and muttered in his sleep. ‘His thoughts are with the
battle,” thought Zoolficar; ‘they say it was a brave sight to see the Mahrattas go down one by one
before his aim: he shot them as he would deer in the jungle—may their mothers be polluted! Alla!
Alla! guide us safely now; this is the third alarm we have had in this accursed country—but hark!
What was that he said?—Ameena! again Ameena!—the Khanum—why should he dream of her? Poor
youth, he would have been a fitter mate for her than that man of camps and battles. But it may not
be of her he dreams—perhaps he has some one he loves of the same name. Ay, it is very likely; so
dream on, Meer Sahib, may thy slumbers be lighter!”

But they were not; after little more than an hour’s restless slumber, he awoke, and found the
worthy functionary by his side.

‘How! thou here, Zoolfoo! art thou not sleepy?’

‘It was my lord’s order that I should watch you, noble sir, and I only obey it. Methinks you have
rested but indifferently, for your sleep has been disturbed, and you have been speaking.’

‘Ah well, I have but few secrets,’” he said gaily, ‘so I fear not for the words; and in truth this cut is
rather painful, and too tightly bandaged. See if thou canst find a barber, Zoolfoo; I will have these
straps undone.’

‘If my lord will trust me,’ replied Zoolfoo, ‘I will ease his pain. Ere I was a cook I was a barber;
and Hyderabad is not an indifferent place to learn how to dress wounds. Mashalla! our young men
are rare hands at street brawls.’

‘Well, do thy best—at this hour it will be hard to find any one.’

Zoolfoo was as good as his word. In a short time the bandages were arranged more easily, as the
bleeding had stopped in a great measure, and Kasim found himself refreshed by the change. A
hooka too was not to be despised, and this Zoolfoo soon brought from among his stores.

Gradually Kasim lead him to talk of his city, of his home, of his family; he earnestly wished to
know more particulars of the Khanum, of her early life, and her ill-assorted marriage. Zoolfoo
mentioned his sister.

‘Ay, her who thou saidst was servant in the Khanum's family.’

‘The same: she was the Khanum'’s nurse for awhile, and she is very fond of her.’

‘Why did she not bring her then?’

‘She wished to come, but the Khan said she would be a trouble on the road, and he left her
behind; but—’

‘Perhaps the Khanum did not wish it?’

‘Not wish it? Sir, she was grieved to part with her, for she had tended her from her birth, and
loved her as her own daughter.’

‘Then you have often heard of her?’

‘I have, a thousand times. My sister was her own attendant, and never quitted her till the hour of
her departure.’

‘Know you then how she came to marry the Khan? You said once before that he was of no family.’

‘T will tell you,’ said the cook. ‘Her father is a Munsubdar,?% of Nizam Ali’s court nominally he has
good pay, and one or two villages to support his rank; but he was expensive in his youth, for he was
a gay man, and perhaps not over scrupulous. Gradually the difficulties of the Government caused all
the salaries of the officers to fall into arrears. Then came with that a train of distresses; the
elephant was sold, some jewels pledged,—then some horses went, and their servants were
discharged. There were heavy mortgages made upon the villages, and other difficulties occurred;
the interest accumulated, and the creditors grew very clamorous; some more jewels were sold, and
they were quieted for awhile; but lately they were in distress, I heard,—indeed my sister told me
her pay and that of other servants had been reduced, and that the family denied themselves many
luxuries to which they had been accustomed. This daughter, Ameena, was marriageable, and her
great beauty was known; they had many offers for her, but they looked high; they thought the
Huzoor!?!! himself might ask for her, and that the fortunes of the house might rise; and while this
was going on, the Khan Sahib, who had his emissaries abroad to look out for a beautiful wife, heard
of her. He offered himself immediately; his low birth was not thought of, for he had great wealth
and bestowed it liberally, and finally the marriage took place with much pomp. The poor child was
dazzled; and you see her here, Meer Sahib, exposed to all the vicissitudes of travelling in unsettled
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times,—one day drowned,—another, attacked by those villainous Mahrattas,—whom your worship
has freed us of,—when, rose as she is, she never ought to have left the zenankhana of a youthful
and valiant lord.’

20. A nobleman who holds an office in a native court.

21. Prince.

Kasim sighed involuntarily. ‘It was a base thing,’ he said, ‘to sell one so fair and young.’

‘It was, Meer Sahib,—you have rightly called it a sale; for the Khan had to pay off a heavy
mortgage upon two of the villages, which has restored the family to affluence: however the thing is
done now, and there is no helping it. I pity the poor Khanum, however, for she has to face two old
wives, who will not thank the Khan for bringing one so young and beautiful to his house.’

“You should keep a watch over her yourself, Zoolfoo.’

‘I will, so may Alla give me power!” he said earnestly; ‘she does not know me as yet, but I will
soon contrive to let her know, and thus I may be able to serve her at a pinch.’

‘And, remember, I am ever ready to aid you,” said the young man; ‘I have saved her life once, and,
by the blessing of Alla, no harm shall come to so fair a creature while I have power to help her.’

Just then the morning, which had been long in breaking, showed pretty plainly; and Kasim arose,
and performing his ablutions, cried with a loud voice the Azan, or call to prayers. This too aroused
the Khan, and joined by several others, they repeated, as indeed was their wont, their prayers
together.

‘I am as stout as ever, Khan Sahib, I thank you,” answered Kasim in reply to the many inquiries of
the former; ‘the wound pained me a trifle, and your good Zoolficar, who is very expert, loosened the
bandages for me; since then it has been quite easy. But how say you—march or halt, which shall it
be?’

‘Let us take counsel of the Patél, he seems a decent fellow,” returned the Khan, ‘and abide by his
advice,—he knows the country.’

He was summoned, and the result of the consultation was advice to them to depart immediately.
‘I am disinterested, noble sirs,” he said; ‘for if otherwise, my own fears would prompt me to make
you stay by me; but after your conduct last night I put myself and my village out of consideration.’

‘And the men, Meer Sahib?’

‘T had half engaged them yesterday, when the alarm was given; how say you, Patél, can we have
them?’

‘Surely, surely! half of those I have shall accompany you; for I fear no further molestation.’

They were summoned, and at once expressed their readiness to go; after this, the preparations
were soon completed, a hasty meal of kichereel??! was cooked and eaten, and, girding up their loins
carefully—seeing that their arms were properly loaded—making every preparation for defence, if
necessary,—the party assembled to start.

