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AUTHOR’S NOTE

The author wishes to express his gratitude to Colonel H N
Newey, M B E |, former Commandant of the Army School of Educa-
tion {India), who, though 1n no wav responsible for any opinions
or mustates 1n the story, was kind enough to read the manuscript
and offer many usecful suggestions

In revising the book for this new edition the author has taken
the opportunity to bning 1t up to date T
GT.
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Chapter 1

THE EXPEDITION IS PLANNED

*Was that the post 7’

Mr Woodstock poked his face, frothy with shaving-soap, round
the bathroom door

Robert called upstairs, ‘No, Dad, only the paper" and, as the
bathroom door shut rather violently, turned to his sister ‘I do
hope Dad gets his blessed lctter to-day—he’s like a cat on hot
bricks, waiting for 1t ’

‘Can’t blame him’, said Carol, turning into the iving-room with
a toast-rack in one hand and an awkward bunch of silver and
knives 1n the other ‘It’s no joke’, she went on over her shoulder,
as she laid the table ‘When you’re 1n a chancey thing like
films——'

At that moment there was a second rattle of the letter-box.
They sprang into the hall together. There was only one letter lying
on the mat

‘But I think it’s the one!’ Carol muttered ‘Look, that’s the
name of the film company on the envelope

‘It’s what’s mside that matters’, her brother reminded her grimly.

‘Oh, but they can’t have turned him down!’

‘Sh! Dad’s coming > Mr Woodstock came downstairs as though
the house were on fire His long, lean face was eager and anxious
at the same time His arm shot out for the letter Then, to the
disappointment of the famuly, he bore 1f off upstairs, his dressing-
gown flapping violently behind him.

Brother and sister exchanged glances ‘Doesn’t want us to see
him open 1t’, said Carol

Robert nodded Mrs Canning came saitling out of the kitchen,
tray braced against her ample stomach They followed her into
the Iiving-room without another word There were some things—
i fact, most things—they did not discuss 1n front of Mrs Canning
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THE YOUNG TRAVELLER IN INDIA AND PAKISTAN

They knew they ought to be grateful to her, and to the others
before her who had looked after them since their mother died, but
if there was one thought which came to Carol every birthday 1t
was this* another year nearer the time when I can take over, and
we needn’t have anybody living with us!

The suspense was terrible that morning, because they could tell
nothing from Mr Woodstock’s face when he came to the table.
He looked pleased one minute and gloomy the next, and they
dared not ask questions

They were relieved when he suddenly said ‘Of course, 1t’s Sat-
urday, 1sn’t 1t ? No school Have you kids fixed anything with your
friends

‘No, Dad’

‘Then we’ll have a day out. You won’t need to bother about
lunch, Mrs Canning’

‘Just as you like, Mr Woodstock > Mrs Canning always sounded
equally offended whether they went out or stopped in Twenty
minutes later they were out of the house, and the questions could
begin

‘Any news, Dad ? Is 1t good ?’

He smiled ‘I don’t know whether 1t’s good or bad. I've had an
offer.’

‘To direct, Dad ?” Carol’s blue eyes shone ‘Oh, how mar-
vellous !’

‘What sort of picture?” Robert asked ‘Documentary, of
course 7" That had always been his father’s line.

‘Yes. But a really long one And 1t’s for children So it’ll have
to be extra good—there mustn’t be any chance of their getting
bored’

“You can do 1t’, his daughter assured him. ‘I say, oughtn’t you
to have wrtten and accepted, before we came out 7’

‘The thing 1s’, said Mr Woodstock 1n a troubled tone as he
strode along between them, ‘I don’t know if I can accept.’

‘Not accept 7’ they exclaimed together in horror

‘It would mean going to India for several months.’

‘India?’ echoed Carol 1n dismay ‘But you spent ages there
during the warl’

‘That fact was quite helpful, I expect.’

12



THE ENPLDITION 1S PLANNED

Robert was suspiciously silent Carol gulped ‘You ought to
take 1t, Dad—it’s the chance you nced—and——" she trailed off
rather weakly.

‘What about you two ?" interrupted her father keenly. ‘Not
much fun for you. We no sooner get together again than I have to
run off and leave you to that—to Mrs Canning’

‘We'll manage’, said Robert grufily ‘What's a few more
months 7’

‘No'" said Mr Woodstock, so violently that several passers-by
turncd to stare, *We're stiching together from now on Something
clse will turn up’

A sudden 1dea struck Robert ‘Couldn’t we go with you ? he
suggested desperately.

‘Oh, yes, Dad, that would be wonderful

There was a hopeful moment while therr father hesitated Then
he shook lus head sadly ‘Sorry, kids, couldn’t be done It would
cost the carth I'd have to pay all your expenses myself—it would
cat up all I carned ’

“Why shouldn’t the company pay 7’ said Carol doggedly

‘Have a heart!” begged her brother. ‘If every film director
dragged his family round with hhm——’

‘This 1s different I°

‘How ?* asked Mr Woodstock with a smile

Carol hadn’t known, when she spoke She had said 1t auto-
matically, just because whatever you want for yourself always is
different—or scems so. Then suddenly light dawned ‘I’ll tell you
Thas 1s different, because we can help with the film’

‘Help, my dear ?’

‘This 1s a film for young people, 1sn’t 1t ? It’s got to show the
things in India which will interest them, hasn’t 1t ?°

‘“Yes, but——

‘T get 1t!” broke in Robert excitedly ‘How can a grown-up
director be sure he’s shooting the right things ? He might waste
thousands of feet of film—not to mention the time and the ex-
pense of everything—and at the finish the audience might go to
sleep or bust up the cinemal’

‘That’s a thought’ Mr Woodstock laughed. ‘It’s enough to
scare off any director.’

13
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‘It needn’t scare you’, said Carol. ‘We’ll come with you, we’ll
tell you what to shoot——’

‘Both of you ?” Her father shook his head ‘I could put up the
1dea to the company I mught persuade them to let me take one
young person, but that would have to be Robert. I don’t see how
I could possibly ask for two’

‘T do’, said Robert, loyal to his sister who was herself for the
moment speechless “You want girls to like this picture as well
Dad, you need her even more than you need me! You were a boy
yourself once—but you weren’t ever a girl, were you 7’

‘Not so far as I can remember.” Mr Woodstock chuckled There
was a new hight in his eye ‘T’ll go and see the film company first
thing on Monday. And I’ll tell them, 1t’s all or none!’

That week-end was one of unbearable suspense, but by Monday
evenung the worst was over

Mr Woodstock had handled the film-people with serpent-like
cunning He had said nothing at first about his family but, by two
or three skilfully-dropped remarks, he had planted certan
thoughts 1n the two hard business heads which faced him At the
end of ten minutes one of these gentlemen was assuring the other
that the whole film would be a flop unless they made sure of getting
the juvenile angle right by sending out a boy with the director—
and he was quite convinced that 1t was his own brilliant 1dea His
associate then retorted with an even greater inspiration—do the
job properly, take a girl along too ‘But where do we get the kids?’
The two hard-headed business men had stared at each other fora
moment That had been Mr Woodstock’s chance ‘If you 1nsist on
this 1dea’, he had said generously after a while, ‘I will take my
own By a fortunate coincidence I have both a boy and a girl’

It was all fixed up very quickly after that Mr Woodstock and
the children were to make a preliminary tour of the country, and
mark down likely subjects at leisure Then he could take round
his camera-unit and, with the dependable sunlight of India, do
the actual shooting 1n a matter of weeks The technicians would
not need to go out until he was ready for them

Only Mrs Canming snorted, “What about the children’s educa-
tion ?” The heads of Robert’s school and Carol’s proved extremely

14
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sensible They thought 1t was a pity the trip could not be made
dunng the long summer holidays, but of course they realized that
those were just the months of the monsoon, when 1t would be
pouring with ramn over most of India Once that was settled, and
Mr Woodstock promused faithfully that the children would be
back before Christmas, they both agreed that the educational
value of the journey was quite equal to a term of ordinary school.
Passages were booked for September, and August was a hectic
series of preparations and arrangements There was kit to be
bought* here Mr Woodstock’s war experience saved them from
many mistakes Robert was disappointed that he was not to wear
a sun-helmet His father laughed the 1dea to scorn Sun-helmets
were hopelessly old-fashioned—the Army had proved, during the
war, that they were quite unnecessary. From September to De-
cember was a fairly cool season 1n most parts, and so long as they
had some sort of headgear for the middle of the day, they could
usually go bare-headed. But they would need a bed-roll each,
because people 1n India always travelled with their own bedding,
and thin dnil clothes for the hot places, and some of their ordinary
clothes—even overcoats—for the cold evenings 1n the hills.
‘We’ll never carry everything "’ his daughter wailed as the bag-
gage began to pile up in every bedroom
‘Don’t worry You won’t be expected to’, he assured her
Some of the preparations were not quite so pleasant They had
to be vaccinated again, though they had been done only two years
before, and they also had to be inoculated aganst typhord When
Mr Woodstock had said a few grim words about the dangers of

disease 1n India, they gave up grumbling and asked if there were
not some more precautions they could take.

‘Couldn’t we be mnoculated agamst malaria ?” Robert suggested.
‘No You catch malana from the bite of 2 mosquito which has
already bitten someone suffering from malaria All you can do 1s

to avold getting bitten—that’s why I've bought you mosquito-
nets to sleep under’

‘And what about cholera and dysentery ?°

‘There are anti-cholera injections—we’ll have to have them 1if
we go nto a danger area, but not till then, because the effect soon
wears off As for dysentery, never drink water that hasn’t been
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boiled, avoid raw fruit except things like oranges and bananas
with a thick peel on them, and don’t start buymng a lot of filthy
fly-blown sweets and cakes > Mr Woodstock looked at his son’s
anxious face and laughed ‘Are you sure you wouldn’t rather drop
out of this penlous adventure 7’

‘Not on your life"” said Robert indignantly.

They got off at last They sailed n a P & O. liner, Robert and
his father sharing a cabin, while Carol found herself paired with
an amusing young lady who turned out (to Carol’s surprise) to be
a doctor

The first part of the voyage was interesting They saw Gibraltar
with 1ts long, ugly slopes of concrete, built to catch water for the
garrison For a day they had the coast of North Africa in view
They passed Cape Bon where the Nazis had been driven out of
Tunisia into the sea, and the 1sland of Pantellaria which had been
a Fascist stronghold during the Mediterranean campaign Then
they saw no more land for about a day, until they came on deck
before breakfast to find themselves creeping into Port Said with
a statue of the French engineer De Lesseps pointing to the en-
trance of his canal

Soon Port Said, with 1ts huge advertisements of Scotch whisky
and 1ts stalwart policemen in white uniforms and red flowerpot
caps, was left behind ‘Now we’re really getting 1nto the East’, Mr
Woodstock told them as the liner nosed slowly down the narrow
water-way between the deserts

The neat morning found them at Port Suez on the Red Sca—
which was, in fact, very blue, a turquoise even lovelier than the
Mcditerrancan blue Suez was a greyish town, with two great
oil-tanks making scarlet blobs against 1t, and half a dozen factory
chimneys traihing black smoke across a background of mauve and
tawny hills

They saw very lhittle land after that, except for a few rocky
islets with lighthouses on them The heat of the Red Sea was

terrible The canvas awnings spread over the decks gave shade, -

but nowhere was cool At might they lay n their berths and
sweated, but could not sleecp They were thankful when, after three
days, they passed Aden and came out into the open waters of the
Arabian Sca

16
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Chapter 2

THE GATEWAY OF INDIA

‘WAKE up, Robert—we’re going !’

It was Carol’s voice 1n the dimness of the cabin Robert sat up
with a start, realized that she meant they were entering Bombay,
and swung himself from the upper bunk, almost treading on his
father’s face as he did so. Mr Woodstock awoke, which was not
surprising, but rolled over again with a growl He had seen Bom-
bay before His children, however, insisted that he should pull on
some clothes and join them on deck ‘You must study our reac-
tions "’ Carol reminded him severely

Dawn was just breaking, a cloudy, rain-threatening dawn. A
lighthouse, perched on a tiny rock amid the grey water, still
flashed gold at intervals There was a long white line of surf, hike
snow Palm-tufted hills rose and dipped along the skyline Rusty-
looking tramp steamers were moored here and there, and Indian
boats with three-cornered sails were gliding about 1n the morning
breeze. Brown, scraggy birds—the scavengers of the East, Mr
Woodstock called them—<circled the liner and swooped down to
investigate the rubbish that was being thrown over the side About
a mile away was the waterfront of the city.

‘There’s a mosque!’ Robert exclaimed, pointing to a great
domed bwilding His father laughed

‘I’'m afraid that’s only the Taj Mahal Hotel Now that thing just
to the night of 1t, looking a bit ike Marble Arch, 1s the Gateway of
India When India was still governed from Britain the Viceroy
always landed there and passed under that archway We land less
romantically at Ballard Pier.’

Another half-hour saw the ship moored and the gangway down
Reluctantly Robert and Carol left the rails to finish packing and
to eat their last breakfast on board Though they could see httle
of the city behind the dock buildings, the quay below was sufficient
entertainment, crowded as it was with ragged, struggling coolies,
fussy clerks with long white garments, and papers 1 their hands,
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sca opencd 1n front of them, and they swung into what was like
a South Coast promenade Blocks of ultra-modern flats rose to
six and scven storcys with walls of what Carol thought of as
‘bathroom colours’—pale green, pink, crcam, and yellow Sleck
cars stood beside the pavement and on the open side, near the sea,
nursc-maids were pushing babies and servants were exercising
well-groomed dogs

‘This 1s Manne Drive’, Mr Woodstock turned round to tell
them ‘Only the mullionaires hive here’

‘Nonsense" said Mr Gupta, and, with a flick of the wheel,
swung them into the entrance drive of a pale green block with a
front garden of palms and scarlet cannas ‘Actually, we are rather
proud of Marine Drive—it was waste land reclaimed from the sea
just before the war.’

Further explanations were interrupted by the arrival of Ram
Gupta, a boy of about sixteen, 1n a spotless white tennis shirt and
grey flanncls He had hquid dark eyes and dclicate features
—altogether too beautiful (thought Carol) for a boy

‘Welcome to India" he greeted them 1n perfect Enghish “This 1s
simply super?

Mr Gupta wasan M A of Oxford and had travelled in America
Mrs Gupta was a graduate of Bombay University and, though she
wore a long graceful sarr of pale silk, she was quite westernized 1n
her outlook, and sat down to lunch like an English hostess

“You would find 1t very difficult if you stayed with orthodox
Hindus’, she explained with a smile ‘They would feel 1t impos-
sible to eat with you—or, if they did, they would have to go
through all sorts of tiresome purification ceremonies afterwards ’

‘Caste! said Mr Gupta ‘The bane of India You can imagine,
Mr Woodstock, how 1t complicates our work at the studios’
Seeing that Robert and Carol were a little puzzled, he launched on
an explanation for their benefit

In ancient India, he told them, the Hindus had been divided into
four main classes, the Brahmins (or priests), the Kashatrias (or
soldiers), the Vaish (or peasants), and the Shudras (or servants)
These 1n turn were sub-divided into dozens of others You were
born 1nto your caste and you could not change 1t Your choice of

19
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job was limited by your caste, and so was your choice of a wife
You were hedged about by ‘dos’ and ‘don’ts’ of all kinds, and 1f
you broke the rules of caste you had to pay heavy fees to the
Brahmin priests for purification

‘But caste 1s not an essential part of the true Hindu religion’,
broke 1n Mrs Gupta, ‘and many enlightened men like Mr Gandh
have struggled agamnst its worst features’

‘What’s an outcaste ?” Carol asked

“They are the people below the lowest caste—Pariahs, Un-
touchables; they used to be officially “‘the Depressed Classes”,
but now Untouchability 1s not recognized by the law They are
a fifth or sixth of the whole population, yet they are considered
unclean by old-fashioned Hindus But for the Government,
they’d be kept out of the temples——

“Therr children were often kept out of the schools’, chimed n
Ram ‘They had to squat on the veranda and listen through the
window.’

‘Are they very—‘“‘unclean” ?’ asked Carol, puzzled

‘They are not dirty, if that 1s what you mean’, said Mr Gupta
‘Or at least no dirtier than anyone else European families often
employ Untouchables as nurse-maids—and some of my most
glamorous film stars are Untouchables ’

‘Not many higher-caste girls can be persuaded to show their
faces 1n public—least of all on a huge cinema screen’, said Mrs
Gupta with a laugh ‘Some of my family think 7 am not at all
respectable because I don’t keep purdah.

‘“Whatever 1s purdah 7 Robert demanded

Mrs Gupta laughed agam. ‘You must not try to master all the
social and religious problems of India on your first day Take some
more curry—I hope you do not find 1t too hot ?’

Afterwards, when their father asked them, ‘What struck you
most during your first days 1n India ?” 1t was quite an effort to
sort out their impressions.

There were hittle things like the red splashes and stains all over
the pavements, which looked like blood but proved to be the
juice of the betel-nut which most of the population seemed always
to be chewing and spitting out And gomg to bed inside a mos-
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quito-net, and always scarching with a torch to make surc one of
the nsects had not slipped nside (‘Shake your shoes for scor-
pions when you get into the country’, said their father. ‘But a
mosquito mside the net 1s much more hikely—and if 1t gives you
malarna, you'll wish it hadn’t )

There were big things Iike the Prince of Wales Muscum and the
Hanging Gardens on the top of Malabar Hill, the fashionable
residential area for judges, officials, and business men, and the
vast maze of Crawford Market and Bazaar There were funny
things, hike the persistence of the hittle boot-blacks at every street
corner who wanted to shine their shoes, and sometimes tried to
scare pennies out of them by holding up a fragment of polish on
a finger-nail, and threatening to daub Robert’s shorts with it un-
less he employed them And there were grim things, like the Parsce
Towers of Silence

Ram told them about the Towers He had appointed himself
their guide, for Mr Woodstock was away most of the time at Mr
Gupta’s film studios The day they went up Malabar Hill he
pointed out a squat, circular stone tower, perhaps twelve feet high
and twenty-five feet in diameter. In 1ts plamnness 1t suggested a
gasometer. A row of skinny, evil-looking vultures was ranged
along the top.

‘That 1s where the Parsees leave their dead’

‘Er—Ilcave them ?’ said Carol with a shudder

‘Yes It 1s against their rehigion to bury or to burn their dead
There 1s no roof to the tower, but inside there are three stone
floors, one above the other, each sloping inwards to a circular
well The bodies are laid there—men on the top storey, women on
the middle, and children on the lowest of all’

‘And then I suppose the vultures . ? began Robert, feeling
rather sick.

‘Yes’, said Ram cheerfully ‘And when they have finished—
which 1s quite soon—the attendants come with gloves and tongs,
and throw the bare bones down into the well’

‘Ugh!’ said Carol ‘Have you ever seen 1t ?’

¢ Of course not The Parsees themselves do not go inside, ex-
cept the attendants—they behieve that anyone else seeing the 1n-
side of the Tower will die himself’

21



THE YOUNG TRAVELLER IN INDIA AND PAKISTAN

‘Parsees must be horrible people?

‘Not at all’, Ram assured her. ‘They are most highly cultured
people, kindly and charitable There are many living in Marnmne
Drive—some even 10 our own block.’

Robert was curious enough to find out more about the Parsees
They had come onginally from Persia and had their own religion,
based on the teachings of the prophet Zoroaster, who probably lived
about 1000 B ¢ There were scarcely more than a hundred thousand
of them in all India, but as more than half of these lived in Bombay
city, and were outstanding 1n business and banking circles, they
were much more 1mportant 1n Indian Iife than would have been
expected from their small numbers

‘What beats me’, said Robert, ‘1s how to fit the two things to-
gether—the luxury flats on Marine Drnive and the Towers of
Silence under Malabar Hill "

‘That’, said Mr Gupta, ‘is just one of a hundred similar con-
trasts which I think will puzzle you as long as you stay 1n India.
Science side by side with superstition, wealth with poverty, ancient
with ultra-modern.’

“Yes I can imagine some jolly good contrasting shots in Dad’s
ﬁlm.Q

Robert did not envy his father the task of portraying that great
city in a few hundred feet of celluloid. What should one show—
what leave out? The fine straight shopping streets, with their
throng of buses, taxis, and open horse-drawn gharries . . . the
narrow, evil-smelling by-ways, down which they were forbidden
to wander alone . . . the holy man who once startled them, run-
ning down a main road amid the traffic, wearing nothing but a dab
of pant and a powdermg of dust and filth . . . the smart naval
ratings with their brown polished faces and their crisp white
shorts . . . the strict Mushm lady who walked out in a voluminous
white garment covering her from crown to ankle, with only a sht
cut for her eyes—looking, as Robert said, ‘as though a bell tent
had collapsed on top of her’ . . . and the lovely girl students swish-
ing across the road to the University, with the filmiest of saris

draped over one arm and a textbook on chemistry tucked under
the other. ..
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It was all so big, all so varied The population of the city, said
Mr Gupta, was now well over two and a half million If you
picked only on what was picturesque you forgot what was 1m-
portant—for instance, Bombay’s greatness as a port and a centre
for cotton and other teatile nills And one must be fair 1f the
luxury flats were shown, so too must be the slums in which tens of
thousands of mill workers euisted rather than hived And again—
onc must be fair—some 1dca must be given of the cfforts being
made by the Bombay Government since the five-ycar housing
plan it had launched 1n 1947.

Robert’s head began to swim as he realized just what was 1n-
volved when a man sct out to tell ‘the truth, the whole truth, and
nothing but the truth’ about any subject under the sun

It was a relief when Ram said, *“Would you like to go to the
pictures to-night ? There 1s one of my father’s films showing at the
Mectro—I will eaplain the story ecnough for you to follow’

The film was a long onc Indians, Ram said, liked long films and
they liked historical or mythological subjects They did not wor-
ship speed as Hollywood did If the heroine had a good song to
sing they were quite prepared to hear twenty or thirty verses of 1t
before getting on with the drama Mr Gupta’s film was rather
crude 1n colour—it was not technicolor, but a kind of tinting
which reminded them of cheap birthday cards at home One
sequence of trick photography brought a round of applause from
the whole audience

The story was complicated, and Ram’s explanations made 1t
cven harder to follow They could only make out that it concerned
a romantic pair of lovers at some ancicnt period of Indian history
They never kissed—*that would never be tolerated in one of our
pictures’, Ram assured them 1n a shocked whisper—and at the
fimish they commutted suicide ‘And that’, retorted Carol, ‘would
never be tolerated 1n one of ours!’

