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FROM TEHERAN TO YOKOHAMA.

CIIAPTER I
THE START FROM TEHERAN,

Tae season of 1885-86 has been an exceptionally mild winter in
the Persian capital. Up to Christmas the weather was clear and
bracing, sufficiently cool to be comfortable in the daytime, and
with crisp, frosty weather at night. The first snow of the season
commenced falling while a portion of the English colony were en-
joying a characteristic Christmas dinner of roast-beef and plum-
pudding, at the house of the superintendent of the Indo-European
Telegraph Station, and during January and February, snow-storms,
cold and drizzling rains alternated with brief periods of clearer
weather. When the sun-shines from a cloudless sky in Teheran,
its rays arc sometimes uncomfortably warm, even in midwinter; a
foot of snow may have clothed the city and the surrounding plain
in a soft, white mantle during the night, but, asserting his su-
premacy on the following morning, he will unveil the gray naked-
ness of the stony plain again by noon. The steadily retreating
snow-line will be driven back—back over the undulating foot-hills,
and some little distance up the rugged slopes of the Elburz range,
hard by, ere he retires from view in the evening, rotund and fiery.
This irregular snow-line has been steadily losing ground, and re-
treating higher and higher up the mountain-slopes during the latter
half of February, and when March is ushered in, with clear sunny
weather, and the mud begins drying up and the various indications
of spring begin to put in their appearance, I decide to make a start.
Friends residing here who have been mentioning April 15th as the
date I should be justified in thinking the unsettled weather at an

Vor. TI.—1



2 FROM TEHERAN TO YOKOHAMA.

end and pulling out eastward again, agree, in response fo my
anxious inquiries, that it is an open spell of weather before the
regular spring rains, that may possibly last until I reach Meshed.

During the winter I have examined, as far as circumstances
have permitted, the merits and demerits of the different routes to
the Pacific Coast, and have decided upon going through Turkestan
and Southern Siberia to the Amoor Valley, and thence either follow
down the valley to Vladivostok or strike across Mongolia to Pekin— -
the latter route by preference, if upon reaching Irkutsk I find if to
be practicable ; if not practicable, then the Amoor Valley route from
necessity. This route I approve of, as it will not only take me
through some of the most interesting country in Asia, but will
probably be a more straightaway continuous land-journey than
any other. The distance from Teheran to Vladivostok is some six
thousand miles, and, well aware that six thousand miles with a
bicycle over Asiatic roads is a task of no little magnitude, I at once
determine upon taking advantage of the fair March weather to ac-
complish at least the first six hundred miles of the journey between
Teheran and Meshed, one of the holy cities of Persia.

The bicycle is'in good trim, my own health is splendid, my ex-
perience of nearly eight thousand miles of straightaway wheeling
over the roads of three continents ought to count for something,
and it is with every confidence of accomplishing my undertaking
without serious misadventure that I set about making my final
preparations to start. The British Chargé d’Affaires gives me a let-
ter to General Melnikoff, the Russian Minister at the Shab’s court,
explaining the nature and object of my journey, and asking him
to render me whatever assistance he can to get through, for most
of the proposed route lies through Russian territory. Among my
Teheran friends is Mr. M , a lively, dapper little telegraphist,
who knows three or four dlﬁerent languages, and who never seems
happier than when ecalled upon to act the part of interpreter for
friends about him.

Among other dlstmgulshmg qualities, Mr. M shines in Tehe-
ran society as the only Briton with sufficient courage to wear a
chimney-pot hat. Although the writer has seen the “stove-pipe ”
of the unsuspecting tenderfoot from the Eastern States made short
work of in a far Western town, and the occurrence seemed scarcely
to be out of place there, I little expected to find popular sentiment
running in the same warlike groove, and asserting itself in the same




THE START FROM TEHERAN. 3

destructive manner in the little English community at Teheran.
Such, however, is the grim fact, and I have ventured to think.that
after this there is no disputing the common destiny of us Anglo-
Saxons, whatever clime, country, or government may at present
claim us as its own. Having seen this unfortunate head-gear of
our venerable and venerated forefathers shot as full of holes as a
colander in the West, I come to the Fast only to find it subjected
to similar indignities here. I happen to be present at the wanton

“ The Third Importation."

destruction of Mr. M-—'s second or third importation from Eng-
land, see it taken ruthlessly from his head, thrust through and
through with a sword-stick, and then made to play the unhappy
and undignified part of a foot-ball so long as there is anything left -
to kick at. More than our common language, methinks—more
than common customs and traditions—more than all those charac-
teristie traits that distinguish us in common, and at the same time
also distinguish us from all other peoples—more than anything
eise, does this mutual spirit of destructiveness, called into play by
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the sight of a stove-pipe hat, prove the existence of a strong, resist-
less undercurrent of sympathy that is carrying the most distant
outposts of Anglo-Saxony merrily down the stream of time together,
to some particular end; perchance a glorious end, perchance an
ignominious end, but certainly to an end that will not wear a stove-
pipe hat.

Mr. M ’s linguistic accomplishments include a fair knowl-
edge of Russian, and he readily accompanies me to the Russian Le-
gation to interpret. The Russian Legation is sitnated down in the
old Oriental quarter (birds of a feather, etc.) of the city, and, for
us at least, necessitated the employment of a guide to find it. On
the way down, Mr. M , who prides himself on a knowledge of
Russian character, impresses npon me his assurance that General
Melnikoff will turn out to be a nice, pleasant sort of a gentleman.
“ All the better-class Russians are delightfully jolly and agreeable,
much more agreeable to have dealings with than the same class of
people of any other country,” he says, and with these favorable
comments we reach the legation and send up my letter. After
waiting what we both consider an unnecessarily long time in the
vestibule, a full-faced, sensual-looking, or, in other words, well-to-
do Persian-looking individual, in the full costume of a Persian no-

_ bleman, comes out, bearing my letter unopened in his hand. Be-
stowing upon us a barely perceptible nod, he walks straight on
past, jumps into a carriage at the door, and is driven off.

Mr. M looks nonplussed at me, and I suppose I looked
equally nonplussed at him ; anyhow, he proceeds to relieve his feel-
ings in language anything but complimentary to the Russian Min-
ister. He's the— well, I've met scores of Russians, but— h’m,
queer! I never saw a Russian act half as queer as this before,
never !”

“Small prospect of getting any assistance from this quarter,”
I suggest. ;

“Seems deucedly like it,” assents Mr. M . I said, just now,
that, being a Russian, he was sure to be courteous and agreeable,
if nothing else ; but it seems as if there are exceptions to this
rule as to others;” and, talking together, we try to find con-
solation in the thought that he may be merely eccentric, and
turn out a very good sort of fellow after all. While thus com-
menting, a liveried servant presents himself and motions for us to
follow him in the wake of the departing carriage. Following his
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guidance a short distance through the streets, he leads us into
the court-yard of a splendid Persian mansion, delivers us into the
charge of another liveried servant,.who conducts us up a broad
flight of marble stairs, at the top of which he delivers us into the
hands of yet a third flunky, who now escorts us into the most gor-
geously mirrored room it has ever been my fortune to see. The
apartment is perfectly dazzling in its glittering splendor; the

At the Persian Foreign® Office.

floor is of highly polished marble, the walls consist of mirror-work
entirely, as also does the lofty, domed ceiling ; not plain, large
squares of looking-glass, but mirrored surfaces of all shapes and
sizes, pitched at every conceivable angle, form niches, panels, and
geometrical designs—yet each separate piece plays well ifs part in
working out the harmonious and decidedly pretty effect of the
whole. All the furniture the large apartment boasts is a erimson-
and- gold divan or two, a few strips of rich carpet, and an ebony
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stand-table, inlaid with mother-of-pearl ; but suspended from the
ceiling are several magnificent cut-glass chandeliers. At night, when
these Persian inirrored rooms are lit up, they present a scene of
barbaric splendor well calculated to delight the eye of the sumpt-
uous Oriental ; every tiny square of glass reflects a point of light,
and every larger one reproduces a chandelier ; for every lamp he
lights, the Persian voluptuary finds himself surrounded by a thou-
sand.

Seated on a divan toward one end of this splendid room, with
an open box of cigarettes before him, is the man who a few min-
utes ago passed us by on the other side and drove off in his ear-
riage. Offering us cigarettes, he bids us be seated, and then, in
very fair English (for he has once been Persian Minister to Eng-
land), introduces himself as * Nasr-i-Mulk,” the Shah’s Minister
for Foreign Affairs ; the same gentleman, it will be remembered, to
whom I was introduced on the morning of my appearance before the
Shah. (Vol.1) Ireadily recognize him now, and he recognizes me,
and asks me when I am going to leave Teheran ; butin the gloomy
vestibule of the other palace, my own memory of his face and fig-
ure was certainly at fault. It turns out, after all, that the wretch
whom we paid to guide us to the Russian Legation, in his igno-
rance guided us into the Persian Foreign Office. I knew—jyes,
dash it all | I knew he wasn’t the Russian Minister the moment I
saw him,” says Mr. M as we take our departure from the glit-
tering room. His confidence in his knowledge of Russian char-
acter, which a moment ago had dropped down to zero, revives
wonderfully upon discovering our ludicrous mistake, and, small as
he is, it is all I can do to keep up with him as we follow the guide
Nasr-i-Mulk has kindly sent to show us to the Russian Lega-
tion. A few minutes’ walk brings us to our destination, where
we find, in the person of General Melnikoff, a gentleman possess-
ing the bland and engaging qualities of a good diplomatist in a
most eminent degree.

““Which is Mr. Stevens ? ” he exclaims, with something akin to
enthusiasm, as he advances almost to the door to meet us, his face
fairly beaming with pleasure ; and, grasping me warmly by the
hand, he proceeds to express his great satisfaction at meeting a
person, who had “made so wonderful a journey,” ete., ete., and ete.
Never did Mr. Pickwick beam more pleasantly at the deaf gentle-
man, or regard more benignantly Master Humphrey’s clock, than

A}
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8- FROM TEHERAN TO YOKOHAMA. L

the Russian Minister regards the form and features of one whom,
he says, he feels ““honored to meet.” For several minutes we dis-
cuss, through the medium of Mr. M , my journey from San
Francisco to Teheran, and its proposed continuation to the Pacific ;
and during the greater part of the interview General Melnikoff
holds me quite affectionately by thehand. ‘“Wonderful !” he says,
‘“wonderful | nobody ever made half such a remarkable journey ;
my whole heart will go with you until your journey is completed.”

Mr. M looks on and interprets between us, with a fixed and
confident didn’t-I-tell-you-so smile, that forms a side study of no
mean quality. “There will be no trouble about getting permission
to go through Turkestan ?” I feel constrained to inquire ; for such
excessive display of affection and bonhommie on the Russian diplo-
mat’s part could scarce fail to arouse suspicions. *“ Oh dear, no!”
he replies. ““Oh dear; no! I will telegraph to General Komaroff,
at Askabad, to remove all obstacles, so that nothing shall interfere
with your progress.” Having received this positive assurance, we

" take our leave, Mr. M reminding me gleefully of what he had
said about the Russians being the most agreeable people on earth,
and the few remaining clonds of doubt about getting the road
through Turkestan happily dissipated by the Russian Minister’s as-
surances of assistance. ’

Searching through the bazaar, I succeed, after some little trouble,
in finding and purchasing a belt-full of Russian gold, sufficient to
carry me clear through to Japan ; and on the morning of March
10th I bid farewell to the Persian capital, well satisfied at the out-
look ahead. While packing up my traps on the evening before
starting, it begins raining for the first time in ten days; but it
clears off again before midnight, and the morning opens bright and
promising as ever. Six members of the telegraph staff have deter-
mined to accompany me ont to Katoum-abad, the first chapar-
station * on the Meshed pilgrim road, a distance of seven farsakhs.
“ Hodge-podge,” the cook, and Meshedi Ali, the gholam, were sent
ahead yesterday with plenty of substantial refreshments and sun-
dry mysterious black bottles—for it is the intention of the party to
remain at Katoum-abad over-night, and give me a proper send-off
from that point to-morrow morning. ' -

Some little delay is occasioned by -a difficulty in meeting the

* Post-station for change of horses.
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10 FROM TEHERAN TO YOKOHAMA.

fastidious tastes of some of the party as regards saddle-horses ; but
there is no particular hwry, and ten o'clock finds me bowling
briskly through the suburbs toward the Doshan Tepe gate, with
four Englishmen, an Irishman, and a Welshman cantering merrily
along on horseback behind.

“ Khuda rah pak Kumad!” (May God sweep your road!), Ali
Akbar had exclaimed as I mounted at the door, and as we pass
through the city gate the old sentinel, when told that I am at last
starting on the promised journey to Meshed on the asp-i-awhan,
supplements this with ¢ Padaram daromad!” (My father has come
out!), a Persian metaphorical exclamation, signifying that such
wonderful news has had the effect of calling his father from the
grave.

The weather has changed again since early morning ; it is evi-
dently in a very fitful and unsettled mood; the gray clouds are
swirling in confusion about the white summit of Demavend as we
emerge on the level plain outside the ramparts, and fleecy fugitives
are scudding southward in wild haste. Imperfect but ridable don-
key-trails follow the dry moat around to the Meshed road, which
takes a straight course southeastward from the city and is seen in
the distance ahead, leading over a sloping pass, a depression in the
Doshan Tepe spur of the Elburz range. The road near the city is
now in better condition for wheeling than at any other time of the
year; the daily swarms of pack-animals bringing produce into
Teheran have trodden it smooth and hard during the ten days’
continuous fine weather, while it has not been dry sufficiently long
to develop into dust, as it does later in the season. Our road is
level and good for something over a farsakh, after which comes the
rising ground leading gently upward to the pass. The gradient is
sufficiently gentle to be ridable for some little distance, when it be-
comes too rocky and steep, and I have to dismount and trundle to
the summif. The summit of the passis only about nine miles from
the city walls, and we pause a minute to investigate a bottle of -
home-made wine from the private cellar of Mr. North, one of our
party, and to allow me to take a farewell glance at Teheran, and the
many familiar objects round about, ere riding down the eastern
slope and out of sight.

Teheran is in semi-obscurity beneath the same hazy veil ob-
served when first approaching it from the west, and which always
seems to hover over it. This haziness is not sufficiently pro-
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nounced to hide any conspicuous building, and each familiar object *
in the city is plainly visible from the commanding summit of the
pass. The different gates of the city, each with its little cluster of
bright-tiled minars, trace at a glance the size and contour of the
outer ditch and wall ; the large framework of the pavilion beneath
which the Shah gives his annual tazzia (representation of the
religious tragedy of Hussein and Hassan), denuded of its canvas
covering, suggests from this distance the naked ribs of some mon-
ster skeleton. The square towers of the royal anderoon—swhich
the Shah professes to believe is the tallest dwelling-house in the
world—loom conspicuously skyward above the mass of indefinable
mud buildings and walls that characterize the habitations of hum-
bler folk—humbler, but perhaps happier on the whole than the fair
occupants of that seven-storied gilded prison.

Hundreds of women—wives, concubines, slaves, and domestics
—are understood to be dwelling within these palace walls in charge
of sable eunuchs, and the fate of any female whose bump of discre-
tion in an evil moment fails her, is to be hurled headlong from the
summit of one of the anderoon towers—such, at least, is the popu-
lar belief in Teheran ; it may or may not be an exaggeration. Some
even assert that the Shah’s chief object in building the anderoon
so high was to have the certainty of this awful doom ever present
before its numerous inmates, the more easily to keep them in a
submissive frame of mind. Off to the right, below our position, is
the Doshan Tepe palace, a memorable spot for me, where I had the
satisfaction of first introducing bicycle-riding to the notice of the
Persian monarch. Off to the left, the Parsee ¢ tower of silence ” is
observed perched among the lonely gray hills far from human
habitation or any traversed road ; on a grating fixed in the top of
this tower, the Guebre population of Teheran deposit their dead, in
order that the carrion-crows and the vultures may pick the carcass
clean before they deposit the whitened bones in the body of the
tower.

Having duly investigated the bottle of wine and noticed these
few familiar objects, we all remount and begin the descent. Itisa
gentle declivity from top to bottom, and ridable the whole distance,
save where an occasional washout or other small obstacle compels a
dismount. The wind is likewise favorable, and from the top of the
- pass the bicycle out-distances the horsemen, except two who are
riding exceptionally good nags and make a special effort to keep
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‘up; and at two o’clock we arrive at Katoum-abad. Katoum-abad
consists of a small mud village and a half-ruined brick caravansarai ;
in one of the rooms of the latter we find “ Hodge-podge ” and Me-
shedi Ali, with an abundance of roast chickens, cold mutton, eggs,
and the before-mentioned mysterious black bottles.

The few Persian travellers in the caravansarai and the villagers
come flocking around as usual to worry me about riding the bicy-
cle, but the servants drivd them away in short order. ‘We want
to see the sahib ride the asp-i-awhan,” they explain, no doubt
thinking their request most natural and reasonable. “The sahib
won't let you see it, nor ride on it this evening,” reply the servants;
and, given to understand that we won't put up with their impor-
tunities, they worry us no more. ¢ Ob, that I could get rid of
them thus readily always!” I mentally exclaim ; for I feel instine-
tively that the farther east I get, the more wretchedly worrying
and inquisitive I shall find the people. We arrive hungry and
thirsty, and in condition to do ample justice to the provisions at
band. After satisfying the pressing needs of hunger, we drink
several appropriate toasts from the contents of the mysterious black
bottles—toasts for the success of my journey, and to the bicyele
that has stood by me so well thus far on my journey, and promises
to stand by me equally as well for the future.

About four o’clock two of the company, who have been thought-
ful enough to bring shot-guns along, sally forth in quest of ducks.
They come plodding wearily back again shortly after dark, without
any game, but with deep designs on the credulity of the non-sport-
ing members of the company. In reply to the general and stereo-
typed query, ¢“Shoot anything?” one of the erring pair replies,
“Yes, we shot several canvas-backs, but lost them in the reedss
didn’t we, old un ?” “Yes, five,” promptly asserts ¢“old un,” a truth-
ful young man of about three-and-twenty summers. After this, the
silence for the space of a minute is so profound that we can hear
each other think, until one of the company, acting as spokesman for
the silent reflections of the others, inquires, ““ Anybody know of any
reeds about Katoum-abad ?” Some one is about to reply, bub
sportsman No. 1 artfully waives further examination by heaping
imprecations on the unkempt head of a dervish, who at this oppor-
tune moment commences a sing-song monotone, in a most soul-
harrowing key, outside our menzil door-way.

A slight drizzling rain is falling when the early riser of the
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company wakes up and peeps out at daybreak next morning, but
it soon ceases, and by seven o’clock the ground is quite dry. The
road for a mile or so is too lumpy to admit of mounting, as is fre-
quently the case near a village, and my six companions accompany
me to ridable ground. As I mount and wheel away they wave
hats and send up three.ringing cheers and a “tiger,” hurrahs that
roll across the gray Persian plain to the echoing hills, the strangest
sound, perhaps, these grim old hills have ever echoed; certainly,
they never before echoed an English cheer.

And now, as my friends of the telegraph staff turn about and
wend their way back to Teheran, is as good a time as any to men-
tion briefly the manner in which these genial lightning-jerkers
assisted to render my five months’ sojourn in the Persian capital
agreeable. But a few short hours after my arrival in Teheran, I
was sought out by Messrs. Meyrick and North, who no sooner
learned of my intention to winter here, than they extended a cor-
dial invitation ta join them in their already established bachelors’
quarters, where four disconsolate halves of humanity were already
messing harmoniously together. With them I took up my quar-
ters, and, under the liberal and wholesome gastronomic arrange-
ments of the establishment, soon acquired my usual semi-embon-
point condition, and recovered from that gaunt, hungry appearance
that the hardships and scant fare of the journey from Constanti-
nople had imparted. The house belonged to Mr. North, and he
managed to give me a little room to myself for literary work, and,
under the influence of a steady stream of letters and papers from
friends and well-wishers in England and America, that snug little
apartment, with a round, moon-like hole in the thick mud wall for
a window, soon acquired the den-like aspect that seems insepara-
ble from the occupation of distributing ink.

Three native servants cooked for us, waited on us, turned up
missing when wanted for anything particular, cheated us and each
other, swore eternal honesty and fidelity to our faces, called us in- _
fidel dogs and pedar sags behind our backs, quarrelled daily among
themselves over their modokal (legitimate pickings and stealings—
ten per cent. on everything passing through their hands), and
meekly bore with any abuse bestowed gratuitously upon them, for
an aggregate of one hundred and thirty kerans a month—and, of
course, their modokal. Some enterprising members of the colony
Lad formed themselves into a club, and imported a billiard-table
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from England ; this, also, was installed in Mr. North’s house, and it
furnished the means for many an hour of pleasant diversion. Like
all Persian houses, the house was built around a square court-yard.
Mr. North had also a pair of small white bull-dogs, named, re-
spectively, “Crib” and ‘“Swindle.” The last-named animal fur-
nished us with quite an exciting episode one February evening.
He had been acting rather strangely for two or three days; we
thought that one of the servants had been giving him a dose of
“ bhang in revenge for having worried his kitten, and that he would
soon recover ; but on this particular day, when out for a run with

My Teheran * Den."

his owner, his strange behavior took the form of leaping impul-
sively at Mr. North, and, with seemingly wild frolic, seizing and
shaking his garments. When Mr. North returned home he took
the precautionary measure of chaining him up in the yard. Shortly
afterward, I came in from my customary evening walk, and, all un-
conscious of the change in his behavior, went up to him ; with a
half-playful, half-savage spring he seized the leg of my trousers,
and, with an evidently uncontrollable impulse, shook a piece clean
out of it. He became gradually worse as the evening wore away;
the wild expression of his eyes developed in an alarming manner ;
he would try to get at any person who showed himself, and he
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made night hideous with the fearful barking liowl of a mad dog.
Poor Swindle had gone mad ; and I had had a narrow escape from
being bitten. We lassoed him from opposite directions and dragged
him outside and shot him. Swindle was a plucky little dog, and so
was Crib ; one day they chased a vagrant cat up on to the roof;
driven to desperation, the cat made a wild leap down into the
court-yard, a distance of perhaps twenty feet ; without a moment’s
hesitation, both dogs sprang boldly after her, recking little of the
distance to the ground and the possibility of broken bones.

" Swindle had gone Mad.”

Sometimes the colony drives dull care and ennui away by in-
dulging in private theatricals ; this winter they organized an ama-
teur company, called themselves the “Teheran Bulbuls,” and, with
burnt-corked faces and grotesque attire, they rehearsed and per-
fected themselves in “Uncle Ebenezer’s Visit to New York,” which,
together with sundry duets, solos, choruses, ete., they proposed to
give, an entertainment for the benefit of the poor of the city. When
the Shah returned from Europe, he was moved by what he had
seen there to build a small theatre; the theatre was built, but
nothing is ever done with it. The Teheran Bulbuls applied for its
use to give their entertainment in, and the Shali was pleased to
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.grant their request. The mollahs raised objections ; they said it
would have a tendency to corrupt the morals of the Persians.
Once, twice, the entertainment was postponed; but the Shah
finally over-ruled the bigoted priests’ objections, and * Uncle Ebe-
nezer’s Visit to New York ” was played twice in Nasr-e-Deen’s little
gilded theatre a few days after I left, with great success ; the first
night, before the Shah and his nobles and the foreign ambassadors,
and the second night before more common folk. The two post-
ponements and my early departure prevented me from being on
hand as prompter. The winter before, these dusky-faced bul-
buls ” had performed before a Teheran audience, and one who was
a member at that time tells an amusing story of the individual
who acted as prompter on that occasion. One of the performers
appeared on the stage sufficiently charged with stage-fright to
cause him to entirely forget his piece. Expecting every moment
to get the cue from the prompter’s box, what was his horror to
hear, after waiting what probably seemed to him about an hour,
instead of the cue, in a hoarse whisper that could be distinetly
heard all over the room, the comforting remark, “I say, Charlie,
I've lost the blooming place !”

The American missionaries have a small chapel in Teheran, and
on Sunday morning we sometimes used to go ; the little congrega-
tion gathered there was composed of strange elements collected
together from far-off places. From Colonel I , the grizzled
military adventurer, now in the Shah’s service, and who was also
with Maximilian in Mexico, to the young American lady who is said
to have turned missionary and come, broken-hearted, to the distant
East because her lover had died a few days before they were to be
married, they are an audience of people each with a more or less
adventurous history. It is perfectly natural that it should be so ;
it is the irrepressible spirit of adventure that is either directly or
indirectly responsible for their presence here.

Half an hour after the echoes of the three cheers and the “ti-
ger” have died away finds me wet-footed and engaged in fording
a geries of aggravating little streams, that obstruet my path so fre-
quently that to stop and shed one’s foot-gear for each soon be-
comes an intolerable nuisance. Ishould think I can lay claim, with-
out exaggeration, to crossing fifty of these streams inside of ten
miles, A good-sized stream emerges from the Elburz foot-hills;
after reaching the plain it follows no regular channel, but spreads
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out like an open fan into a gradually widening area of small
streams, that play their partin irrigating a few scattering fields and
gardens, and are then lost in the sands of the desert to the south.
Situated where it can derive the most benefit from these streams
is the village of Sherifabad, and beyond Sherifabad stretches a
verdureless waste to Aivan-i-Kaif. On this desert, I sit down, fora
few minutes, on one of those little mounds of stones piled up at in-

tervals to mark the road when the trail is buried beneath the win-
ter snows; a green-turbaned descendant of the Prophet, bestriding

Amenities of the Desert.

a bay horse, comes from the opposite direction, stops, dismounts,
squats down on his hams cloge by, and proceeds to regale himself
with bread and figs, meanwhile casting fugitive glances at the bi-
cycle. Presently he advances closer, gives me a handful of figs,
squats down closer to the bicycle, and commences a searching in-
vestigation of its several parts. 5
“Where are you going ?” he finally asks. Meshed.” “Where
have you come from ?” ¢ Teheran.” With that he hands me an-
" other handful of figs, remounts his horse, and rides away without
another word. Inquisitiveness is seen almost bristling from the
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loose sleeves and flowing folds of his sky-blue gown, but his over-
whelming sense of his own holiness forbids him holding anything
like a lengthy intercourse with an unhallowed Ferenghi, and, much
as he would like to know everything about the bicycle, he goes
away without asking a single question about it.

Shortly after parting company with the sanctimonious seyud, I
encounter a prosperous-looking party of dervishes. Some of them
are mounted on excellent donkeys, and for dervishes they look ex-
ceptionally flourishing and well to do. As I ride slowly past, they
accost me with their customary ‘ huk yah huk,” and promise to
pray Allak for a safe journey to wherever I am going, if I will only
favor them with the necessary backsheesh to command their good
offices.

There are some stretches of very good road across this desert,
and I reach Aivan-i-Kaif near noon. There has been no drinkable
water for a long distance, and, being thirsty, my first inquiry is for
tea. ¢ There is a fchai-khan at the wmbar (water-cistern), yonder,”
I am told, and straightway proceed to the place pointed out;
' ab ““fchai-khan neis” is the reply upon inquiring at the umbar.
In this manner am I promptly initiated into one peculiarity of the
people along this portion of the Meshed pilgrim road, a peculiar-
ity that distinguishes them from the ordinary Persian as fully as
the shaking of their heads for an affirmative reply does the people
of the Maritza Valley from other people of the Balkan Peninsula.
They will frequently ask you if you want a certain article, simply
for the purpose of telling you they haven’t got it. Whether this
queer inconsistency comes of simon-pure inquisitiveness, to hear
what one will say in reply, or whether they derive a certain
amount of inquisitorial pleasure from raising a person’s expecta-
tions one moment so as to witness his disappointment the next,
is a question I prefer to leave to others, but more than once am I
brought into contact with this peculiarity during the few brief
hours I stay at Aivan-i-Kaif. It is not improbable that these peo-
ple are merely carrying their ideas of politeness to the insane
length of holding out the promise of what they think or ascertain
one wants, knowing at the same time their inability to supply it.

It is threatening rain as I pick my way through a mile or so of
mud ruins, tumble-down walls, and crooked paths, leading from
the wmbar to the house of the Persian telegraph-jee, who has been
requested, from Teheran, to put me up, and, in view of the threat-
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ening aspect of the weather, I conclude to remain till morning.
The English Government has taken charge of the Teheran and
Meshed telegraph-line, during the delimitation of the Afghan and
Turkestan boundary, and, besides guaranteeing the native tel-
egraph-jees their regular salary—which is not always forthcoming
from the Persian Government—they pay them something extra.
In consequence of this, the telegraph-jees are at present very fa-
vorably disposed toward Englishmen, and Mirza Hassan readily ten-
ders me the hospitality of the little mud office where he amuses
himself daily clicking the keys of his instrument, smoking kalians,
drinking tea, and entertaining his guests. Mr. McIntire and Mr.
Stagno are somewhere between here and Meshed, inspecting and
repairing the line for the English Government, for they received it
from the Persians in a wretched, tumble-down condition, and M.
Gray, telegraphist for the Afghan Boundary Commission, is sta-
tioned temporarily at Meshed, so that, thanks to the boundary
troubles, I am pretty certain of meeting three Europeans on the
first six hundred miles of my journey.

Mirza Hassan is hospitable and well meaning, buf, like most
Persians, he is slow about everything but asking questions. Being
a telegraph-jee, he is, of course, a comparatively enlightened mortal,
and, among other things, he is acquainted with the average English-
man’s partiality for beer. One of the first questions he asks, is
whether I want any beer. It strikes me at once as a rather strange
question to be asked in a Persian village, but, thinking he might
perchance have had a bottle or two left here by one of the above-
mentioned telegraph-inspectors, I signify my willingness to sam-
ple a little. True to the peculiar inconsistency of his fellows, he
replies : “ Ob-tjow neis” (beer, no). If he hasn’t ob-izjow, how-
ever, he has tea, and in about an hour after my arrival he produces
the samovar, a bowl of sugar, and the tiny glasses in which tea is
always served in Persia.

Visitors begin dropping in as usual, and, before long, hundreds
of villagers are swarming about the telegraph-Zhana, anxious to see
meride. Itiscoming on to rain, but, in order to rid the telegraph-
office of the crowd, I take the bicycle out. Willing men earry both
me and the bicycle across a stream that runs through the village,
to smooth ground on the opposite side, where I ride back and
forth several times, to the wild and boisterous delight of the entire
population.
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In this manner I succeed in ridding the telegraph-office of the
crowd ; but there is no getting rid of the visitors. Everybody in
the place who thinks himself a little better than the ragamuffin
ryots comes and squats on his hams in the little hut-like office,
sips the telegraphyjee’s sweetened tea, smokes his kalians, and
spends the afternoon in staring wonderingly at me and the bicycle.
Having picked up a little Persian during the winter, I am able to
talk with them, and understand them, rather better than last sea-
son, and, Persian-like, they ply me mercilessly with questions. Of-
ten, when some one asks a question of me, Mirza Hassan, as becomes
a telegraph-jee, and a person of profound erudition, thoughtfully
saves me the trouble of replying by undertaking to furnish the
desired information himself. One old mollah wants to know how
many farsakhs it is from Aivan-i-Kaif to Yenghi Donia (New
World—America) ; ere I can frame a suitable reply, Mirza Has-
san forestalls my intentions by answering, in a decisive tone of
voice that admits of no appeal, “ Khylie!” “Khylie” is a handy
word that the Persians always fall back on when fheir knowledge
of great numbers or long distances is vague and shadowy; it is
an indefinite term, equivalent to our word “many.” Mirza Hassan
does not know whether America is two hundred farsakhs away
or two thousand, but he knows it to be ‘“khylie farsakhs,”
and that is perfectly satisfactory to himself, and the white-tur-
baned questioner is perfectly satisfied with “khylie” for an an-
swer.

A person from the New World is naturally a rara avis with the
simple villagers of Aivan-i-Kaif, and their inquisitiveness concern-
ing Yenghi Donia.and Yenghi Donians fairly runs riot, and shapes
itself into all manner of questions. They want to know whether
the people smoke kalians and ride horses—real horses, not asps-i-
awhans—in Yenghi Donia, and whether the Valiat smoked the kalian
with me at Hadji Agha. Mirza Hassan explaing about the kalian
and horses; he enlightens his wondering auditors to the extent
that Yenghi Donians smoke- nargilehs and chibouques instead of
kalians, and he contemptuously pook-poohs the idea of them keep-
ing riding-horses when they are clever enough to make iron horses
that require nothing to eat or drink and no rest. About the ques-
tion of the Heir Apparent smoking the kalian with me he betrays
as lively an interest as anybody in the room, but he maintains a
discreet silence until I answer in the negative, when he surveys his
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guests with the air of one who pities their ignorance, and says,
“ Kolian neis.”

A lusty-lunged youngster of about three summers has been in-
terrupting the genial flow of conversation by making ¢ Rome howl”
in an adjoining room, and Mirza Hassan fetches him in and con-
soles him with sundry lumps of sugar. The advent of the limpid-
eyed toddler leads the thoughts and questions of the company into
more domestic channels. After exhaustive questioning about my
own affairs, Mirza Hassan, with more than praiseworthy frankness
and becoming gravity, informs me that, besides the embryo tele-
graph-jee and sugar-consumer in-the room, he is the happy father
of “yek nim” (one and a half others). I cast my eye around the
room at this extraordinary announcement, expecting to find the
company indulging in appreciative smiles, but every person in the
room is as sober as a judge ; plainly, I am the only person present
who regards the announcement as anything uncommon.

After an ample supper of mutton pillau, Mirza Hassan proceeds
to say his prayers, borrowing my compass to get the proper bear-
ings for Mecca, which I have explained to him during the after-
noon. With no little dismay he discovers that, according to my
explanations, he has for years been bobbing his head daily several
degrees east of the holy city, and, like a sensible fellow, and a per-
son who has become convinced of the infallibility of telegraph
instruments, compasses, and kindred aids to the accomplishment
of human ends, he now rectifies the mistake.

Everybody along this route uses a praying-stone, a small cake
of stone or hardened clay, containing an inscription from the Koran.
These praying-stones are obtained from the sacred soil of Meshed,
Koom, or Kerbela, and are placed in position on the ground in
front of the kneeling devotee during his devotions, so that, instead
of touching his forehead to the carpet or the common ground of
his native village, he can bring it in contact with the hallowed soil
of one of these holy cities. Distance lends enchantment to a holy
place, and adds to the efficacy of a prayer-stone in the eyes of its
owner, and they are valued highly or lightly according to the dis-
tance and the consequent holiness of the city they are brought
from. For example, a Meshedi values a prayer-stone from Kerbela,
and a Kerbeli values one from Meshed, neither of them having
much faith in the efficacy of one from his own city ; familiarity with
sacred things apparently breeds doubts and indifference. The
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prayer-stone is reverently touched to lips, cheeks, and forehead at
the finish of prayers, and then carefully wrapped up and stowed
away until praying-time comes round again. To a sceptical and
perhaps irreverent observer, these praying-stones would seem to
bear about the same relation to a pilgrimage to Meshed or Kerbela
as a package of prepared sea-salt does to a season at the sea-side.



CHAPTER II
PERSIA AND THE MESHED PILGRIM ROAD.

Ir rains quite heavily during the night, but clears off again in
the early morning, and at eight o’clock I take my departure, Mirza
Hassan refusing to allow his son and heir to accept a present in
acknowledgment of the hospitality received at his hands. The
whole male population of the village is assembled again at the spot
where their experience of yesterday has taught them I should prob-
ably mount ; and the house-tops overlooking the same spot, and
commanding a view of the road across the plain to the eastward,
are crowded with women and children. The female portion of my
farewell audience present quite a picturesque appearance, being
arrayed in their holiday garments of red, blue, and other bright
colors, in honor of Friday, the Mohammedan Sabbath.

Four miles of most excellent camel-path lead across a gravelly
plain, affording a smooth, firm, wheeling surface, notwithstanding
the heavy rains of the previous night ; but beyond the plain the
road leads over the pass of the Sardara Iooh, one of the many
spurs of the Elburz range that reach out toward the south. This
spur consists of saline hills that present a very remarkable appear-
ance in places ; the rocks are curiously honey-combed by the action
of the salt, and the yellowish earthy portion of the hills are fantas-
tically streaked and seamed with white. A trundle of a couple of
ot miles brings me to the summit, from which point I am able to
mount, and, with brake firmly in hand, glide smoothly down the
eastern slope. After descending about a mile, I am met by a party
of travellers who give me friendly yarning of deep water a little
farther down the mountain. After leaving them, my road follows
down the winding bed of a stream that is probably dry the greater
part of the year ; but during the spring thaws, and immediately
after a rain-storm, a stream of brackish, muddy water a few inches
deep trickles down the mountain and forms a most disagreeable
area of sticky salt mud at the bottom. The streak this morning



PERSIA AND THE MESHED PILGRIM ROAD. 25

can more truthfully be described as yellow liquid mud than as
water, and both myself and wheel present anything but a pre-
possessing appearance in ten minutes after starting down its grimy
channel. I am, however, congratulating myself upon finding it so
shallow, and begin to think that, in describing the water as nearly
over their donkeys’ backs, the travellers were but indulging their
natural propensity as subjects of the Shah, and worthy followers
in the footsteps of Ananias.

About the time I have arrived at this comforting conclusion, I

“Woe-begone."”

am suddenly confronted by a pond of liquid mud that bars my
farther progress down the mountain. A recent slide of land and
rock has blocked up the narrow channel of the stream, and backed
up the thick yellow liquid into'a pool of uncertain depth. There
is no way to get around it; perpendicular walls of rock and slippery
yellow clay rise sheer from the water on either side. There is evi-
dently nothing for it but to disrobe without more ado and try the
depth. Besides being thick with mud, the water is found to be of
that icy, cutting temperature peculiar to cold brine, and after wad-
ing about in it for fiftcen minutes, first finding a fordable place,
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and then carrying clothes and wheel across, I emerge on to the
bank formed by the land-slip looking as woe-begone a specimen of
humanity as can well be imagined. Plastered with a coat of thin
yellow mud from head to foot, chilled through and through, and
shivering like a Texas steer in a norther, feet cut and bleeding
in several places from contact with the sharp rocks, and no clean
water to wash off the mud! With the assistance of knife, pocket-
handkerchief, and sundry theological remarks which need not be
reproduced here, I finally succeed in getting off at least the greater
portion of the mud, and putting on my clothes. The discomfort is
only of temporary duration ; the agreeable warmth of the after-glow
exhilarates both mind and body, and with the disappearance of the
difficulty to the rear comes the satisfaction of having found it no
harder to overcome.

A little good wheeling is encountered toward the bottom of the
pass, and then comes an area of wet salt-flats, interspersed with sa-
line rivulets—those innocent-looking little streamlets the deceptive
clearness of which tempts the thirsty and uninitiated way-farer to
drink. Few travellers in desert countries but have been deceived
by these innocuous-looking streamlets once, and equally few are the
people who suffer themselves to be deceived by their smooth, pellu-
cid aspect a second time ; for a mouthful of either strongly saline
or alkaline water from one of them creates an impression on the
deceived one’s palate and his mind that guarantees him to be ‘wari-
ness personified for the remainder of his life. Since a certain ex-
perience in the Bitter Creek country, Wyoming, the writer prides
himself on being able to distinguish drinkable water from the
salty or alkaline article almost as far as it can be seen, and a
stream about which the least suspicion is entertained is invariably
tasted with gingerly hesitancy to begin with.

Soon after noon I reach the village of Kishlag, where a halt of
an hour or so is made to refresh the inner man with tea, raw eggs,
and figs—a queer enough bill of fare for dinner, but no more queer
than the people from whom it is obtained. Some of my readers
have doubtless heard of the Milesian waiter who could never be
brought to see any inconsistency in asking the guests of the res-
taurant whether they would take tea or coffee, and then telling them
there was no tea, they would have to take coffee. The proprietor
of the little fchai-khan at Kishlag asks me if I want coffee, and then,
in strict conformity with the curious inconsistency first discovered
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and spoken of at Aivan-i-Kaif, he informs me that he has nothing
but tea. The country hereabout is evidently the birthplace of
TIrish bulls ; when the ancestors of modern Handy Andys were run-
ning wild on the bogs of Connemara, the people of Aivan-i-Kaif
and Kishlag were indulging in Irish bulls of the first water.

The crowd at Kishlag are good-natured and comparatively well-
behaved. In reply to their questionings, I tell them that I am
jouwrneying from Yenghi Donia to Meshed. The New World is a
far-away, shadowy realm to these ignorant Persian villagers, almost
as much out of their little, unenlightened world as though it were
really another planet ; they evidently think that in going to Meshed
I am making a pilgrimage to the shrine of Imam Riza, for some of
them commence inquiring whether or no Yenghi Doniang are Mus-
sulmans. g 5

The weather-clerk inaugurates a regular March zephyr in the
east, during the brief halt at Kishlag; and in addition to that
doubtful favor blowing against me, the road leading out is lumpy
as far as the cultivated area extends, and then it leads across a
rough, stony plain that is traversed by a network of small streams
similar to those encountered yesterday at Sherifabad. To the left,
the abutting front of the Elburz Mountains is streaked and frescoed
with salt, that in places vies in whiteness with the lingering
patches of snow higher up; to the right extends the gray, level
plain, interspersed with small cultivable areas for a farsakh or two,
beyond which lies the great dashi-i-namek (salt desert) that com-
prises a large portion of the interior of Persia.

Wild asses abound on the dasht-i-namek, and wandering bands
of these animals occasionally stray up in this direction. The Per-
sians consider the flesh of the wild donkey as quite a delicacy, and
sometimes hunt them for their meat ; they are said to be untam-
able, unless caught when very young, and are then generally too
slender-limbed to be of any service in carrying weights. Wild
goats abound in the Elburz Mountains ; the villagers hunt them
also for their meat, but the flesh of the wild goat is said to con-
tribute largely to the prevalence of sore eyes among the people.
The Persian will eat wild donkey, wild goat, and the flesh of camels,
but only the very poor people—people who cannot afford to be fas-
tidious—ever touch a piece of beef; gushi-i-goosfang (mutton) is
the staple meat of the country.

The general aspect of the country immediately south of the
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Elburz Mountains, beyond the circumscribed area of cultivation
about the villages, is that of a desert, desolate, verdureless, and for-
bidding. One can scarcely realize that by simply crossing this
range a beautiful region is entered, where the prospect is as different
as is light from darkness. An entirely different climate character-
izes the Province of Mazanderan, comprising the northern slopes of
these mountains and the Caspian littoral. With a humid climate
the whole year round, and the entire face of the country covered
with dense jungle, the northern slopes of the Elburz Mountains pre-
sent a striking contrast to the barren, salt-frescoed foot-hills facing
the south hereabout. Here, as at Resht, the moisture from the
Caspian Sea does for the province of Mazanderan what similar
influences from the Pacific do for California. It makes all the
difference between California and Nevada in the one case, and
Mazanderan and the desert-like character of Central Persia in the
other.

In striking and effective contrast to the general aspect of death
and desolation "that characterizes the desert wastes of Persia—
an effect that is heightened by the ruins of caravansaries or vil-
lages, that are seldom absent from the landscape—are the cultivated
spots around the villages. Wherever there is a permanent supply
of water, there also is certain to be found a mud-built village, with
fields of wheat and barley, pomegranate orchards, and vineyards.
In a country of universal greenness these would count for nothing,
but, situated like islands in the sea of sombre gray about them,
they often present-an appearance of extreme beauty that the won-
dering observer is somewhat puzzled to account for; it is the beauty
of contrast, the great and striking contrast between vegetable
life and death.

These impressions are nowhere more strongly brought into
notice than when approaching Aradan, a village I reach about five
o'clock. Like almost all Persian towns and villages, Aradan has
evidently occupied a much larger area at one time than it does at
present ; and the mournful-looking ruins of mosques, gateways,
walls, and houses are scattered here and there over the plain for a
mile before reaching the present limits of habitation. The brown
ruins of a house are seen standing in the middle of a wheat-field ;
the wheat is of that intense greenness born of irrigation and a
rich sandy soil, and the mud ruins, dead, desolate, and crumbling
to dust, look even more deserted and mournful from the great
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confrast in color, and from the myriad stems of green young life
that wave and nod about them with every passing breeze. The
tumble-down windows and doorways form openings through which
the blue sky and the green waving sen of vegetation beyond are
seen as in a picture, and the ruined mud mosque, its dome gone,
its windows and doorways crumbled to shapeless openings, seems
like a weather-beaten skeleton of Persia’s past, while the ever-mov-
ing waves of verdant life about it, seem to be beating against it
and persistently assailing it, like waves of the sea beating against
an isolated rock.

While engaged in fording a stream on the stony plain between

Meeting Mr. Stagno.

the two last-named villages, Mr. Stagno and servant come jogging
along from the east, on the hurricane deck of the sorriest-looking
pair of chapar horses it has been my fortune to meet on a Persian
road. The shagird-chapar is with them, on a third “bag of bones,”
worse, if possible, than the others. Taking the world over, there is
perhaps no class of horses that are subject to so much cruelty and
ill-treatment as the chapar horses of Persia. With back raw, ribs
countable a hundred yards away, spavined, blind of an eye, fistula,
and cursed with every ill that horseflesh in the hands of human
brutes is subject to, the chapar horse is liable to be taken out at-
any hour of the day or night, regardless of previous services being
but just finished. He is goaded on with unsparing lash to the next
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station, twenty, or perhaps thirty miles away, staggering beneath
the weight of the traveller, or his servant, with ponderous saddle-
bags.

This chapar, or post-service, is established along the great
highways of travel between Teheran and Tabreez, Teheran and
Meshed, and Teheran and Bushire, with a branch route from the
Tabreez trail to the Caspian port of Enzeli; the stations vary from
four to eight farsakhs apart. Not all the chapar horses are the
wretched creatures just described, however, and by engaging before-
hand the best horses at each station along the route, certain travellers
have made quite remarkable time between points hundreds of miles
apart. In addition to horses for himself and servants, the traveller
is required to pay for one to carry the shagird-chapar who accom-
panies them to the next station to bring back the horses. The
ordinary charge is one keran a farsakh for each horse. If wouldn't
be a Persian institution, however, if there wasn’t some little un-
derhanded arrangement on hand to mulet the traveller of some-
thing over and above the legitimate charges. Accordingly, we find
two distinet measurements of distance recognized between each
station—the ‘“chapar distance” and the correct distance. If, for
instance, the actual distance is six farsakhs, the ‘“chapar distance”
will be seven, or seven and a half; the difference between the two
is the chapar-jee’s modokal ; without modokal there is no question
but that a Persian would feel himself to be a miserable, neglected
mortal.

Aradan is another telegraph control station, and Mr. Stagno in-
forms me that the telegraph-jee is looking forward to my arrival,
and is fully prepared to accommodate me over night ; and, fur'ther-
more, that all along the line the people of the telegraph towns are
eagerly anticipating the arrival of the Sahib, with the marvellous
vehicle, of which they have heard such strange stories. Aradan is
reached about five o’clock ; the road leading into the village is
found excellent wheeling, enabling me to keep the saddle while fol-
lowing at the heels of a fleet-footed ryot, who voluntarily guides me
to the telegraph-khana. The telegraph.jee is temporarily absent
when T arrive, but his farrash lets me inside the office yard, spreads
a piece of carpet for me to sit on, and with commendable thought-
fulness shuts out the crowd, who, as usual, immediately begin to
collect. The quickness with which a crowd collects in a Persian
town has to be seen to be fully comprehended. or the space of
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half an hour, I sit in solitary state on the carpet, and endure the
wondering gaze and the parrot-like chattering of a thin, long row of
villagers, sitting astride the high mud wall that encloses three
sides of the compound, and during the time find some amusement
in watching the scrambling and quarrelling for position. These ir-
repressible sight-seers commenced climbing the wall from the ad-
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Those lrrepressible Sight-seers,

joining walls and houses the moment the farrash shut them out of
the yard, and in five minutes they are packed close as books on a
shelf, while others are quarrelling noisily for places ; in addition
to this, the roof of every building commanding a glimpse into the
chapar-khana compound is swarmed w1th neck-craning, chattering
people.

Soon the telegraph-jee puts in an appearance ; he proves to be
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an exceptionally agreeable fellow, and one of the very few Persians
one meets with having blue eyes. He appears to regard it as
quite an understood thing that I am going to remain over night
with him, and proceeds at once to make the necessary arrange-
ments for my accommodation, without going to the trouble of ex-
tending a formal invitation. He also wins my eternal esteem by
discouraging, as far as Persian politeness and civility will admit,
the intrusion of the inevitable self-sufficients who presume on their
““eminent respectability ” as loafers, in contradistinction to the half-
naked tillers of the soil, to invade the premises and satisfy their in-
ordinate curiosity, and their weakness for kalian smoking and tea-
drinking at another’s expense. After duly discussing between us a
samovar of tea, we take a stroll through the village to see the old
castle, and the umbars that supply the village with water. The tele-
graph-jee cleared the walls upon his arrival, but the house-tops are
out of his jurisdiction, and before starting he wisely suggests putting
the bicycle in some conspicuous position, as an inducement for the
crowd to remain and econcentrate their curiosity upon it, otherwise
there would be no keeping them from following us about the vil-
lage. 'We set it up in plain view on the bala-khana, and returning
from our walk, are amused to find the old farrash delivering a lect-
ure on cyeling. -

The fortress at Aradan is the first one of the kind one sees
when travelling eastward from Teheran, but as we shall come to a
larger and better preserved specimen at Lasgird, in a couple of
days, it will, perhaps, be advisable to postpone a deseription till
then. They are all pretty much alike, and were all built to serve
the same purpose, of affording shelter and protection from Turko-
man raiders. The Aradan umbars arve nothing extraordinary, ex-
cept perhaps that the conieal brick-work roofs are terraced so that
one can walk, like ascending stairs, to the summit; and perhaps,
also, because they are in a good state of repair—a sufficiently un-
usual thing in a Persian village to merit remark. These umbars
are filled by allowing the water to flow in from a street ditch con-
necting with the little stream to which every village owes its exist-
ence; when the wmbar is full, a few spadefuls of dirt shut the
watex off.

The chief occupation of the Eastern female is undoubtedly car-
rying water; the women of Oriental villages impress the observant
Occidental, as people who will carry water—worlds may be created
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and worlds destroyed ; all things else may change, and habits and
costumes become revolutionized by the march of time, but nothing
will prevent the Oriental female from carrying water, and earrying
it in huge earthenware jugs! At any hour of the day—I won’t
speak positively about the night—women may be seen at the um-
bars filling large earthenware jugs, coming and going, going and

S

A Lecture on 'Cycling.

coming. I don’t remeniber ever passing one of these cisterns with-
_out seeing women there, filling and carrying away jars of water.
No doubt there are occasional odd moments when no women are
there, but any person acquainted with village life in the Bast will
not fail to recognize this as simply the plain, unvarnished truth.
As the ditch from which the wmbar is filled not infrequently runs

through half the length of the village first, the personal habits of a
VoL, II.—3.
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Mohammedan population insure that it reaches the wmbar in any-
thing but a fit condition for human consumption. But the Koran
teaches that flowing water cannot be contaminated or defiled, con-
sequently, when he takes a drink or fills the village reservoir, your
thoroughbred Mussulman never troubles his head about what is
going on up-stream. The Koran is to him a more reliable gunide
for his own good than the evidence of all his seven senses com-
bined.

Stagnant pools of water, covered, even this early in the season
(March 12th), with green scum, breed fever and mosquitoes galore
in Aradan ; the people know it, acknowledge it readily, and suffer
from it every summer, but they take no steps to remedy the evil;
the spirit of public enterprise has dwindled to such dimensions in
provincial Persia, that it is no longer equal to filling np a few fever-
breeding pools of water in the centre of a village. The telegraph-
Jjee himself acknowledges that the water-holes cause fever and mos-
quitoes, but, intelligent and enlightened mortal though he be in
comparison with his fellow-villagers, when questioned about it, he
replies: ‘““Inshalla! the water don’t matter ; if it is our kismet to
take the fever and die, nothing can prevent it ; if it is our kismet
not to take it, nothing can give ittous.” Such unanswerable logic
could only originate in the brain of a fatalist; these people are all
fatalists, and —as we can imagine—especially so when the doctrine
comes in handy to dodge doing anything for the public weal.

All Persian villages, except those clustered about the immediate
vicinity of a large city, have some peculiarity of their own to offer
in the matter of the people’s dress. The pantaloons of any Persian
village are not by any means stylish garments, according to West-
ern ideas ; but the male bipeds of Aradan have something really
extraordinary to offer, even among the many startling patterns of
this garment met with in Eastern lands. To note the quantity of
material that enters info the composition of a pair of Aradan panta-
loons, would lead an uninitiated person into thinking the people all
millionnaires, were it not likewise observed that the material is but
coarse blue cotton, woven and dyed by the wearer’s wife, mother, or
sister. One of the most conspicuous features about them is that
their shape—if they can truthfully be said to have any shape—
seems to be a wild, rambling pattern of our own ideas concerning
the shape this garment ought to assume. The legs, instead of
being gathered, Oriental fashion, at the ankles, dangle loosely about
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the fect ; and yet itis these same legs that are the chief distinguish-
ing feature of the pants. One of the legs, cut off and sewed up
at one end, would make the nicest kind of an eight-bushel grain
sack ; rather too wide, perhaps, in proportion to the depth, to make
a shapely grain sack, but there is no question about the capacity
for the eight bushels. No doubt these people would be puzzled to
say why they are wearing yards and yards of stuff that is not only
useless, but positively in the way, except that it has been the fashion
in Aradan from time immemorable to do so. These simple Persian
peasants, when they make any pretence of sprucing up, probably
find themselves quite as much enslaved by fashion as our very fas-
tidious selves; a wide difference between ourselves and them, how-
ever, being, that while they cling tenaciously to some prehistoric
style of garment, and regard innovations with abhorrence, fashion
demands of us to be constantly changing.

The Aradan telegraph-jee is a young man skin-full of piety, re-
joicing in the possession of a nice little praying-carpet, a praying-
stone from holy Kerbela, the-holiest of all except Mecca, and he
owns a string of beads of the same soul-comforting material as the
stone. During his waking hours he is seldom without the rosary
in his hand, passing the holy beads back and forth along the string ;
and five times a day he produces the praying-stone from its little
leathern pouch and goes through the ceremony of saying his prayers,
with becoming earnestness. At eventide, when he spreads his
praying-carpet and places the little oblong tablet from Kerbela in
its customary position, preparatory to commencing his last prayers
for the day, it is furthermore ascertained by the compass that he has
been pretty accurate in his daily prostrations toward Mecca. With
all these enviable advantages—the praying-carpet, the praying-
stone, the holy rosary, and the happy accuracy as regards Mecca—
the Aradan telegraph-jee is a Mussulman who ought to feel toler-
ably certain of a rose-garden, a gurgling rivulet, and any number
of black-eyed houris to contribute to his happiness in the paradise
he hopes to enter beyond the tomb.

Indications have not been wanting during the day that the
weather is in anything but a settled condition, and upon waking in
the morning I fancy I hear the pattering music of the rain. For-
tunately it proves to be only fancy, and the telegraph-jee, assuming
the part of a weather-prophet, reassures me by remarking, ¢ Inshalla,
am r00s, baran neis” (Please God, it will not rain to-day). Being a
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Persian, he says this, not because he has any particular confidence
in his own predictions, but because his idea of making himself
agreeable is to frame his predictions by the measurement of what
he discovers to be my wishes.

The road into Aradan led me through one populous cemetery,
and the road out again leads me through another; beyond the
cemetery it follows alongside a meandering streamlet that flows
sluggishly along over a bed of deep gray mud. The road is lumpy
but ridable, and I am pedalling serenely along, happy in the con-

An épisode, ~ith a Mule in it

templation of better roads ahead than I had yesterday, when one
of those ludicrous incidents happen that have occurred at intervals
here and there all along my journey. A party of travellers have
been making a night march from the east, and as we approach each
other, a wary kgjaveh-carrying mule, suspicious about the peaceful
character of the mysterious object bearing down toward him, prieks
up his ears, wheels round, and inaugurates confusion among his fel-
lows, and then proceeds to head them in a determined bolt across
‘the stream. Unfortunately for the women in the Agjavehs, the mud
and water together prove to be deeper than the mule expected to
find them, and the additional fright of finding himself in a well-nigh
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swamped condition, causes him to struggle violently to get out
again. In so doing he bursts whatever fastenings may have bound
him and his burden together, scrambles ashore, and leaves the kaja-
vehs floating on the water!

The women began screaming the moment the mule wheeled
round and bolted, and now they find themselves afloat in their
queer craft, these characteristic female signals of distress are re-
doubled in energy ; and they may well be excused for this, for the
kajavehs are gradually filling and sinking ; it was never intended
that kajavehs should be capable of acting in the capacity of a boat.
The sight of their companion’s difficulties has the effect of causing
the other mules to change their minds about crossing the stream,
and almost to change their minds about indulging in the mulish lux-
ury of ascare ; and fortunately the charvadars of the party succeed in
rescuing the kajavehs before they sink. Nobody is injured, beyond
the women getting wet; no damage is done worth mentioning,
and as the two heroines of the adventure emerge from their novel
craft, their garments dripping with water, their doleful looks are
rewarded with unsympathetic merriment from the men. Few have
been my wheeling days on Asian roads that have not witnessed
something in the shape of an overthrow or rumaway ; so far, no-
body has been seriously injured by them, but I have sometimes
wondered whether it will be my good fortune to complete the bi-
cycle journey around the world without some mishap of the kind,
resulting in broken limbs for the native and trouble for myself.

After a couple of miles the road and the meandering stream part
company, the latter flowing southward and the road traversing a flat,
curious, stone-strewn waste ; an area across which one could step
from one large bowlder to another without touching the ground.
Once beyond this, and the road develops into several parallel trails
of smooth, hard gravel, that afford as good, or better, wheeling than
the finest macadam. While spinning at a highly satisfactory rate of
speed along these splendid paths, a small herd of antelopes cross
the road some few hundred yards ahead, and pass swiftly south-
ward toward the dashi-i-namek. These are the first antelopes, or,
for that matter, the first big game I have encountered since leav-
ing the prairies of Western Nebraska. The Persian antelope
seems to be a duplicate of his distinguished American relative in a
general, all-round sense; he is, if anything, even more nimble-
footed than the spring-heeled habitué of the West, possesses the
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same characteristic jerky jump, and hoists the same conspicuous
white signal of retreat. He is a decidedly slimmer-built quadru-
ped, however, than the American antelope; the body is of the
same square build, butis sadly lacking in plumpness, and he seems
to be an altogether lankier and less well-favored animal. For this
constitutional difference, heis probably indebted to the bairen and
inhospitable character of the country over which he roams, as com- -
pared with the splendid feeding-grounds of the Far West. The
Persians sometimes hunt the antelope on horseback, with falcons
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Falconry in Persia.

and greyhounds ; the falcons are taught to fly in advance and at-
tack the fleeing antelopes about the head, and so confuse them
and retard their progress in the interest of the pursuing hounds
and horsemen.

The little village of Deh Namek is reached about mid-day,
where my ever-varying bill of fare takes the shape of raw eggs and
pomegranates. Deh Namek is too small and unimportant a place
to support a public tchai-khan ; but along the Meshed pilgrim road
the villagers are keenly alive to the chance of earning a stray
keran, and the advent of one of those inexhaustible Zeran-mines, a
“Sahib,” is the signal for some enterprising person, sufficiently
well-to-do to own a samovar, to get up steam in it and prepare tea.
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East of Deh Namek, the wheeling continues splendid for a
dozen miles, traversing a level desert on which one finds no drink-
able water for about twenty miles. Across the last eight miles of
the desert the road is variable, consisting of alternate stretches of
ridable and unridable ground, the latter being generally unrid-
able by reason of sand and loose gravel, or thickly strewn flints.
More antelopes are encountered east of Deh Namek ; at one place,
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Slightly Alarmed.

particularly, I enjoy quite an exciting little spurt in an effort to in-
tercept a band that are heading across my road from the Elburz
foot-hills to the desert. The wheeling is here magnificent, the spurt
develops into a speed of fourteen miles an hour ; the antelopes see
theirdanger, or, at all events, what they fancy to be danger, and their
apprehensions are not by any means lessened by the new and start-
ling character of their pursuer. Wild antelopes are timid things at
all times, and, as may be readily imagined, the sight of a mysterious
glistening object, speeding along at a fourteen or fifteen mile
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pace to intercept them, has a magical effect upon their astonishing
powers of locomotion. They seem to fly rather than run, and to
skim like swallows over the surface of the level plain rather than
to touch the ground ; but they were some distance from the road
when they first realized my terrifying presence, and I am within
fifty yards of the band when they flash like a streak of winged ter-
ror across the road. These antelopes do not cease their wild flight
within the range of my powers of observation; long after the
mousy hue of their bodies has rendered their forms indistinguish-
able in the distance from the sympathetic coloring of the desert,
rapidly bobbing specks of white betray the fact that their sup-
posed narrow escape from the vengeful pursuit of the bicycle has
given them a fright that will make them suspicious of the Meshed
pilgrim road for weeks.

“Deh Namek ” means “ salt village ;”” and it derives its name
from the salt flats that are visible to the south of the road, and the
general saline character of the country round about. Salt enters
very largely into the composition of the mountains that present a
solid and fantastically streaked front a few miles to the north ; and
the streams flowing from these mountains are simply streams of
brine, whose mission would seem to be conveying the saline mat-
ter from the hills, and distributing it over the flats and swampy
areas of the desert. These flats are visible from the road, white,
level, and impressive ; like the Great American Desert, Utah, as
seen from the Matlin section house, and deseribed in a previous
chapter (Vol. 1), it looks as though it might be a sheet of water,
solidified and dead.

At the end of the twenty miles one comes to a small and un-
pretentious village and an equally small and unpretentious wayside
tchai-khan, both owing their existence to a stream of fresh water as
‘small and unpretentious as themselves. Beyond this cheerless
oagis stretches again the still more cheerless desert, the rivulets of
undrinkable salt water, the glaring white salt-flats to the south, and
the salt-encrusted mountains to the north. The shameless old
party presiding at the échai-khan evidently realizes the advantages
of his position, where many travellers from either direction, reach-
ing the place in a thirsty condition, have no choice but between his
decoction and cold water. Instead of the excellent tea every Per-
sian knows very well how to make, he serves out a preparation that
is made, Ishould say, chiefly from camelthorn buds plucked within
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a mile of his shanty ; he furthermore illustrates in his own methods
the baneful effects of being without the stimulus of a rival, by serv-
ing it up in unwashed glasses, and without noticing whether it is
hot or cold.

Much loose gravel prevails between this memorable point and
Lasgird, and while trundling laboriously through it I am overtaken
by a rain-storm, accompanied by violent wind, that at first encom-
passes me about in the most peculiar manner. The storm comes
bhowling from the northwest and advances in two sections, accom-

A Storm on the Desert,

panied by thunder and lightning ; the two advancing columns seem
to be dense masses of gray cloud rolling over the surface of the
plain, and betsveen them is a clear space of perhaps half a mile in
width. The rain-dispensing columns pass me by on either side with
muttering rolls of thunder and momentary gleams of lightning, en-
veloping me in swirling eddies of dust and bewildering atmos-
pheric disturbances, but not a drop of rain. It is plainly to be
seen, however, that the two columns are united further west, and
that it behooves me to don my gossamer rubbers; but before being
overtaken by the rain, the heads of the flying columns are drawn
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together, and for some minutes I am surrounded entirely by sheets
of falling moisture and streaming clouds that descend to the level
plain and obscure the view in every direction ; and yet the clear sky
is immediately above, and the ground on which I am walking is
perfectly dry. After the first violent burst there is very little wind,
and the impenetrable walls of vapor encompassing me round about
at so near a distance, and yet not interfering with me in any way,
present a most singular appearance. While appreciating the ex-
treme novelty of the situation, I can scarce say in addition that I
appreciate the free play of electricity going on in all directions, and
the irreverent manner in which the nickeled surface of the bicycle
seems to glint at it and defy it ; on the contrary, I deem it but an
act of common discretion to place the machine for a short time
where the lightning can have a fair chance at it, without involving
a respectful non-combatant in the destruction. In half an hour the
whole curious affair is over, and nothing is seen but the wild-look-
ing tail-end of the disturbance climbing over a range of mountains
in the southeast.

The road now edges off in a more northeasterly course, and by
four o’clock leads me to the base of a low pass over a jutting spur
of the mountains. At the base of the spur, a cultivated area, con-
sisting of several wheat-fields and terraced melon-gardens, has been
rescued from the unproductive desert by the aid of a bright little
mountain stream, whose wild spirit the villagers of Lasgird have
curbed and tamed for their own benefit, by turning it from its rocky,
precipitous channel, and eausing it to descend the hill in a curious
serpentine ditch. The contour of the ditch is something like this:
s e, ; it brings the water down a pretty steep gradient,
and its serpentine form checks the speed of its descent to an uni-
form and eircumspect pace. The road over the pass leads through
a soft limestone formation, and here, as in similar places in Asia
Minor, are found those narrow, trench-like trails, worn by the feet
of pilgrims and the pack-animal traffic of centuries, several feet deep
in the solid rock. On a broad cultivated plain beyond the pass is

~ sighted the village of Lasgird, its huge mud fortress, the most con-
spicuous object in view, rising a hundred feet above the plain.
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A yize or so through the cultivated fields brings me to the vil-
lage just in time to be greeted by the shouts and hand-clapping of
a wedding procession that is returning from conducting the bride

Wedding Festivities at Lasgird.

to the bath. Men and boys are beating rude, home-made tam-
bourines, and women are dancing along before the bride, clicking
castanets, while a crowd of at least two hundred villagers, arrayed
in whatever finery they can muster for the occasion, are following
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behind, clapping their hands in measured chorus. This hand-
clapping is, I believe, pretty generally practised by the villagers
all over Central Asia on festive occasions. As a result of riding
for the crowd, I receive an invitation to take supper at the house
of the bridegroom’s parents. Having obtained sleeping quarters
at the chapar-khana, I get the shagird-chapar to guide me to the
house at the appointed hour, and arrive just in time for supper.
The dining-room is a low-ceiled apartment, about thirty feet long
and eight wide, and is dimly lighted by rude grease lamps, set on
pewter lamp-stands on the floor.

Squatting on the floor, with their backs to the wall, about fifty
villagers form a continuous human line around the room. These
all rise simultaneously to their feet as I am announced, bob their
heads simultaneously, simultaneously say, “ Sahib salaam,” and
after T have been provided with a place, simultaneously resume
their seats. Pewter trays are now brought in by volunteer waiters,
and set on the floor before the guests, one tray for every two
guests, and a separate one for myself. On each trayis a bowl
of mast (milk soured with rennet—the “yaort” of Asia Minor), a
piece of cheese, one onion, & spoonful or two of pumpkin butter
and several flat wheaten cakes. This is the wedding supper.
The guests break the bread into the mast and scoop the mixture
out with their fingers, transferring it to their mouths with the
dexterity of Chinese manipulating a pair of chop-sticks ; now
and then they take a nibble at the piece of cheese or the onion,
and they finish up by consuming the pumpkin butter. The groom
doesn’t appear among the guests; he is under the special care of
geveral female relations in another apartment, and is probably
being fed with tid-bits from the henna-stained fingers of old women,
who season them with extravagant and lying stories of the bride’s
beauty, and duly impress upon him his coming matrimonial re-
sponsibilities.

Supper eaten and the dishes cleared, an amateur lufi from
among the villagers produces a tambourine and castanets, and, tak-
ing the middle of the room, proceeds to amuse the company by
singing extempore love songs in praise of the bride and groom to
tambourine accompaniment and pendulous swayings of the body.
Pretending to be carried away by the melodiousness and sentiment
of his own productions, he gradually bends backward with hands
outstretched and castanets jingling, until his head almost touches
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the floor, and maintains that position while keeping his body in a
theatrical tremor of delight. This is the finale of the performance,
and the Jufi comes and sets his skull-cap in front of me for a pres-
ent ; my next neighbor, the bridegroom’s father, takes it up and
hands it back with a deprecatory wave of the hand ; the luti replies
by promptly setting it down again ; this time my neighbor lets it
remain, and the luti is made happy by a coin.

Torchlight processions to the different baths are now made from
the house of both bride and groom, for this is the ‘hgmmam

The Amateur Luti.

night,” devoted to bathing and festivities before the wedding-day.
Torches are made with dry camel-thorn, the blaze being kept up
by constant renewal ; a boy, with a lighted candle, walks imme-
diately ahead of the bridegroom and his female relations, and a man
with a farnooze brings up the rear. Nobody among the onlookers
is permitted to lag behind the man with the farnooze, everybody
being required to either walk ahead or alongside. The tambourine-
beating and shouting and hand-clapping of the afternoon is re-
peated, and every now and then the procession stops to allow one
or two of the women to face the bridegroom and favor him with an
exhibition of their skill in the execution of the hip-dance.
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The bridal procession is coming down another street, and I stop
to try and obtain a glimpse of the bride ; but she is completely
enveloped in a flaming red shawl, and is supported and led by two
women. There seems to be little difference in the two processions,
except the preponderance of females in the bride’s party ; every-
thing is arranged in the same order, and women dance at intervals
before the bride as before the groom.

It begins raining before I retire for the night ; it rains inces-
santly all night, and is raining heavily when I awake in the morn-
ing. The weather clears up at noon, but it is useless thinking of
pushing on, for miles of tenacious mud intervene between the vil-
lage and the gravelly desert; moreover, the prospect of the fine
weather holding out looks anything but reassuring. The villagers
arve all at home, owing to the saturated condition of their fields,
and T corin for no small share of worrying attention during the
afternoon. A pilgrim from Teheran turns up and tells the people
about my appearance before the Shah ; this increases their interest
in me to an unappreciated extent, and, with glistening eyes and
eagerly rubbing fingers, they ask “ Chand pool Padishah?” (How
much money did the King give you?) “I showed the Shah the bi-
cycle, and the Shah showed me the lions, and tigers, and panthers
at Doshan Tepe,” I tell them ; and a knowing customer, called
Meshedi Ali, enlightens them still further by telling them I am
not a luti to receive money for letting the Shah-in-Shah see me
ride. Still, Jutior no luti, the people think I ought to have received
a present. I am worried to ride so incessantly that I am forced
to seek self-protection in pretending to have sprained my ankle,
and in returning to the chapar-khana with a hypoeritical limp. I
station myself ostensibly for the remainder of the day on the bala-
khana front, and busy myself in taking observations of the villagers
and their doings.

Time was, among ourselves, or more correctly, among our an-
cestors, when blood-letting was as much the professional calling
of a barber as scraping chins or trimming hair, and when our
respected beef-eating and beer-drinking forefathers considered
wholesale blood-letting as a well-nigh universal panacea for fleshly

ills. 1In travelling through Persia, one often observes things that

suggest very strikingly those “good old days” of Queen Bess.
The citizens of Zendjan offering the Shah a present of 60,000 to-
mans, as an inducement not to visit their city, as they did when he
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was on his way to Europe, has a true Elizabethan ring about it, a
suggestion of the Virgin Queen’s rabble retinue travelling about,
devouring and destroying, and of justly apprehensive citizens, see-
ing ruin staring them in the face, petitioning their regal mistress
to spare them the dread calamity of a royal visit.

The ancient Zoroastrian barber, no doubt, bled his patients and
customers on the public streets of Persian towns, for the benefit of
their healths, when we pinned our pagan faith on Druidical incan-
tations and mystic rites and ceremonies ; his Mussulman descend-
ants were doing the same thing when we at length arrived at the
same stage of enlichtenment, and the Persian wielder of razor and
tweezers to-day performs the same office as belonging to his pro-
fession. From my vantage point on the bala-khana of the Lasgird
chapar station, I watch, with considerable interest, the process of
bleeding a goodly share of the male population of the village ; for
it is spring-time, and in spring, every Persian, whether well or un-
well, considers the spilling of half a pint or so of blood very neces-
sary for the maintenance of health, !

The village barber, with his arms bared, and the flowing, o’er-
ample legs of his Aradan-Lasgird pantaloons tucked up at his waist,
like a washerwoman’s gkirt, a bunch of raw cotton in lieu of lint
under his left arm, and his keen-edged razor, looks like a man who
thoroughly realizes and enjoys the importance of the office he is
performing, as from the bared arm or open mouth of one after the
other of his neighbors he starts the erimson stream. The candi-
dates for the barber’s claret-tapping attentions bare their right
armsg to the shoulder, and bind for each other a handkerchief or
piece of something tightly above the elbow, and the barber deftly
slits a vein immediately below the hollow of the elbow-joint, press-
ing out the vein he wishes to cut by a pressure of the left thumb.
The blood spurts out, the patient looks at the squirting blood, and
then surveys the onlookers with a ¢ who-cares ?-I-don’t” sort of a
grin. He then squats down and watchesit bleed about a half-pint,
occasionally working the elbow-joint to stimulate the flow. Half
a pint is considered about the correct quantity for an adult to
lose at one bleeding ; the barber then binds on a small wad of
cotton. 4 '
Now and then a customer gives the barber a trifling coin by
way of backsheesh, but the great majority give nothing. In a
mere village like Lasgird, these periodical blood-lettings by the bar-
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ber are, no doubt, regarded as being all in the family, rather than
of professional services for a money consideration. The communal
spirit obtains to a great extent in village life throughout both Asia
Minor and Persia; nevertheless backsheesh would be expected in
Persia from those able to afford it. Some few prefer being bled in
the roof the mouth, and they all squat on their hams in rows, some
bleeding from the arm, others from the mouth, while the inevita-
ble crowd of onlookers stand around, gazing and giving advice.
While the barber is engaged in binding on the wad of cotton, or
during any interval between patients, he inserts the handle of
the razor between his close-fitting skull-cap and his forehead, let-
ting the blade hang down over his face, edge outward ; a peculiar
disposition of his razor, that he would, no doubt, be entirely at a
loss to account for, except that he is following the custom of his
fathers. Asregards the customs of his ancestors, whose trade or
profession he invariably follows, the Asiatic is the most conserva-
tive of mortals. “What was good enough for my father and
grandfather,” he says, “is certainly good enough for me;” and
earnestly believing in this, he never, of his own accord, thinks of
changing his occupation or of making improvements.

Later in the afternoon I descend from the bala-khana and take -
a strolling look at the village, and with the shagird-chapar for
guide, pay a visit to the old fortress, the conspicuous edifice seen
from the trail-worn limestone pass. Forgetting about my subter-
fuge of the sprained ankle, I wander forth without the afore-men-
tioned limp ; but the people seem to have forgotten it as com-
pletely as I had ; at all events, nobody makes any comments. A
ripple of excitement is caused by a two-storied house collapsing
from the effects of the soaking rains, an occurrence by no means
infrequent in the spring in a country of mud-built houses. A
crowd soon appears upon the scene, watching, with unconcealed
delight, the spectacle of tumbling roof and toppling wall, giving vent
to their feelings in laughter and loud shouts of approval, like de-
lighted children, whenever another bulky square of mud and gatch .
comes tumbling down. Fortunately, nobody happens to be hurt,
beyond the half-burying in the débris of some donkeys, which are
finally induced to extricate themselves by being vigorously bom-
barded with stones. No sympathy appears to be given on the part
of the spectators, and evidently nothing of the kind is expected by
the tenants of the tumbling house; the wailing women, and the
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look of consternation on the face of the men who barely escaped
from the falling roof, seem to be regarded by the spectators as a-
tomasha (show), to be stared at and enjoyed, as they would stare at
and enjoy anything not seen every day ; on the other hand, the oc-
cupants of the house regard their misfortune as kismet.

Returning to the chapar-khana, I get the shagird to pilot me
into and round about the fortress. It is rapidly falling to decay,
but is still in a sufficiently good state of preservation to show -
thoroughly its former strength and conformation. The fortress is
a decidedly massive building, constructed entirely of mud and
adobe bricks, a hundred feet high, of circular form, and some two
hundred yards in circumference. The disintegrated walls and
débris of former towers form a sloping mound or foundation about
fifty feet in height, and from this the perpendicular walls of the
castle rise up, huge and ugly, for another hundred feet. TFollow-
ing a foot-trail up the mound-like base, we come to a low, gloomy
passage-way leading into the interior of the fort. A door, com-
posed of one massive stone slab, that nothing less than a cannon-shot
would shatter, guards the entrance to this passage, which is the
only accessible enirance to the place. Following it along for per-
haps thirty yards, we emerge upon a scene of almost indescribable
squalor—a scene that instantly suggests an overcrowded ¢ rook-
ery” in the tenement-house slums of New York. The place is
simply swarming with people, who, like rabbits in an old warren,
seem to be moving about among the tumble-down mud huts, any-
where and everywhere, as though the old ruined fortress were
burrowed through and through, or that the people now moved
through, over, under, and around the remnants of what was once
a more orderly collection of dwellings, having long forsaken regu-
lar foot-ways.

The inhabitants are ragged and picturesque, and meandering
about among them, on the most familiar terms, are hundreds of
goats. Although everything is in a more or less dilapidated con-
dition, huts or cells still rise above each other in tiers, and the
people clamber about from tier to tier, as if in emulation of their
venturesome four-footed associates, who are here, we may well im-
agine, in as perfect a paradise as vagrom goatish nature would care
for or expect. At a low estimate, I should place the present popu-
Iation of the old fortress at a thousand people, and about the same
number of goats. In the days when the bold Turkoman raiders

Vor. IL.—4,
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were wont to make their dreaded alamans almost up to the walls of
“Teheran, and such strongholds as this were the only safeguard of
out-lying villagers, the interior of Lasgird fortress resembled a
spacious amphitheatre, around which hundreds of huts rose, tier
above tier, like the cells of a monster pigeon-house, affording shelter
in times of peril to all the inhabitants of Lasgird, and to such
refugees as might comein. At the first alarm of the dreaded man-
stealers’ approach, the outside villagers repaired to the fortress with
their portable property ; the donkeys and goats were driven inside
and occupied the interior space, and the massive stone door was
closed and barricaded. The villagers’ granaries were inside the
fortress, and provisions for obtaining water were not overlooked ; -
so that once inside, the people were quite secure against any force
of Turkomans, whose heaviest arms were muskets.

The suggestion of an amphitheatre, as above desecribed, is quite
patent at the present day, in something like two or three hundred
tiered dwellings; in the days of its usefulness there must have been
a thousand. Thanks to the Russian occupation of Turkestan, there
isno longer any need of the fortress, and the present population
seem to be occupying it at the peril of having it some day tumble
down about their ears; for, massive though its walls most certainly
are, they are but mud, and the people are indifferent about repairs.
Failing to surprise the watchful villagers in their fields or outside
dwellings, the baffled marauders would find confrbnting them fifty
feet of solid mud wall without so much as an air-hole in it, rising
sheer above the mound-like foundation, and above this, tiers of
rooms or cells, from inside which archers or musketeers could make
it decidedly interesting for any hostile party attempting to ap-
proach. This old fortress of Lasgird is very interesting, as show-
ing the peaceful and unwarlike Persian ryot’s method of defending
his life and liberty against the savage human hawks that were ever
hovering near, ready to swoop down and carry him and his off
to the slave markets of Khiva and Bokhara. These were times
when seed was sown and harvest garnered in fear and trembling, -
for the Turkoman raiders were adepts at swooping down when
least expected, and they rode horses capable of making their hun-
dred miles a day over the roughest country. (Ineredible as this
latter fact may seem, it is, nevertheless, a well-known thing in Cen-
tral Asia that the Turkoman’s horse is capable of covering this re-
markable distance, and of keeping it up for days.)

i
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A thunder-storm is raging violently and drenching everything as
I retire for the night, dampening, among other things, my hopes of
getting away from Lasgird for some days; for between the village
and the gravelly, and consequently always traversable, desert, are
some miles of slimy clay of the kind that in wet weather makes an
experienced eycler wince to think of crossing. The floor of the
bala-khana forms once again my nocturnal couch ; but the tempera-
ture lowers perceptibly as the night advances and the rain con-
tinues, and toward morning it changes into snow. The doors and
windows of my room are to be called doors and windows only out
of courtesy to a rude, unfinished effort to imitate these things, and
the floor, at daybreak, is nicely carpeted with an inch or so of “the
beautiful snow,” and a four-inch covering of the same greets my
vision upon looking outside.

Determined to make the best of the situation, I remove my
quarters from the cold and draughty bala-khana to the stable, and
send the shagird-chapar out in quest of camel-thorn, bread, eggs,
and pomegranates, thinking thus to obtain the luxury of a bit of
fire and something to eat in comparative seclusion. This vain hope
proves that I have not even yet become thoroughly acquainted with
the Persians. No sooner does my camel-thorn blaze begin to
crackle and the smoke to betray the whereabouts of a five, than
shivering, blue-nosed villagers begin to put in their appearance,
their backs humped up and their bare ankles and slip-shod feet
adding not a little to the general aspect of wretchedness that seems
inseparable from Persians in cold weather.

And these are the people who, during a gleam of illusory sun-
shine yesterday, were so nonchalantly parting with their blood—of
which, by the by, your bread and cucumber eating, and cold water
drinking Persian has little enough, and that little thin enough at
any time. These rag-bedecked, shivering wretches hop up on the
raised platform where the fire is burning and squat themselves
around it in the most sociable manner; and under the thawing
process of passing their hands through the flames, poking the
coals together, and close attention fo the details of keeping it
burning, they quickly thaw out in more respects than one. Fif-
teen minutes after my fire is lighted, the spot where I anticipated
a samovar of tea and a pomegranate or two in peace, is occupied
by as many Persians as can find squatting room, talking, shouting,
singing, and kalian-smoking, meanwhile eagerly and expectantly
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watching the preparations for making tea. Preferring to leave
them in full possession rather than be in their uncongenial midst,
I pass the time in promenading back and forth behind the horses.
After walking to and fro a few times, the, to them, singular per-
formance of walking back and forth excites their easily-aroused
curiosity, and the wondering attention of all present becomes once
again my unhappy portion. An Asiatic’s idea of enjoying himself
in cold weather is squatting about a few coals of fire, making no
physical exertion whatever beyond smoking and conversing ; and
the spectacle of a Ferenghi promenading back and forth, when he
might be following their example of squatting by the fire, is to
them a subject of no little wonder and speculation.

The redeeming feature of my enforced sojourn at Lasgird is the
excellence of the pomegranates, for which the place ig famous, and
of which there seems an abundance left over through the winter.
A small quantity of seedless pomegranates, a highly valued variety,
are grown here at Lasgird, but they are all sent to Teheran for the
use of the Shah and his household, and are not to be obtained by
anyome. It has been a raw, disagreeable day, and at night I
decide to sleep in the stable, where it is at least warmer, though
the remove is but a compromise by which one’s olfactory sensi-
bilities are sacrificed in the interest of securing a few hours’
sleep. ;

An unexpected, but none the less welcome, deliverance appears
on the following morning in the shape of a frost, that forms on the
sticky mud a crust of sufficient thickness to enable me to escape
across to the welcome gravel beyond the Lasgird Plain ere it thaws
out. Thus on the precarious path of a belated morning frost,
breaking through here, jumping over there, I leave Lasgird and
its memories of wedding processions, and blood-letting, its huge
mud fortress, its pomegranates, and its discomforts.

Three miles of mostly ridable gravel bring me to another
village, and to four miles of horrible mud in getting through its
fields and over its ditches. A raw wind is blowing, and squally
gusts of snow come scudding across the dreary prospect—a pros-
pect flanked on the north by cold, gray hills, and the face of nat-
ure generally furrowed with tell-tale lines of winter’s partial dis-
solution. While trundling through this village, both myself and
bicycle plastered to a well-nigh unrecognizable state with mud,

 feeling pretty thoroughly disgusted with the weather and the
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roads, an ancient-looking Persian emerges from a little stall with
a last season’s musk-melon in hand, and advancing toward me,
shouts, “H-o-i!!” loud enough to wake the seven sleepers.
Shouting “H-o0-1!!” at a person close enough to hear a whisper, as
loud as though he were a good mile away, is a peculiarity of the Per-
sians that has often irritated travellers to the pitch of wishing they
had a hot potato and the dexterity to throw it down their throats;
and in my present unenviable condition, and its accompanying un-
enviable frame of mind, I don’t mind admitting that I mentally rel-
egated this vociferous melon-vender to a place where infinitely worse
than hot potatoes would overtake him. Knowing full well that a halt
of a single minute would mean a general mustering of the population,
and an importuning rabble following me through the unridable
mud, I ignore the old melon-man’s fog-horn efforts to arvest my
onward progress ; but he proves a most vociferous and persistent
specimen of his class. Nothing less than a dozen exclamation
points can give the faintest idea of how a ‘hollering” Persian
shouts “H-o-1.”