22. Rice and pulse boiled together.

Nine of the Mahrattas had fallen in the attack; of these, two lived, desperately wounded; five
horses had been secured, two had been killed, and the remainder had been carried off by the
horsemen.

The horses the Khan appropriated to his own use, and generously gave what plunder was found
upon them and on the bodies to be divided among the sufferers of the village they had seen burned,
directing the Patél to account for the sum. He had in vain attempted to press it upon Kasim.

Now, therefore, our travellers are once more upon the wide plains, moving warily and close
together: altogether they are twelve good horsemen, and, with the six or seven villagers, armed
with long matchlocks, and the grooms mounted on the ponies which the servants had ridden,
present a very formidable appearance; while the dry gravelly road allows them to push forward at a
good pace without interruption.

The road from Bellary to the Mysore country appears flat, but in reality is not so; the land rises in
long and gentle undulations some thousand feet in the course of about one hundred miles,—that is,
from the town of Bellary to where it enters a rugged pass between some mountains, one side of
which is formed by the rough and stony back of the fort of Pencondah. As the traveller advances
from Bellary, he sees these undulations, each of many miles perhaps in length; and when arrived at
the top of one, expecting to descend, he finds another spread out before him, perhaps of equal
length, the summit of which he must reach in like manner. The difference this causes in the climate
is most remarkable; a few days’ travel produces an entire revolution; and from the steaming heat of
the Carnatic, at Bellary and above it, the traveller as he proceeds southward breathes a purer,
cooler, and more genial atmosphere.

The heat which had existed where we began our narrative, and which rendered travelling
irksome, had now given place to coolness, which even at near midday made them glad to wrap
shawls or other warm garments around them; and thus, while it invigorated man and beast, enabled
them to push on rapidly without fatigue.

They had travelled for two days without alarm, and were within an easy distance of the entrance
of the pass, when, on arriving at the top of one of the summits we have mentioned, they saw with
some alarm a body of horse before them, scattered, and apparently on the same track as
themselves.

‘It is the Mahrattas!’ cried the Khan.

‘True,’” said Kasim; ‘but I fear them not now—we are too strong; see, the rogues turn!’
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‘They do,’ said the Khan; ‘but never fear, let us spread out a little on each side; they think us some
small party, whom they can plunder with impunity.” The little manceuvre was done, and had an
instant effect. The Mahratta horsemen, who were coming down about a mile distant at the gallop,
suddenly halted, held a hurried consultation for awhile, and then struck off to the right, down a
road which lead to the westward, and, having gone a good distance, quite out of shot, again halted.

‘They are wary fellows,’ said Kasim, ‘and have profited by our former lesson; but as we pass them
we will fire a shot or two: that will teach them their distance, or I am mistaken.’

It was done, and had the desired effect; the horsemen moved further away, though they travelled
in a parallel line. Shots were, however, discharged from time to time; and the whole party,
including the lady, were amused at their consternation, as they scattered at every discharge.

Gradually, as they neared the pass, the Mahrattas dropped behind; and after they had entered the
rocky valley, the first turn shut them from their view altogether.

‘Now we are properly on our own ground,” said the Khan, ‘and soon we shall see one of the
frontier posts; there we shall be secure from all alarms, and from thence to the city there is no
fear.

As he said, after a short travel further, they approached a strong village, well garrisoned; and
here, after their many perils and escapes, they rested safely for three days ere they pursued their
journey; indeed Kasim’s wound needed rest.

The information the Khan gave was acted upon, and a party of horse scoured the country in every
direction, but without success; the marauders had made their escape, and were no more seen.



CHAPTER VIIL

Leaving for the present the Khan and his companions to pursue their way to Seringapatam, we
claim the usual privilege of writers to transport our readers where, and as suddenly, as we please,
and

“To take up our wings and be off to the west.’

To the perfect understanding of the events connected with this veritable history, therefore, we
feel ourselves obliged to retrograde a few years, and to leave the glowing climate of the East for a
while, to breathe in idea the colder yet more congenial air of England.

It was on the evening, then, of a wet and sleety day of December 1785, that a large and merry
family group sat around a cheerful fire in the comfortable drawing-room of the rectory of Alston, in
——shire. It consisted of the rector, his lady, and two sons, one of whom, Edward, had returned
from college for the vacation, and who was a youth of perhaps eighteen years of age; his brother
Charles was somewhat younger, of that awkward period of life, between school and college, which
is not often productive of much gratification to the possessor, and which all desire to see changed,
—fond mothers, perhaps, again to childhood,—fathers, to manhood,—and sisters, to anything more
agreeable and ornamental than the awkwardness and mauvaise honte peculiarly attendant upon
that epoch in life.

There were three girls, one between Edward and Charles, and another some years younger; a
third, as yet a child. Anywhere, any individual of the family would have been very remarkable for
good looks; but here, when all were assembled together, they were a sight round that cheerful
blazing fire which caused the eye of the mother to glisten with something like a tear of pleasure as
she looked around the circle, and the heart of the father to swell with proud satisfaction.

Mr. Compton, the rector, the second son of a baronet of the county, had early been destined to
the Church. In addition to a very handsome private fortune bequeathed to him by his father, the
rich living of Alston had been secured to him while he was at college, and he had succeeded to it as
soon as he was of age to be ordained. He had married early in life the sister of an old friend and
college chum, also a baronet of a neighbouring county, and the union had proved one of continued
happiness. With an ample fortune, gentle and refined tastes and pursuits,—an excellent musician, a
tolerable painter, a good classic, and with literary abilities above an ordinary standard,—MTr.
Compton had resources within himself which ensured him a placid and equable enjoyment of life. A
sincere and pious man, his ministry was a blessing to his numerous parishioners; and his society,
where so much intelligence and accomplishment prevailed, was eagerly sought for by all the
families of the county neighbourhood.

With no remarkable strength of character, Mrs. Compton was yet an admirable woman; she was
possessed of but few accomplishments, but then those were not the days when youth was crammed
with knowledge; she had, however, a fair share for a lady of that period. Perhaps her talent for
music had partly attracted the notice, and helped, with her amiable disposition and great personal
charms, to win the admiration, and eventually to secure the affections of her husband. In her career
as a mother she had been kind and loving, even beyond a mother’s usual fondness; and if at times
her excess of affection had overpowered the sense of her duty in checking the foibles of her
children, yet she had so gentle and admirable a monitor at her side, one whose advice and example
she esteemed the most precious blessings vouchsafed to her, that she had been enabled not only to
bring up her children in perfect obedience to her, and in strict moral and religious principles, but in
that complete harmony of intercourse among themselves, the result of judicious training and pure
example.