‘Did you enjoy the film ?” Ram asked as they walked home

‘Very much’, said Robert politely ‘Some of those crowd scenes
were terrific’

‘My father has been much influenced by the Russian director,
Pudovkin’

‘T loved the way 1t worked 1n so much beautiful scenery’, Carol
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said sincerely. ‘And the music—t was queer, of course, and they
seemed to sing down their noses a lot, but 1t wasn’t just a noise
I always thought Indian music was so different, that I didn’t ex-
pect to like 1t at all’

‘I think you would find pure Indian music rather hard’, Ram
answered, ‘but our modern film music 1s a sort of mixture of East
and West They can meet, you know—in spite of Mr Kipling’s
poem !’

Robert took no part 1n the discussion. He still thought Indian
music a monotonous, unholy row, but he was too polite to say
so, and he realized that most Indians might feel the same about the
music of the West.
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Chapter 3

UP-COUNTRY'!

THE next morning Mot1 Lal arrived and presented himself before
Mr Woodstock He was a smuling, smooth-chinned young man
with a white cap on his gleaming black hair and a khaki bush-
shirt flapping outside his blue cotton trousers He carned a small
bundle

‘Salaam, salub!’

‘Salaam, Mot1! It’s good to see you again You’ll have three of
us to look after this ttme Can you manage us ail ’

Mot:1 flashed his teeth dehightedly. He had been Mr Wood-
stock’s ‘bearer’ or personal servant in the Army, and he had then
extracted a promuse that, if ever Mr Woodstock set foot 1n India
again, he would let him know Robert and Carol had heard so
much about Mot1 that they smiled back, feeling him to be an old
friend.

Mot1 explained that he had received the sahib’s telegram and
would have come at once, but there had been a wedding 1n his
family, and 1t had been,1mpossible to get away earler.

‘That’s all right, Mot1 We’re planning to leave here to-morrow
How are your own children 7’

‘I have three boys now, sahib, and all are well, thank God.’

Carol stared It was hard to imagine young Mot: as a married
man with three children, but she was learning that 1t was difficult
for a western eye to judge the age of an Indian, and she knew that
boys and girls alike married young

Mot:1 salaamed and went off with his bundle ‘Family life 1s
much more important 1n India than it 1s with us’, her father
explamed. ‘Indians feel a very close link even with distant relatives,
second cousins and so forth If there’s any sort of family event,
funeral or marriage or what you wall, the whole clan turn up and
stay for days on end. And the man who 1s head of the family has
all sorts of responsibilities ’

‘Mot1 looks nice’
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‘Heis You can trust him completely. He'll be with us from now
on. You don’t have to worry about vour bags when we move—
he takes care of everything, puts out our clean clothes when he
thinks we need them, sends the dirty ones to the wash——
‘Couldn’t we take him home with us ? Then we could get rid

of-

‘All right! Her father checked her with a warning but sym-
pathetic smile. ‘Alas, it can’t be done So make the most of him
now. Remember, he’ll do almost anything for us—but don’t ask
him to sweep up anything from the fioor.”

‘Why ever not 7

‘Caste!” broke in Robert keenly. ‘Sweeping’s dome by Un-
touchables.’

Mr Woodstock nodded. ‘And he won't carry things about—
that’s a job for a coolie. But don't worry, he’ll always find the
coolie.’

‘Where will he sleep to-night, Dad 7

‘Oh, he'll find a corner somewhere with Mr Gupta’s servants
That’s one of the mysteries of Indian hife—where does your se1-
vant go when he passes out of sight ? You pay him an allowance
when you're travelling, and he always seems to fit in somewhere,
and turn up when you need him.’

‘If we’re going on to-morrow’, said Carol, ‘T suppose I'll have
to think about packing.” She made 2 face at the thought.

“Moti will pack for us all’, Mr Woodstock guickly reassured
her, ‘but you’d bztter stand over him the first time, to make sure
he folds things the proper way. He’s not so used to feminine gar-
ments, but if you show him once he won’t forget.’

‘She’s gone all pink’, said Robert unkindly.

In Bombay they had seen India 2t her most up-to-date. It was
time now to see something rezlly ancient—something to remind
them (2s Mr Gupta said with 2 twinkle behind his glasses) that
India had a great civilization bzfore Julius Czsar had heerd of
Britain. “You must go to Ellorz and Ajantz’, he insisted. ‘Ram has
neser seen Ellorz, so we'll come with you and set youon yourroad
It’s only 2 few hours from Bombay, and it’s the direction in which
you're heading afterwards.’
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They went by train, not only because they were too many for the
car but also because of the dust, which took much of the pleasure
out of long road journeys Robert had always been interested
in railways and was cager to scc what they were like 1n India

The great terminus was scething with passengers, most of them
travelhing with all their worldly possessions 1n huge bundles Some
fought for places 1n the third-class coaches, some were methodi-
cally washing themselves under a danghng water-pipe, and others
again were lying fast asleep on the platform, heedless of the noise
around them There were scparate refreshment rooms and drink-
ing-taps for Hindus and Mushms

“You mustn’t think that all the Muslims arc 1n Pakistan’, said
Mr Gupta carnestly ‘There are many nullions in the new Re-
public of India and we hope they will stay Most of us n the
Republic did not want to sphit the country at all, because we
believe 1n one nation for all Indians, whatever their religion’

*They'll understand thesc political questions better when we've
travelled further’, said Mr Woodstock ‘We shall have to touch on
them 1n the film, and it won’t be casy to make things simple for
young people 1in Europe and America’

Mr Gupta had reserved a compartment It was very roomy, for
the railway gauge here, as on most Indian lines, was broader than
1n other countries—>5 ft 6 ins to be cxact, as Robert at once took
the trouble to find out. There was no corridor, but each compart-
ment had its own wash-place. For meals on long journeys the
passengers cither walked along to the dining-car when the train
stopped at a station, or had meals brought along on a tray by
their bearers At might the scats became sleeping-berths

‘What claborate windows !’ Carol exclaimed Each window had
not only glass but a separate lattice-shutter and one of wire
gauze Her father explained that the gauze by itself would keep
out mosquitoes at night but let in fresh air, while 1if it were very
dusty 1t would be nccessary to pull up the glass portion The
barred wooden shutter was for privacy and a protection against
thieves Each of the doors had a bolt on the 1nside

‘And sometimes 1t 1s very necessary’, said Mr Gupta grimly.

A whstle blew. The train began to move ‘What about Mot1 ?’
cried Carol 1n sudden alarm

27



THE YOUNG TRAVELLER IN INDIA AND PAKISTAN

‘He won’t be far away’, Mr Woodstock assured her. ‘He has
his own third-class ticket He’ll pop up when he’s needed, you’ll
see’

They didn’t realize the full extent of Bombay until they were
leaving 1t The train rattled on through suburbs that seemed
endless The Bombay they had really known had been the small
central portion, built on the little 1sland which had been the dowry
of the Portuguese princess marrying Charles II. The English king
had sold 1t to his East India Company and, in the course of
centuries, the city had developed until it overflowed far on to the
mainland, and practically all trace of its having been an 1sland
disappeared.

At last the suburbs were left behind and they saw for the first
time the ordinary countryside—small fields, sprouting with vivid
green after the rains, villages clustered under a group of palms or
a twisted banyan tree; peasants driving herds of hump-backed
cattle or ugly grey water-buffaloes, women 1n bright saris, mus-
tard-yellow and scarlet and petunia, treading narrow paths with
shining brass pots balanced gracefully on their heads, and silver
bangles twinkling on their ankles as they walked

Stops were few, and then mostly at small places ‘Aren’t there
any other big towns—before Calcutta ?” Robert asked

‘Oh, yes’, Mrs Gupta answered, ‘but most people live 1n villages
Thus 1s typical.’

“You must imagine this kind of view stretching away for mules
and miles on both sides of the railway’, added her husband
‘Hundreds and hundreds of little villages like the ones we have
passed—but far more 1solated, because they aren’t near a railway
and most hkely have no properly made road either.’

‘Don’t they have anything to do with the outside world 7’

‘Oh, yes. In every village there 1s probably someone who has
been 1n the Army, or made a pilgrimage, or tried working in the
city He comes home and tells his stories, but he doesn’t change
the life of the village very much’

“That 1s one of our great problems in India’, said Mrs Gupta,
‘to change village life—and change 1t for the better They need
doctors and nurses and schools and drainage—’
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*Knowledge 1n a dozen ways’, Mr Gupta summed 1t up ‘Now
they are citizens of an independent country, and we want them to
become ntelhgent voters Therc 1s so much to be done’

When the train did stop for five or ten munutes 1t was amazing
where people came from. Though only a few mud huts might be
visible amud the trees, hundreds of men, women and children
swarmed along the carnages, most of them apparently without any
1idea of travelling Thin nasal voices rose and fell in an incessant
babble

‘Char wal-laah I’ (‘Tea-man’, Ram translated for the benefit of
lus friends, pomnting out a skinny individual who was doing a
brisk trade with the third-class passcngers, pouring pale tea into
rough carthenware cups which were broken and thrown away
after usc)

‘Gur'm pam, gur'm pam !’ chanted a doleful fellow with hot
water for thosc travellers who had brought their own tea-pots.

‘Dudh ! Dudh I’ squeaked a small boy, agile as a monkey, swing-
ing a milk can and hopping up and down from one carriage win-
dow to the neat

Others were sclhng fruit, fancy cakes, and messy little concoc-
tions folded up in lecaves Knowing that oranges were safe to eat
Robert beckoned one of the sellers and pointed. The man handed
up half a dozen oranges, accepted the rupee-note which Robert
held out to him, and was rapidly moving away when Ram thrust
his head through the window and exploded like a bomb If the
frust-seller was surprised—and he looked both surprised and hurt
as he turned and came back—Robert was so astounded at Ram’s
furious flow of language that he almost yjumped out of his skin

With a shrug and a rather sickly smile the fruit-seller counted
out an odd collection of copper and nickel coins, some with holes
in the middle and some without Ram checked them, sternly re-
jected one as bad, and passed them to Robert.

“Your change’

‘Thanks, Ram I can’t get the hang of your money yet—I just
give them a rupee and hope for the best’

“You will find that very expensive’, said Mr Gupta ‘It’s quite
easy to master our currency, and people will only despise you if
you give them too much.’
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Robert was not going to be despised by anyone. As the tram
pulled out he left his orange untouched and listened with every
sign of mental concentration.

‘I can remember that an anna 1s a penny’, he said.

“That 1s useful as a rough comparison But you ought to remem-
ber that 1t 1s worth slightly more There are sixteen annas to one
rupee, but the rupee 1s worth about one shilling and sixpence 1n
English money, not one and fourpence as you would expect if the
anna were worth exactly a penny.’

‘It 1s much harder for Americans’, Mrs Gupta pointed out,
‘because they are used to a simple decimal system, whereas the
British and the Indian systems are equally complicated The
American has to remember that an anna 1s worth just over 2
cent, and a dollar gives him nearly five rupees’

‘It’s the tiny comns that get me down’, Carol jomned mn ‘The
pies or pice or whatever you call them ’

‘Think of them as farthings’, her father suggested “You get four
to the anna’

‘Four pice, one anna’, she chanted 1n time to the rhythm of the
train ‘Sixteen annas, one rupee I've got that’

‘It would be easy enough’, Robert grumbled, “if all the cons of
one value looked the same But see here——' He sorted a handful
of small change 1n his palm and fished out two coins, one large,
one very small ‘Both of these are worth four annas, aren’t
they 7

‘Yes’, said Ram ‘The little one 1s silver, and the big one 18
nickel You’ll soon learn to know both of them After all, you get
even the rupee two ways—either a note or a big silver coin—and
you don’t mix them up’

“You’ll have to learn, Robert’, Carol warned him with a laugh
‘You can’t go on changing notes for ever—your pockets are 50
full of small change that they’re dragging your shorts down?’

Robert assured her, with a scowl and a hitch to his shorts, that
he had everything straight now, thanks very much Mr Gupta said
there was just one final point to clear up the subject—Robert
wouldn’t be bothered by 1t personally, but he might be puzzled
by what he read in the papers Large sums of money were
reckoned not 1n millions but 1n lakhs and crores of rupees A lakh
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ITerew vnodid oftin alant Crdins the bepeor 1o rehiese um
of e et Jhev cacrred st esern o s the blind ond the
Piae stdtbie oy oobhoed, moether wath Baduesain aome, people
with hodeosr defornnbicy ed e emmp open sorer, and muschie-
veus e, whe e ot an thie foothestd, erang wath <hindb sowees

No pappy, ramamme

Thoey preb B g ot orphans 1o, W Gupty eaplaunced.,
‘Bepr v tosrped th Cphree dunng the war, when the trans were
full of Breh ~0d Smcnic s toop?

*They fanrd st von would as, apoed hne’, <ad Ram

At monent v owathered old wom i leohane about ciphty
come hsapnype up to thar comp riment ind thrsst out a bony arm
"No pupp e nomamm Y she gqunered toonthlesdy

Robert md € ol could not help themeelses They burst out
Lauplane, then felt <hamed, reomp her ape and poverty, and tnied
1o ¢ e thar conracnies by flhng her podm with all the small
money they hed left “Thouph’, «ud Robert a< <he hmped away,
mumbhing her prabtude, "he 't reddly complun at being an
arphan —if her pappt and mamma were stll abive, they'd be a
hundred if thev were 2 day?

*Don’t be too sure’, sud Mrs Gupta ‘Poor people in India lood
old ven quudd v They do not hive wo long as you do, remember.’

‘Don’t they

"They do not’, Mrs Gupta answered with a good deal of fuehng
i her tone, *Do sou b now how long the average Lnglishman or
American bives

‘No ' Robert had never thought about st, He thought now of
the old ludies and gentlemen he § new at home, Of course—he bit
his ip, remembering ns own mother— there were some who died
young That would bring down the average,

‘T think 1t 1s sivty-two years 1n both countries’, smd Mrs Gupta
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‘Frenchmen live to fifty-seven, Norwegians to sixty-three, and
New Zealanders are healthiest of all—they average sixty-seven
But the Indian average 1s only twenty-seven !’

‘Goodness !’ said Carol “Why ever 1s that 7’

Mrs Gupta shrugged her shoulders “You will see as you travel
about. You must already have seen quite a httle, The flies, the
dirt, the drinking-water, and above all the poverty.’

‘There’s a terrible number of beggars’, Carol agreed soberly

‘No one knows quite how many. Years ago a census gave the
figure as close on six million.’

‘Six million !’

‘That included what 1s now Pakistan, but they did not count all
the fakirs and holy men, though many of them are beggars and
nothing more.’

“That 1s what makes the beggar problem here so hard to solve’,
said Mr Gupta ‘Both the Hindu and the Muslim religions teach
that it 1s good to give chanty——’

‘Oh, but so does the Chnistian’, Robert objected

‘True * Mr Gupta acknowledged the correction ‘But I did not
see many beggars when I went to England, though I believe there
are more 1 Southern Europe All the same, your attitude 1s quite
different To beg 1s something shameful—it’s a last resort—and
you prefer to give your charity to hospitals and orphanages, not
to chance people 1n the street. Here with us the beggar feels that
he 1s doing us even more good than we are doing um By taking
our money, he 1s helping us along the road to Heaven!

The train was slowing down “This 1s Manmad, where we
change’, he said. ‘It 1s not far to Aurangabad, and from there we
shall hure a car to take us on to Ajanta’
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Chapter 4

PAINTED CAVES AND STONE ELEPHANTS

vy we are’, <ud Mre Gupts leapinp out of lus own taxi and
copeune the door of the other which Mr Wooedstoel had <hared
with R and Rebert "Thisas Ajnty Thisas ancient Indin—yery
different from Boahav '

They had ctopped i an apen fpace on the bant of the Vagha
River, which U toe poiat swarled round o <harp bend, roaning in
foll trenpth, ~fier the mon<ooa erson Steep preapices rose 1o
demre preen woeds abave Here and there a waterfall came plung-
me doanan 1 Jummenng cunve, stronp nd thin as a <cimatar A
hiod ledpe bl e poth 1on looping alonp the face of the ciff, a
tard o1 i efthe v up On o this path, at frequent intervals
bhe bunldings alenp ¢ treet, opencd Jarpe caves with pllared
enironcces

Wh 1 » bewbful phee™ «nd Corol

NMr Guptr oot ed pleared "We have thought <o for a long time
~-~over two thousand s, an fiet I as cunious that there has
neser been o \illspe here There s been 1 faar every year for
centurnies, ind pilenms came here long before the birth of Christ
They musth e comped hiere on this very spot, where we now have
this cor pard 3t s the only suitible plice in the gorge”

They wall ed up 1o the caves, talang their time beeause the sun
was beatng down ficrcels, Step by step they rose above the noise
of the fiooded mer, until 1t was only 4 murmur beneath them,
which they could cut out by stepping into the shadowy porticoes
of the caves

‘How old are they 7" as} ed Robert.

‘The oldest date from about 200 ncC’

“That’s Buddha, 1sn't 1t 7" inquired Carol, pomnting to a carved
figure which loot ed very fanuhar,

‘But surely Buddhismsn®t an Indian rehigion ?* smd her brother.
‘I thought 1t belonged to China and Thbet and—

‘There are very few Buddhists in India’, Mr Gupta agreed, ‘but
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1t was once a great rehigion here Buddha was an Indian prince, you
know’

“Was he 7 I never knew that’

‘Later on, when you go to Benares, you will see the place where
he began his teaching’

‘I don’t even know when he lived’, Carol admitted

‘In the sixth century B ¢ —rather before the Battle of Marathon
and the great age of Greek civilization.’

“You know all about Europe’s history’, Carol complained, ‘and
we don’t know a thing about yours’

‘A pity, my dear, but you w1]1 be able to make up for some lost
time to-day.’

‘Well, one thing I'd like to know what was India like when
people first started carving out these caves 7’

Mr Gupta gave his high little laugh ‘A tall order! I must keep
my answer short, or Robert will push me over into the miver
Well, Indian civilization, as you know, 1s very ancient The first
true Indians—of what we call the Aryan race—came down into
the country from the north about 2,000 B c Various kingdoms
arose and flourished Gautama Buddha, as I said, was himself a
prince Then, two or three centuries after he lived, there was a
powerful king named Asoka He ruled over all that 1s now India
and Pakistan and over Afghanistan as well It was he who became
converted to the teaching of Buddha and—for the time being
anyway-—made 1t the chief religion 1 India’

‘What were they before ?” asked Carol ‘Hindus 7’

“Yes The Hindu rehigion 1s very old Our earhest scriptures, the
Vedas, date back to 2,000 B C or even earlier, though we have
other sacred books, the Puranas and the Mahabaratta, which were
written between the sixth and fourth centuries B ¢’

‘Rather like our Old and New Testaments.’

Robert had been calculating ‘Then the earliest of these caves
must have been lived 1n soon after Asoka’s time ?’

“Yes They were monastertes 1n the golden age of Indian
Buddhism > Mr Gupta led the way into the next cave. ‘This was
one of them, a vihara, or living-cave’

As their eyes grew accustomed to the dimmer light they could
make out the individual cells which the yellow-robed monks must
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have occupied so many centurnics before. Each had its stone shelf
for a bed—Buddha had taught his followers to be independent of
physical comforts—and 1ts niche where a lamp had stood

They went on into another cave, which Mr Gupta called a
chairva or place of assembly It was claborately decorated with
<culptured figures, many of them plastered over and bright with
pamted colours

‘Beautiful ”* ashed Ram

‘M'm ... Carol answered She thought them gay but rather
werrd, notonly because they were so different in shapes and subjects
from the art she was used to, but because the whole idea of putting
paint on the top of sculpture scemed extraordinary She was sur-
prised when her father pointed out that the ancient Greeks had
done exactly the same thing, and that the white marble statues she
adnmured 1in muscums at home had once been covered with reds
and blucs and golds

*These pamntings’, siid Mr Gupta, ‘arc some of the wonders of
Indian art—and cspecially of Buddhist art Its whole history and
development can be traced through the caves from 200 BC to
AD 600"

Light hundred years! Standing again by onc of the stone beds,
resting her clbow on the cold rock shelf where once a lamp had
fuickered, mght aficr mght, for so many centurics, Carol tried to
reahze what 1t meant Eight centuries back from to-day would
carry onc beyond Magna Carta, beyond Robin Hood and Richard
Caur dec Lion vct in Indian history it was just a single period,
a gap she could not fill with a single fact from her own knowledge
For eight hundred years the monks had slept and prayed 1n this
shadowy cave, while the Romans came to Britain and built up a
whole civihzation and went away again . and—what was Mr
Gupta saying —from monastcries such as this the Buddhist
monhks went forth with their message to Burma and China and
Tibet, so that when their religion perished 1n the land of 1ts onigin,
1t survived all over the Far East, down to to-day

‘——and so, by the time the last of the Ajanta caves were being
painted——" Mr Gupta’s brisk voice came to her through the
gloom—*‘the age of Asoka was only a memory There had been
more 1nvasions from the north, kingdoms had risen and fallen,
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there had been one great dynasty of kings you should be able to
remember’ (he laughed) ‘if only because their name was Guptal
Buddhism declined in India, the power of the Brahmins, our
Hindu priestly caste, became greater——'

‘And then what happened to Ajanta ?” Robert asked.

‘Ajanta lost much of its importance. People began to go to a
new centre not far away, and that is where we are going now—to
Ellora.’

For the second time a steep mountainside rose in front of them,
with waterfalls plunging down 1nto the green valley 1n which they
stood. Massive pillars and entrance halls had been hewn out of the
basalt rock. Broad stairways stretched before them Carved figures
—gods and goddesses, lions and dwarfs, and other creatures—
stared at them unwinking in the sunshine, which splashed deep
shadows everywhere and made each figure stand out in even
sharper relief. Raising their eyes they saw that the rock had been
hollowed out 1n places into lofty upper chambers, with balconies
and 1ncredible cloisters, roofed by the millions of tons of mountain
overhead.