Seven miles over very good gravel, and my road leads into the
labyrinth of muddy lanes, ditches, and water-holes, tumble down
walls, and disorderly-looking cemeteries of the suburbs of Semnoon.
In traversing the cemeteries, one cannot help observing how many
of the graves are caved in by the rains and the skeletons exposed
to view. Mohammedans bury their dead very shallow, usually
about two feet, and in Persia the grave is often arched over with
soft mud bricks ; these weaken and dissolve after the rains and
snows of winter, and a cemetery becomes a place of exposed re-
mains and of pit-falls, where an unwary step on what appears solid
ground may precipitate one into the undesirable company of a
skeleton. By the time Semmnoon is reached the day has grown
warmer, and the sun favors the cold, dismal earth with a few ge-
nial rays, so that the blooming orchards of peach and pomegranate
that brighten and enliven the environs of the city, and which sug-
gest Semnoon to be a mild and sheltered spot, seem quite natural,
notwithstanding the patches of snow lying about. The crowds
seem remarkably well behaved asI trundle through the bazaar toward
the telegraph office, the total absence of missiles being particularly
noticeable. The telegraph-jee proves to be a sensible, enlightened
fellow, and quite matter-of-fact in his manner for a Persian ; apart
from his duty to the Governor and a few big-wigs of the place,
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whom it would be unpardonable in him to overlook or ignore,
he saves me as much as possible from the worrying of the peo-
ple.

Prince Anushirvan Mirza, Governor of Semnoon, Damghan, and
Shahrood, is the Shah’s cousin, son of Baahman Mirza, uncle of
the Shah, and formerly Governor of Tabreez. Baahman Mirza was
discovered intriguing with the Russians, and, fearing the vengeance
of the Shah, fled from the country; seeking an asylum among the
Russians, he is now—if not dead—a refugee somewhere in the
Caucasus. But the father’s disgrace did not prejudice the Shah
against his sons, and Prince Anushirvan and his sons are honored
and trusted by the Shah as men capable of distinguishing between
the friends and enemies of their country, and of conducting them-
selves accordingly.

The Governor’s palace is not far from the north gate of the city,
and after the customary round of tea and kalians, without which
nothing can be done in Persia, he walks outside with his staff to a
piece of good road in order to see me ride to the best advantage.
(As a specimen of Persian extravagance—to use a very mild term
—it may be as well to mention here as anywhere, that the Govern-
or telegraphed to his son, acting as his deputy at Shahrood, that
he had ridden some miles with me out of the city !)

During the evening one of the Governor’s sons, Prince Sultan
Madjid Mirza, comes in with a few leading dignitaries to spend
an hour in chatting and smoking. This young prince proves one
of the most intelligent Persians I have met in the country ; besides
being very well informed for a provincial Persian, he is bright and
quick-witted. Among the gentlemen he brings in with him is a
man who has made the pilgrimage to Mecca via ““Iskenderi ” (Alex-
andria) and Suez, and has, consequently, seen and ridden on the
Egyptian railway. The Prince has heard his description of this
railway, and the light thus gained has not unnaturally had the ef-
fect of whetting his curiosity to hear more of the marvellous iron
roads of Frangistan ; and after exhausting the usual programme of
queries concerning cycling, the conversation leads, by easy transi-
tion, to the subject of railways.

“Do they have railways in Yenghi Donia?” questxoned the
Prince.

“Plenty of railways ; plenty of everything,” I reply.

¢ Like the one at Iskenderi and Stamboul ?”
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¢ Better and bigger than both these put together a hundred
times over ; the Iskenderi railroad is very small.”

Nods and smiles of acquiescence from Prince and listeners fol-
low this statement, which show plainly enough that they con-
sider it a pardonable lie, such as every Persian present habitually
indulges in himself and thinks favorably of in others.

“ Railroads are good things, and Ferenghis are-very clever peo-
ple,” says the Prince, renewing the subject and handing me a hand-
ful of salted melon seeds from his pocket, meanwhile nibbling some
himself.

“Yes ; why don’t you have railroads in Iran? You could then
go to Teheran in a few hours.”

The Prince smiles amusingly at the thought, as though con-
scious of railroads in Persia being a dream altogether too bright to
ever materialize, and shaking his head, says: “Pool neis” (we have
no money).

““The English have money and would build the railroad ; but,
¢ Mollah neis’—Baron Reuter >—you know Baron Reuter—Mollah
neis,” not ¢ pool neis.” ”

The Prince smiles, and signifies that he is well enough aware
where the trouble lies; but we talk no more of railroads, for he
and his father and brothers belong to the party of progress in
Persia, and the triumph of priests and old women over the Shah
and Baron Reuter’s railway is to them a distressful and humiliating
subject. :

The late lamented O'Donovan, of “To the Merve ” fame, used
to make Semnoon his headquarters while dodging about on the
frontier, and was personally known to everyone present. Semnoon
is celebrated for the excellence of its kalian tobacco, and O’Dono-
van was celebrated in Semnoon for his love of the kalian. This
evening, in talking about him, the telegraph-jee says that ¢ when
he pulled at the kalian he pulled with such tremendous eagerness
that the flames leaped up to the ceiling, and after three whiffs you
couldn’t see anybody in the room for smoke!”

The telegraph-jee’s farrash builds a good wood fire in a cosy
little room adjoining the office ; blankets are provided, an ample
supper is sent around from the telegraph-jee’s house, and what is
still better appreciated, I am left to enjoy these substantial com-
forts without so much as a single spectator coming to see me feed ;
no one comes near me till morning.
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The morning breaks cold and clear, and for some six miles the
road is very fair wheeling ; after this comes a gradual inclination
toward a jutting spur of hills ; the following twenty miles being
the toughest kind of a trundle through mud, snow-fields, and drifts.
This is a most uninviting piece of country to wheel through, and it
would seem but little less so to traverse at this time of the year
with a caravan of camels, two or three of these animals being found

exhausted by the road-
RERE S0 5 S side, and a couple of
T -~ charvadars  encountered
in one place sgkinning
another, while its com-
panion is lying helpless-
ly alongside watching the
operation and waiting its
own turn to the same treat-
ment. It is said to be
characteristic of a camel

N =y

. - i
ARV ALY

Skinning Dead Camels.

that, when he once slips down, cold and weary, in the mud, he
never again tries to regain his feet. The weather looks squally
and unsettled, and I push ahead as rapidly as the condition of the
ground will permit, fearing a snow-storm in the hills.

About three p.m. I arrive at the caravansarai of Ahwan, a dreary,
inhospitable place in an equally dreary, inhospitable country.
Situated in a region of wind and snow and bleak, open hills, the
wretched serai of Ahwin is remembered as a place where the keen,
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raw wind seems to come whistling gleefully and yet maliciously
from all points of the compass, seemingly centring in the caravan-
sarai itself ; these winds render any attempt to kindle a fire a dis-
mal failure, resulting in smoke and watery eyes. Here I manage
to obtain half-frozen bread and a few eggs; after an ineffectual
attempt to roast the latter and thaw out the former, I am forced to
eat them both as they are ; and although the sun looks ominously
low, and it is six farsakhs to the next place, I conclude to chance
anything rather than risk being snow-bound at Ahwan. For-
tunately, after about five miles more of snow, the trail emerges
upon a gravelly plain with a gradual descent from the hills just
crossed to the lower level of the Damghan plain. The favorable
gradient and the smooth trails induce a smart pace, and as the
waning dayligcht merges into the soft, chastened light of a cloud-
veiled moon, I alight at the village and serai of Gusheh.

There are at the caravansarai a number of travellers, among
them a moujik of the Don, travelling to Teheran and beyond in
company with a Tabreez Turk. The Russian peasant at once in-
vites me to his menzil in the caravansarai; and although he looks,
if anything, a trifle more indifferent about personal cleanliness than
either a Turkish or Persian peasant, I have no alternative but to
accept his well-meant invitation. At this juncture, when one’s
thoughts are swayed and influenced by an appetite that the cold
day and hard tugging through the hills have rendered well-nigh un-
controllable, a prosperous-looking Persian traveller, returning from
a pilgrimage to Meshed with his wives, family, and servitors, quite
a respectable-sized retinue, emerges from the seclusion of his quar-*
ters to see the bicyele.

Of course he requests me to ride, sending his link-boys to bring
out all the farnoozes to supplement fair Luna’s coy and inefficient
beams; and after the performance, the old gentleman promises to
send me round a dish of pillau. In due time the promised pillau
comes round, an ample dish, sufficient to satisfy even my present
ravenous ‘appetite, and after this he sends round tea, lump sugar,
and a samovar. The moujik turns to and gets up steam in the
samovar, and over tiny glasses of the cheering but non-intoxicating
beverage, he sings a Russian regimental song, and his comrade, the
Tabreez Turk, warbles the praises of Stamboul. But although they
make merry over the tea, methinks both of them would have made
still merrier aver something stronger, for the moujik puts in a good
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share of the evening talking about vodka consumed at Shahrood,
and smacking his lips at the retrospective bliss embodied in its con-
sumption ; while the Turk from Tabreez catches me aside and asks
mysteriously if my packages contain any “raki” (arrack). Like
the Ahwan caravansarai, the one at Gusheh seems to draw the chilly
winds from every direction, and I arise from a rude couch, made
wretchedly uncomfortable by draughts, the attacks of insects, and
the persistent determination of a horse to use my prostrate form
as a rest for his nose-bag, to find myself the possessor of a sore
throat.

Persian travellers are generally up and off before daylight, and
the clicking noise (Persian curry-combs are covered with small
rings that make a rattling noise when being used) of currying horses
begins as early as three o’clock. The attendants of the old gentle-
man of happy remembrance in connection with last night’s pillau
and samovar, have been busy for two hours, and his faktrowan and
kajavehs are already occupied and starting, when by the first gleam
of awakening dawn I mount and wheel eastward. A shallow, un-
bridged stream obstructs my path but a short distance from Gus-
heh, and I manage to get in knee-deep in trying to avoid the
necessity of removing my foot-gear; I then wander several miles
off my road to an outlying village. This happy commencement
of a new day is followed by a variable road leading sometimes
over stony or gravelly plains where the wheeling varies through all
the stages of goodness, badness, and indifference, and sometimes
through grazing grounds and cultivable areas adjoining the villages.

Scattered about the grazing and arable country are now small
towers of refuge, loop-holed for defence, to which ryots working in
the fields, or shepherds tending their flocks, fled for safety in case
of a sudden appearance of Turcoman marauders. But a few years
ago men hereabouts went to plough, sow, or reap with a gun slung
at their backs, and a few of them reaching the shelter of one of these
compact little mud towers were able, through the loop-holes, to
keep the Turcomans at bay until relief arrived. The towers are of
circular form, about twenty feet high and fifteen in diameter ; the
entrance is a very small doorway, often a mere hole to crawl into,
and steps inside lead to the summit ; some are roofed in near the
top, others are mere circular walls of mud. On grazmg grounds a.
lower wall often encompasses the tower, fencing in a larger space
that formed a corral for the flocks ; the shepherds then, while de-
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fending themselves, were also defending their sheep or goats. In
the more exposed localities these little towers of refuge dre often but
a couple of hundred yards apart, thickly dotting the country in all
directions, while watch-towers are seen perched on peaks and
points of vantage, the whole scene speaking eloquently of the ex-
traordinary precautions these poor people were compelled to adopt
for the preservation of their lives and property. No wonder Rus-
sian intrigue makes headway in Khorassan and all along the Turco-
man-Perso frontier, for the people can scarcely help being favorably
impressed by the stoppage of Turcoman deviltry in their midst,
and the wholesale liberation of Persian slaves.

The town of Damghan isreached near noon, and I am not a little
gratified to learn that the telegraph-jee has been notified of my ap-
proach, and has stationed his farrash at the entrance to the bazaar,
so that I should have no trouble in finding the office. This augurs
well for the reception awaiting me there, and I am accordingly not
surprised to find him an exceptionally affable youth, proud of a
word or two of English he had somehow acquired, and of his knowl-
edge of how to properly entertain a Ferenghi. This latter qualifi-
cation assumes the eminently practical, and, it is needless to add,
acceptable form of a roast chicken, a heaping dish of pillau, and
sundry other substantial proofs of anticipatory preparations. . The
telegraph-jee takes great pleasure in seeing roast chicken mysteri-
ously disappear, and the dish of pillau gradually diminish in size ;
in fact, the unconcealed satisfaction afforded by these savory testi-
monials of his cook’s abilities give him such pleasure that he urges
me to remain his guest for a day and rest up. But Shahrood is
only forty miles away, and here I shall have the pleasure of meet-
ing Mr. McIntyre, before mentioned as line-inspector, who is mak-
ing his temporary headquarters at that city. Moreover, angry-
looking storm-dogs have accompanied the sun on his ante-meridian
march to-day, and such experience as mine at Lasgird has the
effect of making one, if not weather-wise, at least weather-wary.

In approaching Damghan, long before any other indications of
the city appear, twin minarets are visible, soaring above the stony
plain like a pair of huge pillars; these minars belong to the same
mosque, and form a conspicuous landmark for travellers and pil-
grims in approaching Damghan from any direction ; at a distance
they appear to rise up sheer from the barren plain, the town being
situated in a depression. Six farsakhs from Damghan is the vil-
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lage of Tazaria, noted in the country round about for the enormous
size of the carrots grown there ; the minarets of Damghan and the
extraordinary size of the Tazaria vegetables furnish the material for
a characteristic little Eastern story, current among the inhabi-
tants.

Finding that people came from far and near to see the graceful
minarets of Damghan, and that nobody came to see Tazaria, the
good people of that neglected village became envious, and they rea-
soned among themselves and said : “Why should Damghan have
two minarets and Tazaria none?” So they gathered together their
pack-donkeys, their ropes and ladders, and a large company of
men, and reached Damghan in the silence and darkness of the
night, intending to pull down and carry off one of the minarets and
erect it in Tazaria. The ropes were fastened to the summit of the
minar, but at the first great pull the brick-work gave way and the
top of the tall minaret came tumbling down with a crash and clat-
ter, killing several of its would-be removers. The Damghan peo-
ple turned out, and after hearing the unhappy Tazarians’ laments,
some sarcastic citizen gave them a few carrot-seeds, bidding them
go home and sow them, and they could grow all the minarets they
wanted. The carrots grew famously, and the villagers of Tazaria,
instead of the promised minarets, found themselves in possession
of a new and useful vegetable that fetched a good price in the
Damghan bazaars. The Damghanians, meeting a Tazarian ryot
coming in with a donkey-load of these huge carrots, cannot resist
twitting him regarding the minars; but the now practical Taza-
rians no longer mourn the absence of minarets in their village,
and when twitted about it, reply : “We have more minarets than
you have, but our minarets grow downward and are good to
eat.” - :

During the afternoon I pass many ruined villages and cas-
tles, said to have been destroyed by an earthquake many years
ago. Some few natives find remunerative employment in excavat-
ing and washing over the dirt and débris of ihe ruined castles, in
which they find coins, rubies, agates, turquoise, and women’s orna-
ments ; sometimes they unearth skeletons with ornaments still at-
tached. The sun shines out warm this afternoon, and its genial
rays are sufficiently tempting to induce the jackals to emerge from
their hiding-places and bask in its beaming smiles on the sunny
side of the ruins, 'Wherever there are ruins and skeletons and
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decay in Eastern lands—and where are there not?—there also is
sure to be found the prowling and sneakish-looking jackal.
Shelter, and the usual rude accommodation, supplemented on
this occasion by a wandering luft and his vicious-looking baboon,
as also a company of riotous charvadars, who insist on singing ac-
companiments to the luf’s soul-harrowing tom-toming till after
" midnight, are obtained at the caravansarai of Deh Mollah. From
Deh Mollah it is only a couple of farsakhs to Shahrood, and after
the first three miles,
which is slightly up-
grade and not particu-
larly smooth, it is down-
grade and very fair
wheeling the remainder
of the distance. The
road forks a couple of
miles from Shahrood,
and while I am entering
by one road, Mr. Me-
Intyre is leaving on
horseback by the other
to meet me, guessing,
from word received from
Damghan, that I must

Deh Mollah, and would
arrive at Shahrood this
morning.

Only those who have A Pleasant Anticipation.
experienced it know any-
thing of the pleasure of two Furopeans meeting and conversing in
a country like Persia, where the habits and customs of the natives
are so different, and, to most travellers, uncongenial, and only to
be tolerated for a time.

I have met Mr. McIntyre in Teheran, so we are not total stran-
gers, which, of course, makes it still more agreeable. After the
customary interchange of news, and the discussion of refreshments,
Mr. McIntyre hands me a telegram from Teheran, which bears a -
date several days old. It is from the British Legation, notifying
me that permission is refused to go through the Turcoman coun-
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try ; an appendage from the Chargé d’Affaires suggests that I re-
pair to Astrakhan and try the route through Siberia. And this,
then, is the result of General Melnikoff’s genial smiles and ready
promises of assistance ; after providing myself with proper money
and information for the Turkestan route, on the strength of the
Russian Minister’s promises, I am overtaken, when three hundred
miles away, with a veto against which anything I might say or do
would be of no avail !

Sultan Ahmed Mirza, a son of Prince Anushirvan, is deputy
governor of Shahrood, responsible to his father; and ere I have ar-
rived an hour the usual request is sent round for a *tomasha,” the
word now used by people wanting to see me ride, and which
really means an exhibition. His place is found in a brick eourt-
vard with the usual central tank, and the airy rooms of the build-
ing all opening upon‘it, and once again comes the feeling of play-
ing a rather ridiculous rdle, as I circle awkwardly around the tank
over very uneven bricks, and around short corners where an upset
would precipitate me into the tank—amid, I ean’t help thinking,
“roars of laughter.” The Prince is very lavish of his flowery Per-
sian compliments, and says, * You English have now left nothing
more to do but to bring the dead back to life.” In the court-yard
my attention is called to.a set of bastinado poles and loops, and
Mr. McIntyre asks the Prince if he hasn’t a prisoner on hand, so
that he can give us a fomasha in return for the one we are giving
him ; but it is now the Persian New Year, and the prisoners have
all been liberated.

Here, gentle reader, in Shahrood—but it now behooves us to be
dark and mysterious, and deal in hints and whispers, for the Per-
sian proprieties must not be ruthlessly violated and then as ruth-
lessly exposed to satisfy thé prying curiosity of far off Frangistan ;
that would never do. '

Behold, then, Mr. McIntyre absent ; behold all male humans
absent save myself and a couple of* sable eunuchs, whose smooth,
whiskerless faces betray inward amusement at the extreme novelty
of the situation, and we all alone betiween the high brick walls that
encircle the secrecy of an inner court—and yet not all alone, for—
tell it in whispers—some half-dozen shrouded female forms are
clustered together in one corner. Yashmaks are drawn aside, and
plump oval faces and bright eyes revealed, faces brown and soft of
outline, eyes black, large and lustrous, with black lines skilfully
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drawn to make them look still larger, and lashes deeply stained to
impart love and languor to their wondrous depths. Whisper it not
in Gath, and tell it not in the streets of Frangistan, that the won-
drous asp-i-awhan has proved an open sesame capable of revealing
to an inquisitive and all-observant Ferenghi the collective charms
of a Persian swell's harem !

We can imagine these ladies in the seelusion of the zenana hear-
ing of the Ferenghi and his wonderful iron horse, and overwhelmed
with feminine curiosity, with much coaxing and promising, obtain-

Beauty and the Bicycle.

ing reluctant consent for a strictly secret and decorous fomasha,
with covered faces and no one present but the attendant eunuchs
and the Ferenghi, who, fortunately, will soon leave the country,
never to return. Mohammedan women are merely overgrown
children, and the promise of strict decorousness is forgotten
or ignored the moment the fomasha begins ; and the fun and the
wickedness of removing their yashmaks in the presence of a Feren-
ghi is too rare an opportunity to be missed, and, no doubt, fur-
nishes them with material for amusing conversation for many a day
after. Rare fun these ladies think it to uncover their olive faces
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and let the Ferenghi see their beauty ; the eunuchs are generally
indulgent to their charges whenever they can safely be so, and on
this occasion they content themselves with looking on and saying
nothing. After seeing me ride, the ladies cluster boldly around
and examine the bicycle, chatting freely among themselves the
while concerning its capabilities ; but some of the younger ladies
regard me’ with fully as much curiosity as the bicycle, for never
before did they have such an opportunity of serutinizing a Fe-
renghi.

And now, while granted the privilege of this little revelation, we
must be very careful not to reveal the secret of whose harem we
have seen unveiled, and whose inner court our paran wheels have
pressed ; for the whirligig of time brings about strange things, and
apparently trifling things that have been indiscreetly published by
travellers in books at home, have sometimes found their way back
to the far East, and caused embarrassment and chagrin fo people
who treated them with hospitality and respect.



CHAPTER 1V.
THROUGH KHORASSAN.

SuarroOD i3 at the exit from the mountains of the caravan route
from Asterabad, Mazanderan, and the Caspian coast. The moun-
taing overlooking it are bare and rocky. A good trade seems to
be done by several firms of Russian-Armenians in exporting wool,
cotton, and pelts to Russia, and handling Russian iron and petro-
leum. But for the iniquitous method of taxation, which consists
really of looting the producing classes of all they can stand, the
volume of trade here might easily be tenfold what it is.

Shahrood is, or rather was, one of the ¢ four stations of terror,’
Mijamid, Miandasht, and Abassabad being the other three, so called
on account of their exposed position and the consequent frequency
of Turcoman attacks. Kven nowadays they have their little ripples
of excitement ; rumors of Turcoman raids are heard in the bazaars,
and news was brought in and telegraphed to Teheran a week ago
that fifteen thousand sheep had been carried off from a district
north of the mountains. Word comes back that a regiment of
soldiers is on its way to chastise the Turcomans and recover the
property ; what really will happen, will be a horde of soldiers stay-
ing there long enough to devour what few sheep the poor people
have left, and then returning without having seen, much less chas-
tised, a Turcoman. The Persian Government will notify the Rus-
sian Minister of the misdoings of the Turcomans, and ask to have
them punished and the sheep restored ; the Russian Minister will
reply that these particular Turcomans were Persian subjects, and
nothing further will be done.

Mr. Mclntyre is a canny Scot, a Royal Engineer, and weighs
fully three hundred pounds; but with this avoirdupois he is far
from being inactive, and together we ramble up the Asterabad Pass
to take a look at the Bostam Valley on the other side. The valley
isn’t much to look at ; no verdure, only a brown, barren plain, sur-
rounded on all sides by equally brown, barren mountains. In the

Vor. IL—5
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evening the Prince sends round a pheasant, and shortly after calls
Limself and partakes of tea and cigarettes.

I accept Mr. McIntyre’s invitation to remain and rest up, but
only for another day, my experience being that, when on the road,
one or two days’ rest is preferable to a longer period; one gets
rested without getting out of condition. We take a stroll through
the bazaar in the morning, and call in at the wine-shop of a Rus-
sian-Armenian trader named Makerditch, who keeps arrack and
native wine, and sample some of the latter. In his shop is a badly
stuffed Mazanderan tiger, and the walls of the private sitting-room
are decorated with rude, old-fashioned prints of saints and secript-
ural scenes. It is now the Persian New Year, and bright new gar-
ments and snowy turbans impart a gay appearance to the throngs
in the bazaar, for everybody changed his wardrobe from tip to
toe on eid-i-noo-roos (evening before New Year's Day), although the
“ great unwashed ” of Persian society change never a garment for
the next twelve months. Considering that the average lower-class
Persian puts in a good share of this twelve months in the unprofit-
able process of scratching himself, one would think it must be an
immense relief for him to cast away these old habiliments with all
their horrid load of filth and vermin, and don a clean, new outfit ;
but the new ones soon get as thickly tenanted as the old ; and
many even put the new garments on over certain of the old ones,
caring nothing for comfort and cleanliness, and everything for ap-
pearance. The Persian New Year’s holiday lasts thirteen days, and
on the evening of the thirteenth day everybody goes out into the
fields and plucks flowers and grasses to present to his or her friends.

Governors of provinces who retain their position in conse-
quence of having sent satisfactory tribute to the Shah, and ruled
with at least a semblance of justice, get presents of new robes on
New Year’s Day, and those who have been unfortunate enough to
lose the royal favor get removed: New Year’'s Day brings either
sorrow or rejoicing to every Persian official’s house.

The morning of my departure opens bright and warm after a
thunder-storm the previous evening, and Mr. McIntyre accompanies
me to the outskirts of the city, to put me on the right road to
Mijamid, my objective point for the day, eleven farsakhs distant.
The streets are, of course, muddy and unridable, and ere the sub-
urbs are overcome a messenger overtakes us from the Prince,
begging me to retwrn and drink tea with him before starting.



““Tell the Prince, the Sahib sends Salaams.”
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.

“Tell the Prince, the sahib sends salaams, but cannot spare the
time to return,” replies my companion, who knows Persian thoi-
oughly. “You must come,” says the messenger, “for the Klan of
Bostam has arrived to pay the New Year’s salaam to the Prince,
and the Prince wants you to show him the bicycle.”

¢ Must come!’ Tell the Prince that when the sahib gets fairly
started, as he is now, with his bicycle, he wouldn’t turn back for
the Shah himself.”

The messenger looks glum and crestfallen, as though very re-
luctant to return with such a message, a message that probably
sounds to him strangely disrespectful, if not positively treasonable ;
but he sees the uselessness of bandying words, and so turns about,
feeling and looking very foolish, for he addressed us very boldly
and confidently before the whole crowd when he overtook us.

A few small streams have to be crossed on leaving Shahrood for
the east ; splendid rivulets of clear, cold water in which there ought
to be trout. After these streams the road launches at once on to a
level camel-thorn plain, the gravelled surface of which provides ex-
cellent wheeling. An outlying village and caravanserai is passed
through at a couple of farsakhs, where, as might be expected in
the “district of terror,” are hundreds of the little towers of refuge.
This village would be in a very exposed position, and it looks as
though it is but just now being rebuilt and repopulated after a
period of ruin and desertion. Beyond this village the towers of
refuge and other signs of human occupation disappear ; the uncul-
tivated desert reigns supreme on either hand; but the wheeling
continues fairly good, although a strong head-wind somewhat im-
pedes my progress. Beyond the level plain and the lower hills to
. the north are the snowy heights of the Elburz range ; a less am-
bitious range of mountains forms a barrier some twenty miles to
the south, and in the distant southeast there looms up a dark,
massive pile that recalls at a glance memories of Elk Mountain,
Wyoming ; though upon a closer inspection there is no doubt but
that the densely wooded slopes of our old acquaintance of the
Rockies would be found wanting.

Twenty miles of this level plain is traversed, and I find myself
gazing curiously at a range of mica-flecked hills off to the right.
These hills present a very curious appearance ; the myriads of
flakes of mica scattered all about glitter and glint in the bright
sunlight as if they might be diamonds, and it requires but an easy
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effort of the imagination to fancy one’s self in some strange, rich
land of the ¢ gorgeous East,” where precious jewels are scattered
about like stones. These mica-spangled hills bear about the same
relation to what one’s imagination might conceive them to be as
the “ gorgeous IFast” as it actually exists does to the  gorgeous
East” we read of in fairy-tales.

Beyond the mica hills, I pass through a stretch of abandoned
cultivation, where formerly existed fields and ditches, and villages
with an abundance of portable property tempted Turkoman raiders
to guide their matchless chargers hither. But small outlying settle-
ments hereabout were precarious places to live in, and the persist-
ent alamans generally caused them to be abandoned entirely from
time to time.

The road has averaged good to-day, and Mijamid is reached at
four o’clock. Seeking the shelter of the chapar-khana, that devoted
building is soon surrounded by a new-dressed and accordingly a
good-natured and vociferpus crowd shouting—* Sowar shuk! sowar
shuk ! tomasha ! tomasha!”

As I survey the grinning, shouting multitude from my retreat
on the roof, and note the number of widely-opened mouths, the old
wicked thoughts about hot potatoes and dexterity in throwing them
persist in coming to the fore. Several scrimmages and quarrels
occur between the chapar-jee and his shagirds, and the crowd, who
persist in invading the premises, and the tumult around is some-
thing deafening, for it is holiday times and the people feel particu-
larly self-indulgent and disinclined for self-denial. In the midst of
the uproar, from out the chaotic mass of rainbow-colored costumes,
there forms a little knot of mollahs in huge snowy turbans and
flowing gowns of solid blue or green, and at their head the gray-
bearded patriarchal-looking old khan of the village in his flowered
robe of office from the governor. These gay-looking, but compara-
tively sober-sided representatives of the village, endeavor to have
the crowd cease their clamorous importunities—an attempt, how-
ever, that results in signal failure—and they constitute themselves
a delegation to approach me in a respectful and decorous manner,
and ask me to ride for the satisfaction of themsclves and the
people.

The profound salaams and good taste of these eminently re-
spectable personages are not to be resisted, and after satisfying
them, the khan promises to provide me with supper, which
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at a later hour turns up in the form of the inevitable dish of
pillau.

Two miles on the road next morning and it begins raining ; at
five miles it develops into a regular down-pour, that speedily wets
me through. A small walled village is finally reached and shelter
obtained beneath its ample portals, a place that seems to likewise
be the loafing-place of the village. The entrance is a good-sized
room, and here on wet days the men can squat about and smoke,
and at the same time see everything that passes on the road. The
village is defended by a strong mud wall some thirty feet high, and
strengthened with abutting towers at frequent intervals ; the only
entrance is the one massive door, and inside there is plenty of
room for all the four-footed possessions of the people ; the honses
are the usual little mud huts with gafched bee-hive roofs, built
against the wall. The flocks of goats and sheep are admitted in-
side every evening, and taken ont again to graze in the morning ;
the appearance of the interior is that of a very filthy, undrained,
and utterly neglected farm-yard, and as no breath of wind ever
passes through it, or comes any nearer the ground than the top of
the thirty-foot wall, living in its reeking, pent-up exhalations must
be something abominable.

Such a place as this in Persia would be fairly swarming with nox-
ious insect life, of which fleas would be the most tolerable variety,
and two-thirds of the people would be suffering from chronie oph-
thalmia. This little village, doubtless, had enough to do a few
years ago to maintain its existence, even with its remarkably strong
walls ; and on the highest mountain peaks round about they point
out to me their watch-towers, where sentinels daily scanned the
country round for the wild horsemen they so much dreaded. Four
men and three women among the little erowd gathered about me
here, are pointed out as having been released from slavery by the
Rugssians, when they captured Khiva and liberated the Persian
slaves and sent them home. FEvery village and hamlet along this
part of the country contains its quota of returned eaptives who, no
doubt, entertain lively recollections of being carried off and sold.

Soon after my arrival here, a little, weazen-faced, old seyud, in
a threadbare and badly-faded green gown, comes hobbling through
the rain and the mahogany-colored slush of the village yard to the
gate. Everybody rises respectfully as he comes in, and the old fel-
low, accustomed to having this deference paid him by everybody
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about him, and wishing to show courtesy to a Ferenghi, motions
for me to keep seated. Seeing that I had no intention of rising,
this courtesy was somewhat superfluous, but the incident serves to
show how greatly these simple villagers are impressed with the
idea of a seyud’s superiority, to say nothing of the seyud’s assump-
tion of the same. They explain to me that the little, unwashed,
unkempt, and well-nigh unclad specimen of humanity examining
the bicyele is a seyud, with the manner of people pointing out a be-
ing of unapproachable superiority. Still, looking at the poor old
fellow’s rags, and remembering that it is new year and the time
for a change of raiment, one cannot help thinking, “Old feliow,
you evidently come in for more respect, after all, than material as-
sistance, and would, no doubt, willingly exchange a good deal of
the former for a little of the latter.” Still, one must not be too
confident of this; the bodily requirements of a wrinkled old seyud
would be very trifling, while his egotism would, on the other hand,
be insufferable. This is a grazing village chiefly, and the gravelly
desert comes close up to the walls, so that there is no difficulty
about pushing on immediately after it ceases raining.

Two farsakhs of variable wheeling through a belt of low hills
and Dbroken country, and two more over the level Miandasht
Plain, and the caravanserai of Miandasht is reached. Here the
village, the telegraph office and everything is enclosed within the
protecting walls of an immense Shali Abbas caravanserai, a building
capable of affording shelter and protection to five thousand people.
In the old—and yet not so very old—dangerous days, it was neces-
sary, for safety, that travellers and pilgrims should journey together
through this section of country in large caravans, otherwise disas-
ter was sure to overtake them ; and Shah Abbas the Great built
these huge caravanserais for their accommodation. In deference
to the memory of this monarch as a builder of caravanserais all
over the country, any large serai is nowadays called a Shah Abbas
caravanserai, whether built by him or not. Certainly not less than
three hundred pack-camels, besides other animals, are resting and
feeding, or being loaded up for the night march as I ride up, their
myriad clanging bells making a din that comes floating across the
plain to meet me as I approach.

Miandasht is the first place in Khorassan proper, and among the
motley gathering of charvadars, camel-drivers, pilgrims, travellers,
villagers and hangers®on about the serai, are many Khorassanis
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wearing huge sheepskin busbies, similar to the head-gear of the
Roumanians and Tabreez Turks of Ovahjik and the Perso-Turkish
border. Most of these busbies are black or brown, but some affect
a mixture of black and white, a piebald affair that looks very strik-
ing and peculiar.

The telegraph-jee here turns out to be a person of immense
importance in his own estimation, and he has evidently succeeded
in impressing the same belief upon the unsophisticated minds of
the villagers, who, apparently, have come to regard him as little less
than ‘““monarch of all he surveys.” True, there isn’t much to sur-
vey at Miandasht, everything there being within the caravanserai
walls ; but whenever the telegraph-jee emerges from the seclusion
of his little office, it is to blossom forth upon the theatre of the
crowd’s admiring glances in the faneiful habiliments of a la-de-da
Persian swell. Very punctilious as regards etiquette, instead of
coming forth in a spontaneous manner to see who I am and look at
the bicycle, he pays me a ceremonious visit at the chapar-khana half
an hour later. In this visit he is preceded by his farrash, and he
walks with a magnificent peacock strut that causes the skirts of his
faultless roundabout to flop up and down, up and down, in rhyth-
mic accompaniment to his steps. Apart from his insufferable con-
ceit, however, he tries to make himself as agreeable as possible,
and after tea and cigarettes, I give him and the people a tomasha,
at the conclusion of which he asks permission to send in my sup-
per.

The room in which I spend the evening is a small, dome-roofed
apartment, in which a circular opening in the apex of the dome is
expected to fill the triple office of admitting light, ventilation, and
carrying off smoke from the fire; the natural consequence being
that the room is dark, unventilated, and full of smoke. Now and
then some determined sight-seer on the roof fills this hole up
completely with his head, in an effort to peer down through the
smoke and obtain a glimpse of myself or the bicycle, or a mis-
chievous youngster, unable to resist the temptation, drops down a
stone. '

The shagird-chapar here is a man who has been to Askabad and
seen the railroad ; and when the inevitable question of Russian
versus English marifet (mechanical skill) comes up, he endeavors
to impress upon the open-mouthed listeners the marvellous charac-
ter of the locomotive. It is a wonderful atesh-gharri” (fire-
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wagon), he would say, “and runs on an awhan rah (iron road);
the charvadar puts in afesh and ob. It goes chu, chu! chu!!
ch-ch-ch-chu-ch-u-u-u !!! spits fire and smoke, pulls a long—khylie
long—caravan of forgons with it, and goes ten farsakhs an hour.”
But in order to thoroughly appreciate this travelled and highly en-
lightened person’s narrative, one must have been present in the
smoke-permeated room, and by the flickering light of a camel-thorn
fire have watched the gesticulations of the speaker and the rapt at-
tention of the listeners; must have heard the exclamations of

At Miandasii.

*Mashal-l-a-h!” escape honestly and involuntarily from the parted
lips of wonder-stricken auditors as they endeavored to comprehend
how such things could possibly be. And yet there is no doubt that,
five minutes afterward, the verdict of each listencr, to himself, was
that the shagird-chapar, in describing to them the locomotive, was
lying like a pirate—or a Persian—and, after all, they couldn’t con-
ceive of anything more wonderful than the bicycle and the ability
to ride it, and this they had seen with their own eyes.

It is the change of the moon, and a most wild-looking evening ;
the sun sets with a fiery forge glowing about it, and fringing with



74 FROM TEHERAN TO YOKOHAMA.

an angry border the banks of darksome clouds that mingle their
weird shapes with the mountain masses to the west, the wind sighs
and moans through the archways and menzils of the huge caravan-
serai, breathing of rain and unsettled weather. These warning
signaly are not far in advance, for a drenching rain soaks and
saturates everything during the night, converting the parallel trails
of the pilgrim road into twenty narrow, silvery streaks, that glisten
like trails of glass ahead, as I wheel along them to meet the newly-
risen sun. It is a morning of hurrying, scudding clouds and fitful
sunshine, but fresh and bracing after the rain ; a country of broken
Lills and undulating road is reached in an hour ; the broken hills
are covered with blossoming shrubs and green young camel-thorn,
in which birds are cheerily piping.

Six farsakhs bring me to Abbasabad, the last of the four sta-
tions of terror. A lank villager is on the lookout a couple of miles
west of the place, the people having been apprised of my coming
by some travellers who left Miandasht yesterday evening. Tucking
the legs of his pantaloons in his waistband, leaving his legs bare
and unencumbered, he follows me at a swinging trot into the vil-
lage, and pilots me to the caravanserai. The population of the
place are found occupying their housetops, and whatever points of
vantage they can climb to, awaiting my appearance, their curiosity
having been wrought to the highest piteh by their informant’s
highly exaggerated accounts of what they might expect to see.
The prevailing color of the female costume is bright red, and the
swarms of these gayly-dressed people congregated on the housetops,
and mingled promiscuously with the dark gray of the mud walls
and domes, makes a picture long to be remembered.

And long also to be remembered is the reception awaiting me
inside the caravanserai yard—the surging, pushing, struggling,
shouting mob, among whom I notice, with some wonderment and
speculation, a far larger proportion of blue-eyed people than I
have hitherto seen in Persia. Upon inquiry it is learned that Ab-
basabad is a colony of Georgians, planted and subsidized here by
Shah Abbas the Great, as a check on the Turkomans, whose fre-
quent alamans rendered the roads hereabout wellnigh impassable
for caravans. These warlike mountaineers were brought from the
Caucasus and colonized here, with lands, exemption from taxes,
and given an annual subsidy. They were found to be of good ser-
vice as a check on the Turkomans, but were not much of an im-
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provement npon the Turkomans themselves in many respects. As
seen in the caravanserai to-day, they seem a turbulent, headstrong
crowd of people, accustomed to be petted, and to do pretty much
as they please.

At the caravanserai is a traveller who says he hails from the
Pishin Valley, and he produces a certificate in English, recommend-
ing him as a stone mason. The certificate settles all doubts of his
being from India, for were one to meet an Hindostani in.the classic
shades of purgatory itself, he would immediately produce a certifi-
cate recommending him for some-
thing or other. As the crowd
surge and struggle for some posi-
tion around me where they can
enjoy the exquisite delight of see-
ing me sip tiny glasses of scalding
Lot tea, prepared by the enterpris-
ing individual
who met me
two miles out,
the Pishin Val-
ley man tries to
look amused at
them, and to
rise superior to
the situation, as
becomes a pér-
son to whom a
Sahib, and
whatever won-
derful things he
may possess, are nothing extraordinary. The crowd seem very
loath to let such an extraordinary thing as the bicycle and its
rider depart from among them so soon, although at the same time
anxious to see me speed along the smooth, straight trails that
fortunately lead directly from the caravanserai eastward. Scores
of the shouting, yelling mob race, bare-footed and bare-legged,
over the stones and gravel alongside the bicycle, until I can put
on a spurt and out-distance them, which I take care to do as soon
as practicable, thankful to get away and eat the bread pocketed in
disgust at the caravanserai in the peace and quictude of the desert.

The Mob at Abbasabad.
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Beyond Abbasabad my road skirts Mazinan Lake to the north,
passing between the slimy mud-flats of the lake shore and the ever-
present Elburz foot-hills, and then through several wholly rnined
or partially ruined villages to Mazinan, where I arrive about sun-
set, my wheel yet again a mass of mud, for the Mazinan lake coun-
try is a muddy hole in spring. A drizzling rain ushers in the dusky
shades of the evening, as I repair to the chapar-khana, a wretched
hole, in a most dilapidated condition. The bala-khana is little
better than being out of doors ; the roof leaks like a colander, the
windows are mere unglazed holes in the wall, and the doors are
but little better than the windows. It promises to be a cold,
draughty, comfortless night, and the prospects for supper look
gloomy enough in the light of smoky camel-thorn and no samovar
to make a cup of tea.

Such is the cheerless prospect confrontmg me after a hard day s
run, when, soon after dark, a man arrives with a thrice-welcome
invitation from a Russian officer, who he says is staying at the
caravanserai. The officer, he says, has pillou, kabobs, wine, plenty
of everything, and would be glad if I would bring my machine and
come and accept his hospitality for the night. Under the circum-
stances nothing could be more welcome news than this ; and pict-
uring to myself a pleasant evening with a genial, hospitable gentle-
man, I take the bicycle down the slippery and broken mud stairway,
and follow my guide through drizzling rain and darkness, over
ditches and through miry byways, to the caravanserai.

The officer is found squatting, Asiatic-like, on his menzil floor,
his overcoat over his shoulders. He is watching his cook bioiling
kabobs for his supper. Itis a cheery, hopeful prospect, the glow-
ing charcoal fire sparkling in response to the vigorous waving of
half a saddle-flap, the savory, sizzling kabobs and the carpeted
menzil, in comparison with the dreary tumble-down place I have
just left. My first impression of the officer himself, however, is
scarcely so favorable as my impression of the picture in which he
is set—the picture as just described ; a sinister leer characterizes
the expression of his face, and what appears like a nod, with an al-
together unnecessary amount of condescension in it, characterizes
his greeting. Hopping down to the ground, lamp in hand, he ex-
amines the bicycle minutely, and then indirectly addressing the
by-standers, he says, “Pooh ! this thing was made in Tiflis ; there’s
hundreds of them in Tiflis.” Having delivered himself of this lying
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statement, he hops up on the menzil front again and, without pay-
ing the slightest attention to me, resumes his squatting position at
the fire, and his occupation of watching the preparations of his
cook. Nothing is more evident to me than that he had never be-
fore seen a bicycle, and astounded at this conduct on the part of an
officer who doubtless thinks himself a civilized being, even though
he might not understand anything of our own conception of an
“officer and a gentleman,” I begin looking around for an explanation
from the fellow who brought me the invitation, thinking there must
be some mistake. The man has disappeared and is nowhere to be
found.

The chapar-jee accompanied us to the caravanserai, and seeing
that this man has bolted, and that the Russian officer’s intentions
toward me are anything but hospitable, he calls the missing man
—or the officer, I don’t know which—a pedar suktar (son of a burnt
father), and suggests returning to the cold comfort of the bala-Lhana.
My own feelings upon realizing that this wretched, unserupulous
Muscovite has craftily designed and executed this plan for no
other purpose but to insult and humiliate one whom he took for
granted to be an Englishman, in the eyes of the Persian travellers
present, I prefer to pass over and leave to the reader’s imagination.
After sleeping on it and thinking it over, early next morning I re-
turned to the caravanserai, bent on finding the fellow who brought
the invitation, giving him a thraghing, and seeing if the officer
would take it up in his behalf. In the morning, the cossacks said
he had gone away ; whether gone away or hiding somewhere in the
caravanserai, he was nowhere to be found ; which perhaps was just
as well, for the affair might have ended in bloodshed, and in a
fight the chances would have been decidedly against myself.

This incident, disagreeable though it be to think of, is instrue-
tive as showing the possibilities for mean and contemptible action
that may lurk beneath the uniform of a Russian officer. Russian
officers as a general thing, however, it is but fair to add, would
show up precisely the reverse of this fellow, under similar circum-
stances, being genial and hospitablé to a fault; still, I venture that
in no other army in the world, reckoning itself civilized, could be
found even one officer capable of displaying just such a spirit as this.

The unwelcome music of pattering rain and flowing water is
the concert I have to sit and listen to all the forenoon, and a glance
outside is rewarded by the dreariest of prospects. The landscape,
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as seen from my lone and miserable lookout, consists of gray mud-
fields and gray mud-ruins, wet and slimy with the constant rains;
occasional barley-fields mosaic the dreary prospect with bright
green patches, but across them all—the mud-flats, the ruins, and
the barley-fields—the driving rain sweeps remorselessly along, and
the wind moans dismally. There is only one corner of my room
proof against the drippings from the roof, and through the
wretched apologies for doors and windows the driving rain comes
in.” Everything seems to go wrong in this particular place. I ob-
tain tea and sugar, but there is no samovar, and the chapar-jee at-
tempts to make it in an open kettle ; the result is sweetened water,
lukewarm and smoky. I then send for pomegranates, which turn
out to be of a sour, uneatable variety ; but worse than all is the
dreary consciousness of being hopelessly imprisoned for an uncer-
tain period. .

It grows gradually colder, and toward noon the rain changes to
snow ; the cold and the penetrating snow drive me into the shel-
ter of the ill-smelling stables. It blows a perfect hurricane all the
afternoon, accompanied by fitful squalls of snow and hail, and the
same programme continues the greater part of the night. But in
the morning I am thank{ful to discover that the wind has dried the
surface sufficiently to enable me to escape from my mud-environed
prison and its nuncongenial associations.

Before getting many miles from Mazinan, I encounter the
startling novelty of streams of liquid mud, rolling their thick, yel-
low flood over the plain in treacly waves, travelling slowly, like
waves of molten lava. The mud is only a few inches deep, but the
streams overspread a considerable breadth of country, as my road
is some miles from where they leave the mountains, and they seem
to have no well-defined channels to flow in. A stream of slimy,
yellow mud, two hundred yards wide, is a most disagreeable obsta-
cle to overcome with a bicycle ; but confined in narrow, deep chan-
nels, the conditions would be infinitely worse. It is a dreary and
forbidding stretch of country hereabout, the carcasses of camels
that have dropped exhausted by the roadside, are frequently
passed, and jackals feasting on them slink off at my approach,
watch my progress past with evident impatience, and then return
again to their feast. Occasional stretches of very fair wheeling are
passed over, and at six farsakhs I reach Mehr, the usual combina-
tion of brick caravanserai and mud village.
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Here a halt is made for tea and such rude refreshments as are
obtainable, consuming them in the presence of the nsual sore-eyed
and miserable-looking erowd ; more than one poor wretch appeal-
ing to me to cure his rapidly-failing sight. A gleam of warm sun-
shine brightens my departure from Mehr, and after shaking off
several following horsemen, the going seems quite pleasant, the
wheeling being very good indeed. The mountains off to the left
are variegated and beautiful on the lower and intermediate slopes,
and are crested with snow ; scudding cloudlets, whose multiform
shadows are continually climbing up and over the mountains, pro~
duce a pleasing kaleidoscopic effect, and here and there a sunny,
glistening peak rises superior to the changeful scenes below.

Sheepskin-busbied shepherds are tending flocks of very peculiar-
looking sheep on this plain, the first of the kind I have noticed.
The fatty continuation of the body, popularly regarded as an ab-
normal growth of tail, is wanting ; but what is lacking in this re-
spect is amply compensated for in the pendulous ears, these mem-
bers hanging almost to the ground ; they have a goatish appearance
generally, and may possibly be the result of a cross. Herds of
antelope also frequent this locality, which by and by develops into
a level mud-plain that affords smooth and excellent wheeling, and
over which I take the precaution of making the best time possible,
conscious that a few minutes’ rain would render it impassable for
a bicycle ; and wild wind-storms are even now careering over it,
accompanied by spits of snow and momentary squalls of hail.

A lone minar, looming up directly ahead like a tall factory chim-
ney, indicates my approach to Subzowar. The minaret is reached
by sunset ; it turns out to be a lone shrine of some imam, from
which it is yet two farsakhs to Subzowar. The wheeling from this
point, however, is very good, and I roll into Subzowar, or, at least,
up to its gate, for Subzowar is a walled city, shortly after dark.
Sherab (native wine) they tell me, is obtainable in the bazaar, but
when I inquire the price per bottle, with a view of sending for one,
several eager aspirants for the privilege of fetching it shout out
different prices, the lowest figure mentioned being three times the
actual price. Being rather indifferent about the doubtful luxury
of drinking wine for the amusement of an eagerly curious crowd,
which I know only too well beforehand will be my unhappy por-
tion, I conclude to chagrin and disappoint the whole dishonest
crew by doing without. One gets so thoroughly disgusted with the
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ever-present trickery, dishonesty, and prying, unrestrained curiosity
of the ragged, sore-eyed and garrulous erowds that gather about
one at every halting place, that a person actually comes to prefer
a mere crust of bread in peace by a road-side pool to the best a
city bazaar affords.

A well-dressed individual makes his salaam and intrudes his
person upon the scene of my early preparations to depart, on the
following morning, and, when I start, takes upon himself the office
of conducting me through the labyrinthian bazaar and to the gate
of exit beyond. Iam wondering somewhat who this individual
may be, and wherefore the officiousness of his demeanor to the
crowd at our heels ; but his mission is soon revealed, for on the
way out he pilots me into the court-yard of the Reis, or mayor of
the city. The Reis receives me with the glad and courteous greet-
ing of a person desirous of making himself agreeable and of creat~
ing a favorable impression ; trays of sweetmeats are produced, and
tea is served up in little porcelain cups.

As soon as tea and sweetmeats and kalians appear on the board,
mollahs and seyuds mysteriously begin to put in an appearance
likewise, filing noiselessly in and taking their places near or distant
from the Reis, according to their respective rank and degree of holi-
ness. My observations everywhere in the land of the Lion and the
Sun all tend to the conclusion that whenever and wherever a samo-
var of tea begins to sing its cheery and aromatic song, and the
soothing hubble-bubble of the kalian begins telling its seductive tale
of solid comfort and social intercourse, a huge green or white turban
is certain to appear on the scene, a robed figure steps out of its
slippers at the door, glides noiselessly inside, puts its hand on its
stomach, salaams, and drops, as silently as a ghost might, in a squat-
ting attibude among the guests. Hardly has this one taken his po-
sition than another one appears at the door and goes through pre-
cisely the same programme, followed shortly afterward by another,
and yet others ; these foxy-looking members of the Persian priest-
hood always seem to me to possess the faculty of scenting these
little occasions from afar and of following their noses to the place
with unerring precision.

Upon emerging from the shelter of the city and adjacent ruins,
I find myself confronted by a furious head-wind, against which it
is quite impossible to ride, and almost impossible to trundle. Dur-
ing the forenoon I meet on the road a disgraced official, in the per-
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son of the Asiif-i-dowleh, Governor-General of Khorassan, returning
to Teheran from Meshed, having been recalled at New Year’s by the
Shah to give an account of himself for ““ oppressing the people, in-
sulting the Prophet, and intriguing with the Russians.” The Asif-
i-dowleh made himself very obnoxious to the priests and people of
the holy city by arresting a criminal within the plaee of refuge at
Imam Riza’s tomDb, and by an outrageous devotion to his own pe-
cuniary interests at the public expense. Riots occurred, the mob
taking possession of the telegraph-office and smashing the windows,
because they fancied their petition to the Shah was being tampered
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Meeting the Asaf-i-dowleh.

with. A timely rain-storm dispersed the mob and gave time for
the Shal’s reply to arrive, promising the Asif-i-dowleh’s removal
and disgraece. The ex-Governor-General is in a carriage drawn by
four grays; his own women are in gayly gilded taktrowans, uphol-
stered with crimson satin ; the women of his followers oecupy sev-
eral pairs of kgjavehs, and the household gods of the party follow
behind in a number of huge Russian forgons or wagons, each drawn
by four mules abreast. Besides these are a long string of pack-
camels, mules, and attendants on horseback, forming altogether
the most imposing cavalcade I have met on a Persian road. How
they manage to get the heavily-loaded forgons and the Governor's
carriage over such places as the pass near Lasgird is something of
VoL, I1.—6
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a mystery—Dbut there may be another route—at any rate, hundreds
of villagers would be called out to assist.

An opportunity also presents this morning of seeing the amount .
of obstinacy and perverseness that manages to find lodgement
within the unsightly curves and angles of a runaway camel. A rid-
ing-camel, led by its owner, scares at the bicycle, and, breaking
away, leads him a lively chase through a belt of low sand ridges
near the road, jolting various packages off his back as he runs.
Tivery time the man gets almost within seizing distance of the rope,
the contrary camel starts off again in a long, awkward lope, slow-
ing up again, as though maliciously inviting his owner to try it
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The Runaway Camel,

over again, when he has covered a couple of hundred yards. These
manceuvres are repeated again and again, until the chase has ex-
tended to perhaps four miles, when a party of travellers assist in
rounding him up ; the man then has to re-traverse the whole four
miles and gather up the things. D

A late luncheon of bread, warm from the oven, is obtained at
the village of Lafaram, where I likewise obtain a peep behind the
scenes of every-day village life, and see something of their mode
of baking bread. The walled village of Lafaram presents a pict-
ure of  manure heaps, holes of filthy water, mud-hovels, naked,
sore-eyed youngsters, unkempt, unwashed, bedraggled females,
goats, chickens, and all the unsavory elements that enter into the
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composition of a wretched, semi-civilized community. With bare,
uncombed heads, bare-armed, bare-breasted, and bare-limbed, and
. with their nakedness scarcely hidden beneath a few coarse rags,
some of the women are engaged in making and baking bread, and
others in the preparation of tezek from cow manure and chopped
straw. In carrying on these two occupations the women mingle,
chat, and help each other with happy-go-lucky indifference to con-
sequences, and with a breezy unconsciousness of there being any-
thing repulsive about the idea of handling hot cakes with one
-hand and fezek with the other. The ovens are huge jars partially
sunk in the ground ; fire is made inside and the jar heated ; flat
cakes of dough are then stuck in the inside of the jar, a few min-
utes sufficing for the baking. The hand and arm the woman in-
serts inside the heated jar is wrapped with old rags and frequently
dipped in a jar of water standing by to keep it cooled ; the bread
thus baked tastes very good when fresh, but it requires a stomach
rendered unsqueamish by dire necessity to relish it after seeing it
baked. :

The plain beyond Lafaram assumes the character of an accliv-
ity, that in four farsakhs terminates in a pass through a spur of
hills, The adverse wind blows furiously all day and shows no
signs of abating as the dusk of evening settles down over the land-
scape. A wayside caravanserai is reached at the entrance to the
pass, and I determine to remain till morning. Here I meet with a
piece of good fortune in a small way, in the shape of a leg of wild
goat, obtained from a native Nimrod ; a thin rod of iron, obtained
from the serai-jee, serves for a skewer, and I spend the evening in
roasting and eating wild-goat kabobs, while a youth fans the little
charcoal fire for me with the sole of an old geiveh.



CIIAPTER Y.
MESHED THE HOLY.

Warnixe spits of snow accompany my early morning departure
from the wayside caravanserai, and it quickly develops into a blind-
ing snow-storm that effectually obscures the country around, al-
though melting as it touches the ground.

A mile from the caravanserai the trails fork, and, taking the
wrong one, I wander some miles up the mountains ere discovering
my mistake. Retracing my way, the right road is finally taken ;
but the gale increases in violence, the cold is numbing to unpro-
tected hands and ears, and the wind and driving snow difficult
to face. At one point the trail leads through a morass, in which
are two dead horses, swamped in attempting to cross, and near by
lies an abandoned camel, lying in the mud and wearily munching
at a heap of kah (cut barley-straw) placed before him by his owners
before leaving him to his kismet ; perchance with a forlorn hope that
he might pull through and finally regain his feet.

I have a narrow escape from swamping in the treacherous
morass myself, sinking knee-deep in the slimy, oozing mud-mass,
pulling off my geivehs and having no end of trouble in recovering
them.

Shurab is reached about noon, where the customary crowd and
customary rude accommodations awaitme. Quite an unaccustomed
luxury, however, is obtained at Shurab—a substance made from
grapes, called sheerah, which resembles thin molasses. A com-
munal dish, which I see the chapar-jee and his shagirds prepare for
themselves and eat this evening, consists of one pint of sheerah,
half that quantity of grease, a handful of chopped onions and a
quart of water. This awful mixture is stewed for a few minutes
and then poured over a bowl of broken bread ; they then gather
around and eat it with their hands—that theyalso eat it with great
gusto goes without saying.

Opium smoking appears to be indulged in to a great estent
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here, two out of the three chapar men putting in a good portion of
their time  hitting ” the seductive pipe, and tinkering with their
opium-smoking apparatus. They only have one outfit between
them ; both of them are half blind with ophithalmia, and the bane
of their wretched existence seems to be a Russian candle-lamp, with
a broken globe, that persists in falling apart whenever they attempt
to use it—which, by the by, is wellnigh all the time—in manipulat-
ing the opium needle and pipe. Observing them from my rude
shake-down, after supper, bending persistently over this broken,
or ever-breaking lamp, their sore eyes and shrunken features, the
suzzle-suzzle of the opium as they suck it into the primer and in-
hale the fumes—the indescribable odor of the drug pervading the
room—all this would seem to be a picture of an ideal Chinese opium
den rather than of a chapar-khana in Persia.

A broken bridge and miles of deep mud not far ahead has been
the burthen of information gathered from the villagers during the
afternoon, and the chaparjee urges upon me the necessity of em-
ploying men and horses to carry me and the bicycle acrossthese
obstructions into Nishapoor. Preferring to take my chances of
getting through, however, I pay no heed to these warnings, well
aware that the chapar-jee’s interest in the matter begins and ends
in the fact that he has horses to hire himself.

In imitation of my example yesterday, I wander off the proper
road again this morning, taking a road that leads to an abandoned
ford instead of to the bridge, a mistake that is probably a very good
one to have made when viewed from the stand-point of mud, as my
road is at least the shorter one of the two.

A wild-looking, busby-decked crowd of Khorassani goatherds
from a neighboring village follow behind me across the level mud-
flats leading to the stream, vociferously clamoring for me to ride.
They shout persistently : “H-o-i! Sowar shuk; tomasha! to-
masha ! ” even when they see the difficult task I have of it getting
the bicycle through the mud. I have singled out a big, sturdy
goat-herder to assist me across the streams, of which I learn there
are two, a mile or thereabout apart, and his compatriots are ac-
companying us to see us cross, as well as being impelled by prying
curiosity to see how many kerans he gets for his trouble. The first
stream is found to be arm-pit deep, with a fairly strong current.
My sturdy Khorassani crosses over first, to try the bottom, feeling
his way with a long-handled spade ; he then returnsand carries the
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bicyele across on his head, afterward earrying me across astride his
shoulders, landing me safely with nothing worse than wet feet.

A mile of awful saline mud, and stream number two is reached
and crossed in a similar manner—although here I unfortunately
cross part way over fairly sitting on the water. The water and the
weather are both uncomfortably chilly, and my assistant emerges
from the second stream with chattering teeth and goose-pimply
flesh. A liberal and well-deserved present makes him forget per-
sonal discomforts, and, fervently kissing my hand and pressing my
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Native Assistance in Khorassan,

palm to his forehead, he tells me there is no more water ahead,
and, recrossing the stream, he wends his way homeward again.
Fortunately the road improves rapidly, developing beyond the
Nishapoor Valley into smooth, upland camel-trails that afford quite
excellent wheeling. The Nishapoor Valley impresses me as about
the finest area of cultivation seen in Persia, except, perhaps, the
Tabreez Plain ; and toward Gadamgal the country gets positively
beautiful—at least, beautiful in comparison. Crystal streamlets
come purling and gurgling across the road over pebbly beds ; and,
looking northward for their source, one finds that the usually gray
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and uninteresting foot-hills have changed into bright, green slopes,
on whose cheerful brows are seen an oceasional pine or cedar.
Overtopping these green, grassy slopes are dark, rugged rocks,
and higher still the grim white region of winter. Somewhere be-
hind these emerald foot-hills, near Gadamgah, are the famous tur-
quoise mines alluded to in the “Veiled Prophet of Khorassan.”
The mines are worked at the present time, but only in a desultory
and unenterprising manner.

Favored with good roads, I succeed in reaching Gadamgah
before dark, where, besides a comfortable and commodious cara-
vanserai, and the pleasure of seeing around a number of fine-
spreading cedars, one can obtain the rare luxury of pine-wood to
build a fire.

Immediately upon my arrival a knowing and respectable-looking
old pilgrim, who calls himself a hadji and a dervish from Mazan-
deran, rescues me from the annoying importunities of the people
and invites me to share the accommodation of his menzil. Aug-
menting his scanty stock of firewood and obtaining eggs and bread,
quite a comfortable evening is spent in reclining beside the blaz-
ing pine-wood fire, which is itself no trifling luxury in a country
of scanty camel-thorn and tezek. Whenever the prying curiosity of
the occupants of neighboring menzils impels them to visit our quar-
ters, to stand and stare at me, my friend the hadji waxes indignant,
and, waving a stick of firewood threateningly toward them, he
pours forth a torrent of withering and sarcastic remarks. Once,
in his wrath, he hops lightly off the menzil floor, seizes an individ-
ual twice his own size by the kammerbund, jerks him violently for-
ward, bids him stare until he gets ashamed of staring, and then,
turning him round, shoves him unceremoniously away again, pur-
suing him as he retreats to his own quarters with vengeful shouts
of “y-a-h!”

To a few eminently respectable travellers, however, the hadji
graciously accords the coveted privilege of squatting around our
fire and chatting. Being himself a person who dearly loves the
music of his own voice, he holds. forth at great length on the sub-
ject of himself in particular, dervishes in general, and the Province
of Mazanderan. Like a good many other people conscious of their
own garrulousness, the hadji evidently suspects his auditors of re-
ceiving his statements with a good deal of allowance ; consequently,
when impressing upon them the circumstance of his hailing from
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Mazanderan—a fact that he seems to think ereditable in some way
to himself—he produces from the depths of his capacious saddle-
bags several dried fish of a variety for which that province is cele-
brated, and exhibits them in confirmation of his statements.

It is genuine wintry weather, and with no bedclothes, save a
narrow lorse-blanket borrowed from my impromptu friend, I spend
a cold, uncomfortable night, for a caravanserai menzil is but a
mere place of shelter after all. The hadji rises early and replen-
ishes the fire, and with his little brass teapot we make and drink a
glass of tea together before starting out.

At daybreak the hadji goes outside to take a preliminary peep
at the weather, and returns with the unwelcome intelligence that
it is snowing.

“ Better snow than rain,” I conclude, as I prepare to start, little
thinking that ¥ am entering upon the toughest day’s experience of
the whole journey through Persia.

Before covering three miles, the snow-storm develops into a
regular blizzard ; a furious, driving storm that would do credit to
Dakota. Without gloves, and in summer clothes throughout, 1
quickly find myself in a most unenviable plicht. It is no common
snow-storm ; every few minutes a halt has to be made, hands buf-
feted and ears rubbed to prevent these members from freeziug ;
yet foot-gear has fo be removed and: streams waded in the bitter
cold. i

The road leads up into a region of broken hills, and the elimax
of my discomfort is reached, when the blizzard is raging with ever-
increasing fury, and the cold has already slightly nipped one finger.
While attempting to cross a deep, narrow stream without disrob-
ing, it is my unhappy fate to drop the bicycle into the water, and
furthermore to front the necessity of instantly plunging in, armpit
deep, to its rescue. 'When I emerge upon the opposite bank my
situation is really quite critical; in‘a few moments my garments
are frozen stiff ; everything I have with me is wet; my leathern
case, containing the small stock of medicines, matches, writing
material, and other small but necessary articles, is full of water,
and, with hands benumbed, I am unable to unstrap it.

My only salvation consists in vigorous exercise, and, conscious
of this, I splurge ahead through the blinding storm and the fast-
deepening snow, fording several other streams, often emerging
dripping from the iey water to struggle through waist-deep snow-
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drifts that arc rapidly accumulating under the influence of the
driving blast and fast-falling snow. ~Uncertain of the distance to
the next caravanserai, I push determinedly forward in this condi-
tion for several hours, making but slow progress. Everything
must come to an end, however, and twenty miles from Gadamgah
the welcome outlines of a road-side caravanserai become visible
through the thickly falling snow-flakes, and the din of many jang-
ling camel-bells proclaims it already occupied.

The caravanserai is found so densely crowded with people,
horses, camels, and their loads that it is impossible to at first carry
the bicycle inside. Confusion, and more than confusion, reigns
supreme ; every menzil is occupied, and the whole interior space is
a confused mass of charvadars, stoutly vociferatiag at one another
and at the pack-animals lying down, wandering about, or being un-
loaded.

Leaving the bicycle outside in the snow, I clamber over the
humpy forms of kneeling camels, through an intricate maze of
mules and over barricades of miscellaneous merchandise, and, mak-
ing a virtue of dire necessity, invade the menzil of a well-to-do
looking traveller. Here, waiving all considerations of whether my
presence is acceptable or the reverse, I take a seat beside their fire
and forthwith proceed to shed my saturated foot-gear. Under
ordinary conditions this proceeding would be nothing less than a
piece of sublime assurance ; but necessity knows no law, and my
case is really very urgent. 'When I explain to the occupants of the
menzil that this nolens wvolens invasion of their premises is but a
temporary arrangement, in the flowery language of polite Persian
they tell me that the menzil, the fire, and everything they have is
mine.

After the inevitable examination of my map, compass, and sun-
dry effects, I begin to fancy my presence something of an embar-
rassment, and consequently am not a little gratified at hearing the
authoritative voice of my friend the hadji shouting loudly at the
charvadars, telling them that he is a hadji and a Mazanderan der-
vish, for whom they cannot clear the way too quickly. Looking
round, I see him appear at the caravanserai entrance with a party
of pilgrims, in whose company he has journeyed from Gadamgah.
The combined excellences that enter into the composition of a
person who is both a dervish and an ex-Mecca pilgrim are of great
benefit in securing the respect and consideration of the common
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herd in Persia ; and as, in addition to this, our hadji commands
attention by the peculiar tone and volume of his voice when deliv-
ering his commands, his tall, angular steed is quickly tied up in a
snug and sheltered corner and his saddle-bags deposited on the
floor of a fellow-pilgrim’s menzil.

Hearing of my arrival, he straightway seeks me out and invites
me to share the accommodation of his new-found quarters, not for-
getting to explain to the people he finds me with, however, that
lie is a hadji, a dervish, and that he hails from Mazanderan. I
shouldn’t be much surprised to see him back up the latter assertion
by producing a dried fish from the ample folds of his kammer-
bund ; but these finny witnesses are reserved to perform their
r0le later in the evening.

As the gloom of night envelopes the interior of the caravanserai,
and the scores of little brushwood fires smoke and glimmer and
twinkle fitfully, the scene appeals to an observant Occidental as
being decidedly unique, and totally unlike anything to be seen
outside of Persia. Around each little fire, from four to a dozen
figures are squatting, each group forming a most social gathering ;
some are singing, some chatting pleasantly, some quarrelling and
arguing violently ; some are shouting lustily at each other across
the whole width of the serai ; all are taking turns at smoking the
kalian or sipping tea, or preparing supper. Ocecasionally a fiery.
wheel glows through the darkness, from which fly myriads of
sparks, looking very pretty as it describes rapid circles. Thisis a
little wire cage, full of live charcoal, that is being swung round anl
round like a sling to enliven the coals for priming the kalian. In
the middle space, crowded with animals and their loads, the horses,
being all stallions, are constantly squealing and fighting ; camels
are grunting dolefully, donkeys are braying and bells clanging, and
grooms and charvadars are shouting and quarelling. Taken all in
all, the interior of a crowded caravanserai is a decidedly animated
place.

The snow-storm subsides during the night, and a clear, frosty
morning breaks upon a wintry landscape, in which nothing is visi-
ble but snow. The hadji announces hig intention of ‘“Inshallah
Meshed, am roos” (please God, we will reach Meshed to-day) as he
covers up the obtrusive tail of a fish emerging from one of the
saddle-bags and prepares to mount. I give him my packages to
carry, by way of lightening my burden as much as possible for the



MESHED THE HOLY. 91

struggle through the snow, and promise him a bottle of arrack,
upon reaching Meshed, as'a reward for thus assisting me through.
Arrack is forbidden fruit to a hadji above all things else, so that
nothing I could promise him would likely prove more tempting or
acceptable, or be better appreciated !

It proves slavish work trundling, tugging, and carrying the
bicyele through the deep snow along a half-broken trail made by a
few horses, and through deep drifts; but the cold, bracing air is

Cycling in Khorassan.

favorable for exertion, and by ten o’clock we reach Shahriffabad,
where a halt is made to prepare a cup of tea and to give the hadji’s
horse a feed of barley. At Shahriffabad we are warned that on the
hills between here and Meshed snow will be found two feet deep,
streams belly deep to the hadji’s horse will have to be forded, and,
toward Meshed, mud knee-deep. Conscious that the mud will be
“knec-deep ” the whole distance, after the disappearance of the
snow, this makes us only the more eager to push on while we may.”
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The sun has by this time become uncomfortably warm, and the
narrow trail is fast becoming a miry pathway of mud and slush
under the trampling feet of the animals gone ahead, and of vil-
lagers’ donkeys returning from the city. Mile after mile is devoted
to the unhappy task of trundling the bicyele ahead, rear wheel aloft,
through mud and slush varying from ankle-deep to worse, occasion-
ally varying the programme by fording a stream.

Late in the afternoon we arrive at the summit of the hills over-
looking the Meshed Plain, and the hadji points out enthusiastically
the golden dome of Imam Riza’s sanctuary ; the yellow, glistening
goal whose famed sanctity has attracted hosts of pilgrims from all
quarters of Central Asia for ages past. The hills hereabout are
of a rocky character, and pious pilgrims have gathered into little
mounds every loose piece of rock, it being customary for each pil-
grim to find a stone and add it to one of these piles upon first
viewing the bright golden dome of the holy city from this com-
manding spot. 2

Below the rocky paths of this declivity the snow disappears in
favor of slippery mud, and the hadji’s wearied charger slips and
slides about, to the imminent danger of its rider’sneck ; and all the
time the slim Turkomani steed trembles visibly in terror of the
old Mazanderan dervish’s whip and his awful threats. Two miles
down the bed of the stream, crossing and recrossing it a dozen
times, often thigh-deep, and we emerge upon the gently sloping
area of the Meshed Plain, with the yellow beacon-light of Meshed
glowing in the mellow light of the evening sun six miles away.

The late storm has been chiefly rain in the lower altitude of the
plain, and the day’s sunshine has partially dried the surface, but
leaving it slippery and treacherous here and there. After leaving
the bed of the stream the hadji becomes anxious about reaching
Meshed before dark, and advises me to mount and put on the
speed. ;

¢ Inshallah, Meshed yek saat,” he says, and so I mount and bid
him follow along behind. By vocal suasion and a liberal applica-
tion of his cruel, triple-thonged, raw-hide whip, he urges his well-
nigh staggering animal into a canter, lifting his forefeet clear of
the ground seemingly by the bridle at every jump. Suspicious as
to his lank and angular steed’s sure-footedness under the strain, I
take the very laudable precaution of keeping as far from him as
possible, not caring to get mixed up in a catastrophe that seems
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inevitable every time the horse, goaded by the stinging stimulus
of the whip and the threats, makes another jump. Not more than
a mile of the six is covered when I have ample reason for congratu-
lating myself on taking this precaution, for the horse stumbles,
and, being too far gone to recover himself, comes down on his nose,
and the “hadji and Mazanderan dervish ” is cutting a most ridicu-
lous figure in the mud. His tall lambskin hat flies off and lands
in a pool of muddy water some distance ahead ; the ponderous
saddle-bags, which are merely laid on the saddle, shoot forward

athwart the horse’s meck, the
s e horse’s nose roots quite a furrow
N e a8 e in the road, and the horse’s owner
N picks himself up and takes a woe-
ful survey of his own figure. It

The Hadji takes a Header.

is needless to say that the survey includes a good deal more real
estate than the hadji cares to claim, even though it be the semi-
sacred soil of the Meshed Plain.

The poor horse is altogether too tired to attempt to recover his
legs of Lis own inclination ; but, regarding him as the author of
his ignominious misadventure, the hadji surveys him with a wrath-
ful eye for a moment, mutters a few awful imprecations—imported,
no doubt, from Mazanderan—and then attacks him savagely about
the head with the whip. In his wrath and determination to make
a lasting impression of each blow given, the hadji emphasizes each
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visitation with a very audible grunt; and, to speak correctly, so
does the horse. It goes without saying, however, that master and
animal grunt from widely different motives ; although, so far as the
mere audible performance is concerned, one grunt might almost be
an echo of the other.

At length, by adopting a more circumspeet pace, we reach
the gate of the holy city about sunset without further mishap.
The hadji leads the way through a bewildering labyrinth of narrow
streets that consist of an open sewage-ditch in the centre, at pres-
ent full of filth, and a narrow footway of rough, broken, and mud-
bespattered cobble-stones on either side. Of course we are followed
through these fearful thoroughfares by a surging and vociferous
crowd of people such as a Central Asian city alone can produce ;
but I can this time happily afford to smile at these usually irritating
accompaniments to my arrival in a populous city, for ten minutes
after entering the gate finds me shaking hands with Mr. Gray, the
genial telegraphist of the Afghan Boundary Commission. With a
well-gnarded gate between our cosey quarters and-the shouting
mob outside, the evening is spent very pleasantly and quietly, in
striking comparison with what it would have been had no one been
here to afford me a place of refuge.

Meshed is ““the jumping off place ” of telegraphy ; the clectric
spider spins his galvanized web no farther in this direction, and
the dirge-like music of civilization’s Afolian harp, that, like the
roll of England’s drum, is heard around the world, approaches the
barbarous territory of Afghanistan from two directions, but re-
coils from entering that fanatical and conservative domain, It ap-
proaches from Persia on the one side, and from India on the other ;
but as yet it only approaches. The drum has already been there ;
it is only a question of time when the Aolian harp will follow.

It is with lively recollection of Khorassani March weather and
the experience of the last few days that, after a warm bath, I array
myself in a suit of Mr. Gray’s clothing, elevate my slippered feet,
‘“Yenghi Donia fashion,” on a pile of Turcomani carpets, and,
abetted by the cheering presence of a bottle of Shiraz wine, ex-
change my recent experiences on the road for telegraphic scraps
of the latest news. How utterly unsatisfactory and altogether
wretched seems even the gilded palace of a Persian provincial gov-
ernor—the meaningless compliments, the salaaming lackeys and
empty show of courtesy, when compared with the cosey quarters,
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the hearty welcome, the honest ring of an Englishman’s voice, and
the genuineness of everything !

Shortly after my arrival, a gentleman with a coal-black com-
plexion, a retreating forehead, and an overshadowing wealth of lip
appears at the door bearing a tray of sweetmeats, Making a pro-
found salaam, he steps out of his slipper-like shoes, enters, and
places the sweetmeats on the table, smiling a broad expectant-of-
backsheesh smile the while he explains his mission. 4

«The Sartiep has sent you his salaams and a present of sweet-
meats, preparatory to calling round himself,” explains mine host ;
“he is a Persian gentleman, Ali Akbar Khan, at the head of the
Meshed telegraph-service, and has the rank of general or Sartiep.”
The Sartiep himself arrives shortly afterward, accompanied by his
favorite son, a budding youth of some eight or ten summers, of
whose beauty he feels very justly prond. The Saftiep’s son is one
of those remarkably handsome boys met with occasionally in mod-
ern Persia, and which so profusely adorn old Persian paintings.
With soft, girlish features, big, black, lustrous eyes, and an abun-
dance of long hair, they remind one of the beautiful youths of
Oriental romance ; his fond parent takes him about on his visits
and finds much gratification in the admiring remarks bestowed
upon the son.

The Sartiep is an ideal Persian official, courteous and compli-
mentary, but never forgetful of Ali Akbar Khan ; his full, round
figure and sensual Oriental face speak eloquently of mutton pillau
and other fattening dishes galore, sweetmeats, cucumbers, and
melons ; and deep draughts from pleasure’s intoxicating cup have
not failed to leave their indelible marks. In this particular the
Sartiep is but a casually selected sample of the well-to-do Persian
official. Leaving out a few notable exceptions, this brief descrip-
tion of him suffices to describe them all.

Following in the train of the Sartiep arrive more servants,
bearing dishes of kabobs, herb-seasoned pillau, and various other
strange, savory dishes, which, Mr. Gray explains, are considered
great delicacies among the upper-class Persians and are intended
as a great compliment to me.

Although Mohammedans, and particularly Shiite Mohamme-
dans, are forbidden by their religion to indulge in alcoholic bever-
ages, the average high official in Persia is anything but a sancti-
monious individual, and partakes with a keen relish of the forbidden
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fruit in an open-secret manner. The thin, transparent veil of ab-
stemiousness that the Persian noble wears in deference to the
sanctimonious pretensions of the mollahs and seyuds and the pub-
lic eye at large, is cast host and the Sartiep =
aside altogether in the j -} are on the most in-
presence of intimate timate terms. The
friends, and particularly Sartiep soon after
if that intimate friend i3 higarrival intimates,
a Ferenghi. Owing to with a humorous
their association in the twinkle of the eye,
telegraph-service, mine that he feels the

The Sartiep Indulges.

need of a little medicine. Mr. Gray, as becomes a good physician
who knows well the constitntional requirements of his patient, and
who knows what to prescribe without even going through the pre-
liminary act of feeling the pulse, produces a pale-green bottle and
a tumbler and pours out a full dose of its contents for an adult.

The patient swallows it at a gulp, nibbles a piece of sweetmeat,
and strokes his stomach in token of approval.

‘ What was the medicine you prescribed, Gray ?”

‘“High wines,” says the physician, ©“ 95° aleohol ; a bottle that
the entomologist of the Boundary Commission happened to leave




MESHED TIIE HOLY. 97

here a year ago ; it was the only thing in the house except wine.
The patient pronounces it the ‘best arrack,” he ever tasted ; the
firier these fellows can get it the better they like it.”

“Why, it didn’t even make him gasp !” .

¢ Gasp—nonsense ; youhaven’t been in Persia as long as I have
yet, or you wouldn’t say ‘gasp’ even at 95° aleohol.”

But how polite, how complimentary, these I'rench of Asia are,
and how imaginative and fanciful their language! Not having
shaved since leaving Teheran, after surveying myself in the glass,
I feel called upon, in the interest of fellow-wheelmen elsewhere, to
explain to our discerning visitors that all bicyclers are not distin-
guished from their fellowmen by a bronzed and stubby phiz and
an all-around vagrom appearance.

The Sartiep strokes his beard and stomach casts a lingering
glance at the above-mentioned green-glass bottle, smiles, and re-
plies: “Having accomplished so wonderful a journey, you are now
prettier with your rough, unshaven face than you ever were before ;
you can now survey yourself in the looking-glass of fame instead of
in a common mirror that reflects all the imperfections of ordinary
mortals.” Having delivered himself of this compliment, the Sar-
tiep’s eye wanders in the direction of the 95° alcohol again, and the
next mninute is again smacking his lips and complacently stroking
his stomach.

In the morning, before I am up, a servant arrives from a Mesh-
edi notable named Hadji Mahdi, bringing salaams from his master,
and a letter clothed in the fine ““apparel diplomatique” of the Orient.
The letter, although in reality nothing more than a request to be
allowed to come and see the bicyele, reads in substance as follows:
¢ Salaams from Hadji' Mahdi—may he be your sacrifice | —to Gray
Sahib and the illustrions Sahib who has arrived in Holy Meshed
from Teheran, on the wonderful asp-i-awhan, the fame of whose
deeds reaches to the ends of the earth. Bismillah! May your
shadows never grow less! Your sacrifice’s brother, Hadji Mollah
Hassan, whose eyes were gladdened by a sight of the asp-i-awhan
Sahib at Shahrood, and who now sends his salaams, telegraphs me
—his unworthy brother—that upon the Sahib’s arrival in Meshed
I should render him any assistanee ho might need. Inshallah, with
your permission—may it not be withheld—your sacrifice will be
pleased to call and gladden his eyes with a sight of Glay S‘lhlb
and the illustrious Sahib his guest. ¢

Vor. IL—%
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As might have been expected, the advent of a Ferenghi on so
strange a vehicle as a bicycle, arriving in the sacred city of Imam
Riza’s sanctuary, arouses universal curiosity ; and not only the Sar-
tiep and Hadji Mahdi, but hundreds of big-turbaned Meshedi nota-
bles, mollahs, and seyuds are admitted during the day to enjoy the
happy privilege of feasting their eyes on the latest proof of the
Ferenghis’ wonderful marifet.

Upon receipt of the telegram at Shahrood refusing me permission
to go through Turkestan, I telegraphed to Mr. Gray, requesting
him to obtain leave for me to go to the Boundary Commission
Camp, and accompany them back to India, or reach India from
the camp alone. Mr. Gray kindly forwarded my request to the
camp, and now urges me to consider myself his guest until the
return courier arrives with the answer. This turns out to mean a
stop-over of seven days, and on the second day immense crowds of
people assemble in the street, shouting for me to come out and
ride the bicycle. The clamor on the streets renders it impossible
for them to transact business in the telegraph office, and several
times requests are sent in begging me to appease them aund stop
the uproar by riding to and fro along the street. An outer door
separates the compound in which the house is built from the
street, and to prevent the rabble from invading the premises, and
the possibility of unpleasant consequences, the Governor-General
stations a guard of four soldiers at the door. This precaution
works very well so far as the common herd are concerned, but
every hour through the day little knots of priestly men in the flow-
ing new garments and spotless turbans representing their Noo Roos
purchases, or the lamb’s-wool cylinder and semi-European garb of
the official, bribe, coerce, or command the guard to let them in.

These persistent people generally stand in a respectful attitude
just inside the outer gate, and send word in by a servant that a
Shahzedah (relative of the Shah) wishes to see the bicycle. After
the first < Shahzedah” has been treated with courtesy and consid-
eration in deference to his royal relative at Telieran, fully two-
thirds of those who come after unblushingly proclaim themselves
uncles, cousing, or nephews of “His Majesty, the King of Kings
and Ruler of the Universe!” The constant worry and annoyance
of these people compel us to adopt measures of self-defence, and
80, after admitting about a hundred uncles, twice that number of
nephews, and Heaven knows how many cousins, we conclude that
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blood-relations of the Shah are altogether too numerons in Meshed
to be of much consequence. Soon after arriving at this conclusion,
Mr. Gray’s farrash, an Armenian he brought with him from Ispahan,
comes in with a message that another Shahzedah has succeeded in
getting past the guard and sends in his salaams. “Shahzedah be
d—d! Turn him out—put him outside, and tell the gnards to
let nobody else in without our permission!”

A moment later the farrash re-enters with the look of a man
scarcely able to control his risibilities, and says the man and his
friends are still inside the gate.

“Why the devil don’t you put them out, as you are told, then ?”

‘‘ He says he is the Padishah’s step-father.”

“Well, what if hie is the Padishal’’s step-father? -It's nothing
to be the Shal’s step-father ; the Shah probably has five hundred
step-father’s, to say the least—turn him out. No; hold hard; let
him stay.”

We conclude that a step-father to the king, whether genuine or
only a counterfeit, is at least something of a relief after the swarms
of nephews, cousins, and uncles, and so order him to be shown in,
He proves to be a corpulent little man about sixty, who advances
up the bricked walk toward us, making about three extra-profound
salaams to the rod and smiling in a curious, apprehensive manner,
as though not quite assured of his reception. About a dozen long-
robed mollahs and seyuds follow with timid hesitancy in his wake.
Strange to say, he makes no allusion to his illustrious step-son, the
King of Kings at Teheran; and plainly betrays embarrassment
when Gray mentions the fact of my having appeared before him on
the wheel. We conclude that the Shah’s step-father and the little
group of holy men clubbed together and paid the Persian guard
about a keran to let thém in, and perhaps another half-Leran to the
Armenian farrash for not summarily turning them out. He tries
very hard, however, to make himself agreeable, and when told
about the Russians refusing me the road, exclaims artfully: “I
was not an enemy of the Russians before I heard this, but now I
am their worst enemy! Suppose the Sahib’s iron horse was a
wheel of fire, what harm would it do their country even then ?”

