


The Mirza's favourite school for study was the house

of an elderly matron on the banks of the Fulailee

River, about a mile from the Fort of Hyderabad.
Khanum Jan had been a beauty in her youth, and the

tender passion had been hard upon her, at least judging
from the fact that she had fled her home, her husband,

and her native town, Candahar, in company with

Mohammed Bakhsh, a purblind old tailor, the object of

her warmest affections.

"Ah, he is a regular old hyaena now," would the Joan

exclaim in her outlandish Persian, pointing- to the vener-

able Darby as he sat at squat in the cool shade, nodding
his head and winking- his eyes over a pair of pantaloons

which took him a month to sew, "but you should have

seen him fifteen years ag-o, what a wonderful youth he

was!"

The knowledge of one mind is that of a million after

a fashion. 1 addressed myself particularly to that of
"
Darby ;" and many an hour of toug-h thought it took

me before I had mastered its truly Oriental peculiarities,

its regular irregularities of deduction, and its strange

monotonous one-idea'dness.

Khanum Jan's house was a mud edifice occupying one

side of a square formed by tall, thin, crumbling mud

walls. The respectable matron's peculiar vanity was to

lend a helping hand in all manner of affaires du cceur. So

it often happened that Mirza Abdullah was turned out of

the house to pass a few hours in the garden. There he

sat upon his felt rug spread beneath a shadowy tama-

rind, with beds of sweet-smelling basil around him, his

eyes roving over the broad river that coursed rapidly be-

tween its wooded banks and the groups gathered at the

frequent ferries, whilst the soft strains of mysterious,

philosophical,
transcendental Hafiz were sounded in his
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ears by the other Meerza, his companion, Mohammed

Hosayn peace be upon him !

Of all economical studies this course was the cheapest.

For tobacco daily, for frequent draughts of milk, for

hemp occasionally, for the benefit of Khanum Jan's

experience, for four months' lectures from Mohammed

Bakhsh, and for sundry other little indulgences, the

Mirza paid, it is calculated, the sum of six shillings.

When he left Hyderabad, he gave a silver talisman to

the dame, and a cloth coat to her protector : long may
they live to wear them !*****
Thus it was I formed my estimate of the native cha-

racter. I am as ready to reform it when a man of more

extensive experience and greater knowledge of the sub-

ject will kindly show me how far it transgresses the

well-established limits of moderation, As yet I hold, by

way of general rule, that the Eastern mind I talk of

the nations known to me by personal experience is

always in extremes
;
that it ignores what is meant by

"
g-olden mean," and that it delights to range in flightsO ' O O C

limited only by the nc phts ultra of Nature herself.

Under which conviction I am open to correction.

RICHARD F. BURTON.