This was Ellora A Government attendant came forward,
saluted Mr Gupta, and then after a few words with him fell back

“We have the place to ourselves’, said Mr Gupta, beckoning the
others forward ‘Not so many visitors come here They don’t like
the long dusty drive from Aurangabad.’

‘It’s well worth 1t’, Carol murmured. She could not help drop-
ping her voice as they walked through the passage under the
entrance tower. It was Iike going into some fantastic cathedral.
But only when they emerged into the daylight of the courtyard
beyond did the full wonder of the place burst upon them.

Robert gripped her arm. ‘Look! That elephant !’

It rose before them on its pedestal, hife-sized yet dwarfed by its
tremendous surroundings It was sculptured from the same basalt
as the mountain and the buildings

‘What a pity his trunk 1s broken’, she said ‘He looks such a
quuet, gentle old thing’

Mrs Gupta laughed. “‘Quuet, yes He hasn’t moved for more than
a thousand years’
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‘How old 1s this place ?” Robert asked ‘Who built 1t 7’

‘This part dates from about A p 760°, said Mr Gupta. ‘It wasn’t
“built” at all, strictly speaking It was sculptured They sumply
hewed out the rest of the mountain, and left what you see’

‘Not all of this ” He looked at the pagoda-like temple 1n the
middle of the courtyard, soaring nearly a hundred feet into the
dazzling sky, and his dark eyebrows went up comically. ‘I can see
how they’ve shaped the entrances to the caves, but this temple here
1s standing out 1n the open by itself We’ve walked all round 1t—
here we are back at the elephant This must have been built’

‘Can you see any mortar 7 Can you see any joints in the stone ?’

‘No ’ Robert frowned ‘It seems to be all 1n one piece’

‘It 1s. Thus 1s the Kailasa, one of the true wonders of the world
We might have paced the measurements—actually 1t 1s 280 feet
long and 160 feet wide And 1t 1s a true monohith, a single mass of
stone!’

The others gasped. They looked up again at the massive temple
1 the middle of the courtyard All around 1ts base was a frieze of
elephants, standing shoulder to shoulder, and seeming to carry the
temple on their backs. Many of them had broken trunks They had
been damaged by Mushim invaders at a later period ‘Like Crom-
well’s Roundheads’, Mr Gupta explained, ‘they objected to images
of any kind.’

‘I still can’t understand how this temple got here’, said Robert

‘I suppose 1t was an 1solated crag, standing apart from the main
mountainside ’

‘No ’ Mr Gupta pointed to the edge of the precipice which rose,
smooth as the face of a quarry, a hundred and fifty feet above their
heads ‘Once it was all solid mountain above us The ground-plan
of this temple was marked out on the grass, and then the workmen
cut down through the rock to where we are standing now They
left this oblong mass 1n the centre, to form the temple Then they
got to work and hollowed that out as well, cutting those steps
and balconies, carving these elephants, and——

Robert whistled ‘Gee! The stuff they had to shift!’

‘About three million cubic feet > Mr Gupta led the way into the
shadowy interior of the Kailasa His voice echoed strangely as
they passed into a central hall which must have measured fifty
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feet each way. Tall and sometimes terrifying figures confronted
them on every wall. Carol shivered as they groped their way 1nto
a small dark chamber which was the holy of holies, the mner
shrine of the great god Siva himself

‘Kailasa’, said Mr Gupta, “is really the name of the mountain-
heaven where Siva 1s supposed to live, high among the clouds 1n
the Himalayas——'

‘Like Jupiter on Olympus ?° Carol suggested.

“Yes, exactly Well, our King Krishna I had conquered all this
region and wanted to celebrate his victory, so he decided to build
a replica of Kailasa here, a sort of heaven on earth I don’t sup-
pose he ever lived to see it fimished—it probably took about a
hundred years’

Carol was suddenly reminded of a poem she had read at school
As they stepped out into the sunshine again she was murmuring to
herself

‘In Xanadu did Kubla Khan
A stately pleasure-dome decree
Where Alph, the sacred river, ran
Through caverns measureless to man
Down to a sunless sea.’

To her amazement young Ram took up the quotation. ‘Coler-
1dge might have been dreaming of this very valley’, he said quickly.

‘But O, that deep romantic chasm which slanted
Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover !
A savage place | As holy and enchanted——'

‘How on earth did you know that ?” she cried amazed

Ram stared ‘But we learn Enghsh Literature! Every educated
person loves English Iiterature—whatever they think of the
British I’ There was such a burst of laughter from the others that
he looked quite upset

Mr Woodstock came to his rescue ‘I’m just wondering’, he
mused, rubbing his long chin, ‘how we can possibly give an 1dea of
this place 1n the film’

‘Oh, we must!’ Carol insisted. ‘It’s terrific”
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‘May I suggest’, said Mr Gupta, ‘that you might begin by
placing a camera up there on the chif edge, and shooting down
mto the depths of the courtyard ?

‘Ye-es Yes, that would give the right impression of the way
everything has been dug out from above’

‘It’s a pity it’s too dark 1nside the Kailasa’, Carol began without
thinking, but Mr Gupta quickly pointed out that, with the Bom-
bay film studios so near, 1t would be quite possible to bring out
highting equipment and take interiors, 1f her father wished.

They all felt sorry that so wonderful a place would have to be
covered 1n half-a-dozen brief shots, or less. There was far more
at Ellora than they themselves could see 1n a single visit As at
Ajanta, there was a whole series of caves strung along the scarp
of the mountain—Buddhist to the south, then the Hindu group of
the Kailasa in the middle, and the Jain caves lying apart to the
north

The Jains, Mr Gupta explained, were an ancient sect rather Iike
Buddhists They did not believe 1n God, or a Day of Judgment,
or a hfe after death They held all living creatures so sacred that
they wore a mushn strip over therr mouths, to avoid swallowing
the tiniest insect from the air they breathed It mught be one of
their own ancestors—a relation, even—reincarnated

‘There are still a few Jains—like the Parsees, they include some
of the well-to-do merchants You may see one of their temples
when you go to Calcutta’

They felt quite sorry when 1t was time to get into the taxis and
leave Ellora For, when they got back to the railway at Auranga-
bad and saw Moti squatting faithfully by their baggage, they knew
that the moment of parting had arrived The Guptas must return
to Bombay, while the Woodstocks continued on their journey,
eastwards 1nto the heart of India
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MILES FROM ANYWHERE

‘I sAY,’ cried Robert, ‘this place seems like the back of beyond!'
Miles from anywhere !’

Mr Woodstock smiled. ‘That’s why we're going there What
we've got to remember all the time 1s this—nearly everybody mn
India lives “miles from anywhere”, as you call it Modern cities
like Bombay aren’t typical No town 1s typical Only one Indian
1n twenty-five lives 1n a town—and nine out of ten actually work
on the land 1n some way.’

They were drninking tea on the shady veranda of the dak-
bungalow at Pipariya, the small station where they had just got
out of the Calcutta Mail

‘As we have to wait an hour before the bus goes, this 1s a good
spot to pass the time’ Carol stretched herself back in the long
cane chair, dangling her sun glasses. ‘In fact I can’t see where else
we could have waited—except on the platform’

There certamnly did not seem to be many counter-attractions
The most 1nteresting features of the view were a large and for-
bidding notice reminding them that they had now entered a bad
malarial district, and a no less forbidding water-buffalo which sur-
veyed them across the garden fence, as though 1t would very much
have liked to get at them

‘And this 1s on the mamn line between Calcutta and Bombay’,
Robert commented.

‘I think there’s some sort of a town on the other side of the
line’, said his father.

‘Well, what sort of dump can Pachmarhi be—if it’s over
thirty miles from a railway of any kind ?’

“That’s what we’ll have to find out. That looks like the bus—I
think we’d better be moving over.’

The bus was a dilapidated single-decker affair with a charcoal-
burning contraption at the rear. Mot was much upset because
they would not take a taxi, but they wanted the experience There
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was no gangway, so that cach row of scats had its own door The
Woodstocks saw their bags hoisted on to the roof and made fast,
and then took their places in the front scats, immediately behind
the cheerful and perpetually chewing driver The rest of the bus
was already filled with a chattering and chewing crowd, among
whom sat Moti with conscious digmity After a few anxious
moments with the engine they started off

At first the road ran straight and dead level between rows of
trees ‘If these were poplars’, said Mr Woodstock, ‘it would pass
for France’

‘Only you wouldn't see all thesc bullock-carts’, Carol pointed
out. The main traffic consisted of dozens of two-wheeled carts,
each with a pair of pale-coloured bullocks yoked to 1t They came
singly and 1in convoys, somc laden with hay, others with timber, but
1n most cases the driver was dozing and the bullocks were lurching
all over the road The bus-driver’s method was to honk loudly,
accelerate, and hope for the best It scemed to work all right The
bus went through, although the carts often went swerving wildly
mto the wayside ficlds

After a midway stop at a small willage, the scenery changed
completcly The road began to chimb steeply, zig-zagging through
thick woodlands which might have been those at home though Mr
Woodstock said they were ‘jungle’

‘I thought jungle would be dark and all tangled, so you could
hardly push through’, said Robert

‘With tigers and things’, added Carol

‘“You get jungle like that in Bengal’, said their father, ‘but
actually “jungle””—we get the word from Hindustani—means any
sort of forest.’

The dniver turned round, grinning and showing red-stained
teeth, and said something they did not catch ‘He says there is a
tiger—a man-eater—bothering the district just now. But mostly
there are only panthers round here’

‘Only" echoed Carol, and was glad for once that they were 1n
the bus and not hiking

‘CP 1s about the best game district 1n India, you know’

‘What’s C.P,, Dad ?

‘Central Provinces Now renamed Madhya Pradesh’
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‘Look I’ broke 1n Robert excitedly.

‘What ?’ cried Carol.

‘Look, you egg! Monkeys!’

A dozen or more grey monkeys were surveying them from the
next bend 1n the road. As the bus groaned up towards them, they
rose 1n a body and went scampering up the mountain like grey-
hounds, till they were lost among the trees.

‘They can certainly move’, said Robert

‘T love therr curly tails Like question-marks?

They saw no more animals, though the driver told them that he
often saw panthers as he drove up and down—but always at night,
when his headlights caught them unexpectedly at a corner

‘Fancy driving up and down this road 1n the dark " said Carol
with a shudder. ‘Just look there!’

The woods—in fact the whole world—had suddenly fallen away
on the left of the road, and only a line of big stones, daubed with
whitewash, stood between them and space Mr Woodstock said
something to the driver, the bus pulled up, and they got out—
Carol rather gingerly, and keeping tight hold of the hand her
father had given her

It was, as Robert said, ‘some precipice’, It fell sheer for hun-
dreds of feet Far, far below, greyish water swirled over cruel
rocks The opposite side of the gorge was just as sheer. It might
have been cut by a cake-knife

“You’ll see plenty more precipices’, their father assured them,
shepherding them back into the bus ‘I'm told the plateau we're
going to 1s surrounded by them on all sides—this road 1s the only
way up for a car.’

‘A sort of 1sland 1n the air’, said Carol

‘Well, a peninsula anyhow.’

The plateau did not look at all like an 1sland 1n the air—at
least from the small hotel where they stayed. It was almost flat,
grassy and tree-dotted, tame as a park. Pleasant-looking bunga-
lows were sprinkled about the landscape and there was even a
golf-course

‘Many European families used to Iive here’, the hotel manager
explained to them. ‘It 1s very healthy—we are three thousand feet
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above sca level It is never too hot, 1n fact, in winter we burn log
fires and there 1s sometimes frost—just a little In the summer, the
Government of CP uscd to move up here for several months’

‘Quute a place, 1n fact’, Mr Woodstock chuckled when they were
alone again ‘No clectricity except in Government House and the
cinema, which make their own—no telephone eacept at the post-
office, no water taps, and no sanitation.’

‘And this was the summer capital of a Province ?” said Robert

“Yes. But to be fair we must remember 1t’s one of the poorest
and most backward of the provinces But if tlis was the summer
capital you can imagine what the recally remote villages must be
like.

There was time for a walk before dusk, so they set off to ex-
plore the bazaar, which consisted of three parallel streets, a tiny
square, and a few connecting lanes, covering a slope which rose
from a strcam There were several shops of Western style—one
bore the name, 1n Enghish, of ‘The Fancy Millinery’, but there was
certainly nothing in 1t which attracted Carol Most of the shops,
however, were open to the road, and 1n many of them the pro-
prictor dozed among his stock, or even on a rope bed or charpoy
set up for the purpose There scemed to be a great number of
dhurzis, or tailors, some pedalling with bare feet at Singer
machines There were several watch repairers, a cobbler, a Kash-
muri silk merchant, and a photographer Half the shops contained
little more than a few undersized coconuts and bananas, and bas-
kets full of various grains and meals

Traffic was confined to an occasional cychst, a home-going
stream of scraggy cows and goats, and an excited bunch of small
boys who came lurching out of a side lane on stilts

‘That would make a good shot for the film !’ Robert exclaimed

‘It’s an 1dea’, Mr Woodstock agreed with a smile ‘We’ll have
to note all the games Indian children play, and work 1 what we
can.’

‘I’ve seen hopscotch’, said Carol

‘And they play snobs’, added Robert ‘You know, Dad—
knuckle-bones ’

‘And look—the boys down there by the stream are kicking a
football! We’ll get quite a list before we finish °
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By this time the sky was turning half the colours of the rainbow
—the roofs of the bazaar stood out black against a glorious back-
cloth of pmnk and gold, turquoise and orange and, as they turned
back towards the hotel, they saw fantastically-shaped crags nising
along the western horizon

‘I think that’s Dhupgarh’, said Mr Woodstock, pointing out
one magnificent purple mountain. ‘If so, 1t’s the highest peak m
Central India.’

‘What’s that weird one to the left, Dad ? It’s so square it doesn’t
look natural’

‘That must be Chauragarh. It must give a good view over the
country Kipling describes 1n the Jungle Books. And the peak
between 1s Mahadeo, where the god of that name hives—it’s one
of the holiest mountains 1n the country’

‘T wish we could climb one’, said Carol wistfully

‘There’s no reason why we shouldn’t, later on’

Nor was there. The chimate proved ideal for walking, though
they found 1t convenient to hire bicycles 1n the bazaar to cover the
first few level miles with which most trips began One day they
climbed Dhupgarh, which was 4,429 feet, a little higher than Ben
Nevis but a much easier walk, since they started from a pomt
scarcely a thousand feet below. A more strenuous trip was the
ascent of Chauragarh, which involved cimbing down and then up
again over a very rough trail, finishing with hundreds of stone
steps It was a long day-trip. Mot1 went with them, and they took
a coolie to carry the picnic basket

“These steps were made for the pilgrims’, panted Mr Wood-
stock, mopping his brow. ‘There’s no other way up the mountain’

‘I can see there isn’t’, said Carol. ‘It’s sheer precipice all round.’

‘What beats me’, Robert called back over his shoulder, ‘i
why pilgnms want to come up here I thought Mahadeo was the
really holy mountain, where the god lived ?°

“Yes Butit’s so very holy, they won’t set foot on 1t They com¢
next-door, so to speak’

‘Well, here we are on the top, thank goodness!” Robert dis-
appeared from view. As the others clambered wearily up the last
of the steps, the boy's face re-appeared. ‘I say! Come and look
here!
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‘What 1s 1t now ?’

‘Great toasting-forks—mullions of them !’

‘Toasting-forks ?’ Carol looked at her father with a scared ex-
pression. ‘Do you think Robert’s got a touch of the sun ?” She was
both relieved and amazed to find, as she topped the final step, that
her brother was—in a sense—quite right.

The flat top of the mountain was littered with iron tridents
ranging from small ones which might conveniently have held a
muffin before the fire to great six-footers which Neptune would
have been proud to wield. There might not be millions, but there
were certainly many thousands It looked as though they had been
accumulating for ages For the first five minutes the discovery
quite blinded the chmbers to the view of wooded gorges and crags
that was laid at their feet on all sides

‘Gosh !’ said Robert, selecting a handy httle weapon about two
fect long ‘I'm having one of these’

‘You're certainly not’, said Mr Woodstock

‘Just for a souvenir, Dad ! They wouldn’t miss just one toasting-
fork—not a titchy one hike this’

‘See here, once for all > Mr Woodstock sounded unusually stern.
‘These tridents are religious offerings Anything connected with
religion 1s dynamite 1n this country. If we were seen carrying one
of these tridents back to the hotel . . well, I don’t know for sure
what would happen, but 1t might be very, very unpleasant for us’

‘Sorry, Dad I see Of course, we shouldn’t ike 1t if a Hindu
walked into one of our cathedrals and helped himself to a souvenir
off the altar’

‘No Hindu would do such a thing I'm afraid their manners 1n
religious matters are rather better than ours’

‘I wonder’, broke 1n Carol, ‘why the pilgrims bring tridents and
leave them here 7’

‘I fancy, my dear, that’s one of the things we ought to find out’
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A DRAGON—AND A PANTHER

IT was not long before they solved the mystery of the tridents

That evening there arrived 1n the hotel a shrunken little Scots-
man, with piercing blue eyes, frosty-grey hair, and a brown
wrinkled face like an old russet apple.

‘Maclntyre’s the name’, he told them after dinner. ‘Shipping’s
my line. Calcutta I've been comin’ up here every year for longer
than I care to remember’ His mouth crinkled into a smile ‘I
Iike this country When the rest o’ the British have quit India,
ye’ll still see Tam Maclntyre comin’ up here for his bit o’ holi-
day.’

When they told him of their day’s doings he laughed, his round
grey head on one side ike a bird’s ‘Toastin’-forks, eh ? And ye’ve
not heerd tell o’ the local dragon 7’

They sat down on the veranda, with iced lemonades or whisky-
and-sodas according to age, and the old Scot told them, between
puffs at his pipe, the legend of the Mahadeo Hills

Long ago the people of the plateau had been troubled by a
huge dragon. Like other dragons of legend this monster had been
particularly fond of eating beautiful young virgins—indeed, 1t had
come to the point when 1t refused all substitutes This was natur-
ally most distressing to the parents of the girls and to the young
men who would otherwise have marnied them

‘And what about the girls themselves 7 Carol nterjected -
dignantly.

Mr Maclntyre paused, glass in hand, solemn as a bishop ‘It
was no’ quite the future they’d looked for, erther’, he admutted,
as 1f the point had not occurred to him previously.

‘What happened

‘Well, people realized 1t couldna’ go on like that for ever—
there’d be no girls left—so they prayed extra hard to their god
That’s Mahadeo, who lives on the mountain yonder He’s more
often known under his other name o’ Siva, the Destroyer.’
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‘We saw statues of him at Ellora’, put in Robert. “The Kailasa
there 1s supposed to be a copy of his heavenly palace.’

‘Ah, wecl, they prayed to Mahadco, and at last he heard them.
“I'll soon put a stop to this™, says he, and he ups with his trident—
nonc of your wee toastin’-forhs but a ternible great onc. Then he
looks down at the dragon, cringin’ there like a scared pup, and
“What shall we do w1’ you?"" he says. Then he strikes the carth with
Ius trident, and the carth opens, and Mahadco pops in the dragon,
as calm as if he were postin’ a letter 1n a pillar-box  And to show
their gratitude the people go cvery year to the next-door mountain
and lcave httle tnidents, as they do to this day * He whipped round
and mect their laughter with a grave cxpression. ‘Ye don’t belicve
me ? Ye think I'm pullin’ your legs 7’

At this first encounter they did not quite hknow how to take him.
‘Oh, no’, protested Robert, ‘but 1t's only a lcgend, 1sn'’t 1t 7 You
don’t scriously cypect us——'

‘Not another word " Mr Maclntyre put down his empty glass
with a determunced air, ‘I'll show yc to-morrow mornin’—yc'll sce
for ye'selves’

They sct out on bicycles straight after breakfast A lcvel nide
of about three miles brought them to a turn 1n the road where
they could sce, through the trees in front, that the edge of the
platcau fell away into pale distances.

‘We'll push our machines across the grass’, said Mr Maclntyre
gnmly *Many years ago there was a young Englishman ridin’ his
cycle hame fra a latc party He forgot the bend 1n the road and he
came straight on’

‘Hadn’t he a lamp ?" ashed Robert ‘Surcly he'd have scen those
white rathngs 1n front 7’

‘The raillin’s were no’ there They were put up afterwards—
straight afterwards’, said the old Scotsman significantly

‘I'm not surprised’, Carol exclaimed, as they reached the rail-
mgs For a few moments all the colour went out of her face

They had scen some dizzy precipices since their arrival in the
hills but never had they come so suddenly to the very hip of such a
chasm. Even Robert held very tightly to the rail as he craned over

‘This 1s where Mahadco tapped the carth with his trident’, said
Mr Maclntyre dryly
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They were standing at the head of the chasm It stretched away
from them 1nto the distance, long, deep, and narrow, its two sides
formed of sheer chiffs tufted with vegetation, and 1ts floor hidden
beneath a tangle of wild mango and other trees From where they
stood 1t was a sheer drop of about three hundred feet.

‘Science calls it an interestin’ geological fault’, went on the old
Scotsman 1n the same dry tone, ‘but I havna’ tried explainin’ that
to the folk hereabouts They prefer the dragon story.’

They were sorry they could not see more of Mr Maclntyre,
but he went off most evenings and spent half the night waiting for
panthers which most inconsiderately failed to turn up This meant
that he slept through the morning and rose only 1n time to jomn
the Woodstocks over a pot of tea

One useful hint he gave them Central Provinces contained many
of the aboriginal tribes who had lLived 1n the country before the
Aryans came four thousand years ago He held them enthralled
with stories of these primitive people who still kept many of their
ancient ways of life in out-of-the-way corners of India He told
them of the Enghshman, Verrier Elwin, who had made his home
with them, even taking a wife from among them.

‘He’s written books about them, I’m thinkin’. What was that
one called now ? I have it—Leaves from the Jungle, that was 1t’

‘Does he live near here ?” asked Mr Woodstock quickly.

Mr Maclntyre shook his head ‘No. The other side o’ C.P.
Gonds he lives wr’. They’re Korkus hereabouts ’

“You mean there are some aboriginals here ?’