Our most distinguished caller to-day is Mirza Abbas Khan, C.
L E., a Kandahari gentleman, who has been the British political
agent at Meshed for many years. He makes a formal ecall in all
the glory of his official garments, a magnificent Cashmere coat lined
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with Russian sable and profusely trimmed with gold braid ; a ser-
vant leads his gayly caparisoned horse, and another brings up the
rear with a richly mounted kalian,

Appearances count for something among the people of North-
eastern Persia, and Abbas Khan draws a sufficiently large salary
to enable him to wear gorgeous clothes, and thereby dim the lustre
of his bitter rival, the political agent of Russia.

Abbas Khan is perhaps the handsomest man in Meshed, is in
the prime of life, dyes his flowing beard an orthodox red, and pos-
sesses most charming manners ; in addition to his ample salary he
owns the revenue of a village near Meshed, and seems to be alto-
gether the right man in the right place.

Abbas Khan and a friend of his from Herat both agree that the
difficulties and dangers of Afghanistan will be likely to prove insur-
mountable ; at the same time promising any assistance they can
render me in getting to India, consistent, of course, with Abbas
Khan’s duties as British Agent. It seems to be a pretty general
opinion that Afghanistan will prove a stumbling-block in my path ;
friends at Teheran telegraph again, advising me to go anywhere
rather than risk the dangers to be apprehended in that most law-
less and fanatical territory. Nothing can be decided on, however,
until the arrival of an answer from the Commission.

In the meantime, the days slowly pass away in Meshed ; every
day come scores of visitors and invitations to go and ride for the
delectation of sundry high officials ; ever-present are the erowds in
the streets shouting, “ Tomasha / tomasha! Sowar shuk!” and the
frequent squabbles at the gate between the guard and the people
wanting to come in.

Above the din and clamor of the crowd outside there some-
times arise the chanting voices of a party of newly arrived pilgrims
making their way joyously through the thronged streets toward
the gold-domed sanctuary of Imam Riza, the tomb being situated
a couple of hundred yards down the street from our quarters.
Sometimes we hear parties of men uttering strange cries and
sounding aloud the praises of Imam Riza, Houssein, Hassan, and
other worthies of the Mohammedan world, in response to which
are heard the swelling voices of a multitude of people shouting in
chorus, “Allah be praised! Allah be praised!!” These weird
chanters are dervishes, who, with tiger-skin mantles drawn care-
lessly about them, clubs or battle-axes on shoulder, their long un-
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kempt hair dangling down their backs, look wildly grotesque as
they parade the streets of the Persian Mecca.

Meshed is a strange city for a Ierenghi to live in; every day
are heard the chanting and singing of newly arriving bands of pil-
grims, the strange, wild utterances of dervishes preaching on the
streets, and the shouting responses of their auditors. Conspicuous
above everything else in the city, as gold is conspicuous from
dross, is the golden dome and gold-tipped minarets of the holy
edifice that imparts to the city its sacred character. The gold is
in thin plates covering the hemispherical roof like sheets of tin ;
like most Eastern things, its appearance is more impressive from a
distance than at close quarters. Grains of barley deposited on the
roof by pigeons have sprouted and grown in rank bunches between
the thin gold plates, many of which are partially loose, imparting
to the place an air of neglect and decay. DBy resting their feet on
the dome of this sacred edifice, the pigeons of Meshed have them-
selves become objects of veneration ; shooting them is strictly pro-
hibited, and a mob would soon be about the ears of anyone ven-
turing to do them harm. \

The two most important persons in Meshed are the acting
Governor-General of Khorassan, and Mardan Khan, Ex-Governor
of Sarakhs and Hereditary Chief of the powerful tribe of Timurees.
Of course, the Governor sends his salaams, and invites me to come
round to the government konak and favor him with an exhibition.
Since our refusal to entertain any more of the « Shah’s relations,”
we find that the worthy and long-suffering Abbas Khan has been
worried almost to the verge of despair by requests from all over
the city begging the privilege of seeing me ride.

“Knowing that you have been worried in the same way your-
selves,” says Abbas Kahn, “T have replied to them, ‘Is the Sahib
a giraffe and I his keeper ? Why, then, do you come to me ? The
Sahib has travelled a long way, and is stopping here to rest, not tp
make an exhibition of himself.””

An exception is of course made in favor of the Governor-Gen-
eral and Mardan Khan. The Government compound is a large en-
closure, and to reach the Governor-General’s quarters one has to
traverse numerous long courtyards connected with one another by
long, gloomy passage-ways of brick, where the tramping of the
sentinels and the march of retiring and relieving guards resound
through the vaults like an echo of medizeval times.
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There is nothing particularly interesting about the Governor’s
apartments, but Mardan Khan’s palace is a revelation of barbarie
spleudor entively different from anything hitherto seen in the eoun-
try. In contradistinction to the dazzling, silvery glitter of the
mirror-work and stuccoed halls of the Teheran palaces, the home
of the wealthy Timuree Chieftain is distinguished by a striking and
lavish display of colored glass, gilt, and tinsel.

The Tomasha at Mardan Khan's.

Mardan Khan is a valued friend of Mirza Abbas Khan and a
man of powerful influence ; besides this, he is a pronounced ad-
mirer of the Ingilis as against the Oroos, and my reception at his
palace almost takes the character of an ovation. News of the great
tomasha has evidently been widely spread, erowds of outsiders fill
the streets leading to the palace, and inside the large garden are
scores of the ¢lite of the city, mollahs, seyuds, official and private
gentlemen ; the numerous niches of the walls are occupied by
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groups of closely veiled females. Trundling through this interest-
ing and expectant crowd with Abbas Khan, Mardan Khan issues
forth in flowing gown of richest Cashmere-shawl material and gold
braid, to greet us and to take a preliminary peep at the bicycle, and
to lead the way into his gorgeously colored room of state.

The scene in this room is an ideal picture of the popular occi-
dental conception of the ¢ gorgeous East.” Abbas Khan and Mar-
dan Khan sit cross-legged side by side on a rich Turcoman rug,
salaaming and exchanging compliments after the customary flowery
and extravagant language of the Persian nobility. The marvellous
pattern and costly texture of Abbas Khan’s coat, the gold braid,
the Russian sable lining, and the black Astrakhan eylinder he wears,
are precisely matched by the garments of Mardan Khan, Twenty
or thirty of the most important dignitaries and mollahs of the city
are ranged according to their respective rank or degree of holiness
around the room ; prominent among them is the Chief Imam of
Meshed, a very important and influential person in the holy city.

The Chief Imam is a slim-built, sharp-looking individual of
about forty summers, with a face pale, refined, and intellectual ;
hands white and slender as a lady’s, and a foot equally shapely and
feminine. He wears a monster green turban, takes his turn regu-
larly at the kalian, and passes it on to the next with the easy grace-
fulness that comes of good breeding; and by his manners and
appearance he creates an impression of being a person rather su-
perior to his surronndings.

Liveried pages pass around little glasses of tea, kalians, cigar-
ettes, and sweetmeats, as well as tiny bottles of lemon-juice and
rose-water, a few drops of these two last-named articles being used
by some of the guests to impart a fanciful flavor to their tea. Now
and then a new guest arrives, steps out of his shoes in the hallway,
salaams, and takes his proper position among the people already
here. Everybody sits on the carpet except me, for whom a three-
legged camp-stool has been thoughtfully provided.

Finally, all the guests having arrived, I ride several times
around the brick-walks, the strange audience of turbaned priests
and veiled women showing their great approval in murmuring
undertones of “Fkylie khoob” and involuntary acclamations of
¢ Mashallah ! mash-all-ah !” ag they witness with bated breath the
strange and incomprehensible scene of a Ferenghi riding a vehicle
that will not stand alone.
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Altogether, the great tomasha at Mardan Khan'’s is a decided
success. Scarcely can this be said, however, of the “little to-
masha ” given to the members of Abbas Khan’s own family on the
way home. Abbas Khan’s compound is very small, and the brick-
walks very rough and broken ; therefore, it is hardly surprising to
me, though probably somewhat surprising to him, when, in furning

S e
Sro feririk .

(2

1

The Courier from the Boundary Commision

a coruer I execute an undignified header into a bunch of rose-
bushes. :

The third day after my arrival in Meshed, I received a telegram
from the British Chargé d’Affaires at Teheran saying : “ You must
not attempt to cross the frontier of Afghanistan at any point.”
Two days later the expected courier arvives from the Boundary
Commission Camp with a letter saying : “It is useless for you to
raise the question of coming to the Commission Camp. In the
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first place, the Afghans would never allow yon to come here ; and
if you should happen to reach here, you would never be able to get
away again.”

These two very encouraging missives from our own people
seem at first thonght more leartless than even the * permission
refused ” of the Russians. It occurs to me that this “you must
not attempt to cross tie Afghan frontier ” might just as easily have
been told me at the Legation at Teheran as when I had travelled
six hundred miles to get to it ; but the ways of diplomacy are past
the comprehension of ordinary mortals.

What, after all, are the ambitions and enterprises of an individ-
nal, compared to the will and policy of an empire? No matter
whether the empire be semi-civilized and despotic, or free and en-
lightened, the obscure and struggling individual is usually rated
0000.

Russia—* permission refused.” England—paternally—¢must
not attempt;” cold, offish language this for alone cycler to be con-
fronted with away up here in the northeast corner of Persia, from
representatives of the two greatest empires of the world. What is
to be done ?

Mzr. Gray, returning from the telegraph office later in the even-
ing, finds me endeavoring to unravel the Gordian knot of the situa-
tion through the medium of a brown-study. My geographical
ruminations have already resulted in a conviction that there is no
possible way to unravel it and reach India with a bicycle ; my only
chance of doing so is to cut it and abide by the consequences.

«“I have just been communicating with Teheran,” says Mr.
Gray. “Everybody wants to know what you propose doing.”

“Tell them I am going down to Beerjand to consult with
Heshmet-i-Molk, the Ameer of Seistan, and see if it is possible to
get through to Quetta via Beerjand.”

“Tver hear of Dadur?” queries Mr. Gray. “Ever hear of
Dadur, the place of which the Persians tritely say: ¢ Seeing that
there is Dadur, why did Allah, then, make the infernal regions?’
That is somewhere in Beloochistan. You'll find yourself slowly
broiling to death on a geographical gridiron if you attempt to
reach India down that way.”

“ Never mind ; tell them at Teheran I am going that way any-
how.”

Having entered upon this decision, I bid my genial host fare-
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well on April 7th, and mounting at the door, depart in the pres-
ence of a well-behaved crowd of spectators. In my pocket is a
general letter from the Governor-General of Khorassan to subor-
dinate officials of the province, ordering them to render me any as-
sistance I may require, and another from a prominent person in
Meshed to his friend Heshmet-i-Molk, the Ameer of Kain and Gov-
crnor of Seistan, a powerful and influential chief, with h1s seat of
government at Beerjand.

Couched in the sentimental language of the country, one of
these letters concludes with the touching remark : «The Sahib, of
his own choice is travelling like a dervish, with no protection but
the protection of Allah.”

It is a fine bracing morning as I leave the Mecea of Khorassan
beliind, and the paths leading round outside the walls and moat of
the city from gate to gate afford excellent wheeling. The Beer-
jand trail branches off from the Telieran and Meshed road about a
farsakh east of Shahriffabad ; for this distance I shall be retravers-
ing the road by which I came, and shall be confronted at every
turn of my wheel by reminiscences of dried fish, a Mazanderan
dervish, and an angular steed.

The streams that under the influence of the storm ran thmh-
deep have now dwindled to mere rivulets, and the narrow, miry
trail through the melting snow has become dry andsmooth enough
to ride wherever the grade permits. The hills are verdant with
the green young life of early spring, and are clothed in one of nat-
ure’s prettiest costumes—a costume of seal-brown rocks and green
turf studded with a profusion of blue and yellow flowers.

Shahriffabad is reached early in the afternoon, and the threat-
ening aspect of the changed weather forbids going any farther to-
day.

Shortly after taking up my quarters in the chapar-khana, a
party of Persian travellers appear upon the scene, and with them a
fussy little man in big round spectacles and semi-European clothes.
Scarcely have they lLiad time to alight .and seek out quarters than
the little man makes his appearance at my menzil door in all the
glory of a crimson velvet dressing-cap and blue slippers, and beam-
ing gladsomely through his moon-like spectacles, he comes forward
and without further ceremony shakes hands. *Some queer little
French professor, geologist, entomologist, or something, wandering
about the country in search of scientific knowledge,” is the instinct-
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ive conclusion I arrive at the moment he appears; and my greet-
ing of ““bon jour, monsieur,” is quite as involuntary as the conclu-
sion.

“ Paruski ni 2 ” he replics, arching his cyebrows and smiling,

< Paruski ni; Ingilis.”

« Parsee namifami 2”

¢ Parsee kam-kam.”

In this brief interchange of words in the vernacular of the
country we define at once each other’s nationality and linguistic
abilities. He is a Russian and can speak a little Persian. It is
difficult, howerver, to believe him anything else than a little French
professor, wise above his generation and skin-full of occult wisdom
in some particular branch of science ; but then the big round
spectacles, the red dressing-cap, and the cerulean leather slippers
of themselves impart an air of owlish and preternatural wisdom.

Six times during the afternoon he bounces into my quarters
and shakes hands, and six times shakes hands and Dbounces out
again. Lvery time he renews his visit le introduces one or more
natives, who take as much interest in the hand-shaking as they do
in the bicycle. Evidently his objeet in coming round so frequently
1s to exhibit for the gratification of his own vanity and the curios-
ity of the Persians, this European mode of greeting, and the pro-
found depth of his own knowledge of the subject.

Later in‘the evening the women of the village come round in a
body to.see the Ferenghi and his iron horse, and the wearer of the
spectacles, the red cap, and Dblue slippers, takes upon himself the
office of showman for the occasion ; pointing out, with a good deal
of superficial enthusiasm, the peculiar points of both steed and
rider.

Particularly is it impressed upon these wofully ignorant fair
ongs, that the bicyele is not a Lorse, but a machine—a thing of iron
and not of flesh and blood.

The fair ones nod their heads approvingly, but it is painfully
apparent that they don’t comprehend in the least, how, since it is
an asp-i-awhan, it can be anything else but a horse, regardless of
the material entering into its composition.

When supper-time arrives the chapar-jee announces his willing-
ness to turn cook and prepare anything I order. Knowing well
enough that this seemingly sweeping proposition embraces but
two cor thvee articles, I order him to prepare serambled eggs,



108 ¥ROM TEHERAN TO YOKOHAMA.

bread, and sheerah. An hourlater he brings in the scrambled
cggs, swimming in hot molasses and grease! He has stirred the
grease and molasses together, and in this outlandish mixture
cooked the eggs.

Off the main road the country assumes the character of low
hills of red clay, across which it would be extremely difficult to
take the bicycle in wet weather, but which is now fortunately dry.
After three or four farsakhs it develops into a curious region of
Leterogeneous parts; rocky, precipitous mountains, barren, salt-
streaked hills, saline streams, and pretty little green valleys. Here, -
one feels the absence of any plain, well-travelled road, the dim and
ill-defined trail being at times very difficult to distinguish from the
branch trails leading to some isolated village. The few people
one meets already betray a simplicity and a lack of “gumption ”
that distinguish them at once from the people frequenting the
main road. >



CIIAPTER VL
THE UNBEATEN TRACKS OF KHORASSAN.

Durixa the afternoon I traverse a rocky cafion, crossing and
recrossing a clear, cold stream that winds its serpentine course
from one precipitous wall to another. Mountain trout are ob-
served disporting in this stream, and big, gray lizards scuttle
nimbly about among the loose rocks on the bank. The cafion
gradually dwindles into a less confined passage between sloping
hills of loose rock and bowlders, a wild, desolate region through
which the road leads gradually upward to a pass.

Part way up this gorge is a rude stone tower about twenty
feet high, on the summit of which is perched a little mud hut,
looking almost as though it might be a sentry-box. ‘While yet a
couple of hundred yards away, a rough-loocking customer emerges
from the tower and appears to be awaiting my approach. His head
is well-nigh hidden beneath a huge Khorassani busby, and he wears
the clothes of an irregular soldier. The long, shaggy wool of the
sheepskin head-dress dangling over his eyes imparts a very ferc-
cious appearance, and he is armed with the ordinary Persian sword
and one of those antiquated flint-lock muskets that are only te be
seen on the deserts of the East or in museums of ancient weapons.

Taken all in all, he presents a very ferocious front ; heis, in fact,
about the most ruffianly-looking specimen I have seen outside of
Asiatic Turkey. As I ride up he motions for me to alight, at the
same time retreating a few steps toward his humble stronghold,
betraying a spirit of apprehension lest, perchance, he might be
unwittingly standing in the way of danger. Greeting him with
the customary ¢ Salaam aleykum ” and being similarly greeted in
reply, I dismount to ascertain who and what he is. He retreats
another step cr two in the direction of his strange abode, and eyes
the bicycle with evident distrust, edging off to one side as I turn
toward him, as though fearful lest it might come whizzing into his
sacred person at a moment’s notice like a hungry buzz-saw. In
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response to my inquiries, he points up toward the pass and offers
to accompany me thither for the small sum of *yek keran ; ” giving
me to understand that without his presence it is highly indiscreet
to proceed.

Little penetration is required to understand that thisis one of
the little black-mailing schemes peculiar to semi-civilization, and
whiel, it is perhaps hardly necessary to explain, comes a trifle too

‘' Motions for me to alight.”

late in the chapter of my Asiatic experiences to influence my move-
ments or to replenish the exchequer of the picturesque and enter-
prising person desirous of shielding me from imaginary harm.

This wily individual is making his. living by the novel and in-
genious process of trading on the fears and credulity of stray trav-
ellers, making them believe the passis dangerous and charging them
a small sum for his services as guard. Itis not at all unlikely that
he is the present incumbent of an hereditary right to extort black-
mail from such travellers along this lonely road as may be prevailed
upon without resorting to violence to pay it, and is but humbly
following in the footsteps of his worthy sire and still more worthy
grandsire.

The pass ahead is neither very steep nor difficult, and the sum-
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mit once crossed, and the first few hundred yards of rough and
abrupt declivity overcome, I am able to mount and wheel swiftly
down long gradients of smooth, hard gravel for four or five miles,
alighting at the walled village of Assababad in the presence of its
entire population.

Some keen-sighted villager has observed afar off the strange
apparition gliding swiftly down the open gravel slopes, and the
excited population have all rushed out in breathless expectancy to
try and make ont its character. The villagers of Assababad are
simple-hearted people, and both men and women clap their hands
like delighted children to have so rare a novelty suddenly appear
upon the scene of their usually humdrum and uneventful lives.
Quilts are spread for me on the sunny side of the village wall, and
they gather eagerly around to feast to the full their unaccustomed
eyes. A couple of the men round up a matronly goat and exact from
her the tribute of a bowl of milk ; otherscontribute bread, and the
frugal repast is seasoned with the unconcealed delight of my hos-
pitable audience. . i

They are not overly clean in their habits, though, these rude
and isolated people ; and to keep off prying housewives, bent on
satisfying their curiosity regarding the texture of my clothing and
the comparative whiteness of my skin, I am compelled to adopt
the defensive measure of counter curiosity. The signal and
instantaneous success of this plan, resulting in the hasty, scram-
bling retreat of the women, is greeted with boisterous merriment
by the entire crowd.

I have about made up my mind to remain over-night with the
hospitable people of Assababad ; but at the solicitation of a Persian
traveller who comes along, I conclude to accompany him to a
building observable in the distance ahead which he explains is a
small but comfortable serai. The good villagers seem very loath
to let me go so soon, and one young man kneels down and kisses
my dusty geivelis and begs me to take him with me to Hindostan
—strange, unsophisticated people ; how simple-hearted, how child-
like they seem !

The caravanserai is but a couple of miles ahead, but it is situ-
ated in the dip of an extensive, basin-like depression between two
mountain ranges, and the last half mile consists of mud and water
eighteen inches deep. The caravanserai itself stands on a slight
elevation, and is found occupied by a couple of families, who make
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the place their permanent abode and gain a livelihood by suppl)
ing food, firewood, and horse-feed to travellers.

Upon our arrival, a woman makes her appearance and announces
lLier willingness to cater to our wants.

¢ Noon ass?”

“Yes, plenty of bread.”

¢ Toke-me-morge neis 2”

“ Neis ; toke-me-morge-neis.”

“Sheerah ass?”

¢ Sheerah neis.”

“WWhat have you then besides bread?”

For answer the woman points to a few beruffled chickens
scratching for grains of barley among a heap of rubbish that has
evidently been exploited by them times without number before,
and says she can sell us chickens at one keran apiece.

Seeing the absence of anything else, I order her forthwith to
capture one for me, and the Persian gentleman orders another.
The woman sets three youngsters and a yellow, tailless dog torun
down the chickens, and in a few minutes presents herself before
us, holding in each hand the plucked and scrawny carcass of a fowl
that has had to scratch hard and persistently for its life for heaven
knows how many years. One of the chickens is considerably larger
than the other, and I tell the Persian gentleman to take his choice,
thinking that with himself and his two servants he would be glad
to accept the larger fowl. On the contrary, however, he fixes his
choice on the smaller one.

Touched by what appears to be a simple act of unselfishness, I
endeavor to persuade him to take the other, pointing out that he
has three mouths to fill while I have only one. My importunities
are, however, wasted on so polite and disinterested a person, and
so I veluctantly take possession of the bulkier fowl.

The Persian’s servant dissects his master’s purchase and stows it
away for future use, the three making their supper off bread and a
mixture of grease, chopped onions and sheerak from the larder of
their saddle-bags. The woman readily accepts the offer of an addi-
tional half keran for relieving me of the onerous task of cooking
my own supper, and takes her departure, promising to cook it as
quickly as possible.

Happy in the contemplation of a whole chicken for supper, I
sit around and chat and drink tea with my disinterested friend for
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the space of an hour. To a hungry person an hour seems an omi-
nously long period of time in which to cook a chicken, and, becom-
ing impatient, the Persian gentleman’s servant volunteers to go
inside and investigate. I fancy detecting a shadow of amusement
passing over the face of the gentleman as his servant departs, and
when he returns with the intelligence that the chicken won’t be
tender enough to eat for another hour, his risibilities get the bet-
ter of his politeness and he gives way to uncontrollable laughter.
Then it is that a gleam of enlightenment steals over my unsus-
pecting soul and tells me why my guileless fellow-traveller so po-
litely and yet so firmly selected the smallest of the fowls—he is a
better judge of Persian “morges” than I.

The woman finally turns up, bringing the result of her two
hours’ culinary perseverance in a large pewter bowl ; she has cut
the chicken up into several pieces and has been industrioasly keep-
ing the pot boiling from the beginning. The result of this lauda-
ble effort is meat of gutta-percha toughness, upon which one’s
teeth are exercised in vain; but I make a very good supper after
all by breaking bread into the broth. I don’t know but that the
patriarchal ruler of the roost makes at least the richer broth.

Thin ice covers the water when I leave this caravanserairin the
gray of the morning, and the Persian travellers, who nearly always
start before daybreak, have already departed. Stories were heard
yesterday evening of streams between here and the southern chain
of mountains, deep and difficult to cross; and I pull out fully ex-
pecting to have to strip and do some disagreeable work in the
water. Considerable mud is encountered, and three small streams,
not over three feet deep, are crossed ; but further on I am brought
to a stand by a deep, sluggish stream flowing along ten feet below
the level of the ground. Though deep, it is very narrow in places,
and might almost be described as a yawning crack in the earth,
filled with water to within ten feet of the top.

A little way up stream is a spot fordable for horses, and, of
course, fordable also for a eycler ; but the prevailing mud and the
chilliness of the morning combine to influence me to try another
plan. A happy plan it seems at the moment, & credit to my in-
ventive genius, and spiced with the seductive condiment of novelty.
The stream is sufficiently narrow at one place to be overcome with a
running jump ; but people cannot take running jumps encumbered
with a bicycle. The bicycle, however, can quickly and easily be

Vor. IL—8
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taken into several parts and thrown across, the jump made, and
the wheel put together again.

Packages, pedals, and backbone with rear wheel are tossed suc-
cessfully across, but the big wheel attached to fork and handle-bar,
unfortunately rolls back and disappears with a splash beneath the
water. The details of the unhappy task of recovering this all-im-
portant piece of property—how I have to call into requisition for
the first time the small, strong rope I have carried from Constanti-
nople—how, in the absence of anything in the shape of a stick, in
all the unproductive country around, I have to persuade my un-
willing and goose-pimpled frame into the water and duck my de-
voted head beneath the waves several times before succeeding in
Passing a slip-noose over the handle—is too harrowing a tale to
tell ; it makes me shiver and shrink within myself, even as I write.

Beyond the stream the road approaches the southern frame-
work of the plain with a barely discernible rise, and dry, hard,
paths afford fair wheeling. Looking back one can see the white,
uneven crest of the Elburz Range peeping over the lesser chain
of hills crossed over yesterday, showing wondrously sharp and
clear in the transparent atmosphere of a more or less desert
countay.

A region of red-clay hills and innumerable little streams ends
my riding for the present, and the road eventually leads into a
cul-de-sac, the source of the little streams and the home of spongy
morasses whose deceptive mossy surface may or may not bear one’s
weight. Round about the cul-de-sac is a curious jumble of rocks
and red-clay heights ; the strata of the former inclining to the
perpendicular and sometimes rising like parallel walls above the
earth, reminding one of the “Devil's Slide” in Weber Cafion,
Utah. A stiff pass leads over the brow of the range, and on the
summit is perched another little stone tower ; but no valiant cham-
pion of defenceless wayfarers issues forth to proffer his protection
here—perhaps our acquaintance of yesterday comes down here
when he wants a change of air.

From the pass the descent is into a picturesque region of huge
rocks and splendid streams that come bubbling out from among
them, and farther along is a more open space, a few fields of grain,
and the little hamlet of Kahmeh. Stopping here an liour for re-
freshments, the country again becomes rough and hilly for several
miles ; the road then descends a rocky slope to the plain, where a
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few miles ahead can be seen the crenelated walls and suburban
orchards and villages of Torbet-i-Haiderie.

Remembering my letter from the Governor-General to subordi-
nate officials, I permit a uniformed horseman, who seems anxious
to make himself useful in the premises, to pilot me into the city,
telling him to lead the way to the Mustapha's office, Guiding me
through the narrow, crowded streets into the still more crowded
bazaar, he descants, from his commanding position in the saddle, to
the listening crowd, on the marvellous nature of my steed and the
miraculous ability required to ride'it as he had seen me riding it
outside the walls. Having accomplished his vain purpose of at-
tracting public attention to himself through me, and by his utter-
ances aroused the popular curiosity to an ungovernable pitch, he
rides off and leaves me to extricate myself and find the Mustapha
as best I can.

The ignorant, inconsiderate mob at once commence shouting
for me to ride. < Sowar shuk ; sowar shuk ! tomasha ; tomasha!”
a thousand people cry in the stuffy, ill-paved bazaar as they struggle
and push and surge about me, giving me barely room to squeeze
through them. When it is discovered that I am seeking the Mus-
tapha, there is a great rush of the crowd to reach the municipal
compound and gain admittance, lest perchance the gates should
be closed after I had entered and a fomasha be given without them
seeing. ¥

Following along with the erowd, the compound is reached and
found to be jammed so tightly with people that the greatest diffi-
culty is experienced in forcing my way through them to the Mus-
tapha’s quarters. Nobody seems to take a particle of interest in
the matter, save to lend their voices to help swell the volume of the
cry for me to ride ; nobody in all the tumultuons mob seems capa-
ble of the simple reflection that there is no room whatever to ride,
not so much as a yard of space unoccupied by human beings.
They might with equal propriety be shouting for a fish to swim
without providing him with water.

The Mustapha is found seated on the raised floor of his open-
fronted office, examining, between whiffs of the kalian, papers
‘brought to him by his subordinates, and I hand him my general -
letter of recommendation. Taking a cursory glance at the contents,
he gives a sweep of his chin toward the bicycle, and says, ¢ Sowar
shuk ; tomasha.” Pointing out the utter impossibility of comply-
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ing with his request in a badly-paved compound packed to its ut-
most capacity with people ; he looks wearily at the ragged and
unruly multitude before him, as though conscious that it would
be useless to try and do anything with them, and then giving some
order to an officer resumes his official labors.

The officer summons a couple of farrashes, and with long willow
switches they flog their way through the crowd, opening a narrow,
but instantly filled again, passage for me to follow. Outside the
compound the officer practically forsakes me and goes over body
and soul to the enemy. Filled with the same dense ignorance and
overwhelming desire to see the bicycle ridden, he desires also to gain
the approbation of the crowd, ‘and so brings all his powers of per-
guasion to bear against me. Time and again, while traversing with
the greatest difficulty the narrow bazaar in the midst of a surging
mob, he faces about and makes the same insane request, shouting
like a maniac to make his voice audible above the din of a thousand
clamorous appeals to the same purpose. Had I the power to an-
nihilate the whole crazy, maddening multitude with a sweep of the
hand, I am afraid they would at this juncture have received but
small mercy. :

The caravanserai is a big, commodious affair, a quadrangular
structure of brick surrounding fully an acre of ‘ground, and with
a small open space outside. There is plenty of room to satisfy their
insane curiosity here without jeopardizing my own neck, and in a
fruitless effort to gratify them I essay to ride. My appearance in
the saddle is greeted with wild shouts of exultation, and in their
eagerness to come closer and see exactly how the bicycle is pro-
pelled and prevented from falling over, they close up in front as
well as behind, compelling an instant dismount to prevent dis-
agreeable consequences to myself. Howls of disapproval greet this
misinterpreted action, and the officer and farrashes commence flog-
ging right and left to clear a space for another trial. -

This time, while circling about in the small amphitheatre, walled
around by shouting, grinning human beings, wanton youngsters
from the rear shy several stones, and the officer comes near giving
me a header by accidentally inserting his willow staff in the front
wheel while pointing out to the crowd the action of the pedals and
the modus operandi of things in general. The officer evidently re-
gards me as the merest dummy, unable to speak or comprehend a
word of the language, or help myself in any way—the result, it is
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presumed, of some explanation to that effect in the letter—and he
stalks about with the proud bearing and self-conscious expression
of a showman catering successfully to an appreciative and applaud-
ing populace.

The accommodation provided at the caravanseral consists of
doorless menzils, elevated three feet above the ground; a walled
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¢ Seized roughly by the throat,”

partition, with an open archway, divides the quarters into a room
behind and an open porch in front. Conducting me to one of these
{ree-for-anybody places, which I could just as easily have found and
occupied without his assistance, he takes his departure, leaving me
to the tender consideration of an overbearing, ragamuffin mob, in
whom the spirit of wantonness is already aroused.

I attempt to appeal to the reason of my obstreperous audience
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by standing on the menzil front and delivering a harangue in such
Persian as I have at command.

« Sowar shulk, neis, tomashe caravanserai neis ; rah koob neis.
Inshalla saba, gitti koob rah Beerjandi, khylie koob lomasha—rFkh-y-I-ie
koob tomasha saba ! ” is the burden of this harangue ; but eloquent
though it be in its simplicity, it fails to accomplish the desired end.
Their reply to it all takes the form of howls of disapproval, and the
importunities to ride become more clamorous than ever. '

An effort to keep them from taking possession of my quarters
by shoving them off the front porch, results in my being seized
roughly by the throat by one determined assailant and cracked on
the head with a stick by another. Ignorant of a Ferenghi’s mode
of attack, the presumptuous individual, with his hand twisted in
my neck-handkerchief, cocks his head in a semi-sidewise attitude,
in splendid position to be dropped like a pole-axed steer by a neat
tap on the temple. He wears the green kammerbund of a seyud,
however ; and even under the shadow of the legations in Teheran,
it is a very serious and risky thing to strike a descendant of the
Prophet. Tor a lone infidel to do so in the presence of two thou-
sand Mussulman fanatics, already imbued with the spirit of wan-
tonness, would be little less than deliberate suicide, so a sense of
discretion intervenes to spare him the humiliation of being knocked
out of time by an unhallowed fist. The stiff, United States army
helmet, obtained, it will be remembered, at Fort Sidney, Nebraska,
and worn on the road ever since, saves my bump of veneration from
actual contact with the stick of number two ; and finding me mak-
ing only a passive resistance, the valiant individual in the green
leammerbund relaxes both the severity of his scowl and his grip on
my neck gear.

After this there is no use trying to keep them from invading
my quarters, and I deem it advisable to stand closely by the bi-
cycle, humoring their curiosity and getting along with them as
peaceably as possible. The erowd present is constantly anugmented
by new arrivals from without; at least two thousand people are
ntruggling, pushing and shounting, some coming forward to invade
my menzil, others endeavoring to escape from the erush. While
the rowdiest portion of the erowd struggle and push and shout in
the foreground of this remarkable scene, little knotsof big-turbaned
mollahs and better-class citizens are laying their precious lLeads
together scheming against me in the rear, Now and then a mes-
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senger, in the semi-military garb of a farrash, pushes his way to
the front and delivers a message from these worthies, full of lies and
deceit. From the top of their shaved and turbaned heads to the
soles of their slip-shod feet they are filled with a pig-headed deter-
mination to accomplish their object of seeing the bicycle ridden.
They send me all sorts of messages, from one of but ordinary im-
probability, saying that the Mustapha is outside and wants me to
come out and ride, to one altogether ridiculousin its wild absurdity,
promising me a present of two tomans.

Occasionally a dervish holds aloft the fantastic paraphernalia of
his profession, battles his way through the surging human surf,
and with his black, ferret-like eyes gleaming with unconscious
ferocity through a vision of unkempt hair, thrusts his cocoa-nut
alms-receiver under my nose and says, “Iuk yah huk!” or
“backsheesh ! ” Shouted at, gesticulated at, intrigued against and
solicited for alms all at the same time, and with brain-turning per-
sistency, the classic halls of Bedlam would, in contrast, be a re-
poseful and calm retreat. Driven by my tormentors almost to the
desperate resolve of emptying my six-shooter among them, let the
result to myself be what it may, the sun of my persecutions has
_ not reached the meridian even yet. The officer who an hour ago
inconsiderately left me to my own resources, now returns with a
large party of friends, bent on sceing the same wonderful sight
that has seemingly set the whole city in an uproar. He has been
about the place collecting friends and acquaintances for the purpose
of treating them to an exhibition of my skill on the wheel. The
purpose of the officer’s return, with his friends, is readily under-
stood by the crowd, and his arrival is announced by a universal
roar of ‘ Sowar shuk! tomasha!” as though not one of this in-
satiable mob had yet seen me ride.

-Appearing before the elevated porch of the menzil, he beckons
me to “come ahead ” in quite an authoritative manner. The pe-
culiar beckoning twist of this presumptuous individual’s chin and
henna-stained beard summoning me to come out and ‘ perform ”
reminds me of nothing so much as some tamer of wild animals or-
dering a trained baboon to spruce himself up and dance for the
edification of the circus-going public. Signifying my unwillingness
to be thus made a circus of over and over again, the officer beckons
even more peremptorily than before, and even makes a feint of
coming and fetching me out by force.
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As may well be believed, the sum of my patience is no longer
equal to the strain, and jerking my revolver around from the ob-
scurity of its hiding-place at my hip to where it can plainly be
seen, and laying a hand menacingly on the butt, I warn him to
clear off, in a manner that causes him to wilt and turn pale. He
leaves the caravanserai at once in high dudgeon. It has been a
most humiliating occasion for him, to fall so ignobly from the very
high horse on which he just entered with his bosom friends ; but
it is no more than he rightly deserves.

Shortly after this little incident the part-proprietor of a tchai-

khan not far from the caravanserai, proposes that I leave my menzil
and come with him to his place. Happy in the prospect of any
kind of a change that will secure me a little peace, I readily agreée
to the proposal and at once take my departure. A few stones are
thrown, fortunately without doing any damage, ere the tchai-
khan is reached ; but once inside, the situation is materially im-
proved. ) ' .
It soon transpires that the speculative proprietors have con-
ceived the bright idea of utilizing me as an attraction to draw cus-
tomers to their place of business. Two men are stationed at the
door with clubs, and admittance is only granted to likely-looking
people who have money to spend on water-pipes and tea. A rival
attraction already occupies the field in the person of a Tabreez Turk-
ish luti with a performing rib-nosed mandril and a drum. Now
and then, when the crowd with no money to spend becomes too
clamorous about the doorway, the luti goes to the assistance of the
guards, and giving the mandril the length of his chain, chases the
people away.

These wandering troubadours and their performing monkeys are
common enough all over Persia, and one often meets them on the
road or in the villages ; but the bicycle is quite a different thing,
and the enterprising khan-jees do a roaring business all the evening
with eustomers pouring in to see it and me. The bicycle, the lufi,
and the mandril occupy the back part of the large room, where
several lamps and farnooses envelop this attractive and drawing
combination with a garish and stagy glow, so that they can be
seen to advantage by the throngs of eager visitors. My own place,
as the lion of the ocecasion, is happily in the vicinity of the samovar,
where liberal-minded customers can treat me to cigarettes and tea.

Ridiculous as is my position in the fchai-khan, it is, of course,
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infinitely superior in point of comfort and freedom from annoy-
ance, to my exposed quarters over at the caravanserai. The lufs
sings donbtful love songs to the accompaniment of finger-strumnming
on the drum, and the mandril now and then condescends to stand
on its head, grunt loudly in response to questions, spin round and
round like a dancing dervish, and otherwise give proof of his intel-
ligence and accomplishments. Itslong hair is shorn from the lower
portion of its body, but its head and shoulders are covered with a
wealth of silvery-grayish hair that overlaps the nakedness of its
body and gives it the grotesque appearance of wearing a tippet.
The animal’s temper is anything but sweet, necessitating the habit-
ual employment of a muzzle to prevent him from biting. Every
ten or fifteen minutes, as regular almost as the movements of
Father Time, the mandril’s bottled discontent at being made to
perform seems to reach the explosive point, and springing suddenly
at his master, he buries his nose viciously among his clothing in a
determined effort to chew him up. This spasmodic rage subsides
in horrible grunts of disappointment at being unable to use his
teeth, and he becomes reasonably tractable again for another ten
minutes. )

The luft himself is filled with envy and covetousness at the im-
mense drawing powers of the bicycle ; and in a burst of confidence
wants to know if I am an ¢ Ingilis Juti,” at the sage time placing
his forefingers together as an intimation that if I am we ought by
all means to form 4 combination and travel the country together.
About ten o’'clock the Ahan-jees make me up quite a comfortable
shake-down, and tired out with the tough journey over the moun-
tains and the worrying persecutions of the afternoon, I fall asleep
while yet the house is doing a thriving trade ; the luéi singing, the
mandril grunting, kalians bubbling, and people talking, all fail to
keep me awake.

The mental and physical exhaustion that makes this possible,
does not, however, prevent me from falling asleep with a firm de-
termination to leave Torbet-i-Haiderie and its turbulent population
too early in the morning for any more crowds to gather. Accord-
ingly, the morning star has scarcely risen above the horizon ere I
turn out, waken one of the khan-jees, pocket some bread and de-
part.

Beyond the streams and villages about Torbet-i-Haiderie, the
country develops into a level desert, stretching away sonthward as
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far as eye can reach. The trail is firm gravel, the wind is favor-
able, the morning cool, and the fresh, clear air of the desert exhil-
arating ; under these favorable conditions I bowl rapidly along, over-
taking in a very short time night-marching camel-riders that left .
the city last night. Traces of old irrigating ditches and fields in
one or two places tell the tale of an attempt to reclaim portions of
this desert long ago ; but now the camel-thorn and kindred hardy
shrubs hold undisputed sway on every hand. During the forenoon
a small oasis is found among some low, shaly hills that give birth
to a little stream, and consequent subsistence to a few families of
people ; they live together inside a high mud-walled enclosure and
cultivate a few small fields of grain. The place is called Kair-abad,
and the people mix chopped garlic with their bread before baking
it, or sprinkle the dough liberally with garlic seeds.

About 2 p.x. is reached a much larger oasis containing a couple
of villages ; beyond this are diverging trails with no one anywhere
near to ask the way. Choosing the one that seems to take the
most southerly course, the trail continues hard and ridable for a
few more miles, when it becomes lost in a sea of shifting sand.
Firmer ground is visible in the distance ahead, and on it are seen
the small black tents of a few families of Eliautes. Considerable
difficulty is experienced in getting through the sand; but the
width is not great, and the dim trail is recovered on the southern
side with the assistance of a chance acquaintance.

This chance acquaintance is an Eliaute goat-herd, whom I un-
wittingly scared nearly out of his senses and whose gratitude at
finding himself confronting a kindly-disposed human being instead
of some supernatural agent of destruction, is very great indeed.
He was slumbering at his post, this gentle guardian of a herd of
goats, stretched at full length on the ground. Surveying his un-
conscious form for a moment and carried away by the animal-like
simplicity of his face, I finally shout “Hoi!” Opening his eyes
with a start and seeing a white-helmeted head surveying him over
the top of a weird, bristling object, the natural impulse of this
simple-hearted child of the desert is to seek safety in flight. Re-
covering his head, however, upon hearing reassuring words, he
adopts the propitiatory course of rushing impulsively forward and
kissing my hand.

Spending his whole life here on the lonely desert in the con-
stant society of a herd of goats, rarely seeing a stranger or meeting
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anybody to speak to outside the very limited members of his own
tribesmen in yonder tents, he seems to have almost lost the power
of conversation. His replies are mere guttural gruntings, as
though the ever-present music of bleating goats has had the lam-
entable effect of neutralizing the naturally superior articulation
of a human being and dragging his powers of utterance down al-
most to the ignoble level of ¢ mb-b-a-a.”

My small stock of Persian words seems also to be altogether lost
upon his warped and blunted powers of understanding, and it is
only by an elaborate use of pantomime that I finally succeed in
making my wants understood. He possesses the simple hospitable
instinets of a child of Nature’s broad solitudes ; he leads the way
for over a mile to put me on the now scarcely perceptible continna-
tion of the trail, and with a worshipfully anxious face he begs of
me to go and stay over night at the tents.

My road leads right past the little cluster of black tents; sev-
eral women outside collecting stunted brushwood greet me with
the silent, wondering stare of people incapable of any deeper dis-
play of emotion than the animals they daily associate with and
subsist upon ; half-naked children stare at me in a dreamy sort of
way from beneath the tents. Even the dogs seem to have lost
their canine propensity to resent innovations ; the result, no doubt,
of the same dreary, uneventful round of existence, in which the
faculty of resentment has become dwarfed by the geneml absence
of anything new or novel to bark at.

The tents of the Eliautes are small and inelegant as compared
with the tents of well-to-do Koords, and the physique and gen-
eral appearance of the Eliautes themselves is vastly inferior to the
magnificent fellows. that we found loafing about the headquarters
of the Koordish sheikhs in Asia Minor and Western Persia. (Vol
L)

The trail I am now following is evidently but little used, re-
quiring the tracking instinets of an Indian almost to keep it in
view. It leads due southward across the broad, level wastes of the
Goonabad Desert, the surface of which affords most excellent
wheeling even where there is not the faintest indication of a trail.
Much of the surface partakes of the character of bare mud-flats
that afford as smooth a wheeling surface as the alkali flats of the
West ; the surface is covered all over with crisp sun peelings—the
thin, shiny surface of mud, baked and curled upward by the fierce
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heat of the sun, and which now erackle like myriads of dried twigs
beneath the wheel. Occasionally I pass through thousands of
acres of wild tulips, and scattering bands of antelopes are observed
feeding in the distance. The bulbousroots of a great many of the
tulips have been eaten by herbivorous animals of epicurean tastes
—our fastidious friends, the antelopes, no doubt. The flags are
bitten off and laid aside, the tender, white interior of the bulb
alone is extracted and eaten, the less tender outside layers being
left in the hole. It is a glorious ride across the Goonabad Desert,
a ten-mile pace being quite possible most of the way ; sometimes
the trail is visible and sometimes it is not. With but the vaguest
idea of the distance to the next abode of man, or the nature of the
country ahead, I bowl along southward, led by the strange infatua-
tion of a pathfinder traversing ferra incognite, and rejoicing in the
sense of boundless freedom and unrestraint that comes of speeding
across open country where Nature still holds her primitive sway.

Twice I wheel past the ruins of wayside umbars, whose now
utterly neglected condition and the well-nigh obliterated trail
point out that I am travelling over a route that has for some rea-
son been abandoned. A variation from the otherwise universal
level occurs in the shape of a cluster of low, mound-like hills,
whose modest proportions are made gorgeous and interesting by
flakes of mica that glint and glisten in the sunlight as though the
hills might be strewn with precious jewels.

The sun is getting pretty low, and no signs of human habitation
anywhere about ; but the wheeling is excellent, and the termina-
tion of the lake-like level is observable in the distance ahead in
favor of low hills. Between my present position and the hills the
prospeet is that of continuous level ground. Imagine my astonish-
ment, then, at shortly finding myself standing on the bank of a
stream about thirty yards wide, its yellow waters flowing sluggishly
along twenty feet below the surface of the desert. The abrupt nat-
ure of its banks, and an evidently unpleasant habit of becoming un-
fordable after a rain, tell the story of the abandoned trail I have
been following. Whether three feet deep or thirty, the thick,
muddy eharacter of its moving water refuses to reveal, as, standing
on the bank, I ruefully survey the sitnation.

No time is to be lost in idle speculation, unless I want to stretch
my supperless form on the barren, brown bosom of mother earth,
and dream the dreary visions conjured up by the clamorous de-
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mands of unsatisfied nature ; for the sun has wellnigh sunk below
the horizon. Clambering down the almost perpendicular bank, I
succeed, after several attempts, in discovering a- passage that can
be forded, and so, wrapping my clothing, money, revolver, ete.,
tightly within my rubber coat, I essay to carry the bundle across.
All goes well until I reach a point just beyond the middle of the
stream, when the bed of the stream breaks through with my weight
and lets me down into a watery cavern to which there appears to
be no bottom. The bed of the stream at this point seems to be a
mere thin shell, beneath which there are other aqueous depths, and
fearful lest the undercurrent should carry me beneath the crust
and prevent me recovering myself, I loose the bundle and regain
the surface without more ado. The rubber covering preserves the
clothes from getting much of a wetting, and I swim and wade to
the opposite shore with them without much trouble. E

To get the bicycle over, however, looks a far more serious un-
dertaking ; for to break through in this way with a bicycle held
aloft would probably result in getting entangled in the wheel and
held under the water. It would be equally risky to take that im-
portant piece of property apart and cross over with it piece by
piece, for the loss of any part would be a serious matter here.

Several new places are tried, but this one is the only passage
that can be forded. My rope is also too short to be of avail in
swimming over and pulling the bicycle across. Finally, after many
attempts, I succeed in finding a ford immediately alongside where
I had broken through, and after thoroughly testing the strength of
the crust by standing and jumping up'and down, I conclude to risk
carrying the wheel. Owing to the extreme difficulty of following
the same line, it is scarcely ‘necessary to remark that every step
forward is made with extreme caution and every foot of the river-
bed traversed tested as thoroughly as possible, under the circum-
stances, before fully trusting my weight upon it. Once the crust
breaks through again, letting me down several incles ; but, fortu-
nately, the second bottom is here but a matter of inches below the
first shell, and I am able to recover myself without dropping the
" bicyele ; and the southern bank is reached without further misad-
venture.

No trail is visible on the crackled surface of the mud-flat across
the river, as I continue in a general southward course, hoping to
find it again ere it becomes too dark. Soon a man riding on &
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camel is descried some distance off to the right, and deeming it
advisable to seek for information at his hands, I shape my course
toward him and give chase. Becoming conscious of a strange-
looking object careering over the plain in his direction, the man
surveys me for a moment from the back of his awkward steed and
then steers his ship of
the desert in another
dirvection. The lum-
bering camel is quick-
ly overtaken, however,
and the gallant but
apprehensive rider
makes a stand and
threateningly waves
me away. Observing
the absence of the fa-
miliar long - barrelled
gun, I persist in my
purpose of interview-
ing him regarding the
road, and finally learn
from him that the vil-
lage of Goonabad is
eight miles farther
south, and that the
trail will be easier fol-
lowed when I reach
the hills. Had he
been armed with a |
gun, there would have
been more or less risk
in approaching him in = N
the dusky shades of ¢ | shape my course toward him and give chase.”
evening on so strange

a vehicle of travel ; but before I depart he alights from hisg camel
for the characteristic purpose of kissing my hand. '

A couple of miles brings me to the hills, where my riding
abruptly comes to an end ; the hills are simply huge waves of
sand and dust collected on the shore of the desert and held to-
gether by a growth of coarse shrubs. The dim light of the young
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moon proves insufficient for my purpose of keeping the trail, and
the difficulty in trundling through the sand compels me to seek
the cold comfort of a night in the desert, after all.

Goonabad appears to be a sort of general rendezvous for wan-
dering tribes of Eliautes that roam the desert country around with
their flocks and herds, the tent population of the place far out-
numbering the soil-tilling people of the village itself. A complete
change is here observable in both the climate and the people ;
north of the desert the young barley is in a very backward state,
but at Goonabad both wheat and barley are headed out, and the
sun strikes uncomfortably hot as soon as it rises above the horizon.
It is a curious change in so short a distance. The men affect the
long, dangling, turban-end of the Afghans and the women blossom
forth in the gayest of colors; the people are refreshingly simple-
hearted and honest, as compared with the knowing customers
along the Teheran-Meshed road.

Sand-hills, scattering fields and villages, and a bewildering time
generally, in keeping my course, characterize the experience of the
forenoon. The people of one particular village passed through
are observed to be all descendants of the Prophet, wearing monster
green turbans and green kammerbunds; the women are dressed
in white throughout—white socks, white pantalettes, and white
shrouds ; they move silently about, more like ghostly visitants than
human beings. Distinectly different types of people from the ma-
jority are sometimes met with—full-bearded, very dark-skinned
men, whose bared breasts betray the fact that they are little less
hairy than a bison.

Beyond the sand-hills, the villages, and the cultivation is a
stony plain extending for sixteen miles, a gradual upward slant to
a range of mountains, At the base of the mountaing an area of
dark-green coloring denotes the presence of fields and orchards
and the whereabouts of the important village of Kakh. Beauti-
fully terraced wheat-fields and vineyards, and peach and pome-
granate orchards in full bloom, gladden the eyes and present a
most striking contrast to the stony plain as the vicinity of Kakh is
reached, and another pleasing and conspicuous feature is the dome
of a mesjid mosaicked with bright-colored tiles.

The good people of Kakh are inquisitive even above their fel-
lows, if such can be possible, but they are well-behaved and mild-
mannered with it. After taking the ragged edge off their curios-
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ity by riding up and down the main thoroughfare of the village,
the keeper of a mercantile affair locks the bicycle up in his room,
and I spend the evening hobnobbing with him and his customers in
his little stall-like place of business, Kakh is famous for the pro-
duction of little seedless raisins like those of Smyrna. Bushels of
these are kicking about the place, and our merchant friend becomes
filled with a wild idea that I might, perchance, buy the lot. A mo-
ment’s reflection would convince him that ten bushels of sickly-
sweet raisins would be about the last thing he could sell to a per-
son travelling on a bicycle ; but his supply of raisins is evidently so
outrageously ahead of the demand that his ambition to reduce his
stock obscures his better judgment like a cloud, and places him in
the position of a drowning man clutching wildly at a straw.

Considerable opium is also grown hereabouts, and the people
make it into sticks about the size of a carpenter’s pencil ; hundreds
of these also occupy the merchant’s shelves. He seems to have very
little that isn’t grown in the neighborhood except tea and loaf-
sugar.

Ryots, who were absent in their fields when I arrived, come
crowding around the store in the evening, bothering me to ride ;
the shop-keeper bids them wait till my departure in the morning,
telling them I am not a luti, riding simply to let people see. He
provides me with a door that fastens inside, and I am soon in the
land of dreams.

Early in the morning I am awakened by people pounding at
the door and shouting, “Aftab, Sahib—aftab/” It is the belated
ryots of yesterday eve ; thoroughly determined to be on hand and
see the start, they are letting me know that it is sunrise.

A boisterous mountain stream, tearing along at racing speed
over a rocky bed a hundred and fifty yards wide, provides Kakh
with perpetual music, and furnishes travellers going southward °
with an interesting time getting across. This stream must very
frequently become a raging torrent, quite impassable ; for although
it is little more than knee-deep this morning, the swift water carries
down stones as large as a brick, that strike against the ankles and
wellnigh knock one off his feet.

Beyond Kakh the trail winds its circuitous way through a
mountainous region, following one little stream to its source,
climbing over the crest of an intervening ridge and down the bed
of another stream. It is but an indistinct donkey trail at hest, and

Vou. II.—9
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4
the toilsome mountain climbing reminds me vividly of the worst

parts of Asia Minor. Toward nightfall I wander into the village of
Nukhab, a small place perched among the hills, inhabited by
kindly-disposed, hospitable folks.

Having seen the unhappy effect of the Governor-General’s letter
of recommendation at Torbet-i-Haiderie, and desirous of seeing
what effect it might, perchance, have on the more simple-hearted
people of Nukhab, I present it to the little, old, blue-gowned Khan
of the village. Like a very large proportion of his people, the Khan
is suffering from chronic ophthalmia ; but he peruses the letter by
the glimmer of a blaze of camel-thorn. The intentions of these
people were plainly most hospitable from the beginning, so that it
is difficult to determine about the effect of the letter.

Willing hands sweep out the quarters assigned for my acecom-
modation, the improvised besoms filling the place with a cloud of
dust ; the doorway is ruthlessly mutilated to make it large enough
to admit the bicycle ; nummuds are spread and a crackling fire soon
fills the room with mingled smoke and light. The people are al-
lowed to circulate freely in and out to see me, but only the Khan
himself and a few of the leading lights of the village are permitted
to indulge in the coveted privilege of spending the entire even{ng
in my company. The village is ransacked for eatables to honor
their guest, resulting in a bountiful repast of eggs, pillau, mast,
and sheerah.

Away down here among the mountains and out of the world,
these people see nothing more curious than their next-door neigh-
bors from year to year; they take the most ridiculous interest in
such small affairs as my note-book and pencil, and everything
about me seems to strike them as peculiar.

The entire village, as usual, assembles to see me dispose of the
eatables so generously provided ; and later in the evening there is
another highly-expectant assembly waiting around, out of curiosity,
to see what sort of a figure a Ferenghi cuts at his evening de-
votions. Poor benighted followers of the False Prophet, how little
they comprehend us Christians ! Suddenly it seems to dawn upon
the mind of the simple old Khan that, being a stranger in a strange
land, I might, perchance, be a trifle mixed about my bearings, and
80 he kindly indicates the direction of Mecca. When informed
that the Ingilis never prostrate themselves toward Mecca and
say “Allah-il-allah ! ” they evince the greatest astonishment ; and
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then the strange, unnatural impiousness of people who never ad-
dress themselves to Allah nor prostrate toward the Holy City, im-
presses their simple minds with something akin to the feeling en-
tertained among certain of ourselves toward extra dare-devil
characters, and they seem to take a deeper and kindlier interest in
me than ever. The disappointment at not seeing what I look like
at prayers is more than offset by the additional novelty imparted
to my person by the, to them, strange and sensational omission.

- They seem greatly disappointed to learn that I am going away
in the morning ; they have plenty of toke-me-morge, pillau, mast,
and sheerah, they say—plenty of everything ; and they want me to
stay with them always. Revolving the matter over in my mind, I
am forcibly struck with the calm, reposeful state of Nukhab society ;
and what a brilliant field of enterprise for an ambitious person the
place would be. Turned Mussulman, joined in wedlock to three or
four sore-eyed village damsels ; worshipped as a sort of strange,
" superior being, hakim and eye-water dispenser ; consulfed asa walk-
ing store-house of occult philosophy on all occasions ; endeavoring
to educate the people up to habits of all-round cleanliness ; chiding
the mothers for allowing the flies to swarm and devour the poor
little babies’ eyes—all this, for toke-me-morge, pillau, mast, and
sheerah, twice or thrice a day! Involuntarily my eye roams over
the gladsome countenances of the eligible portion of my female
auditors, as though driven by this whimsical flight of faney to the
necessity of at once making a choice. There is only one present
with any pretence to comeliness ; and embarrassed, no doubt, by
the extreme tenderness of the stranger’s glance, she shrinks from
view behind an aged and ugly person whom I take to be her
mother. v

Everybody stops to see what a Ferenghi looks like en deshabille,
and when I am snugly sandwiched between the quilts provided,
they gather about me and peer curiously down into my face.

An enterprising youth is on hand at daybreak making a fire;
but it is eight o’clock before I am able to get away ; they seem to
be mildly scheming among themselves to keep me with them as
long as possible. -

The trail winds and twists about among the mountains, follow-
ing in the train of a wayward little stream, then leads over a pass
and emerges, in the company of another stream, upon a slanting
plateau leading down to an extensive plain. Rounding the last
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spur of the hills, I find myself approaching a crowd numbering at
least a hundred people. Hats are waved gleefully, voices are lifted
up in joyous shouts of welcome, and the whole company give way
to demonstrations of delight at my approach. A minute later I
find myself surrounded by the familiar faces of the population of
Nukhab-—my road has followed aroundabout course of six or seven
miles, and our enterprising friends have taken a short cut over the
hills to intercept me at this point, where they can watch my prog-
ress across the open plain. They have brought along the kind old
Kahn’s kalian and tobacco-bag, and the wherewithal to make me a
parting glass of tea.

Eight or ten miles of fair wheeling across the plain, throngh
the isolated village of Mohammedabad, and the trail loses itself
among the rank, dead stalks of the assafcetida plant that here char-
acterizes the vegetation of the broad, level sweep of plain. The
day is cloudy, and with no trail visible, my compass has .to be
brought into requisition; though ofttimes finding it useful, it is
the first time I have found this article to be really indispensable so
far on the tour.

The atmosphere of an assafcetida desert is among those things
that can better be imagined than described ; the aroma of the fetid
gum is wafted to and fro, and assails the nostrils in a manner quite
the reverse of * Araby the blest.” The plant is a sturdy specimen
among the annuals : its straight, upright stem is but three or four
feet high, but often measuring four inches in diameter, and it not
infrequently defies the blasts of the Khorassan winter and the up- °
heaving thaws of spring, and preserves its upright position for a
" year after its death. The thick, dead stems and branching tops of
last year’s plants are seen by the thousands, stuidily holding their
ground among the rank young shoots of the new growth.

Mountainous territory is again entered during the afternoon,
and shortly after sunset I arrive at a cluster of wretched mud
hovels, numbering about two dozen. Here my reception is pre-
eminently commercial and business-like, the people requiring pay-
ment in advance for the bread and eggs and rogan provided.

~A nonsensical custom among the people of Southern Khorassan
is to offer one’s food in turn to everybody present and say, ‘ Bis-
millah,” before commencing to eat it yourself. Although a ridicu-
lous piece of humbug, it is generally my custom to fall in with the
peculiar ways of the country, and for days past have invariably of-
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fered my food to scores of people whom I knew beforehand would
not take it. The lack of courtesy at this hamlet in exacting pay-
ment in advance would seem naturally to preclude the right to ex-
pect the following of courteous customs in return. In this, how-
ever, I find myself mistaken ; for my omission to say ¢ Bismillah”
not only fills these people with astonishment, but excites unfavor-
able comment.

The door-ways of the houses here are entirely too small to ad-
mit the bicycle, and that much-enduring vehicle has to take its

The Bicycle in Danger.

chances on the low roof with a score or so inquisitive and meddle-
some goats that instantly gather around it, as though revolving in
their pugnacious minds some fell scheme of destruction. Outside
are several camels tied to their respective pack-saddles, which have
been taken off and laid on the ground. Before retiring for the
night, it occurs to my mind that the total depravity of a goat’s
appetite bodes ill for the welfare of my saddle, and that, everything
considered, the bicycle could, perhaps, be placed safer on the
ground ; in addition to regarding the saddle as a particularly
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toothsome morsel, the goats’ venturesome disposition might lead
them to clambering about on the spokes, and generally mixing
things up. So, taking it down, I stand it up against the wall, and
place a heap of old pack-saddle frames and camel-trappings before
it as an additional precaution. During the night some of the
camels break loose and are heard chasing one another around the
house, knocking things over and bellowing furiously. Apprehen-
sive of my wheel, I get up and find it knocked over, but, fortu-
nately, uninjured ; I then take off the saddle and return it to the
tender care and consideration of the goats.

Four men and a boy share with me a small, unventilated den,
about ten feet square ; one of them is a camel-driving descendant
of the Prophet, and sings out ¢ Allah-il-allah ! ” several times dur-
ing the night in his sleep ; another is the patriarch of the village,
a person guilty of cheating the undertaker, lo! these many years,
and who snuffles and catches his breath. The other two men snore
horribly, and the boy gives out unmistakable signs of a tendency
to follow their worthy example ;'altogether, it is anything but a
restful night.



CHAPTER VIL
BEERJAND AND THE FRONTIER OF AFGHANISTAN.

TamrTy miles over hill and dale, after leaving the little hamlet,
and behold, the city of Beerjand appears before me but a mile or
thereabouts away, at the foot of the hills I am descending. One’s
first impression of Beerjand is a sense of disappointment ; the eity
is a jumbled mass of uninteresting mud buildings, ruined and
otherwise, all of the same dismal mud-brown hue. Not a tree ex-
ists to relieve the eye, nor a solitary green object to break the dreary
monotony of the prospect ; the impression is that of a place exist-
ing under some dread ban of nature that forbids the enlivening
presence of a tree, or even the redeeming feature of a bit of green-
sward. )

The broad, sandy bed of a stream contains a sluggishly-flowing
reminder of past spring freshets; but the quickening presence of
a stream of water seems thrown away on Beerjand, except as fur-
nishing a place for closely-veiled females to come and wash clothes,
and for the daily wading and disporting of amphibious youngsters.
In any other city a part of its mission would be the nurturing of
vegetation.
~ The Ameer, Heshmet-i-Molk, I quickly learn, is living at his
summer-garden at Ali-abad, four farsakhs to the east. Curious to
see something of a place so much out of the world, and so little
known as Beerjand, I determine upon spending the evening and
night here, and continuing on to Ali-abad next morning.

There appears to be absolutely nothing of interest to a casual
observer about the city except its population, and they are interest-
ing from their strange, cosmopolitan character, and as being the
most unscrupulous and keenest people for money one can well im-
agine. The city seems a seething nest of hard characters, who
buzz around my devoted person like wasps, seemingly restrained
only by the fear of retribution from pouncing on my personal ef-
fects and depriving me of everything I possess. -
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The harrowing experiences of Torbet-i Haiderie have taught a
useful lesson that stands me in good stead at Beerjand. Ere
entering the city proper, I enlist the services of a respectable-
looking person to guide the way at once where the pressing needs
of hunger can be attended to before the inevitable mob gathers
about me and renders impossible this very necessary part of the
programme. Having duly fortified myself against the anticipated
pressure of circumstances by consuming bread and cheese and
sheerah in the semi-seclusion of a suburban bake-house, my guide
conducts me to the caravanserai, receives his backsheesh, and loses
himself in the crowd that instantly fills the place.

The news of my arrival seems to set the whole city in a furore ;
besides the crowds below, the gatched roof of the caravanserai be-
comes standing room for a mass of human beings, to the immi-
nent danger of breaking it in. So, at least, thinks the caravanserai-
jee, who becomes anxious about it and tries to persuade them to
come down ; but he might as well attempt to summon down from
above the unlistening clouds. .

Around two sides of the caravanseral compound is a narrow,
bricked walk, elevated to the level of the menzil floors; at the
imminent risk of breaking my neck, I endeavor to appease the
clamorous multitude, riding to and fro for the edification of what
is probably the wildest-looking assembly that could be collected
anywhere in the world. Afghans, with tall, conical, gold-threaded
head-dresses, converted into monster turbans by winding around
them yards and yards of white or white-and-blue cloth, three feet
of which is left dangling down the back ; Beloochees in flowing
gowns that were once white ; Arabs in the striped mantles and
peculiar headdress of their country; dervishes, mollahs, seyuds,
and the whole fantastic array of queer-looking people living in
Beerjand, travelling through, or visiting here to trade.

Some of the Afghans wear a turban and kammerbund, all of one
piece ; after winding the long cotton sheet a number of times about
the peaked head-dress, it is passed down the back and then ends its
career in the form of a kammerbund about the waist. Fights and
tumults occur as the result of the caravanserai-jee’s attempt to shut
the gate and keep them out, and in despair he puts me in a room
and locks the door. In less than five minutes the door is broken
down, and a second attempt to seclude myself results in my being
summarily pelted out again with stones through a hole in the roof.
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A Yezdi traveller, occupying one of the menzils—all of which at
Beerjand are provided with doors and locks—now invites me to
his quarters ; locking the door and keeping me out of sight, he
hopes by making me his guest to assist in getting rid of the crowd.
‘Whatever his object, its consummation is far from being realized ;
the unappeased curiosity of the crowds of newly arriving people
finds expression in noisy shouts and violent hammering on the door,
creating a din so infernal that the well-meaning traveller quickly
tires of his bargain. I'ollowing the instinets of the genuine Orien-
tal, he conjures up the geniug of diplomacy to rid himself of his
guest and the annoyance occasioned by my presence.

«If you go outside and ride around the place once more,” he
says, “Inshallab, the people will all go home.”

This is a very transparent proposition—a broad hint, eovered
with the thin varnish of Persian politeness. No sooner am I out-
side than the door is locked, and the wily Yezdi has accomplished
his purpose of custing me and thereby securing a little peace for
bhimself. No right-thinking person will blame him for turning me
out ; on the contrary, he deserves much praise for attempting to
take me in.

I now endeavor to render my position bearable by locking up
the bicycle and allowing the populace to concentrate their eager
gaze on me, perching myself on the roof in position to grant them
a fair view. Swarms of people come flocking up after me, evidently
no more able to control their impulse to follow than if they were so
many bleating sheep following the tinkling leadership of a bell-
wether or a goat. The caravanserai-jee begs me to come down
again, fearing the weight will cause the roof to cave in. Wellnigh
at my wit’s end what to do, I next take up a squatting position in
a corner and resign myself to the unhappy fate of being importuned
to ride, shouted at in the guttural tones of desert tribesmen, ques-
tioned in unknown tongues, solicited for alms and schemed against
and worried for this, that, and the other, by covetous and evil-
minded ruffians.

“The Ingilis have khylie pool—k-h-y-lie pool!” (much money)
says one ferocious-looking individual to his companion, and their
black eyes glisten and their fingers rub together feverishly as they
talk, as if the mere imagination of handling my money were a luxury
in itself.

“He must have khuylie pool if he is going all the way to Hin-
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dostan—=k-h-y-lie pool I ” suggests another ; and the coveteousness
of dozens of keenly interested listeners finds expression in * Pool,
pool ; the Ingilis have khylie pool.”

One eager ragamuffin brings me half-a-dozen sour and shrivelled
oranges, utterly worthless, for which he asks the outrageous sum
of three kerans ; a second villainous-looking specimen worries me
continuously to leave the caravanserai and go with him somewhere.
I never could make out where.

He looks the veriest cutthroat, and, curious to penetrate the
secret of hisintentions, and perchance secure something interesting
for my note-book, I at length make pretence of acceding to his
wishes. Bystanders at once interfere to prevent him enticing me
away, and when he angrily remonstrates he is hustled unceremoni-
ously out into the street.

“He is a bad man,” they say ; “neis koob adam.”

Nothing daunted by the summary ejection of this person, a der-
vish, with the haggard face and wild, restless eyes of one addicted
to bhang, now volunteers to take me under his protection and lead
me out of the caravanserai to—where ? He vouchsafes no explana-
tion where ; none, at least, that is at all comprehensible to me.
Where do these interesting specimens of Beerjand’s weird popula-
tion want to entice me to? why do they want to entice- me any-
where? I conclude to go with the dervish and find out.

The crowd enter their remonstrances again; but the dervish
wears the garb of holy mendicancy ; violent hands must not be
laid on the sacred person of a dervish. Our path is barred at the
outer gate of the caravanserai, however, by two men in semi-military
uniforms, armed with swords and huge clubs; they chide the der-
vish for wanting to take me with him, and have evidently been
‘placed at their post by the authorities.

Soon a uniformed official comes in and tries to question me.
He is a person of very limited intelligence, incapable of under-
standing and making himself understood through the medium
of the small stock of his native tongue at my command. The
linguistic abilities of the strange, semi-civilized audience about us
comprise Persian, Turkish, Hindostani, and even a certain amount
of Russian ; not a soul besides myself knows a single word of
English. :

After queries have been propounded to me in all these tongues,
my intellectual interviewer gives me up in despair, and, addressing
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the crowd about us, cries out in astonishment: ““Parsee neis}
Turkehi binmus! Hindostani nay ! Paruski nicht ! mashallah, what
language does he speak ?”

“Ingilis! Ingilis! Ingilis!” shout at least a dozen more know-
ing people than himself.

‘¢ Oh, I-n-g-i-l-i-s ! ” says the officer, condemning his own lack of
comprehension by the tone of his voice. ¢ Aha, I-n-g-i-l-i-s, aha !”
and he looks over the crowd apologetically for not having thought
of so simple a thing before. But having ascertained that I speak
English, he now proceeds to treat me to a voluble discourse in
simon-pure Persian. Seeing that I fail to comprehend the tenor
of the officer’s remarks, some of the garrulous erowd vouchsafe to
explain in Turkish, others in Hindostani, and one in Russian !

In the absence of a lunatic asylum to dodge into, I fasten on to
the officer and get him to take me out and show me the Ali-abad
road, so that I can find the way out early in the morning.

Another caravanserai is found located nearer the road leading
from the city eastward, and I determine to change my quarters
quietly by the light of the moon, leaving the erowd in ignorance of
my whereabouts, so that there will be no d1ﬁiculty in getting
through the streets in the morning.

Late at night, when the now quieted city is bathed in the soft,

mellow light of the moon, and the crenellated mud walls and old
‘ruins and archways cast weird shadows across the silent streets,
with a few chosen companions, parties to the secret of the removal,
the bicycle is trundled through the narrow, crooked streets and
under arched alleyways, to the caravanserai on the eastern edge of
the city.

Seated beneath the shadowy archway of the first caravanserai is
a silent figure smoking a kalian ; as we open the gate to leave, the
figure rises up and thrusts forth an alms-receiver and in a loud
voice sings out, ‘“ Backsheesh, backsheesh ; huk yah huk!” Itis
the same dervish that was turned back with me by the guards at
this same gate this afternoon.

My much-needed slumbers at my new quarters are rudely dis-
turbed—as a son of Erin might, perhaps, declare under similar
circumstances—before they are commenced, by the fearful yowling
of Beerjand cats. Several of these animals are paying their feline
compliments to the moon from different roofs and walls hard by,
and their utterances strike my unaccustomed (unaccustomed to the
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Beerjand variety of cat-music) ears as about the most unearthly
sound possible.

Fancying the noise is made by women wailing for the dead,
from a striking resemblance to the weird night-sounds heard, it
will be remembered, at Bey Bazaar, Asia Minor (Vol. L), I go out-
side and listen. Many guesses would most assuredly be made by
me before guessing cats as the authors of such unearthly music;
but cats it is, nevertheless ; for, seeing me listening outside by the
door, one of the sharersof my rude quarters comes outand removes
all doubt by drawing the rude outlines of a cat in the dust with his
finger, and by delivering himself of an explanatory ‘“meow.” The
yowl of a Beerjand cat is several degrees more soul-harrowing than
anything inflicted by midnight prowlers upon the Occidental world,
and I learn afterward that they not infrequently keep it up in the
daytime. 3

An early start, sixteen miles of road without hills or mountains,
but embracing the several qualities of good, bad, and indifferent,
and at eight o’clock I dismount in the presence of a little knot of
Heshmet-i-Molk’s retainers congregated outside his summer-gar-
den, and a goodly share of the population of the adjacent village of
Ali-abad. 'While yet miles away, Ali-abad is easily distinguished
as being something out of the ordinary run of Persian villages by
‘the luxuriant foliage of the Ameer’s garden. The whole country
around is of the same desert-like character that distinguishes well-
nigh all this country, and the dark, leafy grove of trees standing
alone on the gray camel-thorn plain, derives additional beauty and
interest from the contrast.

The village of Ali-abad, consisting of the merest cluster of low
mud hovels and a few stony acres wrested from the desert by means
of irrigation, the people ragged, dirty, and uncivilized, looks any-
thing but an appropriate dwelling-place for a great chieftain. The
summer garden itself is enclosed within a high mud wall, and it is
only after passing through the gate and shutting out the rude
hovels, the rag-bedecked villagers, and the barren desert, that the
illusion of unfitness is removed.

My letter is taken in to the Ameer, and in a few minutes is an-
swered in a most practical manner by the appearance of men
carrying carpets, tent-poles, and a round tent of blue and white
stripes. Winding its silvery course to the summer garden, from
a range of hills several miles distant, is a clear, cold stream ; al-
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though so narrow as to be easily jumped, and nowhere more than
knee-deep, the presence of trout betrays the fact that it never runs
dry. (

The tent is pitched on the banks of this bright little stream,
the entrance but a half-dozen paces from its sparkling water, and
a couple of guards are stationed near by to keep away intrusive vil-

“ Guards are stationed near by.”

lagers; an abundance of eatables, including sweetmeats, bowls of
sherbet, and dried apricots, and pears from Foorg, are provided at
once.

A neatly dressed attendant squats himself down on the shady
side of the tent outside, and at ridiculously short intervals brings
me in a newly primed kalian and a samovar of tea. Everything
possible to contribute to my comfort is attended to and nothing
overlooked ; and the Ameer furthermore proves himself sensible
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and considerate above the average of his fellow-countrymen by
leaving me to rest and refresh myself in the quiet retreat of the
tent till four o’clock in the afternoon.

Reclining on the rich Persian carpet beneath the gayly striped
tent, entertained by the babbling gossip of the brook, provided
with luxuriant food and watchful attendants, taking an occasional
pull at a jewelled kalian primed with the mild and seductive pro-
duct of Shiraz, or sipping fragrant tea, it is very difficult to asso-
ciate my present conditions and surroundings with the harassing
experiences of a few hours ago. This marvellous transformation in
80 short a time—from the madding clamor of an inconsiderate
mob, to the nerve-soothing murmur of the little stream ; from the
crowded and filthy caravanserai to the quiet shelter of the luxurious
tent; in a word, from purgatory to Paradise—what can have
brought it about? Surely nothing less than the good genii of
Aladdin’s lamp. 5

A very agreeable, and, withal, intelligent young man, the in-
cumbent of some office about the Ameer’s person, no doubt a mirza,
pays me a visit at noon, apparently to supervise the serving up of
the more than bountiful repast sent in from his master’s table.
My attention is at once arrested by the English coat-of-arms on
his sword-belt ; both belt and clasp have evidently wandered from -
the ranks of the British army.

¢ Pollock Sahib,” he says, in reply to my inquiries—it is a relic
of the Seistan Boundary Commission.

About four o’clock, this same young man and a companion
appear with the announcement that the Ameer is ready to receive
me, and requests that I bring the bicycle with me into the garden.
The stream flows through a low arch beneath the wall and lends
itself to the maintenance of an artificial lake that spreads over a
large proportion of the enclosed space. The summer garden is a
fabrication of green trees and the cool glimmer of shaded water,
rather than the flower-beds, the turf, and shrubbery of the Occiden-
tal conception of a garden ; the Ameer’s quarters consist of an un-
pretentious one-storied building fronting on the lake.

The Ameer himself is found-seated on a plain divan at the open-
windowed front, toying with a string of amber beads ; a dozen or
so retainers are standing about in respectful and expectant atti-
tudes, ready at a moment’s notice to obey any command he may
give or to anticipate his personal wants. He is a stoutly built,
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rather ponderous sort of individual, with a full, rotund face and
a heavy, unintellectual, but good-natured expression; one’s first
impression of him is apt to be less flattering to his head than to
his heart. He is a person, however, that improves with acquaint-
ance, and is probably more intelligent than he looks. He seems to
be living here in a very plain and unpretentious manner ; no gaudy
stained glass, no tinsel, no mirror-
work, no vain gew-gaws of any
description impart a cheap and
garish glitter to the place; no
gorgeous apparel bedecks his am-
ple proportions. Clad in the ordi-

In the Ameer's Garden.

nary dress of a well-to-do Persian nobleman, Heshmet-i-Mollk, happy
and contented in the enjoyment of creature comforts and the uni-
versal esteem of his people, probably finds his chief pleasure in
sitting where we now find him, looking out upon the green trees
and glimmering waters of the garden, smoking his kalian, and at-
tending to the affairs of state in a quiet, unostentatious manner.
With a refreshing absence of ceremonial, he discusses with me
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the prospects of my being able to reach India overland. The con-
versation on his part, however, almost takes the form of trying
to persuade me from my purpose altogether, and particularly not
to attempt Afghanistan.

“The Harood is as wide as from here to the other side of the
lake yonder (200 yards) ; tund (swift) as a swift-running horse and
deep as this house,” he informs me.

“No bridge ? no ferry-boat ? no means of getting across ?”

“Jitch” (no), replies the Ameer. = ““ Pull neis, kishti neis.”

“(Can’t it be forded with camels? ”

¢« Shutor nets.”

“No village, with people to assist with poles or skins to make a
raft ?”

¢« Afghani dashi-adem (nomads), no poles; you might perhaps
find skins; but the river is tund—t-u-n-d ! skins neis, poles neis ;
t-u-n-d !'!” and the Ameer points to a bird hopping about on the
garden walk, intimating that the Harood flows as swiftly as the
flight of a bird.

The result of the conference I have been so anxiously looking
forward to is anything but an encouraging picture—a picture of
insurmountable obstacles on every hand. The deep sand and
burning heat of the dreadful Lut Desert intervenes between me
and the Mekran coast; the route through Beloochistan, barely
passable with camels and guides and skins of water in the winter,
is not only impracticable for anything in the summer, but there is
the additional obstacle of the spring floods of the Helmund and the
Seistan Lake.

The Ameer’s description of the Lut Desert and Beloochistan is
but a confirmation of my own already-arrived-at conclusions con-
cerning the utter impracticability of crossing either in the summer
and with a bicycle ; but the wish gives birth to the thought that
perhaps he may not unlikely be indulging in the Persian weakness
for exaggeration in his graphic portrayal of the difficulties pre-
sented by the Harood.

The region between Beerjand and the Harood is on my map a
dismal-looking, blankety-blank stretch of country, marked with the
ominous title ¢ Dasht-i-na-oomid,” which, being interpreted into
English, means Desert of Despair. A gleam of hope that things
lnay not be quite so hopeless as pictured is born of the fact that, in
dwelling on the difficulties of the situation, the Ameer makes less
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capital out of this same Desert of Despair than of the Harood,
wliich has to be crossed on its eastern border.

As regards interference from the Legation of Teheran, thank
goodness I am now three hundred miles from the nearest telegraph-
pole, and shall enter Afghanistan at a point so much nearer to
Quetta than to the Boundary Commission Camp that the chances
seem all in favor of reaching the former place if I only succeed in
reaching the Dasht-i-na-oomid and the Harood.

The result of the foregoing deliberations is a qualified (qualified
by the absence of any alternative save turning back) determination
to point my nose eastward, and follow its leadership toward the
British outpost at Quetta.

« Khylic koob” (very well), replies the Ameer, as he listens tomy
determination ; ¢ khylie koob ; ” and he takes a few vigorous whiffs
at his kalian-as though, conscious of the uselessness of arguing the
matter any further with a Ferenghi, he were dismissing the ghost
of his own opinions in a cloud of smoke.

Shortly after sunrise on the following morning a couple of
well-mounted horsemen appear at the door of my tent, armed
and equipped for the road. Their equipment consists of long guns
with resting-fork attachment, the prongs of which project above
the muzzle like a two-pronged pitchfork ; swords, pistols, and the
brave but antique display of warlike paraphernalia characteristic
of the East. One of them, I am pleased to observe, is the genial
young mirza whose snuff-colored roundabout is held in place by
the “dieu et mon droit” belt of yesterday ; his companion is the or-
dinary sowar, or irregular horseman of the country. They an-
nounce themselves as bearers of the Ameer’s salaams, and as my
escort to Tabbas, a village two marches to the east.

A few miles of plain, with a gradual inclination toward the
mountains ; ten miles up the course of a mountain-stream-—up, up,
up to where thawing snow-banks make the pathway anything but
pleasant for my escort’s horses and ten times worse for a person
reduced to the necessity of lugging his horse along ; over the sum-
mit, and down, down, down again over a fearful trail for a wheel-
man, or, more correctly, over no trail at all, but scrambling as best
one can over rocks, along ledges, often in the water of the stream,
and finally reaching the village of Darmian, the end of our first
day’s march, about 3 ».m.

Darmian is situated in a rugged gulch, and the houses, gardens,

Vor. I1.—10
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and orchards ramble all over the place with little regard to regular-
ity, although some attempt has been made at forming streets.
Darmian and Foorg are twin villages, but a short distance apart, in
this same gulch, and are famous for dried apricots, pears, and dried
beetroots, and for the superior quality of its sheerah.

Among the absurdities that crop up during the course of an
eventful evening at Darmian is the case of a patriarchal villager
whose broad and enlightening experience of some threescore years
has left him in the possession of a marvellously logical and compre-
hensive mind. Hearing of the arrival of a Ferenghi with an iron
horse, this person’s subtle intellect pilots him into the stable of the
place we are stopping at and leads him to search curiously therein,
with the expectation, we may reasonably presume, of seeing the
bicycle complacently munching Zah and jow. This is perhaps not
so much to be wondered at, when it is reflected that plenty of peo-
ple hereabout have no conception whatever of a wheeled vehicle,
never having seen a vehicle of any description.

The good people of Darmian, as is perhaps quite natural in
people near the frontier, betray a pardonable pride in comparing
Persia with Afghanistan, always to the prodigious disadvantage of
the latter. In the course of the usual examination of my effects,
they are immensely gratified to learn from my map that Persia is
much the larger country of the two. A small corner of India is
likewise visible on the map, and, taking it for granted that the map
represents India as fully as it does Persia, the khan, on whom I am
unwittingly bestowing the rudiments of a false but patriotic geo-
graphical education, turns around, and with swelling pride informs
the delighted people that Seistan is larger than India, and Iran
bigger than all the rest of the world, he taking it for granted that
my map of Persia is a map of the whole world.

More and more fantastic grow the costumes of the people as
one gets farther, so to speak, out of civilization and off the beaten
roads. The ends of the turbans here are often seen gathered into
a sort of bunch or tuft on the top ; the ends are fringed or tipped
with gold, and when gathered in this manner create a fanciful,
crested appearance—impart a sort of cock-a-doodle-doo aspeet to
the wearer. _

Among the most interesting of my callers are three boys of
eight to twelve summers, who enter the room chewing leathery
chunks of dried beetroot. Although unwashed, ¢ unwiped,” and
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otherwise undistinguishable from others of the same age about the
place, they are gravely introduced as khan this, that, and the
other, respectively ; and while they remain in the room, obsequi-
ousness marks the deportment of everybody present exeept their
father, and he regards them with paternal pride.

They are sons of the village khan, and as such are regarded
as superior beings by the common people about them. It looks
rather ridiculous to see grown people bearing themselves in a re-
tiring, servile manner in deference to youngsters glaringly ignorant
of how to use a pocket-handkerchief, and who look as if their chief
pastime were chewing dried beetroot and rolling about in the dust.

But presently it isrevealed that their first visit has been a mere
informal call to satisfy the first impulse of youthful euriosity. By
and by their fond parent takes them away for half an hour, and
then ushers them into my presence again, transformed into gor-
geous youths with nice clean faces and wiped noses. Marshalling
themselves gravely opposite where I am sitting, they put their
hands solemnly on their youthful stomachs, salaam, and gracefully
drop down into a eross-legged position on the carpet.