In truth so completely united a family, though perhaps not of rare occurrence, is not so often to
be seen as might be desirable to society; and the young Comptons were noted through the
neighbourhood for their extreme good-breeding, and for the devoted affection they bore one
another.

Happy indeed as we know the family to have been,—as it must needs have been from its
constitution,—it had suffered already one stroke of sorrow, which, mingling as it ever will in all the
affairs of life, and with those who apparently are farthest removed from its influence, had come in a
shape and at a time but little expected by any.

Their eldest son, Herbert, was a high-spirited yet fine-tempered youth. He was destined by his
father for the Church, in the offices of which he himself felt such satisfaction, that no employment
or pursuit in life, he thought, could equal the gratification afforded by them. Herbert, however, had
from the first shown an unconquerable repugnance to the sacred calling. It had been proposed to
him on his leaving school, preparatory to his entering on his college course; and though he had
gone through one or two terms at Oxford with credit, yet he continued to implore his father so
strongly not to persist in destining him to this profession that at last Mr. Compton yielded, and the
plan was abandoned.

Nor was Mrs. Compton surprised to hear a declaration made with much fear and hesitation, that a
military life of all others was that in which he felt assured he should succeed best, as it was most
consonant to his high spirit and daring character.

Much entreaty was used—kind, gentle, loving entreaty—by both his parents, especially his
mother, to whom it was an agonising thought that her first-born, her boy of whom she was so proud,
should embrace a profession which would expose him to other than the ordinary dangers of life. All
was however of no avail; and at the age of eighteen, or thereabouts, his father, whose family
influence was great, was enabled to purchase for him a commission in a regiment of the line.

There was at that time no immediate cause to suppose that the regiment would be called out on
active service; and as that to which he had been appointed was after a short time quartered in their
own neighbourhood, they had the gratification of seeing Herbert happy, fond of his corps and his



duties, beloved by his brother officers, and studying all the details of science connected with his
new profession; and indeed his noble appearance in his uniform, and his now gay cheerful
disposition—so different from what his deportment had been while in uncertainty about himself and
his future career—in a great degree reconciled his parents to the change in their plans for his life.

Promotion, if the means were at hand, was no difficult matter to obtain in those days; and Mr.
Compton, by the advice of a relative, a general officer who had assisted him in obtaining the
commission in the first instance, had purchased Herbert on as far as a company, and was waiting
for a favourable opportunity for exchanging him into a cavalry regiment. But while the negotiations
for purchase were proceeding, sudden orders arrived for the regiment to proceed on foreign
service,—to India in fact, where the increased possessions of the East India Company required
additional protection.

This news was a thunderbolt to the family, coming as it did so unexpectedly. It might have been
foreseen and thought of; but it had not, for Herbert was with them, and that was enough; and any
idea of his leaving them, if distantly contemplated, had never been allowed to dwell in their hearts.
It was in vain that Mrs. Compton besought Herbert, in the agony of her maternal affection, to
resign, to exchange, to ask for leave of absence, to carry into effect the negotiations which had
been pending.

The young man loved his mother with an intensity of affection, but he saw also to yield to its
dictates in this instance would be to forfeit his honour and the obligations of his duty. Mr. Compton
forbore to urge him at all; his fine feelings at once told him that the young man was right; and
though it was a sore trial to part with one so dear, to relinquish him to the chances of hard service
in so distant and then unknown a land, yet he did not murmur; and in many a secret prayer in his
closet, and daily in his family worship, commended him, as a father’s affection only can prompt
prayer for a child, to the protection of that merciful Providence which had as yet bestowed on him
and his unnumbered blessings.

But there was yet another on whom this unlooked-for blow fell even more heavily than on those
we had mentioned. Amy Hayward, the only daughter of a gentleman of fortune, whose estate joined
the fields and extensive lawns and grounds which formed the glebe of the rectory, had from the
earliest times she could remember been the companion and playmate of all the Comptons. Her two
brothers had shared the intimacy with her, and whenever the boys were at their respective homes,
there was a daily intercourse kept up between them,—daily meetings, rambles in Beechwood Park,
fishing in the brawling trout-stream which ran through it, nutting in its noble woods, and a
thousand other joyous amusements peculiar to a happy country childhood.

We say country childhood, for we feel that there is the widest difference between that and a
childhood spent in a town. With the former there is a store of remembrances of gentle pleasures, of
those natural delights which are so inseparable to boyhood or girlhood,—when the first gushes of
the deep-seated springs of feeling are expanded among the beauties of natural scenes, in
themselves peaceful, and speaking quiet to the heart, ever too prone to excitement when full vent is
given to joyous spirits;—where every occupation is fraught with delights, which, if the faintest
remembrance remains in after life, are treasured up as the purest perhaps of all the pleasurable
impressions the heart has ever known.

How different is the town boy! he is a man before his time; and in that one word how much
meaning is there! How much less innocence—how many cares! his amusements lack the ease of
hilarity and freedom; he sees the dull monotonous streets teeming with spectacles of vice or misery,
—the endless form of busy man ever before him, instead of bright skies, the green recesses of the
woods, the fresh balmy air, the thousand exquisite creations of nature, ever appealing to his best
sympathies. A city can teach him little that can remain to benefit his understanding, or invigorate
its keenest and most delicious enjoyment, a complete appreciation of nature in all her forms; but, on
the contrary, it may induce a callousness, which too often grows upon him in after life, and causes
those simple pleasures to be despised or unnoticed, in which, after all, perhaps, are contained the
germs of the purest enjoyment.

Amy was a few years younger than Herbert; beautiful as a child, that beauty had grown up with
her, and appeared to increase. But her features were not regular, nor could she properly be called
handsome; and yet if large, lustrous, loving eyes, a fair and bright complexion, and long and light
brown curling hair, with a small figure, in which roundness, activity, and extreme grace were
combined, can be called beauty, she possessed it eminently. Her face too, which was ever varying in
expression and lighted up with intelligence, was a fair index to her mind,—full of affection and keen
perception of beauty. If Herbert had not the latter quality so enthusiastically as she had, he at least
had sufficient with cultivation to make him a tolerable draughtsman; and Beechwood Park
contained so many natural charms, that, as they grew up, there was scarcely a point of blue and
distant landscape, rocky brawling stream, or quiet glade, which they had not sketched in company.