‘Och aye! There’s a whole village 0’ ’em oot at Ror1 Ghat—just
a walk, ye ken, fra the motor road to Dhupgarh. But ye’d best
no go visitin’ wi'oot ye get the Government permmt.” His eycs
twinkled ‘Government likes to protect ’em fra the wicked ways o’
the ootside world. Vulgar sightseers are no’ encouraged ’

‘I Iike that!’ said Carol indignantly

They got permission without much difficulty They had to go
to the Tahsil, a large bungalow-like building at the main cross-
roads, which was the centre of local government for the plateau
An armed policeman 1n blue and white came smartly to the salute
as they crossed the veranda
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The Naib Tahsildar welcomed them in perfect English and with
equally perfect courtesy. After their business was settled he showed
them the little court room where cases were tried and the Treasury
which acted as bank to the locahty

‘I am a little bit of cverything’, he explained with a laugh ‘I
am town clerk, magistrate, chief constable, food controller when
necessary—rather like Pooh Bah, the Lord High Everything in
your opera the Mikado!’

‘You must have to know a lot’, Carol ventured.

‘Oh, qualifications are necessary, of course I hold the degree
of M A and I am also a barrster-at-law But what one needs even
more 1s common sense and paticnce. And a sense of humour "

It was clear that the Naib Tahsildar possessed that, at least.
On their way home Mr Woodstock remarked.

‘To think he has to do all that—and be all that—for a miserable
two hundred rupees a month " Then, before either of them could
make the calculation in their heads, he added* ‘That’s rather less
than my sergeant major had for pocket-money when I was out
here 1n the war! And he had his uniform and rations and quarters
provided, and his family in England were getting their allowances
mto the bargain?’

‘Under four pounds a week’, said Robert

‘Yet he’s a millionaire compared with the policeman on the
veranda He'll get about forty rupees a month, all told, I should
think—just about one-fifth as much ’

‘They must live much more cheaply than we do’, Carol sug-
gested

Her father snorted ‘That’s how we’ve always liked to comfort
ourselves 1n the past I won’t say it’s all hooey, but 1t’s only true
to a certain extent They don’t live that much more cheaply, es-
pecially since the war put prices up No, the underpaid official 1s
Just another of the problems in India. That’s why there’s so much
brbery and corruption By all accounts this chap we’ve just seen
1s one of the very straight ones—but you can imagine the tempta-
tion when all sorts of black marketeers and other scallywags are
pushing bribes across your desk every day!’

It was not difficult to pick up the trail to Ror1 Ghat It branched
off from the motor road and, after running straight and level for
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a few hundred yards across the grass, plunged purposefully nto
a steep glen. It was a clean, sandy track, twisting and turning
through a world of green, rugged shagginess and soft blue
shadows.

There was no sign of life except for a few white butterflies and
an occasional bird Once they stopped at the sight of a crested
woodpecker, with a gay red plume like a dragoon’s But mostly the
jungle was Iifeless, as they had learnt by now to expect They no
longer had sneaking fears that a panther might be waiting round
the next corner they knew that the panthers, and the graceful
Sambur deer, and most of the other game, slept during the day and
came out at night The only wild animals they ever seemed to see
were the baboons, and the only danger to guard against was a
possible snake which might be trodden on amid dead leaves or
undergrowth

‘Carry a stick’, Mr Maclntyre advised them ‘Snakes hear better
than they see. They catch the vibration o’ the stick tappin’ the
ground, an’ they’re glad enough to go wrigghn’ awa’ An’ if they
don’t, weel, the stick comes 1n handy just the same’

So the Woodstocks trudged on, their sticks tapping on the
frequent boulders, though if there had been a snake lymng across
the path they would have seen 1t ten paces before they reached 1t

There was rather a switchback tendency about the path, but
the general direction was downhill Lower and lower they dropped
beneath the level of the plateau For a mile or two they were
hemmed 1n by steep hillsides and could see very little—just the
tall mango-trees, the densely-clustered bamboos, and once a grey
stream splashing down over grey rocks through a twilit wood
Then, after clattering down a dry, rocky defile, they suddenly came
out upon an open crest and gained a wider view

The wooded ranges rolled away ahead of them like the waves
of the sea, green at first, then blue and soft as wood smoke At
therr feet, scarcely a mile away, lay a bright green clearing of small
cultivated fields, with a straggle of huts 1n the middle

It was quite an exciting moment Standing on that crest and
looking down, Robert felt Iike an old-time explorer bursting upon
one of those lost worlds so popular in adventure stories But Rorn
Ghat was anything but Eldorado, as they quickly found.
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The inhabitants streamed out to meet them as they drew near.
The Korkus were swarthy, undersized people, dressed 1n soiled
rags that had once been white They spoke a dialect of Hindi
which Moti could not understand, so that the more involved
questions and answers had to pass through Moti1 and the coolie
who was carrying the picnic basket, Mot1 translating from English
to Hindustani, and the coolie turning that into the local speech.

The headman of the village answered all their questions with
great dignity He was the only man who could read and write, and
he was paid ten rupees a year for his services to the Government.
His house was shightly better than the others, which consisted of
sagging thatched roofs with bamboo screens for walls His door-
way was ornamented with crude carvings

‘Are they Hindus ?” Carol asked.

Mot: shrugged his shoulders rather contemptuously ‘They call
themselves so, mem-sahib * It was obvious that Mot1 with his pale
skin and dehcate features did not consider that he had much in
common with these unkempt aborigines

They walked slowly through the village There were about a
hundred and fifty people, said the headman—twenty-five families
Yes, they were very poor In the cold weather they had to keep
their fires going all might and huddle round them, because the
children had no clothes and could not sleep

‘I can believe that’, Robert muttered to his sister, indicating the
naked, pot-bellied toddlers who were peering round the doorway
of almost every hut The mothers did not seem to be on view
However inquisitive they might have been feeling, they stayed in
the background, pounding and grinding meal 1n the shadows

Rope beds, or charpoys, were brought out and placed in the
shade of a gnarled and ancient banyan-tree

‘This seems to be where we have lunch’, said Mr Woodstock
As they sat down, somewhat gingerly, on the flimsy bedsteads, the
whole of the male population squatted down 1n a semi-circle to
watch

‘I feel ike something out of the zoo’, Carol whispered as she un-
packed the basket A fire was soon going and they emptied their
water-bottles into the kettle They were taking no chances with
water from the village
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Over lunch they found out more about the life of the Korkus.
They owned about a hundred cattle and buffaloes between them,
and they grew crops in their small fields. When the crops were
good, they had a surplus to sell in the town then they had money
to buy kerosene o1il, cloth, and other necessaries. When the crops
failed they went out and worked for the Government on the roads.
They did a little hunting, but they had no guns now. They picked
up whatever food they could 1n the jungle—they made a kind of
flour, for 1nstance, by pounding the kernels of the wild mangoes

Unfortunately all these questions gave the headman and his
neighbours the mistaken 1dea that the Woodstocks were important
Government officials of some kind There was some excuse for the
error. Who but Government officials would visit Rori1 Ghat ? And
who but Government officials would ask so many questions ?
They had probably heard long ago in the bazaar that the sahibs
were leaving and returning to their own country, but what was
that rumour worth when they could see Mr Woodstock eating egg
sandwiches 1n the shadow of theirr own banyan-tree ?

Nothing that he could say would rid the Korkus of the notion
that the sahibs were highly important persons and that any com-
plamnt laid before them would be instantly put nght Thick and
fast came their petitions, tumbling from Motr’s lips 1n his shightly
singsong English

‘And, sahib, he say, will Government make a new road——"

‘And this man, sahib, he say Government doctor should come
here once 1n every month, but it 1s five months now since——

‘And, sahib, they say a panther has killed one of their cows, and
they have no gun now, so will Government——"

‘Here, wait a moment!” Mr Woodstock stemmed the flow.
‘Maclntyre Sahib might be able to help with the panther. Let’s
have all the details’

How they persuaded therr father they never quite knew. It was
really Mr Maclntyre who carried the day, snorting through his
gingery nostrls that there was no danger whatever 1n the world,
but that 1f they fidgeted or chattered they would find him, Tam
Maclntyre, far more ferocious than any spotted quadruped Even
when the time came, and they found themselves crouching on the
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tiny platform wedged half-way up a tree, they could hardly belicve
that 1t was rcal, and not a drcam,

To the old Scotsman 1t was just a plecasant routine If the pan-
ther came back to 1ts kill, he told them—and 1if, of course, he
bagged 1t-—t would be his thurty-ninth. ‘But they don’t always give
yc a chance’, he warned the children, ‘so ye'll no’ be blamin’ me
if ye have the lang walk back from Rort Ghat for nacthin’’

He had lus own favournite platform which a coolie carried on
every shooting trip It was just an old charpoy, adapted a little,
with catra cords to lash it sccurely in position, ten or twelve feet
above the ground Another similar bedstead was borrowed from
the villagers for Mr Woodstock and the children It was nigged up
in another tree, for Mr Maclntyre refused to be flustered by having
them too near

The half-caten carcass of the cow, by this time stinking to high
heaven, lay on the ground ncar the foot of his tree, twenty yards or
morc from the others but, as Carol remarked with a smiff, quite
near cnough

They climbed into position just as dusk was falling There was
not much room for three of them, but the criss-cross rope mattress,
sagging under their weight, was surprisingly comfortable, though
Robert complained thatif he sat on 1t all mght he would carry the
pattern for the rest of his Iife

‘I suppose a panther couldn’t jump as high as this 7 Carol in-
quired nervously.

‘Nay—but they're canny chimbers’, Mr Maclntyre assured her
from his own perch

‘He’s only pulling your leg’, Mr Woodstock whispered 1n her
car ‘If we get bitten by anything 1t’'ll be mosquitoes. Roll down
your shirt-sleeves, Robert, and both of you put some of this cream
on your hands and faces’

‘We'll stop the gossip now, 1if ye don’t mind, laddie’, said Mr
Maclntyre After that, nobody spoke

It would not be true to say that there was silence The jungle
noises scemed to swell like a radio background as they sat there
motionless Insects buzzed, leaves rustled  further off there were
frogs croakingin chorus, the sound rising and falling monotonously
for all the world Iike the heavy breathing of a drunken sleeper
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It was cold now, and dark The moon would not rise till late
The stars were 1cy-silver Robert tried to find the Plough, failed,
and looked for the Southern Cross The sky was so different from
the one he knew, but he made out Orion’s Belt.

Was that old panther ever coming ? It had seemed such fun—so
exciting—when they had persuaded Mr Maclntyre to bring them.
Now he was not so sure. The night would be long, and equally
long would be that trudge home to breakfast He wished the
Korkus lived on a motor road or ran a hotel

Carol’s fingers closed so suddenly on his wrist that he nearly
let out a cry of surprise He was about to tell her not to be a jumpy
little fool when he remembered what the Scotsman had said there
mustn’t be a squeak from any of them

Just like Carol to mistake some harmless rustle of the wind for
a panther, and start getting all——

His thought never finished 1n words A white, pencil-thin beam
of light spurted slantwise across the blackness There was a flash
and a bang that went echoing away among the rocky gorges The
charpoy rocked like a boat 1n rough water Carol screamed, her
father swore, and Robert left them suddenly amid a loud snap-
ping of branches

From somewhere unpleasantly near them came a mighty growl-
ing and snarling Then silence

‘Keep still, all o’ ye!” Mr Mclntyre called ‘I want to mak’ sure
I've finished the brute’

He switched on his torch—not the one he carried on the barrel
of his rifle, but a larger one which cast a more diffused light Close
beside the dead cow lay a fresh body, paws crooked and hanging
limp 1n death

‘Who’s that doon there ? barked the Scotsman. ‘What 1n the
name 0’ thunder d’ye think ye’re doin’ ?

‘It’s me, Mr Maclntyre > Robert spoke very meekly from some-
where on the fringe of the circle of ight ‘T—I fell off the bed—

Carol was so relieved she let out a most unsympathetic laugh.
“You mustn’t say that when you tell this story at home’, she sad,
when Mr Maclntyre had given them all permission to descend
‘People will think you dreamt the whole thing’

‘Not 1if ye show ’em the evidence, lassie’, said Mr Maclntyre, his
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genial old self now that he was satisficd all was well. He flashed
his torch over the panther so that they could admire the beautiful
lcopard-hike markings of the skhin ‘Have yc a room o’ ye own,
Carol, when ye're at hame ?

‘Why—ycs—'

‘And would ye fancy this fellow as a wee rug at ye bedside, 1f 1
got his skin cured for yc in Calcutta ?°

She hardly knew what to say *‘Oh, but really—I——’

‘It's yours, lassic After all’, said Mr Maclntyre modestly,
groping for lis pipe, “tis no’ the first I've shot—that’d be
different’
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Chapter 7

THE RICHEST MAN IN THE WORLD

HYDERABAD was the next place Mr Woodstock wanted to visit.

‘Hyderabad ” said Robert ‘I used to have some Hyderabad
stamps 1n my collection Now why should Hyderabad have
stamps of i1ts own ? Bombay doesn’t ’

‘Hyderabad was a separate state’. His father unfolded a map
of India which showed Hyderabad as a large yellow blotch The
whole country was a patchwork of blues and reds and other
colours ‘Of course, this map was printed before 1947’, he ex-
plained

“You can see that’, Carol agreed, ‘because 1t doesn’t show
Pakistan’

‘But it does show the States—or some of them. Many were
much too small to show. There were five hundred and sixty-two
altogether ! Some of them had only a few thousand people and you
could have walked across their territory after dinner, but they each
bad their own little princeling all the same’

‘But why on earth——7?" Robert demanded.

‘That’s old history now, and it doesn’t much matter, because the
States are going You see, they were never conquered When the
East India Company was gradually spreadmng its power over
India, many of these rajahs saw the red lLight. So they made
treaties with the British and became allies on condition that they
were left free to manage their own business inside their boun-
daries ’

‘And were they 7

‘Pretty well Many people say, far too much The British gave
them advice but they seldom interfered, unless the State got into
a terrible mess Curiously enough, the chief complaint of the
Indian people—both mside the States and out—was that the
British didn’t interfere enough’

‘Why ever was that 7

‘Well, I think some of the princes (not all) behaved abominably
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—they kept their peoples back and thought only of their own
comfort. They'd Kkeep up a sort of Arabian Nights magnificence,
or they'd go off and cnjoy themselves in London and Paris, while
their subjects might as well have been hiving 1n the Middle Ages’

‘Fine sort of rulers’, said Carol

‘Oh, they weren't all hke that.’

‘And did you say there weren't any of these States now ?
Robert inquired

‘That’s a problem that 1sn’t finally clecared up yet’

‘India’s all problems if you ask meV

His father snuled ‘I wish all India’s problems had gone as far
to solution as this has' When Brtain gave up her power to the
two new goyvernments, the question was what should happen to
the States ? Britain couldn’t give them to India or to Pakistan,
because they weren't hers to give to anybody They were old
allics, each with its own trcaty with the King-Emperor’

‘I should think thcy ought to do as they like’, said Carol.
‘Couldn’t they just stay as they were—independent 7

‘Not very well Not in the modern world They were far too
small and wcak And if they were to choose between India and
Palistan who was to choosc ? Usually the people of the state had
no votes and the prince governed just as he pleased ’

Robert pored over the map agamn. ‘The commonscnse thing
would be for each state to join the country which hes all round
it, 1t'd be silly if some bit of country about the size of a tennis-
court said 1t wanted to join Pakistan when 1t’s lying bang 1n the
middle of India And vice versa.

Mr Woodstock nodded *‘You'll be gratified to know they’ve
taken your advice, even before you gave 1t Generally speaking,
the States have jomned the new country to which they belong by
geography The problem of Hyderabad wasn’t so simple, but she
was finally joined to the Indian Union 1n 1949°

‘What was the difficulty ?” asked Carol

‘We must look for the reasons when we get there’

One reason was soon obvious, the size of Hyderabad State
To avoid a tircsome cross-country train journcy they had re-
turned to Bombay by the Calcutta express and then, after a night
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at the Guptas’, they had taken the Tata air liner which called at
Hyderabad City en route for Madras They had not been 1n the
air long when a fellow passenger, a young Mushm 1n western
clothes, pointed down at the hills unrolling beneath them and told
them that they were already over State territory.

‘It doesn’t look any different’, said Carol foolishly, staring
down

‘Why should 1t 7’ said her father ‘It’s all part of the same great
Deccan Plateau—we were on the northern edge of it in Central
Provinces And you’ve already been in Hyderabad State without
realizing 1t—when we went to Ellora and Ajanta’

‘It must be a big State’, said Robert

‘As big as England and Scotland together’, said the friendly
Muslim, ‘though there are not so many people. Seventeen or
eighteen mullion, I think Even so, that 1s more than in many
European nations’

‘Almost big enough to stand alone.’

‘Quite big enough’, retorted the Muslim °All that we needed
was an outlet to the sea—just a narrow corridor It would hurt
nobody——"

‘Why did you want to remain separate?” Mr Woodstock 1n-
quired cautiously

The Indian’s eyes flashed He began to speak very rapidly and
excitedly, so that they could catch only part of what he was saying
But they gathered that Hyderabad had been most progressive
Its people were better educated than those of the new republics,
they had efficient government, fine health services, and so on and
so forth . . They did not see the point of being swallowed up by
India, and having theirr high standards dragged down to the
average level

He was still holding forth when the ’plane circled and came
gracefully down on the airfield outside the capital This was an
overnight stop, so that all the passengers got out and drove off to
hotels, except those who, like the Muslim, Itved 1n the city A dark-
skinned Madras naval officer who had also been 1n the ’plane
tackled the Woodstocks at the first opportunity.

“You know of course why your friend was so anxious his State
should remain independent?’
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‘No’, Mr Woodstock answered, still cautious, though he had a
shrewd 1dea

‘He 1s a Mushm’, snorted the officer ‘If it were a question of
Hyderabad’s joining Pakistan he would argue quite the other way!
But Hyderabad could only join India It s surrounded on all sides
by India—no wonder he would have liked an outlet to the seal
The majonity of the population are Hindus’ He lowered his
voice and glanced round the hotel lounge. ‘If 1t were not that
Hyderabad has a Muslim prince and some faithful followers hike
your friend of this afternoon, Hyderabad would have thrown 1n its
lot with us 1n the first place, and not caused so much trouble’

Robert and Carol found these political arguments both tiresome
and confusing They were more nterested when the officer went on
to tell them about the man in whose capital they had just arrived.

His Exalted Highness the Nizam of Hyderabad, they learned,
was the richest man in the world He owned a tenth of all the land
m s territories, while another three-eighths belonged to his
nobles ‘Progress ?” hooted the Madrasi, forgetting to keep his
voice down ‘What 1s this but feudalism ?” He went on to tell them
of the Nizam'’s fabulous treasures—how his jewels alone had been
valued at £375,000,000 ‘Once’, he said, ‘the Nizam decided to
have his pearls graded according to size They brought them out,
sack after sack——'

‘Sacks 2’ echoed Carol unbelievingly

‘Sack after sack’, insisted the officer ‘They spread them on the
flat roof—they went on spréading them till the roof of every
building 1n the palace was covered as if with a carpet of pearls
It took them two or three days And when they had finished they
had to put them all back The Nizam realized that the grading
would be too long a job’

His tone was one of withering scorn Carol knew she was ex-
pected to disapprove She dared not speak the thought in her
mind—how she would have liked to see the pearls spread over the
flat roofs of the palace 1n a display that would have staggered even
Aladdin She was glad that Robert tactfully changed the subject
by asking the officer about the Indian Navy She liked the Madrasi
better when he was less mdignant and talking about the beloved
sloop 1n which he ssrved
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There was no doubt about 1t, Hyderabad was a fine city and
they enjoyed exploring 1t the next day The main streets were wide,
clean, and modern Smart policemen directed traffic which ranged
from lumbering bullock-carts to swift, sleek cars. New buildings
ghstened whitely 1n the sun, but frequent trees helped to break the
glare Nor was 1t too hot, for they were now well into October,
and as Hyderabad stood high on the plateau the air had quite a
bracing quality

In the morning they saw the Osmania University, founded 1n
1918, the first Indian university to teach entirely 1n Urdu

‘That’s the Muslim and Army name for Hindustanr’, Mr Wood-
stock explained. ‘It’s the nearest thing to a common language 1n
India—but even so there are millions and millions of people who
don’t understand 1t, especially 1n the South Hindus write 1t 1n one
alphabet from left to right, using a lot of Sanskrit words, and
Muslims use another alphabet from right to left, and bring 1n
more words from Persian and Arabic, so that complicates matters
still more’

‘I know,” burst in Robert quickly, “it’s “one of the problems of
India” P’

‘Well, 1t 1s’, his father agreed with a laugh

‘What language did the other umiversities use then ?” asked
Carol, a hittle puzzled

‘Oh, English. But here at Osmama, apparently, they have Urdu
for everything—and you can imagine what that means, because
they teach pretty well everything that’s taught in a western univer-
sity, engineering, medicine, the whole bag of tricks Just think of
the text-books they need | They have a State Bureau of Translations
to look after that side’

They saw other impressive public buildings, the High Court
with 1ts many domes and turrets, set back amid spacious green
lawns and feathery fountains, the State Library, the Falaknuma
Palace, which they were told was reckoned among the outstanding
examples of modern architecture in India, and the graceful minaret-
crowned arch of the Char Minar spannming the street, and dating
from 1549.

What struck them most of all was the Mecca Masjid Mosque,
which, an old man mformed them as they stood admiring it, would
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hold ten thousand of the faithful at prayer. But there was some-
thing clse which Carol, at least, felt she would remember

‘Whose palacc 1s that 7’ she had asked, pomnting to a fairy-like
structure with ghstenming white domes And they had found out
that 1t was no palace at all but the Sadar Shufa Khana Hospital.
It secemed that not all thc money in Hyderabad was spent on
pearls

After lunch the children voted for a visit to the Zoo They were
walking along there when a peculiar thing happened All of a sud-
den a police-whistlc shrilled 1n the distance Then the constable
on point-duty ncarby pulled out his own whistle and blew. The
signal was taken up right along the street

All traffic stopped The cars shd 1n to the kerb with a squeal of
brakes The bullock dnivers snatched at the tails of their animals,
twisting them until the onen swerved hurriedly to the side Cyclists
dismounted Even the passcrs-by stood still on the pavement

‘Whatever’s happening ?° cried Carol. When the police-whistles
had first shnlled out she had looked hastily round with a nervous
hope of sceing cither a runaway clephant or a smash-and-grab
raid. But cvery onc clsc looked so quict and calm she began to
wonder 1f 1t was a rchgious custom, and whether she ought to go
down on her knces and pray

A man with a bicycle noticed their puzzled looks and called
softly from where he was standing ‘His Exalted Highness will
drive by 1n 2 moment "

His Exalted Highness! It scemed too good to be true that
to-day, on their very first afternoon in Hyderabad, they were
going to see this prince of the million pearls What would he be
like ? Would he ride on a black Arab charger or an clephant with
gilded tusks ? Or, as lus capital was so modern, would he content
himself with the slinkiest of high-powered cars, and outriders on
motor cycles ?