They look like real little chieftains now, both in dress and de-
portment. Scarlet roundabouts, trimmed with a profusion of gold
braid, bedeck their consequential bodies; red slippers embroid-
ered with_gold thread cover their feet, and their snowy turbans
end in a gold-flecked tuft of transparent muslin that imparts a
bantam-like air of superiority. Their father comes and squats
down beside me, and, as we sip tea together, he bestows a fond, pa-
vental smile upon the three scarlet poppies sitting motionless, with
heads slightly bent and eyes downcast, before us, and inquires by
an eloquent sweep of his chin what I think of them as specimens
of simon-pure nobility.

All through Persia the word “ob ” has heretofore been used for
water ; but linguistic changes are naturally to be expected near
the frontier, and the Darmian people use the term “ow.” TUpon
my calling for ob, the khan’s attendant stares blankly in reply;
but an animated individual in the front ranks of the crowd about
the doors and windows enlio’h’cehs him and me at the same time by
shouting out, “Ow! ow! ow!”

The muezzin, calling the faithful to their evening prayers, like-
wise ntters the summons here at Darmian quite differently from
anything of the kind heard elsewhere,



148 FROM TEHERAN TO YOKOITAMA.

The cry is difficult to describe ; but without meaning to east
reflections on the worthy muezzin’s voice, I may perhaps be per-
mitted to mention that the people are twice admonished, and twice
a listening Zatir (donkey) awakens the echoing voices of the rock-
ribbed gulch in vociferous response.

The mother-in-law of the mirza lives at Darmian, and, like a
dutiful son, he lingers in her society until nine o’clock next morn-
ing. At that hour he turns his horse’s footsteps down the bed of
the stream, while his comrade guides me for a couple of miles over
a most abominable mountain-trail, rejoining the river and the duti-
ful son-in-law at Foorg. Foorg is situated at the extremity of the
guleh, and is distinguished by a frowning old castle or fort, that
occupies the crest of a precipitous hill overtopping the village
and commanding a very comprehensive view of the country toward
the Afghan frontier.

The villages of Darmian and Foorg, looking out upon wild
frontier territory, inhabited chiefly by turbulent and lawless tribes
—people whose hereditary instincts are diametrically opposed tothe
sublime ethics of the decalogue—have no doubt often found the
grim stronghold towering so picturesquely above them an ex-
tremely convenient thing.

The escort points it ont and explains that it belongs to the
“ Padishah at Teheran,” and not to his own master, the Ameer—a
national, as distinet from a provincial, fortification. The cultivated
environs of Foorg present a most discouraging front to a wheel-
man ; walled gardens, rocks, orchards, and ruins, with hundreds of
water-ditches winding and twisting among them, the water escap-
ing through broken banks and creating new confusion where con-
fusion already reigns supreme. Among this indescribable jumble of
mud, water, rocks, ruins, and cultivation, pitched almost at an an-
gle of forty-five degrees, the natives climb about bare-legged, im-
pressing one very forcibly as so many human goats as they scale
the walls, clamber over rocks, or wade through mud and water.

A willing Foorgian divests himself of everything but his bat,
and carries the bicycle across the stream, while I am taken up be-
hind the mirza. As the mirza’s iron-gray gingerly enters the
water, an interesting and instructive spectacle is afforded by a
hundred or more Foorgians following the shining example of the
classic figure carrying the bicycle, for the purpose of being on
hand to see me start across the plain toward Tabbas.
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Some of these good people are wearing turbans the size of a
bandbox ; others wear enormous sheep-skin busbies. A number of
tall, angular figures stemming the turbid stream in the elegant
costumes of our first parents, but wearing Khorassani busbies or
Beerjand turbans, makes a bizarre and striking picture.

A gravelly trail, with the gradient slightly in my favor, enables
me to create a better impression of a bicycler’s capabilities on the

Crossing the Stream at Foorg.

mind of the mirza and the sowar than was possible yesterday, by
quickly leaving them far in the rear. Some miles are covered when
T make a halt for them to overtake me, seeking the welcome shelter
of a half-ruined wayside umbar.

An Eliaute camp is but a short distance away, and several sun-
painted children of the desert are eagerly interviewing the bicycle
when my escort comes galloping along ; not seeing me anywhere
in view ahcad, they had wondered what had become of their wheel-
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winged charge and are quite relieved at finding me here hobnob-
bing with the Eliautes behind the umbar.

The mirza’s fond mother-in-law has presented him with a quan-
tity of dried pears with half a walnut imbedded in each quarter ;
during a brief halt at the umbar these Darmian delicacies are fished
out of his saddle-bags and duly pronounced upon, and the genial -
Eliautes contribute flowing bowls of doke (soured milk, prepared in
some manner that prevents its spoiling).

High noon finds us at our destination for the day, the village of
Tabbas, famous in all the country around for a peculiar windmill
used in grinding grain. A grist-mill, or mills, consists of a row of
one-storied mud huts, each of which contains a pair of grindstones.
Connecting with the upper stone is a perpendicular shaft of wood
which protrudes through the roof and extends fifteen feet above it.
Cross-pieces run through at right angles and, plaited with rushes,
transform the shaft into an upright four-bladed affair that the wind
blows around and turns the millstones below.

So far, this is only a very primitive and clumsy method of
harnessing the wind ; but connected with it is a very ingenious
contrivance that redeems it entirely from the commouplace. A
system of mud walls are built about, the same height or a little
higher than the shaff, in such a manner as to concentrate and con-
trol the wind in the interest of the miller, regardless of which di-
rection it is blowing in.

The suction created by the peculiar disposition of the walls
whisks the rude wattle sails around in the most lively manner.
TForty of these mills are in operation at Tabbas ; and to see them
all in full swing, making a loud *“sweeshing” noise as they re-
volve, is a most extraordinary sight. Aside from Tabbas, these
novel grist-mills are only to be seen in the territory about the
Seistan Lake,.

The door-way of the quarters provided for our accommodation
being too small to admit the bicycle, not the slightest hesitation is
made about knocking out the threshold. Every male visible about
the place seems eagerly desirous of lending a hand in sweeping out
the room, spreading nummuds, bringing quilts, tea, kalians, or
something.

A slight ripple upon the smooth and pleasing surface of the uni-
versal inclination to do us honor is a sententious controversy be-
tween the mirza and a blatant individual who enters objections
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about killing a sheep. Whether, in the absence of the village khan,
the objections are based on an unwillingness to supply the mutton,
or because the sheep are miles away on the plain, does not appear ;
but, whatever the objections, the mirza overcomes them, and we get
freshly slanghtered mutton for supper.

Tea is evidently a luxury not to be lightly regarded at Tabbas ;
after the leaves have served their customary purpose, they are care-
fully emptied into a saucer, sprinkled with sugar, and handed
around—each guest takes a pinch of the sweetened leaves and
eats it.

The modus operandi of manipulating the kalian likewise comes
in for a slight modification here. The ordinary Persian method,
before handing the water-pipe to another, is to lift off the top while
taking the last pull, and thus empty the water-chamber of smoke.
The Tabbasites accomplish the same end by raising the top and
blowing down the stem. This mighty dlﬁ'elence in the manner of
clearing the water-chamber of a hubble- bubble will no doubt im-
press the minds of intellectual Occidentals as a remarkably impor-
tant and valuable piece of,information. Not less interesting and
remarkable will likewise seem the fact that the flour-frescoed pro-
prietors of these queer little Tabbas grist-mills are nothing less
than the boundary-mark between that portion of the water-pipe
smoking world which dlows the remaining smoke out and that por-
tion which inhales it. The Afghan, the Indian, and the Chinaman
adopt the former method ; the Turk, the Persian, and the Arab the
latter.

Yet another interesting habit, evidently borrowed from their
uncultivated neighbors beyond the Dushi-i-na-oomid, is the execra-
ble practice of chewing snuff. Almost every man carries a supply
of coarse snuff in a little sheepskin wallet or dried bladder ; at
short intervals le rubs a pinch of this villainous stuff all over his
teeth and gums and deposits a second pinch away in his cheek.

Abdurraheim Khan, the chief of several small villages on the
Tabbas plain, turns up in the evening. He is the mildest-man-
nered, kindliest-looking human being I have seen for a long time;
he does the agreeable in a manner that leads his guests to think
he worships the ““Ingilis ” people humbly at a distance, and is
highly honored in being able to see and entertain one of those
very worshipful individuals. Like nearly all Persians, he is igno-
rant of the Western custom of shaking hands; the sun-browned
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paw extended to him as he enters is stared at a moment in embar-
rassment and then clasped between both his palms.

The turban of Abdurraheim Khan is a marvellous evidence of
skill in the arranging of that characteristic Eastern head-dress; the
snowy whiteness of the material, the gracefulness of the folds, and
the elegant crest-like termination are not to be described and done
justice to by either word or pen.

In reply to my inquiries, I am glad to find that Abdurraheim
Khan speals less discouragingly of the Harood than did the Ameer
at Ali-abad ; he says it will be fordable for camels, and theré will
be no difficulty in finding nomads able to provide me an animal to
cross over with.

Some eause of delay, incomprehensible to me, appears to inter-
fere with the continuation of my journey in the morning, most of
the forenoon being spent in a discussion of the subject between
Abdurraheim Khan and the mirza. About noon a messenger ar-
rives from Ali-abad, bringing a letter from the Ameer, which seems
to clear up the mystery at once. The letter probably contains cer-
tain instructions about providing me an escort that were over-
looked in the letter brought by the mirza.

When about starting, the khan presents me with a bowl of sweet
stuff—a heavy preparation of sugar, grease, and peppermint. A
very small portion of this lead-like concoction suffices to drive out
all other considerations in favor of a determination never to touch
it again. An attempt to distribute it among the people about us
is interpreted by the well-meaning khan as an impulse of pure gen-
erosity on my own part ; the result being that he ties the stuff up
nicely in a clean handkerchief that an unlucky bystander happens
to display at that moment and bids me carry it with me.

An ancient retainer, without any teeth to speak of, and an an-
noying habit of shouting “h-o-i!” at a person, regardless of the
fact that one is within hearing of the merest whisper, is detailed
to guide me to a few hovels perched among the mountains, four
farsakhs to the southeast, from which point the journey across the
Dasht-i-na-oomid is to begin, with an escort of three sowars, who
are to join us there later in the evening.

A couple of miles over fairly level ground, and then commences
again the everlasting hills, up, up, down, up, dd\vn, clear to our
destination for the day. While trundling along over the rough

_ foot-hills, T am approached by some nomads who are tending goats
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rear by. Seeing them gather about me, my aged but valiant pro-
tector comes galloping briskly up and imperatively waves them
away. A grandfatherly party, with a hacking cough, a rusty cime-
ter, and a flint-lock musket of ¢“ye olden tyme,” I fancied ““ The
Aged ” merely a guide to show me the road. As I worry along
over the rough, unridable mountains, the irritation of being
shouted ““ hoi!” at for no apparent reason, except for the luxury of
hearing the music of his own voice, is so annoying that I have

My escort * The Aged.”

about resolved to abandon him to a well-deserved fate, in case of
attack.

But now, instead of leaning on me for protection, he blossoms
forth at once as not only the protector of his own person, but of
mine as well! As he comes galloping bravely up and dismisses
the wild-looking children of the desert with a grandiloquent sweep
of his hand, he is almost rewarded by an involuntary ¢ bravo, old
‘un!” from myself, so superior to the occasion does he seem to
rise.

The little nest of mud huts are found, after a certain amount of
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hesitation and preliminary going ahead by “The Aged,” and toward
nightfall three picturesque horsemen ride up and dismount ; they
are the sowars detailed by the Ameer’s orders to Abdurraheim, or
some other border-land khan, to escort me across the Desert of
Despair.

“The Aged ” bravely returns to Tabbas in the morning by him-
self. 'When on the point of departing, he surveys me wistfully
across a few feet of space and shouts “h-o-i!” He then regards
me with a peculiar and indescribable smile. It is not a very hard
smile to interpret, however, and I present him with the customary
backsheesh. Pocketing the coins, he shouts “h-o-i!” again, and
delivers himself of another smile even more peculiar and indeserib-
ablc than the other.

¢ Persian-like, receiving a present of money only excites his
cupidity for more,” I think ; and so reply by a deprecatory shake
of the head. This turns out to be an uncharitable judgment, how-
ever, for once ; he goes through the pantomime of using a pen and
says, “ Abdurraheim Khan.” He saw me write my name, the date
of my appearance at Tabbas, etc., on a piece of paper and give it
to Abdurraheim Khan, and he wants me to do the same thing for
him. :

The three worthies comprising my new escort are most inter-
esting specimens of the genus sowar ; the leader and spokesman of
the trio says he is a khan ; number two is a mirza, and number
three a mudbake. Khans are pretty plentiful hereabouts, and it
is nothing surprising to happen across one acting in the humble
capacity of a sowar ; a mirza gets his title from his ability to write
letters ; the precise social status of a mudbake is more difficult to
here determine, but his proper roosting-place is several rungs of
the social ladder below either of the others. They are to take me
through to the Khan of Ghalakua, the first Afghan chieftain be-
yond the desert, and to take back to the Ameer a receipt from him
for my safe delivery.

It is a far easier task to reckon up their moral calibre than their
social. Before being in their delectable company an hour they re-
veal that strange mingling of childlike simplicity and total moral
depravity that enters into the composition of semi-civilized klepto-
maniacs. The khan is a person of a highly sanguine temperament
and possesses a headstrong disposition ; coupled with his perverted
notions of meum and fwwm, these qualities will some fine day end
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in his being brought up with a round turn and required to part
company with his ears or nose, or to be turned adrift on the cold
charity of the world, deprived of his hands by the crude and sum-
mary justice of Khorassan. His eyes are brown and large, and
spherical almost as an owl’s eyes, and they bulge out in & manner
that exposes most of the white. He wears long hair, curled up
after the manner of Persian la-de-da-dom, and in his crude, uncivi-
lized sphere evidently fancies himself something of a dandy.

The mirza is quiet and undemonstrative in his manners, as com-
pared with his social superior ; and as becomes a person gifted with
the rare talent of composing and writing letters, his bump of cau-
tiousness is several degrees larger than the khan’s, but is, never-
theless, not large enough to counterbalance the pernicious effect of
an inherited and deeply rooted yearning for filthy lucre and a la-
mentable indifference as to the manner of obtaining it.

The mudbake is the oldest man of the three, and consequently
should be found setting the others a good example ; but, instead of
this, his frequent glances at my packages are, if anything, more
heavily freighted with the molecules of covetousness and an eager
longing to overhaul their contents than either the khan’s or the
mirza’s.

¢ Pool, pool, pool—keran, keran, keran,” the probable amount
in my possession, the amount they expect to receive as backsheesh,
and kindred speculations concerning the financial aspect of the sit-
uation, form almost the sole topic of their conversation. Throw-
ing them off their guard, by affecting greater ignovance of their
language than I am really guilty of, enables me to size them up
pretty thoroughly by their couversation, and thus to adopt a line
of policy to counteract the baneful current of their thoughts.
Their display of cunning and raseality is ridiculous in the extreme ;
fancying themselves deep and unfathomable as the shades of Luci-
fer himself, they are, in reality, almost as transparent and simple
as children ; their cunning is the cunning of the school-boy. Well
aware that the safety of their own precious carcasses depends on
their returning to Khorassan with a receipt from the Khan of
Ghalakua for my safe delivery, there is little reason to fear actnal
violence from them, and their childish attempts at extortion by
other methods will furnish an amusing and instructive study of
barbarian character.

The hovel in which our queerly assorted company of eight peo-
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ple sleep—the owners of the shanty, “The Aged,” the khan, the
mirza, the mudbake, and myself—is entered by a mere hole in the
wall, and the bicycle has to stand outside and take the brunt of a
heavy thunder-storm during the night. In-this respect, however,
it is an object of envy rather than otherwise, for myriads of fleas,
larger than I would care to say, for fear of being accused of exag-
geraltion, hold high revel on our devoted carcasses all the livelong
night. From the swarms of these frisky insects that disport and
kick their heels together in riotous revelry on and about my own
person, I fancy, forsooth, they have discovered in me something to
be made the most of, as a variety of food seldom coming within
their province. But the complaining moans of * Ali-Akbar ” from
“The Aged,” the guttural grunts of disapproval from the mirza and
the mudbake, and the impatient growls of “kek” (flea) from the
khan, tell of their being at least partial companions in misery ;
but, being thicker-skinned, and withal well seasoned to this sort of
thing, their sufferings are less than mine.

The rain has cleared up, but the weather looks unsettled, as
about eight o'clock next morning our little party starts eastward
under the guidance of a villager whom I have employed to guide
* us out of the immediate range of mountains, the sowars betraying
a general ignorance of the commencement of the route.

My escort are a great improvement as regards their arms and
equipments upon “ The Aged.” Among the three are two percus-
sion double-barrelled shot-guns, a percussion musket, six horse-
pistols of various degrees of serviceableness, swords, daggers, or-
namental goat’s-paunch powder-pouches, peculiar pendent brass
rings containing spring nippers for carrying and affixing caps,
leathern water-bottles, together with various odds and ends of war-
like accoutrements distributed about their persons or their sad-
dles.

¢« Inshallah, Ghalakua, Gh-al-a-kua!” exclaims the khan, as he
swings himself into the saddle. ¢ Inshallah, Al-lah,” is the re-
sponse of the mirza and the mudbake, as they carelessly follow his
example, and the march across the Dasht-i-na-oomid begins.

The ryot leads the way afoot, following along the partially
empty beds of mountain torrents, through patches of rank camel-
thorn, over bowlder-strewn areas and drifts of sand, sometimes
following along the merest suggestion of a trail, but quite as fre-
quently following no trail at all. At certain intervals occurs a
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piece of good ridable ground ; our villager-guide then looks back
over his shoulder and bounds ahead with a swinging trot, eager to
enjoy the spectacle of the bicycle spinning along at his heels ; the
escort bring up the rear in a leisurely manner, absorbed in the
discussion of “pool.”

Several miles are covered in this manner, when we emerge upon
a more open country, and after consulting at some length with tho
villager, the khan declares himself capable of finding the way with-
out further assistance. It is a strange, wild country, where we part

The Start across the Desert.

from our local guide ; it looks as though it might be the battle-
ground of the elements. A trail, that is only here and there to be
made out, follows a southeasternly course down a verdureless tract
of country strewn with rocks and bowlders and furrowed by the
rushing waters of torrents now dried up. Jagged rocks and bowl-
ders are here mingled in indescribable confusion on a surface of
unproductive clay and smaller stones. On the east stretches a
waste of low, stony hills, and on the west, the mountains we have
recently emerged from rise two thousand feet above us in an al-
most unbroken wall of precipitous rock.
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By and by the khan separates himself from the party and gallops
away out of sight to the left, his declared mission being to pur-
chase ““ gooshi-i-goosfang ” (mutton) from a camp of nomads, whose
whereabouts he claims to know. As the commissaire of the party,
I have, of course, intrusted him with a sufficient quantity of money
to meet our expenses ; and the mirza and the mudbake no sooner
find themselves alone than another excellent trait of their character
comes to the surface. Upon comparing their thoughts, they find
themselves wonderfully unanimous in their suspicions as to the
honesty of the khan’s intentions toward—not me, but themselves!

These worthy individuals are troubled about the khan’s inde-
pendent conduct in going off alone to spend money where they
cannot witness the transaction. They are sorely troubled as to
probable sharp practice on the part of their social superior in the
division of the spoils.

The “spoils!” Shades of Creesus! The whole transaction is
but an affair of battered kerans, intrinsically not worth a moment’s
consideration ; but it serves its purpose of affording an interesting
insight into the character of my escort.

The poor mirza and the mudbake are, no doubt, fully justified
in entertaining the worst opinions possible of the khan ; he is a
sad scoundrel, on a small scale, to say the least. While they are
growling out to each other their grievances and apprehensions,
that artful schemer is riding his poor horse miles and miles over
the stony hills to the camping-ground of some hospitable Eliaute
chieftain, from whom he can obtain gooshi-i-goosfang for nothing,
and come back and say he bought it

Several miles are slowly travelled by us three, when, no sign of
the khan appearing, we decide upon a halt until he rejoins us. In
an hour or so the bizarre figure of the absentee is observed ap-
proaching us from over the hills, and before many minutes he is
welcomed by a simultaneous query of ¢ chand pool 2” (how much
money ?) from his keenly suspicious comrades, delivered in a ludi-
crously sarcastic tone of voice.

¢ Doo keran,” promptly replies the khan, making a most hopeless
effort to conceal his very palpable guilt beneath a transparant as-
sumption of innocence. The mirza and the mudbake make no false
pretence of taking him at his word, but openly accuse him of de-
ceiving them. The khan maintains his innocence with vehement
language and takes refuge in counter-accusations. The wordy
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warfare goes merrily on for some minutes as earnestly as if they
were quarrelling over their own honest money instead of over mine.
The joint query of ‘“chand pool 2” gathers an additional load of
irony from the fact that they didn’t seem to think it worth while
to even ask him what he had bought. ‘

Across the pommel of his saddle he carries a young kid, which
18 now handed to the mudbake to be tethered to a shrub ; he then
dismounts and produces three or four pounds of cold goat meat.
Before proceeding again on our way we consume this cold meat,
together with bread brought from last night’s rendezvous. By
reason of his social inferiority the mudbake is now required to as-
sume the burden of carrying the youthful goat ; he takes the poor
kid by the seruff of the neck and flings it roughly across his saddle
in a manner that canses the gleeful spirits of the khan to find vent
in a peal of laughter. Fven the usunally imperturbable countenance
of the mirza lightens up a little, as though infected by the khan’s
overflowing merriment and the mudbake’s rough handling of the
young goat. They know each other thoroughly—as thoroughly as
orchard-looting, truant-playing, teacher-deceiving school-boys—
these three hopeful aspirants to the favor of Allah; they are an
amusing trio, and not a little instructive.



CHAPTER VIIL
ACROSS THE ‘“DESERT OF DESPAIR.”

For some hours we are traversing a singularly wild-looking coun- -
try ; it seems as though the odds and ends of all creation were
tossed indiscriminately together. Rocky cliffs, sloping hills, river-
beds, dry save from last night’s thunder-storm, bits of sandy desert,
strips of alkaline flat or hard gravel, have been gathered up from
various parts of the earth and tossed carelessly in a heap here. It
is an odd corner in which the chips, the sweepings and trimmings,
gathered up after the terrestrial globe was finished, were appar-
ently brought and dumped. There is even a little bit of pasture,
and at one point a little area of arableé land. Here are found four
half-naked representatives of this strange, wild border-land, living
beneath one rude goat-hair tent, watching over a few grazing goats
and several aeres of growing grain.

We arrive at this remarkable little community shortly after
noon, and halt a couple of hours to rest and feed the horses, and
to kill and cook the unhappy kid slung across the mudbake’s saddle.
The poor little creature doesn’t require very much killing ; all the
way from where it was given into his tender charge its infantile
bleatings have seemed to grate harshly on the mudbake’s unsym-
pathetic ear, and he has handled it anywise but tenderly.

The four men found here are Persian Eliautes, a numerous
tribe, that seem to form a gort of connecting link between the
genuine nomads and the tillers of the soil. They are frequently
found combining the occupations of both, and might aptly be classed
as semi-nomads. Pitching their tents beside some outlying, iso-
lated piece of cultivable ground in the spring, they sow it with
wheat or barley, and three monthslater they reap a supply of grain
to carry away with them when they remove their flocks to wintfer
pasturage. : .

An iron kettle is borrowed to stew the kid in, and when cooked
a.portion is stowed away to carry with us. The Eliaute quartette
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contribute bowls of mast and doke, and off this and the remainder
of the stewed kid we all make a hearty meal.

More than once of late have I been impressed by the striking,
even startling, resemblance of some person among the people of
Southern Khorassan, to the familiar face of some acquaintance at
home. And, strange it is, but true, that one of these four Eliautes
blossoms forth upon my astonished vision as the veritable double
of one of America’s most prominent knights of the pen and wheel.
The gentleman himself, an enthusiagtic tourist, and to use his own

The Eliaute Camp,

expression, fond of ¢ walking large,” has taken considerable interest
in my tour of the world. Can it be—1I think, upon first confront-
ing this extraordinary reproduction—can it be, that Karl Kron’s
enthusiasm has caused him to start from the Pacific coast of China
on his wheel to try and beat my time in circumeycling the globe ?
And after getting as far around as this strange terrestrial chip-pile,
has he been so unfortunately susceptible as to fall in love with some
slender-limbed daughter of the desert >—has he been captivated by
a pair of big, ophthalmia-proof, black eyes, a coy sidewise glance,
or a graceful, jaunty style of shouldering a half-tanned goat-skin
of doke ?

VoL, II.—11 ;
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The very first question the nomad asks of the khan, however,
removes all suspicions of his being the author and publisher of
X. M. M.—he asks if T am a Ferenghi and whither I am going ;
Kron would have asked me for tabulated statistics of my tour
through Persia.

A couple of hours’ rest in the Eliaute camp, and we bid adien
to this queer little oasis of human life within the barbarous boun-
dary-line of the Dasht-i-na-oomid, and proceed on our way. One
of the Eliautes accompanies us some little distance to guide us
through a belt of badly broken country immediately surrounding
their camp. The country continues to be a regular jumble of odds
and ends of physical geography all the afternoon, and several times
the horses of the sowars, without preliminary warning, break
through the thin upper crust of some treacherous boggy spot and
sink suddenly to their bellies. During the afternoon the mirza
is pitched headlong over his horse’s head once, and the khan and
the mudbake twice. In one tumble the khan’s loosely sheathed
sword slips from its scabbard, and he well nigh falls a victim to
the accident @ la King Saul.

While traversing this treacherous belt of territory I make the
sowars lead the wayand perform the office of pathfinder for myself
and wheel. 'Whenever one of them gets stuck in boggy ground,
and his horse flounders wildly about, to the imminent risk of un-
seating its rider, his two hopeful comrades bubble over with mer-
riment at his expense ; his own sincere exclamations of ““Allah!”
being answered by unsympathetic jeers and sarcastic remarks.

A few minutes later, perchance one of the hilarious twain finds
himself uneéxpectedly in the same predicament ; it then becomes his
turn to look scared and importune Allah for protection, and also
his turn to be the target for the wild hilarity of the others.

And so this lively and eventful afternoon passes away, and about
five o’clock we round the base of a conglomerate hill that has been
shutting out the prospect ahead, cross a small spring freshet, and
emerge upon an extensive gravelly plain stretching away eastward
to the horizon. It is the central plain of the Dashi-i-na-oomid, the
heart of the desert, of which the wild, heterogeneous territory tra-
versed since morning forms the setting. So far as the utility of the
bicycle and the horses is concerned, the change is decidedly for
the better, even more so for the former than for the latter. The
gravelly plain presents very good wheeling surface, and I forge
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nhead of my escort, following a trail so faint that it is barely dis-
tinguishable from the general surface. .

Shortly after leaving the mountainous country the three sowars
whip their horses into a smart canter to overtake the bicycle. As
they come clattering up, the khan shouts loudly for me to stop,
and the mirza and mudbake supplement his vocal exertions by ges-
ticulating to the same purpose. Dismounting, and allowing them
to approach, in reply to my query of * Chi mi khoi2” the khan’s
knavish countenance becomes overspread with a ridiculously thin
and transparent assumption of seriousness and importance, and
pointing to an imaginary boundary-line at his horse’s feet he says:

“ Bur-raa-ther (brother), Afghanistan.”

“ Khylie koob, Afghanistan inja—koob, koob, sowari.” (Very
good, I understand, we are entering Afghanistan ; all right, ride
on.)

 Sowari neis,” replies the khan ; and he tries hard to impress’
upon me that our crossing the Afghan frontier is a momentous oc-
casion, and not to be lightly regarded. Several times during the
day has my delectable escort endeavored to fathom the extent of
my courage by impressing upon me the danger to be apprehended
in Afghanistan by a Ferenghi. Not less than half a dozen {imes
have they indulged in the grim pantomime of cutting their own
throats, and telling me that this is the tragic fate that would await
me in Afghanistan without their valuable protection. And now, as
we stand on the boundary line, their bronzed and bared throats
are again subjected to this highly expressive treatment ; and trans-
fixing me with a penetrating stare, as though eager to read in my
face some responsive sign of fear or apprehension, the khan repeats
with emphasis :

“ Bur-raa-ther, Afghanistan.”

Seeing me still inclined to make light of the matter, he turns
to his comrades for confirmation.

“0, bur-raa-ther, Afghanistan,” assents the mirza; and the
mud-bake chimes in with the same words.

“Well, yes, I understand ; Afghanistan—what of it?” I in-
quire, amused at this theatrical display of their childish knavery.

For answer they start to loading up their guns and pistols,
which up to now they have neglected to do ; and they examine,
with a ludicrous show of importance, the edges of their swords and
the points of their daggers, staring the while at me to see what
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kind of an impression all this is making. Their scrutiny of my
countenance brings them small satisfaction, methiuks, for so ludi-
crous seems the scene, and so transparent the motives of this war-
like movement, that no room is there for aught but a genunine ex-
pression of amusement.

Having loaded up their imposing array of firearms, the khan
gives the word to advance, with as much show of solemnity as
though leading a forlorn hope on some desperate undertaking, and

At the Boundary-line of Afghanistan.

he impresses upon me the importance of keeping as close to them
as possible, instead of riding ahead. All around us is the unin-
habited plain; not a living thing or sign of human being any-
where ; but when I point this out, and picking up a stone, ask the
khan if it is these that are dangerous, he replies, as before :

“ Bur-raa-ther, Afghanistan,” and significantly taps his weapons.

As we advance the level plain becomes covered with a growth
of wild thyme and camel-thorn, the former permeating the desert
air with its agreeable perfume. The evening air is soft and balmy
as we halt in the dusk of the evening to camp alongside the trail ;
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each sowar has a large leathern water-bottle swinging from his
stirrup-strap filled at the little freshet above mentioned, and for
food we have bread and the remains of the cold kid. The horses
are fastened to stout shrubs, and a fire is kindled with dried camel-
thorn collected by the mudbake. Not a sound breaks the stillness
of the evening as we squat around the fire and eat our frugal sup-
per ; all about us is the oppressive silence and solitude of the des- -
ert. Away off in the dim distance to the northeast can be seen a
single speck of light—the camp-fire of some wandering Afghan
tribe. ;

““ What is the fire yonder ?” I ask of the khan.

_ The khan looks at it, says something o his comrades, and then
looks at me and draws his finger yet again across his throat ; the
mirza and the mudbake follow suit.

The ridiculous frequency of this tragic demonstration causes me
to laugh outright, in spite of an effort to control my risibilities.
The khan replies to this by explaining, ‘“ Afghani Noorzais—dasht-
adam,” and then goes on to explain that the Noorzais are very
bad Afghans, who would like nothing better than to murder a
Ferenghi.

From the beginning of our acquaintance I have allowed my es-
cork to think my understanding of the conversation going on among
themselves is extremely limited. By this means have they been
thrown somewhat off their guard, and frequently committed them-
selves within my hearing. It is their laudable purpose, I have dis-
covered, to steal money from me if an opportunity presents with-
out the chance of being detected. Besides being inquisitive about
the probable amount in my possession, there has evolved from their
collective brains, during the day, a deep-laid scheme to find out
something about the amount of backsheesh they may expect me to
bestow upon them at the end of our journey. This deep-laid scheme
is for the khan to pretend that he is sending the mirza and the
mudbake back to Beerjand from this point, and for these two
hopeful accomplices to present themselves before me as about
ready to depart, and so demand backsheesh. This little farce is
duly played shortly after our arrival ; it is a genuine piece of light
comedy, acted on the strangely realistic stage of the lonely desert,
to which the full round moon just rising above the eastern horizon
lends its ghostly radiance.

These advances are met on my part by broad intimations that
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if they continue to act as ridiculously during the remainder of the
journey as they have to-day they will surely get well bastinadoed,
instead of backsheeshed, when we reach Ghalakua. The actors re-
tire from the stage with visible discomfiture and squat themselves
around the fire. Long after I have stretched my somewhat weary
frame upon a narrow strip of saddle-blanket for the night, my three
¢ protectors " squat around the smouldering embers of the camel-
thorn fire, discussing the all-absorbing topic of my money. Little
do they suspect that concealed in a leathern money-belt beneath my.
clothes are one hundred Russian gold Imperials, the money ob-
tained in Teheran for the journey through Turkestan and Siberia
to the Pacific. Though sleeping with the traditional one eye open
and my Smith & Wesson where it can be readily used, there is little
apprehension of being robbed, owing to their obligation to take
back the receipt for my safe delivery to Heshmet-i-Molk.

It is the weather-changeful period of the full moon, and about
midnight a clap of thunder rolls over the desert, and a smart
shower descends from a small dark cloud, that sails slowly across
the sky, obscuring for a brief period the moist-looking eounte-
nance of the moon, and then disappears. A couple of hours later a
rush of wind is heard careering across the desert toward us, ac-
companied by a wildly scudding cloud. The cloud peppers us
with hailstones in the most lively manner, and the wind strikes us
almost with the force of a tornado, knocking over the bicyele, which
I have leaned against a clump of shrubs at my head, and favoring
us with a blinding fusilade of sand and gravel

It rains and hails enough to make us wet and uncomfortable,
and the mudbake gets up and kindles another fire. In a short
time the squally midnight weather has given place to a dead ealm ;
the clouds have dispersed ; the moon shines all the brighter from
having had its face washed ; the stars twinkle themselves out one
by one as the gray dawn gradually makes itself manifest. Itisa
most lovely morning ; the bruising hailstones and the moistening
rain have proved themselves stimulants in the laboratory of the
" wild-thyme shrubs, setting free and disseminating a new supply of
aroma ; and while until now the voice of animate nature has been
conspicuous by its absence, the morning vespers of song-birds seem
almost to be issuing, like flowers, from the ground.

There is an indeseribable charm about this morning’s experi-
ence on the desert; dawn appears, the moon hangs low-suspended
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in the heavens, the birds carol merrily, and every inspiration one
takes is a tonic to stimulate the system. Half an hour later the
sun has risen, the song-birds have one and all lapsed into silence,
the desert is itself again, stern, silent, uncompromising, and ap-
parently destitute of life.

Total depravity, it appears, has not yet claimed my worthy es-
cort for its own entirely, for while saddling up their horses during
this brief display of nature’s kindlier mood they call my attention
to the singing of the birds and the grateful perfumery in the air.
The germ of goodness still lingers within their semi-civilized con-
ception of things about them ; they are the children of Nature, and
are profoundly impressed by their mother’s varying moods. Their
prostrations toward Mecca and their matutinal prayers to Allah seem
to gain something of sincerity from the accompanying worship of
the birds and the sympathetic essence of the awakening day. East-
ward from our camping-ground the trail is oftentimes indistin-
guishable ; but a few loose stones have been tossed together at
intervals of several hundred yards, to gnide wayfarers across the
desert. A surface of mingled sand and gravel characterizes the
way ; sometimes it is unridably heavy, and sometimes the wheeling
ig excellent for a mile or two at a stretch, enabling me to leave the
ambling yaboos of the sowars far behind. Beautiful mirages some-
times appear in the distance—lakes of water, waving groves of
palms, and lovely castles ; and often, when far enough ahead, I can
look back, and sce the grotesque figures of the khan, the mirza.
and the mudbake apparently riding through the air.

Perhaps twenty miles are covered, when we arrive at a pile of
dead brush that has been erected for a landmark, and find a dilapi-
dated well containing water. The water is forty feet below the sur-
face, and contains a miscellaneous assortment of dead lizards, the
carcasses of various small mammalia, and sundry other unfortunate
representatives of animated nature that have fallen in. Beyond
this well the country assumes the character of a broad sink or mud-
basin, the shiny surface of its mud glistening in the sun like a sheet
of muddy water. Sloughs innumerable meander through it, fringed
with rank rushes and shrubs. A far heavier down-pour than we
were favored with on the plain has drenched a region of stony hills
adjacent, and the drainage therefrom has, for the time being, filled
and overflowed the winding sloughs.

A dozen or more of these are successfully forded, though not
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without some difficulty ; but we finally arrive at the parent slough,
of which the others are but tributaries.

This proves too deep for the sowars’ horses to ford, and after
surveying the yellow flood some minutes and searching up and
down, the khan declares ruefully that we shall have to return to
Beerjand. As Iremonstrate with him upon his lack of enterprise in
turning from so trifling a difficulty, the khan finally orders the
mudbake to strip off his purple and fine linen and try the depth.
The mudbake proceeds to obey his superior, with many apprehen-
sive glances at the muddy freshet, and wades gingerly in, mutter-
ing prayers to Allah the while. Deeper and deeper the yellow
waters creep up his shivering form, and when nearly up to his
neck, a sudden deepening causes him to bob unexpectedly down
almost over his head. Hurriedly retreating, spluttering and whin-
ing, he scrambles hastily ashore, where his two companions, lolling
lazily on their horses, watching his attempt, are convulsed with
merriment over his little misadventure and his fright.

The shivering mudbake, clad chiefly in goose-pimples, now
eagerly supplements the khan’s proposition for us all to return to
Beerjand, and the mirza with equal eagerness murmurs his approval
of the same course of action. Making light of their craven deter-
mination, I prepare to cross the freshet without their assistance,
and announce my intention of proceeding alone. The stream,
though deep, is not over thirty yards wide, and a very few minutes
suffices for me to swim across with my clothes, my packages, and
the saddle of the bicycle; the small, strong rope I have carried
from Constantinople is then attached to the bicycle, and, swimming
across with the end, the wheel is pulled safely through the water.
Neither of the sowars can swim, and they regard the prospect of
being left behind with no little consternation. Their guileful souls
seem to turn naturally to Allah in their perplexity ; and they all
prostrate themselves toward Mecca, and pray with the apparent
earnestness of deep sincerity. Having duly strengthened and for-
tified themselves with these devotional exercises, they bravely pre-
pare to resign themselves to kismet and follow my instructions
about crossing the stream.

The khan’s iron-gray being the best horse of the three, and the
khan himself of a more sanguine and hopeful disposition, I make
him tie all his clothes and damageable things into a bundle and
fasten them on his saddle ; the rope is then tied to the bridle and
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the horse pulled across, his gallant rider clinging to his tail,
according to my orders, and praying aloud to Allah on his own
account. The gray swims the unfordable middle portion nobly,
and the khan comes through with no worse damage than a mouth-
ful or two of muddy water. As the dripping charger scrambles up
the bank, the khan allows himself to be hauled up high and dry
by its tail ; he then looks back at his comrades and favors them
with a brief but highly exaggerated account of his sensations.

The mirza and the mudbake deliver themselves of particularly
deep-chested acclamations of “Allah, Allah!” at the prospect of
undergoing similar sensations to those described by the khan,
whereupon that unsympathetic individual vents his hilarity in a
gleeful, heartless peal of laughter, and tells them, with a diabolical
chuckle of delight, that they will most likely fare ten times worse
than himself on account of the inferiority of their horses compared
with the gray. Much threatening, bantering, and persuasion is
necessary to induce them to follow the leadership of the khan;
but, trusting to kismet, they finally venture, and both come through
without noteworthy misadventure. The khan’s wild hilarity and
ribaldish jeers at the expense of his two subordinates, as he stands
on the solid foundation of a feat happily already accomplished and
surveys their trepidation, and hears their prayers as they are pulled
like human dinghies through the water, is in such ludicrous contrast
to his own prayerful utterances under the same circumstances a
minute before that my own risibilities are not to be wholly con-
trolled.

This little episode makes a profound impression upon the minds
of my escort; they now regard me as a very dare-devil and deter-
mined individual, a person entirely without fear, and their defer-
ence during the remainder of the afternoon is in marked contrast
to their previous attempts to work upon my presumed apprehen-~
sions of the dangers of Afghanistan.

Following the guidance of a few rude landmarks of piled brush,
we discover, a few miles off to the left, and on the eastern environ
of the slongh-veined basin, a considerable body of tents and a herd
of grazing camels. The sowars pronounce them to be a certain
camp of Eimucks that they have been expecting to find somewhere
in this vicinity, and with whose chief the khan says he is acquainted.
Wending our way thither we find a large camp of about fifty tents
oceupying a level stretch of clean gravelly ground, slightly elevated
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above the mud-flats. The tents are of brownish-black goat-hair,
simnilar in material to the tents of Koords and Eliautes ; in size
and structure they are larger and finer than those of the Eliautes,
but inferior to the splendid tent-palaces of Koordistan. A couple
of hundred yards from the tents is a small spring of water, en-
closed within a rude wall of loosely piled stone ; the water is allowed
to trickle through this wall and accumulate in a basin outside.
Here, as we ride up, ave several women filling goat-skin vessels to
carry to the tents. :

The tent of the chief stands out conspicuously from the others,
and the khan, desirous of giving his *bui-raa-ther,” as he now terms
the Eimuck chieftain, a surprise, suggests that I ride ahead of the
horsemen and dismount before his tent. This capital little arrange-
ment is somewhat interfered with by the fact that a goodly pro-
portion of the male population present have already become cog-
nizant of our presence, and are standing in white-robed groups
about their tents trying with hand-shadéd eyes to penetrate the
secret of my strange appearance. Nevertheless, I ride ahead and
alight at the entrance to the chief’s tent. The chief isa middle-aged
man of medium height and inclined to obesity. He and all the
men are arrayed in garments of coarse white cotton stuff through-
out, loose pantaloons, bound at the ankles, and an over-garment of
a pattern very much like a night-shirt; on their heads are the
regulation Afghan turbans, with long, dangling ends, and their
feet are incased in rude moccasins with upturned toes. AsI dis-
mount, and the chief fully realizes that I am a Ferenghi, his face
turns red with embarrassment. Instead of the smiles or the grave
kindliness of a Koordish sheikh, or the simple, childlike greeting
of an Eliaute, the Eimuck chief motions me into his tent in a
brusque, offisi manner, his countenance all aglow with the redness
of what almost looks like a guilty conscience. 3

With the intuition that comes of long and changeful association
with strange peoples, the changing countenance of the Afghan chief
impresses me at once as the fiery signal of inbred Mussulman fa-
naticism, lighting up spontaneously at the unexpected and unan-
nounced arrival of a lone Ferenghiin his presence. Itsavors some-
what of bearding a dangerous lion in his own den. He certainly
betrays deep embarrassment at my appearance ; which, however,
may partly result from not yet knowing the character of my com-
panions, or the wherefore of this strange visitation. When my es-
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cort rides up his whole demeanor instantly undergoes a change;
the cloud of embarrassment lifts from his face, he and the khan
recognize and greet each other cordially as ¢ bur-raa-ther,” and kiss
each other’s hands ; some of his men standing by exchange similar
brotherly greetings with the mirza and the mudbake.

After duly refreshing and invigorating ourselves with sundry
bowls of doke, the inevitable tomasha is given, and the chief asks
the khan to get-me to ride up before one row of tents and down
the other for the edification of the women and children, curious
groups of whom are gathered at every door. The ground between
the two long, even rows of tents resembles a macadam boulevard
for width and smoothness, and I give the wild Eimuck tribes-people
a ten minutes’ exhibition of cireling, speeding, and riding with hands
off handles. A strange and novel experience, surely, this latest
triumph of high Western civilization, invading the isolated nomad
camp on the Dasht-i-na-oomid and disporting for the amusement
of the women and children. Some of the women are attired in
quite fanciful colors ; Turkish pantaloons of bright blue and jackets
of equally bright red render them highly picturesque, and they
wear a profusion of bead necklaces and the multifarious gewgaws of
semi-civilization. The younger girls wear nose-rings of silver in the
left nostril, with a cluster of tiny beads or stones decorating the
side of the noge. The wrists of mest of the men are adorned with
bracelets of plain copper wire about the size of ordinary telegraph
wire ; they average large and well-proportioned, and seem intellect-
ually superior to the Eliautes.

A very striking peculiarity of the people in this particular camp
is a sort of lisping, - hissing accent to their speech. When first
addressed by the chief, I fancied it simply an individual case of
lisping ; but every person in the camp does likewise. Another
peculiarity of expression, that, while not peculiar to this particular
camp, is made striking by reason of its novelty to me at this time,
is the use of the expression “ O ” as a term of assent, in lieu of the
Persian ““ balli.” The sowars, from their proximity to the frontier,
have sometimes used this expression, but here, in the Eimuck
_camp, I come suddenly upon a people who use it to the total ex-
clusion of the Persian word. The change from the “balli sahib”
of the Tabbas villagers to the “ O, O, O” of the Afghan nomads is
novel and entertaining in the extreme, and I sit and listen with no
small interest to the edifying conversation of the khan, the mirza,
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and the mudbake on the one side, and the Eimuck chieftain and
prominent members of the tribe on the other.

Standing behind the chief, who sits cross-legged on a Persian
nummaud, is a handsome, intelligent-looking man, who seems to be
the most pleasant-faced and entertaining conversationalist of the
nomads. The kahn grows particularly talkative and communica-
tive as the evening hours flow on, and while addressing his remarks
and queries directly to the chief, he gazes about him to observe
the effects of his words on the general assembly gathered inside
and crowded about the tent-entrance. The pleasant-faced man
dees far more talking in reply than does the chief himself. In
reply t6 the khan’s innumerable queries he replies, in the peculiar,
hissing shibboleth of the camp, “ 0O, O, O—O bus-s-s-orah, b-s-s-s-
orah.” Sometimes the khan delivers himself of quite a lengthy
disquisition, and as his remarks are followed by the assembled
nomads with the eager interest of people who seldom hear anything
but the music of their own voices, the interesting individual above
referred to sprinkles his assenting ¢ O, O, O” thickly along the
line of the khan’s presumably edifying narrative; now and then
the chief himself chimes in with a quiet ‘‘b-s-s-s-orah.” Here also,
in this camp of surprises and innovations, do I first hear the word
“India” used in lieu of *“ Hindostan ” among Asiatics.

The fatigue of the day’s journey, and the imperfect rest of the
two preceding nights, cause me to be overcome with drowsiness
early in the evening, and I stretch out alongside the bicycle and
fall into a deep sleep. An hour or two later I am awakened for the
evening meal. Flat, pancake-like sheets of unleavened bread, in-
ferior to the bread of Persia, and partaking somewhat of the char-
acter of the chupatties of India, boiled goat, and the broth preserved
from the same, together with the regulation mast and doke, consti-
tute the Eimucksupper. A liberal bowl of the broth, an abundance
of meat, bread, mast and doke are placed before me on a separate
wooden tray, while my escort, the chief, and several of his men
gather around a communal spread of the same variety of edibles.
A crowd of curious people occupy the remainder of the space insidé,
and stand at the door. AsIrise and prepare to eat, all eyes are
turned upon me as though anticipating some surprising exhibition
of the strange manners of a Ferenghi at his meals. 3

Surveying the broth, I motion the khan to try and obtain a
spoon. The chief looks inquiringly at the khan, and the khan,
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with the gladsome expression of a person conscious of having on
hand a rare piece of information for his friends; explains that a
Ferenghi eats soup with a spoon. The chief and his men smile
incredibly, but the khan emphasizes his position by appealing to
the mirza and the mudbake for confirmation. ‘“Eat soup with a
spoon ? ” queries the chief in Persian ; and he casts about him a
look of unutterable astonishment. :

Recovering somewhat from his incredulity, however, he ordels
an attendant to fetch one, which shortly results in the triumphant
production of a rude wooden ladle. These uncivilized children of
the desert watch me drink broth from the ladle with most intense
curiosity. Intheir own case, an attendant tears several of the sheets
of bread into pieces and puts them in the broth ; each person then
helps himself to the broth-soaked bread with his fingers. What
broth remains at the bottom of the bowl is drunk by them from the
vessel itself in turns. ;

After consuming several generous chunks of * gushi” bread
and mast and broth, and supplementing this with a bowl of doke,
I stretch myself out again and at once become wrapped in sound,
refreshing slumbers that last till morning.

1t is a glorious morning as, after breakfasting off the cold re-
mains of the meat left over from the evening meal, we bid farewell
to the hospitable Eimuck camp and resume our journey. As we
leave, I offer to shake hands with the chief to see if he understands
our mode of gréeting; he seizes my hand between his two palms
and kisses it. .

Tor the first few miles the country is gravelly and undulating,
after which it changes to a sort of basin, partially covered by dense
patehes of tall, rank weeds. On either side are rocky hills, almost
rising to the dignity of mountains ; the rain and melting snow evi-
dently convert this basin into a swamp at certain periods, but it
is now dry. A mile or so off to the right we catch a glimpse of
some wild animal chasing a small herd of antelope. Trom its size
and motion, I judge it to be a leopard or cheetah ; the sowars re-
gard it, bounding along after the fleet-footed antelope, with lively
interest ; they call it a “baab” (tiger), and say there are many in

. the reeds. It looks quite a likely spot for tigers, and it is not at all
unlikely that it may have been qne, for, while not plentiful here-
about, Tigris Asiaticus occasionally makes his presence known in
the patches of reed and jungle in Southern Afghanistan and Seistan,
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All three of the sowars are frisky as kittens this morning, the
result, it is surmised, of the generous hospitality of the Eimuck
chief—gushi-i-goosefang galore and rich broth cause their animal
spirits to run riot. Like overfed horses they feel their oats” as
they sniff the fresh and invigorating morning air, and they point
toward the shadowy form of the racing baab a mile away, and pre-
tend to take aim at it with their guns. They sing and shout and
swoop down on one another about the basin, flourishing their
swords and aiming with their guns, and they whip their poor, long-
suffering yaboos into wild, sweeping gallops as they swoop down
on some imaginary enemy. This wild hilarity and mimic warfare
of the desert is kept up until the ragged edge of their exuberance
i8 worn away, and their horses are wellnigh fagged out; we then
halt for an hour to allow the horses to recuperate by nibbling at a
patch of reeds.

About ten miles from the Eimuck camp, the country develops
into a wilderness of deep, loose sand and bowlders. Across this
sandy region stretches a range of dark voleanic hills; the bases of
the hills terminate in billows of whitish-yellow sand ; the higher
waves of the sandy sea stretch well up the sides like giant ocean
breakers driven by the gale up the side of the rocky cliffs. Itisa
tough piece of country even for the sowars’ horses, and dragging a
bicyele through the mingled sand and bowlders is abominable in
the extreme. The heat becomes oppressive as we penetrate deeper
into the belt of sand-hills, and after five miles of desperate tugging
I become tired and distressed. The sowars lolling lazily in their
saddles, wellnigh sleeping, while I am struggling .and perspiring,
form another chapter of experience entirely novel in the field of
Buropean travel in Asia. Usually it is the natives who have to
sweat and toil and administer to the comfort of the traveller.

Revolving these things over in my mind, and becoming really
wearied, I suggest to the khan that he change places for a brief
spell and give me a chance to rest. The idea of himself trundling
the asp-i-awhan appeals to the khan as decidedly novel, and he
bites at the bait quite readily. Mounting his vacated saddle, I
join the mirza and the mudbake in watching him struggle along
through the sand with it for some two hundred yards. Along that
brief course he topples over with it not less than half a dozen
times. The novel spectacle of the khan trundling the asp~i-awhan
arouses his two comrades from the warmth-inspired semi-torpidity
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of their condition, and whenever the khan topples over, they favor
him with jeers and laughter. At the end of two hundred yards
the khan declares himself exhausted and orders the mudbake to
dismount and try it; this, however, the mudbake bluntly refuses
to do. After a little persuasion the mirza is induced to try the ex-
periment of a trundle ; it is but an experiment, however, for, being
less active than the khan, the first time he tumbles the bicycle
over finds him sprawling on top of it, and, fearful lest he should
snap some spokes, I take it in hand again myself.

Another couple of miles and the eastern edge of the sandy area
is reached, after which a compensational proportion of smooth
gravel abounds. Shortly after noon another small camp of nomads
is reached, some half-dozen inferior tents, pitched on the shelter-
less edge of an exposed gravelly slope. The afternoon is oppres-
sively hot, and the men are comfortably snoozing in all sorts of
outlandish places among the scrubby camel-thorn. Only the
women and children are visible as we approach the tents; but
youngsters are despatched forthwith, and, lo! several tall white-
robed figures seem to rise up literally out of the ground at differ-
ent spots round about ; they were burrowed away under the low,
bushy shrubbery like rabbits. The women and children among
these nomads always seem industriously engaged, the former with
domestic duties about the tents, and the latter tending the flocks ;
but the men put in most of their unprofitable lives loafing, sleep-
ing, and gossiping.

‘We are not invited into the tents, but bread and mast is pro-
vided, and, while we eat, four men hold the corners of an ample
blue turban sheet over us to shelter us from the sun. Spread out
on sheets and on the roofs of the tents are bushels of curds
drying in the sun ; the curds are compressed into round balls the
size of an apple, and when dried into hard balls are excellent things
to put in the pocket and nibble along the road. Here we learn
that the Harood is only one farsakh distant, and a couple of stal-
wart young nomads accompany us to assist us across. At Beerjand
the Harood was ““deep as a house ;” at our last night’s camp we
were told that it was fordable with camels; here we learn that,
though very swift, it is really fordable for men and horses. First
we come to a branch less than waist-deep. My nether garments
are handed to the khan ; in the pocket of my pantaloops is a purse
containing a few kerans. 'While engaged in fording this branch
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the khan ferrets out the purse and extracts something. from it,
which he deftly slips into the folds of his kammerbund. Al this I
silently observe from the corners of my eyes, but say nothing.

Emerging from the stream, the wily khan points aeross the in-
tervening three Lhundred yards or thereabout to the main stream,
and motions for me to go ahead. The discovery of the purse and
the purloined Zerans has aroused all the latent cupidity of his soul,
and he wants me to ride ahead, so that he can straggle along in the
rear and investigate the contents of the purse at his leisure.
‘While winking at the amusing little act of petty larceny already de-
tected, I do not propose to give his kleptomaniac tendencies full
swing, and so I meet his proposal to sowar and go ahead by
peremptorily ordering him to take the lead.

Arriving at the bank of the Harood, I retire behind a clump of
reeds, and fold my money-belt, full of gold, up in the middle of my
clothes, making a compact bundle, with my gossamer rubber
wrapped around the outside. The river is about a hundred and
fifty yards wide at the ford, with a sand-bar about mid-stream,
and is not above shoulder-deep along the ridge that renders it
fordable ; the current, however, is frightfully strong. Like the
Indians of the West, the Afghan nomads are accustomed from in-
faney to battling with the elements, and are comparatively fearless
in regard to rivers and deserts and storms, ete.

Such, at least, is the impression created by the conduct of the
two young men who have come to assist us across. The Dbicycle,
my clothes, and all the effects of the sowars are carried across on
their heads, the rushing waters threatening to sweep them off their
feet at every step ; but nothing is allowed to get wet. 'When they
are carrying across the last bundle, the khan, solicitous for my
safety, wants me to hang on to a short rope tied around the waist
of the strongest of the nomads. Naturally disdaining any such ar-
rangement as this,-however, I declare my intention of crossing
without assistance, and wade in forthwith. Ere I have progressed
thirty yards, the current fairly sweeps me off my feet and I have
to swim for it. Fancying that I am overcome and in a fair way of
being drowned, the sowars set up a wild howl of apprehension,
and shout excitedly to the nomads to rescue me from a watery
grave. The Afghans are not so excited, however, over the out-
look ; they see that I am swimming all right, and_they confine
themselves to motioning the direction for me to take. The cur-

Vor. IL—12,
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rent carries me some little distance down stream, when I find foot-
ing on the lower extremity of the sand-bar, and on it, wade up
stream again with some difficulty against swiftly rushing water
four feet deep.

The khan thinks I have had the narrowest possible escape, and
in tones of desperation he shouts out and begs me not to attempt
to cross the other channel without assistance. “ The receipt!”

Crossing the Harood,

he shouts, “ the receipt! Allah preserve us! the receipt; Hesh-
met-i-Molk.,” The worthy khan is afflicted with a keen consecious-
ness of condign punishment awaiting him at Beerjand, should 1
happen to come to grief while under his protection, and he, no
doubt, suffers an agony of apprehension during the fifteen min-
utes I am battling with the rapid current of the Harood.

The second channel is found less swift and comparatively easy
to ford. The sturdy nomads, having transported all of my escort’s
damageable effects, those three now stark-naked worthies mount
with fear and trembling their equally stark-naked steeds—naked
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all, save for the turbans of the men and the bridles of their horses.
Whatever of intrepidity the khan possesses is of a quantity
scarcely visible to the naked eye, and it is, therefore, scarcely sur-
prising to find him trying to persuade, first the mudbake and then
the mirza, to take the initiative. His efforts prove wholly inef-
fectual, however, to bring the feebly flowing tide'of their courage
up to the high-water level of assuming the duties of leadership,
and so in the absence of any alternative, he finally screws up his
own courage and leads the way. The others allow their horses to
follow closely behind. The horses seem to regard the rushing
volume of yellow water about them with far less apprehension than
do their riders. While dressing myself on the eastern bank, the
frightened mutterings of “ Allah” from these gallant horsemen
come floating across the water, and, as they reach the sand-bar in
the middle of the stream, I can hear their muttered importunities
for Providential protection change, like the passing shadow-whims
of Nature’s children that they are, into gleeful chuckles at their es-
cape. g
‘When the khan emerges from the water, the ruling passion
within his avaricious nature asserts itself with ridiculous prompt-
ness. With the water dripping from his dangling feet, he -rides
hastily to where I am dressing and whispers, ¢ Pool neis ; Afghani
dasht-adam, pool nes.” By this he desires me to understand that
the men who have been so industrious and ready in helping us
across, being Afghan nomads, will not expect any backsheesh for
their trouble. The above-mentioned ruling passion 'is wonderfully
strong in the rude breast of the khan, and in view of his own
secret machinations against my money he, no doubt, entertains
objections to leakages in other directions. So far as present-
ing these hospitable sons of the desert with money for their
services is concerned, the khan’s advice probably contains a good
deal more wisdom than would appear from a superficial view of
the case merely. Assisting travellers across streams and through
difficult places evidently appeals to these people as the most nat-
ural thing in the world for them to do. It is a part of the un-
written code of the hospitality of their uncivilized country, and is,
in all probability, undertaken without so muech as a mercenary
thought. Presenting them with a money-consideration for their
services certainly has a tendency to awaken the latent spirit of
cupidity, generally resulting in their transformation from simple
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and unsophisticated children, hospitable both by nature and tra-
dition, into wretched mercenaries, who regard the chance traveller
solely from a backsheesh-giving stand-point. The baneful result
of this is to-day glaringly apparent along every tourist route in
the East ; and, among the pool-loving subjects of the Shah of Per-
sia, travellers do not have to appear very frequently to keep alive
and foster a wild yearning for backsheesh that effectually sup-
presses all loftier considerations.

These Afghans, however, seem to be people of an altogether
different mould ; the ubiquitous Western traveller has not yet be-
come a palpable factor in their experiences. The hidden charms
of backsheesh will not become apparent to the wild Afghans until
their fierce Mussulman fanaticism has cooled sufficiently to allow
the Ferenghi tourist to wander through their territory without be-
ing in danger of his life.

The danger of corruption in the present instance is exceedingly
small, considering that I am the only representative of the Oceci-
dent that has ever happened along this way, and the probability
that none other will follow for many a year after ; therefore I ignore
the khan’s wholly disinterested advice and make the two worthy
nomads a small present. They accept the proffered kerans with a
look of bewilderment, as though quite unable to comprehend why
I should tender them money, and they lay it carelessly down on
the sand while they assist the sowars to resaddle their horses. To
see the indifference with which the magnificent Afghan nomads
toss the silver pieces on the sand, and the eager, covetous expres-
sion that the sight of the same coins lying there inspires in the
three Persians is, of itself, an instructive lesson on the difference
between the two peoples. The sowars become inspired, as if
touched by the magic wand of alchemy, to the discussion of their
favorite theme; but the Afghans pay no more heed to their re-
marks about money than if they were talking in an unknown
tongue. They really act as though they regarded the subject of
money as something altogether beyond their comprehension.



CHAPTER IX.
AFGHANISTAN.

A rEw miles across a stretch of gravelly river-bottom, inter-
spersed with scattering patches of cultivation, brings us te a ham-
let of some twenty mud dwellings. The houses are small, circular
structures, unattached, and each one removed some dozen paces
from its neighbor ; they are built of mud with the roof flat, as in
Asia Minor. The sun is setting as we reach this little Harood
hamlet, and, as Ghalakua is some three farsakhs distant, we decide
to remain here for the night. We pitch our camp on a smooth
threshing-floor in the centre of the village, and the headman brings
pieces of carpet for me to recline on, together with a sort of a car-
pet bolster for a pillow.

The khan impresses upon these simple-minded, out-of-the-world
people a due sense of my importance as the guest of his master,
the Ameer of Seistan, and they skirmish around in the liveliest
manner to provide what creature comforts their meagre resources
are equal to. The best they can provide in the way of eatables is
bread and eggs, and muscal, but they make full amends for the ab-
sence of variety by bestowing upon us a superabundance of what
they have, and no slaves of Oriental despot ever displayed more
eager haste to anticipate their ruler’s wants than de these, my first
acquaintances among the Afghan tillers of the seil, to wait upen us.
All the evening long no female ventures anywhere near our al fresco
quarters ; the rigid exclusien of the female sex iu this conservative
Mohammedan territory forbids them making any visible show of
interest in the affairs of men whatsoever. When the hour arrives
for the preparation of the evening meal, closely shrouded figures
flit hastily threugh the dusk from heuse to house, bearing camel-
thorn torches. They are women who have been to their neighbors
to obtain a light for their own fire. From the number of these it
is plainly evident that the housewives of the entire village light
their fires from one original kindling. The shrouds of the women
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are red and black plaid ; the men wear overshirts of coarse white
material that reach to their knees, pointed shoes that turn up at
the toes, white Turkish trousers, and the regulation Afghan turban.

The night is most lovely, and frogs innumerable are in the low-
lands round about us, croaking their appreciation of the mellow
moonlight, the balmy air, and the overflowing waters of the river.
For hours they favor us with a musical mélange, embracing every-
thing between the hoarse bass croak of the full-blown bull-frog, to
the tuneful “p-r-r-r-r-ing ” of the little green tree-frogs ensconced
in the clumps of dwarf-willow hard by. Soothed by the music of
the frogs I spend a restful night beneath the blue, calm dome of
the Afghan sky, though awakened once or twice by the sowars’
horses breaking loose and fighting.

There are no geldings to speak of in Central Asia, and unless
eternal vigilance is maintained and the horses picketed very care-
fully, a fight or two is sure to occur among them during the night.
As it seems impossible for semi-civilized people to exercise fore-
thought in small matters of this kind, a night without being dis-
turbed by a horse-fight is a very rare occurrence, when several are
travelling together.

The morning opens as lovely as the close of evening yesterday ;
a sturdy villager carries me and the bicycle through a small tribu-
tary of the Harood. He shakes his head when I offer him a pres-
ent. How strange that an imaginary boundary-line between two
countries' should make so much difference in the people! One
thinks of next to nothing but money, the other refuses to take it
when offered.

The sowars are in high glee at having escaped what seems to
me the imaginary terrors of the passage across the Dashi-i-na-
oomid, and as we ride along toward Ghalakua their exuberant
animal spirits find expression in song. Few things are more har-
rowing and depressing to the unappreciative Ferenghi ear than
Persian sowars singing, and three most unmelodious specimens of
their kind at it all at once are something horrible.

The country hereabouts is a level plain, extending eastward to
the Furrah Rood ; within the first few miles adjacent to the Harood
are seen the crenellated walls of several villages and the erumbling
ruing of as many more. Clumps of palm-trees and fields of alfalfa
and green young wheat environ the villages, and help to render the
dull gray ruins picturesque. The atmosphere seems phenomenally
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transparent, and the trees and ruins and crenellated walls, rising
above the level plain, are outlined clear and distinet against the
sky.

In the distance, at all points of the compass, rocky mountains
rise sheer from the dead level of the plain, looking singularly like
giant cliffs rising abruptly from the bed of some inland sea. One
of these may be thirty miles away, yet the wondrous clearness of
the air renders apparent distances so deceptive that it looks not
more than one-third the distance. It is a strikingly interesting
country, and its inhabitants are a no less strikingly interesting
people.

A farsakh from our Harood-side camping-place, we halt to ob-
tain refreshments at a few rude tents pitched beneath the walls of
a little village. The owners of the tents are busy milking their
flocks of goats. It is an animated scene. No amount of handling,
nor years of human association, seems capable of curbing the re-
fractory and restless spirit of a goat. The matronly dams that are
being subjected to the milking process this morning have, no
doubt, been milked regularly for years; yet they have to be caught
and held firmly by the horns by one person, while another robs
them of what they seem reluctant enough to give up.

The sun grows uncomfortably warm, and myriads of flies buzz
hungrily about our morning repast. Before we resume our
journey a little damsel, in flaming red skirt and big silver nose-
ring, enters the garden and plucks several roses, which she brings
to me on a pewter salver. These people are Eliautes, and the
women are less fearful of showing themselves than at the village
where we passed the night. Several of them apply to me for med-
ical assistance. The chief trouble is chronic ophthalmia ; nearly all
the children are afflicted with this disease, and at the eyes of each
poor helpless babg are a mass of hungry flies. The wonder is, not
that ophthalmia runs amuck among these people, but rather, that
any of the children escape total blindness.

Several villages are passed through en route to Ghalakua; the
people turn out en masse and indulge in uproarious demonstrations
at the advent of the Ferenghi and the bicycle. These people seem
as incapable of controlling their emotions and their voices as so
many wild animals ; they shout and gesticulate excitedly, and run
about like people bereft of their senses. The uncivilization crops
out of these obscure Harood villagers far plainer than it does in
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the tents of the wandering tribes. They are noisier and more
boisterous than the nomads, who, as a matter of fact, are sober-
sided and sedate in their deportment.

No women appear among the crowd on the street, but a care-
fully covered head is occasionally caught peeping furtively from
behind a chimney on the roof of a house, or around some corner.
A glance from me, and the head is withdrawn as rapidly as if one
were taking hostile aim at it with a rifle.

Fine large irrigating ditches traverse this partially cultlvable
area, and in them are an abundance of fish. In one ditch I eatch
sight of a splendid specimen of the speckled trout, that must have
been three feet long.

Travelling leisurely next morning, we arrive at Ghalakua in
the middle of the forenoon ; quarters are assigned us by Aminulah
Khan, the Chief of the Ghalakua villages and tributary territory.
In appearance lie is a typical Orienfal official, his fluffy, sensuous
countenance bearing traces of such excesses as voluptuous East-
erns are wont to indulge in, and this morning he is suffering with
an attack of “tab” (fever). Wrapped in a heavy fur-lined over-
coat, he is found seated on the front platform of a menzil beneath
the arched village gateway, smoking ecigarettes; in his hand is a
bouquet of roses, and numerous others are scattered about his feet.
Dancing attendance upon him is a smart-looking little fellow in a
sheepskin busby almost as bulky in proportion as his whole body,
and which renders his appearance grotesque in the extreme. His
keen black eyes sparkle brightly through the long ‘wool of his re-
markable headgear, the ends of which dangle over his eyes like an
overgrown and wayward bang. The bravery of his attire is meas-
urably enhanced by a cavalry sword, long enough and heavy
enough for a six-foot dragoon, a green kammerbund, and top-boots
of red leather. This person stands by the side of Aminulah Khan,
watcles keenly everything that is being said and done, receives
orders from his master, and transmits them to the various subor-
dinates lounging about. He looks the soul of honesty and watch-
fulness, his appearance and demeanor naturally conjuring up re-
flections of faithful servitors about the persons of knights and
nobles of old ; he is apparently the Khan of Ghalakua’s confiden-
tial retainer and general supervisor of affairs about his person and
headquarters.

Our quarters are in the bala-khana of a small half-ruined



AFGHANISTAN. 3 185

konak outside the village, and shortly after retiring thither the
khan’s sprightly little retainer brings in.tea and fried eggs, besides
pomegranates and roses for myself. A new departure makes its
appearance in the shape of sugar sprinkled over the eggs.

While we are discussing these refreshments our attendant
stands in the doorway and addresses the sowars at some length in

We Reach Chalakua.

Persian. He is apparently delivering instructions received from his
master ; whatever it is all about, he delivers it with the air of an
orator addressing au audience, and he supplements his remarks
with gestures that would do credit to a professional elocutionist.
He is as agreeable as he is picturesque ; he and I seem to fall en
rapport at once, as against the untrustworthiness of the remainder
of our company. As his keen, honest eyes scrutinize the counte-
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nances of the sowars, and then seek my own face, I feel instine-
tively that he has sized my escort up correctly, and that their in-
nate rascality is as well revealed to him as if he had accompanied
us across the desert.

Several visitors drop in to pay their respects; they salaam re-
spectfully to me, and greet the sowars as ‘“bur-raa-thers,” and kiss
their hands. One simple, unsophisticated mortal, who in his iso-
lated life has never had the opportunity of discriminating between
a Mussulman and a Ferenghi, addresses me also as “ bur-raa-ther,”
and favors my palm with the regulation osculatory greeting. The
Afghans present view this extraordinary proceeding with dignified
silence, and if moved in any manner by the spectacle, manage to
conceal their emotions beneath a stolid exterior. The risibilities
of the sowars, however, are stirred to their deepest depths, and
they nearly choke themselves in desperate efforts to keep from
laughing outright. -

Offerings of roses are brought into our quarters by the various
visitors, and boys and men toss others in through door and win-
dows, until our room is gratefully perfumed and roses are literally
carpeting the floor. One might well imagine the place to be Gulis-
tan itself; every person is carrying bunches of roses in his hands,
smelling of them, and wearing them in his turban and kammer-
bund. The people seem to be fairly revelling in the delights of
these choicest gems from Flora’s evidently overflowing storehouse.
The men average tall and handsome ; they look like veritable war-
rior-priests in their flowing white costumes, and they make a

. strange picture of mingled barbarism and sestheticism as they loaf
in lazy magnificence about the tumble-down ruins of the konak,
toying with their roses in silence. They seem contented and
happy in their isolation from the great busy outer world, and, im-
pressed by their universal appreciation of a flower, it occurs to me,
on the impulse of ocular evidence, that it would be.the greatest
pity to disturb and corrupt these people by attempting to thrust
upon them our Western c1v1hzat10n——’chey seem far happier than a
civilized community.

The khan obtains his receipt for my delivery, and by and by
Aminulah Khan gends his man to request the favor of a tomasha.
Leaving my other effects behind in charge of the sowars, I take
the bicycle and favor him with a few turns in front of the village
gate. Among the various contents of my leathern case is a bag of
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Lerans ; but, although the case is not locked, it is provided with a
peculiar fastening which I fondly imagine to be beyond the ingenu-
ity of the khan to open. -So that, while well enough aware of that
guileful individual’s uncontrollable avarice in general, and his deep,
dark designs on my money in particular, I think Lttle of leaving it
with him for the few minutes I expect to be absent. It strikes me
as a trifle suspicious, however, upon discovering that while every-
body else comes to see the tomasha, all three of the sowars remain
behind.

Instinctively I arrive at the conclusion that with these three
worthy kleptomaniacs left alone in a room with some other per-
son’s portable property, something is pretty sure to happen to the
property ; so, excusing myself as quickly as cofirtesy will permit,
I hasten back to our quarters. The mudbake is found posted
at the outer gate of the konak. He is keeping watch while his
delectable comrades search the package in which they sagaciously
locate the silver lucre they so much covet. Seeing me approach-
ing, he makes a trumpet of his hands and sings out warningly
to his accomplices that I am coming back. Taking no more no-
tice of him than usual, I pass inside and repair at once to the
bala-khana, to find that the khan and the mirza have disappeared.
The mudbake follows me in to watch my movements. In the sim-
plicity of his semi-civilized understanding he is wondering within
himself whether or no I entertain suspicions of anything being
wrong, and he is watching me closely to find out. In his dense
ignorance he imagines the khan and the mirza artful almost beyond
human comprehension, and in thinking this he no doubt merely
supplements the sentiments of these two wily individuals them-
selves. Time and again on the journey from Tabbas has he joined
them in chuckling with ghoulish glee over some self-landatory ex-
position of their own deep, deep, cunning. They well know them-
selves to be unfathomably cute beside the simple-hearted and honest
ryots and nomads with whom they are wont to compare themselves,

and from these standards they confidently judge the world at large.
g The mudbake colors up like a guilty school-boy upon seeing
me proceed without delay to'examine the leathern ease. The erst-
while orderly arranged contents are found tumbled about in dire
confusion. My bag of about one hundred kerans have dwindled
to nearly half that number as the result of being in their custody
ten minutes.
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“Some of you pedar sags have stolen my money ; who is it?
where’s the khan ?” I inquire, addressing the guilty-looking mud-
bake. He is now shivering visibly with fright, but makes a ludi-
crous effort to put a bold face on the matter, and brazenly asks,
““ Chand pool 2” (How much is missing ?).

“Khylie! where is the khan and the mirza? I will take you
all to Aminulah Khan and have you bastinadoed !”

The poor mudbake turns pale at the bare suggestion of the
bastinado, and stoutly maintains his own innocence. He would
no doubt as'stoutly proclaim the guilt of his comrades if by so do-
ing he could escape punishment himself. Nor is this so surprising,
when one reflects that either of these worthies would, without a
moment’s hesitation, perform the same office for him or for each
other.

Without wasting time in bandying arguments with the mudbake,
I sally forth in search of the others, and meet them just outside the
gate; they are returning from hiding the money in the ruins. The
crimson flood of guilt overspreads their faces as I raise my finger
and shake it at them by way of admonition. With them following
behind with all the meekness of discovered guilt, I lead the way
back up into the bala-khana. Arriving there, both of them wilt so
utterly and completely, and proceed to plead for merey with such
Iudicrous promptness, that my sense of the ridiculous outweighs
all other considerations, and I regard their demonstrations of remorse
with a broad smile of amusement. It is anything but a laughing
matter from their own standpoint, however ; the mudbake warns
them forthwith that I have threatened to have them bastinadoed,
and they fairly writhe and groan in an agony of apprehension. The
khan, owing to his more sanguine temperament, and a lively con-
ception that the heaviest burden of guilt and accompanying pun-
ishment would naturally fall on his own shoulders as the chief of
my escort, removes his turban and then lies down on the floor and
grovels at my feet.

All the hair he possesses is a little tuft or two left on his other- -
wise smoothly shaven pate, by whieh he confidently expects at his
demise to be tenderly lifted up into’ Paradise by the Prophet Mo-
hammed. After kissing most of the dust off my geivehs, and bang-
ing his head violently against the floor, he signifies his willingness
to relinguish all anticipations of eternal happiness, black-eyed
houris and the like, by attempting to yank out even this Celestial
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hand-hold, hoping that the woful depth of his anguish and the
sincerity of hisrepentance may prove the means of escaping present
punishment. His eyes roll wildly about in their sockets, and in a
voice choking with emotion he begs me pathetically to keep the
matter a secret from the Khan of Ghalakua. O Sahib, Sahib!
Hoikim no, hoikim no!” he pleads, and the anguish-stricken khan
accompanies these pleadings with a look of unutterable agony, and
furthermore indulges in the pantomime of sawing off his ears and
his hands with his forefinger. This latter tragic demonstration is
to let me know that the result of exposure would be to have the
former, and perhaps the latter, of these useful members cut off,
after the cruel and summary justice of this country. The mirza
and mudbake cluster around and supplement their superior’s pa-
thetic pleadings with deep-drawn groans of  Allah, Allah!” and
sundry prostrations toward Mecca.

It is a ludicrous and yet a strangely touching spectacle to seo
these three poor devils grovelling and pleading before me, and at
the same time praying to Allah for protection in the little bala-khana,
hoping thereby to save themselves from cruel mutilation and life-
long disgrace. A watchful eye is Lkept outside by the mirza, who
does his groaning and praying near the door, and the sight of an
Afghan approaching is the signal for a mute appeal for mercy from
all three, and a transformation to ordinary attitudes and vocations,
the completeness of which would do credit to professional come-
dians.

When a favorable opportunity presents, with much peering
about to make sure of being unobserved, his comrades lower the
khan down over the rear wall of the bala-khana, and a minute later
they hoist him up again with the same show of caution.

Producing from his kammerbund a red handkerchief containing
the stolen kerans, he advances and humbly lays it at my feet, at
the same time kneeling down and implanting yet another osculatory
favor on my geivehs. Joyful at seeing my readiness to second them
in keeping the matter hidden from stray Afghans that come drop- -
ping in, the guilty sowars are still fearful lest they have not yet
secured my complete forgiveness. Consequently, the khan repeat-
edly appeals to me as ‘“ bur-raa-ther,” lays his forefingers together,
and enlarges upon the fact that we have passed through the dangers
and difficulties of the Dashit-i-na-oomid together.

The dread spectre of possible mutilation and disgrace as the



190 FROM TEHERAN TO YOKOHAMA.

consequence of their misdeeds pursues these guileful, grown-up
children even in their dreams. All through the night they are
moaning and muttering uneasily in their sleep, and tossing rest-
lessly about ; and long before daybreak are they up, prostrating
themselves and filling the room with rapidly muttered prayers.
The khan comes over to my corner and peers anxiously down into
my face. Finding me awake, he renews his plea for mercy and
forgiveness, calling me ¢ bur-raa-ther” and pleading earnestly
“Hoikim no, hoikim no!” v

The sharp-eyed wearer of the big busby, the cavalry sword, and
red jack-boots turns up early next morning. He dropped in once
or twice yesterday, and being possessed of more brains than the
three sowars put together, he gathered from appearances, and his
general estimation of their character, that all is not right. These
suspicions he promptly communicated to his master. Aminulah
Khan is only too well acquainted with the weakest side of the Per-
sian character, and at once jumps to the conclusion that the sow-
ars have stolen my money. Sending for me and summoning the
sowars to his presence, without preliminary palaver he acecuses
them of robbing me of ““pool.” Addressing himself to me, he in-
quires : ““ Sahib, Parsee namifamt?” (Do you understand Per-
sian ?)

“ Kam Kam " (a little), I reply.

«“Sowart pool 2 pool koob ; rupee—rupee koob ? ”

“0, 0, pool koob ; rupee koob ; sowari neis, sowars khylie koob
adam.”

In this brief interchange of disconnected Persian the khan has
" agked me whether the sowars have stolen money from me, and I
have answered that they have not, but that, on the contrary, they
are most excellent men, both ¢ trustie and true.” May the record-
ing angel enter my answer down with a recommendation for mercy !
During this examination the little busby-wearer stands and closely
scrutinizes the changeful countenances of the accused. He thor-
oughly understands that I am mercifully shielding them from what
he considers their just deserts, and he chips in a word occasionally
to Aminulah Khan, aside, like a sharp lawyer watching the prog-
ress of a cross-examination.

The chief himself, though ostensibly accepting my statement,
has his own suspicions to the same purpose, and before dismissing
them he shakes his finger menacingly at the sowars and signifi-
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cantly touches the hilt of his sword. The three culprits look guilty
enough to satisfy the most merciful of judges, but, relying on my
co-operation to shield them, they stoutly maintain their innocence.

Some little delay occurs about starting for Furrah, my next ob-
jective point on the road to India ; the khan explains that all of his
sowars have been sent off to help garrison Herat; that the best he
can provide in the form of a mounted escort is an elderly little
man, whom he points out, with an evident doubt as to my probable
appreciation.

The man looks more like a Persian than an Afghan, which he
probably is, as the population of these border-land districts is
much mixed. Nothing would have pleased me better than o have
had Aminulah Khan bid me go ahead without any escort whatever,
but next to nobody at all, the most satisfactory arrangement is the
harmless-looking old fellow in the Persian lamb’s-wool hat. Tell-
. ing him that he has done well in sending his sowars to Herat, and
that the old fellow will answer very well as guide, I prepare to take
my departure.

My guide disappears, and shortly returns mounted on a power-
ful and spirited gray. Aminulah Khan gives him a letter, and
after mutual salaams, and “ good ahfis,” the old sowar leads the
way at a pace which shows him to be filled with exaggerated ideas
about my speediness.

Irrigating ditches and fields characterize the way for some few
miles, after which we emerge upon a level desert whose hard gravel
surface is ridable in any direction without regard to beaten trails.
Numerous lizards of a peculiar spotted variety are observed scuttling
about on this gravelly plain as we ride along.

The sun grows hot, but the way is level and smooth, and about
ten o’clock we arrive at the oasis of Mahmoudabad, five farsakhs
from Ghalakua. Mahmoudabad consists of a few mud dwellings
surrounded by a strong wall, and a number of tents. Water is
brought-in a ditch from some distant source, and my faculty of
astonishment is once again assailed by the sight of flourishing
little patches of * Windsor beans.” This is the first growth of these
particular legumes that have come beneath my notice in Asia; drop-
ping on them in the little oasis of Mahmoudabad is something of a
surprise, to say the least.

The men of Mahmoudabad wear bracelets and ankle-ornaments
of thick copper wire, and necklaces of beads. Nothing whatever is
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seen of {he women ; so far as ocular evidence is concerned, Mah-
moudabad might be a community of men and boys exclusively.

The plain continues level and gravelly, aud pretty soon it be-
comes thinly covered with green young camel-thorn. The widely
scattered shrubs fail to cover up much of the desert’s nakedness at
close quarters, but a wider view gives a pleasant green plain, out
of which the dark, massive mountains rise abrupt with striking
effect.

Late in the afternoon the hard surface of the desert gives place
to the loose adobe soil of the Furrah Rood bottom-lands. For
some distance thisis so loose and soft that one sinks in shoe-top -
deep at every step, and the path becomes a mere trail through
dense thickets of reeds that wave high above one’s head. Beyond
this is a narrow area of cultivation and several walled villages,
most of which are-distinguished by one or two palms.

Arriving at one of these villages, an hour before sunset, the old
guide advocates remaining for the night. In obedienceyto his or-
ders the headman brings out a carpet and spreads it beneath the
shadow of the wall, and pointing to it, says, ¢ Sahib, bismillah!”
Taking the proffered seat, I inquire of him the distance to Furrah.
He says it is across the Furrah Rood, and distant one farsakh.

“ Kishtee ass 2 ”

“ 0, kishiee.”

Turning to the guide, I suggest : “Bismillah Furrah.” The 6ld
fellow looks disappointed at the idea of going on, but he replies,
“Bismillah.” The carpet is taken away again, and the village
headman sends a younger man to guide us through the fields and
gardens to the river.

The Furrah Rood is broader and swifter here than the Harood,
and when at sunset we reach the ferry, it is to find that the boat is
on the other side and the ferrymen gone to their homes for the
night.

Several hundred yards back from the river the city of Furrah
reveals itself in the shape of a sombre-looking high mud wall,
forming a solid parallelogram, I should judge a third of a mile
long and of slightly less width. The walls are crenellated, and
strengthened by numerous buttresses. It occupies slightly rising
ground, and nothing is visible from without but the walls. The
old guide shouts lustily at a couple of men visible on the opposite
bank ; but he only gets shouted back at for his pains,
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Darkness is rapidly settling down upon us, and I begin to real-
ize my mistake in not abiding by the guide’s judgment and stop-
ping at the village. Another village is seen a couple of miles across
the reedy lowland to our rear, and thitherward we shape our course.
The intervening space is found to consist largely of tall reeds,
swampy or overflowed areas, and irrigating ditches. Many of the
latter are too ‘deep to ford, and darkness overtakes us long before
the village is reached. Tinding it impossible to do anything with
the bicyele, I remove my packages and lay the naked wheel on top
of a conspicuous place on the bank of a ditch, where it may be
readily found in the morning.

For some reason unintelligible to me accommodation is re-
fused us at the village. The old guide addresses the people in
tones loud and authoritative, but all to no purpose—they refuse to
let us remain. While hesitating about what course to pursue, one
of the men comes ont and volunteers to guide us to a camp of no-
mads nofifar away. I'ollowing his guidaunce, a camp of a dozen
tents is shortly reached, and in their hospitable midst we spend the
night on a piece of carpet beneath the sky. The usual simple re-
freshments are provided, as also quilts for covering. Upon waking
in the morning I am surprised to find the bicycle lying close to
my head. The hospitable nomads, having heard the story of its
abandonment from the guide, have been out in the night and found
it and brought it in.

The same friendly person who brought us to the camp turns
up at daybreak and voluntarily guides us through the area of
ditches and impenetrable reed-patches to the river. Several peo-
ple are squatting on the bank watching a crew of half-naked men
tugging a rude but strong ferryboat up-stream toward them.
The boat is built of heavy hewn timber, and capable of ferrying
fifty passengers.