We have said they had been inseparable from childhood—ay, from the earliest times; though the
young Comptons and Haywards joined in all their pastimes, yet Herbert had ever a quiet stroll with
Amy. Her garden, her greenhouse, her rabbits, her fowls, her gold and silver fish—all were of as
much interest to him for her sake as to herself. And so it had continued: childish cares and pastimes
had given place to more matured amusements and pursuits, and the intercourse of the elders of the
families continued to be so harmonious, that no interruption had ever occurred to their constant
society.

If Herbert or Amy had been questioned on the subject, they could hardly have said that as yet
they loved; but it would be unnatural to suppose that, knowing and appreciating each other as they
did, they should not have loved, and that ardently. The fire had been kindled long ago, and
slumbered only for a passing breath of excitement to fan it into a bright and enduring flame.

It was, then, on the day which followed a night of intense anguish to all—that on which no longer
any opposition had been made to Herbert’s departure, and they were beginning to bear to talk of it
with some calmness, that Mr. Compton said to his lady, as they sat after breakfast, “‘You had better



write this sad news to the Haywards, my love; they have always felt such an interest in Herbert’s
welfare, that they ought to hear this from ourselves, before it is carried there by the servants, and
perhaps broken abruptly to them.’

‘I will be the bearer of the news myself,” said Herbert, starting up; ‘no one ought to tell it but me;
and it would distress you, dear mother, to write it; besides, I promised to go over to Amy, either
yesterday or to-day, to sketch with her, as she wants to see the new style I have learned.’

‘Thank you, my kind darling,’ she replied; ‘vou have indeed saved me the necessity of inflicting a
pang on them, and one on myself too. And you must screw up your courage to the sticking-place
when you mention it to Amy,’ she added almost gaily, with some emphasis on the name; ‘poor child,
she will grieve to hear it indeed!”

‘Yes, she will be sorry, very sorry, I know,” said Herbert; ‘but it can’t be helped now, and I must
put as good a face as I can upon the matter to them all. I will be as gay as I can,” he said, taking up
his hat and opening the door, ‘and will not be long away.’

Poor fellow! the last words were tremulous enough for a gay captain to utter, and his mother and
father thought so too.

‘It will be unexpected to them,’ he said after a painful pause.

‘Very indeed, dearest,” was the only reply she could make, for her tears were flowing silently and
fast.



CHAPTER IX.

For the convenience of the families, a gravel walk had been made through the rectory fields to the
little river which divided them from the park. Across this Mr. Hayward had thrown a very elegant
rustic bridge, the joint design of Amy and Herbert, to replace a rude yet picturesque one formed of
planks with siderails, which had existed previously.

Over this, Herbert rapidly passed onwards into the park; and avoiding the walk, which had been
carried by a considerable detour through some beautiful glades, struck at once across the sward, in
a direct line for the house.

At any other time, the extreme beauty of the day, and of the park under its influence, would not
have failed to attract the attention of the young man, and to have caused him to stop more than
once to admire for the hundredth time some noble avenues of beech and oak—some picturesquely-
grouped herd of deer or flock of sheep, or some exquisite effect of light and shade as the soft
floating clouds transiently caused it. He would perhaps have sauntered gently; but now he hurried
on, wrapt in his own reflections, and they were not of the most agreeable or intelligible kind. The
flocks of sheep as he passed, fled startled at his quick approach, while the deer raised themselves
from their recumbent postures and gazed wonderingly at him, whom they almost knew.

‘By Heaven!” he exclaimed, as he reached the hall-door and rang for admittance, ‘I hardly know
what I am come about, or what to say. But it must be done,—so I will let things take their chance. I
can invent no plan of proceeding which will spare them pain or myself either. No,—better leave it to
the force of circumstances.’

‘Is any one at home, Edward?’ he said to the footman who answered the bell.

‘Yes, sir, Master and Miss Amy are in the study.’

‘Thank you;’ and he passed on with a beating heart.

‘Well, noble captain, what news?’ ‘Ah, I am so glad you are come, Herbert, I want you so much,’
were the greetings of the father and daughter, in their hearty, unformal, and affectionate manner.
‘Mamma tried to persuade me to go out with her to pay a visit to the Somervilles,” continued Amy,
‘but I would not, for I felt somehow or other that you would come, and, as I said, I want you. You
have been such a truant of late, that I was really beginning to be half angry with you. So ponder
well on the escape you have made of my wrath by this opportune appearance.’

Herbert said something about his duties, only half intelligible to himself.

‘Yes,” continued the light-hearted girl, ‘those duties are horrid things; ever since you have been a
soldier, we have seen nothing of you at all, and I am very much disposed to be very angry with your
colonel and all your regiment for not giving you perpetual leave of absence. I declare I have no
companion now, for you know the boys are both at college. He is very naughty not to come oftener,
—is he not, papa?’

‘Perhaps Herbert is right, my love, in not humouring so giddy a girl as yourself. But here he is
now, so make the most of him, for there may be another week or fortnight of duty which he has
come to tell you of.’

How near he had guessed the truth,—unconsciously—only so far short of its sad reality!

Herbert winced. ‘I am sure if I had but known that I was wanted, I would have come,” he said
hesitatingly; ‘but the truth is, I have been occupied both at home and at the barracks for the last
few days by some business which I could not leave.’

‘Well, your being here proves that to be all over, and so you are not to think of going away to-day,’
said Amy. ‘T want you to help me with a drawing I am doing for Lady Somerville; and as she is a
great connoisseur, it must be as good as our united heads and fingers can make it; and before we
sit down to that, I wish you to run down to the river with me, and sketch a group of rocks, hazel-
bushes, and reeds, which I want for the foreground of my picture. Now, no excuses, Herbert,
though you look as if you were going to begin some,—I will not hear them. Wait here with papa, till
I put on my bonnet and get my sketch-book.

‘Now, don’t let him go, I pray you, papa,’ she continued, looking back from the door she had just
opened, ‘for I shall not be five minutes away.’

“You hear your doom, Herbert,” said Mr. Hayward gaily; ‘so come, sit down, tell me all about your
regiment, and how this exchange of yours prospers. A dashing young fellow like you ought to be in
the cavalry, and I hope to hear of your soon exchanging the scarlet for the blue.’