The long street lay empty 1n the afternoon sun. Then the rather
undignified chugging of an old Ford broke the hush and a shabby
vehicle swept into view ‘I say’, Robert chuckled, ‘he’ll get 1t 1n
the neck, whoever he 1s Why doesn’t the policeman halt him ?
Well—what do you know 7’
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Instead of halting the car the policeman had saluted smartly
The Ford went by The children glanced to see who had dared to
break the silence before the Nizam’s approach They saw an old
gentleman, with a moustache, spectacles, and a shabby fez, sitting
1n the back, and clasping a walking-stick.

Therr surprise was doubled when all the motorists started up
their cars again and the whole street came to life as though a spell
had been broken.

Mr Woodstock laughed at their faces ‘That would appear to
have been His Exalted Highness ’

Carol felt flat and cheated. She had expected a fairy prince and
she had seen an old gentleman 1n spectacles There had been no
elephants and no Arab steeds, not the flash of a single scimitar

But the truth, as they quickly found out, was quite fascinating
in 1tself The richest man 1n the world cared nothing for all his
jewels He hated parades and had never used the State elephants
since his coronation over forty years before He had shut up his
palace long ago, and now lived simply 1n the suburbs 1n an ordin-
ary house which stood 1n a shady compound with several others
which were used by his staff and officials

Every morning he was up at dawn, working hard at State
papers before the clerks came on duty Then he would confer with
his ounisters as he sat on his veranda His mind was as sharp as a
needle He knew everything that was going on, whether 1t was a
question of high politics or a love-affair at court.

Each afternoon he drove out in that same old Ford (though he
had a better car for ceremonial occasions) and always he took the
same drive—to the tomb of his dead mother and the palace which
had been shut up ever since she died. He had loved his mother so
much that her death had almost driven him out of his mind

Carol began to hike the Nizam more and more, and to forgive
him for not being handsome and picturesque She wanted to know
how he spent the rest of his day.

Everyone seemed to agree that he was the hardest-working man
in the government service But 1t was admitted that even he re-
laxed occasionally His hobby was writing poetry, and 1t was quite
good poetry He also conducted a regular newspaper column, and
was at endless pains to educate his subjects Once he had devoted
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a wholc article to explamming the Enghish word ‘honeymoon’. Carol
decaided that perhaps he was not so unromantic after all
Robert said he felt that if any State deserved to keep its inde-
pendence Hyderabad was the one In spite of those sacks of pearls
the Nizam sounded a thoroughly unselfish, progressive ruler.
‘But he won’t hive for ever’, their father reminded them ‘Would
future Nizams have been as good ?”’
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THE COAST OF COROMANDEL

‘WHAT a lovely name!’ Carol had exclaimed when first seemng 1t
on the map. ‘The coast of Coromandel—it ought to be the title of
a song It’s much more musical than the west coast, Malabar’

Thanks to the air liner which they had caught on the morning
after their day in Hyderabad, they were now by the sea agan, but
this time on the eastern side of India, looking out across long
white lines of surf to the open Bay of Bengal The flight had not
taken long They had then driven straight to the Connemara, a
rather grand hotel built 1n massive modern style, and after lunch,
a wash, and a quick change, they had strolled out eager to see
Madras.

It was hard at first to realize that it was a much smaller city
than Bombay, roughly half its size in population. With nearly
one and a half million people, Madras was not very much larger
than the city of Hyderabad and its surrounding area But whereas
most of the interesting part of Bombay had been squeezed mto
the original 1sland, Madras was laid out more spaciously A
wide road and promenade called the Marina ran along the sea
front, with trees and grass and flower-beds separating 1t from the
sandy beach, rather like one of the more sheltered seaside resorts
at home Madras, however, looked far from sheltered The coast
was straight and open, with no suggestion of a bay

‘In the old days before there were any harbour facilities’, Mr
Woodstock explained, ‘ships had to lie right out there 1n the roads,
beyond where you see the surf breaking People had to come
ashore 1n native boats—catamarans, they call them Look, that’s
a catamaran ’

He pointed to a small craft which some dusky fishermen were
paddling shorewards with considerable skill As it came closer they
saw that 1t was more like a raft than a boat, being little more than
three logs fastened together

64



o Ry
& g Preg
- ll"r._a\

P =
NN e
S — NN — RN s i XA

——— ks e~ —

By courtesy of the High Commissioner for India

ABOVE A tea-garden in the Bengal foothlls, with the Himalayan snows forty or

Jifts milesanay BELOW The Woodstocks saw manv people bathing in the Hooghly
river, part of the holv Ganges. near the ereat Willinedon Bridee at Calcit tta



. Vo e -
Darjeeling bazaar was full of colour and life, with Tibetans and other wild-looking
hillmen exchanging their varied wares—curved swords and carved woodwork, em-
broidered shawls and hammered metal, golden oranges, and unromantic vegetables




THE COAST OF COROMANDEL

‘It looks fun " said Robert.

‘Inabathing-suit maybe,’ his sister agreed, ‘butI wouldn’t ke to
arrive 1n Madras that way, with all my luggage’

‘They get cyclones on this coast’, said their father ‘Then any
ships lying out 1n the roads have to weigh anchor and put out to
sea, or they’d be driven ashore’

‘It scems a funny place to have a big port’

“Yes, but the East India Company couldn’t pick and choose
when they first arrived They had to ship into any odd corner
where the Indians would let them—f the Portuguese or the French
hadn’t slipped 1n before them’

Memones of history lessons came drifting back to Robert ‘Of
course,” he murmured, ‘Clive, and—and all that’

“Yes, Madras was where Clive started 1 eapect we shall learn
plenty of lustory before we leave’

The Marina scemed to stretch ahead for ever. They found 1t
would be quite impossible to walk from one end of the city to the
other, because Madras had spread itself for about eight miles
along the coast

‘A town for taais’, Carol suggested hopefully.

‘Up to a point, yes,” her father agreed warily, with an eye to his
expense account, ‘though of course we can eapect the historic part
of the city to be concentrated pretty well round Fort St George
But I think we had plenty of sightsceing yesterday, and we’ve
earned a break Let’s find a swimming-pool—

‘Oh, good?

‘And then tea, and perhaps to-night a cinema’

‘I suppose there 1sn’t a theatre ?” she inquired wistfully In spite
of Mr Woodstock’s profession, her own great enthusiasm would
always be the stage

‘I'm afraid not India hasn’t yet developed a theatre like ours.
She was starting to when the cinema came 1n, and put things back
There are plays, of course, but they’re at fairs and festivals, 1n the
open air’

‘Let’s find that swimming-pool’, Robert pleaded urgently. ‘My
shirt’s sticking to my back.’

The next morning they drove to the far end of the Marina and
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visited the Reman Catholic cathedral at San Thomé which, they
learned, had been founded by the Portuguese, only six years after
Vasco da Gama had rounded the Cape and made the first landing
in India He found a Christian community already there, certaimnly
a thousand years old and claiming to have been founded by
St Thomas the Apostle even earlier The guide opened a trap-
door 1n the floor of one httle chapel and showed the children
a grave which, he said, was believed to be that of the Apostle
himself.

‘Rather thrilling’, said Carol softly, looking down ‘I hope it’s
true’

As they were leaving they met an elderly priest wearing a sun-
helmet and ankle-length habit, 1n which (thought the children) he
must be almost stified He was Portuguese, but spoke a lhttle
English, and he told them with gentle pride that there were more
Indian Chrstians in the Madras Presidency than in the rest of
India put together '

‘There were seven milhions altogether’, he said, adding with a
smile, ‘I cannot tell you how many of those are now in Pakistan, -
but not so many, of course, since there are over three millions 1n ¢
the Madras Presidency alone.’

‘What’s the Madras Presidency ? Carol asked her father He
explained that it meant the province of which Madras was the
capital city One spoke also of the Bombay Presidency, but the
other main divisions of the country were called Provinces.

As they drove to Fort St George Mr Woodstock remarked

‘Funny, you know—one doesn’t think of there being so many
Indian Christians Yet they must rank third among the religions—
well ahead of the Sikhs, and far ahead of the Parsees and Jains and
Buddhists ’

‘But they’re not all Roman Catholics ?” asked Carol

‘Oh, no The Church of England has been very active and s0
have the other churches One of the greatest of all missionaries
was Willlam Carey, the Baptist Now all these other Indian
Christians—that 1s, all but the Roman Catholics—have just umted
to form one big Church of India.’

Inside Fort St George they felt they were standing on particu-
larly historic ground The Fort was founded by the East India
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Company 1n 1640, twenty-five years before the first British settle-
ment at Bombay, and fifty ycars before Calcutta was founded

‘Then 1t was the very first spot where the English landed 7
queried Carol

Her father frowned at his guide-book, holding it 1n the shade of
a wall for more convenient reading ‘Apparently not It says here
that the Mogul—that was the Indian emperor of those days, you
know—granted them a concession at Surat, on the west coast,
and they sct up their first factory in 1613°

‘Factory 7" Robert echoed ‘What did they make 7’

‘Nothing—except money! said Mr Woodstack with a laugh
‘A “factory” in thosc days was a warehouse They traded English
cloth and suchlike for spices and silk and muslins That’s all the
Company was concerned with 1n the early days They weren’t
interested 1n conquering India or converting the people to
Christiamity ’

‘They just wanted to make money 7

‘It might sound better if we said, “their motives were purely
commercial”,” his father suggested, ‘but 1t comes to the same
thing They kept to that line for well over a hundred years. And
the change 1n policy really came at this very spot, when a young
clerk came out from England—they called them *“‘wniters”--——"

‘Chive” said Robert quickly He had always taken a special
interest 1n Clive, first because he had the same Christian name and
afterwards because the man’s adventurous life appealed to his
1magination

Now, as his father read out one or two facts and dates from the
guide-book, Robert began to remember what he had learnt be-
fore In his mind’s eye he pictured the Fort as 1t had been 1n 1743,
when the sulky, unruly son of a country lawyer had been shipped
out to Madras to a clerking job he hated He imagined the heat
and discomfort of an age when there were no electric fans and no
refrigerators, when Europeans sweated 1n the formal clothes of the
eighteenth century, and when fever was taken as a matter of course
by people who had yet to discover the secret of the malanal
mosquito. Robert looked out to sea, across the ragged lines of
surf, to the Ellerman’s liner steaming southwards to Ceylon with
an effort of the imagination he wiped the modern vessel from the
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‘Why don’t you speak to her 7 Robert suggested

‘Oh., I don’t know ', Carol was tecmpted She had not really
spoken to a grl of her own age since landing 1n India Though
there were men and boys everywhere, the women often remainedin
the background.

‘Go on’, Robert encouraged her ‘I dare you'’

‘We'll drop back’, said hus father, laving a hand on lis arm
‘Many Indian girls, espocially those outside the big cities, arce ter-
nibly sy Though this gurl looks rather westernized with her high
hecels, and being out by herself, stll, you never know.’

Robert and his father became engrossed in the study of a Latin
mnscription wlhich neither of them could translate. After a few
moments there was a discreet tap-tap of small feet walking on
tiptoe, and Carol came back smihing, followed by the girl

‘This 1s my father, and my brother Robert’, she smd ‘And this
18 Veera—I'm ternibly sorry’, she added, turning with an apologe-
tic look, ‘I just can’t get hold of your surname’

‘Never mind’, said Veera She spoke Enghish 1n a soft cultured
voice, and when she did so revealed tecth which (as Robert re-
marked afterwards) would have captured the world market 1n
toothpaste for any advertiser able to enlist her help

‘Veera goes to school necar here’, Carol continucd ‘It sounds
very much hike our schools at home in some ways’

Veera looked pleased ‘We are very proud of our schools 1n
Madras Presidency’, she said *As you know, many Indian girls
get no education at all, but in Madras we have more going to
school than in any other part of the country’

“Your English 1s marvellous', Robert complimented her shyly
‘I wish I could talk to you half as fluently in Hindustant”’

Veera smiled ‘If you did, I should hardly understand you’

‘But—surely—I mean——'

‘Hindustani isn’t the language in Madras—or 1n South India at
all really’

Robert stared, then looked rather relicved ‘That accounts for
1t then Of course they all know Enghish at the hotel, but I spoke
to a man in a shop this morning—in Hindustam—and we didn’t
secem to get on very well. I thought it was my bad Hindustani
What do people talk here 2
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‘Tamil and Telugu mostly. And some speak Malavelam, over
on the Melebar coast.”

‘How compliczted™

‘That is why so many know Enghsh, even thoss who hzve no
rezl educeuion. And why we are not so pleased when the Goverz-
mant wenis to replace 1t with Hindustani es the official languagz’”

Theey moved out of the old church into the sunshine of ths Forw
Veere said her father was somewhere outside—he was an enginesr
and did nnot share her interest in ancient moaumeats Asshe spoke.
2 t2ll man come welking towards them and was at once introduced.

Mt Venkataremni wes & hydro-eleciticel enginesr and vy
much in leve with kis work. His English was tingad with 2o
American intonzton. for he had studied in the United Siates azd
had returned home fired with the idea of creating even bigge: cnc
better dams than thess he had s2en in the Tennesses Vealley. Soez
he was telling them of what had already baen done in Madres aad
lamenting bacause they were not planning to visit the great Metiur
Dam.

‘But see here, Mr Woodsteck! This is much more importaat to
vour f£ilm than a lot of byvgone historical relics. Wezter and elec-
tricitv—they're the two most imporiant things for the future of
India. Weter to Irtigaie our farms, eleciricity to rua our factomas
and make us a great industrial comnoryv——

‘Well . . " Mr Woodstock wavered. He knew that a reclly big
dam. with torreats of white water huriling down the spillwe}.
would phetograph effectvely, especizlly if he followed it wiih
quick shets of humming looms and swaying grain.

isten!” commeanded Veera's fzther excitedly. ‘In water-power
Indiz is the third nichest country in the world. Canzadza has forty-
thres million horse-power. the Umited States thirty-five milhiea.
India and Palistcn berween them have twenty-seven. But do we
us2 it ? No, sir. Wheress the Americens use & third of ail that
power in their rivers whereas the Germans use haif of theirs and
the Swiss th-ee-guariers we in this country have developed oaly
one-fieih. One-fifueth. sir! I Icok around me I see smeily oil
lamps where therz could be electric light. I see rags and poverty
where there could be cheaply manufactured comfort. I see my
countrymen toiling and swearing at &1l kinds of heavy work thata
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machine could do better, risking their lives 1n nunes to dig coal for
which we could largely substitute electric power 1f we harnessed
our nivers—can you wonder, sir, if I think that India needs en-
gineers as urgently as she needs teachers and doctors ?

‘Not at all, Mr—er—Mr——" said Mr Woodstock ‘I see what
you mean. And you think I could take the Mettur Dam as a fair
sample ?” Already, 1n his own mind, he was converted to the idea
It would make a good sequence first, some shots of parched
fields and toiling labourers, fading into a long panorama shot of
a vast reservoir, changing in turn to a mighty dam, the rush of
waters and the turbines, leading on to ghmpses of up-to-date
factories and electric trains

Mr Venkataramm hesitated. ‘I must be fair’, he said slowly ‘We
are naturally very proud of our work in Madras Ours 1s one of
the five great electrical grid systems But you will have so much to
wnclude 1n your film, you will have time for only the best example
of each At present our great power-station on the Cauvery River
18 only the second largest in India Bombay has the biggest. And
if you want to show irrigation, you should film the huge Lloyd
Dam at Sukkur on the Indus—that, of course, 1s 1n Pakistan’

‘Yes, I've a note of that Well, I'll see how things work out
Very likely when I’'m back in Madras with the camera unit I'll
take a look at the Cauvery Ruver all the same We might work 1t in
No sense 1n giving children abroad the 1dea that India has only
one of everything’

Mr Venkataramni looked delighted He quickly gave Mr Wood-
stock the names of the officials who would be useful to approach
if he decided to do any filming Carol, meantime, was asking
Veera what she was going to do when she grew up

‘How nice to be asked that, for a change!” exclaimed the Indian
girl gratefully

‘Why “for a change” ?

‘Oh, people here are not yet used to the idea of girls having
careers They think of nothing but marriage’

h‘Well, you’ll want to get married as well, won’t you ? I know I
shall.’

‘Why, yes, but not too soon Of course it 1s easier for our famuly,
bemng Christians, we are not expected to get married 1n such a
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hurry. But many of my friends are Hindus, and they seem to be
engaged as mere children, and married as soon as the law allows
them’

‘How silly! I mean, most girls want to get married, but they
want to be free first and have some fun, don’t they ?

Veera nodded. ‘But here 1n India not many people worry about
fun and freedom for girls—in fact most of them are shocked at the
1dea Parents Iike to get their daughters safely and respectably
married, and the husbands like brides who are pretty and young
and easy to manage’

Robert was thinking to himself that Veera herself was both
pretty and young, but he could not imagine that she would ever be
easy to manage

‘In the old days’, went on the Madrasi girl, ‘children were
married even younger—a bnide of nine years old was not at all
uncommon Of course, 1t was all arranged by the parents No one
consulted her.’

‘How awful! It shouldn’t be allowed " cried Carol mndignantly

‘It 1sn’t now—officially The Government passed a law some
years ago, called the Sarda Act, and a girl can’t be marned till she
1s fourteen. But the law 1s often broken, because so many of our
people care more for their old customs than they do for the new
regulations.’

‘What happens 7’

‘It’s too late to do much The bridegroom can be fined, but it is
usually well-to-do people who do this kind of thing, and they pay
up with a smile—they just reckon the fine as part of the wedding
expenses. And very often the police don’t hear of the case Prob-
ably both families concerned and all the guests approve of the
affair, and they combine together to hush 1t up.’

Carol was anxious to know what career Veera itended to take
up Veera confessed that she wanted to be a journalist But first
she hoped to go to the University It was one of the three oldest 1n
the country, having been founded at the same time as Bombay and
Calcutta in the year 1858.

Veera had some amusing stories to tell of school and college
Iife ;n India Students worried terribly about passing therr examin-
ations because 1t was almost a matter of life and death to them It
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was not unknown for candidates to bribe cleverer people to sit for
the examination under their name, and sometimes, when a large
number of boys and girls failed in the School Certificate, they
would go on strike and hold demonstrations to make the exam-
ners revise the marks

‘But you mustn’t laugh at us’, said Veera loyally. ‘We are very
proud of the standards we rcach, and when our students go out in-
to the world they can hold their own with anybody > Madras had
produced great men like Sir C V. Raman, who had received the
Nobel Prize for physics, Sir Radha Krishnan the philosopher, and
S. Ramanujan the mathematician, and many others, only less
famous.

They were sorry to part from Veera and her father as they came
out of Fort St George Robert turned his head and took a long
look backward at the place which was so filled with memories of
Chwve. ‘In 1756’, said the gmde-book, ‘the Madras settlement was
stirred by the news of the Black Hole of Calcutta, and Chive set out
for the scene of the tragedy .. °’

Calcutta, Robert realized, was the neat objective 1n their own
journey.
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Chapter 9

ADVENTURE IN CALCUTTA

MR MACINTYRE’S blue eyes twinkled when he greeted them at the
Howrah terminus ‘Welcome to Calcutta ! he said as they grasped
hands After traveling on, day after day, continually making new
friends and parting from them, it was very pleasant to meet a
famihiar face again When they had parted at Pachmarhi the old
Scotsman had 1nsisted that they should stay with him when they
came on to Calcutta.

It was wonderful, too, to have Mot1 always appearing at the
right moment to take charge of the luggage Carol had long since
come to the conclusion that the genu in the Arabian Nights were
slow and 1nefficient compared with Mot: Lal With him there was
no need to rub rings or lamps He was there before they had time
to think In this case he had already secured coolies, who stood
waiting with the Woodstocks’ luggage delicately balanced on their
heads Mot: salaamed, asked the address of Mr Maclntyre’s flat,
and promptly vanished with his party The Woodstocks were able
to walk off chattering to their friend, empty-handed and without
any tiresome fumbling with coats and suitcases, as there would
have been at home

Mr Maclntyre’s car was waiting outsitde They drove out of the
statton and at once began to cross a seemingly endless bridge
“This 1s the Howrah Bridge’, he told them over his shoulder ‘It’s
one of the sights o’ Calcutta ’ Robert thought it was one of the
ugly sights, 1n that case, though 1t was hard to judge a bridge when
you were driving over it. But afterwards, when he had a chance to
study 1t from the riverside, he saw no reason to alter his opinion.
It might be a great engineering work, spanning so wide a river, but
no one who had seen photographs of modern bridges like Sydney
Harbour could see any beauty here There was no flow 1n its lines

‘Is this the Ganges we’re crossing ? he mquired

‘Aye, a part o’ 1t—only we ca’ it the Hooghly It’s a mule wide
here’
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It was not surprising that it took them several minutes to cross,
for there was a good deal of traffic, some very slow-moving
On the far bank Mr Maclntyre pulled up so that they could have
a view of the water Near the bank 1t was crowded with hundreds
of bathers, some slapping and wringing out their loin-cloths,
others wading and swimming out tll they were merc black dots 1n
the grey water Far out in nudstrcam great liners were slowly
moving up and down, and cvery kind of other craft—tugs and
tramp-stcamers, launches and barges and local boats of various
patterns—was scattered over the wide cxpanse between the two
shores Looking at them, and at the wharves and warchouses and
factory clumneys along those banks, the children had no diffi-
culty in behieving Mr Maclntyre's claim that Calcutta, with its
population of over two and a half milhon, was onc of the
biggest ports in the world

‘Och, there's a fine lot o' stuff shipped oot o’ here’, he said
proudly ‘What wi' the rice an’ the tea—coal, too, an’ jute——'

‘What 15 jute exactly ”* asked Carol

‘It’s a fibre, my dear—comes fra’ a plant in Bengal It's woven
into a’ manner o’ things—sachin’ an’ stage wigs, mats an’ carpets
for those who canna get panther shins——'

*Oh, my lovely panther shin! Is 1t back yet 7

‘Nay, 1t's no back yet fra the firm that cures ’em for me But
dinna fash yescl’, I'll ha® 1t sent in due time”’

‘I can scc a sequence’, Robert told lus father as they drove on
again ‘We're going to a tca plantation, aren’t we 7

‘Yes Neat stop after Caleutta’

‘Well, then, after showing that, and some of the other things
Mr MaclIntyre mentioned, why not hink them 1n a quick sertes of
shots—people picking tea, those coolies on the wharf there, load-
g the tea-chests—and then cut into a view of the river with all
the ships going up and down ”*

‘It’s an 1dea’, hus father admitted cautiously, pleased at the way
Robert was growing to think 1 terms of the cinema

They drove along a straight, rather dull thoroughfare parallel
with the river It was strange to sec, 1n this vast city of cranes and
factory chimneys and clanging trams, the mild-eyed hump-backed
cows lurching across the pavements and thrusting their fawn
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muzzles 1nto the baskets of fruit and vegetables set out for sale.
There were goats, too, with their kids, and clumsy water-buffalocs,
all mixed up with the traffic Though by now the children knew
something of the Hindu attitude to animals, and especially to the
sacred cow, they had never yet been in a place where the beasts
were allowed to do quite so much as they liked

‘Fort Willlam’, grunted Mr Maclntyre, as a long rampart
stretched along the left side of the road.