The Furrah Rood, at the ferry, is about two hundred yards wide,
and with a current of perhaps five miles an hour. A dozen stalwart
men with rude, heavy sweeps propel the boat across ; but at every
passage the swift current takes it down-stream twice as far as the
river’'s width. - After disembarking the passengers, the Dboatmen
have to tow it this distance up-stream again Dbefore making the
next crossing. The boatmen wear a single garment of blue cotton
that in shape resembles a plain loose shirt. When nearing the
shore, three or four of them deftly slip their arms out of the sleeves,

Yor. 1113,
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bunch the whole garment up around their necks, and spring over-
board. Swimming to shallow water with a rope, they brace them-
selves to stay the down-stream career of the boat.

A small gathering of wild-looking men are collected at the land-
ing-place, and my astonishment is awakened by the familiar figure
of a Celestial among the crowd. He is a veritable’John Chinaman—
beardless face, queue, almond eyes, and everything complete. The
superior thriftiness of the Chinaman over the Afghans needs no
further demonstration than the ocular evidence that among them
all he wears by far the best and the tidiest clothes. In this, not
less than in the strong Mongolian type of face, is he a striking fig-
ure among the people.

John Chinaman is a very familiar figure to me, and I regard
this strange specimen with almost as great interest as if I had thus
unexpectedly met a Juropean. His grotesque figure and dress,
representing, so it seems to me at the moment, a speck of civiliza-
tion among the barbarousness of my surroundings, is quite a relief
to the senses.

A closer investigation, however, on the bank, while waiting for
the guide’s horse, reveals the fact that he is far from being the
John Chinaman of Chinatown, San Francisco. Instead of hailing
from the rice-fields of Quangtung, this fellow is a native of Kashga-
ria, a country almost as wild as Afghanistan. A moment’s scrutiny
of his face removes him as far from the civilized sea-board Celestials
of our acquaintance as is the Zulu warrior from the plantation-
darky of the South. Except for the above-mentioned comparative
neatness of appearance, it is very evident that the Mongolian iy
every bit as wild as the Afghans about Lim.

The people regard me with a deep and peculiar interest ; very
few remarks are made among themselves, and no one puts a single
question to me or ventures upon any remarks. All this ig in
strange contrast to the everlasting gabble and the noisy and persist-
ent importunities of the Persians. The Afghans are plainly full
of speculations concerning my mission, who I am, and what I am
doing in their country; although they regard the bicycle with
great curiosity, the machine is evidently a matter of secondary im-
portance. Like the Eimuck chieftain on the Dasht-i-na-oomid, sev-
eral of these men change countenance when I favor them with a
glance. 'Whether this peculiar reddening of the face among the
Afghans comes of embarrassment, or what it is, it always impresses
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me as much like the ““perturbation of a wild animal at finding
himself suddenly confronted with a human being.”

Riding part way to the ecity gate, I send the guide ahead to
notify the governor of my arrival, and to present the letter from
Aminulah Khan. He is absent what appears to me an unnecessarily
long time, and I determine to follow him in and take my chances
on the tide of circumstances, as in the ecities of Persia. It is not
without eertain lively apprehensions of possible adventure, how-
ever, that I approach the little arched gateway of this gray-walled
Afghan city, eonscious of its being filled with the most fanatieal
population in the world. In addition to this knowledge is the dis-
quieting reflection of being a trespasser on forbidden territory, and
therefore outside the pale of governmental sympathy should I get
into trouble.

The fascination of penetrating the strange little world within
those high walls, however, ill brooks these refrospective reflec-
tions, or thoughts of unpleasant consequences, and I make no hesi-
tation about riding up to the gate. A sharp, short turn and abrupt
rise in the road oceurs at the gate, necessitating a dismount and a
trundle of about thirty yards, when I suddenly find myself eon-
fronting a couple of sentries beneath the archway of the gate. The
sensation of surprise seems quite in order of late, and these sen-
tries furnish yet another sensation, for they ave wearing the red
jackets of British infantrymen and the natty peaked eaps of the
Royal Artillery. The same erimson flush of embarrassment—or
whatever it may be—that was observed in the eountenance of the
Eimuck chief, overspreads their faces, and they secem overcome
with confusion and astonishment; but they both salute mechani-
cally as I pass in. Fifty yards of open waste ground enables nie
to mount and ride into the entranee of the principal street. I have
precious little time to look about me, and no opportunity to dis-
cover what the result of my temerity would be after the people had
recovered from their amazement, for lardly have I gotten fairly
into the street when I am met by my old guide, condueting a
guard of twelve soldiers who have been sent to bring me in.



CHAPTER X.
ARRESTED AT FURRAH.

Perusrs no stranger oceurrence in the field of personal advent-
ure in Central Asia has happened for many a year than my en-
trance into T'urrah on a bicyele. Ounly those who know Afghanis-
tan and the Afghans can fully realize the ticklish character of this
little piece of adventure.

My soldier-escort are fine-looking fellows, wearing the well-
known red jackets of the British Army, evidently the uniform of
some sepoy regiment. TForming around me, they conduct me
through the gate of an inner enclosure near by, and usher me into
a small compound where Mahmoud Yusuph Khan, the commander-
in-chief of the garrison, is engaged in holding a morning reception
of his subordinate chiefs and officers. The spectacle that greets
my astonished eyes is a revelation indeed ; the whole compound is
filled with soldiers wearing the regimentals of the Anglo-Indian
army. As I enter the compound and trundle the bicycle between
long files of soldiers toward Mahmoud Yusuph Khan and his offi-
cers, five hundred pairs of eyes are fixed on me with intense euri-
osity. These are Cabooli soldiers sent here to garrison Furrah,
where they will be handy to mareh to the relief of Herat, in case
of demonstrations against that city by the Russians. The tension
over the Penjdeh incident has not yet (April, 1886) wholly relaxed,
and I feel instinctively that I am suspeeted of being a Russian spy.

In the centre of the compound is a large bungalow, surrounded
by a slightly raised porch. Seated on a mat at one end of this ig
Mahmoud Yusuph Khan, and ranged in two long rows down the
porch are his chiefs and officers. They are all seated cross-legged
on a strip of carpet, and attendants are serving them with tea in
little poreelain ecups. They are the most martial-looking assembly
of humans I ever set eyes on. They are fairly bristling with quite
serviceable looking weapons, besides many of the highly orna-
mented, but less dangerous, *‘ gewgaws of war” dear to the heart
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of the brave but conservative warriors of Islam. Prominent among
the peculiarities observed are strips of chain mail attached to por-
tions of their clothing as guards against sword-cuts, noticeably on
the sleeves. Some are wearing steel helmets, some huge turbans,
and others the regular Afghan military hat, this latter a rakish-
looking head-piece something like the hat of a Chinese Tartar gen-
eral.

Malimoud Yusuph Khan himself is wearing one of these hats,
and is attired in a tight-fitting suit of buckram, pipe-clayed from
lLiead to foot; in his hat glitters a handsome rosette of nine dia-
monds, which I have an opportunity of counting while seated be-
side him. He is a stoutish person, full-faced, slightly above middle
age, less striking in appearance than many of his subordinates.
When I have walked up between the two rows of seated chieftains
and gained his side, e forthwith displays his knowledge of the
English mode of greeting by shaking hands. He orders an at-
tendant to fetch a couple of camp chairs, and setting one for me,
he rises from the carpet and occupies the other one himself. Tea
is brought in small cups instead of glasses, and is highly sweetened
after the manner of the Persians ; sweetmeats are handed round
at the same time. After ascertaining that I understand something
of Persian, he expresses his astonishment at my appearance in Fur-
rah. At first it is painfully evident that he suspects me of being a
Russian spy ; but after several minutes of questions and answers,
he is apparently satisfied that I am not a Muscovite, and he ex-
plains to his officers that I am an *“Ingilis nockshi” (correspondent).
He is greatly astonished to hear of the route by which I entered the
country, as no traveller ever entered Afghanistan across the Dashi- X
i-na~oomid before. I tell him that I am going to Kandahar and
Quetta, and suggest that he send-a sowar with me to gunide the
way. He smiles amusedly at this suggestion, and shaking his head
vigorously, he says, ¢ Kandahar neis; Afghanistan’s bad ; khylie
bad ;" and he furthermore explains that I would be sure to get
killed. _

« Khtylie koob ; I don’t want any sowar, I will go alone; if I
get killed, then nobody will be blamable but myself.”

“Kandahar neis,” he replies, shaking his finger and head, and
looking very serious ; ¢ Kandahar neis ; beest (20) sowars couldn’t
see you safely through to Kandahar ; Afghanistan’s bad ; a Feren-
ghi would be sure to get killed before reaching Kandahar.”
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Pretending to be greatly amused at this, I veply, “%Zoob ; if I
get killed, all right ; T don’t want any sowars ;- I will go alone.”

At hearing this, he grows still more serious, and enters into
quite an eloquent and lengthy explanation, to dissuade me from
the idea of going. He explains that the Ameer has little control
over the fanatical tribes in Zemindavar, and that although the
Boundary Commission had a whole regiment of sepoys, the Ameer
couldn’t guarantee their safety if they came to Furral. He fur-
thermore expresses his surprise that I wasn’t killed before getting
this far. The officer of the guard who brought me in, and who is
standing against the porch close by, speaks up at this stage of the
interview and tells with much animation of how I was riding down
the street, and of the pecple all speechless with astonishment.

Mahmoud Yusuph Khan repeats this to his ofiicers, with com-
ments of his own, and they look at one another and smile and
shake their heads, evidently deeply impressed at what they consider
the dare-devil recklessness of a Ferenghi in venturing alone into the
streets of Furrah. The warlike Afghans have great admiration for
personal courage, and they evidently regard my arrival here with-
out escort as a proof that I am possessed of a commendable share
of that desirable quality. As the commander-in-chief and a few
grim old warriors squatting near us exchange comments on the
subject of my appearance here, and my willingness to proceed
alone to Kandahar, notwithstanding the known probability of
being murdered, their glances of mingled amusement and admira-
tion are agreeably convincing that I have touched a chord of sym-
pathy in their rude, martial breasts.

Half an hour is passed in drinking tea and asking questions.
Mahmoud Yusuph Khan proves himself not wholly ignorant of
English and British-Indian polities. ¢ General Roberts Sahib,
Cabool to Kandahar? ” he queries first. The Afghans regard
General Roberts’ famous march as a wonderful performance,
‘and consequently hold that distinguished officer’s name in high
repute. He asks about Sir Peter Lumsden and Colonel Sir West
Ridgeway ; and speaks of the Governor-General of India.J By way
of testing the extent of his knowledge, I refer to Lord Ripon as
the present Governor-General of India, when he at once corrects
me with, ““No ; Lord Dufferin Sahib.” He speaks of London, and
wants to know about Mr. Gladstone and Lord Salisbury—which is
now Prime Minister? I explain by pantomime that the election is



200 FROM TEHERAN TO YOKOHAMA.

not decided ; he acknowledges his understanding of my meaning
by a nod. He then grows inquisitive about the respective merits
of the two candidates.

¢ Gladstone Zoob or Salisbury koob?” he queries.

« Gladstone kood, England, ryof, nune, gusht, kishmish, pool—
Salisbury Zoob, India, Afghanistan, Ameer, Russ, soldier, officer,”
is the reply.

To the average reader this latter reads like so muech unintelli-
gible shibboleth ; but it is a fair sample of the disjointed language
by which I manage to convey my meaning plainly to the Afghan
chieftain. He understands by these few disconnected nouns that I
consider Gladstone to be the better statesman of the two for Eng-
land’s domestic affzirs, and Salisbury the better for the foreign
policy of the Empire,

All this time the troops are being put through their exercises,
marching about the compound in companies and drilling with their
muskets. Some are uniformed in the picturesque Anglo-Oriental
regimentals of the Indian sepoy, and others in neat ved jackets,
peaked caps, and white trousers with red stripes. The buttons,
belts, bandoleers, and buckles are all wanderers from the ranks of
the British army. The men themselves—many of them, at least
—might quite as readily be credited to that high standard of mili-
tary prowess which characterizes the Dritish army as the clothes
and accoutrements they are wearing, judging from outward ap-
pearances. Not only do their faces bear the stamp of both fear-
lessness and intelligence, but some of them are possessed of the
distinctively combative physiognomy of the born pugilist. The cap-.
tain of the Governor’s guard has a particularly plucky and aggres-
sive expression ; he is a man whose face will always remain pic-
tured on my memory. The interesting expression this officer
habitually wears is that of a prize-ring champion, with a deter-
mined bull-dog phiz, watching eagerly to pounce on some imagin- .
ary antagonist. Seeing that his attention is keenly centred upon
me the whole time I am sitting by the side of his chief, e becomes
an object of more than passing interest. He watches me with the
keen earnestness of a bull-dog expectantly awaiting the order to
attack.

Mahmoud Yusuph Khan now attempts to explain at length
sundry reasons why it is necessary to place me, for the time being,
under guard. He seems very anxious to convey this unpleasant
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piece of information in the flowery langue diplomatique of the
Orient, or in other words, to coat the bitter pill of my detention
with a sugary coating of Eastern polifeness.

His own linguistic abilities being unequal to the occasion, he
sends off somewhere for a dusky Hindostani, who shortly arrvives
and, in obedience to orders, forthwith begins jabbering at me in his
own tongue. Of this I, of course, know literally nothing, and, ever
swayed by suspicion, it is easily perceivable that their first impres-
sion of my being a Russian spy is in a measure revived by my ig-
norance of Hindostani. They seem to think it inconsistent that
one could be an Englishman and not understand the language of
a native of India. ‘

After the interview the twelve red-jackets that appear to con-
stitute the Governor’s body-guard are detailed to conduet me to a
walled garden outside the eity. Before departing, however, I give
the strange assembly of Afghan warriors an exhibition of riding
around the compound. The guard, under the leadership of the
officer with the bull-dog phiz, fix bayonets and form into a file on
either side of me as I trundle back through the same street tra-
versed upon my arrival. Accompanying usis a man on a gray horse
whom everybody addresses respectfully as “ Kiftan Sahib ” (Cap-
tain), and another individual afoot in a Dbottle-green roundabout,
a broad leathern belt, a striped turban, white baggy pantalettes,
and pointed red shoes.

Kiftan Sahib looks more like an English game-kecper than an
Afghan captain ; he wears a soiled Derby hat, a brown cut-away
coat, striped pantaloons, and Northampton-made shoes without
socks ; his arms are a cavalry sabre and a revolver.

Outside the gate, at the suggestion of the young man in the
bottle-green roundabout, I mount and ride, wheeling slowly along
between the little files of soldiers. The soldiers are delighted at
the novelty of their duty, and they swing briskly along as I pedal
a little faster. They smile at the exertion necessary to keep up,
and falling in with their spirit of amusement, I gradually increase
my speed, and finally shoot ahead of them entirely.

Kiftan Sahib comes galloping after me on the gray, and with
good-humored anxiety motions for me to stop and let the soldiers
eatch up. He it is upon whom the commander-in-chief has saddled
the responsibility for my safe-keeping, and this little display of
levity and my abilitv to so easily out-distance the soldiers, awakens
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in him the spirit of apprehension at once. One can see that he
breathes easier as soon as we are safely inside the garden gate.

A couple of little whitewashed bungalows are the only buildings
in the garden, and one of these is assigned to me for my quarters.
Kiftan Sahib and the young man in the bottle-green roundabout
give orders about the preparation of refreshments, and then squat
themselves down near me to gladden their eyes with a prolonged
examination of my face. The red-jacketsseparate into three reliefs
of four each ; one relief immediately commences pacing back and
forth along the four sides of the bungalow, one soldier on each side,
while the remainder seek the shade of a pomegranate grove that
occnpies one side of the garden. By-and-by servitors appear bear-
ing trays of sweetmeats and more substantial fare. The variety and
abundance of eatables comprising the meal, are such as to thor-
oughly delight the heart of a person who has grown thin and gaunt
and wolfish from semi-starvation and prolonged physical exertion:
The two long skewers of smoking kabobs and the fried eggs are
most excellent eating, the pillaw is delicious, and among other lux-
uries is a sort of pomegranate jam, some very good butter (called
muscal), & big bowl of sherbet, and dishes of nuts, sweetmeats, and
salted melon seeds.

After dinner the young man in bottle-green, who seems anxious
to cultivate my good opinion, smiles significantly at me and takes
his departure ; he turns up again in a few minutes bearing tri-
umphantly an old Phillips’ Atlas, which he deferentially places at
my feet. Opening it, I find that the chief countries and cities of
the world are indicated in written Hindostani characters. In this
manner some English officer has probably been the undesigning
medium of giving these Afghans a peep into the configuration of
the earth they live on, and their first lesson in geography.

I reward the young man by asking him whether he too is a
“kiftan.” He acknowledges the compliment by a broad grin and
two salaams made in rapid succession.

After noon a messenger arrives from Mahmoud Yusuph Khan
bringing salaams and a pair of stout English walking-boots to re-
place my old worn-out geivehs ; and a cake of -toilet soap, also of
English make. Both shoes and soap, as may be easily imagined,
are highly acceptable articles. The advent of the former likewise
answers the purpose of enlightening me a trifle in regard to matters
philological ; the Afghans call their foot-gear *boots” (the Chi-
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nese call their foot-wear “ shoes,” and their gloves ¢ tung-shoes,”
or hand-shoes).

Albout four o’clock I am visited by a fatherly old khan in a sky-
blue gown, and an interesting Cabooli cavalry colonel, with pieces
of chain mail distributed about his uniform, and a fierce-looking
moustache that stands straight out from hisupperlip. Sweetmeats
enough to start a small candy shop have been sent me during the
afternoon, and setting them out before my guests, we are soon on
the most familiar terms. The colonel shows me his weapons in
return for a squint down the shining rifled barrel of my Smith &
Wesson, and he explains the merits and demerits of both his own
firearms and mine. The 38-calibre S. & W. he thinks a perfect
weapon in its way, but altogether too small for Afghanistan. With
expressive pantomime he explains that, while my 38 bullet would
kill a person as well as a larger one, it requires a heavier missile
to crash into a man who is making for you with a knife or sword,
and stop him. His favorite weapon for close quartersis a murder-
ous-looking piece, half blunderbuss, half pistol, that he carries
thrust in his Zammerbund, so that the muzzle points behind him.
This weapon has a small single-hand musket stock, and the bell-
mouthed barrel is filled nearly to the muzzle with powder and
round bullets the size of buckshiot. This formidable firearm is for
hand-to-hand fighting on horseback, and at ten paces might easily
be warranted to blow a man’s head into smithereens.

The colonel is an amiable old warrior, and kindly points this in-
teresting weapon at my head for me to peer down the barrel and
satisfy myself that it is really loaded almost to the top! Like
Injun-slaying youngsters in America, the doughty Afghan warriors
seem to delight in having their weapons loaded, their sidearms
sharp, and their bayonets fixed, and seem anxious to impress the
beholder with the fact that they are real warriors, and not mere
make-believe soldiers. The colonel wears a dark-brown uniform
profusely trimmed®ith braid, a Kashgarian military hat, and Eng-
lish army shoes. In matters pertaining to his wardrobe it is very
evident that he has profited to no small extent by Afghanistan be-
ing adjacent territory to British India ; but his semi-civilized am-
bition has not yet soared into the sesthetic realm of socks ; doubt-
less he considers Northampton-made shoes sufficiently luxurious
without the addition of socks.

The mission of these two officers is apparently to prepare me

4
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gradually for the intelligence that I am to be taken back to Herat.
So skilfully and diplomatically does the old khan in the cerulean
gown acquit himself of this mission, that I thoroughly understand
what is to be my disposition, although Herat is never mentioned.
He talks volubly about the Ameer, the Wali, the Padishah, the
dowleh, Cabool, Allah, and a host of other subjects, out of which I
readily evolve my fate ; but, as yet, he breathes nothing but diplo-
matic hints, and these are elothed in the most pleasant and reassur-
ing smiles, and given in tones of paternal solicitude. ;

The colonel sits and listens intently, and nowand then chimes in
with a word of soothing assent by way of emphasizing the subject,
when the khan is explaining about the Ameer, or Allah, or kismet.

Mahmoud Yusuph Khan himself comes to the garden in the
cool of the evening, and for half an hour occupies bungalow No. 2.
He betrays a spark of -Oriental vanity by having an attendant fol-
low Dbehind, bearing a huge and wonderful sun-shade, into tho
make-up of which peacock feathers and other gorgeous material
largely enters. Noticing this, I make a determined assault upon
Lis bump of Asiatic self-esteem, by asking him if he is brother to
the Ameer. He smiles and says he is a brother of Shere Ali, the
ex-Ameer deposed in favor of Abdur Rahman.

His remarks during our second interview are largely composed
of furtive queries, intended to penetrate what he evidently, even as
yet, suspects to be the secret object of my mysterious appearance
in the heart of the country. Your Afghan official is nothing if not
suspicious, and although lhe professed his own conviction, in the
morning, of my being an English “nokshi,” his constitutionally
suspicious naturc forbids him accepting this impression as final.

During this interview two more natives of India are produced
and ordered to assail my long-suffering ears with the battery of
their vernacular, They are an interesting pair, and they evince
the liveliest imaginable interest in finding a Sahib alone in the
hands of the Afghans. They are vivacious and intelligent, and try
hard to imake themselves understood. From their own voecal and
pantomimie efforts and the Persian of the Afghans, Ilearn that they
are sepoys in charge of three prisoners from the Boundary Com-
mission camp, whom they are taking through to Quetta.

They seem very anxious to do something in my behalf, and
want Mabmoud Yusuph Khan to let them take me with them to
Quetta. 1lose no time in signifying my approval of this sugges-



ARRESTED AT FURRAIIL. 205

tion ; but the Governor shakes his head and orders them away, as
though fearful even to have such a proposition entertained. All
the time the sepoys are endeavoring to make themselves under-
stood, cvery Afghan present regards my face with the keenest
serutiny ; so glaringly evident are their suspicions-that the situation
becomes too much for my gravity. The sepoys grin broadly in
response, whereupon the pugilistic-faced captain of the Governor’s
guard remonstrates with them for their levity, by roughly making
them stand in a more respectful attitude. I dislike very much to
sce them ordered off, for they are evidently anxious to champion
my cause ; moreover, it would have been interesting to have accom-
panied them through to Quetta.

Understanding thoroughly by this time that I am not to be
allowed to go through by way of Giriskh and Kandabar, and dread-
ing the probability of being taken back into Persia, I ask permis-
sion to travel sonth to Jowain and the frontier of Beloochistan. The
Afghan-Beloochi boundary is not more than fifty or sixty miles
south of I'urrah, and while it would be difficult to say what advan-
tage would be gained by reaching there, it would at all events be
some consolation to find myself at liberty.

The interview ends, however, without much additional light
being shed on their intentions; but the advent of more sweet-
meats shortly after the Governor’s departure, and the unexpected
luxury of a bottle of Shiraz wine, heightens the conviction that my
own wishes in the matter are to be politely ignored.

The red-jackets patrol my bungalow till dark, when they aro
relieved by soldiers in dark-blue kilts, loose Turkish pantalettes,
and big turbans. I sit on the threshold during the evening, wateh-
ing their soldierly bearing with much interest ; on their part they
comport themselves as though proudly conscious of making a good
impression. I judge they have been especially ordered to acquit
themselves well in my presence, and so impress me, whether I am
English or Russian, with a sense of their military proficiency.
All about the garden red-coated guards are seen prostrating them-
selves toward Mecea in the prosecution of their evening devotions.
Full of reflections on the exciting events of the day and the strange
turn affairs have taken, I stretch myself on a Turkoman rug and
doze off to sleep. The last sound heard ere reaching the realms
of unconsciousness is the steady tramp of the sentinels pacing to
and fro. Scarcely have T fallen asleep—so at least it seems to me
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—when I am awakened by my four guards singing ouf, one after
another, * KNujaw puk! Ki-i-puk!/!” This appears to be their
answer to the challenge of the officer going his rounds, and they
shout it out in tones clear and distinet, in succession. This pro-
gramme is repeated several times during the night, and, notwith-
standing the sleep-inducing fatigues of the last few days, my slum-
bers are light enough to hear the reliefs of the guard and their
strange cry of “ Kujaw puk, ki-i-puk” every time it is repeated.

As the sun peeps over the wall of the garden my red-jackets re-
appear at their post ; roses are stuck in their caps and their button-
holes, and fastened to their guns. A big bouquet of the same
fragrant “guls” is presented to me, and a dozen gholams are
busy gathering all that are abloom in the garden. These are prob-
ably gathered every morning in the rose season, and used for mak-
ing rose-water by the officers’ wives.

During the forenoon the blue-gowned old khan and his major-
domo, the mail-clad colonel, again present themselves at my bunga-
low. . They are gracious and friendly to-a painful degree, and sugar
would scarcely melt in the mouth of the paternal old khan as he de-
livers the < 'Wali’s salaams to the Sahib.” Tea and sweetmeats are
handed around, and Kiftan Sahib and Bottle Green join our company.

Nothing but the formal salaams has yet been said ; butintuition
is a faithful forerunner, and ere another word is spoken, I know
well enough that the khan and the colonel have been sent to break
the disagreeable news that I am to be taken to Herat, and that
Kiftan Sahib and Bottle Green have dropped in out of curiosity to
see how I take it. )

The kindly old khan finds his task of awakening the spirit of
disappointment anything but congenial, and he seems very loath to
dgliver the message. When lie finally unburdens himself, it is with
averted eyes and roundabout language. He commences by a ram-
bling disquisition on the dangers of the road to Kandahar, apolo-
gizing profusely for the Ameer’s inability to guarantee the good
behavior of the wandering tribes, and the consequent necessity of
forbidding travellers to enter the country:

He dwells piously and at considerable length upon our obliga-
tions to submit to the will of Allah, not forgetting a liberal use of
the Oriental fatalist’s favorite expression : ‘“ kismet.”

For the sake of argument, rather than with any hope of influ-
encing things in my favor, I reply:
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“All right, I don’t ask the Ameer’s protection ; I will go to
Kandahar and Quetta alone, on my own responsibility ; then if I
get murdered by the Ghilzais, nobody but myself will be to
blame.”

“The Wali has his orders from the Padishah, the Ameer Abdur
Rahman Khan, that no Ferenghi is to come in the country.”

“Tell the Wali that Afghanistan is Allah’ys country first and
Abdur Rahman’s country second. Inshallah, Allah gives everybody
the road.”

The old khan ig evidently at a loss how to meet so logical an
argument, and the colonel, Kiftan Sahib, and Bottle Green are
deeply impressed at what they consider my unanswerable wisdom.
They look at one another and shake their heads and smile.

The chief concern of the khan is apparently to convince me that
it is only out of consideration for my own safety that I am forbid-
den to go through, and, after a brief consultation with the others,
he again addresses his flowery eloquence to me. He comes and
squats beside me, and, with much soothing patting of my shoulder,
he says: “The Wali is only taking you to Herat to obtain Ridge-
way Sahib’s and Faramorz Khan’s permission for you to go through.
Inshallah, after you have seen Herat, if it ig the will of Allah, and
your kismet to go to Kandahar, the Ameer will let you go.” To
this comforting assurance I deem it but justice to the well-meaning
old chieftain to signify my submission to the inevitable. Before
departing, he requests the humble present of a pencil-sketch of the
bicyele as a souvenir of my visit to Furrah.

During the day I get on quite intimate terms with my guard,
and among other things compete with them in the feat of holding
a musket ont at arm’s length, gripping the extreme end of the bar-
rel. Tall, strapping fellows some of them are, but they are not
muscular in comparison ; out of a round dozen competitors I am
the only one capable of fairly accomplishing this feat.

Many of the soldiers carry young pheasants about with them in
" cages, and seem to derive a good deal of pleasure in feeding them
and attending to their wants. The cages are merely pieces of
white muslin, or mosquito-netting, about the size of a pocket-
handkerchief, enclosing a four-inch disk of wood for the inmate to
stand on. The crape is gathered and loosely tied at the corners.
It is carried as one would carry anything suspended in a handker-
chief, and is hung on the limb of a tree in the same manuer.

L
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Late in the afternoon of the second day my scarlet guard mar-
shal themselves in front of the bungalow, and Kiftan Sahib and
Bottle Green bid me prepare for departure to Herat. The old
Lkhan and the colonel, and several other horsemen, appear at the
gate; the soldiers form themselves into two files, and between them
I trundle from my circumsecribed quarters. The rude ferry-boat
is awaiting our coming, and in a few minutes the khan and the
colonel bid me quite an affectionate farewell on the river-bank,
pazing eagerly into my face as though regretful at the necessity
of parting so soon. My escort favor me with the same lingering
gaze. These people are evidently fascinated by the strange and
mysterious manner of my coming among them ; who am I, what
am I, and wherefore my marvellous manner of travelling, are ques-
tions that appeal strongly to their Asiatic imagination, and they
are intensely loath to see me disappear again without having seen
more of me and my wonderful iron horse, and learned more about
it.

Several horsemen have already crossed and are awaiting us on
the opposite shore. Iiftan Sahib and another officer with a henna-
tinted beard are in charge of the party taking me back. Besides
myself and these two, the party consists of eleven horsemen ; with
sundry modifications, their general appearance, arms, and dress re-
semble the make-up of a Persian sowar rather than the regular
Afghan soldier. The sun is just setting behind those western
mountains I passed three days ago as we reach the western shore,
the boatmen are unloading the saddles and acecoutrements of our
party, and I sit down on the bank and survey the strange scene
just across the river.

The steep bluff opposite is occupied by people who accompanied
us to the river. Many of them are seizing this opportune moment
to prostrate themselves toward the Holy City, the geographical po-
sition of which is happily indicated by the setting sun.

Prominent among the worshippers are seen side by side the
cerulean figure of the khan, and the colonel in 2ll the bravery of
his military trappings, his chain armor glistening brightly in the
‘waning sunlight. A little removed from the crowd, the twelve
red-coats are ranged in a row, performing the same pious ceremony;
as their bared heads bob up and down one after another, the scar-
let figures outlined in a row against the eastern sky are strangely
suggestive of a small flock of flamingoes engaged in fishing.



CHHAPTER XI.
UNDER ESCORT TO HERAT.

Ovur party camps near a village not far from the river, but it
takes us till after dark to reach the place, owing to ditches and
overflow. A few miles of winding trails and intricate paths
through the reedy river-bottom next morning, and we emerge
upon a flinty upland plain. At first a horseman is required to ride
immediately ahead of the bicycle, my untutored escort being evi-
dently suspicious lest I might suddenly forge ahead, and with the
swiftness of a bird disappear from their midst.

As this leader, in his ignorance, occasionally stops right in the
narrow path, and considers himself in duty bound to limit my
speed to that of the walking horses, this arrangement quickly be-
comes very monotonous. Appealing to Kiftan Sahib, I point out
the annoyance of having a horse just in front, and promise not to
go too far alead. He points appealingly to a little leathern pouch
attached to his belt. The pouch contains a letter to the Governor
of Herat, and he it is whom Mahmoud Yusuph Khan expects to
take back a receipt. The chief responsibility for my safe delivery
rests upon his shoulders, and he is disposed to be abnormally ap-
prehensive and suspicious.

Reassuring him of my sincerity, he permits the horseman to
follow along behind. When the condition of the road admits of
my pushing ahead a little, this sowar canters along immediately
behind, while the remainder of the party follow more leisurely.

"One of the party carrics a skin of water, and as the morning
grows fearfully hot, frequent halts are made to wait for him and
get a drink, otherwise we two are usually some distance ahead.
These water-vessels are merely goat-skins, taken off with as little
mutilation of the hide as possible ; one of the legs serves as a fan-
cet, and the tying or untying of a piece of string opens or closes
the “tap.” It is the handiest imaginable contrivance for carrying
liquids on horseback, the tough, pliant goat-skin resisting any

Vou. II—14.
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amount of hard wusage and accommodating itself readily to the
contour of the pack- saddle, or itself forming a soft enough seat to
the rider.

Near noon we reach the ruins of Suleimanabad, entirely deserted
save by hideous gray lizards a foot long, numbers of which scuttle
off into their hiding places at our approach. In the distance ahead
are visible the black tents of a nomad camp. The glowing, re-
flected heat of the stony desert produces an unquenchable thirst,
and the generous bowls of cool, acidulous doke obtained in the
tents are quaffed most eagerly by the entire party.

The solicitude of Kiftan Sahib as displayed on my behalf is
quite amusing, not to say affecting ; while the others are attending
to their horses he squats down before me underneath the little
goat-hair tent and gazes at me with an attention so close that one
might imagine him afraid lest I should mysteriously change into
some impalpable spirit and float away.

The nomads themselves appear to be amiably disposed, intent
chiefly on supplying our wants and fulfilling the iraditions of tented
hospitality. They look wild enough, but, withal, pleasant and in-
telligent. Kiftan Sahib, however, watches every movement of the
stalwart nomads with keen interest; and small power of penetra-

_tion is required to see that apprehension, if not positive suspicion,
enters very largely into his thoughts concerning them and myself.

A howling wind and dust-storm comes careering across the
plain, creating a wild scene, and black cloud-banks gather and pile
up ominously in the west. The threatened rain-storm, however,
passes off with a pyrotechnic display of great brilliancy, and the
evening air lowers to a refreshing temperature as we stretch our-
selves out on nummuds, fifty yards away from the tents. Kiftan
Sahib spreads his own couch on the right side of mine and the
red-whiskered chief of the sowars occupies the left.

‘Waking up during the night, I am somewhat taken by surprise
at finding one of my escort standing guard over me with fixed
bayonet. This extraordinary precaution appears to me at the
time as being altogether superfluous; while recognizing these
nomads as lawless and fanatical, I should nevertheless have no hes1-
tation in venturing alone among them.

The morning star is just soaring above the eastern horizon, and
the feeble rays of Luna’s half-averted face are imparting a ghostly
glimmer of light, when I am awakened from a sound sleep. The

-y
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Lorses have all been saddled and packed, and everybody is ready
to start. Daylight comes on apace and, finding the trail hard and
reasonably smooth, I am happily able to ‘“sowari,” and not only
able to ride but to forge right ahead of the party. The country is
level and open, and uninhabited, so that Kiftan Sahib is far less ap-
prehensive than he was yesterday.

I am perhaps a couple of miles ahead when I come to a splen-
did, large, irrigating canal, evidently conveying water from the
Harood down across the desert to the low cultivable lands near the
Furrah Rood. The water is three feet deep, and I revel in the lux-
ury of a cooling and refreshing bath until overtaken by the escort.

The plain, heretofore hard, now changes into loose sand and
gravel, and the trail becomes quite obliterated. In addition to
these undesirable changes, the wind commences blowing furiously
from the north, making it absolutely impossible to ride. Round-
ing the base of an abutting mountain, we emerge upon the grassy
lowlands of the Harood in the vicinity of Subzowar. Subzowar is
a sort of way-station between Furrah and Herat, the only in-
habited place, except tents, on the whole journey. It is on the
west side of the Harood and the broad, swift stream is full to over-
flowing, a turgid torrent rushing along at a dangerous pace.

After much shouting and firing of guns, a score of villagers
appear on the opposite bank, and several of them come wading and
swimming across. They seem veritable amphibians, capable of
stemming the tide that wellnigh sweeps strong horses off their
feet. The river is fordable by following a zigzag course well
known to the local watermen. One of them carries the bicycle
safely across on his head, and others lead the sowars’ horses by
the bridle.

When all the Afghans but Kiftan Sahib have been assisted
over, the strongest horse of the party is brought back for my own
passage. A dozen natives are made to form a close cordon about
me to rescue me in case of misadventure, while one leads the horse
by his bridle and another steadies him by holding on to his tail
Kiftan Sahib himself brings up the rear, and, as the rushing waters
deepen around us, he abjures me to keep a steady seat and, in a
voice that almost degenerates into an apprehensive whine, he mut-
ters : ‘“The receipt, Sahib, the receipt.”

A ripple of excitement occurs in the middle of the river by one
of the men being swept off his feet and carried down stream ; and,
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although he swims like a duck, the treacherous undercurrent sucks
him under several times. Itlooks as though he would be drowned;
a number of his comrades race down the bank and plunge in to
swim to his rescue, but he finally secures footing on a submerged
sand-bank, and after resting a few minutes swims ashore.

The remainder of the day, and the night, are passed in tents
near Subzowar, it being very evidently against Afghan social eti-
quette for strangers to take shelter within the confines of \tlie vil-
lage itself.

Whether from their knowledge of the unsuitableness of the
country ahead, or from a new spasm of apprehension concerning
their responsibility, does not appear ; but in the morning Kiftan
Sahib and the chief of the sowars insist upon me mounting a horse
and handing the bicycle over to the tender mercies of the person
in charge of the nummud pack-horse. They point in the direc-
tion of Herat, and deliver themselves of a marvellous quantity of
deprecatory pantomime. My own impression is that, having
recrossed the Harood, the only great obstacle in the path of a
wheelman between Furrah and Herat, their abnormally suspicious
minds imagine that there is now nothing to prevent me taking
wings and outdistancing them to the latter place.

Finding them determined, and, moreover, nothing loath to try
a horse for a change, on the back-stretch, I take the wheel apart
and distribute fork, backbone, and large wheel among the sowars.
The only fit place for the latter is on the top of the nummuds and
blankets on the spare pack-horse, and, before starting, I see to fas-
tening it securely on top of the load. This pack-horse is a power-
ful black stallion that puts in a good share of his time trying to
attack the other horses. Owing to this uncontrollable pugnacity,
he is habitually led along at some considerable distance from the
party, generally to the rear.

The person in charge of him is a young negro as black, and
proportionately powerful, as himself. 'Wild and ferocious as is the
stallion, he is a civilized and mild-mannered animal compared with
his manager. In the matter of facial expression and intellectual de-
velopment this uncivilized descendant of Ham is first cousin to a
wild gorilla, and it is not without certain misgivings that I leave the
web-like bicycle-wheel in his charge. He has been a very interest-
ing study of uncivilization all along, and his bump of destructive-
ness is as large as an orange.
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The military Afghans, one and all, impress me as being espe-
cially created to destroy the fruits of other people’s industry and
thrift, whether it be in wearing out clothes and shoes made in
England, or devouring the substance of the peaceful village}s of
their own territory ; and this untamed darkey fairly bristles with
the evidence of his capacity as a destroyer.

Everything about him is in a dilapidated condition ; the leath-
ern scabbard of his sword is split half way up, revealing a badly
notched and rusted blade. An orang-outang, fresh from the
jungles of Sumatra, could scarcely display less intelligence concern-
ing human handicraft than he ; he bubbles over with laughter at
seeing anything upset or broken, growls sullenly at receiving un-
congenial orders, calls on Allah, and roars threateningly at the
stallion, all in the same breath. No wonder I ride ahead, feeling
somewhat apprehensive ; and yet the wheel looks snug and safe
enough on top of the big pile of soft nummuds.

The day’s march is long and dreary, through a country of
desert wastes and stony hills. The only human habitation seen is
a small cluster of tents near some wells of water. The people seem
overjoyed at the sight of travellers, and come running to the road
with their Zammerbunds full of little hard balls of sun-dried mast.
We fill our pockets with these and nibble and chew them as we
ride along. They are pleasantly sour, containing great thirst-
quenching properties, as well as being very nourishing.

The sun goes down and dusk settles over our trail, and still the
chief of the sowars and Kiftan Sahib lead the way. Many of the
horses are pretty badly fagged, they have had nothing to eat all day
and next to nothing to drink, and the party are straggling along
the trail for a couple of miles back. At length lights are observed
twinkling in the darkness ahead. Half an hour later we dismount
in a nomad camp, and one after another the remainder of the
party come straggling in, some of them leading their horses.
Both men and animals are well-nigh overcome with fatigue.

The shrill neighing of the ferocious and spirited black stallion
is heard as he approaches and realizes that he is coming into camp ;
he is a glorious specimen of a horse, neither hunger nor thirst can
curb his spirit. He is carrying far the heaviest load of the party,
vet he comes into camp at ten o’clock, after hustling along over
stones and sand since before day-light, without food or water;
neighing loudly and ready to fight all the horses within reach.
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The chief of the sowars goes out to superintend the unloading
of the Dblack stallion ; and soon I hear him addressing the negro in
angry tones, supplementing his reproachful words with several re-
sounding blows of his riding-whip. The wild darkey’s disapproval
of these proceedings finds expression in a roar of pain and fear
that would do justice to a yearling bull being dragged into the
shambles.

The cause of this turmoil shortly turns up in the shape of my
wheel, with no less than eleven spokes broken, and the rim consid-
erably twisted out of shape. Kiftan Sahib surveys the damaged
wheel a moment, draws his own rawhide from his kemmerbund,
and rises to his feet. With a hoarse cry of alarm the negro van-
ishes into the surrounding gloom ; the next moment is heard his
eager chuckling laugh, the spontaneous result of his lucky es-
cape from Kiftan Sahib’s vengeful rawhide. Kiftan Sahib keeps a
desultory lookout for him all the evening, but the wary negro is
more eagerly watchful than he, and during supper-time he hovers
perpetually about the encircling wall of darkness, ready to vanish
into its impenetrable depths at the first aggressive demonstration.

The explanation of the negro is that the black horse laid down
with his load. The wheel presents a well-nigh ruined appearance,
and I retire to my couch in a most unenviable frame of mind ; lying
awake for hours, pondering over the probability of being able to
fix it up again at Herat.

One of our party of stragglers has failed to come in, and a
couple of nomads start out about 2 ax. to try and find him ; but
neither absentee nor searchers turn up at day-break, and so we pull
out without him.

The wind blows raw and chilly from the north- as we depart at
early dawn, and the men muffle themselves up in whatever wraps
they happen to have. Unwilling to trust the wheel further in the
charge of the negro, I carry it myself, resting it on one stirrup, and
securing it with a rope over my shoulder. It is a most awkward
thing to carry on horseback ; but, nnhandy though it be, I regret
not having so carried it the whole way from Subzowar.

Our route leads through a dreary country, much the same char-
acter as yesterday, but we pass a pool of very good water about
mid-day, and meet three men driving laden pack-horses from
Herat. They are halted and questioned at greatlength concerning
the contents of their packages, whither they are bound and whence
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they come ; and their firearms are examined and commented
upon. The members of our party appear to address them witha
very domineering spirit, as though wantonly revelling in the sense
of their own numerical superiority. On the other hand, the three
honest travellers comport themselves with what looks like an alto-
gether unnecessary amount of humility during the interview, and
they seem very thankful and relieved when permitted to take their
departure. The significance of all this, I imagine, is that my escort
were sorely tempted to overhaul the effects of the weaker party, and
see if they had any toothsome eatables from the bazaars of Herat ;
and the latter, justly apprehensive of these designs on their late
purchases, consider themselves fortunate in escaping without being
ruthlessly looted.

Toward evening we pass a comparatively new cemetery on a
knoll; no signs of human habitation are about, and Kiftan Sahib,
in response to my inquiries, explains that it is the graveyard of a
battle-field.

Several times during the afternoon we lose the trail ; we seem
to be going across an almost trailless country, and more than once
have to call a halt while men are sent to the summit of some neigh-
boring hill to survey the surrounding country for landmarks.

At dark we pitch our camp in a grassy hollow, where the horses
are made happy with heaps of pulled bottom-grass. Neither trees
nor houses are anywhere in sight ; but the chief of the sowars and
another man ride away over the hills, and late at night return with
two men carrying bread and mast and fresh goat-milk enough to
feed the whole hungry party.

We make a leisurely start next morning, the reason of the dal-
liance being that we are but a few farsakhs from Herat. The
country develops into undulating, grassy upland prairie, the
greensward being thickly spangled with yellow flowers. A two
hours’ ride brings us to a camp of probably not less than one hun-
dred tents. Large herds of camels are peacefully browsing over
the prairie, numbers of them being females rejoicing in the posses-
sion of woolly youngsters, whose uncouth but tender proportions
are swathed in old quilts and nummuds to protect them from the
fierce rays of the sun.

Sheep are being sheared and goats milked by men and boys ;
gome of the women are baking bread, some are jerking skin churns,
suspended on tripods, vigorously back and forth, and others are
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preparing balls of mast for drying in the sun. The whole camp
presents a scene of picturesque animation.

From the busy nomad camp, the trail seems to make a gradual
ascent until, on the morning of April 30th, we arrive at the bluff-like
termination of a rolling upland country, and behold ! spread out
below is the famous valley of Herat. Like a panorama suddenly
opened up before me is the charmed stretch of country that has
time and again created $uch a stir in the political and military ecir-
cles of England and Russia, the famous “gate to India” about
which the two greatest empires of the world have sometimes almost
come to blows. Several populous villages are scattered about the
valley within easy range of human vision ; the Heri Rood, now burst-
ing its natural boundaries under the stimulus of the spring floods,
glistens broadly at intervals like a chain of small lakes. The fortress
of Herat is dimly discernible in the distance beyond the river, prob-
ably about twenty miles from our position ; it is rendered distin-
guishable from other masses of mud-brown habitations by a cluster
of tall minarets, reminding one of a group of factory chimneys. The
whole scene, as viewed from the commanding view of our ridge, em-
braces perhaps four hundred square miles of territory ; about one-
tenth of this appears to be under cultivation, the remainder being
of the same stony, desert-like character as the average camel-thorn
dasht.

Doubtless a good share of this latter might be reclaimed and
rendered productive by an extensive system of irrigating canals,
but at present no incentive exists for enterprise of this character.
In its present state of cultivation the valley provides an abundance
of food for the consumption of its inhabitants, and as yet the de-
mand for exportation islimited to the simple requirements of a few
thousand tributary nomads. The orchards and green areas about
{the villages render the whole scene, as usual, beautiful in compari-
son with the surrounding barrenness, but that is all. Compared
with our own green hills and smiling valleys, the Valley of Herat
would scarcely seem worth all the noise that has been made about
it. There has been a great amount of sentiment wasted in eulogiz-
ing its alleged beauty. Of its wealth and commercial importance
in the abstract, I should say much exaggeration has been indulged
in. Still, there is no gainsaying that it is a most valuable strategi-
cal position, which, if held by either England or Russia, would ex-
ercise great influence on Central Asian and Indian affairs.
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Such are my first impressions of the Herat Valley, and asojourn
of some ten days in one of its villages leaves my conjectures about
the same.

A few miles along a stony and gradually descending trail, and
we are making our way across the usual chequered area of desert
patches, abandoned fields, and old irrigating ditches that so often
tell the tale of decay and retrogressionin the East. These outlying
evidences of decay, however, soon merge into green fields of wheat
and barley, poppy gardens, and orchards, and flowing ditches ; and
two hours after obtaining the first view of Herat finds us camped
in a walled apricot garden in the important village of Rosebagh (2).

Overtopping our camping ground are a pair of dilapidated brick
minarets, attached to what Kiftan Sahib calls the Jami Mesjid, and
which he furthermore volunteers was erected by Ghengis Khan.
The minarets are of circular form, and one is broken off fifteen feet
shorter than its neighbor. In the days of their glory they were
mosaicked with blue, green and yellow glazed tiles; but nothing
now remains but a few mournful-looking patches of blue, surviv-
ing the ravages of time and decay. Pigeons have from time to
time deposited grains of barley on the dome, and finding susten-
ance from the gathered dirt and the falling rains, they have sprouted
and grown, and dotted the grand old mosque with patches of green
vegetation.

One corner of the orchardis occupied by a stable, to the flat roof
of which I betake myself shortly after our arrival to try and ascer-
tain my bearings, and see something of the village. High walls
rise up between the roofs of the houses and divide one garden from
another, so that precious little opportunity exists for observation
immediately around, and from here not even the tall minarets of
Herat are visible.

The adjacent houses are mostly bee-hive roofed, and within the
little gardens attached the soil is evidently rich and productive.
Pomegranate, almond, and apricot trees abound, and produce a
charming contrast to the prevailing crenellated mud walls. A very
conspicuous feature of the village is a cluster of some half-dozen
venerable cedars.

The stable roof provides sleeping accommodation for the chief
of the sowars, Kiftan Sahib, and myself, the remaindexr of the party
curl themselves up beneath the apricot-trees below. During the
night one of the sowars, an old fellow whose morose and sulky
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disposition has had the effect of rendering him socially objection-
able to his comrades on the march from Furrah, comes scrambling
on the roof, and in loud tones of complaint addresses himself to
Kiftan Sahib’s peacefully snoozing proportions. His midnight
eruption consists of some grievance against his fellows ; perhaps
some such wanton act of injustice as appropriating his blanket or
stealing his ¢ timbakoo ” (tobacco).

The only satisfaction he obtains from his superior takes the
form of angry upbraidings for daring to disturb our slumbers’;
and, continuing his complaints, Kiftan Sahib springs up from be-
neath his red blanket and administers several resounding cuffs.

Having meted our this summary interpretation of Afghan petty
justice, Kiftan Sahib resumes his blanket, and the old sowar comes
and squats alongside myown rude couch, and endeavors to heal his
wounded spirit by muttering appeals to Allah. His savage groan-
ings render it impobsible for me to go to sleep, and several times I
motion him away ; but he affects not to take any notice. ‘

Determined to drive him away, I rise up hastily as though about
to attack him, a piece of strategy that causes him to scramble off
the roof far quicker than he climbed on. His fit ofrage lasts through
the night, finding vent in mutterings that are heard long after his
hurried departure from my vicinity, and in the morning he is seen
perched in a corner of the wall by himself, still angry and unap-
peased.

The rising sun ushersin May-day with unmistakable indications
of his growing powers, and when he glares fiercely over the walls
of our little orchard retreat, we find it profitable to crouch in the
shade. It is already evident that I am not to be permitted to enter
Herat proper, or see or learn any more of my surroundings than
my keepers can help.

Letters are forwarded to the city immediately upon our arrival,
and on the following morning an officer and several soldiers make
their appearance, to receive me from Kiftan Sahib and duly receipt
for my transfer. The officer announces himself as having once
been to Bombay, and proceeds to question me in a mixture of
Persian and Hindostani.

Finding me ignorant of the latter language, he openly accuses
me of being a Russian, raising his finger and wagging his head in
a deprecatory manner. He is a simple-minded individual, ho-
ever, and open to easy conviction, and moreover inclined to be
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amiable and courteous. He tells me that Faramorz Khan is ¢ Wali
of the soldiers” and Niab Alookimah Khan the *dowleh” (ecivil
governor), and after listening to my explanation of being English
and not Russian, he takes upon himself to deliver salaams from
them both.

¢ Merg Sahib,” the political agent of the Boundary Commission,
Lie says is at Murghab, and “Ridgeway Sahib ” at Maimene. Learn-
ing that a courier is to be sent at once to them with letters in re-
gard to myself, I quickly embrace the opportunity of sending a
letter to each by the same messenger, explaining the situation, and
asking Colonel Ridgeway to try and render me some assistance in
getting through to India.

By request of the officer I send the governor of Herat a sketch
of the bicycle, to enlighten him somewhat concerning its character
and appearance. No doubt, it would be a stretching of his Asiatic
dignity as the governor of an important city, to come to Rosebagh
on purpose to see it for himself, and on no circumstances can I, an
unauthorized Ferenghi invading the country against orders, be
permitted to visit Herat.

The transfer having been duly made, I am conducted, a mile or
s0, to the garden of a gentleman named Mohammed Ahzim Khan,
my quarters there being an open bungalow just large enough to
stretch out in. Here is provided everything necessary for the rude
personal comfort of the country, and such additional luxuries as
raising and pomegranates are at once brought. Here, also, I very
promptly make the acquaintance of Moore’s famous bul-buls, the
““ gweet nightingales” of Lalla Rookh. The garden is full of fruit-
trees and grape-vines, and here several pairs of bul-buls make their
home. They are great pets with the Afghans, and when Moham-
med Ahzim Khan ecalls ¢ bul-bul, bul-bul,” they come and alight
on the bushes close by the bungalow and perk their heads know-
ingly, evidently expecting to be favored with tid-bits. They are
almost tame enough to take raisins out of the hand, and hesitate
not to venture after them when placed close to our feet. It is the
first time I have had the opportunity of a close examination of the
bul-bul. They are almost the counterpart of the English starling
as regards size and shape, but their bodies are of a mousey
hue; the head and throat are black, with little white patches
on either “cheek ;” the tail feathers are black, tipped with
white, and on the lower part of the body is a patch of yellow ; the
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feathers of the head form a crest that almost rises to the dignity of
a tassel.

While the bul-bul is a companionable little fellow and possessed
of a cheery voice, his warble in no respects resembles the charm-
ing singing of the nightingale, and why he should be mentioned in
connection with the sweet midnight songster of the English wood-
lands is something of a mystery. His song is a mere “clickety
click ” repeated rapidly several times. His popularity comes chiefly
from his boldness and his companionable associations with man-
kind. The bul-bul is as much of a favorite in the Herat Valley as
is robin red-breast in rural England, or the bobolink in America.

The second day in the garden is remembered as the anniver-
sary of my start from ILiverpool, and I have plenty of time for
retrospection. It is unnecessary to say that the year has been
crowded with strange experiences. Not the least strange of all,
perhaps, is my present predicament as a prisoner in the Herat
Valley.

In the afternoon there arrives from Herat a Peshawari gentleman
named Mirza Gholam Ahmed, who is stationed here in the capac-
ity of native agent for the Indian government. He is an individual
possessed of considerable Asiatic astuteness, and his particular
mission is very plainly to discover for the governor of Herat
whether T am English or Russian. He is a somewhat fleshy, well-
favored person, and withal of prepossessing manners. He intro-
duces himself by shaking hands and telling me his name, and
forthwith indulges in a pinch of snuff preparatory to his task of
interrogation. Accompanying him-is the officer who received me
from Kiftan Sahib in the apricot garden, and whose suspicions of
my being a Russian spy are anything but allayed.

During the interview he squats down on the threshold of the
little bungalow, and concentrates his curiosity and suspicion into a
protracted penetrating stare, focused steadily at my devoted coun-
tenance. Mohammed Ahzim Khan imitates him to perfection, ex-
cept that Ais stare contains more curiosity and less suspicion.
Mirza Gholam Ahmed proceeds upon his mission of fathoming the
secret of my nationality with extreme wariness, as becomes an Ori-
ental official engaged in a task of significant import, and at first con-
fines himself to the use of Persian and Hindostani. It does not take
me long, however, to satisfy the trustworthy old Peshawari that I
am not a Muscov, and fifteen minutes after his preliminary pinch
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of snuff, he is unbosoming himself to me to the extent of letting me
know that he served with General Pollock on the Seistan Boundary
Commission, that he went with General Pollock to London, and
moreover rejoices in the titular distinetion of C. I. E. (Companion
Indian Empire), bestowed upon him for long and faithful eivil
and political services. The C. I. E. he designates, with a pardon-
able smile of self-approval, as ‘‘ backsheesh” given him, without
solicitation, by the government of India; a circumstance that
probably appeals to his Oriental conception as a most extraordinary
feature in his favor. Bribery, favoritism, and personal influence
enter so largely into the preferments and rewards of Oriental gov-
ernments, that anything obtained on purely meritorions grounds
may well be valued highly.

~ He understands English sufficiently well to comprehend the
meaning of my remarks and queries, and even knows a few words
himself. From him I learn that I will not be permitted to visit
Herat, and that I am to be kept under guard until Faramorz
Khan’s courier returns from the Boundary Commission Camp with
Colonel Ridgeway’s answer. He tellsme that the fame of the bicy-
cle has long ago been brought to Herat Ly pilgrims returning from
Meshed, and the marvellous stories of my accomplishments are
current in the bazaars. Fourteen farsakhs (fifty-six miles) an hour,
and nothing said about the condition of the roads, is the average
Herati’s understanding of it ; and many a grave, turbaned mer-
chant in the bazaar, and wild warrior on the ramparts, indulges in
day-dreams of an iron horse little less miraculous in its deeds than
the winged steed of the air we read of in the Arabian Nights.

The direct results of Mirza Gholam Ahmed’s visit and favorable
report to the Governor of Herat, are made manifest on the follow-
ing day by the appearance of his companion of yesterday in charge
of two attendants, bringing me boxes of sweetmeats, almonds,
raisins, and salted nuts, together with a package of tea and a fifteen-
pound cone of loaf-sugar; all backsheesh from the Governor of
Herat. Mirza Gholam Ahmed himself contributes a cake of toilet
soap, a few envelopes and sheets of paper, and Huntley & Palmer’s
Reading biscuits.” Upon stumbling upon these latter acceptable
articles, one naturally falls to wondering whether this world-
famed firm of biscuit-makers suspect that their wares sometimes
penetrate even inside the battlemented walls of Herat. With
them come also three gunsmiths, charged with the duty of assist-
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ing in the reparation of the bicycle, badly damaged by the horse,
it is remembered, on the way from Furrah.

Their implements consist of a pair of peculiar goat-skin bellows,
provided with wooden nozzles tipped with iron. A catgut bow-
string, drills for boring holes, and screw-drills for cutting threads,
bhammers, and an anvil. A rude but ingenious forge is constructed
out of a few handfuls of stiff mud, and, building a charcoal fire,
they spend the evening in sharpening and tempering drills for to-
morrow’s operations.

Everybody seems more attentive and anxious to contribute to
my pleasure, the result, evidently, of orders from Herat. The of-
ficer, who but two days ago openly accused me of being a Russian,
is to-day obsequious beyond measure, and his efforts to atone for
his openly assured suspicions are really quite painful and embar-
rassing ; even going the length of begging me to take him with
me to London. The supper provided to-day consists of more
courses and is better cooked and better served ; Mohammed Ahzim
Khan himself squats before me, diligently engaged in picking hairs
out of the butter, pointing out what he considers the choicest
morsels, and otherwise betrays great anxiety to do the agreeable.

The whole of the fifth and sixth days are consumed in the task
of repairing the damages to the bicycle, the result being. highly
satisfactory, considering everything. Six new spokes that I have
with me have been inserted, and sundry others stretched and the
ends newly threaded. The gunsmiths are quite expert workmen,
considering the tools they have to work with, and when they hap-
pen to drill a hole a trifle crooked, they are full of apologies, and
remind me that this is Afghanistan and not Frangistan. They
know and appreciate good material when they see it, and during
the process of heating and stretching the spokes, loud and profuse
are the praises bestowed upon the quality of the iron. ¢ Koob
awhan,” they say, « Khylie koob awhan ; Ferenghi awhan koob.” As
artisans, interested in mechanical affairs, the ball-bearings of the
pedals, one of which I take apart to show them, excites their pro-
found admiration as evidence of the marvellous skill of the Feren-
ghis. Much careful work is required to spring the rim of the
wheel back into a true circle, every spoke having to be loosened
and the whole wheel newly adjusted. Except for the handy little
spoke-vice which I very fortunately brought with me, this work
of adjustment would have been impossible. As there is probably
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nothing obtainable in Herat that would have answered the purpose,
no alternative would have been left but to have carried the bicycle
out of the country on horseback. After the coterie of gunsmiths
have exhausted their ingenuity and my own resources have been
expended, three spokes are missing entirely, two others are
stretched and weakened, and of the six new ones some are forced
into holes partially spoiled in the unskilful boring out of broken
ends. Yet, with all these defects, so thoroughly has it stood the
severest tests of the roads, that I apprehend little or no trouble
about breakages.

Day after day passes wearily along ; wearily, notwithstanding
the kindly efforts of my guardians to make things pleasant and
comfortable. From an Asiatic’s standpoint, nothing could be more
desirable than my present circumstances ; with nothing to do but
lay around and be waited on, generous meals three times daily,
sweetmeats to nibble and tea to drink the whole livelong day;
conscious of requiring rest and generous.diet—all this, however,
is anything but satisfactory in view of the.reflection that the fine
spring weather is rapidly passing away, and that every day ought
to see me forty or fifty miles nearer the Pacific Coast.

Time hangs heavily in the absence of occupdtion, and I en-
deavor to relieve the tedium of slowly creeping time by cultivating
the friendship of our new-found acquaintances, the bul-buls. My
bountiful supply of raisins provides the elements of a genuine bond
of sympathy between us, and places us on the most friendly terms
imaginable from the beginning, During the day my bungalow is
infested with swarms of huge robber ants, that make a most de-
termined onslaught on the raisins and sweetmeats, invading the
boxes and lugging them off to their haunts among the grape-vines.
A favorite occupation of the bul-buls is sitting on a twig just out-
side the bungalow and watching for the appearance of these ants
dragging away raisins. The bul-bul hops to the ground, seizes the
raisin, shakes the ant loose, flies back up in his tree, and swallows
the captured raisin, and immediately perks his head in search of
another prize.

Among other ideas intended to contribute to my enjoyment,
a loud-voiced pee-wit imprisoned in a crape cage is brought and
hung up outside the bungalow. At intervals that seem almost as
regular as the striking of a clock, this interesting pet stretches it-
self up at full length and gives ntterance to a succession of rasping
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cries, strangely loud for so small a creature. A horse is likewise
brought into the garden, for the pleasure it will presumably afford
me to wateh it munch bunches of pulled grass, and switeh horse-
flies away with his tail. The horse is tied up about twenty yards
from my quarters, but in his laudable zeal to cater to my amuse-
ment Mohammed Ahzim Khan volunteers to station it close by if
more agreeable.

All these trifling occurrences serve to illustrate the Asiatic’s idea
of personal enjoyment.

Every day a subordinate called Abdur Rahman Khan rides into
Herat to report to the Governor, and Mohammed Ahzim Khan him-
self keeps watch and ward over my person with faithful vigil
Sometimes I wander about the little garden for exercise, and
either he or one of his assistants follows close behind, faithful in
their attendance as a shadow. Occasionally I grow careless and
indifferent about possible danger, and leave my revolver hanging
up in the bungalow; noticing its absence, he bids me buckle if
around me, saying warningly, . ¢ Afghanistan ; Afghanistan ;” he
also watches me retire at night to make sure that I put it under
my pillow.

One day, a visitor appears upon the scene, carrying a walking-
cane. Mohammed Ahzim Khan pounces upon him instanter, and
grabbing the stick, examines it closely, evidently suspicious lest it
should be a sword-stick. He is the most persistent ¢ gazer” I
have yet met in Asia ; hour after hour he squats on his hams at
my feet and stares intently into my face, as though trying hard to
read my inmost thoughts. Oriental-like, he is fascinated by the
mystery of my appearance here, and there is no such thing as
shaking off his silent, wondering gaze for a minute. He is on hand
promptly in the morning to watch my rude matutinal toilet, and
he always watches me retire for the night. Even when I betake

-myself to a retired part of the garden in the dusk of evening
to take a sluice-bath with a bucket of water, his white-robed figure
is always loitering near.

Four men are stationed about my bungalow at mght their re-
spective armaments vary from a Martini-Henry rifle attached to a
picturesque Asiatic stock, owned by Abdur Rahman Khan, to an
immense knobbed cudgel wielded by a titleless youth named Osman.

Osman’s sole wardrobe consists of a coarse night-shirt style of
garment, that in the early part of its carcer was probably white,
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but which is now neither white nor equal to the task of protecting
him from the penetrating rays of the summer sun. His occupa-
tion appears to be that of all-round utility man for whomsoever
cares to order him about. Osman has to bring water and pour it
on my hands whenever I want to wash, hie him away to the bazaar
to search for dates or anything my epicurean taste demands in ad-
dition to what is provided, feed the horse, change the position of
the pee-wit to keep it in the shade, sweep out my bungalow, and
perform all sorts of menial offices. Every noble loafer about my
person seems anxious to have Osman continually employed in con-
tributing to my comfort ; Mohammed Ahzim Khan even depre-
cates the independence displayed in lacing up my own shoes.
“ Osman,” he says, “let Osman do it.”

Osman’s chief characteristic is a reckless disregard for the con-
ventionalities of social life and religion ; he never seems to bother
himself about either washing his person or saying his prayers.
Somewhere, not far away, every evening the faithful are summoned
to prayer by a muezzin with the most musical and pathetic voice I
have heard in all Islam. The voice of this muezzin calling “ Allah-
il-A-l-I-a-h,” as it comes floating over the houses and gardens in the
calm silence of the summer evenings, is wonderfully impressive.
From the pulpits of all Christendom I have yet to hear an utter-
ance so full of pathos and supplication, or that carries with it the
impressions of such deep sincerity as the ““Allah-il-A-l1-l-a-h” of
this Afghan muezzin in the Herat Valley. It is a supplication to
the throne of grace that rings in my ears even as I write, months
after, and it touches the hearts of every Afghan within hearing
and taps the fountain of their piety like magic. It calls forth re-
sponsive prayers and pious sighings from everybody around my
bungalow—everybody except Osman. Osman can scarcely be
called imperturbable, for he has his daily and hourly moods, and
is of varying temper ; but he carries himself always as though con-
scious of being an outcast, whom nothing can either elevate or de-
file. 'When his fellow Mussulmans are piously prostrating them-
selves and uttering religious sighs sincere as fanaticism can make
them, Osman is either curled up beneath a pomegranate bush
asleep, feeding the horse, or attending to the pee-wit.

Observing this, I often wonder whether he is considered, or
considers himself, too small a potato in this world to hope for any
attention from the Prophet in the next. The paradise of the Mo-
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hammedans, its shady groves, marble fountains, walled gardens,
and cool retreats, its kara ghuz kiz and wealth of material pleas-
ures, no doubt seem to poor Osman, ith his one tattered garment
and unhappy servility, far beyond the aspirations of such as he.
Like the gutter-snipe of London or New York who gazes into the
brilliant shop windows, he feels privileged to feast hisimagination,
perchance, but that is all,

Big bonquets of roses are gathered for me every morning, and
when the store in our own little garden is exhausted they are pro-
cured from somewhere else. The efforts of those about me to ren-
der my forced detention as pleasant as possible is very gratifying,
and all the time I am buoyed up by the hope that the Boundary
Commissioners will be able to do something to help me get
through to India.

The Boundary Commission camp is stationed over two hundred
miles from Herat ; eight days roll wearily by and my movements
are still carefully confined to the little garden, and my person at-
tended by guards day and night. Every day I amuse myself with
giving raisins to the robber ants, for the sake of seeing the ever-
watchful bul-buls pounce upon them and rob them. Morning and
evening the imprisoned pee-wit awakens the echoes with his rat-
chetty call, and every sunset is commemorated by the sincerely
plaintive utterances of the muezzin mentioned above.

Thus the days of my detention pass away, until the ninth day
after my arrival here. On the evening of May 8th, the officer who
first interviewed me in the apricot orchard comes to my bungalow,
and brings salaams from Faramorz Khan. He and Mohammed
Ahzim Khan, after a brief discussion between themselves, com-
mence tfelling me, in the same roundabout manner as the blue-
gowned Khan at Furrah, that the Ameer at Cabool has no control
over the fanatical nomads of Zemindavar. Mohammed Ahzim
Khan draws his finger across his throat, and the officer repeats
¢ Afghan badmash, badmash, b-a-d-m-a-s-h ! ” (desperado).

This parrot-like repetition is uttered in accents so pleaful, and
is, withal, accompanied by such a searching stare into my face, that
ity comicality for the minute overcomes any sense of disappoint-
ment at the fall of my hopes. For my experience at Furrah
teaches me that this is really the object of their visit.

Another ingenious argument of these polite and, after a certain
childish fashion, astute Asiatics, is a direct appeal to my magnan-
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imity. ““We know you are brave, and to accomplish your object
would even allow the Ghilzais to cut your throat; but the Wali
begs you to 'sacrifice yourself for the reputation of his country, by
keeping out of danger,” they plead. ¢ If you get killed, Afghanis-
tan will get a bad name.”

: They are in dead earnest about converting me by argument
and pleadings to their view of the case. I point out that, so far as
the reputation of Afghanistan is concerned, there can be little dif-
ference between forbidding travellers to go through for fear of
their getting murdered, and their actual killing. I remind them,
too, that T am a “nokshi,” and can let the people of Frangistan
understand this if I am turned back.

These arguments, of course, avail me nothing ; the upshot of
instructions received from the Boundary Commission camp, is that
I am to be conducted at once back into Persia.

Horses have to be shod, and all sorts of preparations made next
morning, and it is near about noon before we are ready to start.
Our destination is the Persian frontier village of Karize, about one
hundred miles to the west. Everything is finally ready ; when it
transpires that Mohammed Ahzim Khan’s orders are to put me on
a horse and carry the bicycle on another. This programme I
utterly refuse to sanction, knowing only too well what the result is
likely to be to the bicycle. In defence of the arrangement, Mo-
hammed Ahzim Khan argues that, as the bicycle goes fourteen far-
sakhs an hour, the horses will not be able to keep up; and strict
orders are issued from Herat that I am not to separate myself from
my escort while on Afghan territory.

Off posts Abdur Rahman IKhan, hot haste to Herat, to report the
difficulty to the Governor, while we return to the garden. It being
too late in the day when he returns, our departure is postponed
till morning, and Osman, with his knobbed stick, performs the office
of nocturnal guard yet once again.

During the evening Mohammed Ahzim Khan unearths from
somewhere a couple of photographs of English ladies. These, he
tells me, came into his possession from one of Ayoob Khan’s fugi-
tive warriors after their dispersion in the Herat Valley, on their
flight before General Roberts’ command at Kandahar. They were
among the effects gathered up by Ayoob Khan’s plundering crew
from the disastrous field of Maiwand.



CHAPTER XII.
TAKEN BACK TO PERSIA.

Tue Governor of Herat sends “ khylie salaams ” and permission
for me to ride the bicycle, stipulating that I keep near the escort.
So, with many an injunction to me about dashi-adam, kooh, dagh,
ete., by way of warning me against venturing too far ahead, we bid
farewell to the garden, with its strange associations, in the early
morning. ~ Beside Mohammed Ahzim Khan and myself are three
sowars, mounted on splendid horses.

The morning is bright and cheerful, and shortly after starting
the animal spirits of the sowars find vent in -song. I have been
laboring under the impression that, for soul-harrowing vocal effort,
the wild-eyed sowars of Khorassan, as exemplified in my escort
from Beerjand, were entitled to the worst execrations of a diserim-
inating Ferenghi, but the Afghans can go them one better. If it
ig possible to imagine anything in the whole world of sound more
jarring and discordant than the united efforts of these Afghan sow-
ars, I have never yet discovered it. Out of pure consideration and
courtesy, I endure it for some little time ; but they finally reach a
high-searching key that is positively unendurable, and I am com-
pelled in sheer self-protection to beg the khan to suppress their
exuberance. ¢ These men are not bul-buls; then why do they
sing?” is all that is necessary for me to say. They all langh
heartily at the remark, and the khan orders them to sing no more.

Over a country that consists chiefly of ‘trailless hills and inter-
vening strips of desert, we wend our weary way, the bicycle often
proving more of a drag than a benefit. The weather gets insuffer-
ably hot ; in places the rocks fairly shimmer with heat, and are so
hot that one can scarce hold the hand to them. We camp for the
first night at a village, and on the second at an umbar that sug-
gests our approach to Persia, and in the morning we make an early
start with the object of reaching Karize before evening.

The day grows warm apace, and, at ten miles, the khan calls a
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halt for the discussion of what simple refreshments we have with
us. Our larder embraces dry bread and cold goat-meat and a few
handfuls of raisins. It ought also to include water in the leathern
bottle swinging from the stirrup of one of the sowars; but when
we halt, it is to discover that this worthy has forgotten to fill his
bottle. The way has been heavy for a bicycle, trundling wearily
through sand mainly, with no riding to speak of ; and young as is
the day, I am well-nigh overcome with thirst and weariness. I am
too thirsty to eat, and, miserably tired and disgusted, one gets an
instructive lesson in the control of the mind over the body. Much
of my fatigue comes of low spirits, born of disappointment at being
conducted back into Persia.

One of the sowars is despatched ahead to fill his bottle with
water at a well known to be some five miles farther ahead, and to
meet us with it on the way. On through the sand and heat we
plod wearily, myself almost sick with thirst, fatigue, and disgust.
Mohammed Ahzim Khan, observing my wretched condition, insists
upon me letting one of the sowars try his hand at trundling the
wheel, while I rest myself by riding his horse. Both the sowars
bravely try their best to relieve me, but they cut ridiculous figures,
toppling over every little while. At length one of them upsets the
bicyele into a little gully, and falling on it, snaps asunder two
spokes. The khan gives him a good tongue-lashing for his care-
lessness ; bnt one can hardly blame the fellow, and I take it under
my own protection again, before it goes farther and fares worse.

About 2 p.aw the sowar sent forward meets us with water ; but
it is almost undrinkable. TFar better luck awaits us, Lowever,
farther along. Sighting an Eimuck camel-rider in the distance,
one of the sowars gives chase and halts him until we can come up.
Slung across his camel he has a skin of doke, the most welcome
thing one can wish for under the circumstances. Everybody
helps himself liberally of the refreshing beverage, shrinking the
Eimuck’s supply very perceptibly. The Eimuck joins heartily
with our party in laughing at the altered contour of the pliant
skin, as pointed out jocularly by Mohammed Ahzim Khan, bids us
“ salaam aleykum,” and pursues his way across country.

During the afternoon we cross several well-worn trails ; though
evidently but little used of late, they have seen much travel. LMy
escort explains that they are alaman trails, in other words the
trails worn by Turkoman raiders passing back and forth on their
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man-stealing expeditions, before their subjugation by the Rus-
sians. '

By and by we emerge from a belt of low hills, and descend
into a broad, level plain. A few miles off to the right can be seen
the Heri Rood, its sinuous course plainly outlined by a dark fringe
of jungle. Some miles ahead the village-fortress of Kafir Kaleh is
visible. A horseman comes galloping across the plain to intercept
us. Mohammed Ahzim Khan produces his written orders concern-
ing my delivery at Karize and reads it to the new arrival. There-
upon ensues a long explanation, which ends in our turning about
and following the new-comer across the trailless plain toward the
Heri Rood.

“ What’s up now ? ” I wonder ; but the only intelligible reply I
get in reply to queries is that we are going to camp in the jungle.
Misgivings as to possible foul play mingle with speculations regard-
ing this person’s mission, as I follow in the wake of the Afghans.

We camp on a plot of rising ground that elevates us above the
overflow, and shortly after our arrival we are visited by a band of
nomads who are hunting through the jungle with greyhounds.
Mohammed Ahzim Khan informs me that both baabs, and palangs
(panthers) are to be found along-the Heri Rood.

Luxuriant beds of the green stuff known in the United States
as lamb’s-quarter, abound, and I put one of the sowars to gather-
ing some with the idea of cooking it for supper. None of our
party know anything about its being good to eat, and Mohammed
Ahzim Khan shakes his head vigorously in token of disapproval.
A nomad visitor, however, corroborates my statement about its
edibleness, and fills our chief with wonderment that I should know
something in common with an Afghan nomad, that he, a resident
of the country, knows nothing about. By way of stimulating his
wonderment still further, I proceed to call off the names of the
various nomad tribes inhabiting Afghanistan, together with their
locations.

“Where did you learn all this?” he queries, evidently suspi-
cious that I have been picking up altogether too much informa-
tion.

‘ London,” I reply.

“London!” he says; “Mashallah! they know everything at
London.” :

The horseman who intercepted us rode away when we camped
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for the night. Nothing more was seen of him, and at a late hour I
turn iu for the night—if one can be said to turn in, when the pro-
cess takes the form of stretching one’s self out on the open ground.
No explanation of our detention here has been given me during
the evening, and as I lay down to sleep all sorts of speculations are
indulged in, varying from having my throat cut before morning, to
a reconsideration by the authorities of the orders sending me back
to Persia.

Some time in the night I am awakened. A strange horseman
has arrived in camp with a letter for me. He wears the uniform of
a military courier. The sowars make a blaze of brushwood for
me to read by. It is a letter from Mr. Merk, the political agent
of the Boundary-Commission. It is a long letter, full of considerate -
language, but no instructions affecting the orders of my escort.
Mr. Merk explains why Mahmoud Yusuph Khan could not take
the responsibility of allowing me to proceed to Kandahar. The
population of Zemindavar, he points out, are particularly fanatical
and turbulent, and I should very probably have been murdered ;
ete.

The march toward Karize is resumed in good season in the
morning. ““What was that? a cuckoo?” At first I can scarcely
believe my own senses, the idea of cuckoos calling in the jungles of
Afghanistan being about the last thing I should have expected to
hear, never having read of travellers hearing them anywhere in
Central Asia, nor yet having heard them myself before. But there
is no mistake ; for ere we pass Kafir Kaleh, I hear the familiar
notes again and again.

The road is a decided improvement over anything we have
struck since leaving Herat, and by noon we arrive at Karize. For
some inexplicable reason the Sooltan of Karize receives our party
with very ill grace. He looks sick, and is probably suffering from
fever, which may account for the evident sourness of his disposi-
tion.

Mohammed Ahzim Khan is anything but pleased at our recep-

- tion, and as soon as he receives the receipt for my delivery makes
his preparations to return. I don’t think the Sooltan even ten-
dered my escort a feed of grain for their horses, a piece of inhos-
pitality wholly out of place in this wild country.

As for myself, he simply orders a villager to supply me with
food and quarters, and charge me for it. Mohammed Ahzim Khan
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comes to my quarters to bid me good-by, and he takes the oppor-
tunity to explain “this is Iran, not Afghanistan. Iran, pool ;
Afghanistan, pool neis.” There is no need of explanation, how-
ever ; the people rubbing their fingerggagerly together and erying,
“pool, pool,” when I ask for something to eat, tells me plainer
than any explanations that I am back again among our pool-loving
friends, the subjects of the Shah. As I bid Mohammed Ahzim
Khan farewell, I feel almost like parting from a friend; he is a
good fellow, and with nine-tenths of his inquisitiveness suppressed,
would make a very agreeable companion.

And so, here I am within a hundred and sixty miles of Meshed
again. More than a month has flown past since I last looked back
upon its golden dome ; it has been an eventful month. My ex-
periences have been exceptional and instructive, but I ought now
to be enjoying the comforts of the English camp at Quetta, instead
of halting over-night in the mud huts of the surly Sooltan of Ka-
rize.

The female portion of Karize society make no pretence of
covering up their faces, which impresses me the more as I have
seen precious little of female faces since entering Afghanistan.
All the women of Karize are ugly ; a fact that I attribute to the
handsomest specimens being carried off to Bokhara, for decades
past, by the Turkomans. The people that assemble to gaze upon
me are the same sore-eyed crowd that characterizes most Persian
villages ; and among them is one man totally blind. The loss of
sight has not dimmed his inquisitiveness any, however ; nothing
could do that, and he gets someone to lead him into my room,
where he makes an exhaustive examination of the bicycle with his
hands.

A village luti entertains me during the evening with a dancing
deer ; a comical affair of wood, made to dance on a table by jerk-
ing a string. The luti plays a sort of ‘“ whangadoodle ” tune on a
guitar, and manipulates the string so as to make the deer keep
time to the tune. He tells me he obtained it from Hindostan.

Among the wiseacres gathered around me plying questions,
is one who asks, “ Chand menzils inja ta London?” He wants
to know how many marches, or stopping-places, there are be-
tween Karize and London. This is a fair illustration of what
these people think the world is like. His idea of a jomrney from
lere to London is that of stages across a desert country like Per-
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sia, from one caravanserai to another; beyond that conception
these people know nothing. London, they think, would be some
such place as Herat or Meshed.

At the hour of my departure from Karize, on the following
morning, a little old man presents himself, and wants me to em-
ploy him as an escort. The old fellow is a shrivelled-up little bit
of a man, whom I could well-nigh hold out at arm’s length and lift
up with one hand. Not feeling the need of either guide or guard
particularly, I decline the old fellow’s services “ with thanks,” and
push on ; happy, in fact, to find myself once more untrammelled
by native company. 3

Small towers of refuge, dotting the plain thickly about Karize,
tell of past depredations by the Turkomans. An outlying village
like Karize must, indeed, have had a hard struggle for existence ;
right in the heart of the alaman country, too. Tor miles the plain
is found to be grassy as the Western prairies; an innovationgrom
the dreary gray of the camel-thorn dasht that is quite refreshing.
A stream or two has to be forded, and many Afghans are met re-
turning from pilgrimage to Meshed.

The village of Torbet-i-Sheikh Jahm is reached at noon, a pleas-
ant fown containing many shade-trees. Here, I find, resides Ab-
durrahzaak Xhan, a sub-agent of Mirza Abbas Khan, and conse-
quently a servant of the Indian Government. He is one of the
frontier agents, whose duty it is to keep track of events in a certain
section of country and report periodically to headquarters. He, of
course, receives me hospitably, does the agreeable with tea and
kalians, and provides substantial refreshments. The soothing Shi-
razi tobacco provided with his kalians, and the excellent quality
of his tea, provoke me to make comparison between them and the
wretched productions of Afghanistan. Abdurrahzaak laughs good-
humoredly at my remark, and replies, “ Mashallah ! there is nothing
good in Afghanistan!” He isn’t far from right ; and the English
officer who named the products of Afghanistan as “stones and
fighting men ” came equally near the truth.

Fair roads prevail for some distance after leaving Torbet-i-
Sheikh Jahm ; a halt is made at an Eliaute camp to refresh myself
with a bowl of doke. A picturesque dervish emerges from one of
the tents and presents hLis alms-receiver, with ¢ huk yal huk.”
Both man and voice seem familiar, and after a moment I recognize
him as a familiar figure upon the streets of Teheran last winter.
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He says he is going to Cabool and Kandahar. A unique feature of
his make-up is a staff with a bayonet fixed on the end, in place of
the usual club or battle-axe.

The night is spent in an Eliaute camp ; nummuds seem scarce
articles with them, and I spend a cold and uncomfortable night,
scarcely sleeping a wink. The camp is not far from the village of
Mahmoudabad, and a rowdy gang of ryots come over to camp in
the middle of the night, having heard of my arrival.

From Mahmoudabad the road follows up a narrow valley with
a range of hills running parallel on either hand. The southern
range are quite respectable mountains, with lingering patches of
snow, and——can it be possible!—even a few scattering pines.
Pines, and, for that matter, trees of any kind, are so scarce in this
country that one can hardly believe the evidence of his own eyes
when he sees them. .

On past the village of Karizeno my road leads, passing through
a hard, gravelly eountry, the surface generally affording fair riding
except for a narrow belt of sand-hills. At Karizeno, a glimpse is
obtained of our old acquaintances the Elburz Mountains, near Shah-
riffibad. They are observed to be somewhat snow-crowned still,
though to a measurably less extent than they were when we last
viewed them on the road to Torbet-i-Haiderie.

The approach of evening brings my day’s ride to a close at
Furriman, a village of considerable size, partially protected by a
wall and moat. Stared at by the assembled population, and en-
during their eager gabble all the evening, and then a nummud on
the roof of a villager’s house till morning. The night is cold, and
sleeplessness, with shivering body, again rewards me for a long, hard
day’s journey. But now it is but about six farsakhs to Meshed,
where, ¢ Inshallah,” a good bed and all kindred comforts await me
beneath Mr. Gray's hospitable roof. Ere the forenoon is passed the
familiar gold dome once again appears as a glowing yellow beacon,
beckoning me across the Meshed plain.

A camel runs away and unseats his rider in deference to his
timidity at my strange appearance as I bowl briskly across the
Meshed plain at noon. By one o’clock I am cireling around the
moat of the city, and by two am snugly ensconced in my old quar-,
ters, relating the adventures of the last five weeks to Gray, and re-
ceiving from him in exchange the latest scraps of European news.
I have made the one hundred and sixty miles from Karize in two
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days and a half—not a bad showing with a bicycle that has been
tinkered up by Herati gunsmiths,

Among other interesting items of news, it is learned that a hope-
ful Meshedi blacksmith has been inspired to try his “ prentice hand”
at making a bicycle. One would like to have seen that bicycle, but
somehow I didn’t get an’ opportunity. Friendly telegrams reach
me from Teheran, and also another order from the British Legation,
instructing me not to attempt Afghanistan again.

Since my departure from Meshed, southward bound, another
wandering correspondent has invaded the Holy City. Mr. R y
“special ” of a great London daily paper, whom I had the pleasure
of meeting once or twice in Teheran, has come eastward in an ef-
fort to enter Afghanistan, He has been halted by peremptory or-
ders at Meshed. Disgusted with his ill-luck at not being permitted
to carry out his plans, he is on the eve of returning to Constanti-
nople. AsI am heading for the same point myself, we arrange to
travel there in company. Being somewhat under the weather from
a recent attack of fever, he has contracted for a Russian fourgon to
carry him as far as Shahrood, the farthest point on our route to
which vehicular conveyance is practicable. Our purpose is to reach
the Caspian port of Bunder Guz, thence embark on a Russian
steamer to Baku, over the Caucasus Railway to Batoum, thence by
Black Sea steamer to Constantinople.

