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TO

LIEUTENANT-COLONEL WALTER BSCOTT,

BOMBAY ENGINEERS.

MY DEAR ScorT,

'THE sentiment may savour of Themistocles rather
than Aristides ; still I venture to hold that the pen in the
hand of a man is that implement wherewith he may lawfully
make known his obligations to those he loves, and, at the
same time, answer loudly as he pleases certain other claim-
ants to his attention. |

Acting upon this principle—or no principle, as you please
—1I have inscribed these pages to you, a veteran dweller in
the tents of Shem, a shrewd observer of all things oriental,
and, what concerns my purpose infinitely more, an old and
valued friend, whose claims to my gratitude I shall ever feel
to be of the strongest.

LonDoN, 1st August, 1851.












6 SCENES IN SCINDE.

of your old favourites, the heroes of your juvenile
years—a ‘ Jack Tar”’—growls aloud,

 Tum’le out there, goin’ t’ wash dex,”—

And if you do not obey the order instanter, he
swamps you and your couch with a tubful of cold
water., The best joke the honest light-hearted
fellows know is to make a land-lubber thoroughly
miscrable, no matter by what means.

Rising in your day-shirt, which does duty as
chemise de nuit, and certain cotton drawers called
pajammas—very useful when sleeping in public—
you choose a scat, the bulwarks, or any other
oclevation inaccessible to the swirling streams which
overflow the quarter-deck ; there you rub your red
eyes with alarming violence, yawn like a little
crocodile, stretching all your limbs at the same time,
and ask and answer your friends sundry queries
concerning the last Indian Night’s Entertainment.
When the dizziness of drowsiness leaves your brain
you essay a kind of ablution—not with the priggish
precision of a Bengalee, who commences to use the
tooth-brush in his verandah regularly at 3 A.m.—
yours is & catholic, syncretistic style of lavation,
performed, campaigning-fashion, in a tinned pan,
called a gendee. You are now in a proper state
of mind to look around you admiringly, to
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enjoy the manifold charms of nature—such as the
cool dewy breath of delightful morn, the cloudless
welkin’s azure depth, and the tiny undulations of the
sapphire wave, streaked by the orient sun’s aureate
rays, and—perhaps you smoke a cigar ——

You dress for breakfast and finish that meal
rapidly, not relishing milkless tea or tincture of coffee,
which on a pinch might serve for ipecacuanha.

The horrors of the day then begin in real earnest.
You cannot sit in the rattling, creaking, groanir;g,
shivering, steaming gun-room, full of the bouquet of
dinner and sour bread. On deck there is an
awning, but it is about as efficacious to protect you
from Phceebus’s fury as a lady’s park parasol against
a gin-palace on fire. You cannot read even if you
had books; you cannot talk even were you inclined
to do so. There are six hundred sepoys on board,
each squatting on half-a-foot of deck, eramped, you
may suppose, as to their limbs, but by no means
fettered about that unruly member, the tongue.
How they chatter, squabble, blow the conch, sing
hymns to the sea-god, and smear themselves with
oill of cocoa-nut! You wonder how the fellows
keep life and body together upon a quantity of
parched grain barely sufficient for a barn-door cock,*

* High-caste Hindus would rather starve than cook on board ship.
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how they can be so cheerful without the accustomed
hookah, and above all things, how they can sit by
day and sleep away the night in the posture of a
crow in the act of incubation.

The party contains a lady too; and however sweet
the presence of the fair sex may be in its normal
place, on board ship—ahem! Five gentlemen are
paying her devoted attentions; numbers one and two
walk arm in arm with her, each speaking in his own
wliisper ; a third follows holding her parasol, another
precedes her with her novel, and the fifth hangs
about with her lap-dog—most of them are Irishtnen;
all are as fierce as fiends—it is not safe even to look
that way.

You cannot walk ; the only tolerable part of the
quarter-deck belongs, by right of office, to the
“ monarch of all he surveys ’—one as absolute too,
as any Robinson Crusoe or French cook in his own
empire—our captain. So wearily enough the per-
spiring Hours drag one foot after another as they
limp through their monotonous chkaine des dames.
Do you not wish that we could hypnotize for three
days like fakirs, or indulge in a triduan bout of
hybernation, as the Esquimaux are said to do ?

At last it is 11 ». v. We prepare to “turn in,”
if that technical phrase may be applied to depositing
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our persons upon the contents of these bundles—
pillows, padded coverlet, sheets, and sleeping. mat,
spread on some wunoccupied space, wherever the
quarter-deck will receive us under its awning.

Now observe certain Anglo-Indianisms.