‘Is that where the Black Hole was ?” Robert said eagerly

‘If there was a Black Hole, laddie Some modern historians dis-
pute it, and maybe 1t’s best forgotten noo.’

‘It’s about the only thing I ever learned about Indian history’,
Carol complained ‘That and the Mutiny ’

‘I ken 1t weel, my dear That’s been one o’ the troubles between
the British an’ the Indians We want to mak’ a fresh start an’ be
friends fra noo on’

Robert said nothing As they drove on, the Fort on their left
and the Hooghly on their right, he imagined the place as 1t must
have been in Clive’s day, with men 1n red coats and powdered harr,
with roaring cannon and howling besiegers Mr Maclntyre spoilt
his dream by saying that Fort Willlam had been newly built by
Clive on the site of the earlier one which had surrendered to
Suraj-ud-Dowlah, the nineteen-year-old Nabob of Bengal, and
that 1t had never fired a shot against an enemy from that day until
1942 when the Japanese flew over Calcutta.

“Ye'll no see a deal o’ historic buildin’s 1n the city’, he warned
them. ‘Calcutta’s a busimess town A man named Job Charnock
started 1t—i1t was only jungly swamp w1’ two or three villages on 1t
before him.’

‘Like the Iittle 1sland that became Bombay 7’ asked Carol

‘Och aye Company towns, both o’ em Madras too. For the
real Indian cities ye mun go to Agra an’ Old Delh1 That’s where
ye’ll see the forts an’ palaces Calcutta has 1ts wee bits o’ history,
but they’re no’ always so obvious’ They turned away from the
niver and ran between broad stretches of grass park ‘See yon road,
for instance ?” he went on ‘Lower Circular Road, we ca’ it noo,
an’ ye'd say 1t was naught but a modern one Yet it’s really the old
Mabhratta Ditch—Ulike a moat, ye ken, that was dug against the
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y

wild Mahratta horscmen 1n days past. It’s been filled 1n, o
coursc’

They swung to the right over a bridge, catching a brief ghimpse
of a narrow strcam between steep banks, which he said was
Tolly's Nala, and passed the entrance gates of the Zoo ‘Thus 1s
Alipore,” he told them with a dry chuckle, ‘where a’ the best
people ha' Ined fra Warren Hastings to Tam Maclntyre’

Alipore was a pleasant suburb, with large houses standing 1n
walled gardens. After half a mile he tooted his horn and swung
the car carcfully mto an cntrance drive A waiting servant rushed
out of the porch

Mr Maclntyre occupied the whole of the first floor as his flat
When Carol reached her room she found a clean frock laid out,
bath-water runming, and Mot draping the mosquito-net over her
bed

It was a spacious flat, lofty, with open doorways lecading from
onc room to another, and a long shady balcony looking down
upon the garden It was far too big for him, Mr Maclntyrc ad-
mitted, butit wasless than a year since his wife had died and he had
not yet faced the problems of a move ‘When I was young, mind,
I’d ha’ shared wi® two or three o’ the ither young fellows—what
we ca’ a “chummery” out East—but I'm too old noo, an’ set ¥’
my ways’ It was neither so modern nor so magnificent as the
Guptas’ home 1n Bombay, but after so many nmights in hotels and
rallway compartments 1t was just the free and casy kind of place
which suited them Mr Maclntyre's bearer was a solemn little
man from the next province of Bihar He wore a black skull-cap
and reminded Carol of onc of the Seven Dwarfs Mr Maclntyre
also employed a cook and a cook’s boy, a sweeper, and two malis,
or gardeners

‘It sounds an awfu’ lot’, he said, ‘but ye canna manage wr’ less,
for no mon will doo anither’s work An’ there’s no lack o’ labour
—it’s the only thing that’s plentiful 1 Calcutta’

They did not go out again that evening, being tired by the
long journey from Madras Carol explored the bookcase, which
was well stocked with modern books, many of them published
in India by big British and American firms cstablished 1n the
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country. Robert rummaged among the gramophone records and
was similarly surprised to find a number of up-to-date His Master's
Voice recordings, which, Mr Maclntyre explained, were manu-
factured at Dum-Dum, not far from Calcutta So, what with
music and book-browsing, and Mr Maclntyre’s stories of nearly
forty years 1n India, and the delicious long drinks with floating
cubes of ice which the soft-footed bearer kept placing at therr
elbows, the evening passed very pleasantly indeed

In the morning Mr Woodstock had business to do in connection
with the tour Mr Maclntyre said he must put 1n a morning at his
office, so Robert suggested that he and Carol should look round
the city by themselves Their father hesitated, glancing across the
table at their host

‘I suppose there’d be no harm 1n their going to the Zoo—it’s
not far from here——’

‘Oh, we’re sick of Zoos for a bit, Dad There seems to be a Zoo
mn every Indian city’

‘Ye find ’em tame after a’ ye panther shoots 2 Mr Maclntyre
suggested dryly, smiling with his eyes but not his hps

‘Well, I'm not going to let you wander at large 1n a place like
Calcutta’, said therr father firmly.

‘Oh, have a heart, Dad! We’re not kids’

“You don’t know your way about > Mr Woodstock’s long jaw
looked very determined He had memories of Calcutta mn times of
riot, when the scum which exists 1n every large population had
risen to the top and taken control of the streets He had seen
trouble flare up 1n a moment He remembered looted shops, burn-
g post offices, and bodies lying across the pavement

‘We’ve a street-map’, said Carol, supporting Robert.

“They’d be a’ right 1f they kept to the mamn streets’, the old
Scotsman pleaded for them ‘I could drop ’em 1’ Chowringhee as
I drive to the office—that’s the mam shoppin’ street, Carol. Ye
could stroll along there, takin’ ye time, an’ meet ye father an’ me
for tiffin at the Great Eastern Hotel It’s marked on yon street-
plan’

‘I don’t mind therr doing that’, agreed Mr Woodstock, glancing
at his watch and leaping up from the table. ‘But 1t’s to be clearl){
understood that there’s no turning aside to explore back-alleys
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As this was just what Robest had been hoping to do, he looked
rather sulky 1 think vou're ticating us hike a pair of babices’, he
grumbled

T ean’t «top toarpue. Will vou pronnse only to walk straight up
Chownnghee and on to the hotel

Tdontccewhy -

Al npht, sod hus father curthy from the doorway C“If that
doesn't st vou voull have to <y here tll half-past taelve
Then ad M Madntsre's bearer to el vou a tav, and dnive
strught to the Grest Fadtern Understand 7' Robert grunted
somctlung dicrespectful and Mr Woeoddodd, bang alrcady late
for s appomtment, rushed out of the fin

‘We nught as well stany here and ploy the gramophone’, Robert
growled to s ader *Who wants to trul up 2 mam street with
ordinany <hope Bl e the encs at hame 7

Carol murmured svmypathetic v, She felt that they had both
behaved ke medels of obediencd throuphout the tour <o far, and
the <tram of <o much vrtue wais bermmng to tell The romantic
side of her wantad to po wandermy throurh the prcturesque back-
streets and ba.anrs, and, s 1 garl, <he stehed to po barpamn-hunting
at out-of-the wav «tilis and <hops “Thear journey had already
tahen them across Indny, and, thoueh much sull lay ahead, they
could not forget that very soon now they would be turming therr
faces homeward Carol was concaous that <o far she had not
bought a thing, either for hicr «choo! friends or for herself

Mr MacIntvre departed The flat, shadowy with its bhinds drawn
agamst the sun, prew slent aaeept for the persistent flick of the
clectric funs hunp from the caling and the monotonous nasal song
of somcone mn the Fitchen By ten o'clock they were bored to dis-
traction

‘I'm not standing this’, «aid Robert jumping out of his chair
suddenly *I'm not a4 child and I'm not going to be treated hike one
I'm going out Comng ™

Caro} hesitated *‘Dad said—"

‘I don’t care what Dad said! I didn’t pronuse anything, and
neither did you What can possibly happen to us? I've a street-map
—and we can always take a taxi He's told us to take one from here
to the hotel, anyhow What's the diflerence if we Ve a W alk first?”
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‘All right. Just wait while I change my shoes’

Robert waited impatiently. He could never understand why,
whatever a girl decided to do, she never seemed to be wearing the
right shoes. However, Carol was as eager to get out as he was, and
barely ten minutes passed before the door banged behind them

They started by walking, for no taxis were visible 1n the quiet
roads of Alipore and, when they crossed a tram route, the trams
seemed to be bulging with twice as many passengers as they were
built to carry—the last few people to have boarded them were just
dangling from the back platform like a bunch of human bananas
In any case the trams did not scem to be heading for the centre of
the city

Outside the Zoo gates there were several rickshaws standing
empty, tilted forward on their shafts, with their owners squatting
and chewing in the shade

‘Let’s have a ride in one of them " begged Carol. They had seen
no rickshaws 1n Bombay but they had heard that they were still
used 1n Calcutta, and she thought it would be a novel expernence.

‘All night’, said Robert dubiously. ‘I wonder 1f they’ll take two
of us together 7

‘We can’t weigh more than a fat man’, Carol pomnted out. The
rickshaw-man made no objection, so they squeezed into the seat,
he picked up the shafts, and they started off for Chowringhee

At first 1t was great fun The man trotted, the wheels spun, and
they bowled along in fine style ‘I feel like a Grand Duchess’, Carol
declared

‘I don’t I feel like an absolute beast?

‘Why ? What’'s up 7’

‘Look at that chap—the sweat’s running down his back
rivers ’

‘Oh, dear, yes' I hadn’t thought . . . 1s 1t far to Chowringhee?

‘Nearer three miles than two.’

“What a terribly long way! Fancy his agreeing to take us’

‘I expect he needs the money’, said Robert grimly.

They drove on, enjoying the journey no more than the man be-
tween the shafts After a time he dropped to a walk, and they felt
rather silly bemng slowly towed along Then he started to run again,

80



X |
. Y% |}
By courtesy of the High Commissioner for India
ABOVE At the lughest pownt of the Darjeeling raihway the travellers suddenly
Jound their train running through the main shopping street of Ghoom, 8,000 ft up
BELOW As the train climbed above the clouds they had wonderful views of the
tea-gardens, with their builldings pertlouslv perched on ledges and terraces




The most respected residents of Benares
themsehes on the terra

seemed 10 be the sacred comns sunming
ces above the Ganges



ADVENTURLE IN CALCUTTA

and they felt mean. When they reached a busy cross-roads the
man had to pull up suddenly, straining back against the thrust of
the shafts Wihule he waited for the policeman’s signal to go on,
they saw him wipe lus streaming face and heard the breath whistl-
g from his hollow sides

‘I can’t stand thus any longer’, Robert burst out, starting to
nise from the scat But at that moment the policeman dropped his
arm and beckoned The rickshaw lurched forward and the boy fell
back into lus sister’s lap As soon as they were safely across the
road junction, Robert told the man to stop They got out and paid
lum the full fare to Chowringhee, adding a generous tip

‘Never again’, vowed Robert, still pink 1n the face ‘It shouldn’t
be allowed—treating human beings like horses

Carol agreed, and still more heartily when they learned after-
wards that the working hife of a rickshaw-man was only a few
years The human body could not stand up to such excrtions for
much longer.

They found themsclves now looking across the green expanse
of the racecourse and thc Maidan, a vast open space criss-crossed
with motor roads and reminding them faintly of Hyde Park. They
recogmzed Fort Wilhlam and what they took to be the dome of
Government House, but as it was shops they wanted they kept
straight ahead for Chowringhee, passing St Paul’s Cathedral on
the way

Chowrninghee was the Piccadilly of Calcutta, a long straight
thoroughfare, one side open to the grassy Maidan and the other
lined with big stores, restaurants, hotels, and clubs It stretched
for over three miles 1n front of them

They walked some distance, studying the shop windows, and
turned into a Chinese café for lemonade and cakes Robert
glanced at his watch

‘We've over an hour before we need be at the hotel’

‘But we haven’t bought anything yet! Things seem rather dear,
don’t they ?

‘Can’t expect otherwise in the main street Sure to be top prices
1 all these shops’, Robert declared ‘What we want to do 1s to
poke round some of these back-streets And bargain, you know
They expect 1t °
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They paid their bill and went out. The very next side-turning
presented a fascinating glimpse of little open shops, stuffed with
everything from antique swords to shimmering lengths of sik
Without further hesitation they left the main street and plunged
mnto the slowly-moving throng of the bazaar.

Carol had set her heart on a sari They looked at a lot but all the
ones she liked cost more money than they had with them

‘After all, there’s about fifteen feet of silk 1n each of them’,
Robert pointed out ‘Seems to me you’d be wasting your money—
you can’t go about at home with a sarr draped round you like an
Indian girl Even for a fancy-dress party it wouldn’t be awfully
practical.’

‘But they’re so lovely I’ said Carol illogically, and went on croon-
g over the thin silk as she passed 1t between finger and thumb and
the smiling shopman draped 1t over his upflung arm There were
flame-coloured saris, and honey-golden ones, and blue ones
spangled with tiny silver stars .  she wanted a dozen of them
‘They’d make up into evening frocks’, she told Robert, trymng to
be sensible about 1t, ‘though 1t would be a terrible shame to cut
them’

They drifted on from shop to shop, from street to street, n
quest of a sari which they could afford They had an argument
when Robert wanted to buy a dagger in a highly-ornamented
sheath

‘It’'s gimcrack—you can see 1t’s not genune’, she warned
him

‘What do you mean, not genuine ? It’s a lovely bit of work He
only wants twenty rupees for it———’

‘If you spend twenty rupees on that thing, you’ll have nothing
left to lend me 1f I see a sar: ?

‘Well, I don't see why I shouldn’t spend my own money’

‘I don’t see why you should waste 1t on a horrible looking knife
that was probably made 1n Birmingham! Suppose I see a cheaper
sari—we’ll never be able to find the shop agan in this rabbit-
warren, and I'll have walked all these miles for nothing—

‘Pipe down Anyhow, I’'m gomg to get it for a lot less than
twenty’, he assured her confidently, and began to haggle with the
shopkeeper After five minutes of animated gesture and broken
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Hindustam he walked off a0 tnumph, dagger in hand, the shop-
Leeper apparently reduced to terrful run

*You <ec, Carol 71 beat him down all right Got it for sixteen "
Rabert almodt croned

*And T bet the real price was about five’, smid Carol crosdly *He
handled yvou bewtifully *

Robert ienored the retort CIf you should see anvthing at a
re wonable price, we've <ull pot s’

1'm <ch of loohinp thants Tan't 1t time we madce for the
hotel ™

Yeo atae, rather® He pulled out his street-plan, *Now, let’s
<ee, we turned to the nipht, then we went half-left, didn’t we—
where vou <aw that ornge garment '--so we should be

“There'< a tant’, he mterrupted ‘Let’s be on the <afe side We
don't want to pet lost And I'm fageed out I'd have put on my
other <hoes af I'd Fnown you were going to drag me all round
here*

A man was ohicidy holding open the tani-door They got 1n,
telling lim 1o drive to the Great Eadtern Hotel *And don’t stick
thit murderous weepon into me’, «ud Carol settling herself into
her <ot Robert obedienthh moved the dagper and put it on the
other <ide of lim The door JJammed, and with a great honking
the t1w edged forward tlony the ecrowded strect

‘Two tra-men’, ud Crrol, comang out of her brief sulhs *‘Why
1s that ? The min who hid opened the door for them was not the
driver, but had chmbed into the front seat beside him

WNearlv all the Chleutt s tias <eem to have two  Mr Maclntyre
says s beeause there's been so much cnime—so many cascs of
taxi-drivers bemnp atticl ed and robbed by their passengers ”

*Well, they neadn’t be «~cired of s, anyhow"’

They were out of the network of narrow streets, and were driv-
ing along a man road It was not Chowrninghee, for there were
buildings on both sides, and the whole outlook was shabbicr

Robert consulted his watch *‘Should just do it We're duc there
in five minutes But 1t can't possibly be far ' He studied lus map
as well as he could in the vibrating taxs His dark cyebrows went
up in perplenity

‘What's up ”
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‘Can’t quite make out which way we’re gommg We should
be——" He broke off, leant forward, and shouted to the driver:
‘Great Eastern Hotel, I said !’

The other man turned with a flashing smule. “Teek hai, sahib I’
(All nght.) The driver did not move his head, but drove on at
what seemed almost a dangerous speed, swerving 1 and out be-
tween trams and bullock-carts.

Robert flushed. ‘I don’t believe 1t 1s all right’, he growled to
Carol ‘Either they’re taking us a long way round, to charge a
higher fare—or——" He did not fimish his remark. There was no
sense 1n scaring Carol Perhaps, after all, they would turn a
corner 1n 2 moment and see the hotel 1n front of them

But, glancing down at the map agam as 1t joggled on his lap,
he could not imagine what route they were taking They should
have reached the hotel five minutes ago They weren’t even driving
round m a circle, they were rushing straight ahead at top speed,
as though making for the suburbs or the open country beyond

Suddenly the blood ebbed from his face, leaving 1t white and
tense There could be no more doubt They were not being taken
to the Great Eastern Hotel at all, they were being kidnapped He
leant forward again

‘Stop!” he ordered as importantly as he could

Neither of the men looked round. The car swept on as fast as
ever. They would be badly hurt if they tried to jump out, but
there was always a chance the driver might have to slow down at
a crossing ‘Be ready to hop out’, he told Carol 1n a fierce under-
tone He put out his hand to the door The handle was missing on
the iside, but the window was open, and 1t was easy enough to
reach the outside handle He tried it stealthily, meaning to ease it
open an inch or two, but i1t would not budge

‘Try your side, Carol!’

‘Right . . . Oh, dear! It’s locked ’

Things looked ugly. There might not be time to get through the
window Above all, Robert did not want to escape and find too
late that Carol was still a prisoner 1n the taxi

‘We must make them stop and let us out? she wailed. ‘I know,
Robert—the dagger !’

It was a happy thought There was no glass partition separating
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them from the men n front. A sharp pomnt priching between the
<houlder-blades nught persuade the driver to pull up Robert
<cired the dag ver from the seat beade him, or rather he seized the
decorated <cabbard, for, with a ery of dismay, he realized that 1t
was empty

The man beade the denver turned and prinned again This time
somcthing clee flashed beades s teeth
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‘Stop !’ screamed Carol. She, too, was now fully alive to the
situation. They were certainly bemng kidnapped, whether to be
robbed and murdered, or to be held to ransom, she had no
1dea.

The taxi rushed on. The man with the dagger waved 1t threaten-
ingly She thrust her head out of the window and yelled lustily.
The passers-by stared, and then went on their way No one seemed
disposed to do anything

‘Listen!” Robert whispered urgently ‘I'm going for the chap
with the knife. When you’re quite sure I've got his wrist and he
can’t stab at us—not before, mind—can you grab at the driver?
He can’t do much without stopping the car If you can even make
him swerve 1nto the side, 1t’ll do.’

‘I,n try ’

It was a desperate venture Even with the advantage of being
behind, Robert knew that he was in for an ugly tussle It was
probably as well that he was never put to the test. At that moment
another taxi, travelling even more recklessly, overhauled them and
swerved 1n front With a curse their own driver slowed down, and,
as the car stopped broadside across the road, jammed on his
brakes 1n the nick of time.

‘Come on!’ Robert grunted In a flash he was through the
window and was pulling his startled sister after him. Their two
kidnappers had slipped from the front seats with equal speed, but
mstead of turning upon their captives they streaked off down the
street Robert saw police uniforms. A voice said.

‘Mem-sahib and sahib all right ?’

It was Mot

They looked at him, speechless with relief and delight Robert
managed to stammer ‘Moti—how on earth did you get here ?

Mot1 smiled. ‘I follow all morning. Calcutta 1s big city—many
goondas’ (criminal types) ‘Woodstock Sahib very wise, say, young

86



TOWARDS THE SNOWS

sahibs keep out of bazaar. When your taxi go wrong way, I ask
police to follow with me’

By this time the two kidnappers were handcuffed Robert gave
particulars to a police-officer, but he was assured that the men
were wanted on so many other charges that there would probably
benoneed for the Woodstocks toappear incourt As Motr’s honest
taxi-man was still waiting, they asked him to take them on to the
Great Eastern, where they were very late for lunch and had some
extremely awkward questions to answer

Harmony was restored by the time they reached coffee and ices
Mr Maclntyre said he was taking the rest of the day off to show
them the city He was, 1n the language of Calcutta, the burra
salib or ‘Number One’ of his shipping firm and, though he still
worked long hours at his desk, could come and go as he liked

The business quarter was all round the hotel, and he began by
showing them his offices inClive Street. Nearby was a large square,
its centre occupied by a lake or ‘tank’ of the same shape, the Lall
Digge He pomnted out a long row of Government offices, still
called Writers’ Buildings because, when they had first been put
up towards the end of the cighteenth century, they had been used
by the writers or clerks of the East India Company Overlooking
the water from the western side was the domed mass of the Gen-
eral Post Office

Walking on a few yards they came to St John’s Church, set back
amud green lawns and trees It was a graceful building with classi-
cal columns and balustraded roof, recalling the period of George
the Third, when 1t was first erected In those days, said Mr Mac-
Intyre, 1t was the seat of a bishop whose diocese stretched as far
away as to Australla This had been the European burnal-ground
long before the church was built, and under that neat turf lay
thousands of those who, from the days of Job Charnock onwards,
had helped to make Calcutta one of the greatest ports in the world

A Iittle further on was Government House, a magnificent
mansion set back behind wrought-iron gates This had been the
home of the British Viceroy until the capital of India was moved,
1 1912, from Calcutta to Dellit After that, 1t had been the home
of the Provincial Governor of Bengal
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Mr Maclntyre jerked his head towards the great frontage with
its soaring Greek columns and sweep of entrance steps. ‘What
chance had a man living 1n yon place to know the common folk
o’ India 7’ he asked quietly.