On the afternoon of May 18th, R—— makes a start with the
Sourgon. It is a custom (unalterable as the laws of, ete.) with all
Persians starting on a journey of any length to go a short distance
only for the first stage. The object of this is probably to find out
by actual experience on the road whether anything has been for-
gotten or overlooked, before they get too far away to return and
rectify the mistake. Semi-civilized peoples are wedded very
strongly to the customs in vogue among them, and the European
traveller finds himself compelled, more or less, to submit to them.
My intention is to overtake the fourgon the following day at Shah-
riffabad.

Accordingly, soon after sunrise on the morrow, the road around
the outer moat of Meshed is circled once again. A middle-aged
descendant of the Prophet, riding a graceful dapple-gray mare, spurs
his steed into a swinging gallop for about five miles across the level
plain in an effort to bear me company. Three miles farther, and
for miles over the steep and unridable gradients of the Shahriffabad
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hills, I may anticipate the delights of having his horse’s nose at my
shoulder, and my heels in constant jeopardy. To avoid this, I spurt
ahead, and ere long have the satisfaction of seeing him give it up.

In thgfoot-hills I encounter, for the first time, one of those char-
acteristics of Mohammedan countries, and more especially of Persia,
a caravan of the dead. Thousands of bodies are carried every year,
on horseback or on camels, from various parts of Persia, to be buried
in holy ground at Meshed, Kerbella, or Mecca. The corpses are
bound about with canvas, and slung, like bales of merchandise, one
on either side of the horse. The stench from one of these corpse-
caravans is something fearful, nothing more nor less than the hoz-
rible stench of putrid human bodies. And yet the drivers seem
to mind it very little indeed. One stout horse in the party I meet
this morning carries two corpses ; and in the saddle between them
rides a woman! ¢ Mashallah !” perchance those very bodies, be-
tween which she sits perched so indifferently, are the remains of
small-pox victims, But, what cares the woman ?—is she not a Mo-
hammedan, and a female one at that ?—and does she not believe in
kismet ? What cares she for Ferenghi ¢ sanitary fads?”—if it is her
kismet to take the small-pox, she will take it; if it is her kismet not
to, she won’t. One would think, however, that common sense and
common prudence would instruct these people to imitate the ex-
cellent example of the Chinese, in taking measures to dispose of
the flesh before transporting the bones to distant burial-places.
Many of the epidemics of disease that decimate the populations of
Eastern countries, and sometimes travel into the West, originate
from these abominable caravans of the dead and kindred irration-
alities of the illogical and childlike Oriental.

As the golden dome of Imam Riza’s sanctuary ghmmers upon
my retreating figure yet a fourth time as I reach the summit of the
hill whence we first beheld it, I breathe a silent Liope that I may
never set eyes on it again. The fourgon is overtaken, as agreed
upon, at Shahriffabad, and after an hiour’s halt we conclude to con-
tinue on.to the caravanserai, where, it will be remembered, miy
friend the hadji and Mazanderan dervish and myself found shelter
from the blizzard.

R——’s Turkish servant, Abdul, a handy fellow, speaking three
or four languages, and numbering, among other accomplishments,
the knack of always having on hand plenty of cold chicken and
mutton,.is a vast improvement upon obtaining food direct from the
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villagers. Resting here till 2 a.m., we make a moonlight march to
Gadamgah, arriving there for breakfast. The trail is a revelation
of smoothness, in comparison to my expectations, based upon its
condition a few weeks ago. The moon is about full, and gives a
light as it only does in Persia, and one can see to ride the parallel
camel-paths very successfully. 5

Persians are very much given to night-travelling, and as I ride
well ahead of the fourgon, the strange, weird object, gliding noise-
lessly along through the moonlight, fills many a superstitious pil-
grim with misgivings that he has caught a glimpse of Sheitan. I
can hLear them rapidly muttering “Allah!” as they edge off the
road and hurry along on their way.

Many Arabs from the Lower Euphrates valley are now mingled
with the pilgrim throngs en route to Meshed. They are evil-look-
ing customers, black as negroes almost ; they look capable of any
atrocity under the sun. These Arab pilgrims are hadjis almost to
a man, coming, as they do, from much nearer Mecca than the Per-
sians ; but their holiness does not prevent them bearing the unen-
viable reputation of being the most persistent thieves. Abdul
knows them well, and when any of them are about, keeps a sharp
. look-out to see that none of them approach our things.

On the following evening, at a caravanseral near Nishapoor, we
meet and spend the night with a French scientific party of three
sent out by the Paris Geographical Society to make geographical
and geological researches in Turkestan. The three Frenchmen are
excellent company ; they entertain us with European news, their
views on the political aspect, and of incidents on their fourgon
journey from Tiflis. Among their charvadars is a man who saw
me last antumn at Ovahjik.

Much good riding surface prevails, and we pass the night of
the 21st at Lafaram. The crowds that everywhere gather about
us are very annoying to R , whose fever and consequent weak-
ness i hardly calculated to sweeten his temper under trying ecir-
cumstances. A whole swarm of women gather to stare at us at
Lafaram. “T1l soon scatter them, anyway,” says R ; and he
reaches for a pair of binoculars hanging up in the fourgon. Ad-
justing them to his eyes, he levels them at the bunch of females,
expecting to see them scatter like a flock of partridges. Seatter-
ing is evidently about the last thing the women are thinking of
doing, however ; they merely turn their attention to the binoculars
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and concentrate their comments upon them instead of on other of
our effects, for the moment, but that is all.

In the vicinity of Subzowar we find the people engaged in har-
vesting the crop of opium. The way they do it is to go through
the fields of poppy every morning and scarify the green heads
with a knife-biade notched for the purpose, like a saw. During
the day the milky juice oozes out and solidifies. In the evening
the harvesters pass through the fields again, scrape off the exuded
opium, and collect it in vessels. - This, after the watery substance
has been worked out with frequent kneadings and drying, is the
opium of commerce. The chief opium emporium of Persia is
Shiraz, where buyers ship it by camel-caravan to Bushire for ex-
port. Persian opium commands the topmost prices in foreign
markets.

Here every idler about the villages seems to be amusing him-
self by working a ball of opium about in his hands, much as a boy
delights in handling a chunk of putty. Lumps as large as the fist
are freely offered me by friendly people, as they would hand one a
Piece of bread or a pomegranate ; I might collect pounds of the
stuff by simply taking what is offered me without the asking.

In the caravanserai at Miandasht, Abdul’'s failure to appreciate
our whilom and egotistical friend, the la-de-da telegraph-jee, at his
own valuation comes near resulting in a serious fracas. One of Ab-
dul’s most valued services is keeping at a respectful distance the
crowds of villagers that invariably swarm about us when we halt.
In doing this he sometimes flogs about him pretty lively with the
whip. As a general thing the natives take this sort of thing in the
greatest good humor ; in fact, rather enjoy it than otherwise.

At Miandasht, however, Abdul’s whip happens to fall rather
heavily upon the shoulders of the telegraph-jee’s farrash, who is in
the crowd. This individual, reflecting” something of his master’s
self-esteem, takes exceptions to this, and complains, with the cus-
tomary Persian elaboration, no doubt, to the consequential head
of the place. The consequence is that a gang of villagers, headed
by the telegraph-jee himself, gather around, and suddenly attack
poor Abdul with clubs. Except for the prompt assistance of
R and myself, he would have been mauled pretty severely. As
it is, he gets bruised up rather badly ; though he inflicts almost as
much damage as he receives, with a hatchet hastily grabbed from
the fourgon. The fact of his being a Turk, whom the Persians
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consider far less holy than themselves, Abdul explains, accounts
for the attack on him as much as anything else.

A new surprise awaits us at Mijamid, something that we are
totally unprepared for. As we reach the chapar-khana there, a
voice from the roof greets us with ¢ Sprechen sie Deutsch ?” Look-
ing up in astonishment, we behold Colonel G , & German offi-
cer in the Shah’s army, whom both of us are familiarly acquainted
with by sight, from seeing him so often at the morning réviews in
the military maiden at Teheran. But this is not all, for with him
are his wife and daughter. Thisis the firgt time European ladies
have traversed the Meshed-Teheran road, Teheran being the far-
thest point eastward in Persia that lady travellers have heretofore
penetrated to. Colonel G—— has been appointed to the staff of the
new Governor-General of Khorassan, and is on his way to Meshed.
The appearance of Ferenghi ladies in the Holy City will be an in-
novation that will fairly eclipse the introduction of the bicycle.
All Meshed will be wild with curiosity, and the poor ladies will
never be able to venture into the streets without disguise.

There is furor enough over them in Mijamid ; the whole popu-
lation is assembled en masse before the chapar-khana. The com-
bination of the bicycle, three Ferenghis, and, above all, two Feren-
ghi ladies, is an event that will form a red-letter mark in the history
of Mijamid for generations of unborn Persian ryots to talk about
and wonder over.

The colonel produces a bottle of excellent Shiraz wine and a
box of Russian cigarettes. The ladies have become sufficiently
Orientalized to number among their accomplishments the smoking
of cigarettes. They are delighted at meeting us, and are already
acquainted with the main ecircumstances of my misadventure in
Afghanistan. Camp-stools are brought out, and we spend a most
pleasant hour together, before continuing on our opposite courses.
The wondering natives are almost speechless with astonishment at
the spectacle of the two ladies sitting out there, faces all uncovered,
smoking cigarettes, sipping claret, and chatting freely with the men.
It is a regular circus-day for these poor, unenlightened mortals. The
ladies are charming, and the charm of female society loses noth-
ing, the reader may be sure, from one’s having been deprived of it
for a matter of months.

The colonel’s lingual preference is German, Mrs. G——'s,
French, and the daughter’s, English ; so that we are quite cosmo-

You. I1.—16
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politan in the matter of speech. All of us know enough Persian
to express ourselves in that language too. In commenting upon
my detention by the Afghans, the colonel characterizes them as
¢ pedar sheitans,” Madame as *‘ le diable Afghans,” and Miss G——
as—well, /e diable ” in plain yet charmingly broken English.

 The next day, soon after noon, we roll into Shahrood, where
R—— discharges his fourgon and we engage mules to transport
us over the Tash Pass, a breakneck bridle-trail over the Elburz
range to the Asterabad Plain and the Caspian.

A half-day search by Abdul results in the employment of an
outfit comprising three charvadars, with three mules, a couple of
donkeys, and riding horses for ourselves. A liberal usge of the whip
by R on the charvadars’ shoulders, awful threats, and sundry
other persuasive arguments, assist very materially in getting started
at a decent hour on the morning following our arrival. The bicy-
cle is taken apart and placed on top of the mule-packs, where, in
remembrance of its former fate under somewhat similar conditions,
I keep it pretty strictly under surveillance.

The Asterabad trail is a steady ascent from the beginning ; and
before many miles are covered, scattering dwarf pines on the
mountains indicate a change from the utter barrenness that char-
acterizes their southern aspect. One lone tiree of quite respectable
dimensions, standing a mile or so off to our left, suggests a special
point of demarcation between utter barrenness and where a new
order of things begins.

Our way leads up fearful rocky paths, where the horses have to
be led, and at times assisted ; up, up, until our elevation is nearly
ten thousand feet, and we are among a chaotic wilderness of pre-
cipitous rocks and scrub pines. A false step in some places, and
our horses would roll down among the craggy rocks for hundreds
of feet. It is a toilsome march, but we cross the Tash Pass, and
camp for the night in a little inter-mountain valley, beside a stream
at the foot of a pine-covered mountain. The change from the dry
interior plaing is already novel and refreshing. Grass abounds in
abundance, and the prospect is the greenest I have seen for nine
months, We camp out in the open, and are put to some discom-
fort by passing showers in the night.

A march of a dozen miles from this valley over a tortuous
mountain trail brings us into a country the existence of which one
could never, by any stretch of the imagination, dream of in con-
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nection with Persia, as one sees it in its desert-like character south
of the mountains. The transformation is from one extreme of
vegetable nature to the other. We camp for lunch on velvety
greensward beneath a grove of oak and cherry trees. Cuckoos are
heard calling vound about, singing birds make melody, and among
them we both recognize the cheery clickety-click of my raisin-lov-
ing Herati friends, the bul-buls. Flowers, too, are here at our feet
in abundance, forget-me-nots and other familiar varieties.

The view from our position is remarkably fine, reminding me
forcibly of the Balkans south of Nisch, and of the Californian
slopes of the Sierra Nevadas, where they overlook the Sacramento
Valley. The Asterabad Plain is spread out below us like a vast map.

“We can trace the windings and fwistings of the various streams,
the tracts of unreclaimed forest, and the cultivated fields. Astera-
bad and numerous villages dot the plain, and by taking R——7s
binoculars we can make out, through the vaporous atmosphere, the
shimmering surface of the Caspian Sea. It is one of the most re-
markable views I ever saw, and the novelty and grandeur of it ap-
peals the more forcibly to one’s imagination, no doubt, because of
its striking contrast to what the eyes have from long usage become
accustomed to. From dreary, barren dashf, and stony wastes, to
densely wooded mountains, jungle-covered plains, tall, luxurious
tiger-grass, and beyond all this the shimmering background of
the sea, is a big change to find but little more than a day’s
march apart. We are both captivated by the change, and agree
that the Caspian slope is the only part of Persia fit to look at.

The descent of the northern slope is even steeper than the other
side; but instead of rocks, it is the rich soil of virgin forests.
Open parks are occasionally crossed, and on one of these we find a
large camp of Turcomans, numbering not less than a hundred
tents. Mountaineers are always picturesquely dressed, and so, too,
are nomads. When, therefore, one finds mountaineer nomads, it
seems superfluous almost to describe them as being arrayed chiefly
in gewgaws and bright-colored clothes. Camped here amid the
dark, luxurious vegetation, they and their tents make a charming
picture—a scene of life and of contrast in colors which if faithfully
transferred to canvas would be worth a king’s ransom.

Down paths of break-neck steepness and slipperiness, our way
descends into a dark region where vegetation runsriot in the shape
of fine tall timber, of a semi-tropical variety. Many of the trees
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present a fantastic appearance, by reason of great quantities of
hanging moss, that in some instances fairly load down the weaker
branches. Banks of beautiful ferns, and mossy rocks join with the
splendid trees in making our march through these northern foot-
hills of the Elburz Mountains an experience long to be remembered.

A curious and interesting comparison that comes under our
observation is that, on the gray plains and rocky mountains of
the interior the lizards are invariably of a dull and uninteresting
color, quite in keeping with their surroundings. No sooner, how-
ever, do we find ourselves in a district where nature’s deft hand
has painted the whole canvas of the country a bright green, than the
lizards which we see scuttling through the ferns and moss-beds are
also the greenest of all the green things. These scaly little reptiles
shine and glisten like supple shapes of emerald, as one sees them
gliding across the path. This is but another link in the chain of
evidence that seems to prove that animals derive much of their
distinctive character and appearance from the nature of their sur-
roundings. In Northern China are a species of small monkey with
a quite heavy coat of fur. They are understood to be the descend-
ants of a comparatively hairless variety which found its way
there from the warm jungles of the South, the change from a
warm climate to a cold one being responsible for the coat of fur.
In the same way, after noting the complete change that has come
over the lizards, we conclude that, if a colony of the gray species
from the other side of the mountains were brought and turned
loose among the green foot-hills here, their descendants, a few gen-
erations hence, would be found with coats as green as those of the
natives. This conviction gathers force from the fact that no gray
lizards whatever are encountered here ; all the lizards we see are
green.

Emerging from the foot-hills, we find ourselves in a country the
general appearance of which reminds me of a section of Missouri
more than anything I have seen in Asia. Fields and pastures are
fenced in with the same rude corduroy-fences one sees in the Mis-
souri Valley, some well kept and others neglected. The pastures
are blue grass and white clover ; bees are humming and buzzing
from flower to flower, and, to make the similitude complete, one
hears the homely tinkle of cow-bells here and there. It is difficult
to realize that all this is in Persia, and that one lLas not been trans--
ported in some miraculous manner back to the United States,
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A little farther out from the base of the mountains, however,
and we come upon wild figs, pomegranates, and other indigenous
evidences of Eastern soil ; and by and by our path almost becomes
a tunnel, burrowing through a wealth of tiger-grass twenty feet
high. The fields and little clearings which, a few miles back, were
devoted to the cultivation of wheat and rye, now become rice-fields
overflowed from irrigating ditches, and in which bare-legged men
and women are paddling about, over their knees in mud and
water.

Early in the evening we reach the city of Asterabad, which we
find totally different from the sombre, mud-built cities of the in-
terior. The wall surrounding it is topped with red tiles, and the
outer moat is choked with rank vegetation. The houses are gabled,
and roofed with tiles or heavy thatch, presenting an appearance
very suggestive of the picturesque towns and villages about Stras-
burg. The streets are narrow and ill-paved, and neglect and decay
everywhere abound. The cemeteries are a chaotic mass of tumble-
down tombstones and vagrant vegetation. Pools of water covered
with green scum, and heaps of filth everywhere, fill the reeking at-
mosphere with malaria and breed big clouds of mosquitoes. The
people have a yellowish, waxy complexion that tells its own story
of the unhealthiness of the place, without instituting special in-
quiry. One can fairly sniff fever and ague in the streets.

Much taste is displayed in architectural matters by the wealthier
residents. The walls surrounding the little compounds are some-
times adorned with house-leeks or cactus, tastefully set out along
the top ; and, in other cases, with ornamental tiles. The walls of
the houses are decorated with paintings depicting, in bright colors,
scenes of the chase, birds, animals, and mythological subjects.

The charvadars lead the way to a big caravanserai in the heart
of the city. The place is found to be filled with a miscellaneous
crowd of caravan people, travellers, merchants, and dervishes.
The serai also appears to be a custom-house and emporium for
wool, cotton, and other products of the tributary country. Horses,
camels, and merchandise crowd the central court, and rising fifty
feet above all this confusion and babel is a wooden tower known
as a tullar. This is a dilapidated framework of poles that sways °
visibly in the wind, the uses of which at first sight it is not easy to
determine. Some of the natives motion for uns to take possession
of il, however ; and we subsequently learn that the little eyrie-like
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platform is used as a sleeping-place by travellers of distinetion.
The clevation and airiness are supposed to be a safeguard against
the fever and a refuge from the terrible mosquitoes, of which As-
terabad is over-full.

An hour after our arrival, Abdul goes out and discovers a Per-
sian gentleman named Mahmoud Turki Aghi, who presents himself
in the capacity of British agent here. As we were in ignorance of
the presence of any such official being in Asterabad, he comes as a
pleasant surprise, and still more pleasant comes an invitation to
accept his hospitality.

From him we learn that the steamer we expeet to take at Bun-
der Guz, the port of Asterabad, eight farsakhs distant, will not sail
until six days later. Mindful of the fever, from which he is still a
sufferer to an uncomfortable extent, R looks a trifle glum at
this announcement, and, after our traps are unpacked at Mahmoud
Turki Aghi’s, he ferrets out a book of travels that I had often heard
him refer to as an anthority on sundry subjects. Turning over the
leaves, he finds a reference to Bunder Guz, and reads out the story
of a certain ¢ gimlet-tailed fly ” that makes life a burden to the un-
wary traveller who elects to linger there on the Caspian shore.
Between this gimlet-tailed pest, however, and the mosquitoes of
Asterabad we decide that there can be very little to choose, and so
make up our minds to accept our host’s hospitality for a day and
then push on.

During the day we call on the Russian consul to get our pass-
ports viséd. As between English and Russian prestige, the latter
are decidedly to the fore in Asterabad. The bear has his big paw
firmly planted on this fruitful province—it is more Russian than
Persian now ; before long it will be Russian altogether. Nothing
is plainer to us than this, as we reach the Russian Consulate and
are introduced by Mahmoud Turki Aghi to the consul. He is no
“native agent.” On the, contrary, he is one of the biggest * per-
sonages VI have seen anywhere. He is the sort of man that the
Russian Government invariably picks out for its representation at
such important points in Asia as Asterabad. .

A six-footer of magnificent physique, with a smooth and polished
address, all smiles and politeness, the Russian cansul wears a leo-
nine mustache that could easily be tied in a knat at the back of
his head. Although he is the only European resident of Asterabad
save a few Cossack attendants, he wears fashionable Parisian clothes,
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a wealth of watch-chain, rings, and flash jewellery, patent-leather
shoes, and all the accompaniments of an ostentatious show of wealth
and personal magnificence. His rooms are equally gorgeous, and
contain large colored portraits of the Czar and Czarina.

The intent and purpose of all this display is to fill the minds
of the natives, and particularly the native officials, with an over-
whelming sense of Russian grandeur and power. No Persian can
enter the presence of this Russian consul in his rooms without
experiencing a certain measure of awe and admiration. They re-
gard with covetous eyes the rich and comfortable appointments
of the rooms, and the big gold watch-chains and rings on the con- .
sul's person. They too would like to be in the Russian service if
its rewards are on such a magnificent scale. Of patriotism to the
Shah they know nothing—self-interest is the only master they will-
ingly serve.

No one knows this better than the Russian consul; and in the
case of influential officials and other useful persons, he sees to it
that gold watches and such-like tokens of the Czar's esteem are
not lacking. The result is that Asterabad, both city and province,
is even now more Russian than Persian, and when the proper time
arrives will drop into the bear’s capacious maw like a ripe plum.

At daybreak on the morning of departure the charvadars wake
us up by pounding on the outer gate and shouting “hadji” to
Abdul. Abdul lets them in, and the next hour passes in violent
and wordy disputation among them as they load up their horses.
All three have purchased new Asterabad hats, big black busbies
much prized by Persians from beyond the mountains. The acqui-
sition of these imposing head-dresses has had the effect of increas-
ing their self-esteem wonderfully. They regard each other with
considerable hauteur, and quarrel almost continually for the first
few miles. R—— puts up with their angry shouting and quarrel-
ling for a while, and then chases them around a little with the long
hunting whip he carries. This brings them to their senses again,
and secures a degree of peace ; but the inflating effect of the new
hats crops out at intervals all day.

Our road from Asterabad leads through jungle nearly the
whole distance to Bunder Guz. In the woods are clearings con-
sisting of rice-fields, orchards, and villages. The villages are pict-
uresque clusters of wattle houses with peaked thatch roofs that
descend to within a few feet of the ground. Groves of Euglish
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walnut-trees abound, and plenty of these trees are also scattered
through the jungle.

During the day we encounter a gang of professional native
hunters hunting wild boars, of which these woods contain plenty,
as well as tigers and panthers. They are a wild-looking erowd,
with long hair, and sleeves rolled up to their elbows. Big knives
are bristling in their kammerbunds, besides which they are armed
with spears and flint-lock muskets. They make a great deal of
noise, shouting and hallooing one to another ; one can tell when
they are on a hot trail by the amount of noise they make, just as
you can with a pack of hounds.

We reach our destination by the middle of the afternoon, and
find the place a wretched village, right on the shore of the Caspian.
We repair to the caravanserai, but find the rooms so evil-smelling
that we decide upon camping out and risking the fever rather
than court acquaintance with possible cholera, providing no better
place can be found elsewhere. This serai is a curious place, any-
way. All sorts of people, some of them so peculiarly dressed that
none of our party are able to make out their character or national-
ity. A dervish is exhorting a crowd of interested listeners at one
end of the courtyard, and a strolling band of lufis are entertain-
ing an audience at the other end. There are six of these lufis;
while two are performing, four are circulating among the crowd
collecting money! In any other country but Persia, five would
have been playing and one passing the hat.

R—— and Abdul go ahead to try and secure better quarters,
and shortly the latter returns, and announces that they have been
successful. So I, and the charvadars, with the horses, follow him
through a crooked street of thatched houses, at the end of which
we find R seated beneath the veranda of a rude hotel kept by
an Armenian Jew. Aswe approach I observe that my companion
looks happier than I have seen him look for days. He is pretty
thoroughly disgusted with Persia and everything in it, and this,
together with his fever, has kept him in anything but an amiable
frame of mind. But now his face is actually illumined with a smile.

On the little table before him stand a half-dozen black bottles,
imperial pints, bearing labels inscribed with outlandish Russian
words.

“This is civilization, my boy—civilization reached at last,” says
R——, as he sees me coming.
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‘ What, this wretched tumble-down hole ?” I exclaim, waving
my hand at the village.

¢ No, not that,” replies R—— ; ““this—this is civilization,” and
he holds up to the light a glass of amber Russian beer.

Apart from Russians, we are the first European travellers that
have touched at Bunder Guzsince McGregor was here in 1875. We
keep a loose eye out for the gimlet-tailed flies, but are not harassed
by them half so much as by fleas and the omnipresent mosquito.
These two latter insects have dwindled somewhat from the majes-
tic proportions described by McGregor ; they are large enough
and enterprising enough as it is ; but MeGregor found one species
the size of ‘““cats,” and the other “as large as camels.” Bunder
Guz is simply a landing and shipping point for Asterabad and ad-
jacent territory. A good deal of Russian bar iron, petroleum,
iron kettles, etc., are piled up under rude sheds; and wool from
the interior is being baled by Persian Jews, naked to the waist, by
means of hand-presses. Cotton and wool are the chief exports.
Of course, the whole of the trade is in the hands of the Russians,
who have driven the Persians quite off the sea. The Caspian is
now nothing more nor less than a Russian salt-water lake.

The harbor of Bunder Guz is so shallow that one may ride
horseback into the sea for nearly a mile. The steamers have to
load and unload at a floating dock a mile and a half from shore.
Very pleasant, in spite of the wretched hole we are in, i it to find
one’s self on the seashore—to see the smoke of a steamer, and the
little smacks riding at anchor.

The day after our arrival, a man comes round and tells Abdul
that he has three fine young Mazanderan tigers he would like to
sell the Sahibs. We send Abdul to investigate, and he returns
with the report that a party of Asterabad tiger-hunters have killed
a female tiger and brought in three cubs. The man comes back
with him and impresses upon us the assertion that they are khylie
koob baabs (very splendid tigers), and would be dirt cheap at three
hundred kerans apiece, the price he pretends to want for them.
From this we know that the tigers could be bought very cheap,
and since Mazanderan tigers are very rarve in European menageries,
we determine to go and look at them anyway. They are found to
be the merest kittens, not yet old enough to see. They are savage
little brutes, and spend their whole time in dashing recklessly
against the bars of the coop in which they are confined. They re-
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fuse to eat or drink, and although the Persians declare that they
would soon learn to feed, we conclude that they would be alto-
gether too much trouble, even if it were possible to keep them from
dying of starvation. g

On the evening of June 3d we put off, together with a number
of native passengers, in a lighter, for the vessel which is loading
up with bales of cotton at the floating dock. Most of the night
is spent in sitting on deck and watching the Persian roustabouts
carry the cargo aboard, for the shouting, the inevitable noisy
squabbling, and the thud of bales dumped into the hold render
sleep out of the question.

The steamer starts at sunrise, and the captain comes round to
pay his respects. He is more of a German than a Russian, and
seems pleased to welcome aboard his ship the first English or
American passengers he has had for years. He makes himself
agreeable, and takes a good deal of interest in explaining anything
about the burning of petroleum residue on the Caspian steamers
instead of coal. He takes us down below and shows us the fur-
naces, and explains the modus operandi. 'We are delighted at the
evident superiority of this fuel over coal, and the economy and
ease of supplying the furnaces. Seven copecks the forty pouds,
the captain says, is the cost of the fuel, and two and a half roubles
the expense of running the vessel at full speed an hour. There is
not an ounce of coal aboard, the boiler-house is as clean and neat
as a parlor, and no cinders fall upon the deck or awnings. In
place of huge coal-bunkers, taking up half the vessel’s carrying
space, compact tanks above the furnaces hold all the liquid fuel.
Pipes convey it automatically, much or little, as easily as regulat-
ing a water-tap, to the fire-boxes. Jets of steam scatter it broad-
cast throughout the box in the form of spray, and insures its spon-
taneous combustion into flame. A peep in these furnaces displays
a mass of flame filling an iron box in which no fuel is to be seen.
A slight twist of a brass cock increases or diminishes this flame at
once. A couple of men in clean linen uniforms manage the whole
business, We both concluded that it was far superior to coal.

Many windings and tackings are necessary to get outside Ash-
durada Bay ; sometimes we are steaming bow on for Bunder Guz,
apparently returning to port; at other times we are going due
south, when our destination is nearly north. This, the captain ex-
plains, is due.to the intricacy of the channel, which is little more



TAKEN BACK TO PERSIA. 251

than a deeper stream, so to speak, meandering crookedly through
the shallows and sand-bars of the bay. Buoys and sirens mark the
steamer’s course to the Russian naval station of Ashdurada. Here
we cross a bar so shallow that no vessel of more than twelve feet
draught can enter or leave the bay. Our own ship is a light-
draught steamer of five hundred tons burden.

A little steam-launch puts out from Ashdurada, bringing the
mails and several naval officers bound for Krasnovodsk and Baku.
The scenery of the Mazanderan coast is magnificent. The bold
mountains seem to slope quite down to the shore, and from sum-
mit to surf-waves they present one dark-green mass of forest.

The ménu of these Caspian steamers is very good, based on
the French school of cookery rather than English. No early
breakfast is provided, however ; breakfast at eleven and dinner at
six are the only refreshments provided by the ship’s regular ser-
vice—anything else has to be paid for as extras. At eleven o’clock
we descend to the dining saloon, where we find the table spread
with caviare, cheese, little raw salt fishes, pickles, vodka, and the
unapproachable bread of Russia. The captain and passengers are
congregated about this table, some sitting, others standing, and
all reaching here and there, everybody helping himself and eat-
ing with his fingers. Now and then each one tosses off a little
tumbler of vodka. We proceed to the table and do our best to
imitate the Russians in their apparent determination to clean off
the table. The edibles before us comprise the elements of a first-
class cold luncheon, and we sit down prepared to do it ample jus-
tice. By and by the Russians leave this table one by one, and
betake themselves to another, on the opposite side of the saloon.
As they sit down, waiters come in bearing smoking hot roasts and
vegetables, wine and dessert.

A gleam of intelligence dawns upon my companion as he real-
izes that we are making a mistake, and pausing in the act of trans-
ferring bread and caviare to his mouth, he says to me, impressively :

“This is only sukuski, you know, on this table.”

“Why, of course! Didn’t you know that? Yourignorance sur-
prises me ; I thought youknew.” And then we follow the example
of everybody else and pass over to the other side.

The sukuski is taken before the regular meal in Russia. The
tidbits and the vodka are partaken of to prepare and stimulate the
appetite for the regular meal,
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Not yet, however, are we fully initiated into the mysteries of
the Caspian steamer’s service, Wine is flowing freely, and as we
seat ourselves the captain passes down his bottle. Presently I
hold my glass to be refilled by a spectacled naval officer sitting op-
posite. With a polite bow he fills it to the brim. The next mo-
ment, I happen to catch the captain’s eye, it contains a meaning
twinkle of amusement. Heavens! this i3 not a French steamer,
even if the cookery is somewhat Frenchy ; neither is it a fable-
d'héte with claret flowing ad lbitum. = The ridiculous mistake has
been made of taking the captain’s polite hospitality and the liberal
display of bottles for the free wine of the French table-d’hdte. The
officer with the eyeglasses lands at Tchislikar in the afternoon, for
which I am not sorry.

At Tchislikar we are met by a lighter with several Turcoman
passengers. The sea is pretty rough, and the united efforts of
several boatmen are required to hoist aboard each long-gowned
Turcoman, each woman and child. They are Turcoman traders
going to-Baku and Tiflis with bales of the famous kibitka hang-
ings and carpets. Tchislikar is the port whence a few years ago
the Russian expedition set out on their campaign against the
Tekke Turcomans. Three hundred miles” inland is the famous
fortress of Geoke Tepe, where disaster overtook the Russians, and
where, in a subsequent campaign, occurred that massacre of women
and children which caused the Western world to wonder anew at
the barbarism of the Russian soldiery.

Still steaming north, our little craft ploughs her way toward
Krasnovodsk, an important military station on the eastern coast.

At night the surface of the sea becomes smooth and glassy, the
sun sets, rotund and red, in a haze suggestive of Indian summer
in the West. The cabins are small and stuffy, so I sleep up on the
hurricane-deck, wrapping a Persian sheepskin overcoat about me.
An awning covers this deck completely, but this does not prevent
everything beneath getting drenched with dew. Never did I see
such a fall of dew. It streams off the big awning like a shower of
rain, and soaks through it and drips, drips on to my recumbent
form and everything on the hurricane-deck.

Early in the morning we moor our ship to the dock at Krasno-
vodsk, and load and unload merchandise till noon. Here is where
railway material for the Transcaspian railway to Merv is landed,
the terminus being at Michaelovich, near by. We go ashore for a



TAKEN BACK TO PERSIA. 253

couple of hours and look about. Theinmates of a military conva-
lescent hospital are passing from the doctor’s office to their barracks,
They are wearing long dressing-gowns of gray stuff, with hoods that
make them look wonderfully like a lot of monks arrayed in cowls.
A company of infantry are target-practising at the foot of rocky
buttes just outside the town. Not a tree nor a green thing is visi-
ble in the place nor on all the hills around—nothing but the blue
waters of the Caspian and the dull prospect of rude rock buildings
and gray hills,

Except for the sea, and the raggedness and abject servility of the
poor class of people, one might imagine Krasnovodsk some Far
Western fort. Scarcely a female is seen on tle streets, soldiers are
everywhere, and in the commercial quarter every other place is a
vodka-shop. 'We visit one of these and find men in red shirts and
cowhide boots playing billiards and drinking, others drinking and
playing cards. - Rough and sturdy men they look—frontiersmen ;
but there is no spirit, no independence, in their expression ; they
look like curs that have been chastised and bullied until the spirit
is completely broken. This peculiar humbled and resigned ex-
pression is observable on the faces of the common people from one
end of Russia to the other. It is quite extraordinary for a common
Russian to look one in the eye. Nor is this at all deceptive ; a
social superior might step up and strike one of these men brutally
in the face without the slightest provocation, and, though the vic-
tim of the outrage might be strong as an ox, no remonstrance
whatever would be made. It is difficult for us to comprehend
liow human beings can possibly become so abjectly servile and
spiritless as the lower-class Russians. But the terrors of the
knout and Siberia are ever present before them. Cheap chromo-
lithographs of Gregorian saints hang on the walls of the saloon,
and with them are mingled fancy pictures of Tiflis and Baku
café-chantant belles. Long rows of vodka-bottles are the chief
stock-in-trade of the place, but “peevo” (beer) can be obtained
from the cellar.

Quite a number of army officers, with their wives, come aboard
at Krasnovodsk. They seem good fellows, nearly all, and inclined
to cultivate our acquaintance. Individually, the better-class Rus-
sian and the Englishman have many attributes in common that
make them like each other. Except for imperial matters, Russian
and English officers would be the best of friends, I think. The
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ladies all smoke cigarettes incessantly. There is not a handsome
woman aboard, and they show the lingering traces of Russian bar-
barism by wearing beads and gewgaws.

The most interesting of our passengers is a Persian dealer in
precious stones. He is a well-educated individual, quite a linguist,
and a polished gentleman withal. He is taking diamonds and tur-
quoises that he has collected in Persia, to Vienna and Paris.

Another night of drenching dew, and by six o’clock next morn-
ing we are drawing near to the great petroleum port of Baku.
From Krasnovodsk we have crossed the Caspian from east to west
right on the line of latitude 40°, ;
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Bagu looks the inartistie, business-like place it is, occupying
the base of brown, verdureless hills. Scarcely a green thing is
visible to relieve the dull, drab aspect roundabout, and only the
scant vegetation of a few gardens relieves the city a trifle itself. To
the left of the city the slopes of one hill are dotted with neatly
kept Christian cemeteries, and the slopes of another display the
disorderly multitude of tombstones characteristic of the graveyards
of Islam. On the right are seen numbers of big iron petroleum-
tanks similar to those in the oil regions of Pennsylvania. Numbers
of petroleum-schooners are riding at anchor in the harbor, and two
or three small steamers are moored to the dock.

Our steamer moves up alongside a stout wooden wharf, the
gang-plank is run out, and the passengers permitted to file ashore.
A cordon of police prevents them passing down the wharf, while
custom-house officers examine their baggage. 'We are, of course,
merely in transit through the country; more than that, the Rus-
sian authorities seem anxious, for some reason, to make a very fav-
orable impression upon us two Central Asian travellers; so a spe-
cial officer comes aboard, takes our passports, and with an excessive
show of politeness refuses to take more than a mere formal glance
at our traps. A horde of ragamuffin porters struggle desperately
for the privilege of carrying the passengers’ baggage. Poor, half-
starved wretches they seem, reminding me, in their rags and strug-
gles, of desperate curs quarrelling savagely over a bone. American
porter’s strive for passengers’ baggage for the sake of making
money ; with these Russians, it seems more like a fierce resolve to
obtain the wherewithal to keep away starvation. Burly policemen,
armed with swords, like the gendarmerie of France, and in blue
uniforms, assail the wretched porters and strike them brutally in the
face, or kick them in the stomach, showing no more consideration
than if they were maltreating the merest curs. Such brutality on
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the one hand, and abject servility and human degradation on the
other is to be seen only in the land of the Czar. Servility, if is true,
exists everywhere in Asia, but only in Russia does one find the
other extreme of coarse brutality constantly gloating over it and
abusing it.

Our stay in Baku is limited to a few hours. We are to take
the train for Tiflis the same afternoon, as we land at two o’clock,
so can spare no time to see much of the city or of the oil-refin-
eries.

Summoning one of the swarm of drosky-drivers that beset the
exit from the wharf, we are soon tearing over the Belgian blocks
to the Hotel de I'Europe. The Russian drosky-driver, whether in
Baku or in Moscow, seems incapable of driving at a moderate pace.
Over rough streets or smooth he plies the cruel whip, shouts vile
epithets at bhis half-wild steed, and rattles along at a furious pace.
Baku is the first Europeanized city either R—— or I have been in
for many months; the rows of shops, the saloons, drug-stores,
barber-shops, and, above all, the hotels—how we appreciate it all

" after the bazaars and wretched serais of Persia !

‘We patronize a barber-shop, and find the tonsorial accommoda-
tions equal in every respect to those of America. One of the chairs
is occupied by a Cossack officer. He is the biggest dandy in the
way of a Cossack we have yet seen. Scarce had we thought it
possible that one of these hardy warriors of the Caucasus could blos-
som forth in the make-up that bursts upon our astonished vision in
this Baku barber-chair. The top-boots he wears are the shiniest
of patent leather from knee to toe; lemon-colored silk or satin is
the material of the long, gown-like coat that distinguishes the Cos-
sack from all others. His hair is parted in the middle to a hair,
and smoothed carefully with perfumed pomade ; his mustache is
twirled and wazxed, his face powdered, and eyebrows pencilled. A
silver-jointed belt, richly chased, encircles his waist, and the regula-
tion row of cartridge-pockets across his breast are of the same ma-
terial. He wears a short sword, the hilt and scabbard of which dis-
play the elaborate wealth of ornament affected by the Circassians.
During the forenoon we take a stroll about the city afoot, but the
wind is high, and clouds of dust sweep down the streets. A Persian
in gown and turban steps quietly up behind usin a quiet street, and
asks if we are mollahs. We know his little game, however, and
gruffly order him off. The houses of Baku are mostly of rock,
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and severely simple in architecture; they look like prisons and
warehouses mostly—massive and gloomy.

Everywhere, everywhere, lLovers the shadow of the police.
One seems to breathe dark suspicion and mistrust in the very air.
The people in the civil walks of life all look like whipped curs.
They wear the expression of people brooding over some deep sor-
row. The crape of dead liberty seems to be hanging on every
door-knob. Nobody seems capable of smiling’; one would think
the shadow of some great calamity is hanging gloomily over the
city. Nihilism and discontent run riot in the cities of the Cau-
casus; government spies and secret police are everywhere, and the
people on the streets betray their knowledge of the fact by talking
little and always in guarded tones.

Our stay at the hotel is but a few hours, but eleven domestics
range themselves in arow to wait upon our departure and to smirk
and extend their palms for tips as we prepare to go. No:coun-
try under the sun save the Caucasus could thus muster eleven ex-
pectant menials on the strength of one meal served and but three
hours actual occupation of our rooms. ;

Another wild Jehu drives us to the station of the Tiflis & Baku
Railway, and he loses a wheel and upsets us into the street on the
way. The station is a stone building, strong enough almost for a
fort. Military uniforms adorn every employé, from the supereili-
ous station-master to the ill-paid wretch that handles our baggage.
Mine is the first bicycle the Tiflis & Baku Railroad has ever car-
ried. Having no precedent to govern themselves by, and, withal,
ever eager to fleece and overcharge, the railway officials charge
double rates for it ; that is, twice as much as an ordinary package of
the same weight. No baggage is carried free on the Tiflis & Baku
Railroad except what one takes with him in the passenger coach.

The cars are a compromise between the American style and
those of England. They are divided into several compartments,
but the partitions have openings that enable one to pass from end
to end of the car. The doors are in the end compartments, but
lead out of the side, there being no platform outside, nor communi-
cation between the cars. The seats are upholstered in gray plush
and are provided with sliding extensions for sleeping at night.
Overhead a second tier of berths unfolds for sleeping. No curtaing
are employed ; the arrangements are only intended for stretching
one’s self out without undressing.

Vor. IL—17,
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The engines employed on the Tiflis & Baku Railway are with-
out coal-tenders. They burn the residue of petroleum, which is fed
to the flames in the form of spray by an atomizer. A small tank
above the furnace holds the liquid, and a pipe feeds it automatieally
to the fire-box. The result of this excellent arrangement is spon-
taneous conversion into flame, a uniformly hot fire, cleanliness
aboard the engine, a total absence of cinders, and almost an absence
of smoke. The absence of a tender gives the engine a peculiar,
bob-tailed appearance to the unaccustomed eye.

The speed of our train is about twenty miles an hour, and it
starts from Baku an honr behind the advertised time. For the
first few miles unfenced fields of ripe wheat characterize the land-
scape, and a total absence of trees gives the country a dreary aspect.
The day is Sunday, but peasants, ragged and more wretched-look-
ing than any seen in Persia, are harvesting grain. The carts they
use are most peculiar vehicles, with wheels eight or ten feet in
diameter. The tremendous size of the wheels is understood to
materially lighten their dranght. After a dozen miles the country
develops into barren wastes, as dreary and verdureless as the des-
erts of Seistan. At intervals of a mile the train whirls past a soli-
tary stone hut occupied by the family of the watchman or section-
hand, Sometimes a man stands out and waves a little flag, and
sometimes a woman. Whether male or female, the flag-signaller
is invariably an uncouth bundle of rags. The telegraph-poles
consist of lengths of worn-out rail, with an upper section of wood
on which to fasten the insulators. These make substantial poles
enough, but have a make-shift look, and convey the impression of
financial weakness to the road. The stations are often quite hand-
some structures of mingled stone and brickwork. The names are
conspicuously exposed in Russian and Persian and Circassian.
Beer, wine, and eatables are exposed for sale at a lunch-counter, and
pedlers vend boiled lobsters, fish, and fruit about the platforms.
On the platform of every station hangs a bell with a string at-
tached to the tongue. When almost ready for the train to start,
an individual, invested with the dignity of a military cap with a red
stripe, jerks this string slowly and solemnly thrice. Half a min-
ute later another man in a full military uniform blows a shrill
whistle ; yet a third warning, in the shape of a smart toot from the
engine itself, and the train pulls out. Full half the ecrowd about
the stations appear to be in military uniform ; the remainder are
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a heterogeneous company, embracing the modern Russian dandy,
who affects the latest Parisian fashions, the Circassians and Geor-
gians in picturesque attire, and the ever-present ragamuffin moujik.
At one station we pass an institution peculiarly Russian—a rail-
way prison-car conveying convicts eastward. It resembles an or-
dinary box-car, with iron grating toward the top. We can see
the poor wretches peeping through the bars, and the handcuffs
on their wrists. Outside at either end is a narrow platform,
where stands, with loaded guns and fixed bayonets, a guard of four
soldiers. :

Once or twice before dark the train stops to replenish the en-
gine’s supply of fuel. Elevated iron tanks containing a supply of
the liquid fuel take the place of the coal-sheds familiar to our-
selves. The petroleum is supplied to the smaller tank on the en-
gine through a pipe, as is water to the reservoir.

Such villages as we pass are the most unlovely clusters of mud
hovels imaginable. Only the people are interesting, and the life
of the railway itself. . The Circassian peasantry are picturesque in
bright colors, and the thin. veneering of Western civilization
spread over the semi-barbarity of the Russian officials and first-
class passengers is an interesting study in itself.

‘We have been promising ourselves a day in Tiflis, the old
Georgian capital, and now the head-quarters of the Russian army
of the Caucasus, which our friends of the French scientific party
said we would find interesting.

‘We find it both pleasant and interesting, for here are all mod-
ern improvements of hotel and street, as well as English telegraph
officers, one a former acquaintance at Teheran. Tiflis now claims
about one hundred and sixty thousand inhabitants, and is situated
quite picturesquely in the narrow valley of the Kur. The old
Georgian quarters still retain their Oriental appearance—gabled
houses, narrow, crooked streets, and filth. The modernized, or
European, portion of the city containg broad streets, rows of shops
in which is displayed everything that could be found in any eity in
Lurope, and street-railways.

These latter were introduced in 1882, and at first met with
fierce antagonism from the drosky-drivers, who swarm here as in
every city in Russia. These wild Jehus of the Caucasus expected
the tram-cars to turn out the same as any other vehicle. TFour
people were killed by collisions the first day. Severe punishment
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had to be resorted to in order to stop the hostility of the drosky-
drivers against the strange innovation,

The day is spent in seeing the city and visiting the hot sulphm
baths, and in the evening we attend a big bal masqué in a suburban
garden. A regimental band of fifty pieces plays ¢ Around the
World,” by order of Prince Nicholas F——, who exerts himself to
make things pleasant for ug in the garden. The famed beauties of
Georgia, Circassia, and Mingrelia, masked and costumed, promen-
ade and waltz with Russian officers, and sometimes join Circassian
officers in a charming native dance.

We spend our promised day in Tiflis, enjoy it thoroughly, and
then proceed to Batoum. The Tiflis railway-station is a splendid
building, with fountaing and broad flights of stone terrace leading
up to it from the street behind. Our drosky-driver rattles up to
the foot of these terraced approaches at 8 an., and draws up his
steed with an abruptness peculiar to the half-wild Jehus of the
Caucasus. The same employé of the Hotel de Londres who had
mysteriously hailed us by name from the platform as our train
glided in from Baku the morning before, accompanies us to the
depot now. All English travellers in Russia are supposed to be
millionaires ; all Americans, possessed of unlimited wealth. Bearing
this in mind, our Russian-Armenian henchman has from first to
last been most assiduous in his attentions, paying out of his own
pocket the few odd copecks to porters carrying our luggage up
from drosky to depot, in order to save us bother.

The station is crowded with people going away themselves or
seeing friends off. As usual, the military overshadows and pre-
dominates everything. Between civilians and the wearers of mili-
tary uniforms one plainly observes in a Russian Caucasus crowd that
no love is lost. The strained relationship between the native pop-
ulation and the military aliens from the north is generally made
the more conspicuous by the comparative sociability of the Geor-
gians among themselves and kindred people of the Caucasus. Cir-
cassian officers in their picturesque uniforms and beautifully chased
swords and pistols mingle sociably with the civilians, and are evi-
- dently great favorites; but that the blue-coated, white-capped
Russians are hated with a bitter, sullen hatred requires no pene-
trating eye to see. The military brutality that erushed the brave
and warlike people of Georgia, Circassia, and Mingrelia, and well-
nigh depopulated the country, has left sore wounds that will take

[}
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the wine and oil of time many a generation to heal completely
up.

With an inner consciousness of duty well done and services
faithfully rendered, our friend from the hotel flicks off our seats in
the car with the tail of his long linen duster. Not that they
need dusting ; but as a gentle reminder of the extraordinary care
he has bestowed upon us, in little things as well as in bigger, dur-
ing our brief acquaintance with him, he dusts them off. That last
attentive flick of his coat-tail is the finishing touch of an elaborate
refrospective panorama we are expected to conjure up of the valu-
able services he has rendered us, and for which he is now justly en-
titled to his reward.

The customary three bells are struck, the inevitable military-look-
ing official blows shrilly on his little whistle, and still the train lin-
gers; lastly, the engine toots, however, and we pull slowly out of Tiflis.
The town lies below us to the left, the River Kur follows us around
a bend, the train speeds through deep gravel cuttings, and when
we emerge from them the Georgian capital is no longer visible,

Between Baku and Tiflis, the Caucasus Railway runs for the
most part through a flat, uninteresting country. Wastes as dreary
and desolate as the steppes of Central Russia or the deserts of
Turkestan sometimes stretched away to the horizon on either side
of the track. At other points were gray, verdureless slopes and
rocky buttes, or saline mud-flats that looked like the old bed of
some ancient sea. Occasional oases of life appeared here and there,
a few wheat-fields and a wretched mud-built village, or a pictu-
resque scene of smoke-browned tents, gayly dressed nomads, and
grazing flocks and herds. At night we had passed through a
grassy steppe, a fac-simile of the rolling prairies of the West.
Though but the 6th of June, the country was parched, and the
grass dried, as it stood, into hay by the heat and drought. We saw
at one point a wide sweep of flame that set the darkening sky aglow
and caused the railway-rails ahead to gleam. It was the steppe on
fire—another reproduction of a Far Western prairie scene.

A1l this had changed as we woke up an hour before reaching
Tiflis. The country became green, lovely, and populous in com-
parison. The people seemed less ragged, poverty-stricken, and
wretched ; the native women wore garments of brightest red and
blue ; the men put on more style, with their long Circassian coats
and ornamental daggers, than I had yet observed.
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East of Tiflis, the Caucasus Railway may, roughly speaking, be
said to traverse the dreary wastes of an Asiatic country ; west of it,
to wind around among the green hills and forest-clad heights of
Europe’s southeastern extremity. Lovelier and more beautifully
green grows the country, and more interesting, too, grow the peo-
ple and the towns, as our train speeds westward toward Batoum
and the Black Sea coast. Everything about the railway, also, seems
to be more prosperous, and better equipped. The improvised tele-
graph poles of worn-out lengths of rail seen east of Tiflis give
place to something more becoming. Sometimes we speed for miles
past ordinary cedar poles, procured, no doubt, from the mountain
forests near at hand. Oceasionally are stretches of iron poles im-
ported from England, and then poles composed of two iron rail-
way-rails clamped together. For much of the way we see the splen-
didly equipped Indo-European Telegraph Company’s line, the
finest telegraph line in the world, Equipped with substantial iron
poles throughout, and with every insulator covered with an iron
cap in countries where the half-civilized natives are wont to do
them damage, this line runs through the various countries of Eu-
rope and Asia to Teheran, Persia, where it joins hands with the
British Government line to India.

Following along the valley of the River Kur, our train is some-
times rattling along up a wild gorge between rugged heights whose
sides are bristling with dark coniferous growth, or more precipi-
tous, with huge jagged rocks and the variegated vegetation of the
Caucasus strewn in wild confusion. Again, we emerge upon a
peaceful grassy valley, lovely enough to have been the Happy
Valley of Rasselas, and walled in almost completely with forest-
clad mountains. Through it, perhaps, there winds a mountain
stream, fed by welling springs and hidden rivulets, and on the
stream is sure to be a town or village. An old Georgian town it
would be, picturesque but dirty, built, too, with an eye to security
from attack. One town is particularly noteworthy—not a very large
town, but more important, doubtless, in times past than now. Out
of the valley there rises a rocky butte, abrupt almost as though it
were some mounstrous vegetable growth. On the summit of this
natural fortress some old Georgian chief had, in the good old days
of independence, built a massive castle, and nestling beneath its
protecting shadow around the base of the butte is the town, a pictu-
resque town of adobe and wattle walls and quaint red tiles. So
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intensely verdant is the valley, so thickly wooded the dark sur-
rounding mountains, so brown the walls, so red the tiles, and so
picturesque the elevated castle, that even R—— goes into raptures,
and calls the picture beautiful.

The improvement in the Russian telegraph line, perhaps, owes
something to its brief association with the invading stranger from
England ; and now among the sublime loveliness of this Caucasian
Switzerland one finds the station-houses built with far more pre-
tence to the picturesque than on-the barren steppes toward Baku
and the Caspian. Here is the Caucasia of our youthful dreams,
and the mystic hills and vales whence Mingrelian princes issued
forth to deeds of valor in old romantic tales. Urchins, small moun-
taineers, more picturesquely clad than anything seen in Alpine
Italy, even, now offer us little baskets of wild strawberries at ten
copecks a basket—strawberries they and their little brothers and
sisters have gathered this very morning at the foot of the hills.
The cuisine at the lunch-counters embraces fresh trout from neigh-
boring mountain streams, caught by vagrant Mingrelian Isaac Wal-
tons, who bring them in on strings of plaited grass to sell.

Humorous scenes sometimes enliven our stops at the sta-
tions. The Russian warnings for travellers to seek the train be-
fore it is everlastingly too late cover fully a minute of time. First
come three raps of a bell suspended on the platform, afterward a
station employé blows a little whistle, and lastly comes a toot from
the engine itself, by way of an ultimatum. Once this afternoon
a woman leaves the train to enter the waiting-room for something.
Just as she is entering, the station-man rings the bell. The
woman, evidently unaccustomed to railway travel, rushes hastily
back to the train. Everybody greets her performance with good-
natured merriment. Finding the train not pulling out, and en-
couraged by some of the passengers, the woman ventures to try it
again. As she reaches”the waiting-room door, the station-man
blows a shrill blast on his whistle. The woman rushes back, as be-
fore. Again the people laugh, and again words of encouragement
tempt her to venture back again. This time it is the toot of the
engine that brings that poor female scurrying back across the plat-
form amid the unsympathetic laughter of her fellow-passengers, and
this time the train really starts. From this it would appear that
too many signals are quite as objectionable at railway-stations as
not signals enough.
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Every stoppage at a lunch-counter station, or where venders of
things edible come on the platform, gives us opportunity to turn our
minds judicially upon the civilization of our fellow first-class pas-
sengers. They present a curious combination of French fashion
and polite address, on the one hand, and want of taste and igno-
rance of eivilization’s usages on the other. Gentlemen and ladies,
dressed in the latest Parisian fashions, stand out on the platform
and devour German sausage or dig their teeth into big chunks of
yellow cheese with the gusto of half-starved barbarians.

We double our engines—our compact, tenderless, petroleum-
burning engines—at the foot of the Suran Pass. At its base, a
stream disappears in an arched cave at the foot of a towering rocky
cliff, and I have bethought me since of whether, like Allan Quater-
main’s subterranean stream, it would, if followed, reveal things
Lieretofore unseen. And so we climb the lovely Suran Pass, rattle
‘down the western slope upon the Black Sea coast, and reach Ba-
tonm at 11 »p.w. :

As the chief mercantile port of the Caucasus, Batoum is an im-
portant shipping point. By the famous Berlin treaty it was made
& free port ; but nothing is likely to remain free any length of time
upon which the Russian bear has managed to lay his greedy paw.
Consequently, Batoum is now afflicted with all sorts of commerecial
taxes and restrictions, peculiar to a protective and autocratic semi-
Oriental government. Notwithstanding this, however, ships from
various European ports crowd its harbor, for not only is it the
shipping point of Baku petroleum, but also the port of entry for
much of the Persian and Central Asian importations from Europe.
An oil-pipe line is seriously contemplated from Baku to replace the
iron-tank cars now run on the railroad.

Big fortifications are under headway to protect the harbor ;
its strategic importance as the terminus of the Caucasus Rail-
way and the shipping point for troops and war material making
Batoum a place of special solicitation on the part of the Russian
military authorities. R—— and I walk around and take a look
at the fortification works, as well as one can do this; but no
strangers are allowed very near, and we are conscious of close sur-
veillance the whole time we are walking out near the scene of oper-
ations. )

A pleasant day in Batoum, and we take passage aboard a Mes-
sageries Maritimes steamer for Constantinople. Late at night we
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depart, amid the glare and music of a violent thunder-storm, and in
the morning wake up in the roadstead of Trebizond.

To fully realize the difference between mock-civilization and the
genuine article, one cannot do better than to transfer from a Rus-
sian Caspian steamer to a Messageries Maritimes. The Russians
affect French methods and manners in pretty much everything ;
but the thinness and transparency of the varnish becomes very
striking in contrast aboard the steamers.

The scenery along the Anatolian coast is striking and lovely in
the extreme as we steam along in full view of it all next day. Itis
mountainous the whole distance, but the prospect is charmingly
variable. Sometimes the mountains are heavily wooded down fo
the water’s edge, and sometimes the slopes are prettily chequered
with clearings and cultivation.

More and more lovely it grows next day, as we pass Samsoon, cel-
ebrated throughout the East for chibouque tobacco ; Sinope, mem-
orable as the place where the first blow of the Crimean War was
delivered ; and, on the morning of the third day, Ineboli, the
“town of wines.”

On the evening of the third day we lay off the entrance to the
Bosphorus till morning, when we steam down that charming strait
to Constantinople. It is almost a year since I took, in company
with our friend Shelton Bey, a pleasure trip up the Bosphorus
and gazed for the first time on its wondrous beauties. I have
seen considerable since, but the Bosphorus looks as fresh and
lovely as ever. :

‘While yielding as full a measure of praise to the Bosphorus as
any of its most ardent admirers, I would, however, at the same
time, recommend those in search of lovely coast scenery to take a
coasting voyage along the southern shore of the Black Sea in June.
I lhiave no hesitation in saying that the traveller who goes into rap-
tures over the beauties of the Bosphorus would, if he saw it, in-
clude the whole Anatolian coast to Batoum.

Several very pleasant days are spent in Constantinople, talking
over my Central Asian adventures with former acquaintances and
seeing the city. But as these were pretty thoroughly described in
Volume I., there is no need of repetition here. With many re-
grets I part company with R——, who has proved a very plea.sa.nt
companion indeed, and sef sail for India.

The steamers of the Khedivial Line, plying betwcen Constanti-
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nople and Alexandria, have their mooring buoys near the Stamboul
side of the Golden Horn, between Seraglio Point and the Galata
bridge. During the forenoon, Shelton Bey, R——, and I had taken
a caique and sought out from among the crowd of shipping in the
harbor the steamship Behera, of the above-mentioned line, on which
I have engaged my passage to Alexandria, so that we should have
no difficulty in finding it in the afternoon. In the afternoon the
Behera is found surrounded by a swarm of caiques, bringing pas-
sengers and friends who have come aboard to see them off. These
slender-built craft are paddling about the black hull of the steamer
in busy confusion. A fussy and authoritative little police boat
seems to take a wanton delight in increasing the confusion by mak-
ing sallies in among them to see that newly arriving passengers
have provided themselves with the necessary passports, and that
their baggage has been duly examined at the custom-house. All
is bustle and confusion aboard the Behera, and in two hours after
the advertised time (pretty prompt for an Egyptian-owned boat) a
tug-boat assists her from her moorings, paddles glibly to one side,
and in ten minutes Seraglio Point is rounded, and we are steam-
ing down the Marmora with the domes and minarets of the Otto-
man capital gradually vanishing to the rear.

People whose experience of steamship travel is confined to voy-
ages in western waters, and the orderliness and neatness aboard an
Atlantic steamer, can form little idea of the appearance aboard an
Oriental passenger boat. The small foredeck is reserved for the
use of first and second-class passengers; the remainder of the
deck-room is pretty well crowded with the most motley and pictur-
esque gathering imaginable. Arabs and Egyptians returning from
a visit to Stamboul, pilgrims going to Mecca via Egypt, Greeks,
Levantines, and Armenians, all more or less fantastically attired
and occupying themselves in their own peculiar way. The nomadic
instinet of the Arabs asserts itself even on the deck of the steamer ;
ere she is an hour from Stamboul they may be seen squatting in
little circles around small pans of charcoal, cooking their evening
meal in precisely the same manner in which they are wont to cook
it in the desert, leaving out, of course, the difference between camel
chips and charcoal.

The soothing ““hubble bubble” of the narghileh is heard issu-
ing from all sorts of quiet corners, where dreamny-looking Turks
are perched cross-legged, happy and contented in the enjoyment
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of their beloved water-pipe and in the silent contemplation of
the moving scenes about them. As we ply our way at a ten-knot
speed through the blue waves of the Marmora, and the sun sinks
with a golden glow below the horizon, the spirit moves one of
the Mecca pilgrims to climb on top of a chicken coop and shout
‘ Allah-il-Allah ! ” for several minutes ; the dangling ends of his
turban flutter in the fresh evening breeze, streaming out behind
him as he faces the east, and flapping in his swarthy face as he
turns round facing to the opposite point of the compass. His
supplications seem to be addressed to the dancing, white-capped
waves, but the old Osmanlis mutter ¢ Allah, Allah,” in response
between meditative whiffs of the narghileh, and the Arab and his
fellow Mececa pilgrims swell the chorus with deep-fetched sighs of
¢ Allah, Ali Akbar!”

A narrow space is walled off with canvas for the exclusive use
of the female deck passengers, and in this enclosure scores of
women and children of the above-named nationalities are huddled
together indiscriminately for the night, packed, I should say, closer
than sardines in a tin box. Male sleepers and family groups are
sprawled about the deck in every conceivable position, and in walk-
ing from the foredeck to the after-cabins by the ghostly glimmer
of the ship’s lanterns, one has to pick his way cautiously among
them. Woe to the person who attempts this difficult feat without
the aid of a good pair of sea-legs; he is sure to be pitched head
foremost by the motion of the vessel into the bosom of some family
peacefully snoozing in a promiscuous heap, or to step on the slim,
dusky figure of an Arab.

The ubiquitous Urasian who can speak “a leetle Inglis” soon
betrays his presence aboard by singling me out and proceeding to
make himself sociable. I am sitting on the foredeck perusing a
late copy of a magazine which I had obtained in Constantinople,
when that inevitable individual introduces himself by peeping at
the corner of the magazine, and, with a winning smile, deliberately
spells out its name ; and soon we are engaged in as animated a dis-
cussion of the magazine as his limited knowledge of English per-
mits. After listening with much interest to the various subjects of
which it treats, he parades his profuse knowledge of Anglo-Saxon
athletics by asking : “Does it also speak of ballfoot ?”

The cuisine in both first and second-class cabins aboard the
Egyptian liners is excellent, being served after the French style,
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with several courses and wine ad lLbitum. At our table is one
solitary female, a Greek lady with an interesting habit of talking
and gesticulating during meal-times, and of promenading the fore-
deck in a profoundly pensive mood between meals. I have good
reason to remember her former peculiarity, as she accidentally
knocks a bottle of wine over into my soup-plate while gesticulating
to a couple of Levantines across the table. She is a curious woman
in more respects than one: she always commences to pick her
teeth at the beginning of the meal, and between courses she sticks
the little wooden toothpick, pen-fashion, behind her ear. Being
Greek, of course she smokes cigarettes, and being Greek, of course
she is also arrayed in one of those queer-looking garments that re-
semble an inverted cloth balloon, with the feet protruding from
holes in the bottom. She sometimes absent-mindedly keeps the
toothpick behind her ear while promenading the deck, and I have
humbly thought that a woman promenading pensively back and
forth in the national Greek costume, smoking a cigarette, and with
a wooden toothpick behind her starboard ear, was deserving of
passing mention.

The chief engineer of the ship is an Englishman with a large
experience in the East; he has served with the late lamented Gen-
eral Gordon in the suppression of the slave trade in the Red Sea,
and was anchored in Alexandria harbor during the last bombard-
ment of the forts by the English ships. “The best thing about
the whole bombardment,” he says, “was to see the enthusiasm
aboard the Yankee ships ; the rigging swarmed with men, waving
hats and cheering the English gunners, and whenever a more tell-
ing shot than usual struck the forts, wild hurrahs of approval from
the American sailors would make the welkin ring again.”

¢*There was no holding the Yankee sailors back when the English
were preparing to go ashore,” the old engineer continues, a gleam
of enthusiasm lighting up his face, “and it was arranged that they
should go ashore to protect the American Consulate—only to pro-
tect the American Consulate, you know,” and the engineer winks
profoundly, and thinking I might not comprehend the meaning of a
* profound wink, he winks knowingly as he repeats, “only to pro-
tect the American Consulate, you know.” The engineer winds up
by remarking : ““That little affair in Alexandria harbor tanght me
more about the true feeling between the English and Americans
than all the newspaper gabble on the subject put together.”
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We touch at Smyrna and the Pirmus, and at the latter place a
number of recently disbanded Greek soldiers come aboard ; some
are Albanian Greeks whose costume is sufficiently fantastic to merit
description. Beginning at the feet, these extremities are incased in
moceasing of red leather, with pointed toes that turn upward and
inward and terminate in a black worsted ball. The legs look com-
_ fortable and active in tights of coarse gray cloth, but the piéce de
résistance of the costume is the kilt. This extends from the hips
to the middle of the thighs, and instead of being a simple plaited
cloth, like the kilt of the Scotch Highlanders, it consists of many
folds of airy white material that protrude in the fanciful manner of
the stage costume of a coryphée. A jacket of the same material
as the tights covers the body, and is embellished with black braid ;
this jacket is provided with open sleeves that usually dangle be-
hind like immature wings, but which can be buttoned around the
wrists so as to cover the back of the arm. The head-gearis a
red fez, something like the national Turkish head-dress, but with a
huge black tassel that hangs half-way down the back, and which
seems ever on the point of pulling the fez off the wearer’s head
with its weight. At noon of the fifth day out we arrive in Alex-
andria Harbor, to find the shipping gayly decorated with flags and
the cannon booming in honor of the anniversary of Her Majesty
Queen Victoria’s coronation.

Alexandpria is the most flourishing and Europeanized city I have
thus far seen in the East. That portion of the city destroyed by the
incendiary torches of Arabi Pasha is either built up again or in pro-
cess of rebuilding. Like all large city fires, the burning would
almost seem to have beén more of a benefit than otherwise, in the
long-run, for imposing blocks of substantial stone buildings, many
with magnificent marble fronts, have risen, Pheenix-like, from the
ashes of the inferior structures destroyed by the fire. After seeing
Constantinople, Teheran, or even Tiflis, one cannot but be sur-
prised at Alexandria—surprised at finding its streets well paved
with massive stone blocks, smoothly laid, and elevated in the mid-
dle, after the most approved methods; surprised at the long
row of really splendid shops, in which is displayed everything
that can be found in a European city; surprised at the swell
turn-outs on the Khediveal Boulevard of an evening ; surprised
at the many evidences of wealth and European enterprise. In the
vet unfinished quarters of the city, houses are going up every-
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where, the large gangs of laborers, both men and women, en-
gaged in their erection, create an impression of beehive-like activ-
ity, and everybody looks happy and contented. After so many
surprises comes a feeling of regret that this commercial and indus-
trial rose, that looks so bright and flourishing under the stimulat-
ing influence of the English occupation, should ever again be ex-
posed to the blighting influence of an Oriental administration.
Red-coated “Tommy Atkins,” stalking in conseious superiority
down the streets, or standing guard in front of the barracks, isno
doubt chiefly responsible for much of this flourishing state of
affairs in Alexandria, and the withdrawal of his peace-insuring
presence could not fail to operate adversely to the city’s good.

The many groves of date-palms, rising up tall and slender,
vying in gracefulness with thie tapering minarets of the mosques,
and with their feathery foliage mingling with and overtopping the
white stone buildings, lends a charm to Alexandria that is found
wanting in Constantinople—albeit the Osmanli capital presents by
far the more lovely appearance from the sea. Massive marble seats
are ranged along the Khediveal Boulevard beneath the trees, and
dusky statues, in the scant drapery of the Egyptian plebe, are
either sitting on them or reclining at lazy length, an occasional
movement of body alone betraying that they are not part and pai-
cel of the tomb-like marble slabs.

The tall, slim figures of Sondanese and Arabs mingle with the
cosmopolitan forms in the streets; Nubians black as ebony, their
skins seemingly polished, and their bare legs thin almost as bean-
poles, slouch lazily along, or perhaps they are bestriding a diminu-
tive donkey, their long, bony feet dangling idly to the ground. All
the donkeys of Alexandria are not diminutive, however. Some of
the finest donkeys in the world are here, large, sleek-coated, well-
fed-looking animals; that appear quite as intelligent as their riders,
or as the native donkey-boys who follow behind and persuade them
along. These donkeys are for hire on every street-corner, and all
sorts and conditions of people, from an English soldier to a lean
Arab, may be seen coming jollity-jolt along the streets on the hur-
ricane-deck of a donkey, with a half-naked donkey-boy racing be-
hind, belaboring him along. The population of Alexandria is es-
sentially cosmopolitan, but, considering the English occupation,
one is scarcely prepared to find so few English. The great major-
ity of Europeans are Germans, French, and Italian, nearly all the
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shopkeepers being of these nationalities. But English language and
English money seem to be almost universally understood, and prob-
ably the Board of Trade returns would show that English commerce
predominates, and that it is only the retail trade in which the for-
eign element looms so conspicuously to the fore. An English even-
ing paper, the Egyptian Gazette, has taken root here, and the fol-
lowing rather humorous account of a series of camel races, copied
from its pages, serves to show something of how the sporting pro-
clivities of the English army of occupation enlist the services of
even the awkward and ungainly ships of the desert:

“2, 5.15 p.m.—Camel race, for gentlemen riders. Once round
and a distance. Sweepstakes, 10 shillings. Don Juan, a fine,
long-maned, fast-looking dromedary, started first favorite, Commo-
dore Goodridge, R. N., our popular naval transport officer, being
as good a judge of the ship of the desert as he is of a man-of-war.
There was some-difficulty at the post to get the riders together,
owing to the fractiousness of Don Juan, who, with Robert tle
Deyvil (ridden by Surgeon Porke), did not seem quite agreed about
the Professional Beauty (ridden by Surgeon Moir). At the start
Shaitan (ridden by Mr. Airey, R. N.) shoved to the front, closely fol-
lowed by Surgeon Robertson’s Mother-in-law, who, with Lieutenant
Shuckburg’s Purely Patience, Mr. Dumreicher’s First Love, and Sur-
geon Halle’s Microbe, rather shut out Don Juan. They kept this
order until rounding Tattenham Corner, when Mr. Dumreicher
brought his camel to the front, proving to his backers that he
meant business with his First Love, and won a splendid race by
her neck, Don Juan making a good second, with Professional
Beauty about a length behind.

6. 6.15 p.s.—Camel race, for sailors and soldiers. Once round
and a distance. Tirst prize, 10s.; second, 5s. ; third, 2s. 6d. Eleven
competitors turned up for this race, which was very well contested,
although one of the camels appeared to think it too much trouble
to run, and quietly squatted down immediately after the start, and
could not be induced to join his fellows. Abdel Hal Hassin of the
Coast’ Guard came in first, with Wickers of the Royal Artillery
second, and Simpson of the commissariat and transport corps third.

‘“Second camel race, for gentlemen riders. This was got up on
the course by a sporting naval officer. Five camels started : G. O.
M., Hartington, Goschen, Chamberlain, and Unionist. This looked
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a certainty for G. O. M., as all but Unionist were in the same
stable. However, the jockeys seem to have been ‘got at,” for al-
though G. O. M. got away with a good start, yet rounding the sec-
ond corner he was shut out by a combined effort of Hartington,
Goschen, Chamberlain, and Unionist, the latter winning, amid
thunders of applause, by 30 lengths.”

Egypt is pre-eminently the land of backsheesh, and Alexandria,
as the chief port of arrival and departure, naturally comes in for
its share of this annoying attention. From ship to hotel, and
from hotel to railway-station, the traveller has to run the gauntlet
of people deeply versed in the subtle arts and wiles of backsheesh
diplomacy. At any time, as you stroll down the street, some native
will suddenly bob up like a sable ghost beside you, point out
something you don’t want to see, and brazenly demand backsheesh
for showing it. Cook’s tourists’ office is but a few hundred yards
from my hotel. I have passed it before, and know exactly where it
is, but one of these dusky shadows glides silently behind me, until
the office is nearly reached, when he slips ahead, points it out, and
with consummate assurance demands backsheesh for guiding me to
it. The worst of it is there is no such thing as getting rid of these
pests ; they are the most persevering and unscrupulous blackmail-
ers in their own small way that could be imagined. People whom
you could swear you never set eyes on before will boldly declare
they have acted as guide or something, and dog your footsteps all
over the city ; most of them are as ‘“umble” as Uriah Heep
himself in their annoying importunities, but some will not even
hesitate to create a scene to gain their object, and, as the easiest
way to get rid of them, the harassed traveller generally gives
them a coin.

In leaving by the train, after one has backsheeshed the hungry
swarm of hotel servitors, backsheeshed the porter who has dog-
gedly persisted in coming with you to the station, regardless of
repeatedly telling him he wasn't wanted, backsheeshed the bag-
gage man, and bolted almost like a hunted thing into the railway-
carriage from a small host of people who want backsheesh—one
because he happened to detect your wandering gaze in search
of the station clock and eagerly pointed out its whereabouts, an-
other because he has told you, without being asked, that the train
starts in ten minutes, another because he pointed out your car-
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riage, which for a brief transitory instant you failed to recognize,
and others for equally trivial things, for which they all seem keenly
on the alert—you shut yourself in with a feeling of relief that must
be something akin to escaping from a gang of brigands. King
Backsheesh evidently rules supreme in Egypt yet.

My route to India takes me along the Egyptian Railway to Suez,
thence by steamer down the Red Sea to Aden and Karachi. A
passenger train on this railway consists of carriages divided into
classes as they are in England, the first and second class cars be-
ing modelled on the same lines as the English. The third-class
cars, however, are mere boxes provided with seats, and with iron
bars instead of windows. Nice airy vehicles these, where the con-
ditiong of climate render airiness desirable, but it must be ex-
tremely interesting to ride in one of them through an Egyptian
sand-storm.

At the Alexandria station, an old wrinkle-faced native, bronzed
and leathery almost as an Egyptian mummy, pulls a bell-rope three
times, the conductor comes to the car-window for the second time
and examines your ticket, the engine gives a cracked shriek and
pulls out. As the train glides through the suburbs one’s attention
is arrested by well-kept carriage-drives, lined and overarched with
feathery palm-tree groves, and other evidences of municipal thrift,

From the suburbs we plunge at once iuto a rich and populous
agricultural country, the famed Nile Delta, of which a passing de-
seriptive glimpse will not here be considered out of place. Cotton
seems to be the most important crop as seen from the windows of
my car, and for many a mile after leaving Alexandria we glide
thlouﬁh luxuriant fields of that important Egyptian staple.

Inte1spe1sed among the darker green of the growing cotton are
fields of young rice, sometimes showing bright and green in con-
trast to the darker shade of the cotton, and sometimes being rep-
resented by square areas of glistening water, beneath which the
young rice is submerged.

The Nile Delta is a net-work of irrigating ditches from end to
end. Large canals, big enongh to float barges, and on which con-
siderable commerce is carried, tap the Nile above the Delta, and
traversing it in all directions, furnish water to systems of smaller
ditches and canals, and these again to still smaller channels of dis-
tribution.

The water in these channels is all below the surface, and a

Yor. 11.—18
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goodly proportion of the whole teeming population of the delta is
engaged between seed-time and harvest in pumping the life-giving
water from these ditches into the small surface trenches that con-
duct it over their fields and gardens. The water-pumping fellahs,
ranged along the net-work of canals, ‘often at intervals of not more
than one hundred yards, create an impression of marvellous indus-
try pervading the whole scene, as the train speeds its way alongside
the larger canals.

The pumping in most cases is done by men or buffaloes, and
the clumsy-looking but effective Egyptian water-wheel, a rough
wooden contrivance that, as it revolves, raises the water from below
and pours it from holes in the side into a wooden trough, from
whence it flows over the field.

Small rude shelters are erected close by, beneath which the at-
tendant fellah can squat in the shade and keep the meek and gentle,
but lazy buffaloes up to their task, by constant threats and bellicose
demonstrations. Most of these animals are blindfolded, a contriv- -
ance that, no doubt. inspires them to pace round and round their
weary circle with becoming perseverance, inasmuch as it tends to
keep them in perpetual fear of the dusky driver beneath the shade.

People too poor, or with holdings too small, to justify the em-
ployment of oxen in pumping water, raise it from the ditches them-
selves, with buckets at the end of long well-sweeps ; in some local-
ities one can cast his eye over the landsecape and see scores of these
rude sweeps continually rising and falling, rising and falling.

A few windmills are also used for pumping, but the wind is a
fickle thing to depend on, and his utter dependence on the water
supply makes the Egyptian agriculturist unwilling to run such
risks. Steam-engines, both stationary and portable, are observed
at frequent intervals. Both the engines and the coal for fuel have
to be imported from England ; but they evidently pump enough
water to repay the outlay, otherwise there would not be so many
of them in use. It must be a rich, productive soil that can afford
the expensive luxury of importing steam-engines and ecoal from a
distant market to supply it with water for irrigation.

The sediment from the Nile, which settles in the canals and .
ditches, is cleaned out at frequent intervals and spread over the
fields, providing a new dressing of rich alluvial soil to annually
stimnlate the productive capacity of the soil.

In the larger cotton-fields the dusky sons and daughters of
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Egypt are seen strung out in long rows, wielding cumbersome
hoes, reminding one of old plantation days in Dixie; or they are
paddling about in the inundated rice-fields like amphibious things.
Swarms of happy youngsters are splashing about in the canals and
ditches ; all about is teeming with life and animation.

Villages are populous and close together. They are, for the
most part, mere jumbles of low, mud houses with eurious domed
roofs, and they rise above the dead level of the delta like mounds.
Many of these villages have probably oecupied the same site since
the days of the Pharaohs, the débris and rubbish of centuries have
accumulated and been built upon again and again as the unsub-
stantial mud dwellings have erumbled away, until they have grad-
ually developed into mounds that rise like huge mole-hills above
the plain, and on which the present houses are built. Near each
village is a graveyard, also forming a mound-like exereseence on
the dead level of the surrounding surface.

At intervals the train passes some stately white mansion, look-
ing lovely and picturesque enough for anything, peeping from a
grove of date-palms or other indigenous vegetation. The tall, slen-
der palms with their beautiful feathery foliage, lend a charm to the
sunny Igyptian landscape with its golden dawns and sunsets that is
simply indescribable. There seems no reason why every village on
the whole delta should not be hiding its ugliness beneath a grove of
this charming vegetation, TFurther east, near Fantah, nearly every
village is found thus embowered, and date-palm groves form a very
conspicuous feature of the landscape. One need hardly add that
Lere the fellaheen look more intelligent, more prosperous and happy.

At all the larger stations women come to the train with roast
quails stuffed with rice, which they sell at six-penee. apiece, and at
every station along the line children bring water in the porous clay
bottles of the eountry. This latter is badly needed, for the train
rattles along most of the time in a stifling cloud of dust, that pene-

trates the car and settles over one in ineredible quantities.

: During the afternoon we pass the battle-field of Tel-el-Kebre,
the train whisking right through the eentre of Arabi Pasha’s earth-
works. Near the battle-field is a little eemetery where the English
soldiers killed in the battle were buried. The cemetery is kept
green and tidy, and surrounded by a neat iron fenee ; amid the
gray desert that begins at Tel-el-Kebre this little cemetery is the
only bright spot immediately about.
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From Tel-el-Kebre to Suez the country is a sandy desert, where
sand-fences, like the snow-fences of the Rocky Mountains, have
been found necessary to protect the railway from the shifting sand.
On this dreary waste are seen herds of camels, happy, no doubt, as
clams at high tide, as they roam about and search for tough camel-
thorn shrubs, that here and there protrude above the wavy ridges
of white sand. Put a camel in a pasture of rich, succulent grass
and he will roam about with a far-away, disconsolate look and an
expression of disgust, but here, on the glaring white sands of the
desert with nothing to browse upon but prickly dry shrubs he is in
the seventh heaven of a camel’s delight.

Very curious it looks as we approach Suez to see the spars and
masts of big steamers moving along the ship-canal, close at hand,
without seeing anything of the water. The high dumps, represent-
ing the excavations from the canal, conceal everything but the masts
and the top of the funnels even when one is close by.

Several days are spent at Suez, waiting for the steamer which
we will call the Mandarin, on which I am to take passage to Karachi.
Suez is a wretched hole, although there is a passably good English
hotel facing the water-front. It is the month of Bairam, however,
and there is consequently a good deal of picturesque life in the
native guarters.

Suez seems swarming with guides, and as I am, for the greater
part of a week, the only guest at the hotel, they show me far more
attention than a dozen people would know what to do with. Some
want to take me to see the place where Moses struck the rock,
others urge me to visit the spot where the Israelites crossed the
Red Sea ; both these places being suspiciously handy to Suez.

Donkey boys dog one’s footsteps with their long-eared chargers,
whenever one ventures outside the hotel. “I'm the Peninsular and
Oriental Donkey Boy, sir, Jimmy Johnson ; I have a good donkey,
sir, when you want to ride, ask for Jimmy Johnson.” To all this,
sundry seductive offers are added, such as a short trial trip along
the bund.

The Mandarin comes along on July 7th, and a decidedly stably
smell i3 wafted over the waters toward us as we follow behind
her with the little launch that is to put me aboard when the
steamer condescends to ease up and allow us to approach., The
Mandarin, owing to the quarantine, has kept me waiting several
days at Suez, and when at last she steams outf of the canal and
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we give chase with the little launch, and finally range alongside,
the whole length of the deck is observed to be bristling with ears.
Some particularly hopeful agent of the Indian Government has been
sanguine enough to ship one hundred and forty mules from Italy
to Karachi during the monsoon season, on the deck of a notori-
ously rolling ship, and with nothing but temporary plank fittings
to confine the mules. The mules are ranged along either side of
the deck, seventy mules on each side, heads facing inward, and
with posts and a two-inch plank separating them from the re-
mainder of the deck, and into stalls of six mules each. Cocoanut
matting is provided for them to stand on, and a plank nailed along
the deck for them to brace their feet against when the vessel rolls.
Nothing could be more happily arranged than this, providing the
mules were unanimously agreed about remaining inside the railed-off
space, and providing the monsoons had agreed not to roll the Man-
darin violently about. With unpardonable short-sightedness, how-
ever, it seems that neither of these important factors in the case
has been seriously considered or consulted, and, as an additional
insult to the mules, the plank in front of them is elevated but four
feet six above the deck.

They are a choice lot of four-year-old mules, unbroken and wild,
harum-skarnm and skittish. Well-fed four-year-old mules are skin-

full of deviltry under any circumstances, and ranged like so many

red herrings in their boxes, with no exercise, and every motion of the
ship jostling them against one another, they very quickly developed
a capacity for simon-pure cussedness that caused the officers of the
ship no little anxiety from day to day, and a good deal more anx-
iety when they reflected on the weather that would be encountered
on the Indian Ocean.

The officers of the Mandarin are excellent seamen ; they are
perfectly at home and at their ease when it comes to managing a
vessel, but their knowledge of mules is not so profound and ex-
haustive as of vessels ; in short, their experience of mules has hith-
erto been confined to casually noticing meek and sober-sided speci-
mens attached to the street cars of certain cities they have visited.
Three Italian muleteers have been hired to assist and instruct the
coolies in feeding and watering the mules, and to supervise their
general welfare. The three muleteers is an excellent arrangement,
providing there were but three mules, but unfortunately there are
one hundred and forty, and before they had been aboard the Man-
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darin two days it became apparent that they ought to have engaged
an equal number of Italians to keep the mules out of devilment.

Uneasy in their minds at the wild restlessness and seemingly
dare-devil and inconsiderate pranks of their long-eared and un-
speakable charges, the officers are naturally anxious to avail them-
selves of any stray grains of enlichtenment concerning their man-
agement they might perchance drop on to by appealing to persons
they come in contact with. Accordingly, one of them approaches
me, the only passenger aboard, except some Hindoos refurning
home from a visit to the Colinderies, and asks me if I understand
anything about mules. I modestly own up to having reared, .
broken, driven, and generally handled mules in the West, whereat
the officer is much pleased, and proceeds to unburden his mind
concerning the animals aboard the ship. ¢ Fine young mules,” he
says they are, and in reply to a question of what the government
of India is importing mules from KEurope for, instead of raising
them in India, he sayshe thinks theymust be intended for breeding
purposes.