See how that young gentleman—a “ fast ” infant,
who has been smoking all day, crushing and throwing
away every second cigar with an air, drinking at
least two gallons of ale, and yet complaining that he
is “stinted in his liquor,”—undresses himself.
Stretched upon his litter, and presenting the appear-
ance of a spread-eagle couchant, he superintended
the operations of unbooting, unsocking, and unpan-
. talooning, as performed by Baloo, a “boy’ * of
fifty. Mr. Ensign Snooks’s temper has been ruffled ;
how, I cannot say, but the fact is unimpugnable.
He does nothing but kick the said Baloo’s shins,
and indulge in curious physiological allusions to his
(Baloo’s) maternal progenitor, his wives, sisters, and
the other ladies of his family. Not that the “ boy ”
cares much about that matter, he has taken the
“ griffin ’-line, angles for embryo commanders-in-
chief, fleeces them for the fewfirst months after their
arrival in the country, convoys them to their first

* In western India the head servant is a “ boy™ all his life. Philologists
differ as to the origin of the word.

B3
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crushed between his head and the pillow, whilst his
catalepsed lower limbs refuse to remove the polished
chef d euvres of Hubert, from the chests and faces of
the neighbouring line of sleepers. “ Snowball,”’ his
attendant pariah, kneels beside him in despair, and
the amiable old captain involves in one comprehen-
sive d——, all the Queen’s officers ever created, with
everything and everybody ever belonging to them,
“ Snowball ” included.

You seem astonished, Mr. Bull, at the amount of
revelling and the general dare-devil tone of things
on board the “ shippe.” A word in your ear—

Those gentlemen are all going up on field service.
Reports * * * The Sikhs * * *
The Affghans * * #  Cashmere shawls
* * * Precious stones * * *
Two millions of pounds sterling in gold * * *

* * * %
We go to bed, too, under the awning as usual.
Recollect if it rains, which it is pretty sure to do,
clutch up your bed, and do not walk, but bolt as
fast as you can into the gun-room. If you are
agile in your movements, you may chance to secure
part of the table, or a quiet place under it. But
mind, above all things, avoid sleeping on any part of
the narrow strip of thoroughfare which runs round
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that venerable piece of furnituresunless you wish to
have one of your favourite Ben Braces, or Tom
Starboards walking slowly over your countenance
with the thickest of ammunition boots. Inthe mean
time, make all preparations for covering yourself
with something warm. Hereabouts, if it is Jehan-
num by day, it is generally Barahoot * by night.
And particularly avoid sleeping in the moonlight.
Yon omniscient English gentlemen may laugh at
what I am going to tell you, still it is not the less
true. Many an incautious negro has risen in the
morning from his soft slumbers in “ Cynthia’s cooly
ray,” with one moiety of his face by no means a
reflection of the other, and probably it took his
countenance a year or two to recover from the effects
of the moonblow. |

Do you feel inclined to admire the unusual
brilliancy of the heavenly bodies—to speculate upon
the quantity of light which Jupiter affords— to
recognise the Bears, and dimly recollect that the poets
have said something about them—to, to—in a word,
to sentimentalise upon the sublime and beautiful ?

“Not a bit |

Well, sir, I thought so. The planks are rather

¢ The former the hot, the latter the cold place of eternal punishment,
selon Mohammed.
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ixa.rd; the dew s somewhat chilly ; that young fellow
does snore a little, and that old gentleman wild
outcurse Ernulphus.

* * * *

Our course lies N. N. W,, and all the first day we
were in blue water, too far from the Northern
Ocean and the coast of Guzerat to distinguish their
several beauties. The wind, which at this season of
the year is certain to be dead ahead, increased sen-
sibly ; in fact a gale seemed to be in prospect. But
no one, I believe, ever passed the Gulf of Cambay
without being in, or in the néighbourhood of, a
storm. The second morning brought us in sight of
the rounded headland and the little sand-hills which.
mark the position of Diu Fort, the name—famous in
Western, infamous in Eastern annals,—of a place
where Portuguese gallantry never shone more
brilliantly, and where Portuguese treachery never
appeared in blacker colours. A few hours after that
the spires and towers, the bastions and bulwarks
of the now ruinous settlement had disappeared from
view, we shot by a shelving plain, the ancient site

“ Of Somnath Puttan in Kattywar,”

as one of our bards geographically, but yet unmusi-
cally, sings, and the modern celebrity for having pro-
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duced certain gates which afforded the penodlcals
and the public a great deal of innocent amusement.