They walked back to where his car was parked Robert, having
completely recovered from the alarms of the morning, wanted to
see the Burning Ghats where the Hindus burned the bodies of
their dead beside the river. When Carol protested that this was a
horrible 1dea, he said he would be satisfied with a visit to Kali-
ghat, the Hindu temple where goats were publicly sacrificed every
few minutes

‘Do they really cut off their heads at a single blow ?° he asked.

‘Och aye, but ye ken 1t’s no a pretty sight. Ye can go an’ watch
if ye wish—we must go to Kalighat, but I dinna think Carol will
enjoy that pairt o’ the proceedin’s ’

The visit to Kalighat was interesting rather than pleasant. The
temple of Kali, Goddess of Destruction, stood on the banks of
Tolly’s Nala, which counted as part of the holy Ganges stream
The enclosure was thronged with pilgrims, beggars, holy men, and
loungers of every type The holy men had not improved their
appearance by covering their almost naked bodies with ashes and
dried cow-dung Carol wrinkled her nose with disgust and looked
the other way.

People came here, said Mr Maclntyre, to pray for all kinds of
favours. Women came to pray for babies Others went into the
smaller shrines to pray to a small red idol which gave protection
against smallpox or to the figure of a five-headed cobra which
granted safety from snake-bite Most of the pilgrims were poor,
and Mr Maclntyre said that many good Hindus did not approve
of this Kali worship, but the Woodstocks noticed that there was
quite a sprinkling of well-dressed, educated people ‘Och aye’, he
agreed, ‘I ken more than one business mon who prays here before
he risks a big deal! An’ look, lassie, yon’s a University student,
goin’ to ask Kali’s help in his examination !’

“Where do they sacrifice the goats ?” Robert asked.

Mr Maclntyre jerked his head towards a man who was stagger-
ing round the corner of the building with a kid bleatng and
strugghing in his arms
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‘Oh, Robert, you’re not Carol began, but he was gone

‘He’s asked for 1t’, said the old Scotsman

A mnute later Robert came flying back with pallid cheeks and
set ips He passed them without a word, making for the way out
When he rejoined them after another five minutes the colour was
slowly coming back into his cheeks ‘Let’s get out of here’, he
mumbled

Carol was only too willing “Why on earth did you go flying past
like that ?” she asked ‘I expected to see a priest chasing you with a
knife 1n his hand’

‘Don’t talk about priests and knives’, he pleaded ‘I only wanted
to get outside the temple precincts 1 thought 1t might be sacrilege
or something if I was sick inside’

They went to one of the big clubs for a much-needed cup of tea.
It was an imposing place, full of smart and imposing people—or
that was how they seemed to Robert and Carol Mr Maclntyre
said he had always used thus club because 1t was open to Europeans
and Indians alike, and it had helped him to make many good
friends among the Indian business men, lawyers, and others who
gathered there He eaplamed that a great deal of ill-feeling had
been caused during the days of British rule because so many
Europeans kept severely to themselves in places like the Saturday
Club where no Indian, however distinguished, was allowed to
enter,

‘Mind ye, the fault was no’ all on the one side’, he added
‘It’s no’ easy, ye ken, to mix freely Ye orthodox Hindu canna
tak a meal w1’ ye—ye're unclean Neither Hindu na’ Mushm 1s
supposed to drink alcohol—I'll no’ say there 1sna one amang ’em
that taks a wee drap noo an’ then, but 1t’s again’ their rehigion,
an’ the new government’s bringin’ 1n Prohibition They canna
dance, an’ mostly they dinna bring their ladies oot to meet us
It’s a’ verra difficult, but no excuse for shuttin’ doors in their faces
when they’re willin’ to come 1.’

‘T wish I understood the Hindu religion’, said Robert with a
frown ‘Oh, I know all about caste I know how the sacred books
g0 back thousands of years, and the cow 1s holy, and they worship
all kinds of gods and goddesses like Siva and Kali What I can’t

89



THE YOUNG TRAVELLER IN INDIA AND PAKISTAN

understand 1s how educated people—as Mr Gandh was—belong
to the same religion as those people I saw this afternoon at the
temple ’

‘It 1sn’t the same religilon—except in name’, Mr Woodstock
said ‘After all, there are Christians and Christians, aren’t there ?
There are bishops with scientific training at one end of the scale,
and 1gnorant superstitious peasants at the other We call them all
Christians, though the peasant may have done httle more than
change his 1dol for a crucifix or a statue of the Virgin’

‘True enough’, chuckled the old Scotsman ‘I’ve seen an old
Juggernaut car in Southern India that the Jesuits use to carry
round the Virgin’s image on saints’ days’

It all seemed hopelessly complicated Mr Woodstock said it
would be quite impossible to explain Hinduism 1n the film- at the
same time, something had to be said, because religion decided so
many of the problems of everyday hfe in India

‘It may not matter to the rest of the world whether the Hindus
believe 1n Heaven or not—they don’t, actually, they beheve that
they are reborn again and again on this earth But it does matter
that they won’t kill cows It means that they have far more than
therr land can feed, and as a result almost all the cattle are half
starved and diseased ’

‘They’ve a third o’ the world’s cattle’, chimed 1n Mr Mac-
Intyre vigorously “Ye ken, o’ course, they’ll no’ eat beef, but ye'd
think maybe at least they’d have a deal o’ milk Do they get a
third o’ the world’s milk then ? Och no, an eighth maybe! They’ve
seven tumes as many cattle as the Germans, an’ they get aboot the
same amount o’ milk It’s no wonder there’s a’ways hunger 10
India, an’ famine roond the corner !’

They spent two more days mn Calcutta They did some shop-
ping, though their father advised them to keep some of therr
money till they had been to Delhi and Kashmur and other places
on their route Robert had a tour round the docks with Mr Mac-
Intyre, while Carol and her father went to the Jamn Temple
Robert said he was ‘off” temples, though he need not have worrzed,
since the Jains are the people who would not harm even an ant.
Their temple was an elaborate spiky affair which looked as though
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it had been cut out of fretwood It reminded Carol of pictures she
had seen of temples in Burma and even further East Set in its
garden, with flower-beds and little statues lining the paths, and tall
palms here and there, the Jain Temple struck her as one of the
prettiest spots 1n all that vast, rather alarming city

That eveming Mr Maclntyre drove them to the other raillway
terminus, Sealdah, and saw them off on the Darjeeling Mail They
were getting quite used to Indian trains by now Robert and Carol
liked the 1dea of starting off at night, settling into their bunks, and
waking to find themselves well on their way. This time 1t was par-
ticularly eaciting to-morrow, for the first time, they would see
‘the snows’, as they always seemed to be referred to 1n India—the
Himalayas, the highest mountams in the world.

Carol woke early The train was still rumbling steadily north-
ward She could reach the window without leaving her berth, so
she struggled up on one elbow and lowered the shutter Dawn was
Just breaking The whole eastern sky was fiery red, silhouetting
the plumes of the coco-nut palms and the broad blunt fronds of
the banana trees The Mahanady River lay long and bnght,
flashing back the crimson of the sky

I wonder, she thought, i1f we’re getting near the mountains

“yet ?

She twisted round and pressed her cheek against the glass She
could make out a vague looming mass of grey towards which the
train was rushing Those must be the foothills, anyhow. Father
had said they would reach the foothills by breakfast time, because
they had to change into the narrow-gauge train at Sihguri.

Suddenly, with a blaze of hight, the red disc of the sun itself
shpped up through the tree tops She blinked Turming her eyes
from the glare, she sought the restful grey of the hills. Then she
gasped aloud

Could 1t be ? No, 1t was so high—it could only be a belt of
clouds swimming right up there, 1ts whiteness turning to pmk m
the sunrise She stared agamn She pressed her face hard agamst
the cool glass, twisted almost on to her back, and peered, as 1t
seemed to her, nearly straight upwards It couldn’t be the moun-
tains, not up there .. It must be clouds, yet what sohd, definite
clouds they looked, with sharp points and edges mising and
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faling . . . Fevernishly she dived for the guide-book under her
pillow and unfolded the long panoramic photograph of the Dar-
jeeling ‘snows’. Then she let out a wild cry which wakened the
others—as 1t was meant to do.

‘It 1s' It 25! Look up there—it’s Kangchenjunga, the third
highest mountain in the world P’
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AT half-past six they drew into Sihiguri. They were ready washed
and dressed, though a little sleepy-cyed, and, as far as Mr Wood-
stock was concerned, rather blue about the chin ‘We’ve half an
hour for breakfast’, he said, bustling them 1nto Shorabjt’s refresh-
ment room, where bacon and cggs and toast and marmalade
appeared hike magic on the crisp white table-cloth

They could have saved time by taking a taxi or bus for the last
fifty miles, but Robert had insisted on going by the narrow-gauge
rallway They all laughed when they saw the train There were
only three coaches and the locomotive was like a toy The gauge
was only two fect.

For the first mile or two they wound their way through dense
jungle, often with shecr walls of almost solid vegetation hemming
them 1n on either side Gradually the toy engine began to pant and
grumble, and its top speed of ten or twelve miles an hour slackened
to something less impetuous There was a noticeable gradient
The palm-trees fell behind. They began to get a view ‘Look!’
cried Carol ‘Like hundreds of giant steps?

The mountainsides were wrinkled with innumerable narrow
terraces, running on and on, round sharp spurs and into deep
clefts ‘Tea-plantations’, said her father.

The whole landscape was green with tea, growing in the form of
small-leaved bushes along the earthen terraces The slopes were
as steep as a high-pitched roof, but the terracing made them more
like endless staircases Here and there a white-walled, red-topped
bungalow or shed stuck out dizzily on its ledge, and there were
other splashes of colour in the trees and bushes bordering the
track Carol especially loved the mauve masses of bougainvillea
and the long scarlet petals of the poinsettia, ke spear-heads

Then, without any warning, they found themselves in the middle
of a village street, with shops so close on both sides that they
could stare inside and bargain with the shopkeeper without leaving
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their seats Smart railway company bearers in white uniforms
appeared with trays of tea and biscuits

‘Kurseong, sahib! We stop ten minutes.’

From this point onwards they had the motor road beside them
most of the way, sometimes on the right and sometimes on the
left. The train kept rattling across at an angle and, as there were
no bnidges, level crossing gates, or fences at any point, the road
traffic had to take care of itself. One car kept trying to shoot
ahead, but every time 1t really looked Iike doing so the engine gave
a muschievous whistle and whipped across the road 1n front of it,
forcing 1t to slow down.

The local children seemed to take a great imnterest in the tram
‘Don’t they look cheerful ” exclaimed Carol. “They smule all the
time! There’s a Chinese look about them.’

The boys were fond of dashing along the top of the low stone
wall bordering the road, trying to race the train. It was lucky that
they had good heads for height, for there was a drop on the other
side of anything up to a hundred feet. In fact, thought Carol, 1f you
started bumping down these mountain sides, I don’t know when
you’d stop

‘They do all the things kids at home do’, said Robert ‘Look at
those paper darts, and paper propellers on sticks—’

‘And there’s one with a catapult—’

‘And what a place for kites "’ said their father almost enviously,
watching a boy wind 1n his kite from where 1t floated serenely 1n
the void, thousands of feet above the valley.

They all burst out laughing as two tiny urchins came bowlng
round the corner on a trolley made of a board with cotton-reels
spinning at each corner. ‘I wonder if they go all the way to Siligurt
and come back by train’, said Robert ‘Think of 1t ! Fifty miles and
downhill all the way!

The favourite game of all was jumping on and off the footboard
of the coaches, and making funny faces at the people 1nside The
speed of the train made this a reasonably safe form of amusement

Meanwhile the incline was getting steeper and steeper. Some-
times the line made a complete loop, and they were able to look
down from a bridge and see, thirty feet below them, the winding
track over which they had travelled a few minutes before Several
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times they came to a complete stop It looked quite impossible for
any train to go a yard further But thc engine-dniver still had a
trick up hus sleeve. He hooted and then shunted back a few yards,
rattling over a sct of points

‘We’re going back!” Carol eaclaimed 1n dismay.

‘No, we're not’, smid Robert, leaning out cxcitedly ‘We're on
another Iinc now There’s our old one, down there’

‘We've stopped again’

‘Only for a moment Here we go, forwards this time”’

The train chuntered on importantly over a sccond set of points
Robert saw that 1t had carned out a Z-shaped movement—the
engineer’s solution for a problem which could not have been over-
come by loops or tunncls

Higher and higher they climbed At a small station named
Ghoom they crossed the lnghest point of the linc, eight thousand
feet above sca-level Darjeching lay four miles further north, and a
thousand feet below them.

As they began to rattle down the other side of the ridge a cool
wind blew through the open windows, {resher than anything they
had felt since landing at Bombay ‘Look " said Carol ‘Kangchen-
junga again

Fifty miles away, floating on a froth of cloud, stretched the
eternal snows of the great mountain, golden in the mid-day sun

They loved Darjeeling from the moment they saw its houses
thickly clustered on a spur of hill As soon as the train pulled into
the tiny terminus their bags were seized by husky, flat-faced girl
porters with long black greasy plaits The girls, grinning broadly,
took several heavy boxes on their backs, secured them by a leather
strap running round their foreheads, and were then ready to march
gaily up flights of steps and narrow lanes hike house-roofs

Darjeeling was all on a steep slant The houses looked like toy
blocks, wedged in and balanced wherever possible As the
travellers panted up the hill behind the porters, they were often
glad to pause and look down—Mr Woodstock warned them that
1t would take them a little while to get used to the thin air at such
an altitude They picked out, far below, a large open market-place,
glowing—even at that distance—with huge piles of oranges like
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coloured lamps It was as though the whole town was lit up with
the golden fruit, for every few yards along the road there seemed
to be a chuld squatting with a basket of them to sell

It was a colourful place altogether. Lovely Nepalt girls passed
up and down 1n vivid shawls and skirts, their beauty marred
(only in western eyes) by the ornaments piercing their nostrils
Wild-looking, hairy Tibetans and other hill-tribesmen mingled
with fashionably dressed people from Calcutta Standing on the
very borders of India proper, Darjeeling was wedged between the
independent states of Nepal and Bhutan, while in front lay the
forbidden land of Tibet Looking at the smart shop-windows they
passed (many of the leading Calcutta stores had branches here),
Carol found 1t hard to believe that she was now on the very edge
of civilization

There were a few cars and taxis groaning up and down those
cruel gradients, but they were not surprised that they never saw
a bicycle all the time they were there There were some rickshaws
but, unlike those 1n Calcutta, they were trundled with pamful
slowness by three or four men each. In the open space near the
hotel, a cross roads called the Chowrasta, there were dozens of
shaggy ponies for hire Carol nudged her brother. She knew which
form of transport she was going to use

Darjeeling proved one of the high-spots of the tour 1n all senses
of the term. They were never to forget those mornings when Mot
would wake them with tea and biscuits, and draw aside the cur-
tamns to reveal Kangchenjunga, pink n the light of dawn Carol
could have lain there all morning, knees hunched up, tea steaming
1n the cup, just contemplating that frozen wave, twenty thousand
feet higher than her bedroom Dear Kangchenjunga, she’d muse,
you’re always there—though sometimes you take some finding!
The truth was that for the first day or two her angle of sight, ike
her lungs, had to adjust atself She would look across the valleys,
see a great cloud-bank, and imagine that the mountain was hidden
behind 1t Only when she raised her head and looked upwards as,
1n the ordinary way, she would do to stare at a bird or a ’plane,
would she realize that the Himalayas were after all m full view,
high above clouds that were merely wrapped round their lower
slopes at a paltry ten thousand feet or so Kangchenjunga was
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The riverside at Benares was crowded with pilgrims from every part of India,
who had come to bathe wn and drink the holy Ganges water



-

ABOVE The Taj Mahal as Robert and Carol saw 1t—by moonhght BELOW A
street in Old Delhi, where they felt they had left the twentieth century behund




ABOYE THE CLOUDS

always there—pink, or gold, or white, according to the time of day
and, at mght, a wonderful pale 1ce-bluc under thc moon

She just  Iiked looking—shc had no desire to chimb ; unlike Ro-
bert, who found a book called The Kangchenjunga Advenmre by
F S Smythc 1n a local shop, and pored over the tale of an at-
tempt carlier than the successful one of 1955

Onc mornming they all three rosc before dawn and hired ponies
to take them to Tiger Hill, a point from which Mount Everest
could sometimes be scen The highest mountam 1n the world was
rather a disappointment after Kangchenjunga 1t showed only as a
tmy white tnangle, peeping over the intervening ridge It was,
after all, a hundred mules away. The sunrise was more 1mpressive,
and the ride itself was fun Mr Woodstock was no horseman, and
looked extremely unhappy with his long legs dangling earthwards,
but the mclancholy spectacle only increased his children’s enjoy-
ment

On another day they rode down to a tea-plantation far below
the town, where a young under-manager, Mr Matthews, showed
them round

‘The picking 1s just about over’, he told them ‘Pruming 1s the
job now.’

Left to itsclf, he explained, the tea-plant would grow as tall as
a trec—1n Assam 1t grew to thirty fect To keep the leaves young
and tender, however, 1t was scverely pruned and kept to a height
of two or three feet After about twelve years 1t would be cut
back almost level with the ground, and then 1t would sprout forth
afresh ‘We’ve some healthy bushes here that are thurty years old’,
he said

After picking, the leaves went through all kinds of processes—
the coolic carried his bashet to the factory where the contents were
weighed and spread out on wire netting to wither, ‘Withering
takes about twenty hours’, said Mr Matthews ‘We know when
they’re done by holding them to our ears—if we can still hear a
crackling sound, they need a little longer Then they have to be
rolled by machinery, fermented at a temperature of eighty degrees
Fahrenheit, dried by hot air, and then sifted through wire mesh.

You've heard of Flowery Orange Pekoe ?°
‘Oh, yes?
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streamers, with writing on them, fluttered from tall posts ‘Prayer-
flags’, explained Mr Woodstock

‘Praycr-flags 7° echocd Carol

“Yes You see, these people are great believers in prayer 1T think
they reason something Iike this a prayer written down, or silently
thought out in your nund, 1s just as good as a prayer said In that
case, 1f you write your prayer on a flag and wave 1t, 1t counts as a
prayer cach time you wave it And i1f the wind waves 1t for you.
what's the difference

‘It scems a labour-saving sort of rchgion’, said Carol with a
laugh

‘Here's another notion®, said her father as they went inside one
of the buildings *They wnite their prayers on a wheel, and every
time the wheel turns the prayer goes up to heaven What about this
for mass production

A monk was squatting beside a row of cight painted wooden
cylinders, jerhing a leather strap to and fro By anngenious device
each prayer-wheel worked the next one n the row, so that one
motion sent eight prayers stmultancously on their way to heaven

‘T suppose’, whispered Carol doubtfully as they went out again,
“t’s all quite logical”®

‘Some very strange things are’, Mr Woodstock agreed ‘But
1s logic everything 2
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Chapter 12

MOTHER GANGES

FroM Darjeeling they returned to Calcutta, and thence by tram to
Benares, where their first move was to hire a boat on the Ganges
The broad river stretched before them, twinkling with a mitlion
ripples There was no doubt this was the way to see the city.

The holy city of Hinduism rose from the left bank of the Gan-
ges, a jumbled skyline of temple-roofs crowning the steep bluff,
down which flight after flight of steps, all crowded with figures,
reached to the water’s edge. What Jerusalem was to Jew and
Christian, and what Mecca was to the Muslim, Benares was to the
prous Hindu

It was pleasant to lean back 1n the stern of the river-boat, shaded
by a canopy and fanned by a slight brecze off the water At first,
coming down from the bracing altitude of Darjeeling, they had
been quite bowled over by the heat and hummdity of Calcutta and
the Ganges plain. Carol and Robert still felt drowsy. They leaned
back, trailing their fingers 1n the tepid river, while the boatmen
rowed just enough to keep the craft drifting on a straight course
down-stream

‘Don’t go sucking your fingers afterwards’, their father warned
them ‘Not only do all the drains come straight into the river, but
so do the bathers—pilgrims from every part of India, and suffering
from every horrible disease there 1s’

‘Ugh !’ cried Carol, and pulled 1n her hand as though 1t had been
bitten. Robert did the same “What makes Benares so holy ?’ she
asked

‘It always has been Mother Ganges 1s thought of as a goddess
You see, water 1s the source of Life, and the river comes down from
the Himalayas where the gods are supposed to live This 1s a great
place for worshipping Siva, too But here he’s worshipped as a
hfe-giver, not a destroyer They say that anyone who dies within
the boundaries of Benares goes straight to Siva’s hcaven——hov&:-
ever wicked he’s been, and even 1if he’s not a Hindu If you can't
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arrange to dic here, the neat best thing 1s to make the pilgrimage,
bathe 1n the water, and drink some”’

‘Ugh " exclaimed Carol agan

‘That’s usually what forcigners feel’, agreed Mr Woodstock
cheerfully. “What we must remember 1s that the pilgrims disbelicve
in germs just as firmly as you and I disbelieve 1n their gods and
goddesses It's no use going through India with your nose 1n the
air—you'll never undcerstand the country if you do Let’s not look
for things to be superior about, Iet’s look for some more things we
can admire That view, for instance’

It secmed, as they lay back under the canopy, that 1t was the
city and not their boat which was ghiding by First came the an-
cient obscrvatory, massive, with broad steps Icading to the ter-
raced roof where Brahnun priests had studied astronomy centuries
ago, then came a temple, with a holy man 1n a yellow robe, telling
his beads 1n the shadow of a tamarind tree, then, one by one, the
bathing ghats steep staircases descending to the swirling niver,
i wlich thousands of pilgrims were bathing and filling their
bottles

It was a vivid scene, what with the pinks and purples and greens
and yellows of the pilgrims’ clothing, the white sails of boats skim-
ming across the blue river, and the golden dome and spire of Siva’s
great temple ghstening under a cloudless sky Even the ordinary
houses with their carved overhanging balconies and eaves seemed
morc brightly coloured than clsewhere Altogether, thought Carol,
Benares from the river was like a wonderful theatre backeloth Her
father was thinking that he must certainly mount a camera 1n one
of these river-boats, and was regretting, as he had already done
many times during the tour, that he would not be able to film 1n
colour,

This was the most Indian of the great cities they had visited so
far. It was not, like Bombay, Calcutta, and Madras, the creation
of the East India Company, nor was it westermized like the centre
of Hyderabad Benares, with its sacred bulls of Siva lurching
through narrow strects, 1ts thousand temples thronged with a
hundred thousand pilgrims, was much the same city as 1t must

have been before the Mushm invaders, let alone the British, set
foot 1n 1t
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‘Whichever way you turn 1n India, you can bet that religion 15
round the next corner’

Robert summed up his experience with some justice The Parsece
Towers of Silence, Kalighat, the prayer-wheels of Dareeling, the
pilgrims of Benares . . . half of his most vivid impressions so far
seemed bound up with one religion or another.