Understanding well enough that all this is quite natural and
excusable in a sea-faring man, I succeed in checking a rising smile,
and gently, but firmly, convince the officer of the erroneousness of
this conclusion. The officer is delighted to find a person possess-
ing so complete a knowledge of mules, and I am henceforth re-
garded as the oracle on this particular subject, and the person to
be consulted in regard to sundry things they don’t quite under- -
stand. :

Between the two-inch plank and the awning overhead is a space
of about three feet ; the mate says he is a trifle misty as to how a
sixteen-hand mule can leap through this small space without touch-
ing either the plank or the awning ; “and yet,” he says, “there is
hardly a mule on board that has not performed this seemingly mi-
raculous feat over and over again, and a good many of them make
a practice of doing it every might.” This jumping mania makes
him feel uneasy every night, the mate goes on to explain, for fear
some of the reckless and “light-heeled cusses” should make a
mistake and jump over the bulwarks into the sea ; the bulwarks
are no higher than the plank, yet, while half the mules were found
putside the plank every morning, none of them had happened to
jump outside the bulwarks-so far. Many of the mules, he says,
were putting in most of their time bulldozing their fellows, and
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doing their best to make their life unbearable, and the down-

trodden specimens seem so desperately scared of the bulldozers

that he expects to see some of them jump overboard from sheer -
fright and desperation.

At this juncture we are joined by another officer, and the
mate joyfully informs him that I am a man who knows more about
mules than anybody he had ever talked mule with. His brother
officer is delighted to hear this, as he has been uneasy about the
mules’ appetites ; they would devour all the hay and coarse feed
the® could get hold of, but didn’t seem to have that constant hank-
ering after grain that he had always understood to be part and
parcel of a horse’s, and, consequently, a mule’s, nature. He knows
something about horses, he says, for his wife keeps a pony in Scot-
land, and the pony would leave hay at any time to eat ocats and
bran; consequently, he thinks there must be something radically
wrong with the mules ; and yet they seem lively enough—in fact,
they seem d—d lively.

The two salts are also troubled somewhat in their minds at the
marvellous kicking powers and propensities of the mules. One
says he could understand an animal kicking to defend itself when
attacked in the rear, or when anything tickled its heels, but the
mules aboard the Mandarin had their heels in the air most of the
time, and they battered away at one another, and pounded the iron
bulwarks, withoutthe slightest provocation. ¢ Yes,” chimes in the
other officer, ““and, more than that, I've seen ’em throw their heels
clear over the bulwarks, kicking at a white-capped wave—if you'll
believe 1ne, sir, actually kicking at a white-capped wave—that hap-
pened to favor them with a trifle of spray.” I say I have no doubt -
what the officer says is true, and not necessarily exaggerated, and
the officer says: “No, there is no exaggeration aboutit. You'll
see the same thing yourself before you've been aboard twelve hours,
There’ll be h—II to pay aboard this ship when we strike the mon-
soons.”

After explaining to the officers that there are not men enough,
ner bulldozing and tyrannical mules enough, aboard the Mandarin
to scare the timidest mule of the consignment into jumping over
the bulwarks into the sea ; that it is quite natural for mules to pre-
fer hay to bran and oats, and that it is as natural and necessary for
a four-year-old mule to kick as it is to breathe, they thank me and
say they shall sleep sounder to-night than they have for a week.
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The heat, as we steam slowly down the Red Sea, is almost over-
powering ab this time of the year, July. A universal calm prevails;
day after day we glide through waters smooth as a mirror, resort
to various expedients to keep cool, and witness fiery red sunsets
every evening. Every day the deck presents a scene of animation,
from the pranks and vagaries of our long-eared cargo.

All goes well with them, however, as we glide along the placid
bosom of the Red Sea ; the oppressive heat has a wilting effect even
on the riotous spirits of the young mules. They still exhibit their
mulish contempt for the barriers reared so confidingly around tRem,
and develop new and startling traits of devilment every day; but
it is not until we leave Aden, and the long swells come rolling up
from the monsoon region, that the real fun begins. The Mandarin
lurches and rolls awfully, making it extremely difficult at times for
any of the mules to keep their feet; each mule seems to think
his next neighbor responsible for the jostling and crowding, and
the kicking and squealing is continuous along both lines. While
battering away at each other, each mule seems to be at the same
time keeping a loose eye behind him for the oncoming waves and
swells that occasionally curl over the bulwarks and irrigate and
irritate them in the rear. Most of the mules seem capable of kicking
at their neighbors and at a wave at the same time ; but it is when
their undivided attention is centred upon the crested billow of a
swell that sweeps alongside the ship and flings a white, foamy eat-
aract at the business end of each mule as it advances, that their
marvellous heel-flinging capacity becomes apparent. KEach mule
batters frantically away as the wave strikes him, and the rattle of
nimble and indignant hoofs on the iron bulwarks follows the wave
along from one end of the ship to the other.

One of the most arrogant and overbearing of the animals aboard
is a ginger-colored mule stationed almost amidships on the starboard
side. This mule soon develops the extraordinary capacity of cast-
ing its eye over the heaving waste of waters and distinguishing the
particular wave that intends coming over the bulwarks long before
it reaches the vessel. The historical arrogance of Canute’s followers
in thinking the waves would recede at his command, is nothing in
comparison to the cheeky assumption of this ginger mule. This
mule will fold back its ears, look wild, and raise its heels menac-
ingly at a white-crested wave when the wave is yet a hundred yards
away ; and on the second day out from Aden its arrogance devel-
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ops in such an alarming degree that it bristles up and lifts its
heels at waves that its experience and never-flagging observation
must have taught it wouldn’t come half-way up the bulwarks!

Now and then a mule will be canght off his guard and be flung
violently to the deck, but the look of astonishment dies away as it
nimbly regains its feet, and gives place to angry attack on its neigh-
bor and a half-reproachful, half-apprehensive look at the sea. So
far, however, the mules seem to more than hold their own, and, all
oblivious of what is before them, they are comparatively happy and
mischievous. But on the night of the third day out from Aden,
the full force of the monsoon swells strikes the Mandarin, and, true
to her character, she responds by rolling and pitching about in the
trough of the sea in a manner that fills the mules with consterna-
tion, and ends in their utter collapse and demoralization. Planks
break and give way as the whole body of mules are flung violently
and simultaneously forward, and before midnight the mules are
piled up in promiscuous and struggling heaps, while tons of water
come on deck and wash gnd tumble them about in all imaginable
shapes and forms.

All hands are piped up and kept busy tying the mules’ legs,
to prevent them regaining their feet only to be flung violently
down again in the midst of a struggling heap of their fellows.
There is only one mule actually dead in the morning, but the
others are the worst used up, discouraged lot of mules I ever
saw. Mules that but the day before would nearly jump out of
their skins if one attempted to pat their noses, now seem anxious
to comrt human attention and to atone for past sins. Many of
them are pretty badly skinned up and bruised, and a few of them
are well-nigh flayed alive from being see-sawed back and forth
about the deck. It is not a pleasant picture to dwell upon, and it
would be much pleasanter to have to record that the mules proved
too much for the monsoon, but truth will prevail, and before we
reach Karachi the monsoon has scored fourteen mules dead and
pretty much all the others more or less wounded. But this is no
discredit to the mules; in fact, I have greater respect for the stay-
ing qualities of a mule than ever before, since the monsoon only
secures ten per cent. of them for the sharks after all.

A week from Aden, and fourteen days from Suez we reach Ka-
rachi. The tide happens to be out at the time, and so we have to
lay to till the following morning, when the Mandarin crosses the
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bar and drops anchor preparatory to unloading the now badly
demoralized mules into lighters,

Karachi bids fair to develop into a very prominent sea-port in
the near future. The extension of the frontier into Beloochistan
gives Karachi a strategic importance as the port of arrival of troops
and war material from England. Not less is its importance from a
purely commercial view ; for down the Indus Valley Railway to
Karachi for shipment, come the enormous and yearly increasing
wheat exportations from the Punjab.  °

Thus far my precise plans have been held in abeyance until my
arrival on Indian soil. Whether I would find it practicable to start
on the wheel again from Karachi, or whether it would be necessary
to proceed to the northeast, I had not yet been able to find out.
At any rate, it is always best to leave these matters until one gets
on the spot.

The result of my investigations at once proves the impossibility,
even were it desirable, of starting from Karachi. The Indus River
is at flood, inundating the country, which is also jungly and wild
and without roads. The heat throughout Scinde in July is some-
thing terrific; and to endeavor to force a way through flooded jun-
gle with a bicycle at such a time would be little short of madness.

Under these conditions I decide to proceed by rail to Lahore,
the capital of the Punjab, whence, I am told, there will be a good
road all the way to Caleutta. As the crow flies, Lahore is nearer
to Furrah than Karachi is, so that my purpose of making a contin-
uous trail will be better served from that point anyhow.

Tt is an interesting jaunt by rail up the Indus Valley ; but one’s
first impression of India is sure to be one of disappointment by
taking this route. It is a desert country, taken all in all, this his-
toric Scinde ; through which, however, the Indus Valley makes a
narrow streak of agricultural richness.

The cars on the railroad are provided with kus-kus tatties to
mollify the intense heat. They.are fixed into the windows so that
the passengers may turn them round from time to time to raise the
water from the lower half to the top, whence it trickles back again
and cools the heated air that percolates through.

The heat increases as we reach Rohri and Sukhar, where pas-
sengers are transferred by ferry across the Indus; the counfry
seems a veritable furnace, cracking and blistering with heat. At
Sukhar our train glides through some rich date-palms, the origin
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of which, legend says, were the date-stones thrown away by the
soldiers of Alexander the Great. They seem to have taken root in
congenial soil, anyway, for every tree is heavily laden with ripe and-
ripening dates. Reclining under the date-trees or wandering about
are many dusky sons and daughters of Scinde, the latter in bright
raiment and with children in no raiment whatever. The' heat, the
fruitful date-palms, and the lotus-eating natives combine to make
up a truly tropical scene.”

Mouch of the country population seems to be nomadie, or semi-
nomadie, dwelling in tents with which they remove to the higher
ground when the Indus becomes inundatéd, and return again to
the valley to cultivate and harvest their crops. They seem a pictur-
esque people mostly, sometimes strangely incongruous in the mat-
ter of apparel, as, for instance, one I saw wearing a white breech-
cloth and a hussar coat. This was the whole extent of his wardrobe,
for he had neither shoes, shirt, nor hat.

Water-buffaloes are wading and swimming about in the over-
flowed jungle, browsing off bulrushes and rank grass. Youngsters
are sometimes seen perched on the buffaloes’ backs, taking care of
the herd. ;

About Mooltan the aspect of the country changes to level, barren
plain, and this, as we gradually approach Lahore, gives place to a
cultivated country of marvellous richness. Here one first sees the
matchless kunkah roads, traversing the country from town to town,
the first glimpse of which is very reassuring to me.

It is July 28th when I at length find myself in Lahore. The heat
is not only wellnigh unbearable, but dangerouns. Prickly heat has
seized hold upon me with a promptness that is anything but agree-
able ; the thermometer in my room at Clarke’s Hotel registers 108°
at midnight! A punkah-wallah is indispensable night and day.

A couple of days are spent in affixing a new set of tires to my
wheel and seeing something of the lions of Lahore. The Shalamar
Mango Gardens, a few miles east of the city, and Shah-Jehan’s fort,
museum, etc., are the regular things to visit.

In the museum is a rare collection of ancient Asiatic arms,
some of which throw a new light on the origin of modern fire-
arms. Here are revolving muskets that were no doubt used long
before the revolving principle was ever applied to arms in the
West. But our narrative must not linger amid the antiquities of
Lahore, fascinating as they may, peradventure, be.



CHAPTER XIV.

THROUGH INDIA.

Tur heat is intense, being the end of the heated term at the
commencement of the earliest monsoons. It is certainly not less
than 130° Fahr, in the sun, when at 3 p.v. I mount and shape my
course toward Amritza, some thirty-five miles down the Grand
Trunk Road. ‘

In such a temperature and beneath such a sun it behooves the
discreet Caucasian to dress as carefully for protection against the
heat as he would against the frost of an Avctic winter. The United
States army helmet which I have constantly worn since obtaining
it at Fort Sydney, Neb:, has now to be discarded in favor of a
huge pith solar topee an inch thick and but little smaller than
an umbrella. This overshadowing head-dress imparts a cheerful,
mushroom-like aspect to my person, and casts a shadow on the
smooth whitish surface of the road, as I ride along, that wellnigh
obliterates the shadow of the wheel and its rider.

Thus sheltered from the rays of the Indian sun, I wheel through
the beautifully shaded suburban streets of Lahore, past dense
thickets of fruitful plantains, across the broad switch-yard of the
Scinde, Delhi & Punjab Railway, and out on to the smooth,
level surface of the Grand Trunk Road. This road is, beyond a
doubt, the finest highway in the whole world. It extends for
nearly sixteen hundred miles, an unbroken highway of marvellous
perfection, from Peshawur on the Afghan frontier to Calcutta. It
ig metalled for much of its length with a substance peculiar to the
country, known as kunkah. Kunkah is obtained almost anywhere
throughout the Land of the Five Rivers, underlying the surface
soil. It is a sort of loose nodnlar limestone, which when wetted
and rolled cements together and forms a road-surface smooth and
compact as an asphaltum pavement, and of excellent wearing qual-
ity. It is a magnificent road to bicycle over ; not only is it broad,
level, and smooth, but for much of the way it is converted into &
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veritable avenue by spreading shade-trees on either side. Far and
near the rich Indian vegetation, stimulated to wear its loveliest
garb by the early monsoon rains, is intensely green and luxuri-
ant ; and through the richly verdant landscape stretches the wide,
straight belt of the road, far as eye ean reach, a whitish strealk,
glaring and quivering with reflected heat.

The natives of the Punjab, the most loyal, perhaps, of the Ind-
ian races, are beginning to regard the Christian Sabbath as a holi-
day, and happy crowds of people in holiday attire are gathered at
the Shalamar Mango Gardens, a few miles out of Lahore. Beyond
the gardens, I meet a native in a big red turban and white clothes,
en route to Lahore on a bone-shaker. He is pedalling ambitiously
along, with his nmbrella under his left arm. As we approach each
other his swarthy countenance lights up with a ¢ glad, fraternal
smile,” and his hand touches his turban in recognition of the mys-
tic brotherhood of the wheel. There is a mysterious bond of sym-
pathy recognizable even between the old native-made bone-shaker
and its Punjabi rider and the pale-faced Ferenghi Sahib mounted
on his graceful triumph of Western ingenuity and mechanical skill.
The free display of ivories as we approach, the expectation of fra-
ternal recognition so plainly evident in his face, and the friendly
and respectful, rather than obsequious, manner of saluting, tell
something of that levelling tendency of the wheel we sometimes
hear spoken of.

The park-like expanse of country on either hand continues as
mile after mile is reeled off ; the shady trees, the ruins, the villages,
and the roadside kos-minars, with the perfect highway leading
through it all—what more could wheelman ask than this? A way-
side police-chowkee is now seen ahead, a snug little edifice of brick
beneath the sacred branches of a spreading peepul. A six-foot
Sikh, in the red-and-bluc turban and neat blue uniform of the
Punjab soldier-police, stands at the door and executes a stiff mili-
tary salute as T wheel past. A row of conical white pillars and a
grass-grown plot of ground containing a few bungalows and camp-
ing space for a regiment indicate a military reservation. These
spaces are reserved at intervals of ten or twelve miles all down the
Grand Trunk Road; the distance from each represents a day’s
march for Indian troops in time of peace.

A bend in the road, and the bicycle sweeps over a substantial
brick bridge, spanning an irrigating canal large enough to float a
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three-masted schooner. The bridge and the ditch convey early
evidence of English enterprise no less conspicnous than the road
itself. Neatly trimmed banks and a tropical luxuriance of over-
hanging vegetation give the long straight reach of water the
charming appearance of flowing through a leafy tunnel. Under
the stimulus of the monsoon rains and the more than tropical
heat, the soil seems bursting with fatness, and earth, air, and water
are teeming with life. The roadway itself is swarming with pedes-
trians, trudging along in both directions ; some there are with the
inevitable umbrellas held above their heads, but more are carry-
ing them under their arms, as though in lofty contempt of 130°
Fahr,

Vehicles jingle past by the hundred, filled with villagers who
have been visiting or shopping at Lahore or Amritza. Their light
bamboo carts are provided with numbers of little brass eymbals
that clash together musically in response to the motion of the
vehicle ; the oceupants are fairly loaded down with silver jewellery,
and for color and picturesqueness generally it is safe to assume
that ““not even Solomon in all his glory was arrayed like one of
these.” The women particularly seem to literally revel in the ex-
uberance of bright coloring adorning their dusky proportions, the
profusion of jewellery, the merry jingle-jangle of the cymbals, the
more than generous heat, and the seeming bountifulness of every-
thing. These Sikh and Jatni merry-makers early impress me as
being particularly happy and light-hearted people.

Splendid wheeling though it be, it soon becomes distressingly
apparent that propelling a bicyecle has now to be considered in con-
nection with the overpowering heat. Half the distance to Amritza
is hardly covered, and the riding time scarcely two hours, yet it
finds me reclining beneath the shade of a roadside tree more
used up than five times the distance would warrant in a less ener-
vating climate. The greensward around me as I recline in the
shade is teeming with busy insects, and the trees are swarming
with the beautiful winged life of the tropical air. Flocks of paro-
quets with most gorgeous plumage—Dblue, red, green, gold, and
every conceivable hue—flit hither and thither, or sweep past in
whirring flight.

Some of the native pedestrians pause for a moment and cast a
wondering look at the unaccustomed spectacle of a Sahib and a
bicycle reclining alone beneath a wayside tree. All salaam defer-
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entially ag they pass by, but there is a refreshing absence of the
spirit of obtrusion that sometimes made life a burden among the
Turks and Persiang. In his disgust at the aggressive curiosity of
the Persians, Captain R——, my companion from Meshed-to Con-
stantinople, had told me, ““ You'll find, when you get to India, that
a Sahib there is a Sahib,” and the strikingly deferential demeanor
of the natives I have encountered on the road to-day foreibly re-
minds me of his remarks.

The myriads of soldier-ants crossing the road in solid phalanx
or climbing the trees, the winged jewels of the air flitting silently
here and there, the picturesque natives and their deferential
salaams—all these only serve to wean one’s thoughts from the op-
pressive heat for a moment. At times one fairly gasps for breath
and looks involuntarily about in forlorn search of some place of
escape, if only for a moment, from the stifling atmosphere. A
feeling of utter lassitude and loss of ambition comes over one;
the importance of accomplishing one’s object diminishes, and tho
necessity of yielding to the pressure of the fearful heat and taking
things easy becomes the all-absorbing theme of the imagination.
A supreme and heroic effort of the will is necessary to arouse one
from the inclination to remain in the shade indefinitely, regardless
of everything else. -

No gort of accommodation is to be obtained this side of Am-
ritza, however, so, waiting until the dreadful power of the sun is
tempered somewhat by his retirement beneath the trees, I resume
my journey, making several brief halts in deference to an over-
whelmingsense of lagsitude ere completing the thirty-five miles.
Owing to these frequent halts, it is after dark when I arrive at Am-
ritza—a thoroughly wilted individual, and suffering agonies from
the prickly heat aggravated by the feverish temperature superin-
duced by the exertion of the afternoon ride. My karki suit and
underclothes hold almost as much moisture as though I had just
been fished out of the river, and my dry-drained corporeal system
is clamorous for the wherewithal to quench the fires of its feverish
heat as I alight in the suburbs of Amritza and inquire for the dik
bungalow. :

A willing native guides me to a hotel where a smooth-mannered
Parsee Boniface accommodates Sahibs with supper, charpoy, and
chota-hazari for the small sum of Rs4; punkah-wallahs, pahnee-
wallahs, sweepers, ete., extra. A cooling douche with water kept
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at a low temperature in the celebrated porous bottles, a change of
underclothing, and a punkah-wallah vigorously engaged in creat-
ing an artificial breeze, soon change things for the better. All
these refreshing and renovating appliances, however, barely suffice
to stimulate one’s energy up to the duty of jotting down in one’s
diary a brief summary of the day’s happenings.

The punkah of India is a long, narrow fan, suspended by cords
from the ceiling ; attached to it is another cord which finds its
way outside through a convenient hole in the wall or window-
frame. For the magnificent sum of three annas (six cents) the
hopeful punkah-wallah sits outside and fills the room with sooth-
ing, sleep-inducing breezes for the space of a day or night, by a
constant seesawing motion of the string. Few Europeans are
able to sleep at night or exist during the day without the punkah-
wallah’s services, for at least nine months in the year. The slight-
est negligence on his part at night is sufficient to summon the
sleeper instanter from the land of dreams to the stern reality that
the dusky imp outside has himself dropped off to sleep. A par-
donable imprecation, delivered in loud, threatening tones ; or, in
the case of a person vengefully inclined, or once too often made a
victim, a stealthy visit to the open door, a well-aimed boot, and
the pendulous punkah again swings to and fro, banishing the
newly awakened prickly heat, and fanning the recumbent figure
on the charpoy with grateful breezes that quickly send him off to
sleep again.

A slight fall of rain during the night tempers somewhat the
oppressive heat, and the zephyrs of the prevailing monsoons blow
stiffly against me as I pedal southward in the early morning. The
rain has improved rather than injured the kunkah road, and if is,
moreover, something of a toss-up as to whether the adverse wind
is advantageous or otherwise. On the one hand it exacts increased
muscular effort to ride against it, but on the other, its beneﬁcent
services as a cooler are measurably apparent.

One needs only to traverse the Grand Trunk Road for a few
days in order to obtain a comprehensive idea of India’s teeming
population. Vehicles and pedestrians throng the road again this
morning, pouring into Amritza as though to attend some.great fes-
tival. The impression of some festive occasion obtains additional
. color from parties of musicians who keep up a perpetual tom-tom-
ing on their drums as they trudge along ; the object of their-noisi-
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ness is apparently to gratify their own love of the sounding rattle
of the drums.

At the police-chowkee of Ghundeala, ten miles from Amritza, a
halt is made for rest and a drink of water. To avoid trampling on
the caste prejudices, or the sanctimonious religious feelings of the
natives, everybody drinks from his hands, or from a cheap earth-
enware dish that may afterward be smashed. The Sikhs and Mo-
hammedans of the Punjab are far more reasonable in this mat-
ter than are the Brahmans and other ultra-holy idolaters of the
country farther south. Among the Hindoos, where caste preju-
dices exist throughout all the strata of society, to avoid the awful
consequences of touching their lips to a vessel out of which some
unworthy wretch a shade less holy has previously drunk, the fas-
tidious worshipper of Krishna, Vishnu, or Kamadeva always drinks
from his hands, unless possessed of a private drinking vessel of his
own. The hands are held in position to form a trough leading to
the mouth ; while an assistant pours water in at one end, the re-
_ cipient receives it at the other. No little skill and care is required °
to prevent the water running down one’ssleeve : the average native
seems to think the human throat a gutter down which the water
will flow as fast as he can pour it into the hands.

The flowing yellow flood of Beas River, now at flood, and
spreading itself over the width of a mile, makes an impassable
break in my road soon after mid-day. A ferryboat usually plies
across the stream, but by reason of the broad area of overflow, and
the consequent difficulty of working it, it is moored up for the
time being. Fortunately, the Scinde, Punjab & Delhi Railroad
crosses the river on a fine bridge near by, with a regular ferry-
train service in operation. Repairing thither, I find, in charge of
the ferry-train, an old Anglo-Indian engineer, who prevails upon
me to accept his hospitality for the night.

Hundreds of natives pass the night round about the railway-
station, waiting to cross the bridge on the first morning train.
Nowhere else in the world does a gathering of people present so
picturesque and interesting a sight as in sunny Hindostan. These
people gathered about the Beas River station look more like a
company rigged out for the spectacular stage than ordinary, every-
day mortals attending to the prosaic business of life. The nose-
rings worn by many of the women are so massive and heavy that
silken cords are attached and carried to some support on the head

Vor. IL.—19.
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to relieve the nostril of the weight. The rims of the ears are like-
wise grievously overburdened with ornaments. These unoffend-
ing appendages are pierced with a number of holes all round the
rim from lobe to top ; each hole contains a mnassive ring almost
large and heavy enough for a bracelet, the Weighifof which pulls
the ear all out of shape. Simple yet gaudy costumes prevail—gar-
ments of red, yellow, blue, green, olive, and white, with gold tinsel,
drape the graceful forms of the dusky Sikh or Jatni belles ; and
not a whit less picturesque and parti-colored are the costumes of
their husbands, brothers, and fathers—fine fellows mostly, tall,
straight, military-looking men, with handsome faces and fierce mus-
tachios. Not a few thoroughbred Jats are mingled in the erowd—
the “stout-built, thick-limbed dJats,” the warlike race with the
steel or silver discus surmounting their queer pyramidal head-
dress. Under the independent government of their people by the
Gurus, or ruler-priests, of the last century, and particularly under
the regulations of the celebrated Guru Govind, every Sikh was
considered a warrior from his birth, and was always required to
wear steel in some form or other about his person. The Jats, being
the most enterprising and warlike tribe of the territory acknowl-
edging the rule of the Gurus and the religious teachings of the
Adz Granth as their faith, take especial pride in commemorating
the bravery and warlike qualities of their ancestors by still wear-
ing the distinguishing steel quoits on their heads.

Seesum or banyan trees, shading twenty yards’ width of lnxu-
riant greensward on either side of the road, and each and every
tree sheltering groups of natives, resting, idling, washing their
clothes in some silent pool, or tending a few grazing buffaloes, form
a truly Arcadian scene for mile after mile next day. These buf-
faloes are huge, unwieldy animals with black, hairless hides, strong
and heavy almost as rhinoceroses; In striking contrast to them
are the aristocratic little cream-colored Brahmani cows, with the
curious big ““ camel-hump ” on their withers. These latter animals
are pampered and revered and made much of among the Brahmans ;
mythology has it that Brahma created cows- and Brahmans at the
same time, and the cow is therefore an object of worship and ven-
eration. :

Taken all in all, the worship of the Hindoos has something
eminently rational about it; their worship is frequently bestowed
upon some tangible object that contributes directly to their material
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enjoyment. Itis very much like going back to the first principles of
gratitude for direct blessings received to worship * Mother Ganga,”
the noble stream that brings down the moisture from the Hima-
layas to water their plains and quicken into life their needy crops, or
to worship the gentle bovine that provides them daily with milk and
cheeso and ghee. Wonderful legends are told of the cow in Hin-
doo mythology. The Ramayana tells of a certain marvellous cow
owned by a renowned hermit. The hermit being honored by a
visit from the king, who had with him a numerous retinue, was
sorely puzzled how to provide refreshments for his princely guests.
The cow, howerver, proved herself equal to the emergency, and—

‘¢ Obedient to her saintly lord,
Viands to suit each taste outpoured.
Honey she gave, and roasted grain,
Mead, sweet with flowers, and sugar-cane.
Each beverage of flavor rare,
And food of every sort, were there.
Hills of hot rice, and sweetened cakes,
And curdled milk, and soup in lakes.
Vast beakers flowing to the brim,
With sugared drink prepared for him;
And dainty sweetmeats, deftly made,
Before the hermit’s guest were laid.”

In all Brahman communitieg are sacred bulls, allowed to roam
at their own sweet will among the crops and help themselves.

Chowel and dood (rice-and-milk) is obtained at noon from a
village eating-stall ; the rice is dished up to all customers in basins
improvised from a broad banyan-leaf, so that nobody’s caste may
be jeopardized by handling spoons or dishes that others have
touched. Most of the natives manage to eat with their fingers, but
they bring for the Sahib a stiff green leaf which is bent into the
form of a scoop and made to answer the purpose of a spoon. The
milk is served in valueless earthenware basins that are tossed into
the street and broken after being once used. There is a regular
caste of artisans in India whose hereditary profession is the manu-
facture of this cheap pottery; almost every village has its family
of pottery-makers, who manufacture them for the use of the com-
munity. The people are curious about the bicyele, and the Sahib’s
peculiar manner of travelling without the usual native servant and
eating rice at an ordinary village stall. They are, however, far
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from being in the least obtrusive or annoying; on the contrary,
their respectfulness and conservatism is something to admire ; al-
though they gather about the bicycle in a compact ring, not a hand
in all the company is meddlesome enough to touch it.

Through the smooth kunkah-laid bazaars of Jullundar, so dif-
ferent from the unridable bazaars we have heretofore been made
familiar with, and I wheel past the Queen’s Gardens and into the
cantonment along lovely avenues and perfect roads. The detach-
ment of Royal Artillery, whose quarters my road leads directly past,
is composed largely of the gallant sons of Erin, and as I wheel
into the cantonment, an artilleryman seated on a charpoy beneath
a spreading neem-tree, sings out to his comrades, “Be jabbers,
bhoys ; here’s the Yankee phat’s travellin’ around the worruld wid
a bicycle.”

I have with me a letter of introduction to an officer stationed
at Jullundar. Upon inquiry, however, I find that he is absent at
Simla on leave. Desirous of seeing something of Tommy Atkinsg
in his Indian quarters, I therefore accept an invitation to remain
at the barracks of the Royal Artillery until ready to resume my
journey in the morning. At this season of the year, an Indian can-
tonment presents the appearance of a magnificent park. The bar-
racks are large, commodious structures, built with a view to secur-
ing the best results for the health and comfort of the troops.

No soldiers in the world are so well fed, housed, and clothed
as the British soldiers in India, and none receive as much pay, ex-
cept the soldiers of the United States army. That they are justly
entitled to everything that can contribute to their happiness-and
welfare, goes without saying. For actual service rendered, and
the importance of the responsibilities resting on their shoulders,
" it is little enough to say that the British soldiers in India are en-
titled to a greater measure of consideration than the soldiers of
any other army in existence. This little army of fifty or sixty
thousand men is practically responsible for the good behavior of
one-sixth of the world’s population, saying nothing of affairs without.
And in addition to this is the wearisome round of existence in an
Indian barrack, the enervating climate and the ennui, so poisonous
to the active Anglo-Saxon temperament.

After all that is said for or against the Anglo-Indian army, the
unprejudiced critic cannot fail to admit that they are the finest
body of fighting men in existence, a force against which it would
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be impossible for an equal number of the soldiers of any other
country to contend. That the old dominant spirit of the British
soldier is yet rampant as ever may be seen, perhaps, plainer in the
cantonments of India than anywhere else. The manifest superior-
ity of Tommy Atkins as a fighter stands.out in bold relief against
the gentle populations of India, who regard him as the very incar-
nation of war and warlike attributes. His own confidence in his
ability to whip all the multitudinous enemies of England put
together, is as great to-day as it ever was, and nothing would suit
him better than a campaign against the military colossus of the
North in defence of the British interests in India he now so faith-
fully guards.

The interest in my appearance is deepened by my recent adven-
tures in Afghanistan and letters partly descriptive of the same that
have appeared in late issues of the Indian press. A mile or so
from the Artillery barracks are the quarters of a detachment of the
Connaught Rangers. - A couple of non-commissioned officers in the
Rangers, I am happy to discover, are wheelmen, and when the tid-
ings of the Around the World rider’s arrival reaches them, they
wheel over and endeavor to have me become their guest. The
Royal Artillery boys refuse to give their protégé up, however, and
the rivalry is compromised by my paying the Rangers a visit and
then coming back to my first entertainers’ quarters for the night.

The evening is spent pleasantly in telling stories of camp life in
India and Afghanistan. Some of the soldiers present have been
recently stationed at Peshawur and other points near the northern
frontier, and tell of the extraordinary precautions that had to be
adopted to prevent their rifles being stolen at night from the very
racks within the barrack-rooms where they were sleeping.

An officer at the cantonment claims to have cured himself of
enlarged spleen, the bane of so many Anglo-Indian officers, by
daily riding on a tricycle. He then disposed of it to advantage to
a native gentleman who had noted the marvellous improvement it
had wrought in his health, and who was also affected with the same
disease. The native also cured himself, and now firmly believes
the tricycle possessed of some magic properties.

Reliefs of punkah-wallahs are provided for the barracks, a num-
ber of punkahs being connected so that one coolie fans the occu-
pants of a dozen or more charpoys. In talking about these useful
and very necessary servants, some of the comments indulged in by
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the gentleman who first invited me into the barracks are well worth
repeating : ““ Be jabbers, an’ yeez have to kape wide awake all night
to swear at the lazy divils, in orther to git a wink av shlape —and
—“The moment yeez dhrap ashlape, yeez are awake,” are choice
specimens, heard in reference to the punkah-wallahs’ confirmed
habit of dozing off in the silent watches of the night.

The two wheelmen of the Connaught Rangers accompany me
five miles to the Bane River ferry, in the cool of early morning.
They would have escorted me as far as Umballa, they say, had
they known of my coming in time to arrange leave of absence.
Twenty-five miles of continuously smooth and level kunkah, bring
me to Phillour, a Mohammedan town of several thousand inhabi-
tants. The fort of Phillour is a conspicuous object on the left of
the road ; it was formerly an important depot of military supplies,
and in the time of Sikh independence was regarded by them as the
‘key to the Punjab. Since the mutiny it has dwindled in impor-
tance as a military stronghold, but is held by a detachment of native
infantry. .

A mile or so from Phillour is a splendid girder railway bridge
crossing the River Sutlej. The overflow of the river extends for
. miles, converting the depressions into lakes and the dry ditches into
slonghs and creeks. Resting under the shade of a peepul-tree, I
while away a passing hour watching native fishermen endeavoring
to beguile the finny denizens of the overflow into their custody.
Their tactics are to stir up the water and make it muddy for a
space around, so that the fish cannot see themj they then toss a
flat disk of wood so that it falls with an audible splash a few yards
away. This manceuvre is intended to deceive the fish into think-
ing something eatable has fallen into the water. Woe betide the
guileless fish, however, whose innocent, confiding nature is thus
imposed upon, for “swish” goes a circular drop-net over the spot,
from the meshes of which the luckless captive tries in vain to
struggle. v

The River Sutlej hasg its source in the holy lake of Manas Saro-
vara, in Thibet’s most mountainous regions, and for several hundred
miles its course leads through mighty cafions, grand and rugged as
the cafions of the Colorado and the Gunnison. ' It is on the upper
reaches of the Sutlej that the celebrated swing bridges called karo-
rus ave in operation. A karorus consists of a bagar-grass or yak.
hair rope, stretched from bank to bank, across which passengers
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are pulled, suspended in a swinging chair or bagket. The karorus
is also largely patronized by the swarms of monkeys inhabitating
the foot-hill jungles of the Himalayas ; nothing could well be more
congenial to these festive animals than the Blondin-like perform-
ance of crossing over some deep, roaring gorge along the swaying
rope of a karorus.

~ Like other rivers of the level Punjab plains, the Sutlej has at
various times meandered from its legitimate channel ; eight miles
south of its present bed the large and flourishing city of Ludhiana
once stood on its bank. Ludhiana and its dak bungalow, provides
refreshments and a three hours’ siesta beneath the cooling and se-
ductive punkal, besides an interesting and instruetive téte-a-téte
with a Eurasian civil officer spending the day here. Among other
startling confidences, this olive-tinted gentleman declares that to
him the punkah is unbearable, its pendulous, swinging motion in-
variably making him * sea-sick.” o

Through a country of alternate sandy downs and grazing areas
my road leads at length through the territory of the Rajah of Sir-
hind. Picturesque and impressive fortresses, and high, crenellated
stone walls around the villages give the rajah’s little dominion
here a most decided medizeval appearance, and dark, dense patches .
of sugar-cane attest the marvellous richness of the sandy soil,
wherever water can be applied. Moreover, as if to complete the
interesting picture of a native prince’s rule, on the road is encoun-
tered a gayly dressed party in charge of some youthful big-wig on
a monster elephant. A thick, striped mattress makes a soft plat-
form on the elephant’s broad back, and here the young voluptuary
squats as naturally as on the floor of his room. Some of the at-
tendants are dancing along before him, noisily knuckling tambou-
rines and drums, while others trudge alongside or behind. The
elephant regards the bicycle with symptoms of mild apprehension,
and swerves slightly to one side.

The police-officer of Kermandalah chowkee, just off the Rajah
of Sirhind’s territory, voluntarily tenders me the shelter of his
quarters, just as the sun is finishing his race for the day by paint-
ing the sky with fanciful tints and streaks. The long, straight
avenue which I have wheeled down, for miles hereabout runs east
and west. The sun, rotund and fiery, sets immediately in the per-
spective of the avenue ; and at his disappearance there shoot from
the same point iridescent javelins that spread, fan-like, over the
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whole heavens. A sight never to be forgotten is the long white
road and the ribs of the glorious celestial fan meeting together in
the vista-like distance; and—oh, for the brush and palette and
genius of a Turner !—one of the rainbow-tinted javelins spits the
crescent moon and holds it to toast before the glowing sunset fires,
like a piece of green cheese. '

The heat of the night is ominously suggestive of sheol’s popu-
larly conceived temperature, and, in the absence of the customary
punkah and nodding, see-sawing wallah, a villager is employed to
sit beside my charpoy and agitate the air immediately about my
head with a big palm-leaf fan. But sleep is next to impossible ;
the morning finds me feeling but little refreshed and with a decided
yearning fo remain all day long in the shade instead of taking to the
road. Not a moment’s respite is possible from the oppressive heat ;
an hour in the saddle develops a sensation of grogginess and an
amphibian inclination for wallowing in some road-side tank.

South of Sirhind the country develops into low, flat jungle,
with much of it partly overflowed. The road through these semi-
submerged lowlands is an embankment, rising many feet above the
general level, and provided with numerous culverts and bridges to
prevent the damming of the waters and the danger of washing
away the road. The jungle is full of busy life. The air is thick
with the low, murmuring hum of busy insect-life, birds shriek,
whistle, call, hoot, peep, chirp, and sing among the intertwining
branches, and frogs croak hoarsely in the watery shallows beneath.
Noises, too, are heard, that would puzzle, I venture to say, many a
scholarly, book-wise and specimen-wise naturalist to define as com-
ing from the articulatory organs of bird, beast, or fish. The slow,
measured sweep of giant wings beating the air is heard above, and
the next moment a huge bustard floats down through the trees and
alights in a moist footing of jungle-grass and water.

A little Brahman village at the railway station of Rajpaira -ig
reached in the middle of the afternoon ; but it provides little ox
- nothing in the way of accommodation for a European. The chow-
keedar of the dik bungalow blandly declares his inability to provide
anything eatable for a Sahib, and the Eurasian employés at the
railway station are unaccommodating and indifferent, owing to the
travel-stained and ordinary appearance of my apparel. The Eura-
sians, by the by, impress me far less favorably as a race than do
the better-class full-blood natives. It seems to be the unfortunate
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fate of most mixed races to inherit the more undesirable qualities
of both progenitors, and the better characteristics of neither. No
less than the mongrel populations of certain West Indian islands,
the Spanish-speaking republics, and the mulattoes of the Southern
States, do the Eurasians of India present in their character eloquent
argumentation against the error of miscegenation.

A little Brabman village is anything but an encouraging place
for a traveller to penetrate in search of eatables. A thin, yellow-
gkinned Brahman, with a calico fig-leaf suspended from a cocoa-nut-
fibre waist-string, and the white-and-red tattooing of his holy caste
on his forehead, presides over a big lumyp of goodakoo (a preparation
of tobacco, rose-leaves, jaggeree, bananas, opium, and cardamom
seed, used for hookah-smoking), and his double performs the same
office for sickly, warm goats’ milk and doughy, unleavened chup-
patties. Uninviting as is the prospect, one is compelled, by the
total absence of any alternative, to patronize the proprietor of the
latter articles,

As I step inside his little shed-like establishment to see what
he has, he holds up his hands in holy trepidation at the unhallowed
intrusion, and begs me to be seated outside. My entrance causes
as much consternation as the traditional bull in the china shop,
the explanation of which is to be found in the fact that anything
I might happen to touch becomes at once defiled beyond redemp-
tion for the consumption of native customers. With the weather
wilting hot, doughy chuppaties and lukewarm, unstrained, strong-
tasting goats’ milk can scarcely be called an appetizing meal, and
the latter is served in the usual cheap, earthenware platter, which
is at once tossed out and broken.

The natives of India are probably less concerned about their
stomachs than the people of any other country in the world. They
seem to delight in fasting, and growing thin and emaciated ; their
ordinary meal is a handful of parched grain and a few swallows of
milk or water. Among the sesthetic Brahmansare many specimens
reduced by habitual fasting and general meagreness of diet to the
condition of living skeletons; yet they seem to enjoy splendid
health, and live to ashrivelled old age. The Brahman shop-keeper
squats contentedly among his wares, passing the hours in dreamy
meditation and in consoling pipes of goodakoo. Nothing seems to
disturb his calm serenity, any more than the reposeful expression
on the countenance of a marble Buddha could be affected—nothing
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but the approach of a Sahib toward his shop. It is interesting to
observe the mingled play of politeness, apprehension, and alarm in
the actions of a Brahman shopkeeper at the appearance of a blun-
dering, but withal well-meaning Sahib, among his wares. Knowing,
from long experience, that the Englishman would on no account
wilfully injure his property or trample wantonly on his caste preju-
dices, he is at his wits’ end to comport himself deferentially and
at the same time prevent anything from being handled. Money
has to be placed where the Brahman can pick it up without in-
curring the awful danger of personal contact with an unhallowed
kaffir.

The fifty miles, that from the splendid condition of the roads I
have thought little enough for the average day’s run, is duly reeled
off as I ride into the splendid civil lines and cantonment of Um-
balla at dusk. But my few days’ experience on the roads of India
have sufficed to convince me that fifty miles is entirely beyond the
bounds of diseretion. It is, in fact, beyond the bounds of discre-
tion to be riding any distance in the present season here ; fifty
miles is overcome to-day only by the exercise of almost superhuman
will-power.

The average native, when asked for the dik bungalow, is quite
as likely to direct one to the post-office, the kutcherry, or any other
government building, from a seeming inability to discriminate be-
tween them. At the entrance to Umballa one of these hopeful
participants in the blessings of enlightened government informs
me, with sundry obsequious salaams, that the dak bungalow is four
miles farther, So thoroughly has my fifty-mile ride used up my
energy that even this four miles, on a most perfect road, seems ut-
terly impossible of accomplishment ; besides which, experience has
taught that following the directions given would very likely bring
me to the post-office and farther away from the dik bungalow
than ever.

Above the trees, not far away, is observed the weathercock of a
chapel-spire, plainly indicating the location of the European quarter.
Taking a branch road leading in that direction, I discover a party
of English and native gentlemen playing a game of lawn-tennis.
Arriving on the scene just as the game is breaking up, I am cor-
dially invited to ‘“come in and take a peg.” - To the uninitiated a
“peg ” is a rather ambiguous term, but to the Anglo-Indian its in-
terpretation takes the seductive form of a big tumbler of brandy
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and soda, a ““long drink,” than which nothing could be more ac-
ceptable in my present fagged-out condition. No hesitation is
therefore made in accepting ; and, under the stimulating influence
of the generous brandy and soda, exhausted nature is quickly re-
cuperated. 'While not an advocate of indiscriminate indulgence in
alcoholic stimulants, after an enervating ride through the wilting
heat of an Indian day I am convinced that nothing is more bene-
ficial than what Anglo-Indians laconically describe as a ‘ peg.”
This very opportune meeting results, naturally enough, in a
pressing invitation to stay over and recrnit up for a day, a pro-
gramme to which I offer no objections, feeling rather overdone and
in need of rest and recuperation. Mine hosts are police-commis-
sioners, having supervision over the police-district of Umballa.
One of their number is on the eve of departure for his summer va-
cation in the Himalayas and, in honor of the event, several guests
call round to partake of a champagne dinner, the sparkling Pom-
mery Sec being quaffed ad libitum from pint tumblers! At the
present time, no surer does water seek its level than the after-din-
ner conversation of Anglo-Indian officials turns into the discussion
of the great depreciation of the silver rupee and its relation to the
exchange at home. As the rate of exchange goes lower and lower,
and no corresponding increase of salary takes place, the natural
result is a great deal of hardship and dissatisfaction among those
who, from various causes, have to send money to England. From
the Anglo-Indiang daily association with Orientals and their pecu-
liarly subtle understandings, it is perhaps not so surprising to find
an occasional flight of fancy brought to bear upon the subject that
would do credit to a professional romancer. One ingenious young
civil officer present evolves a deep, deep scheme to get even with
the government for present injustice that for far-reaching and per-
sistent revenge speaks volumes for the young gentleman’s deter-
mination to carry his point. His brilliant scheme is to retire on a
pension at the proper time, live to the age of eighty years, and
then marry a healthy girl of sixteen. As the pension of an Anglo-
Indian government officer descends to his surviving widow, the in-
genuity and depth of this person’s reasoning powers becomes at
once apparent. He proposes to take revenge for the present short-
comings of the government by saddling it with a pension for a
hundred years or more after his retirement from active service.
Tusked and antlered trophies of the chase adorning the walls,
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and panther and tiger skins scattered about the floor, attest the
police-commissioners’ prowess with the rifle in the surrounding
jungle. The height of every young Englishman’s ambition when
he comes to India is to kill a tiger ; not until with his own rifle he
has laid low a genuine Tigris Indicus, and handed its striped pelt
over to the taxidermist, does he feel entitled to hold his chin at a
becoming elevation and to indulge in the luxury of talking about
the big game of the jungle on an equality with his fellows. Among
the pets of the establishment are a youthful black bear that spends
much of its time in climbing up and down a post on the lawn, a
recently captured monkey that utters cries of alarm and looks
badly frightened when approached by a white person, and a pair
of spotted deer. These, together with several hunting dogs that
delight in taking wanton liberties with the bear and deer, form
quite a happy, though not altogether trustful family party in the
grounds.

The day’s rest does me a world of good, and upon resuming
my journey the voice of my own experience is augmented by the
advice of my entertainers, in warning me against overexertion and
fatigue in so trying a climate as India. It has rained during the
night, and the early morning is signalled by cooler weather than
has yet been experienced from Lahore. Companies of tall Sikhs,
magnificent-looking fellows, in their trim karki uniforms and mon-
ster turbans, are drilling within the native-infantry lines as I wheel
through the broad avenues of one of the finest cantonments in all
India, and English officers and their wives are taking the morning
air on horseback.

This splendid cantonment contains no less than seven thousand
two hundred and twenty acres and might well be termed a magnifi-
cent park throughout.

It is in the hilly tracts of the Umballa district that the curious
custom prevails of placing infants beneath little cascades of water
so that the stream of water shall steadily descend on the head.
The cool water of some mountain-rivulet is converted into a num-
ber of streams appropriate for the purpose, by means of bamboo
ducts or spouts. The infants are brought thither in the morning.
by their mothers and placed in proper position on beds of grass ;
the trickling water, pouring on their heads, keeps the brain cool
and is popularly supposed to be eﬁicacmus in the prevention of
many infantile diseases peculiar to the country. Children not sub-
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jected to this curious hydropathic treatment are said to generally
die young, or grow up weaklings in comparison with the others.

A sudden freshet in the ordinarily shallow and partially dry
bed of the Donglee River tells of the heaviness of last night’s rain-
storm among the hills, and compels a halt of a couple of hours
until the rapidly subsiding water gets low enough to admit of
fording it with a native bullock gharri. A branch of the same
stream is crossed in a similar manner, and yet a third river, a few
miles farther, has to be crossed on a curious raft made of a number
of buoyant earthenware jars fixed in a bamboo frame. A splendid
bridge spans the swollen torrent of the more formidable Markunda,
and the well-metalled highway now cuts a wide straight swath
through inundated jungle. A big wild monkey, the first of his
species thus far encountered on the road, utters a shrill squeak of
apprehension at seeing the bicycle come bowling down the road,
and in his fright he leaps from the branches of a road-side tree into
the shallow water and escapes into the jungle with frantic leaps
and bounds. ,

Travelling leisurely, and resting often, for thirty miles, the
afternoon brings me to the small town of Peepli, where a dak
bungalow provides food and shelter of a certain kind. The
sleeping-accommodation of the dik bungalow may hardly be de-
scribed as luxurious’; ants and other insects swarm in myriads,
and lizards drag their slimy length about the timber of the walls
and ceiling. The wild jungle encroaches on the village, aml the
dik bungalow occupies an isolated position at one end. The
jungle resounds with the strange noises of animals and birds, and
a friendly native, who speaks a little English, confides the joyful
information that the deadly cobra everywhere abounds.

For the first time it is cool enough to sleep without the ser-
vices of the punkah-wallah, and not a soul remains about the dak
bungalow after nightfall. The night is dark and cloudy, but not
by any means silent, for the *“ noises of the night ” are multitudinous
and varied, ranging from the tuneful croaking of innumerable frogs
to the yelping chorus of the jackals—the weird nocturnal concert
of the Indian jungle, a musical mélange far easier to imagine than
describe. About ten o’clock, out from the gloomy depths of the
jungle near by is suddenly heard the unmistakable caterwauling of
a panther, followed by that cunning arch-dissembler’s inimitable
imitation of a child in distress. As though awed and paralyzed by
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this revelation of the panther’s dread presence, the chirping and
juggling and p-r-r-r-ring and yelping of inferior creatures cease as
if by mutual impulse moved, and the pitter-patter of little feet are
heard on the clay floor of my bungalow. The cry of the forest
prowler is repeated, nearer than before to my quarters, and pres-
ently something hops up on the foot of the charpoy on which my
recumbent form is stretched ; and still continues the pattering of
feet on the floor. It is pitchy dark within the bungalow, and, un-
certain of the nature of my strange visitant, I kick and “qu-e-e-k ”
af him and scare him off ; but, evidently terrorized by the appear-
ance of the panther, the next minute he again invades my couch.

To have one’s room turned nolens volens info a place of refuge
for timid animals, hiding from a prowling panther which is not un-
likely to follow them inside, is anything but a desirable experience
in the dark. Should his panthership come nosing inside the bun-
galow, in" his eagerness to secure something for supper he might
not pause to discriminate between brute and human ; and as his
awe-inspiring voice is heard again, apparently quite near by, I
deem it expedient to warn him off. So reaching my Smith &
Wesson from under the pillow, I fire a shot up intc ‘the thatched
roof. The little intruders, whatever they may be, scamper out of
the bungalow, nor wait upon the order of their going, and a loud
scream some distance away a moment later tells of the panther’s
rapid retreat into the depths of the jungle.

Soon a courageous bull-frog gives ntterance to a subdued, hesi-

tative croak ; his excellent example is quickly followed by others ;-

angwering noises spring up in every direction, and ere long the
midnight concert of the jungle is again-in full melody.

A comparatively cooling breeze blows across flooded jungle and
rice-field in the morning. The country around resembles a shal-
low lake from out of which the rank vegetation of the jungle rears
its multiform foliage ; much of the water is merely the temporary
overflow of the Markunda, silently moving through the shady
forest, but over the more permanently submerged areas is gathered
a thick green scum. Not unlike a broad expanse of level meadow-
land do some of these open spaces seem, and the yellow, fallen
blossoms of the gum arabic trees, scattered thickly about, are the
buttercups spangling and beautifying the meadows.

Forty-eight miles from Umballa the Grand Trunk road leads
through the civil lines and past the towering walls of ancient Kur-

.
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naul. Formerly on the banks of the river Jumna, Kurnaul is now
removed several miles from that stream, owing to the wayward
trick of Indian rivers carving out for themselves new channels dur-
ing seasons of extraordinary flood. The city is old beyond the
records of history, its name and fame glimmering faintly in the
dim and distant perspective of auncient Hindostani legend and
mythical tales. Within the last few hundred years, Kurnaul has
been taken and retaken, plundered and destroyed, by Sikh, Rajput,
Mogul, and Mahratta freebooters, and was occupied in 1795 by
the celebrated adventurer George Thomas, who figured so largely
in the military history of India during the latter part of the last
century. Here also was fought the great battle between Nadir
Shah and Mohammed Shah, the Emperor of Delhi, that resulted
in the defeat of the latter, the subsequent looting of Delhi, and the
carrying ofl to Persia of the famous peacock throne. Splendid
water-tanks, spreading banyans, feathery date-palms, and toddy-
palms render the suburbs of Kurnaul particularly attractive, these
days ; but the place is unhealthy, being very low and the surround-
ing country subject to the overflow that induces fever.

A letter of introduction from Umballa to Mr. D , deputy
commissioner at Kurnaul, insures me hospitable recognition and
creature comforts upon reaching the latter place at 9 oM. Spend-
ing the heat of mid-day in Mr. D——'s congenial society, recounting
the incidents of my journey and learning in return much valuable
information in regard to India, I continue on my journey again
when the fiercest heat of the sun has subsided in favor of the
slightly more tolerable evening. The country grows more and
more interesting from various stand-points as my progression car-
ries me southward. Not only does it become intensely interesting
by reason of its historical associations in connection with the old
Mogul Empire, but in its peculiar aspect of Indian life to-day.
Monkeys are hopping about all over the place, moving leisurely
about the roofs and walls of the villages, or complacently examin-
ing one another’s phrenological peculiarities beneath the trees.
About the streets, shops, and houses these mischievous anthro-
poids are seen in droves, moving hither and thither at their own
sweet will, as much at home as the human occupants and owners
of the houses themselves.

Monkeys, being held sacred by the Hmdoos are allowed to re-
main in the towns and villages unmolested, doing pretty much as
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they please. Sometimes they swarm in such numbers that eternal
vigilance alone keeps them from devouring the fruit, grain, and
other eatables displayed for sale in front of the shops. When
they get to be an insufferable nuisance, although the pious Hin-
doos would suffer from their depredations even to ruin rather than
do them injury, they offer no objections to being relieved of their
charges by the government officials, so long as the measures taken
are not of a sanguinary nature. Sometimes the monkeys are
caught and shipped off in car-loads to some point miles away and
turned loose in the jungle. The appearance of a car-load of these
cxiles, however, always excites the sympathies of the pious Hindoo,
and instances have been known when they have been stealthily lib-
erated while the train was waiting at some other town.

An effectual remedy has been recently discovered in cleaning out
colonies of the smaller varieties of monkeys and inducing them to
remove somewhere else, by introducing into their midst a certain
warlike and aggressive variety from somewhere in the Himalaya
foot-hills. This particular race of monkey, being a veritable an-
thropoidal Don Juan among his fellows, when turned loose in a
village commences making violent love to the wives and sweet-
hearts of the resident monkeys. The faithless fair, ever ready for
coquetry and flirtation, flattered beyond measure by the attentions
of the gallant stranger, forsake their first loves by the wholesale,
and bask shamelessly in the sunshine of his favor. The resulf
is that the outraged males, afraid to attack the warlike libertine
so rudely introduced into their peaceful community, gather up
their erring spouses, giddy daughters, and small children and be-
take themselves off forever.

Not far from Kurnaul I overtake an interesting party of gypsies,
moving with their bag and baggage piled on the backs of diminutive
cows led by strings. Numbers of the smaller children also bestride
the gentle little bovines, but the rest of the party are afoot. The
ruling passion of the Romany, the wide world over, asserts itself
at my approach; brown-bodied youngsters with sparkling, coal-
black eyes race after the blcycle, holding out then hands and beg-
ging, ‘“pice, sahib, pice, pice.”

Fac-simile in cry and gesture almost, and in appearance, are
these Hindostani gypsies of their relatives in distant Hungary, who,
fifteen months before, raced alongside the bicycle, and begged for
¢ kreuzer, kreuzer.” - Many ethnologists believe India to have been

Vor. IL.—20
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the original abiding place of the now widely scattered Romanies ;
certain it is that no country and no clime would be so well adapted
to their shiftless habits and wandering tent-life as India: Their
language, subjected to analysis, has been traced in a measure to
Sanserit roots, and although spread pretty much all over the sur-
face of the globe, this strange, romantic people are said to recog-
nize one another by a common language, even should the one hail
from India and the other from the frozen North. Certain profes-
sors claim to have discovered a connecting link between the gypsies
of the Occident and the Jats of the Punjab.

A Dboy tending a sacred cow undertakes to drive that worshipful
animal out of my way as he sees me come bowling briskly down
the road. The bovine, pampered and treated with the greatest
deference and consideration from her earliest calfhood, resents
this treatment by making a short but determined spurt after me
as I sweep past. 'Whether the sacred cows of India are spoiled by
generations of overindulgence, or whether the variety is constitu-
tionally evil-tempered does not appear, but they one and all take
pugnacious exception to the bicycle. Spurting away from a chas-
ing Brahmani cow is an every-day experience.

Mr. D has kindly telegraphed from Kurnaul to Nawab Ali
Ahmed Khan, a hospitable Mohammedan gentleman at Paniput,
apprising him of my coming. More ancient even than Kurnaul,
Paniput’s vast antiquity is reputed to extend back to the period of
the great Pandava War described in the Mahabharat, and supposed
to have been fought nearly four thousand years ago. The city oc-
cupies a commanding position to the left of the road, and is ren-
dered conspicuous by several white marble domes and minarets.

The nawab and another native gentleman, physician to the
Paniput Hospital, are seated in a dog-cart watching for my appear-
ance, at a fork in the road near one of the city gates. The nawab’s
place is a mile and a half off the main road, but the smooth, level
kunkah leads right up to the fine, commodious bungalow, in which
Iam duly installed. A tepid bath, prepared in deference to the
nawab’s anticipation of my preference, is awaiting my pleasure, and
from the moment of arrival I am the recipient of unstinted atten-
tion. A large reclining chair is placed immediately beneath the
punkah, and a punkah-wallah, ambitious to please, causes the frilled
hangings of this desirable and necessary piece of furniture to wave
vigorously to and fro but a foot or eighteen inches above my head.
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A smiling servant kneels at my feet and proceeds to knead and
“groom ” the muscles of the legs. Judging from the attentions
lavished upon my pedal extremities, one might well imagine nie to
be a race-horse that had just endeared himself to his groom and
owner by winning the Derby.

An ample supper is followed by a most refreshing sleep, and in
the morning, when ready to depart, my watchful attendants pre-
sent themselves with broad smiles and sheets of paper. Each one
wants a certificate showing that he has contributed to my comfort
and entertainment, and lastly comes the nawab himself and his
bosom friend, the hospital doctor, to bid me farewell and request
the same favor. This certificate-foible is one of the greatest bores
in India; almost every native who performs any service for a Sahib,
whether in the capacity of a mere waiter at a native hotel, or as
retainer of some wealthy nabob—and not infrequently the nabob
himself, if a government official—wants a testimonial expressing
one’s approval of his services. An old servitor who has mingled
much among Europeans must have whole reams of these useless
articles stowed away. What in the world they want with them is
something of a puzzler; though the idea is, probably, that they
might come in useful to obtain a situation some time or other.

South of Paniput the trees alongside the road are literally
swarming with monkeys ; they file in long strings across the road,
looking anxiously behind, evidently frightened at the strange ap-
pearance of the bicycle. Shinnying up the toddy-palms, they en-
sconce themselves among the foliage and peer curiously down at me
as I wheel past, giving vent to their perturbation in exeited cries.
Twenty-five miles down the road, an hour is spent beneath a grove
of shady peepuls, watching the amusing antics of a troop of mon-
keys in the branches. Their marvellous activity among the trees
is here displayed to perfection, as they quarrel and chase one an-
other from tree to tree. The old ones seem passively irritable and
decidedly averse to being bothered by the anties and mischievous
activity of the youngsters. 'Taking possession of some particular
branch, they warn away all would-be intruders with threatening
grimaces and feints. The youthful members of the party are skin-
ful of pranks and didoes, carried on to the great annoyance of
their more aged and sedate relatives, who, in revenge, put in no
small portion of their time punishing or pursuing them with angry
cries for their deeds of wanton annoyance.
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One monkey, that has very evidently been there many and many -

a time before on the same thievish errand, with an air of amusing
secrecy and roguishness, slips quickly along a horizontal bough
and thrusts its arm into a hole. Its eyes wander gniltily around,
as though expectant of detection and attack—an apprehension that
quickly justifies itself in the shape of a blue-plumaged bird that
flutters angrily about the robber’s head, causing it to beat a hasty
vetreat. Birds’ eggs are the booty it expected to find, and, me-
thinks, as I note the number and activity of the freebooters to
whom birds’ eggs would be most toothsome morsels, watehful in-
deed must be the parent-bird whose maternal ambition bears its
legitimate fruit in this monkey-infested grove: 1In me the monkeys
seem to recognize a possible enemy, and at my first appearance
hasten to hide themselves among the thickest foliage ; peering cau-
tiously down, they yield themselves up to excited chattering and
broad grimaces.

Peacocks, too, are strutting majestically about the greensward
beneath the trees, their gorgeous tails expanded, or, perched on
some horizontal branch, they awake the screaming echoes in reply
to others of their kindred calling in the jungle. In the same way
that monkeys are regarded and worshipped as the representatives of
the great mythological monkey-king Hanuman, who assisted Rama
in his war with Ravana for the possession of Sita, so is the peacock
revered and held sacred as the bird upon which rode Kartikeya the
god of war and commander-in-chief of the armies of the Puranic
gods. Thus do both these denizens of the jungle obtain immunity
from harm at the hands of the natives, by reason of mythological
agsociation. IEnglish sportsmen shoot them, however, except in
certain specified districts where the government has made their
killing prohibitory, in deference to the religious prejudices of the
Hindoos. The Rajput warriors of Ulwar used to march to battle
with a peacock’s feather in their turbang; they believe that the
reason why this fine-plumaged bird screams so loudly when it
thunders is because it mistakes the noise for the roll of war-drums.

Large, two-storied passenger-vans, drawn sometimes by one
camel and sometimes two, are now frequently encountered ; they
are regular two-storied cages, with iron bars, like the animal-vans
in a menagerie. The passengers squat on the floors, and when
travelling at night, or through wild districts, are locked in between
stages to guard against surprise and robbery.

L3



CIIAPTER XV.
DELHI AND AGRA.

From the police-thana of Rai, where the night is spent, to
Delhi, the character of the road changes to a mixture of clay and
rock, altogether inferior to kunkah. The twenty-one miles are
covered, however, by 8.30 .., that hour finding me wheeling down
the broad suburban road to the Lahore Gate amid throngs of
country people carrying Daskets of mangoes, plantains, pome-
granates, and other indigenous products into the markets of the
old Mogul capital. Massive archways, ruined forts and serais,
placid water-tanks, lovely gardens, feathery toddy-palms, plantain-
hedges, and throngs of picturesque people make the approach to
Listoric Delhi a scene long to be remembered.

Entering the Lahore Gate, suitable accommodation is found at
Northbrook Hotel, a comfortable hostelry under native manage-
ment near the Moree Gate, and overlooking from its roof the
scenes of the most memorable events connected with the siege of
Delhi in 1857. Letters are found at the post-office apprising me
of a bicycle-camera and paper negatives awaiting my orders at the
American Consulate at Calcutta, and it behooves me to linger here
for a few days until its arrival in reply to a telegram. No more
charming spot could possibly be found to linger in than the old
Mogul capital, with its wondrous wealth of historical associations,
both remotely antique and comparatively modern, its glorious
monuments of imperial Oriental splendor and its reminiscences of
heroic deeds in battle.

A letter of introduction to an English gentleman, brought from
Kurnaul, secures me friends and attention at once ; in the cool of
the evening we drive out together in his pony-phdéton along the
historic granite ridge that formed the site of the British camp dur-
ing the siege. The operations against the city were conducted
mostly from this ridge and the intervening ground; on the ridge
itself is erccted a beauntiful red granite monument memorial, bear-
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ing the names of prominent officers and the numbers of men killed,
the names of the regiments, ete., ennranred in the siege and assault.
Here, 'also, is Hindoo Rao’s house, and ancient obelisks.

East of the Moree Gate is the world-famed Cashmere Gate—
world-famed in connection with the brilliant exploit of the little
forlorn hope that, on the morning of September 14, 1857, suc-
ceeded, in the face of a deadly fusillade from the walls and the
wicket gates, in carrying bags of gunpowder and blowing it up.
Through the opening thus effected poured the eager troops that
rescued the city from ten times their own number of mutineers and
turned the beams of the scale in which the fate of the whole Brit-
ish Indian Empire was at the moment balanced. Perhaps in all
the world’s battles no more heroic achievement was ever attempted
or carried out than the blowing up of the Cashmere Gate. * Sal-
keld laid his bags of powder, in the face of a deadly fire from the
open wicket not ten feet distant; he was instantly shot through
the arm and leg, and fell back on the bridge, handing the port-fire
to Sergeant Burgess, bidding him light the fuse. Burgess was in-
stantly shot dead in the attempt. Sergeant Carmichael then ad-
vanced, took up the port-fire, and succeeded in firing the fuse, but
immediately fell, mortally wounded. Sergeant Smith, seeing him
fall, advanced at a run, but finding that the fuse was already burn-
ing, flung himself into the ditch.”

Difficult, indeed, would it be to crowd more heroism into the
same number of words that I have here quoted from Colonel Med-
ley, an eye-witness of the affair. Between the double archways of
the gate is a red-sandstone memorial tablet, placed there by Lord
Napier of Magdala, upon which is inscribed the names, rank, and
regiment of those who took part in the forlorn hope. All is now
peaceful and lovely enough, but the stone bastions and parapets
still remain pretty much as when the British batteries ceased their
plunging rain of shot and shell thirty years ago.

Not far from the Moree Gate is the fomb of General Nicholson,
one of the most conspicuous and heroic characters of that trying
period, and generally regarded as the saviour of Delhi. Enshrined
in the hearts of the brave Sikhs no less than in the hearts of his
own countrymen, his tomb has become a regular place of pilgrim-
age for the old Sikh warriors who fought side by side with the
English against the mutineers.

1t has been my good fortune, I find, to arrive at the old Mogul
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capital the day before the commencement of an annual merrymak-
ing, picnicking, and general holiday at the celebrated Kootub
Minar. The Kootub Minar is about eleven miles out of Delhi, sit-
uated amid the ruins of ancient Dilli (Delhi), the old Hindoo city
from which the more modern city takes its name. It is conceded
to be the most beautiful minar-monument in the world, and ranks
with the Taj Mahal at Agra as one of the beautiful architectural
trinmphs peculiar to the splendid era of Mohammedan rule in
India, and which are not to be matched elsewhere. The day fol-
lowing my arrival I conclude to take a spin out on my bicycle as
far as the Kootub, and see something of it, the ruins amid which
it stands, and the Hindoos in holiday attire. I choose the compaxr-
ative coolness of early morning for the ride out ; but early though
it be, the road thither is already swarming with gayly dressed peo-
ple bent on holiday-making. The road is a worthy offshoot of the
Grand Trunk, not a whit less smooth of surface, nor less lovely in
its wealth of sacred shade-trees. Dloreover, it passes through a
veritable wilderness of ruined cities, mosques, tombs, and forts the
whole distance, and leads right through the magnificent remains
of the ancient Hindoo city itself.

The Kootub Minar is found to be a beantifully fluted column,
two hundred and forty feet high, and it soars grandly above the
mournful ruins of old Dillj, its hoary wealth of crumbled idol tem-
ples, tombs, and forts. The minar is supposed to have been erected
in the latter part of the twelfth century to celebrate the victory of
the Mohammedans over the Hindoos of Dilli. The general effect
of the tall, stately Mohammedan monument among the Hindoo
ruins is that of a proud gladiator standing erect and triumphant
amid fallen foes. At least, that is how it looks to me, as I view it
in connection with the ruins at its base and ponder upon its his-
tory. A spiral stairway of three hundred and seventy-five steps
leads to the summit. A group of natives are already up there, en-
joying the cool breezes and the prospect below. In the compre-
hensive view from the summit one can read an instructive sermon
of centuries of stirring Indian history in the gray stone-work of
ruined mosques and tombs and fortresses and pagan temples that
dot the valley of the Jumna hereabout almost as thickly as the
trees. - :

Strange crowds have congregated on this rare old historic
camping-ground in ages past. It was a strange crowd, gathered
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here for a strange purpose, on that traditional occasion, when
Rajah Pithora, in the fourth century of the Christian era, had the
celebrated iron shaft dug up to satisfy his curiosity as to whether
it had transfixed the subterranecan snake-god Vishay. There is a
strange crowd gathered here to-day, too; I can hear their shouting
and their tom-toming come floating up from among the ruins and
the dark-green foliage as I look down from my beautiful eyrie on
top of the Kootub upon their pygmy forms, thronging the walks
and roads, brown and busy as swarms of ants.

It is a vast concourse of people, characteristic of teeming India ;
but they are not, on this occasion, congregated to witness pagan
rites and ceremonies, nor to encourage iconoclastic Moolahs in
smashing Hindoo gods and chipping offensive Hindoo carvings
off their temples ; they are a mixed crowd of Hindoos, Sikhs, and
Mohammedans, who, having to some extent buried the hatchet of
race and religious animosities under the just and tolerant rule of a
Christian government, have gathered here amid the ruins and relics
of their respective past histories to enjoy themselves in innocent
recreation.

Descending from the Kootub Minar, I am resting beneath the
shade of the dik bungalow hard by, when a gray-bearded Hindoo
approaches, salaams, and hands me a paper. The paper is a certifi-
cate, certifying that the bearer, Chunee Lal, had performed before
Captain Somebody of the Fusileers, and had afforded that officer
excellent amusement. Before I have quite grasped the situation,
or comprehended the purport of the tendered missive, several men
and boys deposit a miscellaneons assortment of boxes and baskets
before me and range themselves in a semicircle behind them.
The old fellow with the certificate picks out a small box and raises
the lid ; a huge cobra thrusts out its hideous head and puffs its
hooded neck to the size of a man’s hand. It then dawns upon-me
that the gray-bearded Hindoo is a conjurer ; and being curious to
see something of Indian prestidigitation, I allow him to proceed.

Mariy of the tricks are quite commonplace and transparent even
to a novice. For example, he mixes red, yellow, and white pow-
ders together in a tumbler of water and swallows the mixture,
making, of course, a wry face, as though taking a dose of bitter
medicine. He then calls a boy from among the by-standers and
blows first red powder, then yellow, then white into the young-
ster’s face. I judge he had small bags of dry powder stowed away
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in his cheek. He performs his tricks on the bare ground, without
any such invaluable adjunct as the table of his European rival, and
some of them, viewed in the light of this disadvantage, are indeed
puzzling. For instance, he fills an ordinary tin pot nearly full of
water, puts in a handful of yellow sand and a handful of red pow-
der, and thoroughly stirs them up ; he then thrusts his naked hand
into the water and brings forth a handful of each kind, dry as
when he put them in. A simple enough trick, no doubt, to the
initiated ; but the old conjurer’s arm is bared, and the tin is, as
far as I can discover, but an ordinary vessel, and the trick is per-
formed without any cover, table, or cloth. After this he expecto-
rates a number of glass marbles, and ends with a couple of solid
iron jingal balls that he can scarce get out of his mouth. There is
no mistake about their being of solid iron, and the old conjurer
opens his mouth and lets me see them emerging from his throat.
From what I see him do as the final act, and which there is no de-
ception about, I am inclined to think the old fellow has actually
acquired the power of swallowing these jingal balls and repro-
ducing them at pleasure.

After a number of tricks too familiar to justify mentioning
here he covers his head with a cloth for a minute, and then reap-
pears with brass eyeballs, with a small hole bored in the centre of
each to represent the pupils; and his mouth is rendered hideous
with a set of teeth belonging to some animal. Iu this horrible
make-up the old Hindoo tom-toms on a small oblong drum, while
one of his assistants sings in broken English “ Buffalo Gals.” He
then openly removes the false teeth, and taking out the brass eye-
balls, he casts them jingling on the gravel at my feet. They are
simply hemispheres of sheet-brass, and fitted closely over the eye-
balls, beneath the lids. The conjurer’s eyes water visibly after the
brass covers are removed ; and well enough they might ; there is
no sleight-of-hand about this—it is purely an act of self-torture.

In most of the conjuring tricks the conjurer would purposely
make a partial failure in the first attempt ; an assistant would then
impart the necessary power by muttermg cabalistic words over a
monkey’s skull.

A mongoose had been tethered to a stake at the beginning of
the performance, and the little ferret-like enemy of the snake family
kept tugging at his tether and sniffing suspiciously about whenever
snakes appeared in the conjurer’s manipulations,
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He had promised me a fight between the mongoose and a snake,
and before presenting his little brass bowl for backsheesh he holds
out a four-foot snake toward the eager little animal at the stake.
The snake writhes and struggles to get away, evidently badly
scared at the prospect of an encounter with the mongoose ; but
the man suceceeds in depositing him within his adversary’s reach.
The mongoose nabs him by the neck in an instant, and would no
doubt soon have finished him ; but the assistants part them with
wire crooks, putting the snake in a basket with several others and
the mongoose in another.

While watching the interesting performances of the Hindoo
conjurers I have left the bicycle at a little dik bungalow near the
old entrance-gate. TFrom the commanding height of the Kootub
one could see that the Delhi road is a solid mass of vehicles and
pedestrians (how the people in teeming India do swarm on these
festive occasions!). It looks impossible to make one’s way with a
bicycle against that winding stream of human beings, and so, after
wandering about a while among the striking and peculiar colonnades
of the ancient pagan temples, paying the regulation tribute of curi-
osity to the enigmatic iron column, and doing the place in general,
I return to the bungalow, thinking of starting back to Delhi, when
I find that my “cycle of strange experiences” hag attracted to it-
self a no less interesting gathering than a troupe of Nautch girls
and their chaperone. The troupe numbersabout a dozen girls, and
they have come to the merry-making at the Kootub to gather hon-
est shekels by giving exhibitions of their terpsichorean talents in
the Nautch dance. .

I had been wondering whether an opportunity to see this fa-
mous dance would occur during my trip through India ; and so
when four or five of the prettiest of these dusky damsels gather
about me, smile at me winsomely, ogle me with their big black
eyes, smile again, smile separately, smile unanimously, smile all
over their semi-mahogany but nevertheless not unhandsome faces,
and every time displaying sets of pearly teeth, what could I do,
what could anyone have done, but smile in return ?

There is no language more eloquent or more easily understood
than the language of facial expression. No verbal question or an-
swer isnecessary. Iinterpret the winsome smiles of the Nautchnees
aright, and they interpret very quickly the permission to go ahead
that reveals itself in the smile they force from me. Eight of the
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twelve are commonplace girls of from fourteen to eighteen, and the
other four are ““dark but comely ”—quite handsome, as handsome-
ness goes among the Hindoos. Their arms are bare of everything
save an abundance of bracelets, and the upper portion of the body
is rather scantily draped, after the mannerand custom of all Hindoo
females ; but an ample skirt of red calico reaches to the ankle.
Rings are worn on every toe, and massive silver anklets with tiny
bells attached make music when they walk or dance. They wear
a profusion of bracelets, necklaces of rupees, head-ornaments,
ear-rings, and pendent charms, and a massive gold or brass ring in
the left nostril. The nostril is relieved of its burden by a string
that descends from a head-ornament and takes up the weight.

The Nautch girls arrange themselves into a half-cirele, their
scarlet costumes forming a bright crescent, terminating in a mass
of spectators, whose half-naked bodies, varying in color from pale
olive to mahogany, are arrayed in costumes scarcely less showy
than the dancers. The chaperone and eight outside girls tom-tom
an appropriate Nautch accompaniment on drums with their fingers,
the four prettiest girls advance, and favoring me with sundry
smiles,"and coquettish glances from their bright black eyes, they
commence fo dance. \

An idea scems to prevail in many Occidental minds that the
Nautch dance is a very naughty thing ; but nothing is further from
the truth. Of course it can be made naughty, and no doubt often
is; but then so can many another form of innocent amusement.
The Nautch dance is a decorous and artistic performance when
properly danced ; the graceful motions and elegant proportions of
the human form, as revealed by lithe and graceful dancers, are to
be viewed with an eye as purely artistic and critical as that with
which one regards a Venus or other production of the sculptor’s
studio.

The four dancers take the lower hem of their red garment
daintily between the thumb and finger of the right hand, spread-
ing its ample folds into the figure of an opened fan, by bringing
the outstretched arm almost on a level with the shoulder. A
mantle of transparent muslin, fringed with silver spangles, is worn
about the head and shoulders in the same indescribably graceful
manner as the mantilla of the Spanish sefiorita. Raising a portion
of this aloft in the left hand, and keeping the “fan ” intact with
the right, the dancers twirl around and change positions with one
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another, their supple figures meanwhile assuming a variety of grace-
ful motions and postures from time to time. Now they imitate
the spiral movement of a serpent climbing around and upward on
an imaginary pole ; again they assume an attitude of gracefulness,
their dusky countenances half hidden in seeming coquetry behind
the muslin mantle, the large red fan waving gently to and fro, the
feet unmoving, but the undulating motions of the body and the
tremor of the limbs sufficing to jingle the tiny ankle bells. On
the whole, the Nautch dance would be disappointing to most peo-
ple witnessing it ; its fame leads one to expect more than it really
amounts to.

Before starting back to Delhi, I take a stroll through the adja-
cent village of Kootub, a place named after the minar, I suppose.
The crooked main street of the village of Kootub itself presents
to-day a scene of gayety and confusion that beggars description.
Bunting floats gayly from every window and balcony, in honor of
the festival, and is strung across the street from house to house.
Thousands of globular colored lanterns are hanging about, ready
to be lighted up at night. The streets are thronged with people
in the gayest of costumes, and with vehicles the gilt and paint and
glitter of which equal the glittering wagons and chariots of a cir-
cus parade at home.

The balconies above the shops are curtained with blue gauze,
behind which are seen numbers of ladies, chatting, eating fruits
and sweetmeats, and peeping down through the semi-transparent
screens upon the animated scene in the streets. On the stalls,
choice edibles are piled up by the bushel, and busy venders are
hawking fruits, sweets, toddy,/ and all imaginable refreshments
about among the crowds. Vacant lots are occupied by the tents
of visiting peasants, and in out-of-the-way corners acrobatics, jug-
glery, and Nautch-dancing attract curious crowds.

The incoming tide of human life is at its flood as I start back
to Delhi by the same road I came. Here one gets a glimpse of the
real gorgeousness of India without seeking for it at the pageants
of princes and rajahs. Small zemindars from outlying villages are
bringing their wives and daughters to the festivities at the Kootub
in circusy-looking bullock-chariots covered with-gilt and earvings,
and draped and twined with parti-colored ribbons. Some of these
gaudy turn-outs are drawn by richly caparisoned, milk-white oxen,
“with gilded horns. Cymbals and sleigh-bells galore keep up a
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merry jingle, and tom-toming parties make their noisy presence
known all along the line.

Still more gorgeous and interesting than the gilded ox-ghairies
of the ordinary zemindars are miniature chariots drawn by pairs of
well-matched, undersized oxen covered with richly spangled trap-
pings, and with horns curiously gilded and tipped with tiny bells.
These are the vehicles of petted young nabobs in charge of attend-
ants : tiny oxen with gorgeous trappings, tiny chariots richly gilded
and carved and painted, tiny occupants richly dressed and jewelled.
Troupes of Nautchnees add their picturesque appearance to the
brilliant throngs, and here and there is encountered a holy fakir,
unkempt and unwashed, having, perchance, registered a vow years
ago never more to apply water to his skin, his only clothing a
dirty waist-cloth and the yellow clay plastered on his body. ILong
strings of less pretentious bullock-gharries almost block the road-
way, and people constantly dodging out from behind them in f1 ont
of my wheel make it extremely difficult to ride.

Several days are passed at Delhi, waiting the arrival of a small
bicycle-camera from Calcutta, which has been forwarded from
America. Most of this time is spent in the pleasant occupation of
reclining in an arm-chair beneath the punkah, the only comforta-
ble situation in Delhi at this season of the year. Nevertheless, I
manage to spin around the city mornings and evenings, and visit
the famous fort and palace of Shah Jehan.

In the magnificent—magnificent even in the decline of its
grandeur—fort-palace of the Mogul Emperor named, British
soldiers now find comfortable quarters. This fort, together with
modern Delhi (the real Indian name of Delhi is Shahjehanabad,
after the emperor Shah Jehan, who had it built), is but about two
hundred and fifty years old, the entire affair having been built to
gratify the Mogul ambition for founding new capitals.

Although so modern compared with other cities near by, both
city and palace have gone through strangely stirring and tragic ex-
periences, and events have happened in the latter that, although
sometimes trivial in themselves, have led to momentous results.

In this palace, in 1716, was given permission, by the Emperor
Furrokh Seeur, to .the Scotch physician, Gabriel Hamilton, the
privileges that have gradually led up to the British conquest of the
whole peninsula. As a reward for professional services rendered,
permission to establish factories on the Hooghly was given ; the
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Presidency of Fort William sprung therefrom, and at length the
British Indian Empire. Twenty years after this, the terrible Nadir
Shah, from Persia, occupied the palace, and held high jinks within
while his army slaughtered over a hundred thousand of the inhabit~
ants in the streets. When thisred-handed marauder took his depart-
ure he carried away with him booty to the value of eighty millions
sterling in the value of that time. Among the plunder was the
famous Peacock Throne, alone reputed to be worth six million
pounds. This remarkable piece of kingly furniture is said to be in
the possession of the Shah of Persia at the present time. It is very
probable, however, that only some unique portion of the throne is
preserved, as it could hardly have been carried back to Persia by
Nadir intact. This throne is thus described by a writer :  The
throne was six feet long and four broad, composed of solid gold
inlaid with precious stones. It was surmounted by a canopy of
gold, supported on twelve pillars of the same material. Around
the canopy hung a fringe of pearls; on each side of the throne
stood two chattahs, or umbrellas, symbols of roya'lty, formed of
crimson velvet richly embroidered with gold thread and pearls,
and with handles of solid gold, eight feet long, studded with dia-
monds. The back of the throne was a representation of the ex-
panded tail of a peacock, the natural colors of which were imitated
by sapphires, rubies, emeralds, and other gems.” This Peacock
Throne was the envy and admiration of every contemporary mon-
arch who heard of it, and was undoubtedly one of the chief ele-
ments in exciting the cupidity of the outer world that finally ended
in the dissolution of the Mogul Empire.

Less than ten years after the departure of Nadir Shah, Ahmud
Khan advanced with an army from Cabool, and took pretty much
everything of value that the Khoragsani freebooter had overlooked,
besides committing more atrocities upon the population. At the
end of another decade an army of Mahrattas took possession, and
completed the spoliation by ripping the silver filigree-work off the
ceiling of the Throne-room. Not long after this, yet another advent-
urer took a hand in the work of destruction, tortured the mem-
bers of the imperial family, and put out the eyes of the helpless
old emperor, Shah Alum. Here Lord Lake’s cavalcade arrived, too,
in 1803, and found the blinded chief of the royal house of Timour
and his magnificent successors, who built Delhi and Agra, seated
beneath the tattered remnants of a little eanopy, a mockery of roy-
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alty, with every external appearance of misery and helplessness.
And lastly, here, in May, 1857, the last representative of the great
Moguls, a not unwilling tool in the hands of the East India Com-
pany’s mutinous soldiery, presided over the butchery of helpless
English women and children.

It is difficult to realize that Delhi has been the theatre of such
a stirring and eventful history, as nowadays one strolls down the
Chandni Chouk and notes the air of peace and contentment that
pervades the whole city. It seems quite true, as Edwin Arnold says
in his ““India Revisited,” that Derby is now not more contentedly
British than is Delhi. ‘Whatever may be the faults of British rule
in India, no impartial critic can say that the people are not in bet-
ter hands than they have ever been before. One of the most inter-
esting objeets in the city is the Jama Mesjid, the largest mosque
in India, and the second-largest in all Islam, ranking next to St.
Sophia at Constantinople. Broad flights of red sandstone steps
lead up to handsome gateways surmounted by rows of small milk-
white marble domes or cupolas. Inside is-a large quadrangular
court, paved with broad slabs of sandstone ; occupying the centre
of this is a white marble reservoir of water. The mosque proper
i situated on the west side of the quadrangle, an oblong structure
two hundred feet long by half that many in width, ornamented and
embellished by Arabic inscriptions and three shapely white marble
- domes. Very elegant indeed is the pattern and composition of
the floor, each square slab of white marble having a narrow black
border running round it, like the border of a mourning envelope.
Very charming, also, are the two graceful minarets at either end,
one hundred and thirty feet high, alternate strips of white marble
and red sandstone producing a very pretty and striking effect.