There you caught a glimpse of the Land of the
(self-styled) Children of the Sun and Moon, a nation
of noblemen, whose pedigree dates, as you may
guess from the family name, a great deal before the
Conquest, and who, withal, have little but luminous
origin, and & terrible habit of romancing to recom-
mend them. Like the Belochies, the Welsh, and
other semi-barbarous races, they actually support
minstrels, an order of men whose only occupation is
to scatter the dust of many ‘“crams” over the
venerable remains of antiquity, and to put together
as many curious and elaborate lies as they can.

The scenery then becomes interesting enough.
We stood within three miles of land, and every half
hour supplied us with a change of prospect. The
perpetually shifting coast was covered with towns and
villages, here glittering in the sunshine, there almost
concealed by surrounding wood, and the back-ground
was a range of lofty hills whose forested crests, un-
concealed by even the semblance of a mist, cut in
jagged lines the deep blue surface of an Eastern sky.

L * * t

At a distance you might mistake that tower for

the spire of an old cathedral in good old Normandy
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~—it i8 the pagoda of Dwarka, a revered spot where
some half million of pilgrims annually flock to spend
their money, worship Krishna, receive the brand of
that demi-deity, die of an epidemic, and feed the
hungry sharks that haunt the bay in wait for devotee
flesh. At night you remark the vast sheet of fire
which spreads like lightning over the distant hills.
They are covered with enormous bamboos, and these
when dry are ignited by the friction which the wind
causes, and burn with fiery fury. It is a favourite
theme of the Hindoo muses—this Burning Jungle—
and now that you have witnessed it, even from afar,
you can well conceive how much glowing descrip-
tion and tenebrious terminology may be expended
upon it.

The fourth morning we lose sight of land; we
are striking across the Gulf of Cutch. Something
has been said, and still there is something to be said,
about the Kanthi of Ptolemy, the probability versus
the possibility of the Runn ever having been am
inland sea, the voyage of Nearchus and the accuracy
or the errors of Arrian. But I have talked, heard,
and written about the Kanthi and the Runn,
Nearchus and Arrian, till the very names have

become provocatives of qualm.
* * * *
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Here we are at last. The extremity of that long
line of blue hills lying to the northward is Cape Monze,
a spot which, terrible to say, also has its debatable
and debated classical name.* These insulated masses
of stone which emerge a few feet from the water are the
Opyster-rocks; they are to this region what the Needles
are to the last bit of old England that detained our
lingering looks. 'When landing we pass between them
and the craggy promontory, with the lighthouse on
its walled summit—Fort Manhora. This is the
southern gateway of our unhappy valley, and the
architecture and material —bleached and barren piles
of limestone—have been admirably adapted by the
hand of Nature to the luxuriant fields of marshy
mangrove and salt sand which lie within the gorge.
The rock rises about 130 feet perpendicularly above
the level of the sea; it is nearly a mile in length, and
towards the shore shelves down till it sinks into a
muddy swamp, overgrown with vegetation, and over-
flowed by every high tide. Now, Sir, you stand a
couple of miles from Kurrachee, the young Alexandria
of our young Egypt,¥ and a few yards from the spot

¢ Eiros, I believe.
4+ “ Young Egypt” is a favourite soubriguet for the Unhappy Valley,
originating from an official proclamation, which announced the new
conquest to be equal to Egypt in fertility. Certainly, many parts remind
one much of Amrou’s despatch to the Caliph Umar, in which he describes
the land of the Nile as successively appearinga desert, a lake, and a flower

garden.



HOW MANHORA FOUGHT. 17

where British arms first showed the vaunting Scindee
and the blustering Beloch what British arms can do
when necessary.

As SirJ. K
in the four quarters of the globe,” was marching up
to take the city, which made the knight a baron, he
and his gallant soldiers were so evil entreated—at
least, so it is said—by the Princes of the Indus, who
would neither be on regular warlike terms with him,
so as to give him an opportunity of leoting * them,

, ““ after a service of forty-five years

nor yet be sufficiently accommodating to assist him
in looting others, that a reserve force was inconti-
nently despatched from Bombay to be stationed in
this favoured land, and to teach its rude rulers better
manners.

Kurrachee was fixed upon as the point of disem-
barkation. H. M. ship “Wellesley,” 74, and the
“Hannah” transport, having on board H. M. 40th
regiment, together with a company of artillery, arrived
there on the 2nd of February, 1839, anchored under
the walls of the fort, and summoned the garrison to
surrender.

“1 am a Beloch, and I will die first,”” was the
magnanimous reply of the noble barbarian, the com-

mander of the said garrison. Moreover, the same

* Loot is plunder in the Anglo-Indian dialect.