‘That is all off, I am sorry to say, sir,’ replied Herbert.

‘Off! what do you mean? Surely your father told me that he had lodged the money for the
exchange, and that the matter had only to pass through the forms of the War Office.’

‘So he had; but an event has happened which has put an end to all our hopes upon the subject.’

‘What, is the man dead?’

‘No, sir, he is well enough, but—’ and Herbert hesitated.

‘But what, Herbert? If there is anything that I can do,—you know there can be no ceremony
between us.’

‘No, no, sir, I well know that; and—’

‘Why what is the matter with the boy?’ cried Mr. Hayward, observing that Herbert seemed to be
struggling with some strong emotion; ‘has anything happened?’

“You may as well know it at once,’ replied Herbert, mastering his feelings. ‘I am come on purpose
to tell it to you, lest you should hear it in some out-of-the-way manner. My regiment is ordered
abroad, and I am to go, of course.’

‘Well, I am glad to hear it,” said Mr. Hayward; ‘you will have a pleasant continental frolic, and see
something of the world;—and sorry too, since we shall lose you for a time.’

‘But our destination is not the continent, but India,’ said Herbert sadly.

‘Good God! you don’t mean that,” exclaimed Mr. Hayward, rising. ‘Pardon me, my dear boy, that I
should have spoken lightly on a subject which is so distressing. India! that indeed is a sad word: can



nothing be done to prevent this? cannot you exchange? cannot—’

‘I would not if I were able, dear sir,” said Herbert. ‘I feel this to be my duty; I could not in any
honour leave the regiment at such a time, without a suspicion of the basest motives being attached
to my character.’

‘Tut, tut, Herbert! the thing is done every day, so let not that distress or prevent you.’

Herbert shook his head.

‘I say it is, I could tell you a dozen instances.’

‘Perhaps you might, where the only enemy was the climate; but our possessions in the East are
menaced, and the service will be active. I learned this when the news came to the regiment; and as
none of the officers have attempted an exchange, except one or two whose characters are not high,
I feel that I cannot.’

‘And you are right, Herbert,” said Mr. Hayward, after a pause, ‘you are right. God help your
parents! your poor mother—this will be a sad blow to her!” and he paused, as a tear glistened in his
eyes.

‘It was at first, certainly, sir; but they are already more composed, and are beginning to bear to
talk of it.

‘And how soon are you to go? The Government will give you some time, surely, for preparation.’

‘Very little, I am sorry to say. We march for Dover on Monday, and sail, we hear, in ten days or a
fortnight.’

‘Monday! Bless me, and to-day is Thursday; this is the worse news of all. Poor Amy, what will she
say?’

‘Yes, sir,” said Herbert, ‘I want your advice, whether to mention it to her myself or not. I cannot
refuse to accompany her now; indeed, you saw she would take no denial. I will do exactly as you
please.’

‘Why, it is an unpleasant matter to any of us to think or speak of, and I really do not know what to
say. But as you are the person concerned, and can give her every information yourself,” continued
Mr. Hayward, after a pause, ‘perhaps you had better talk it over with her. Break it as gently as you
can, however, for it would be useless to deny to you that she will be very sorry to hear it.’

‘Come, Herbert!” cried Amy, opening the door; ‘I have been longer away than I thought. Come,
here are books and paper, and my stool for you to carry; so make haste.’

“You will be discreet with her, Herbert,” said Mr. Hayward gently, giving his hand.

Herbert could only press it in acknowledgment. In a moment afterwards they were gone.

Mr. Hayward turned to the window involuntarily, to watch them as they descended the gentle
slope of the lawn. There was a vague thought in his mind that they had better not have gone; but as
he could find no reason for the idea, he dismissed it. He was a benevolent, simple-hearted man; he
had had neither the necessity nor the inclination to study character, and could not at once estimate
the effect such a communication as his daughter was about to receive would have upon her; nor did
it at once strike him that the long and intimate association she had held with Herbert could have
produced any tenderer feeling than she had ever expressed or appeared to entertain. Her mother,
had she been there, might have judged differently; but, as Mr. Hayward soliloquised, as their
retreating figures were lost to his view behind a low shrubbery, ‘Matters must take their own
course now; it is too late to recall them.’

Onwards they went; leaving the broad walk which led by the side of the lawn and shrubberies,
they at once struck across the park, down one of the noble glades of beech-trees from whence the
place took its name. The day was bright and warm—one of those blessed days of June, when all
nature seems to put forward her choicest productions for the gratification and admiration of man—
when cowslip and daisy, buttercup and wild anemone, with a thousand other flowers of lowly
pretensions yet of exquisite beauty, have opened their bright blossoms to the sunlight, and are
wooing it in silent thankfulness.

The verdant carpet beneath them was full of these, glowing in their freshest bloom; the sheep and
lambs, dotted here and there upon every slope, lazily cropped the short, soft herbage; and the
tinkling of their bells and the faint bleating of the lambs, now distant, now near, mingled with the
hum of the many bees which busily drew their loads of sweets, roaming from flower to flower.
Butterflies of many hues, their gorgeous wings glaring in the bright light, fluttered swiftly along,
coquetting as it were with the flowers, and enjoying in their full vigour the sunny brightness of their
short lives.

There was no wind, and yet a freshness in the air which tempered the heat of the sun; the beech-
trees, with their shining leaves, appeared sleeping in the sunlight, and as if resting, during the
short period there might be allowed them, from their almost ceaseless waving. Far around them the
park stretched away into broad glades, some ended by woods, others presenting peeps of blue and
dim distance; while through all there was a vapour floating, sufficient only to take off the harshness
from every outline, whether of tree or distance, and to blend the whole harmoniously into that soft
dreamy appearance, so exquisite and so soothing to behold.

‘How lovely the park is to-day, Herbert!” said Amy, ‘is it not? Every step we take seems to present
a new picture which ought to be drawn. Look now at that group of sheep and deer almost
intermixed; the deer have chosen the fern which is partly under that magnificent beech, the sheep
are all among them, and their young lambs enjoying their merry gambols; the light is falling in that
beautiful chequered manner which I strive in vain to represent; and yet how great are the masses,
how perfect the unstudied composition, how exquisite the colour! The brightest and warmest green,
spangled with flowers, is before us; this is broken by the shadows: beyond the tree there is a
delicious grey, melting imperceptibly into the most tender blue. Is it not a picture now, Herbert?’