In the northeastern corner of the quadrangle is a small cabinet
containing the inevitable relics of the Prophet. Three separate
guides have accumulated at my heels since entering the gate, and
now a fourth, ancient and hopeful, appears to unravel, for the Sahib’s
benefit, the mysteries of the little cabinet. Unlocking the door, he
steps out of his slippers into the entrance, stooping beneath an iron
rail that further bars the entrance.

From an inner receptacle he first produces some ancient manu-
script, which he explains was written by the same scribes who cop-
ied the Koran for Mohammed’s grandson. Putting these carefully
away, the Ancient and Hopeful then unwraps, very mysteriously, a
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bandanna handkerchief, and reveals a small oblong tin box with a
glass face. The casket contains what upon casual observation ap-
pears to be a piece of bark curling up at the edges; this, I am in-
formed, however, is nothing less than the sole of one of Moham-
med’s sandals. Putting away this venerable relic of the great
founder of Islam, the old Mussulman assumes a look of profound
importance and mystery. One would think, from his expression
and manners, that he was about to reveal to the sacrilegious gaze of
an infidel nothing less than the Prophet’s fifth 1ib or the parings
from his pet corn. Instead of these he exhibits a flat piece of rock
bearing marks resembling the shape of a man’s foot—the imprint
of Mohammed’s foot, miraculously made. To one whose soulful
gaze has been enraptured with an imprint of the first Sultan’s hand
on the wall of St. Sophia, and the mosaic figure of the Virgin Mary
persistently refusing to be painted out of sight on the dome of the
same mosque, this piece of rock would scarcely seem to justify the
vast display of reverence that is evidently expected of all visitors
by the Ancient and Hopeful.

But perhaps it is on account of the place of honor it occupies
immediately preceding what is undoubtedly a very precious relic
indeed, a relic that fills the worthy custodian with mystery and
importance. Or, perchance, mystery and importance have been
found, during his long and varied experience with the unsophisti-
cated tourist, excellent things to increase the volume of importance
attached to the exhibited articles, and the volume of “pice” in his
exchequer. At any rate, the Ancient and Hopeful assumes more
mystery and importance than ever as he uncovers a second tin cas-
ket with a glass front. Glued to the glass, inside, is a single
coarse yellow hair about two inches long ; the precious relic, which
has a suspicious resemblance to a bristle, is considered the gem of
the collection, being nothing less than a hair from the Prophet’s
venerable mustache! Mohammedans swear by the beard of the
Prophet, just as good Christians swear by “the great horned
spoon,” or by “great Ceesar’s ghost,” so that the possession of even
this one poor little hair, surrounded as it is by a blue halo of sus-
picion as to its authenticity, sheds a ray of glory upon the great
Jama Mesjid scarcely surpassed by its importance as the second-
largest mosque in the world. The two-inch yellow hair is consid-
ered the piéce de résistance of the collection, and the Ancient and
Hopeful stow it away with all due reverence, strokes his Lienna-

Vor. 1I.—21
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stained beard with the air of a man who has got successfully
through a very important task, steps into his slippers, and presents
himself for ‘“pice.”

Pice is duly administered to him and his three salaaming asso-
ciates, when, lo! a fifth candidate mysteriously appears, also smil-
ing and salaaming expectantly. Although I haven’t had the pleas-
are of a previous acquaintance with this gentleman, the easiest way
to escape gracefully from the sacred edifice is to backsheesh him
along with the others. These backsheesh considerations are, of
course, small and immaterial matters, and one ought to feel ex-
tremely grateful to all concerned for the happy privilege of feast-
ing one’s soul with ever so brief a contemplation of the things in
the cabinet, and more especially on the bristle-like yellow hair.
These joy-inspiring objects, ramshackled from the storehouse of
the musty past, fulfil the double mission of keeping alive the
reverence of devout Mussulmans who visit the mosque, and keep-
ing the Ancient and Hopeful well supplied with goodakoo.

My camera having duly arrived, together with a package of let-
ters, which are always doubly welcome to a wanderer in distant
lands, I prepare to resume my southward journey. The few days’
rest has enabled me to recover from the wilting effects of riding in
the terrific heat, and I have seen something of one of the most in-
teresting points in all Asia. Delhi is sometimes called the ““ Rome
of Asia,” which, it seems to me, is a very appropriate name to
give it.

Neatly clad and modest-looking females, native converts to
Christianity, are walking in orderly procession to church, testa-
ments in hand, as I wheel through the streets of Delhi on Sunday
morning toward the Agra road. Very interesting is it to see these
dusky daughters of heathendom arrayed in modest white muslin
gowns, their lithe and graceful forms freed from the barbarous
jewellery that distinguishes the persons of their unconverted sis-
ters. Very charming do they look in their Christianized simplicity
and self-contained demeanor as they walk quietly, and at a becom-
ing Sabbath-day pace, two by two, down the Chandni Chouk.
They present an instructive comparison to the straggling groups
of heathen damsels who watch them curiously as they walk past
and then proceed to chant idolatrous songs, apparently in a spirit
of wanton raillery at. the Christian maidens and their simple, un-
ornamented attire. The fair heathens of Delhi have a sort of
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naughty, Parisian reputation throughout the surrounding country,
and so there is nothing surprising in this exhibition of wanton
hilarity directed at these more strait-laced converts to the religion
of the Ferenghis. The heathen damsels, arrayed in very worldly
costumes, consisting of flaring red, yellow, and blue garments, the
whole barbaric and ostentations array of nose-rings, ear-rings, arm-
lets, anklets, rupee necklaces, and pendents, and the multifarious
gewgaws of Hindoo womankind, look surpassingly wicked and
saucy in comparison with their converted sisters. The gentle con-
* verts try hard to regard their heathen songs with indifference, and
to show by their very correct deportment the superiority of meek-
ness, virtue, and Christianity over gaudy clothes, vulgar silver jew-
ellery, and heathenism. The whole scene reminds one very forcibly
of a gang of wicked street-boys at home, poking fun at a Sunday-
school procession or a platoon of Salvation Army soldiers parading
the streets.

Past the Queen’s Gardens and the fort, down a long street of
native shops, and out of the Delhi gate I wheel, past the grim bat-
tlements of Firozabad, along a rather flinty road that extends for
ten miles, after which commences again the splendid kunkah.
Villages are numerous, and the country populous ; tombs and the
ruins of cities dot the landscape, pahnee-chowkees, where yellow
Brahmans dispense water to thirsty wayfarers, line the road, and
at one point three splendid, massive archways, marking some place
that has lost its former importance, span my road.

Hindoos are now the prevailing race, and their religion finds
frequent expression in idol temples and shrines beneath little
roadside groves. The night is spent on the porch of a dék bunga-
low just outside the walls of Pullwal, a typical Hindoo city, with all
its curious display of hideous idols, idolatrous paintings, and beau-
tiful carved temples with gilded spires. The groves about the
bungalow are literally swarming with green parrots; in big flocks
they sweep past near my charpoy, producing a great wh-r-r-r-ring
commotion with their wings. A flock of parrots may be so far
aloft as to be wellnigh beyond the range of human vision in the
ethery depths, but the noise of their wings will be plainly audible.

A two hours’ terrific downpour delays me at the village of
Hodell next day, and affords an opportunity to inspect an ordinary
little Hindoo village temple. The captain of the police-thana sends
a tall Sikh policeman to show me in. The temple is only a small
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tapering marble edifice about thirty feet high, surmounted by a
gilded crescent, and resting on a hollow plinth, the hollow of which
provides quarters for the priest. One'is expected to remove his
foot-gear before going inside, the same as in a Mohammedan
mosque. A taper is burning in a niche of the wall ; mural paint-
ings of snakes, many-handed gods, bulls, monsters, and mythical
deities create a cheap and garish impression. In the centre of the
floor is a marble linga, and grouped around it a miniature man,
woman, and elephant; before these are laid offerings of flowers.
The interior of the temple is not more than eight feet square, a
mere cell in which the deities are housed ; the worshippers mostly
perform their prostrations on the plinth outside. The villagers
gather in a crowd about the temple and watch every movement of
my brief inspection; they seem pleased at the sight of a Sahib
‘lionoring their religion by removing his shoes and carefully re-
specting their feelings. 'When I descend from the plinth they fall
back and greet me with smiles and salaams.

The rain clears up and I forge ahead, finding the kunkah
road-bed none the worse for the drenching it has just received.
Hour by hour one gets more surprised at the multitudes of pedes-
trians on the road ; neither rain nor sun seems to affect their num-
ber. Some of the costumes observed are quite startling in their
ingenuity and effect. One garment much affected by the Rajput
women are yellowish shawls or mantles, phool-karis, in which are
set numerous small circular mirrors about the circumference of a
silver half-dollar ; the effect of these in the bright Indian sun, as
the wearer trudges along in the distance, is as though she were all
ablaze with gems. Whenever I wheel past a group of Rajput
females, they either stand with averted faces or cover up their
heads with their shawls,

The road-inspector’s bungalow at Chattee affords me shelter,
and an intelligent native gentleman, who speaks a misleading qual-
ity of English, supplies me with a supper of curried rice and fowl.
Hard by is a Hindoo temple, whence at sunset issue the sweetest
chimes imaginable from a peal of silver-toned bells. My charpoy
is placed on the porch facing the east, and soon the rotund face of
the rising moon floats above the trees, and the silvery tinkle of the
bells is followed by a chorus of jackals paying their noisy compli-
ments to its loveliness. My slumbers can hardly be said to be un-
broken to-night, three pariah dogs have taken a fancy to my quar-
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ters; two of them sit on their haunches and howl dismally in
response to the jackals, while number three reclines sociably be-
neath my charpoy and growls at the others as though constituting
himself my protector. Some Indian Romeo is serenading his
dusky Juliet in the neighboring town ; flocks of roystering parrots
go whirring past at all hours of the night, and a too liberal indulg-
ence in red-hot curry keeps me on the verge of a nightmare almost
till the silvery tinkle-tinkle of the Brahman bells announces the
break of day.

Cynics have sometimes denounced Christians as worse than the
heathens, in requiring loud church-bells to summon them to wor-
ship. Such, it appears, are putting the case rather thoughtlessly.
Mohammedans have their muezzins, while both Christians and
idolators have their chiming bells. Neither Christians, nor Mo-
hammedans, nor heathens need these agencies to summon them to
their respective worldly enjoyments, so that, taken all in all, we are
pretty much alike—cynics, notwithstanding, to the contrary, we
are little or no worse than the heathens.

A loudly wailing woman with her head covered up, and sup-
ported between two companions who are vainly trying to console
her, and a party conveying two cassowaries, a pair of white pea-
cocks, and a kangaroo from Calcutta to some rajah’s menagerie
up country, are among the curiosities encountered on the road
the following day. Spending the afternoon and night in the quar-
ters of the Third Dragoon Guards at Muttra Cantonment, I resume
my journey early in the morning, dodging from shelter to shelter
to avoid frequent heavy showers.

It is but thirty-five miles from Muttra to Agra, and notwith-
standing showers and heat, the distance is covered by half-past
ten. Wheeling at this pace, however, is an indiscretion, and the
completion of the stretch is signalized by a determination to seek
shade and quiet for the remainder of the day. Once again the
sociable officers of the garrison tender me the hospitality of their
quarters, and the ensuing day is spent in visiting that wonder
of the world, the Taj Mahal, Akbar’s fort, and other wonderful
monuments of the palmy days of the Mogul Empire.

Finer and more imposing in appearance even than the fort at
Delhi, is that at Agra. Walls of red sandstone, seventy feet high,
and a mile and a half in cireuit, picturesquely crenellated, and with
imposing gateways and a deep, broad moat, complete a work of
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stupendous dimensions. One is overcome with a sense of grand-
eur upon first beholding these Indian palace-forts, after seeing
nothing more imposing than mud walls in Persia and Afghanistan ;
they are magnificent looking structures. The contrast, too, of the
red sandstone walls and gates and ramparts, with the white marble
buildings of the royal quarters, is very striking. The domes of
the latter, seen at a distance, seem like snow-white bubbles resting
ever so lightly and airily upon the darker mass; one almost ex-
pects to see them rise up and float away on the passing zephyrs
like balloons.

Passing inside over a drawbridge and through fhe massive
Delhi Gate, we proceed into the interior of the fort, traversing a
broad ascent of sandstone pavement. Everything around us shows
evidence of unstinted outlay in design, execution, and completion
of detail in the carrying out of a stupendous undertaking. Every-
where the spirit of Akbar the Magnificent seems to hover amid his
creations. One emerges from the covered gateway and the walled
corrugated causeway, upon the parade ground. Crenellated walls,
a park of artillery, and roomy English barracks greet the vision.
Sentinels—Sepoy sentinels in huge turbans, and English sentinels
in white sun-helmets—are pacing their beats. But not on these
does the gaze of the visitor rest. Straight ahead of him there
rises, above the red sandstone walls and the bare parade ground,
three marble domes, white as newly-fallen snow, and’ just beyond
are seen the gilt pinnacles of Akbar’s palace.

We wander among the beautiful marble creations, gaze in won-
der at the snowy domes supported on marble pillars, mosaiced
with jasper, agate, blood-stone, lapis-lazuli, and other rare stones.
We stand on the white marble balustrades, carved so exquisitely as
to resemble lace-work, and we look out upon the yellow waters of
the Jumna, flowing sluggishly along seventy feet below. Here is
where the Grand Mogul, Akbar, used to sit and watch elephant
fights and boat races. There are none of these to be seen now ;
but that does not mean that the prospect is either tame or uninter-
esting, The banks of the Jumna are alive with hundreds of dusky
natives engaged in washing clothes and spreading linen out in the
sun to bleach. The prospect beyond is a revelation of vegetable
luxuriance and wealth, and of historical reminiscence in the shape
of ruins and tombs.

One’s eyes, however, are drawn away from the contemplation of
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the picturesque life below, and from the prospect of grove and
garden and crumbling tombs, by the mesmerism of the crowning
glory of all Indian architectural triumphs, the famous Taj. This
matchless mausoleum rests on the right-hand bank of the Jumna,
about a mile down stream. The Taj, with its marvellous beauty
and snowy whiteness, seems to cast a spell over the beholder,
from the first; one can no more keep his eyes off it, when it is
within one’s range of vision, than he can keep from breathing. It
draws one’s attention to itself as irresistibly as though its magnet-
ism were a living and breathing force exerted directly to that end.
It is the subtlety of its unapproachable loveliness, commanding
homage from all beholders, whether they will or no.

‘We turn away from it awhile, however, and find ample scope
for admiration close at hand. We tread the marble aisles of the
Pearl Mosque, considered the most perfect gem of its kind in ex-
istence. One stands in its court-yard and finds himself in the
chaste and exclusive companionship of snowy marble and blue sky.
One feels almost ill at ease, as though conscious of being an im-
petfect thing, marring perfection by his presence. “Quiet as a
nun, breathless with adoration,” one enthusiastic visitor exclaims,
in an effort to put his sentiments and impressions of the Moti Mes-
jid into words. Like this adoring traveller, the average visitor will
rest content to be carried away by the contemplation of its chaste
beauty, without prying around for possible defects in the details of
the particular school of architecture it graces. He will have little
patience with carping critics who point to the beautiful screens of
floriated marble tracery, and say: ‘“Nuns should not wear collars
of point lace.”

From the Moti Mesjid, we visit the Shish Mahal, or mirrored
bath-rooms. The chambers and passages here remind me of the
mirrored rooms of Persia ; here, as there, thousands of tiny mirrors
are used in working out various intricate designs. My three uni-
formed companions at once reflect not less than half a regiment of
British soldiers therein.

From the fort we drive in a native gharri to the Taj, a mile-
drive through suburban scenery, plantain-gardens, groves, and
ruins. In approaching the garden of the Taj, one passes through
a bazaar, where the skilful Hindoo artisans are busy making beauti-
ful inlaid tables, inkstands, plates, and similar fancies, as well as
models of the Taj, out of white Jeypore marble. These are the
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hereditary descendants and successors of the men who in the palmy
days of the Mogul power spent their lives in decorating the royal
palaces and tombs with mosaics and tracery. Nowadays their skill
is expended on mere articles of wvirt, to be sold to Huropean
tourists and Euglish officers. Some of them are occasionally em-
ployed by the Indian Government to repair the work desecrated by
vandals during the mutiny, and under the purely commercial gov-
ernment of the East India Company. One curious phase of this
work is, that the men employed to replace with imitations the
original stones that have been stolen receive several times higher
pay than the men in Akbar’s time, who did such splendid work that
it is not to be approached, these days. Several months’ imprison-
ment is now the penalty of prying out stones from the mosaic-work
of the Taj. ~

This lovely structure has been described so often by travellers
that onc can scarce venture upon a description without seeming to
repeat what has already been said by others. One of the best de-
scriptions of its situation and surroundings is given by Bayard
Taylor. He says: “The Taj stands on the bank of the Jumna,
rather more than a mile to the eastward of the Fort of Agra. Itis
approached by a handsome road cut through the mounds left by
the ruins of ancient palaces. It stands in a large garden, inclosed
by a lofty wall of red sandstone, with arched galleries around
the interior, and entered by a superb gateway of sandstone, inlaid
with ornaments and inscriptions from the XKoran in white marble.
Outside this grand portal, however, is a spacious quadrangle of
solid masonry, with an elegant structure, intended as a caravanse-
rai, on the opposite side. Whatever may be the visitor’s impa-
tience, he cannot help pausing to notice the fine proportions of
these structures, and the massive style of their construction. Pass-
ing under the open demi-vault, whose arch hangs high above you,
an avenue of dark Italian cypress appears before you. Down its
centre sparkles a long row of fountains, each casting up a single
slender jet. On both sides, the palm, the banyan, and feathery
bamboo mingle their foliage ; the song of birds meets your ears,
and the odor of roses and lemon-flowers sweetens the air. Down
such a vista, and over such a foreground, rises the Taj.”

Of the Taj itself, fault has been found with its proportions by
severe critics, like the party who regards the Moti Mesjid “nun”
ag faulty because she wears a point-lace collar; but the ordinary
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visitor will find room for nothing but admiration and wonder. It
is hard to believe that there is any defect, even in its proportions,
for so perfect do these latter appear, that one is astonished to learn
that it is a taller building than the Kootub Minar. One would
never guess it to be anywhere near so tall as 243 feet. The build-
ing rests on a plinth of white marble, eighteen feet high and a hun-
dred yards square. At each corner of the plinth stands a minaret,
also of white marble, and 137 feet high. The mausoleum itself
occupies the central space, measuring in depth and width 186 feet.
The entire affair is of white Jeypore marble, resting upon a lower
platform of sandstone: “A thing of perfect beauty and of abso-
lute finish in every detail, it might pass for the work of a genii,
who knew naught of the weaknesses and ills with which mankind
are beset. Itis not a great national temple erected by a free and
united people, it owes its creation to the whim of an absolute ruler
who was free fo squander the resources of the State in commemo-
rating his personal sorrows or his vanity.”

Another distinguished visitor, commenting on the ecriticisms of
those who profess to have discovered defects, says: “The Taj is
like a lovely woman ; abuse her as you please, but the moment you
come into her presence, you submit to its fascination.”

¢¢ If to her share some female errors fall,
Look in her face, and you'll forget them all.”

Passing beneath the vaulted gateway, we find a sign-board, tell-
ing that the best place from which to view the Taj is from the roof
of the gateway. A flight of steps leads us to the designated van-
tage-point, when the tropic garden, the fountains, the twin mosques
in the far corners, the river, the minarets, and, above all, the Taj it-
self lay spread out before us for our inspection. The scene might
well conjure up avision of Paradise itself. The glorious Taj: “So
light it seems, so airy, and so like a fabric of mist and moonbeams,
with its great dome soaring up, a silvery bubble,” that it is diffi-
cult, even at a few hundred yards’ distance, to believe it a creation
of human hands. While gazing on the Taj, men let their cigars
go out, and ladies drop their fans without noticing it.

Descending the steps again, we pass inside, and again pause to
survey it from the end of the avenue. An element of the ridiculous
here appears in the person and the appeals of an old Hindoo fruit-
vender. This hopeful agent of Pomona squats beside a little tray,
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and, as we stand and feast our eyes on the sublimest object in the
world of architecture, he persistently calls our attention to a dozen
or two half-decayed mangoes and custard-apples that comprise his
stock in trade. X

‘We pass down the cypress aisle, and invade the plinth. Hun-
dreds of natives, both male and female, are wandering about it.
The dazzling whiteness of the promenade is in striking contrast to
the color of their own bodies. As the groups) of women walk
about, their toe-rings and ankle-ornaments jingle against the max-
ble, and their particolored raiment and barbarous gewgaws look
curiously out of place here. The place seems more appropriate to
vestal virgins, robed in white, than to dusky Hindoo females, ar-
rayed in all the colors of the rainbow. Many of these people are
pilgrims who have come hundreds of miles to see the Taj, and to
pay tribute to the memory of Shah Jehan, and his faithful wife
the Princess Arjumund, whose mausoleum is the Taj. Two young
men we see, leading an aged female, probably their mother, down
the steps to the vault, where, side by side, the remains of this
royal pair repose. The old lady is going down there to deposit a
rose or two upon Arjumund’s tomb, a tender tribute paid to-day,
by thousands, to her memory.

‘We climb the spiral stairs of one of the minars, and sit out on
the little pavilion at the top, watching the big ugly crocodiles float
lazily on the surface of the Jumna at our feet. Before departing,
we enter the Taj and examine the wonderful mosaics on the ceno-
taphs and the encircling screen-work. This inlaid flower-work is
quite in keeping with the general magnificence of the mausoleum,
many of the flowers containing not less than twenty-five different
stones, assorted shades of agate, carnelian, jasper, blood-stone,
lapis lazuli, and turquoise. FEre leaving we put to test the cele-
brated echo ; that beautiful echoing, that—* floats and soars over-
head in a long, delicious undulation, fading away so slowly that
you hear it after it is silent, as you see, or seem to see, a lark you
have been watching, after it is swallowed up in the blue vault of
heaven.”

We leave this garden of enchantment by way of one of the
mosques. An Indian boy is licking up honey from the floor of the
holy edifice’with his tongue. We look up and perceive that enough
rich honey-comb fo fill a bushel measure is suspended on one of
the beams, and so richly laden is it that the honey steadily drips
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down. “The sanctity of the place, I suppose, prevents the people
molesting the swarm of wild bees that have selected it for their
storehouse, or from relieving them of their honey.

The Taj is said to have cost about two million pounds, even
though most of the labor was performed without pay, other than
rations of grain to keep the workmen ‘from starving. Twenty
thousand men were employed upon it for’ tyenty-two years, a and
for its inlaid work ¢ gems and precious stones eame in camel-loads
from various countries.” -

The next morning I bid farewell to Agra, more than satisfied
with my visit to the Taj. It stands unique and distinet from any-
thing else one sees the whole world round. Nothing one could
say about it can give the satisfaction derived from a visit, and no
word-painting can do it justice.



CHAPTER XVI.

FROM AGRA TO SINGAPORE.

A courte of miles from the ecantonment, and the broad Jumna
is crossed on a pontoon bridge, the buoys of which are tubular
iron floats instead of boats. Crocodiles are observed floating, mo-
tionless as logs, their heads turned up-stream and their snouts pro-
truding from the water. The road is undulating for a few miles
and then perfectly level, as, indeed, it has been most of the way
from Lahore.

Pilgrims carrying little red flags, and sometimes bits of red
paper tied to sticks, are encountered by the hundred; mayhap
they have come from distant points to gaze upon the beauties of
the Taj Mahal, the fame of which resounds to the farthermost cor-
ners of India. They can now see it across the Jumna, resting on
the opposite bank, looking more like a specimen of the architecture
of the skies than anything produced by mere earthly agency.

A partly dilapidated Mohammedan mosque in the middle of
a forty-acre walled reservoir, overgrown with water-lilies, forms a
charming subject for the attention of my camera. The mosque is
approached from an adjacent village by a viaduct of twenty
arches; & propos of its peculiar surroundings, one might easily
fancy the muezzin’s call to prayer taking the appropriate form of,
“Come where the water-lilies bloom,” instead of the orthodox,
¢ Allah-il-allah.” ;

Villages are now rows of shops lining the road on either side,
sometimes as much as half a mile in length. The entrance is
usually marked by a shrine containing a hideous idol, painted
red and finished off with cheap-looking patches of gold or silver
tinsel. In the larger towns, evidences of English philanthropy
loom conspicuously above the hut-like shops and inferior houses
of the natives in the form of large and substantial brick buildings,
prominently labelled ‘¢ Ferozabad Hospital ” or ¢ Government Free
Dispensary.”
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A discouraging head-wind blows steadily all day, and it is near
sunset when the thirty-seven miles to Shikarabad is covered. A
mile west of the town, I am told, is the Rohileund Railway, the
dak bungalow, and the bungalow of an English Sahib. Quite suit-
able for a one-mile race-track as regards gurface is this little side-
stretch, and a spin along its smooth length is rewarded by a most
comfortable night at the bungalow of Mr. S——, an engineer of
the Ganges Canal, a magnificent irrigating enterprise, on the banks
of which his bungalow stands. Several school-boysfrom Allahabad
are here spending their vacation, shooting peafowls and fishing.
Wild boars abound in the tall figer-grass of the Shikobabad dis-
trict and the silence of the gloaming is broken by the shouting of
natives driving them out of their cane-patches, where, if not looked
after pretty sharply, they do considerable damage in the night.

A curious illustration of native vanity and love of fame is
pointed out here in the case of a wealthy gentleman who has spent
some thousands of rupees in making and maintaining a beautiful
flower-garden in the midst of a worthless piece of sandy land close
by the railway station. Close by is an abundance of excellent
ground, where his garden might have been easily and inexpen-
sively maintained. ~Asked the reason for this strange preference
and seemingly foolish choice, he replied : “When people see this
beautiful garden in the midst of the barren sand, they will ask,
‘Whose garden is this?’ and thus will my name become known
among men. If, on the other hand, it were planted on good soil,
nobody would see anything extraordinary in it, and nobody would
trouble themselves to ask to whom it belongs.”

Youthful Davids, perched on frail platforms that rise above the
sugar-cane, indigo, or cotton crops, shout and wield slings with
dexterous aim and vigor, to keep away vagrant crows, parrots,
and wild pigs, all along the line of my next day’s ride to Mainpuri.
In many fields these young slingers and their platforms are but a
couple of hundred yards apart, the range of their weapons cover-
ing the entire crop-area around. Sometimes Ilendeavor to secure
one of these excellent subjects for my camera, but the youngsters
invariably clamber down from their perch at seeing me dismount,
and become invisible among the thick cane.

To the music of loud, rolling thunder, I speed swiftly over the
last few miles, and dash beneath the porch of the post-office just
in the nick of time to escape a tremendous downpour of rain.
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How it pours, sometimes, in India, converting the roads into
streams and the surrounding country into a shallow lake in the
space of a few minutes! Hundreds of youths, naked save for the
redeeming breech-cloth, disport themselves in the great warm
+ shower-bath, chasing one another sportively about and enjoying
the downpour immensely.

The rain ceases, and, with water flinging from my wheel, I seek
the eivil lines and the dak bungalow three miles farther down the
road. Very good meals are dished up by the chowkee-dar at this
bungalow, who seems an intelligent and enterprising fellow’; but
the lean and slippered punkah-wallah is a far less satisfactory part
of the accommodation. Twice during the night the punkah ceases
to wave and the demon of prickly heat instantly wakes me up;
and both times do I have to turn out and arouse him from the in-
folding arms of Morpheus. On the second occasion the old fellow
actually growls at being disturbed! He is wide-awake and obse-
quious enough, however, at backsheesh-time in the morning.

The clock at the little English station-church chimes the hour
of six as I resume my journey next morning along a glorious
avenue of overarching shade-trees to Bhoga,n, where my road,
which from Delhi has been a branch road, again merges into the
Grand Trunk. Groves of tall toddy-palms are a distinguishing
feature of Bhogin, and a very pretty little Hindoo temple marks
the southern extremity of the town. A striking red and gilt shrine
in a secluded grove of peepuls arrests my attention a few miles out
of town, and, repairing thither, my rude intrusion fills with silent
surprise a company of gentle Brahman youths and maidens paying
their matutinal respects to the representation of Kamadeva, the
Hindoo cupid and god of love. They seem overwhelmed with em-
barrassment at the appearance of a Sahib, but they say nothing.
I explain that my object is merely a ‘tomasha” of the exqui-
sitely carved shrine, and a young Brahman, with his smooth, hand-
some face fantastically streaked with yellow, follows silently behind
as I walk around the building. His object is evidently to satisfy
himself that nothing is touched by my unhallowed Christian
hands.

Seven miles from Bhogin is the camping ground of Bheyo,
where in December, 1869, an English soldier was assassinated in
the night while standing sentry beneath a tree. His grave, be-
neath the gnarled mango where he fell, is marked by two wooden
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crosses, and the tree-trunk is all covered with memorial plates,
nailed there, from time to time, by the various troops who have
camped here on their winter marches.

Twenty-eight miles are duly reeled off when, just outside a
village, I seek the shade of a magnificent banyan. The kindly vil-
lagers, unaccustomed to seeing a Sahib without someone attending
to his comfort, bring me a charpoy to recline on, and they inquire
anxiously, “roti? pahni? doctor?” (am I hungry, thirsty, or ill?).
Nor are these people actuated by mercenary thoughts, for not a
pice will they accept on my departure. ‘Nay, Sahib, nay,” they
reply, eagerly, smiling and shaking their heads, “ pice, nay.” The
narrow-gauge Rohilcund Railway now follows along the Gmp,d
Trunk road, being built on one edge of the broad road-bed.
Miran Serai, a station on this road, is my destination for the day ;
there, however, no friendly dik bungalow awaits my coming and
no hostelry of any kind is to be found.

The native station-master advises me to go to the superintend-
ent of police across the way ; the police-officer, in turn, suggests
applying to the station-master. The police-thana here is a large
establishment, and a number of petty prisoners are occupying
railed-off enclosures beneath the arched entrance. They accost
me through the bars of their temporary, cage-like prison with
smiles, and ““Sahib ”-spoken in coaxing tones, as though moved by
the childish hope that I might perchance take pity on them and
order the police to set them at liberty.

A small and pardonable display of “bounce” at the railway
station finally secures me the quarters reserved for the accommo-
dation of English officers of the road, and a Mohammedan em-
ployé about the station procures me a supply of curried rice and
meat. The station-master himself is a high-caste Hindoo and can
speak English ; he politely explains the difficulty of his position,
as an extra-holy person, in being unable to personally attend to the
wants of a Sahib. Upon discovering that I have taken up my
quarters in the station, the police-superintendent comes over and
begs permission to send over my supper, as he is evidently anx-
ious to cultivate my good opinion, or, at all events, fo make sure
of giving no offence in failing to accommodate me with sleeping
quarters at the thana. He supplements the efforts of the Moham-
medan employé, by sending over a dish of sweetened chuppaties.

On the street leading out of Miran Serai is a very handsome
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and elaborately ornamented temple. Passing by early in the
morniﬁg, I pay it a brief, unceremonious visit of inspection, kneel-
ing on the steps and thrusting my helmeted head in to look about,
not caring to go to the trouble of removing my shoes. Inside is
an ancient Brahman, engaged in sweeping out the floral offerings
of the previous day ; he favors me with the first indignant glance I
have yet received in India. When I have satisfied my curiosity
and withdrawn from the door-way, he comes out himself and shuts
the beautifully chased brazen door with quite an angry slam. The
day previous was the anniversary of Krishna’s birth, and the blood -
of sacrificial goats and bullocks is smeared profusely about the altar.
It is, probably, the enormity of an unhallowed unbeliever in one
god, thrusting his infidel head inside the temple at this unseemly
hour of the morning, while the blood of the mighty Krishna’s sac-
rificial victims is scarcely dry on the walls, that arouses the right-
eous wrath of the old heathen priest—as well, indeed, it might.

Passing through a village abounding in toddy-palms, I avail
myself of an opportunity to investigate the merits of a beverage
that I have been somewhat curious about since reaching India,
having heard it spoken of so often. The famous “palm-wine” ig
merely the sap of the toddy-palm, collected much as is the sap
from the maple-sugar groves of America, although the palm-juice
is generally, if not always, obtained from the*upper part of the
trunk. ‘When fresh, its taste resembles sweetened water; in a day
or two fermentation sets in, and it changes to a beverage that, ex-
cept for slightly alcoholic properties, might readily be mistaken
for vinegar and water.

Every little village or hamlet one passes through, south of Agra,
seems laudably determined to own a god of some sort; those
whose finances fail to justify them in sporting a nice, red-painted
god with gilt trimmings, sometimes console themselves with a
humble little two-dollar soapstone deity that looks as if he has
been rudely chipped into shape by some unskilful ’prentice hand.
God-making is a highly respectable and lucrative profession in
India, but only those able to afford it can expect the luxury of a
nice painted and varnished deity right to their hand every day.
People cannot expect a first-class deity for a couple of rupees; al-
though the best of everything is generally understood to be the
cheapest in the end, it takes money to buy marble, red paint, and
gold-leaf. 3

Vor. 11.—22 °
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A bowl of pulse porridge, sweet and gluey, is prepared and
served up in a big banyan-leaf at noon by a villager., In the same
village is one of those very old and shrivelled men peculiar to
India. From appearances, he must be nearly a hundred years old ;
his skin resembles the epidermis of a mummy, and hangs in
wrinkles about his attenuated frame. He spends most of his time
smoking goodakoo from a neat little cocoa-nut hookah.

The evening hour brings me into Cawnpore, down a fine broad
street divided in the centre by a canal, with flights of stone steps
for banks and a double row of trees—a street far broader and finer
than the Chandni Chouk—and into an hotel kept by a Parsee gen-
tleman named Byramjee. Life at this hostelry is made of more than
passing interest by the familiar manner in which frogs; lizards, and
birds invade the privacy of one’s apartments. Not one of these is
harmful, but- one naturally grows curious about whether a cobra
or some other less desirable member of the reptile world is not
likely at any time to join their interesting company. The lizards
scale the walls and ceiling in search of flies, frogs hop sociably
about the floor, and a sparrow now and then twitters in and
out.

A two weeks’ drought has filled the farmers of the Cawnpore
district with grave apprehensions concerning their crops; but
enough rain falls to-night to gladden all their hearts, and also to
leak badly through the roof of my bedroom.

My punkah-wallah here is a regular automaton—he has acquired
the valuable accomplishment of pulling the punkah-string back and
forth in his sleep ; he keeps it up some time after I have quitted
the room in the morning, until a comrade comes round and wakes
him up. :

For three days the rains continue almost without interruption,
raining as much as seven inchesin one night. Slight breaks oceur
in the downpour, during which it is possible to get about and take
a look at the Memorial Gardens and the native town. The Memo-
rial Gardens and the well enclosed therein commemorate one of
the most pathetic incidents of the mutiny—the brutal massacre by
Nana Sahib of about two hundred English women and children.
This arch-fiend held supreme sway over Cawnpore from June 6,
1857, till July 15th, and in that brief period committed some of the
most atrocious deeds of treachery and deviltry that have ever been
recorded. Backed by a horde of blood-thirsty mutineers, he com-



FROM AGRA TO SINGAPORE. 339

mitted deeds the memory of which causes tears of pity for his vie-
tims to come unbidden into the eyes of the English tourist thirty
years after. Delicate ladies, who from infancy had been the re-
cipients of tender care and consideration, were herded together in
stifling rooms with the thermometer at 120° in the shade, marched
through the broiling sun for miles, subjected to heart-rending pri-
vations, and at length finally butchered, together with their helpless
children. After the treacherous massacre of the few surviving
Englishmen at the Suttee Chowra Ghaut, the remaining women
and children were reserved for further cruelties, and the final act
of Nana’s flendish vengeance. From the graphic account of this
murderous period of Cawnpore’s history contained in the “Tour-
ists’ Guide to Cawnpore ” is quoted the following brief account of
Nana’s consummate deed of devilment.

“But the Nana’s reign of terror was now drawing to a close,
though not to terminate without a stroke destined to make the
civilized world shudder from end to end. He was now to put the
finishing touch to his work of mischief. The councils of the wick-
ed were being troubled. Danger was on its way. Stories were
brought in by scouting Sepoys of terrible bronzed men coming up
the Grand Trunk Road, before whose advance the rebel hosts were
fleeing like chaff and dust before the fan of the threshing-floor.
Futtehpore had fallen, and disaster had overtaken the rebel forces
at Aoung. Reinforcements were despatched by Nana in rapid suc-
cession, but all was of no avail—on came Havelock and his handful
of heroes, carrying everything before them in their determination
to rescue the hapless women and children imprisoned at Cawnpore.
About noon on July 15th a few troopers came in from the south
and informed Nana that his last reinforcement had met the same
fate as the others, and reported that the English were coming up
the road like mad horses, caring for neither cannon nor musketry ;
nor did these appear to have any effect on them. The guilty Nana,
with the blood of the recent treacherous massacre on his hands,
grew desperate at the hopelessness of the situation, and called a
council of war. What plans could they devise to keep out the
English ? what steps could they adopt to stay their advance? The
conclusion arrived at in that council of human tigers could have
found expression nowhere saverin the brains of Asiatics, illogical,
and diabolically cruel. ¢We will destroy the maims and baba
logues,’ they said, ‘and inform the English force of it; they will
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then be disheartened, and go back, for they are only a handful in
number !””

How the unfortunate innocents weie butchered in ecold blood
in the beebeegurch where they were confined, by Sepoys who gloried
in trying their skill at severing the ladies’ heads from their bodies
at one cut, in splitting little childrer in twain, and in smearing
themselves with the blood of their helpless victims, is too har-
rowing a tale to dwell upon here. On the following morning
““the mangled bodies of both dead and dying” were cast into
the well over which now hovers the marble representation of
the Pitying Angel. 'When the victorious relieving force scattered
Nana’s remaining forces and entered the city, two days later, in-
stead of the living forms of those they had made such heroic ef-
forts to save, they looked down the well and saw their ghastly
remains.

In this lovely garden, where all is now so calm and peaceful,
scarcely does it seem possible that beneath the marble figure of
this Pitying Angel repose the dust of two hundred of England’s
gentle martyrs, whose murdered and mutilated forms, but thirty
years ago, choked up the well into which they were tossed. While
I stand and read the sorrowful inscription it rains a gentle, soff,
unpattering shower. Are these gentle droppings the tender trib-
ute of angely’ tears? I wonder, and does it always rain so soft and -
noiselessly here as it does to-day ?

No natives are permitted in this garden without spec1a1 permis-
sion ; and an English soldier keeps sentinel at the entrance-gate
instead of the Sepoy usually found on such duty. The memory of
this tragedy seems to hang over Cawnpore like a cloud even to this
day, and to cause a feeling of bitterness in the minds of English-
men, who everywhere else regard the natives about them with no
other feelings than of the kindliest possible nature. Other monu-
ments of the mutiny exist, notably the Memorial Chureh, a splen-
did Lombard-Gothic structure erected in memoriam of those who
fell in the mutiny here. The church is full of tablets commemo-
rating the death of distinguished people, and the stained-glass
windows are covered with the names of the victims of Nana Sahib’s
treachery, and of those who fell in action.

Cawnpore is celebrated for the mumber and extensiveness of its
manufactures, and might almost be called the Manchester of
India; woollen, cotton, and jute mills abound, leather factories,
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and various kindred industries, giving employment to millions of
capital and thousands of hands,

A stroll through the native quarter of any Indian city is inter-
esting, and Cawnpore is no exception. One sees buildings and
courts the decorations and general appearance of which leave the
beholder in doubt as to whether they are theatre or temple. Music
and tom-toming would seem rather to suggest the former, but upon
entering one sees fakirs and Hindoo devotees, streaked with . clay,
fanciful paintings and hideous idols, and all the cheap pomp and
pageantry of idolatrous worship. Strolling into one of these places,
an attendant, noting my curious gazing, presents himself and
points to a sign-board containing characters as meaningless to me
as Aztec hieroglyphics.

In one narrow street a crowd of young men are struggling vio-
lently for position about a door, where an old man is flinging hand-
fuls of yellow powder among .the crowd. The struggling men are
aspirants for the honor of having a portion of the powder alight on
their persons. I inquire of a native by-stander what it all means ;
the explanation is politely given, but being in the vernacular of
the country, it is wasted on the unprofitable soil of my own lingual
ignorance.

Impatient to be getting along, I misinterpret a gleam of illusory
sunshine at noon on the third day of the rain-storm and pull out,
taking a cursory glance at the Memorial Church as I go. A drench-
ing shower overtakes me in the native military lines, compelling me
to seek shelter for an hour beneath the portico of their barracks.
The road is perfectly level and smooth, and well rounded, so that
the water drains off and leaves it better wheeling than ever ; and
with alternate showers and sunshine I have no difficulty in cover-
ing thirty-four miles before sunset. This brings me to a caravan-
serai, consisting of a quadrangular enclosure with long rows of cell-
like rooms. The whole structure is much inferior to a Persian
caravanserai, but there is probably no need of the big brick
structures of Shah Abbas in a winterless country like India. ’

Interesting subjects are not wanting for my camera through
the day ; but the greatest difficulty is experienced about changing
the negatives at night. A small lantern with a very feeble light,
made still more feeble by interposing red paper, suffices for my
own purpose ; but the too attentive chowkee-dar, observing that
my room is in darkness, and fancying that my light has gone out
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accidentally, comes flaring in with a torch, threatening the sensitive
negatives with destruction.

The morning opens with a fine drizzle or extra-heavy mist that
is penetrating and miserable, soaking freely into one’s clothes, and
threatening every minute to change into a regular rain. Itis four-
teen miles to Futtehpore, and thence two miles off the straight road
to the railway-station, where I understand refreshments are to be
obtained. The reward of my four-mile détour is a cup of sloppy
tea and a few weevil-burrowed biscuits, as the best the refreshment-
room can produce on short notice. The dense mist moves across
the country in big banks, between which are patches of compara-
tively decent atmosphere. The country is perfectly flat, devoted
chiefly to the cultivation of rice, and the depressions alongside the
road are, of course, filled with water.

Timid youngsters, fleeing from the road at my approach, in
their scrambling haste sometimes tumble ¢ head-over-heels” in the
water ; but, beyond a little extra terror lest the dreadful object
they see coming bowling along should overtake them, it doesn’t
matter—they haven’t any clothes to spoil or soil. Neither rain nor
heat nor dense, reeking, foggy atmosphere seems to diminish the
swarms of people on the road, nor the groups bathing or washing
clothes beneath the trees. Some of these latter make a very in-
teresting picture. The reader has doubtless visited the Zoo and
observed one monkey gravely absorbed in a ‘ phrenological ex-
amination ” of another’'shead. 'With equal gravity and indifference
to the world at large, dusky humans are performing a similar office
for one another beneath the roadside shade-trees.

Roasted ears of maize and a small muskmelon form my noon-
tide repast, and during its consumption quite a comedy is enacted
down the street between a fat, paunchy vender of goodakeo and
the shiny-skinned proprietor of a dhal-shop. The scene opens with
a wordy controversy about something ; scene two shows the fat
goodakoo merchant advanced midway between his own and his ad-
versary’s premises, capering about, gesticulating, and uttering dire
threats ; scene three finds him retreating and the valorous man
of dhal held in check by his wife to prevent him following after
with hostile intent. The men seem boiling over with rage and
ready to chew each other up; but, judging from the supreme in-
difference of everybody else about, nobody expects anything serious
to happen. This is mentionable ag being the first quarrel I have
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seen in India; as a general thing the people are gentleness per-
sonified.

Several tattooed Hindoo devotees are observed this afternoon
paying solemn devotions to bel-trees streaked with red paint, near
the road. Many of the trees also shelter rude earthenware ani-
mals, and hemispherical vessels, which are also objects of worship,
as representing the linga. The bel-tree is sacred to Siva the De-
stroyer, and the third person in the Hindoo Triad, whom Brahma
himself is said to have worshipped, although he is regarded as the
Creator. In the absence of Siva himself, the worship of the bsl-
tree is supposed to be as efficacious as worshipping the idol di-
rect.

Soon I overtake an individual doing penance for his sins by
crawling on lis stomach all the way to Benares, the Mecca of the
Hindoo religion. [ In addition to crawling, he is dragging a truck
containing his personal effects by a rope tied about his waist.
Every fifty yards or so he stands up and stretches himself ; then
he lies prostrate again and worms his wearisome way along the
road like a snake. Benares is still about a hundred miles distant,
and not unlikely this determined devotee has already been crawling
in this manner for weeks. This painful sort of penance was for-
merly indulged in by Hindoo fanatics very largely ; but the Eng-
lish Government has now all but abolished the practice by mild
methods of discouragement. The priests of the different idols in
Benares annually send out thousands of missionaries to travel
throughout the length and breadth of India to persuade people to
make pilgrimages to that city. Each missionary proclaims the
great benefits to be derived by going to worship the particular idol
he represents; in this manner are the priests enriched by the
offerings presented. Not long since one of these zealous pilgrim-
hunters persuaded a wealthy rajah into journeying five hundred
miles in the same manner as the poor wretch passed on the road
to-day. The infatuated rajah completed the task, after months of
torture, on all-fours, accompanied the whole distance by a crowd of
servants and priests, all living on his bounty.

Many people now wear wooden sandals held on the feet by a
spool-like attachment, gripped between the big and second toes.
Having no straps, the solid sole of the sandal flaps up and mildly
bastinadoes the wearer every step that is taken.

Another night in a caravanserai, where rival proprietors of rows
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of little chowkees contend for the privilege of supplying me char-
poy, dood, and chowel, and where thousands of cawing rooks blacken
the trees and alight in the quadrangular serai in noisy crowds, and
I enter upon the home-stretch to Allahabad.

In proof that the eycle is making its way in India it may be
mentioned that at both Cawnpore and Allahabad the native post-
men are mounted on strong, heavy bicycles, made and supplied
from the post-office workshops at Allighur. They are rude ma-
chines, only a slight improvement upon the honored boneshaker ;
but their introduction is suggestive of what may be looked for in
the future. As evidence, also, of the oft-repeated saying that *the
world is small,” I here have the good fortune to meet Mr. Win-
grave, a wheelman whom I met at the Barnes Common tricyele
parade when passing through London.

There is even a small ¢ycle club in quasi existence at Allahabad ;
but it is afflicted with chronic lassitude, as a result of the enervating
climate of the Indian plains. Young men who bring with them
from England all the Englishman’s love of athletics soon become
averse to exercise, and prefer a quiet “ peg ” beneath the punkah
to wheeling or cricket. ~ During the brief respite from the hades-
like temperature afforded by December and January, they some-
times take club runs down the Ganges and indulge in the pastime
of shooting at alligators with small-bore rifles.

The walks in the beautiful public gardens and every other place
about Allahabad are free to wheelmen, and afford most excellent
riding. :

Messrs. Wingrave and Gawke, the two most enterprising wheel-
men, turn out at 6 A to escort me four miles to the Ganges ferry.
Some idea of the trying nature of the climate in August may be
gathered from the fact that one of my companions arrives at the
river fairly exhausted, and is compelled to seek the assistance of a
native gharri to get back home. The exposure and exercise I am
taking daily is positively dangerous, I am everywhere told, but
thus far I have managed to keep free from actual sickness.

The sacred river is at its highest flood, and hereabout not less
than a mile and half wide. The ferry serviceis rude and inefficient,
being under the management of natives, who reck little of the flight
of time or modern improvements. The superintendent will bestir
himself, however, in behalf of the Sahib who is riding the Ferenghi
gharri around the world: instead of putting me aboard the big



FROM AGRA TO SINGAPORE. 345

slow ferry, he will man a smaller and swifter boat to ferry me over.
The “small boat ” is accordingly produced, and- turns out to be a
rude flat-boat sort of craft, capable of carrying fully twenty tons,
and it is manned by eight oarsmen. Their oars are stout bamboo
poles with bits of broad board nailed or tied on the end.

Much of the Ganges’ present width is mere overflow, shallow
enough for the men to wade and tow the boat. It is tugged a
considerable distance up-stream, to take advantage of the swift cur-
rent in crossing the main channel. The oars are plied vigorously
to a weird refrain of ““deelah, sahlah—deelah, sahlah!” the stroke
oarsman shouting “deelah” and the others replying ‘sahlah”
in chorus. Two hours are consumed in crossing the river, but
once across the road is perfection itself, right from the river’s
brink.

Through the valley of the sacred river, the splendid kunkah
road leads onward to Benares, the great centre of Hindoo idolatry,
a city that is more to the Hindoo than is Mecca to the Moham-
medans or Jerusalem to the early Christiang. Shrines and idols
multiply by the roadside, and tanks innumerable afford bathing
and purifying facilities for the far-travelled pilgrims who swarm
the road in thousands. As the heathen devotee approaches nearer
and nearer to Benares he feels more and more devotionally in-
clined, and these tanks of the semi-sacred water of the Ganges Val-
ley happily afford him opportunity to soften up the crust of his accu-
mulated transgressions, preparatory to washing them away entirely
by a plunge off the Ramnagar ghaut at Benares. Many of the
people are trudging their way homeward again, happy in the posses-
sion of bottles of sacred water obtained from the river at the holy
city. Precious liquid this, that they are carrying in earthenware
bottles hundreds of weary miles to gladden the hearts of stay-at-
_ home friends and relations.

At every tank scores of people are bathing, washing their
clothes, or scouring out the brass drinking vessel almost everyone
carries for pulling water up from the roadside wells. They are far
less particular about the quality of the water itself than about the
cleanliness of the vessel. Many wells for purely drinking purposes
abound, and Brahmans serve out cool water from little pahnee-
chowkees through window-like openings. Wealthy Hindoos, desir-
ous of performing some meritorious act to perpetuate their mem-
ory when dead, frequently build a pahnee-chowkee by the roadside
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and endow it with sufficient land or money to employ a Brahman
to serve out drinking-water to travellers. '

Thirty miles from Allahabad, I pause at a wayside well to ob-
tain a drink. It is high noon, and the well is on unshaded ground.
For a brief moment my broad-brimmed helmet is removed so that
a native can pour water into my hands while I hold them to my
mouth. Momentary as is the experience, it is followed by an omi-
nous throbbing and ringing in the ears—the voice of the sun’sinsin-
uating power. But a very short distance is covered when I am
compelled to seek the ghelter of a little road-overseer’s chowkee,
the symptoms of fever making their appearance with alarming
severity.

The quinine that I provided myself with at Constantinople is
brought into requisition for the first time ; it is found to be rnined
from not being kept in an air-tight vessel. A burning fever keeps
me wide awake till 2 s, and in the absence of a punkah, prickly
heat prevents my slumbering afterward. This wakeful night by
the roadside enlightens me to the interesting fact that the road is
teeming with people all night as well as all day, many preferring to
sleep in the shade during the day and travel at night.

It is fifty miles from my chowkee to Benares, and the dread of
being overtaken with serious illness away from medical assistance
urges upon me the advisability of reaching there to-day, if possible.
The morning is ushered in with a stiff head-wind, and the fever
leaves me feeling anything but equal to pedalling against it when
I mount my wheel at early daybreak. By sheer strength of will I
reel off mile after mile, stopping to rest frequently at villages and
under the trees.

A troop of big government elephants are having their hoofs
trimmed at a village where a halt is made to obtain a bite of bread
and milk. The elephants enter unmistakable objections to the
process in the way of trumpeting, and act pretty much like young-
sters objecting to soap and water. But a word and a gentle tap
from the mahout’s stick and the monster brutes roll over on their
sides and submit to the inevitable with a shrill protesting trumpet.

Another diversion not less interesting than the elephantsisa
wrestling tournament at the police-thana, where twenty stalwart
policemen, stripped as naked as the proprieties of a country where
little clothing is worn anyhow will permit, are struggling for
honor in the arena.
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Vigorous tom-toming encourages the combatants to do their
best, and they flop one another over merrily, in the dampened
clay, to the applause of a delighted crowd of lookers-on. The fifty
miles are happily overcome by four o’clock, and with the fever heap-
ing additional fuel on the already wellnigh unbearable heat, I ar-
rive pretty thoroughly exhausted at Clarke’s Hotel, in the European
quarter of Benares.

Of all the cities of the East, Benares is perhaps the most inter-
esting at the present day to the European tourist. Its fourteen
hundred shivalas or idol temples, and two hundred and eighty
mosques, its wonderful bathing ghauts swarming with pilgrims
washing away their sins, the burning bodies, the sacred Ganges,
the hideous idols at every corner of the streets, and its strange

idolatrous population, make up a scene that awakens one to a keen

appreciation of its novelty. One realizes fully that here the idola-
try, the “bowing down before images ” that in our Sunday-school
days used to seem so unutterably wicked and perverse, so monstrous,
and so far, far away, is a tangible fact. To keep up their outward
appearance on a par with the holiness of their city, men streak
their faces and women mark the parting in their hair with red.
Sacred bulls are allowed to roam the streets at will, and the chief
business of a large proportion of the population seems to be the
keeping of religious observances and paying devotion to the multi-
tudinous idols scattered about the city.

The presiding deity of Benares is the great Siva—¢‘ The Great
God,” “The Glorious,” “ The Three-Eyed,” and lord of over one
thousand similarly grandiloquent titles, and he is represented by
the Bishesharnath ka shivala, a temple whose dome shines resplend-
ent with gold-leaf, and which is known to Europeans as the Golden
Temple. Siva is considered the king of all the Hindoo deities in
the Benares Panch-kos, and is consequently honored above all other
idols in the number of devotees that pay homage to him daily. His
income from offerings amounts to many thousands of rupees annu-
ally : there is a reservoir for the reception of offerings about three
feet square by half that in depth. The Maharajah Ranjit Singh,
Rajah of the Punjab, once filled this place with gold mohurs ; many
wealthy Hindoos have from time to time filled it with rupees.

The old guide whom I have employed to show me about then
conducts me into the “ Cow Temple,” a filthy court containing a
number of pampered-looking Brahman bulls, and several youthful

(R SV
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bovines whose great privilege it is to roam about the courtyard and
accept tid-bits from the hands of devotees. In the same court-
yard-like shivala are several red idols, and the numerous comers
and goers make the place as animated as a vegetable market at
early morning. Priests, too, are here in numbers ; seated on a
cenfyal elevation they make red marks on the faces of the devotees,
dipping in the mixture with their finger ; in return they receive a
small coin, or a pinch of rice or gram is thrown into a vessel
placed there for the purpose.

In many stalls are big piles of flower-petals which devotees
purchase to present as offerings, Men and women by the hundred
aro encountered in the narrow streefs, passing briskly along with
baskets containing a supply of these petals, a dish of rice, and a
bowl of water ; one would think, from their business-like manner,
that they were going, or had been, marketing. They are going
the morning round of their favorite gods, or the gods whose par-
ticular services they happen to stand in need of at the time ; be-
fore these idols they pause for a moment, mutter their supplica-
tions, and sprinkle them with water and flower-petals, passing from
one deity to another in a most business-like, matter-of-fact manner.
Women unblessed with children throng to the idols of Sidheswari
and Sankatadevi, bestowing offerings and making supplication for
sons and daughters; pilgrims from afar are flocking to Sakhi-
Banaik, whose office it is to testify in the next world of their pil- _
grimage in this. No matter how far a pilgrim has come, and how
many offerings he has bestowed since his arrival, unless he repair
to the shivala of Sakhi Banaik and duly report his appearance,
his pilgrimage will have been performed in vain.

Everywhere, in niches of the walls, under trees, on pedestals
at frequent corners, are idols, hideously ugly ; red idols, idols with
silver faces and stone bodies, some with mouths from ear to ear,
big idols, little idols, the worst omnium gatherum imaginable.
Sati, nothing visible but her curious silver face, beams over a black
mother-hubbard sort of gown that conceals whatever- she may
possess in the way of a body; Jagaddatri, the Mother of the
World, with four arms, seated on a lion ; Brahma, with five eyes
and four mouths, curiously made to supply‘ quadruple faces; Kam-
adeva, the handsome little God of Love (the Hindoa Cupid), whom
the eruel Siva once slew with a beam from his third eye—all these
and multitudinous.others greet the curious sight-seer whichever
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way he turns. Hanuman, too, is not forgotten, the great Mon-
key King who aided Rama in his expedition to Ceylon ; outside
the city proper is the monkey temple, where thousands of the sa-
cred anthropoids do congregate and consider themselves at home.
Then there is the fakirs’ temple, the most beautifully carved shi-
vala in Benares ; here priests distribute handfuls of soaked gram
to all mendicants who present themselves. The gram is supplied
by wealthy Hindoos, and both priests and patrons consider it a
great sin to allow a religious mendicant to go away from the tem-
ple empty-handed.

Conspicuous above all other buildings in the city is the mosque
of Aurungzebe, with its two shapely minarets towering high above
everything else. The view from the summit of the minarets is com-
prehensive and magnificently lovely ; the wonderful beauty of the
trees and shivalas, the green foliage, and the gilt and red temples,
80 beautifully carved and gracefully tapering ; the broad, flowing
Ganges, the busy people, the moving boats, the rajahs’ palaces
along the water-front, make up a truly beautiful panorama of the
Sacred City of the Hindoos. From here we take a native boat and
traverse the water-front to see the celebrated bathing ghauts and
the strange, animated scene of pilgrims bathing, bodies burning,
and swarms of people ascending and descending the broad flights
of steps. How intensely eager do these dusky believers in the effi-
cacy of “Mother Ganga” as a purifier of sin dip themselves be-
neath the yellow water, rinse out their mouths, scrape their
tongues, rub, duck, splash, and disport ; they fairly revel in the
sacred water ; happy, thrice happy they look, as well indeed they
might, for now are they certain of future happiness. What the
“fountain filled with blood ” is to the Christian, so is the precious
water of dear Ganga to the sinful Hindoo : all sins, past, present,
and future, are washed away.

Next to washing in the sacred stream during life, the Hindoo’s
ambition is to yield up the ghost on ifs bank, and then to be burned
on the Burning Ghaut and have his ashes cast adrift on the waters.
On the Manikarnika ghaut the Hindoos burn their dead. To the
unbelieving Ferenghi tourist there seems to be a “nigger in thg
fence ” about all these heathen ceremonies, and in the burning of
the dead the wily priesthood has managed to obtain a valuable
monopoly on firewood, by which they have accumulated immense
wealth. No Hindoo, no matter how pious he has been through
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The Burning-ghauts at Benares.
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life, how many offerings he has made to the gods, or how thor-
oughly he has scoured his yellow hide in the Ganges, can ever
hope to reach Baikunt (heaven) unless the wood employed at his
funeral pyre come from a domra. Domras are the lowest and
most despised caste in India, a caste which no Hindoo would,
under any consideration, allow himself to touch during life, or ad-
minister food to him even if starving to death ; but after his holier
brethren have yielded up the ghost, then the despised domra has
his innings. Then it is that the relatives of the deceased have to
humble themselves before the domra to obtain firing to burn the
body. Realizing that they now have the pull, the wily domras
sometimes bleed their mournful patrons unmercifully. As many
as a thousand rupees have been paid for a fire by wealthy rajahs.
The domra who holds the monopoly at the Manikarnika ghaut is
one of the richest men in Benares.

Two or three bodies swathed in white are observed waiting
their turn to be burned, others are already burning, and in another
spot is the corpse of some wealthier person wrapped in silver tinsel.

Not the least interesting of the sights is that of men and boys
here and there engaged in dipping up mud from the bottom and
washing it in pans similar to the gold-pans of placer-miners; they
make their livelihood by finding occasional coins and ornaments,
accidentally lost by bathers. A very unique and beautifully
carved edifice is the Nepaulese temple ; but the carvings are unfit
for popular inspection.

The whole river-front above the ghauts is occupied by temples
and the palaces of rajahs, who spend a portion of their time here:
preparing themselves for happiness hereafter, by drinking Ganges
water and propitiating the gods. On festival occasions, and par-
ticularly during an eclipse, as many as one hundred thousand.
people bathe in the Ganges at once ; formerly many were drowned
in the great crush to obtain the peculiar blessings of bathing dur-
ing an eclipse, but now a large force of police is employed to regu-
late the movements of the people on such occasions. Formerly,
also, fights were very frequent between the Mohammedans and
Hindoos, owing to the clashing of their religious beliefs, but under
the tolerant and conciliatory system of the British Government
they now get along very well together.

A rest of two days and a few doses of quinine subdue the fever
and put me in condition to resume my journey. Twelve miles
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from Benares, on the East Indian Railway, is Mogul Serai, to which
I deem it advisable to wheel in the evening, by way of getting
started without over-exertion at first. Two English railroad engi-
neers are stationed at Mogul Serai, and each of them is a wheel-
man. They, of eourse, are delighted to offer me the hospitality of
their quarters for the night, and, moreover, put forth various in-
ducements for a longer stay; but being anxious to reach Calcutta,
I decide to pull out again next morning.

My entertainers accompany me for a few miles out. Mogul
Serai is four hundred and twelve miles from Caleutta, and at the
four hundred and fourth milestone my companions bid me hearty
bon wvoyage and return. Splendid as are the roads round about
Mogul Serai, this eight-mile stone is farther down the road than
they have ever ridden before.

Twenty-five miles farther, and a sub-inspector of police begs
my acceptance of curried chicken and rice. He is a five-named
Mohammedan, and tells me a long story about his grandfather hav-
ing been a zemindar of a hundred and fifty villages, and an officer
in the East India Company’s army. On the pinions of his grand-
parents’ virtues, his Oriental soul soars ambitiously after present
promotion ; on the strength of sundry eulogistic remarks contained
in certificates already in his possession, he wants one from myself
recommending him to the powers that be for their favorable con- .
sideration. He is the worst ¢ certificate fiend ” that I have met.

Near Sassaram I meet a most picturesque subject for my
camera, a Rajput hill-man in all the glory of shield, spear, and
gayly feathered helmet. He is leading a pack-pony laden with
his travelling kit, and mechanically obeys when I motion for him
to halt. He remains stationary, and regards my movements with
much curiosity while I arrange the camera. 'When the tube is
drawn out, however, and pointed at him, and T commence peeping
through to arrange the focus, he gets uneasy, and when I am about
ready to perpetuate the memory of his fantastic figure forever, he
moves away. Nor will any amount of beckoning obtain for me an-
other “sitting,” nor the production and holding aloft of a rupee.
‘Whether he fancied the camera in danger of going off, or dreaded
*he “ evil eye,” can only be surmised.

The famous fleet-footed mail-carriers of Bengal are now fre-
quently encountered on the road ; they are invariably going at a
bounding trot of eight or ten miles an hour. The letter-bag is at-
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tached to the end of a stick carried over the shoulder, which is also
provided with rings that jingle merrily in response to the motions of
the runner, The day is not far distant when all these men will be
mounted on bicycles, judging from the beginning already made at
Allahabad and Cawnpore. The village women hereabouts wear
massive brass ankle-ornaments, six inches broad, and which are
apparently pounds in weight.

A deluge of rain during the night at Dilli converts the road into
streams, and covers the low, flat land with a sheet of water. The
ground is soaked full, like a wet sponge, and can absorb no more ;
rivers are overflowing, every weed, every blade of grass, and every
tree-leaf is jewelled with glistening drops. The splendid kunkah
is now gradually giving place to ordinary macadam, which is far
less desirable, the heavy, pelting rain washing away the clay and
leaving the surface rough.

Not less than four hours are consumed in erossing the River
Sone at Dilli in a native punt, so swiftly runs the current and so
broad is the overflow. The frequent drenching rains, the lowering
clouds, and the persistent southern wind betoken the full vigor of
the monsoons. One can only dodge from shelter to shelter be-
tween violent showers, and pedal vigorously against the stiff breeze.
The prevailing weather is stormy, and inky clouds gather in massy
banks at all points of the compass, culminating in violent outbursts
of thunder and lightning, wind and rain. Occasionally, by some
unaccountable freak of the elements, the monsoon veers completely
around, and blowing a gale from the north, hustles me along over
the cobbly surface at great speed.

Just before reaching Shergotti, on the evening of the third day
from Benares, a glimpse is obtained of hills on the right. They
are the first relief from the dead level of the landscape all the way
from Lahore ; their appearance signifies that I am approaching the
Bengal Hills. From Mogul Serai my road has been through terri-
tory not yet invaded by the revolutionizing influence of the rail-
way, and consequently the dik bungalows are still kept up in form
to provide travellers with accommodation. Chowkeedar, punkah-
wallah, and sweeper are in regular attendance, and one can usually
obtain curried rice, chicken, dhal, and chuppatties. An official
regulation of prices is posted conspicuously in the bungalow : For
room and charpoy, Rs 1; dinner, Rs 1—8; chota-hazari, Rs 1, and
so on through the scale. The prices are moderate enough, even

Vor. II—23.
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when it is considered that a dinner consists of a crow-like chicken,
curried rice, and unleavened chuppatties. The chowkeedar is
usually an old Sepoy pensioner, who obtains, in addition to his
pension, a percentage on the money charged for the rooms—a
book is kept in which travellers are required to enter their names
and the amount paid. The sweepers and punkah-wallahs are re-
warded separately by the recipient of their attentions. Sometimes,
if a Mohammedan, and not prohibited by caste obligations from
performing these menial services, the old pensioner brings water
for bathing and sweeps out one’s own room himself, in which case
he of course pockets the backsheesh appertaining to these duties
also,

A few miles south of Shergotti the bridge spanning a tributary
of the Sone is broken down, and no ferry is in operation. The
stream, however, is fordable, and four stalwart Bengalis carry me
across on a charpoy, hoisted on their shoulders ; they stem the tor-
rent bravely, and keep up their strength and courage by singing a
refrain. TFrom this point the road becomes undulating, and of in-
different surface; the macadam is badly washed by the soaking
monsoon raing, and the low, level country is gradually merging
into the jungle-covered hills of Bengal.

The character of the people has undergone a decided change
since leaving Delhi and Agra, and the Bengalis impress one de-
cidedly unfavorably in comparison. with the more manly and war-
like races of the Punjab. Abject servility marks the demeanor of
many, and utter uselessness for any purpose whatsoever, character-
izes one’s intuitive opinion of a large percentage of the population
of the villages. Except for the pressing nature of one’s needs, the
look of unutterable perplexity that comes over the face of a Ben-
gali villager, to-day, when I ask him to obtain me something to
eat, would be laughable in the extreme. ¢ N-a-y, Sahib, n-a-y!”
he replies, with a show of mental distraction as great as though
ordered to fetch me the moon. An appeal for rice, milk, dhal,
chuppatties, at several stalls results in the same failure ; everybody
seems utterly bewildered at the appearance of a Sahib among them
searching for something to eat. The village policeman is on duty
in the land of dreams, a not unusual circumstance, by the way ;
but a youth scuttles off and wakes him up, and notifies him of my
arrival. Anxious to atone for his shortcomings in slumbering at
his post, he bestirs himself to obtain the wherewithal to satisfy my
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hunger, his authoritative efforts culminating in the appearance of
a big dish of dhal.

The country becomes hillier, and the wild, jungle-covered hills
and dark ravines alongside the road are highly suggestive of royal
Bengal tigers. The striped monstersinfest these junglesin plenty;
during the afternoon I pass through a village where a depredatory
man-eater has been carrying off women and children within the
last few days.

The chowkeedar at Burhee, my stopping-place for the night in
the hill country, is a helpless old duffer, who replies ‘mnay-hee,
Sahib, nay-hee,” with a decidedly woe-begone utterance in response
to all queries about refreshments. A youth capable of understand-
ing a little English turns up shortly, and improves the situation by
agreeing to undertake the preparation of supper. Still more
hopeful is the outlook when a Eurasian and a native school-master
appear upon the scene, the former acting as interpreter to the
genial pedagogue, who is desirous of contributing to my comfort
by impressing upon my impromptu cook the importance of his
duties. They become deeply interested in my tour of the world,
which the scholarly pedagogue has learned of through the medium
of the vernacular press. The Eurasian, not being a newspaper-
reader, has not heard anything of the journey. But he has casu-
ally heard of the River Thames, and his first wondering question
is as to *“how I managed to cross the Thames!”

My saturated karki clothing has been duly wrung out and
hung up inside the dik bungalow, the only place where it will
not get wetter instead of dryer, and my cook is searching the town
in quest of meat, when an English lady and gentleman drive up in
a dog-cart and halt before the bungalow. Unaware of the presence
of English people in‘the place, I am taken completely by surprise.
They are Mr. and Mrs. R——, an internal revenue officer and his
wife, who, having heard of my arrival, have come to invite me to
dinner. Of course I am delighted, and they are equally pleased to
entertain one about whose adventures they have recently been
reading. Their ayah saw me ride in, and went and told her mis-
tress of seeing a * wonderful Sahib on wheels,” and already the re-
port has spread that I have come down from Lahore in four days !

A very agreeable evening is spent at Mr. R——'s house, talking
about the incidents of my journey, Mr. R——'s tiger-hunting ex- -
ploits in the neighborhood, and kindred topics. Mr. R devotes
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a good deal of time in the winter season to hunting tigers in the
jungle round about his station, and numerous fine trophies of his
prowess adorn the rooms of his house. He knows of the man-
cater’s depredations in the village I passed to-day, and also of au-
other one ahead which I shall go through to-morrow; he declares
his intention of bagging them both next season.

Mrs. R—— arrived from Merrie England but eighteen months
ago, a romantic girl whose knowledge of royal Bengal tigers was
confined to the subdued habitués of sundry iron-barred cages in
the Zoo. She is one of those dear confiding souls that we some-
times find out whose confidence in the omnipotent character of
their husbands’ ability is nothing if not charming and sublime.
Upon her arrival in the wilds of Bengal she was fascinated with
the loveliness of the country, and wanted her liege lord to take her
into the depths of the jungle and show her a “real wild tiger.”
She had seen tigers in cages, but wanted to see how a real wild one
looked in his native lair! One day they were out taking horse-
back exercigse together, when, a short distance from the road, the
horrible roar of a tiger awoke the echoes of the jungle and rever-
berated through the hills like rolling thunder. Now was the long-
looked-for opportunity, and her husband playfully invited her to
ride with him toward the spot whence came the roars. Mrs. R——,
however, had suddenly changed her mind.

Mrs. R—— was the first white lady the people of many of the
outlying villages had ever seen on horseback, or perhaps had ever
seen at all, and the timidest of them would invariably bolt into the
jungle at her appearance. When her husband or any other Eng-
lishman went among them alone, the native women would only
turn away their faces, but from the lady hetself they would hastily
run and hide. Here, also, I learn that the natives in thig district
are dying by the hundred with a malignant type of fever ; that the
present season is an exceptionally sickly one, all of which gives
reason for congratulation at my own health being so good.

It is all but a sub-aqueous performance pedalling along the road
next morning ; the air is laden with a penetrating drizzle, the watery
clouds fairly hover on the tree-tops and roll in dark masses among
the hills, while the soaked and saturated earth reeks with steam.
The road is macadamized with white granite, and after one of those
tremendous downpourings that occur every hour or so the wheel-
worn depressions on either side become narrow streams, divided
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by the white central ridge. Down the long, straight slopes these
twin rivulets course right merrily, the whirling wheels of the bicy-
cle flinging the water up higher than my head. The ravines are
roaring, muddy torrents, but they are all well bridged, and although
the road is lumpy, an unridable spot is very rarely encountered.
For days I have not had a really dry thread of clothing, from the
impossibility of drying anything by hanging it out. Under these
trying conditions, a relapse of the fever is matter for daily and
hourly apprehension.

The driving drizzle to-day is very uncomfortable, but less warm
than usual ; it is anything but acceptable to the natives ; thousands
are seen along the road, shivering behind their sheltering sun-
shields, from which they dismally essay to extract a ray of comfort.
These sun-shields are umbrella-like affairs made of thin strips of
bamboo and broad leaves ; they are without handles, and for pro-
tection against the sun or rain are balanced on the head like an in-
verted sieve. When carried in the hand they may readily be mis-
taken for shields, In addition to this, the men carry bamboo
spears with iron points as a slipshod measure of defence against
possible attacks from wild animals. When viewed from a respect-
able distance these articles invest the ultra-gentle Bengali with a
suggestion of being on the war-path, a delusion thatis really absurd
in connection with the meek Bengali ryot.

The houses of the villages are now heavily thatched, and mostly
enclosed with high bamboo fencing, prettily trailed with creepers ;
the bazaars are merely two rows of shed-like stalls between which
runs the road. In lieu of the frequent painted idol, these jungle
villagers bestow their devotional exercises upon rude and primitive
representations of impossible men and animals made of twisted
straw. These are sometimes set up in the open air on big horse-
shoe-shaped frames, and sometimes they are beneath a shed. In
the privacy of their own dwellings the Bengali ryot bows the knee
and solemnly worships a bowl of rice or a cup of arrack. The
bland and childlike native of Hindostan falls down and worships
almost everything that he recognizes as being essential to his
happiness and welfare, embracing a wide range of subjects, from
Brahma, who created all things, to the denkhi with which their
women hull the rice. This denkhi is merely a log of wood fixed
on a pivot and with a hammer-like head-piece. The women ma-
nipulate it by standing on the lever end and then stepping off, let-
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ting it fall of its own weight, the hammer striking into a stone bowl
of rice. The denkhi is said to have been blessed by Brahma’s son
Narada, the god who is distinguished as having cursed his vener-
able and all-creating sire and changed him from an object of wor-
ship and adoration to a luster after forbidden things.

The country continues hilly, with the dense jungle fringing the
road ; all along the way are little covered platforms erected on
easily climbed poles from twelve to twenty feet high. These are
apparently places of refuge where benighted wayfarers can seek
protection from wild animals. Occasionally are met the fleet-footed
postmen, their rings jangling merrily as they bound briskly along ;
perhaps the little platforms are built expressly for their benefit, as
they are not infrequently the victims of stealthy attack, the jingle
of their rings attracting Mr. Tiger instead of repelling him.

Mount Parisnath, four thousand five hundred and thn'ty fect
high, the highest peak of the Bengal hills, overlooks my dik bun-
galow at Doomree, and also a region of splendid tropical scenery,
dark wooded ridges, deep ravines, and rolling masses of dark-
green vegetation.

During the night the weather actually grows chilly, a raw wind
laden with moisture driving me off the porch into the shelter of
the bungalow. No portion of Parisnath is visible in the morning
but the base, nine-tenths of its proportions being above the line of
the cloud-masses that roll along just above the trees. Another day
through the hilly country and, a hundred and fifty miles from Cal-
cutta, the flourishing coal-mining district of Asansol brings me
again to the East India Railway and semi-European society and
accommodation. Instead of doughy chuppatties, throat-blistering
curry, and octogenarian chicken, I this morning breakfast off a
welcome bottle of Bass’s ale, baker’s bread, and American cheese.

My experience of hotels and hotel proprietors has certainly
been somewhat wide and varied within the last two years ; but it
remains for Rannegunj to produce something entirely novel in the
matter of tariff even to one of my experience. The cuisine and
service of the hotel is excellent, and well worth the charges; but
the tariff is arranged so that it costs more to stay part of a day
than a whole one, and more to take two meals than to take three.
If a person remains a whole day, including room and three meals,
it is Rs 4, and he can, of course, suit himself about staying or go-
ing if he engages or pays in advance; but should he only take
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dinner, room, and chote-hazart, his bill reads: Dinner, Rs 2 ; room,
Rs 1, 8 annas; chofa-hazari, rupees 1 ; total, Rs 4, 8 annas, or 8
annas more than if he had remained and taken another square
meal! The subtle-minded proprietor of this establishment should
undoubtedly take out a patent on this very unique arrangement
and issue licences throughout all Bonifacedom ; there would be
more “millions in it” than in anything Colonel Sellers ever
dreamed of.

And now, beyond Rannegunj, comes again the glorious kunkah
road, after nearly three hundred miles of variable surface. Level,
smooth, and broad it continues the whole sixty-five miles to Burd-
wan. Notwithstanding an adverse wind, this is covered by three
o’clock. The road leads through the marvellously fertile valley of
the Dammoodah, an interesting region where groves of cocoa-nut
palms, bamboo thickets, and thatched villages give the scenery a
more decidedly tropical character than that north of the Bengal
hills. Rice is still the prevailing crop, and the overflow of the
Dammoodah is everywhere. Men and women are busily engaged
among the pools, fishing for land-crabs, mussels, and other fresh-
water shell-fish, with triangular nets.

As my southward course brings me next day into the valley of
the Hooghli River, the road partakes almost of the character of a
tunnel burrowing through a ‘mass of dense tropical vegetation.
Cocoa-nut and toddy-palms mingle their feathery foliage with the
dark-green of the mango, the wild pomolo, giant bamboo, and other
vegetable exuberances characteristic of a hot and humid climate,
and giant creepers swing from tree to tree and wind among the
mass in inextricable confusion.

In this magnificent conservatory of nature big, black-faced
monkeys, with tails four feet long, romp and revel through the
trees, nimbly climb the creepers, and thoroughly enjoy the life
amid the sylvan scenes about them. It isa curious sight to see
these big anthropoids, almost as large as human beings, swing
themselves deftly up among the festooned creepers at my approach
—to see their queer, impish black faces peering cautiously out of
their hiding-place, and to hear their peculiar squeak of surprise
and apprehension as they note the strange character of my convey-
ance. Sometimes a gang of them will lope awkwardly along ahead
of the bicycle, looking every inch like veritable imps of darkness
pursuing their silent course through the chastened twilight of
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green-grown, subterranean passageways, their ridiculously long
tails raised aloft, and their faces most of the time looking over
their shoulders.

Youthful lotos-eaters, sauntering lazily about in the vicinity of
some toddy-gatherer’s hamlet, hidden behind the road’s impenetra-
ble environment of green, regard with supreme indifference the
evil-looking apes, bigger far than themselves, romping past ; but
at seeing me they scurry off the road and disappear as suddenly
as the burrow-like openings in the green banks will admit.

Women are sometimes meb carrying baskets of plantains or
mangoes to the village bazaars ; sometimes I endeavor to purchase
fruit of them, but they shake their heads in silence, and seem anx-
ious to hurry away. These women are fruit-gatherers and not
fruit-sellers, consequently they cannot sell a retail quantity to me
without violating their caste.

My experiences in India Have been singularly free from snakes ;
nothing have I seen of the dreaded cobra, and about the only re-
minder of Eve’s guileful tempter I encounter is on the road this
morning. He is only a two-foot specimen of his species, and is
basking in a streak of sunshine that penetrates the green arcade
above. Remembering the judgment pronounced upon him in
the Garden of Eden, I attempt to acquit myself of the duty of
bruising his head, by riding over him. To avoid this indignity
his snakeship performs the astonishing feat of leaping entirely
clear of the ground, something quite extraordinary, I believe, for a
snake. The popular belief is that a snake never lifts more than
two-thirds of his length from the ground.

From the city of Hooghli southward, the road might with equal
propriety be termed a street ; it follows down the west side of the
Hooghli River and links together a chain of populous towns and
villages, the straggling streets of which sometimes fairly come to-
gether. Fruit-gardens, crowded with big golden pomolos, deli-
cious custard apples, and bananas abound ; in the Hooghli villages
the latter can be bought for two pice a dozen. Depots for the ac-
cumulation and shipment of cocoa-nuts, where tons and tons of
freshly gathered nuts are stacked up like measured mounds of
earth, are frequent along the river. Jute factories with thousands
of whirring spindles and the clackety-clack of bobbins fill the
morning air with the buzz and clatter of vigorous industrial life.
Juggernaut cars, huge and gorgeous, occupy central places in many
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of the towns passed through. The stalls and bazaars display a
variety of Buropean beverages very gratifying from the stand-point
of a hot and thirsty wayfarer, ranging from Dublin ginger ale to
Pomméry Sec. California Bartlett pears, with seductive and appe-
tizing labels on their tin coverings, are seen in plenty, and shiny
wrappers envelop oblong cakes of Limburger cheese.

For a few minutes my wheel turns through a district where the
names of the streets are French, and where an atmosphere of sleepy
Catholic respectability pervades the streets. This is Chandernagor,
a wee bit of territory that the French have been permitted to re-
tain here, a rosebud in the button-hole of la belle France’s national
vanity. Chandernagor is a bite of two thousand acres out of the
rich cake of the lower Hooghli Valley ; but it is invested with all
the dignity of a governor-general’s court, and is gallantly defended.
by a standing army of ten men. The Governor-General of Chan-
dernagor fully makes up in dignity what the place lacks in size and
importance ; when the East India Railway was being built he re-
fused permission for it to pass through his territory. There is no
doubt but that the land forces of Chandernagor would resist like
bantams any wanton or arbitrary violation of its territorial preroga-
tives by any mercenary railroad company, or even by perfide Albion
herself, if need be. The standing army of Chandernagor hovers
over peaceful India, a perpetual menace to the free and liberal
government established by England. Some day the military spirit
of Chandernagor will break loose, and those ten soldiers will spread
death and devastation in some peaceful neighboring meadow, or
ruthlessly loot some happy, pastoral melon-garden. Let the Indian
Government be warned in time and increase its army.

By nine o’clock the bicycle is threading its way among the
moving throngs on the pontoon bridge that spans the Hooghli be-
tween Howrah and Calcutta, and half an hour later I am enjoying
a refreshing bath in Cook’s Adelphi Hotel.

I have no hesitation in saying that, except for the heat, my tour
down the Grand Trunk Road of India has been the most enjoyable
part of the whole journey, thus far. Whata delightful trip a-wheel
it would be, to be sure, were the temperature only milder !

My reception in Calcutta is very gratifying. A banquet by the
Dalhousie Athletic Club is set on foot the moment my arrival is
announced. With such enthusiasm do the members respond that
the banquet takes place the very next day, and over forty applicants
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for cards have to be refused for want of room. For genuine,
hearty hospitality, and thoroughness in carrying out the interpre-
tation of the term as understood in its real home, the East, I un-
hesitatingly yield the palm to Anglo-Indians. Time and again, on
my ride through India, have I experienced Anglo-Indian hospitality
broad and generous as that of an Arab chief, enriched and ren-
dered more acceptable by a feast of good-fellowship as well as creat-
ure considerations.

The City of Palaces is hardly to be seen at its best in Septem-
ber, for the Viceregal Court is now at Simla, and with it all the
government officials and high life. Two months later and Calcutta
is more brilliant, in at least one particular, than any city in the
world, Every evening in ‘““the season” there is a turn-out of
splendid equipages on the bund road known as the Strand, the like
of which is not to be seen elsewhere, Fast or West. It is the Rot-
ten Row of Calcutta embellished with the gorgeousness of India.
Wealthy natives display their luxuriousness in vying with one an-
other and with the government officials in the splendor of their
carriages, horses, and liveries.

Mr., P , a gentleman long resident in Calcutta, and a prom-
inent member of the Dalhousie Club, drives me in his dog-cart to
the famous Botanical Gardens, whose wealth of uﬁique vegetation,
gathered from all quarters of the world, would take volumes to do
it justice should one attempt a description. Its magnificent ban-
yan is justly entitled to be called one of the wonders of the world.
Not less striking, however, in their way, are the avenues of palms ;
so straight, so symmetrical are these that they look like rows of
matched columns rather than works of nature.

Fort William, the original name of the city, and the foundation-
stone of the British Indian Empire, is visited with Mr. B , the
American Consul, a gentleman from Oregon. The glory of Cal-
cutta, its magnificent Maidan, is overlooked by the American Con-
sulate, and one of the most conspicuous objects in the daytime is
the stars and stripes floating from the consulate flag-staff.

On the 18th sails the opium steamer Wing-sang to Hong-kong,
aboard which I have been intending to take passage, and whose
date of departure has somewhat influenced my speed in coming
toward Calcutta. To cross overland from India to China with a
bicycle is not to be thought of. This I was not long in finding
out after reaching India. Tearful as the task would be to reach
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the Chinese frontier, with at least nine chances out of ten against
being able to reach it, the difficulties would.then have only com-
menced.

The day before sailing, the bicycle branch of the Dalhousie
Athletic Club turns out for a club run around the Maidan, to the
number of seventeen. It is in the evening ; the long rows of elec-
tric lamps stretching across the immense square shed a moon-like
light over our ride, and the smooth, broad roads are well worthy
the metropolitan terminus of the Grand Trunk.

My stay of five days in the City of P