‘A lovely one indeed, Amy; a study worthy of Berghem or Cuyp. What exquisite perceptions of
nature must they have had! their pictures, and those of many of the same class, how simple! and yet
painted with the most consummate art and nicest finish. Scarcely a flower escapes them, yet there
is not one too many represented, nor one in any way interfering with the harmony of their



colouring. I often long for such power; for we only can appreciate their skill and genius, by our own
awkward attempts to imitate them. Indeed, when I look on the works of any of these great masters,
my own appear so contemptible in my eyes, that I am tempted to forswear the gentle craft
altogether.’

‘Indeed, you are to do no such thing, Herbert, but help me to sketch, and to blunder on through
many a drawing yet, I have no idea of being put out of conceit of my own performances, for which I
have a high respect, I assure you. But come, if we stay loitering by every old beech-tree and group
of sheep or deer, I shall get no sketch done in time for you to copy on my drawing, and shall be
obliged perhaps to listen to some terrible excuses of duty or business. So come, we have yet a good
way to walk.’

Beguiling the way, little more than a quarter of a mile, by gentle converse upon familiar, yet to
them interesting subjects, they reached the busy, murmuring river,—now stealing quietly under a
bank,—now chafed in its passage over a few stones,—here eddying past a rock and covered with
white foam,—there widening out into a little pool, partly natural, partly artificial, the glassy surface
of which was broken into circles by the rapid rising of the trout, which eagerly leaped after the flies
that sported upon it.

There was a small pathway beside the stream which had been the work of all the boys some years
ago; in some places it wound through thickets of alder and hazel, which met above it, forming a
green alcove impervious to the sun; again, under some mossy bank or wide-spreading ash, where a
rustic seat had been erected. Further as it advanced, it led round a projecting bank to a little open
bay surrounded by rocks, one of which jutted out boldly into the stream that brawled noisily past it;
and the open space, once a level spot of greensward, had been laid out irregularly in a little garden,
which now bloomed with many sweet and beautiful flowers, of kinds despised perhaps nowadays,
but not the less lovely for all that. Tall hollyhocks there were, and roses; and honeysuckles had been
trained up against the rocks, with jessamine, clematis, and other creepers, which poured forth their
fragrance on the air.

Many a time had the little circles of Beechwood and Alston united here, and many a joyous pic-nic
and dance had occupied hours which could never be forgotten by any.

It was a lovely spot indeed; the rocky bank around the little circle was, as we have said, covered
with creepers; festoons of ivy hung from above, and over all nodded some ash or other forest-trees,
mingled with underwood and fern. On the opposite side of the river, worn away by the water which
had run past it for countless years, the bank was high and steep, covered with ivy and drooping
fern; all sorts of little peering wild flowers lurked among its recesses, with mosses whose colours
glistened like emerald and gold; above it grew two or three noble ashes and beeches, whose
feathery foliage descended in minute and graceful sprays down to the bank, and waved with every
breath of wind.

A tiny summer-house, or hermitage as they had called it, made of pine-logs and thatched with
heath, stood in the corner formed by the projection round which they were passing; and thither
they directed their steps, for it commanded a view of the whole of the little amphitheatre, the rock,
the river, and the bank beyond. Though there was a kind of garden, yet there was nothing artificial
in its appearance; the few flowers looked almost like the spontaneous growth of the spot, and did
not interfere with the perfectly wild yet beautiful character of the scene, which otherwise was as
nature in one of her bountiful moods had fashioned and left it,—a nook wherein man might worship
her the more devoutly. The whole glowed under the bright beams of the noonday sun, and there
was not a breath of wind to disturb the complete serenity and dreamy effect of the place.

‘Now sit down here, Herbert,” said Amy, ‘and begin yonder by that ivy. You are to draw me all the
jutting rock, the water eddying round it, the reeds here by the brink, and give me a bit of distance
beyond; and I do not think,” she added with enthusiasm, ‘that the world could show a lovelier spot
to-day than our little hermitage. I only wish I could grasp it all, and put it upon my paper as I see it:
do not you often feel so?’

‘Indeed I do, Amy, and am vexed at my own clumsy attempts to imitate nature; but I will do my
best for you to-day. I may not soon again have such an opportunity’.

“You mean there will not be such another delicious day, Herbert; but I do not despair now of the
weather.’

Herbert was silent; he had thought his remark might have led to the subject he did not know how
to break. He looked at his companion, and he felt how hard it would be to leave one so beautiful,
nay, so loved as she was. He had never spoken to her of love; but now the hour approached when he
was to leave her, and there were feelings within him struggling for expression which he could ill
restrain; his thoughts oppressed him, and though he continued to sketch he was silent.

‘You are very dull and absent to-day, Herbert,” she said at length, as she continued looking over
his shoulder; ‘but you are drawing that foliage and the old rock very nicely, so I must not scold you;’
and again she continued to converse. She tried many topics, she spoke eloquently and feelingly of
her boundless love of nature, she told him what she had been reading, asked him a thousand
questions about his duties, his regiment, his companions,—all of which he answered mechanically;
for his heart was too busy for him to heed the replies his tongue gave.

‘Upon my word, I do not know what to make of you to-day, Herbert,” she cried, laughing, as he
had given some absurd reply to one of her questions or sallies which was not in any way relative to
it. ‘You draw most meritoriously, and better than ever I saw you before, but my words fall on
heedless ears; for I am sure you have neither heard nor understood a word of what I have been
saying this hour past. Now make haste,—a few touches will finish that, and you can add figures
afterwards if you like. I am sure you are unwell. If you are so, I insist on your giving up the
drawing.’

‘I shall never again have such an opportunity, dear Amy,’ he said; ‘not at least for a long time, so I
had better do all I can now.’ There was much sadness in his tone.

‘What do you mean by that? this is the second time I have heard you say it,” she replied anxiously;



‘yvou surely cannot be going to leave us again; the regiment has only been here two months, and—
tell me, I beseech you, Herbert,” she continued as he looked up from the drawing, and distress was
very visible upon his countenance; ‘tell me what you have to say. Why do you look so sad?’

‘Because, dear Amy, I have news which will pain you,—that is, I think it will, —for we have ever
been so linked together: you have guessed the truth,—I am indeed to leave,—and that so soon that
my own brain is confused by the sudden orders we have received.’

She turned as pale as death, and her lips quivered; all the misery and danger she had ever heard
of foreign service rushed at once overwhelmingly into her thoughts. She tried to speak, but could
not.

‘It must be told sooner or later,” he thought, laying down the sketch and drawing towards her; he
continued, though with much difficulty in preserving his composure,—

‘The regiment is ordered upon service, Amy, and after many thoughts I find I have no alternative
but to accompany it. We march for Dover in a few days; the transports, we hear, will meet us there;
and after we have embarked, the convoy fleet for India will join us at Portsmouth or Plymouth.’

‘For India!” were the only words the poor girl could utter, as she sunk helpless and fainting upon
the seat.



CHAPTER X.

‘Amy, dear Amy!’ cried the young man, agonised by her bitter sobs, which ceased not, though he
had raised her up, and supporting her hardly-sensible form strove to console her, but in vain. ‘Amy,
speak to me! one word, only one word, and you will be better: call me by my name—anything—only
do not look so utterly wretched, nor sob so bitterly. God knows I have enough to bear in leaving you
so suddenly, but this misery is worst of all. Dear Amy, look up! say that you will try to conquer this,
and I shall have the less to reproach myself with for having told you of so much.” But she spoke not;
she could not utter one word for the choking sensation in her throat. She passed her hand over it
often, tried in vain to swallow, and gasped in the attempt.

‘Good God, you are ill!" exclaimed Herbert hurriedly; ‘what can be done? what can I get? My own
Amy!—dearest, dearest!—do not look so.” But his entreaties were of no avail against her
overpowering grief; she had struggled with the hysterical feeling till she could no longer oppose it,
and yielded to its influence.

Distracted, Herbert knew not what to do. Aid there was none nearer than the house, and he could
not leave her—he dared not. He raised her gently, and bore her like a child to the river’s brink. He
unloosed her bonnet, and sprinkled water on her face; it revived her; and after some time and
difficulty he succeeded in making her drink a little from his closed hands.

She recovered gradually, but lay sobbing still bitterly upon the grass, weakened and exhausted by
the violence of her emotions. Herbert continued to hang over her in the greatest anxiety, and to
implore her to speak in the tenderest epithets. He had not discovered how dear she was to him till
he had heard his fate; and he had tried to argue himself out of the belief, but without avail. His high
sense of honour then came to his aid, and he thought that it would be wrong to declare such
feelings to her when he might never return; and fervently as he loved her, he could have spared her
the bitterness of that lingering hope which is so akin to despair.

But in those moments he had forgotten all; thoughts of the past and for the future, all centred in
intense affection for the helpless being before him, whose artless mind had not attempted any
disguise of her devoted love for her companion of so many years.

At last she recovered sufficiently to raise herself up; and this, the first sign of consciousness she
had given, was rapture to Herbert. He bent down to her, and attempted to lift her to her feet. She
was passive in his hands, even as a weak child; and partly supporting, partly carrying her, he led
her to the hermitage. There he seated her on the rustic bench, and kneeling down beside her, while
one arm was passed round her,—for she could not have sat alone without support,—he poured forth
with the impetuosity and tenderness of his disposition his vows of love, and his entreaties for some
token that he had not angered her by his abruptness.

‘But one word, my Amy! but one word, dearest!—one word, that in those far distant lands I may
feed on it in my heart, while your beautiful face is present to my imagination. Dearest, we have
loved each other with more than children’s love from infancy; we have never expressed it, but now
the trial has come, and you will not be the one to deny yours at such a time. O Amy, speak to me
one word to assure me that I may call you mine for ever!”

Much more he said, and more passionately, but her hand was not withdrawn from his, nor did she
remove herself from him. A tear at last forced its way from her closed eyelids, for she dared not to
open them. Soon others followed; they fell hot and fast upon his hand for a little while; and at
length, as she strove to speak, but could not, she was no longer able to control her emotion, and she
fell upon his neck and wept aloud.

The young man strained her to his heart, and as he wiped the fast-falling tears from her eyes, he
poured such consolation as he could find words to utter into her perturbed heart. She did not
question his love,—she had no doubt of that; but there was one all-engrossing thought—his absence
—beneath which even her light and joyous spirit quailed; and while it caused her to shiver in very
apprehension of perils which her thoughts could not define, she clung the closer to him, and strove
to shut out the evils with which her mental visions were overcast.

The trying test of coming absence, of dangers to be braved, hardships to be endured, had at once
broken down all barriers of formality, and opened to them the state of each other’s affections in
that perfect confidence, that pure reliance,—the gentle growth of years, it is true,—but which had
at once expanded without a check, and would endure for ever.

Who can tell the exquisite pleasure of such a first embrace? Pure love, such as theirs, had little of
the dross of passion in it. The knowledge that years must elapse ere they could meet again, the
silent dread that it might never be, put a thought of possession far from them; and in the perfect
purity and ecstasy of feeling of those moments,—in the indulgence of thoughts, new, yet so
inexpressibly sweet to them,—it is no wonder in that sequestered and lovely spot, that hours should
have passed, and time should have been unheeded; nor was it until the lengthened shadows warned
them of the decline of the day, that they could speak of parting, or of the object of their visit.

The sketch had lain on the ground unheeded. Amy took it up. ‘It will be to me the silent witness of
what has this day happened,’ she said, ‘and the dearest treasure I possess, Herbert, when you are
gone from me. Now one little favour I beg, that you will sketch in ourselves,—me, as I lay fainting
on the bank yonder, and you as you bent over me; for I think it was there and then I first heard you
say you loved me, Herbert. To me it will be a comfort and a solace till you return, and then we will
come here together, and you shall see that not a shrub or flower has been altered. Four years you
said, dearest! they will soon pass, and I confess I have hope beyond what I thought I should ever
have possessed. Four years! methinks in anticipation they are already gone, and we sit here,—you a
bronzed soldier with a thousand tales for me to hear, and I will sit at your feet and listen, your
unchanged and unchangeable Amy.’

Herbert regarded her with intense admiration, for her sadness had passed away; and though
tears trembled in her bright eyes with every word she spoke, there was a joyous tone in her voice



and in her expression; and his spirit caught that hope from hers which, under other circumstances,
would have been denied him.

‘Willingly, most willingly, dearest,” he said, taking the drawing from her; and in a few moments he
had sketched in the figures;—she, raising herself up, had recovered consciousness, and he, bending
anxiously over her, had implored her to speak to him. There was such force and tenderness in the
attitudes that it told the simple story at a glance.

‘It is too plain, Herbert,” she said half reproachfully; ‘I shall not dare to show any one your boldest
and by far most beautiful sketch; nay, you are even making a likeness of me, which is too bad; but I
need not fear, for no one shall ever see it but myself. My last look shall be of it at night, and with
that my last thought shall be with you. Now that is enough; I will not have another touch, lest you
spoil it; give it me, let me carry it home, and miser-like lock it up from every one but myself.’

‘You may have it if you will, dearest, but I must beg it for to-night at least. I will make a small
sketch from it, and will bring it over early to-morrow.’

‘It is only upon your promise not to keep it longer than to-morrow morning that you may have it,
Herbert. I am nearly inclined to make you stay at Beechwood to copy it, lest anything should befall
it; but I am not selfish enough to detain you from those who love you as dearly as I do.’

Slowly they retraced their steps through every bowery path and open glade; the blossoms of the
lime and horse-chestnut filled the air with luscious sweetness, and their broad shadows were flung
wide over the richly-coloured sward. They wandered on, hardly heeding the luxuriant beauty of the
landscape, with their arms twined round each other, while they spoke in those gentle, murmuring
tones, which, though low, were yet distinct, and of which every word was striven to be remembered
for years afterwards.

‘My father must know all,” said Amy, as they approached the house; ‘we have nothing to fear from
him, and therefore nothing to conceal; but I dare not speak, Herbert, so—’

‘I do not flinch from the trial, dearest,” was his reply. ‘If you can bear it, I would rather you were
present, but—’

‘No, no, no! I could not bear it, Herbert,” replied the blushing girl; ‘and I had better not be
present, I know, for we should both lose courage. No, you must tell all to papa; and leave me to my
own solitude for a while, for indeed I require it. And now here we are at home; I need not say—for
you know papa as well as I do—conceal nothing, for we have nothing to conceal.’

She ran lightly on through the hall, and up the broad staircase. Herbert followed her beautiful
figure till he could see it no longer; then listened till he heard the door of her chamber close after
her. ‘She has gone to pray for herself and me,” he thought, and thought truly. The study-door was
before him; his heart beat very fast, and his hand almost trembled as he placed it upon the handle;
but his resolution was made in an instant, and he passed in.

Mr. Hayward laid down the book he had been reading, and took the spectacles from his nose as
Herbert entered. “You are a pretty pair of truants,” he said cheerfully; ‘an hour or two indeed! why
‘tis just six o’clock! and where is Amy?’

‘She is gone to her room, sir, for a short time; she said she would not be long absent.’

‘And what have you been about? Come, let me see. You know I am a great admirer of your spirited
sketches, Herbert; so hand me your day’s work, which ought to be an elaborate affair, considering
the time you have been about it.” And he replaced his spectacles.

Herbert blushed crimson; he felt his face glowing painfully; he had forgotten the roll of paper,
which he had kept in his hand, and he could not deny that it was the sketch Mr. Hayward wished to
see. He hesitated a little, grew somewhat indecisive in his speech: and, as the old gentlemen was
beginning to suspect the truth, Herbert had told all, and stood before him glowing with manly
emotion and proud feelings of rectitude. There was nothing to conceal, Amy had said, so he
concealed nothing. He told him how he had intended not to have spoken to her; but how, overcome
by the anguish of seeing her so prostrated by grief, he had revealed to her all his feelings, even at
the risk of her displeasure. ‘Amy loves me, sir,” he continued proudly; ‘nor does she seek to deny it.
We have too long shared each other’s thoughts for any reserve to exist between us; and to you we
fearlessly commit ourselves, in frank confession of our fault, if we have committed any.’

Mr. Hayward only mused for a moment; he loved Herbert too well, and had known him too long,
to hesitate. ‘May God bless you both, my dear boy!’ he cried, rising from his chair, and extending
his arms to embrace the young man. ‘May God bless you! If there had not been this dreadful
absence to contemplate, I should have counted this one of the happiest moments of my life; as it is,
I am thankful that Amy is loved by such an one as you, Herbert; but where is she? I can remain no
longer without seeing you together.” He rang the bell.

‘Tell Miss Hayward that I want her here as soon as possible,” said the old gentleman to the
servant.

A few minutes only elapsed, during which neither spoke. At last her light footstep was heard on
the stairs; descending slowly it passed over the hall so lightly that even Herbert’s ear could hardly
detect it; he fancied it hesitated at the door, and he flew to open it; and the smile of joy, of triumph,
which met her hurried glance, served in some measure to assure her; her father stood with open
arms, and lips quivering with emotion. ‘God bless you! God bless you!’ was all he could utter, as she
rushed into them, and sobbing, hid her burning face in his bosom; nor did she venture to withdraw
it for long, nor he to disturb her; the gush of joy which welled from his heart, as he strained her to
it, was too pure to relinquish easily.

‘If I have been wrong, dear father, forgive me!” was all she was able to utter, after a silence of
some moments.

‘Nay, I have nothing to forgive, my sweet pet,” he said: ‘I had looked for this happiness only as a
consummation of my dearest wishes, and it is now as unexpected as grateful. But I will keep you no
longer, Herbert,” he said to him, ‘nor must Amy either, for there are others who have stronger
claims upon you than we have, and I dare not detain you from them. I wish however, and Amy will
second the wish I know, that you would come over to-morrow as early as you can, and give us a



quiet day and evening together; it will be as much a source of gratification to you to dwell on when
you are away, as it will be to us; so say, will you come?’

At any time the invitation would have been welcome, but now the imploring looks of the fair girl
were arguments which could not be resisted.

‘T will be with you as early as I can,” Herbert replied, ‘as soon as I can complete a task I have
here, and I will not leave you till night; so for the present farewell, and I beg you to procure me the
forgiveness, and I will add the blessing, of her whom I hope to call a second mother.’

‘You need have no doubts,” said Mr. Hayward; ‘you have nothing to apprehend, but, on the
contrary, I can assure you that this subject will be one of great delight to her; so once more, God
bless you!”

Amy followed him to the hall-door, apparently to shut it after him, but she passed out with him,
after a moment’s coquetting with the handle. “You will not fail, dear Herbert? I could not bear
disappointment now,” she said to him, her eyes filling and sparkling like violets with dew-drops
hanging in them.

‘Nor for worlds would I give you one moment’s pain, dearest; fear