His father smiled ‘True enough. I think India’s one part of the
world where people genuinely put their religion first Till you
realize that, you won’t understand anything And remember—you
haven’t learnt anything about Islam yet.’

‘Islam ?” Carol echoed ‘Oh—you mean the Muslim religion ?
Mobammedans 7’

“Yes The various names are a bit tricky.

‘We’re leaving all that till we get to Pakistan, aren’t we 7’

Mr Woodstock nodded. ‘It seems more logical, since Pakistan
1s a Mushim state Only, don’t forget we've been seerng Mushms
all the time in India too.’

“Yes, I remember Mr Gupta told us there were millions of them
in India, and he hoped they’d stay.’

‘We’ve seen mosques everywhere we’ve been’, Robert pointed
out ‘Even 1n Iittle places Iike Pachmarhi ’

‘Just hold on to that thought’, their father advised them. “Mean-
while, 1t’s Buddhism we’re dealing with just now.’

They had driven three or four miles outside Benares to a place
called the Deer Park Rather to their disappointment there were
no signs of any deer, though 1t was certainly like a country park—
grassy, with scattered frees. Rumed foundations of brickwork
were dotted here and there, and 1n one place rose an immense
solid tower, shaped like a giant pepper-pot. They could see that
it had once been faced with stone and beautifully carved, but
nearly all this outer casing had gone, leaving plamn brickwork,
tufted with weeds

‘What 1s it 7 Carol asked

It was the monument, said the guide-book, marking the spot
where Buddha had begun his teaching Here, squatting cross-
legged under a tree, the former prince had preached to the five
disciples who had, like himself, given up the ordinary interests and
occupations of the world. He had taught them his Four Noble
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Truths, and that lesson had been for Buddhism what the Sermon
on the Mount had been for Christianity. It had made this spot one
of the holiest sites of the Buddhist religion and, as the teaching
had spredd all over Eastern Asia, pilgrims had flocked to the Deer
Park from Ceylon and Siam, Tibet and China.

Asoka, the king who had made Buddhism powerful, had set up
a stupa or shrine to mark the place Later on the great ‘pepper-pot’
tower had been built over the stupa It looked very desolate that
afternoon, looming above the trees of the silent park, without a
pignim 1n view, while a few miles away beside the Ganges there
were thousands going up and down the ghat staircases

‘It seems strange’, Carol murmured, ‘that Buddhism was so
strong 1n India once—and 1t sounds such a gentle, good religion—
and now 1t’s practically gone’

‘It was a very hard rehigion to follow, in its pure form’, said
her father ‘Rather a rehgion of giving up and doing without,
like that of the monks in the Middle Ages’

‘They couldn’t keep 1t up The Church got into an awful state,
dudn’t it ”

‘So did the Buddhists They forgot the pure teachings of their
founder, just as people of all rehgions tend to You saw the end of
1t at Darjeeling—a lazy monk turning eight prayer-wheels at one

go, and probably thinking about what he would be having for
dinner

They took the train again and moved on to Cawnpore They
were still in the hot Ganges Plain Bengal and 1ts jute-fields were a
distant memory, so were the fresh green paddy-fields of Bihar,
which made 1ts capital city, Patna, so famous for rice, before
reaching Benares they had entered United Provinces, now renamed
Uttar Pradesh, which stretched on and on to Delhi—but they
were still 1n the same flat plain, so flat that many of the villages
stood on earth embankments, as a safeguard against floods

Mother Ganges, they learned, was a temperamental parent
Every yard of her course was holy—fifteen hundred mules of 1t,
from the glacier source 1n the Himalayas to the outlet, far beyond
Calcutta, 1n the Bay of Bengal But she was very apt to change
that course, sometimes flooding thousands of square miles of
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country, making 1slands where no 1slands had been before, and
leaving to the south of her villages which had previously been on
the northern bank.

‘They put up with it—the river brings down so much fertue soil
each year’, Mr Woodstock said ‘The floods spread 1t all over the
surrounding country—it’s so rich that the farmers don’t need to
manure their fields Some of them get three harvests 1n one year
Even as things are, India 1s the hungriest country in the world
You can imagine how badly off it would be without the Ganges’

They had quite a family argument over Cawnpore, and whether
they should turn aside to visit Lucknow, not far away. Robert
remembered all the adventure stories and stirring ballads he had
read about the Mutiny of 1857 He wanted to see the well at
Cawnpore 1nto which the massacred prisoners had been thrown
He wanted to see the ruined Residency at Lucknow where a small
British force had stood a long siege until relief came. It was the
only building 1n the world, he reminded them, where the Union
Jack was never hauled down at sunset, but flew by might as well as
by day i1n memory of the heroic defenders

‘It doesn’t now’, said his father dryly.

‘Then I think 1t’s a shame I was thinking you’d be sure to put
that into the film’

‘You must remember, Robert, that what our history books call
the “Indian Mutiny” means something quite different to people
here—they 1magine 1t was more like a War of Independence.’

‘Aren’t you going to show the well

‘Certainly not’

‘But Dad——! The Massacre of Cawnpore and the Rehef of
Lucknow—it’s almost the only bit of Indian history I remember!
Except for Clhive and the Battle of Plassey.’

‘Don’t you think that’s rather a pity 2 Mr Woodstock looked
at hus son squarely. “You’ve seen something of the country by now
don’t you think there are other things better worth remembermg?

‘Who wants to drag up a lot of old battles and hornble atrocl-
ties?” Carol came to her father’s support ‘Mr MacIntyre said—-

‘But these things happened’, Robert retorted stubbornly. ‘They
were true.’

‘Of course’, Mr Woodstock agreed ‘I’m not suggesting truth
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should ever be hushed up But we’ve only so many thousand feet
of film, and we’ve got to pick our subjects carefully ’

In the end they decided to leave both Cawnpore and Lucknow
out of the picture Cawnpore was almost entirely a modern 1n-
dustrial city, famous for woollen and cotton materials and leather
goods of all kinds Some people called it the Manchester of India.
Mr Woodstock said he could get all the photographs he wanted of
mills and factory chimneys when his camera unit went to Bombay
and Calcutta

Lucknow sounded more attractive—an ancient city which had
once possessed kings of 1ts own and was still full of historic
buildings Carol rather fancied a shopping trip there, for it was
well known for its gold and silver brocades and similar luxury
goods, but she knew 1n her heart that she would only be tantalized
by things she could not afford

“You’ll find all the shops you want where we're going’, Mr
Woodstock assured her ‘And even more historic buildings than
anything Lucknow can show We'll be seeing the Tay Mahal by
moonhight to-morrow evening ’
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Chapter 13

MEMORIES OF THE MOGULS

‘IT—1t docsn’t look real’, said Carol huskily

They stood 1in the moonht gardens of the Tajy Mahal. Tall
cypress trees threw inky shadows across lawns that were like
silver-grey velvet A breeze ruflled the surface of the pools, so that
the moon's reflection broke and shook, then grew steady again.,

Above all this the building itself secemed to float against the
night sky The great central dome, the four smaller domes, glowed
with the soft lustre of gigantic pearls Standing apart, one at cach
corner of the raised terrace on which the Tay was built, four slen-
der minarcts pointed like fingers to heaven

‘Is it a mosque, Dad ?" inquired Robert

‘Surcly 1t was a palace 7’ Carol suggested Once again the poem
of Kubla Khan came into her mind, especially the part about ‘the
pleasure-dome’. What feasts she could picture nside that fairy-
tale bulding, with swaying dance-girls and haunting music and
golden goblets of 1ce-cooled wine! She was surprised when her
father answered softly:

‘No It was a memornal to the Emperor’s wife’

‘He must have loved her very much’

‘He did’

Carol was glad. She had been trying to imagine these bygone
pcople as human beings, with the same feelings as herself. It
wasn’t always casy She had been told, not an hour before, about
the great Emperor Akbar with his houschold of five thousand
women and girls, divided 1nto companies with appointed leaders,
like an army formation. She felt closer to his grandson, Shah
Jahan, who had loved onc wife so much, and lost her, and raised
the wonderful Taj Mahal as a memorial to her beauty

Strolling there 1n the moonht gardens they talked of the days
when Agra was the centre of a mighty empire Mr Woodstock told
them how the Muslim peoples had 1nvaded India from the north
and overthrown most of the old Hindu kingdoms One of their
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leaders, Baber, had set up the empire in the early sixteenth cen-
tury—

‘Henry the Eighth’s time’, nterjected Carol, who liked to fix
dates 1n relation to the history she knew.

The Emperor was known as the Great Mogul, or Mongol, be-
cause his people sprang from Central Asia Gradually they spread
their power over most of India It reached its height with Akbar
the Great, who reigned at the same time as Queen Elizabeth He
was a wise ruler, and carried out all kinds of reforms 1n the laws
and system of taaation Although he was a Mushm he realized
that most of his subjects were Hindus and tried to unite his people
by blending the two religions together He set an example himself
by marrying a Hindu, a Rajput princess, and his son had done the
same

‘But not hus grandson ?’

‘No Shah Jehan married Mumtaz-i-Mahal, and this 1s her
monument But he still treated the Hindus fairly It was his son,
Aurangzebe, who upset everything He was a fanatical Muslim
and started persecuting the Hindus They hit back—there were
" revolts 1n many places—and that was when Sivaj appeared on the
scene’

‘Who was Sivap 7

‘He was a Mahratta—they’re one of the most warlike of the
Hindu peoples Sivaj made himself master of the hill-country n
the west, round Bombay He’s still remembered as the great Hindu
hero, a sort of Robin Hood and Hereward the Wake I don’t think
the Mogul Empire ever quite recovered from the shaking 1t had
1n those days But that’s enough history for to-might’

‘You can’t get on without history’, said Carol slowly ‘Every-
thing’s jumbled otherwise Just one place after another’

They strolled once more round the garden before turning back
to their hotel They scarcely spoke during those last few minutes
They all realized that they were looking at one of the wonders of
the world, and that probably they would never see 1t agamn They
wanted to remember 1t, just as 1t was, with the pearly domes softly
refiected 1n the still pools, and the black cypresses and the white
minarets thrusting upwards towards the stars
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It would have been impossible to understand erther Agra, or
Dellu afterwards, if they had not found out something of Mogul
history They spent a busy day in Agra, trying to see everything
worth seeing and to decide what the film should show

In the morming they explored the Fort, a tremendous strong-
hold with battlemented walls seventy feet high and a mile and a
half round, with eight-sided towers dotted along its length Within
these walls lay a positive maze of courtyards, gateways, and en-
trance-halls. It was impossible to carry away any distinct impres-
sion of them all, though they felt sure they would remember the
exqusite Pearl Mosque, built of pure white marble by that same
Shah Jehan who had raised the Taj Mahal The rest of the Fort
would remain 1n their minds as a picture of immense strength and
magnificence—a fitting symbol for the Mogul Empire as a whole
It had been here that the Great Mogul had recerved ambassadors
not only from the most distant kings of Asia but from James the
First of England

After lunch and a short rest they drove out a few miles along the
Delhi road to visit the tomb of Akbar, a platform of red sandstone
raised on pointed Moorish arches, dignified and rather simpler
than most Indian architecture. They liked the square grass lawn
m front of it, shaded by ancient trees It seemed a peaceful resting-
place for one who had never been beaten 1n battle, never failed in
a siege, and yet had worked all his hife for the brotherhood of
Hindu and Muslim

‘And now’, saird Mr Woodstock, ‘we’ll turn from a dead man to
a dead city Fatehpur-Sikri’, he added to the taxi-driver.

‘What do you mean, Dad ?” asked Robert. “Where are we
gomg 7

Therr father explamed as the car sped along between the fields,
green with young wheat and vividly splashed with poppies Akbar
had once been returning from a campaign and had halted at the
foot of a rocky hill before entering Agra In spite of s recent
victory he was deeply unhappy the twin children born to his
Hindu Empress had just died, leaving him without a son A holy
man who lived on the ridge as a hermut promised him that another
son should be born to hmm if only he too would make his home
there Akbar obeyed, set up his summer-palace at Fatehpur-Sikn,
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and 10 due time was rewarded by the birth of the prince who after-
wards became the Emperor Jehangir

‘There you are’, said Mr Woodstock after they had driven
for some miles Sure enough a high rocky ridge lay across their
road, towered and battlemented like a citadel in a legend. The
likeness to something in a legend was even greater when they had
left the car and passed inside Here was no ruin, but a complete
Iittle city with mosque and shrine and palace, sleeping 1n the late
afternoon sun Not a sound disturbed the silence but that of their
own feet.

They wandered round, spcaking with lowered voices They
passed through a wonderful gateway, the Buland Darwaza, which
the guide book told them was the most beautiful entrance to a
mosque anywhere 1n the world Inside, under a canopy inlaid with
mother-of-pear], was the tomb of Salim Chusty, the hermit who had
foretold the birth of the prince

They went into the Diwan-1-Khas, or Hall of Private Audience,
where Akbar had discussed rehigion and statecraft and Persian
poetry with lus friends. They stared up, blinking 1n the sunshine,
at the lofty tower he set up over the grave of his favourite elephant
They stood 1n the small plain room where Akbar used to sleep,
and 1n the Pachist Court, on whose large red sandstone squares
he played chess with lovely slave-girls as pieces He must have been
a strange man, they decided, a curious minture of simplicity and
showiness

‘But where 15 everybody ?” Robert asked ‘Surely someone lives
here nowadays 7’

Mr Woodstock shook his head ‘No Fatehpur-Sikri was given
up soon after Akbar’s time Within fifty years of its bemg built, 1t
was entirely deserted again’

Carol shook her head too, though she did not speak She was
trying to imagine how any onec could have given up such a place.
And then, remembering the loveliness of Agra and the Jumna
Ruver, and knowing that the Moguls had possessed other palaces
mn Dellt and Lahore, she began to understand Fatehpur-Sikr
had meant something special to Akbar and s Hindu wife, and

their son Jehangir, but to those who had come afterwards it had
meant nothing
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Perhaps 1t was better that Fatehpur-Sikri had remained as 1t was,
an empty sleeping city, spellbound hke something 1n an old tale

They had often wondered why the newspapers at home spoke
of ‘New Delhr’ whenever they published dispatches from the In-
dian capital When they got there, they realized that there were
two distinct cities, the old Mogul Delhi, standing on the site of six
previous ones, and the modern British creation nearby, laid out
—as Carol said—like geometry, neat but quite soulless

‘I can’t fill my picture with architecture’, her father protested,
‘and history doesn’t photograph half so well as geography Still,
we’d better trace out the Mogul story to the end, I suppose’

So they left the twentieth century behind with their suitcases 1
Maiden’s Hotel, and set off to explore the old city to which Shah
Jehan had moved his capital from Agra, three hundred years be-
fore They went into the Fort and visited his great hall of assem-
bly, the Diwan-1-Am, with its sixty red sandstone pillars (red sand-
stone seemed one of the chief building materials 1n all these
cities) supporting a flat roof There was a recess 1n the wall at the
far end ‘That’, said their father, ‘1s where the Peacock Thronc
used to stand It was covered with jewels, 1t had golden legs, and
1t was valued at six million pounds.’

Robert whistled ‘I don’t wonder 1t’s not on show to visitors.’

‘It’s not on show for the very good reason that nobody knows
what became of 1t ’

‘Nobody knows 7 Carol knitted her brows, scenting a mystery.

‘Delli was looted by Nadir Shah—he was a Persian soldier of
fortune at the beginning of the eighteenth century He swept down
from the northern hills with an army of wild horsemen It’s sup-
posed that he took the Peacock Throne away with him, but no-
body will ever know ’

‘Why was 1t called the Peacock Throne 7’

‘Two peacocks stood behind 1t with therr tails spread—not real
birds, you know, but made entirely of sapphures, rubics, emeralds,
pearls, every jewel you can think of’

‘I bet Nadir Shah took them as well’, said Robert.

‘It seems likely.’
They crossed a pretty little garden of flowering shrubs and cam
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to the Diman--kKhas, a pavilion of shimmenng white marble,
overhanging the Jumna River and commanding a wide view across
the ph un towards the tawny hills in the distance They felt they
could ngrcc with the Persian ms<enption runming round the deli-
catelv inlaid walls, *If there be a Paradise upon the face of the
carth, 1t 18 this—itas ths’

W hen they feft the Tort they walked along the Chandni Chaul,,
once famous as the nichest strect in the world Tt was full of
jewellers' <hops, wlversmuths’” and poldsnuths’, and Carol was
tempted many a tume but, as <he «ud, she had the best protection
of all apain<t such temptations an almost empiy purse

A Iitde Turther on they came to the Jama Maspd, or Great
Mosque, <tinding on 4 rocky Inllockh and offering the best all-
round view of the old city They had to chmb a long fight of steps
butitwaswell worth while A patew v at the top pave them a view
of the vast front courtvard made, a hundred and fifty yards
square, paved with gramte and inlud with marble, and with
fountains plaving in o central tan} where the faithful could wash
before praver The mesque itself had three preat domes of white
marble stniped with blicl, and gipantic nunarets at cach corner
striped wath altern ite bands of marble and red <andstone It had
taken five thou<ind worl men to buld i, working for siv years

‘W hat happencd to the Mopulsin the end ?* Carol ashed

*Their empire pot very <haky n the cighteenth century’, an-
swered her father *That was why the Last India Company started
empire-buwilding onits own account—they hnew thatif they didn’t
acquire power and ternitony somebody else would, and they
wanted to make sure of a peaceful India where they could still
trade Actually there nas a Mogul nght down to the time of the
Mutiny, though for apes he'd been only a puppet in the hands of
the Company He was here in Delln when the Mutiny broke out,
and rather naturally he bacled the mutincers—hadn’t much
choice, poor old boy When the Brnitish stormed the city he was
caught and sentenced to simpnsonment for hfe He died 1n prison
in Burma a few years later And that was the end of the Moguls’

It was a pathetic, inglorious finish, thought Carol, for the fanuly
which had ruled India for so long and created all the glory she had
seen during the last few days
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Chapter 14

MR SINGH THE SIKH '

NEw DECLHI was a complete contrast to the ancient Mogul caputal.

In place of high ramparts and narrow gateways there was open-
ness, almost bareness Instead of shadowy byways like deep ra-
vines there were giant ribbons of concrete road, often shaded by
nothing more substantial than a lamp-post Instead of the bab-
bling life of the bazaars there was an almost countrified calm,
broken only by the hoot of cars and the swish of tyres on well-kept
surfaces With 1ts vast expanses of lawn New Delhi was more
like a park than a city.

What buildings therc were loomed huge and white, on the same
scale as the roads and lawns. There was an immense round affair,
with dozens of columns, like the bottom tier of a wedding cake
which had been left unfinished This was the Council Chamber,
the Parliament building of the new Indian Republic Close to
this was the former Imperial Secretariat, housing Government
offices. Beyond, as a kind of architectural climax, there was the
palace of the Viceroy—now the President’s official home—
looking across lawns and fountains to a War Memorial arch

New Delhi, said Mr Woodstock, had been built just before 1914,
when the capital of India was moved from Calcutta The site
covered five square miles, and the famous English archutect, Sir
Edwin Lutyens, had been given the task of creating a new city
worthy of 1ts position He had tried to combine the classical style
of the West with various Orental 1deas, but—well, they could see
for themselves—the result had not been too happy.

‘Of course, 1t’s mmposmg, m a kind of way’, said Robert
slowly.

‘It was meant to be I think “imposing” 1s the word You
“ympose” on people when you’re not sincere—and I don’t think
Britamn was quite sincere when she built New Delhn I can imagine
the Civil Servants saying to each other, “Of course, all this pomp
and show 1s a lot of rot really, but the Indians expect 1t And I
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MR SINGH THE SIKH

fecl that even Lutyens humself was thinking rather on those lines
when he put 1n that archway supported by clephants’

“You mjcan—as it was India, he felt he onghr to chuck 1n a few
clephants 7'

‘More or lcss’, said Mr Woodstock with a laugh

‘T supposc 1t’s all very well laid out’, put 1n Carol dubiously

‘So are corpses’, Robert quickly retorted *New Delhi’s dead—
dead as a concrete clephant’

It scemed a pity that all this sham magnificence would be the
most lasting visible memorial of British rule Britain had given
many important things to India—railways and irrigation, schools,
hospitals, and law courts Yet travellers 1n years to come would
see the Taj Mahal to renund them of the Moguls, and wonders
like Ellora to recall still older dynasties, and only the cracking
concrete of New Delhi as the symbol of western civihization

‘Perhaps’, said Carol hopefully, 1t will look better as a ruin.’

They went to see an Information Officer to ask some questions
about the new Government Everything was changing so rapidly
since the departure of the British and the division of the country
mnto two. Nearly all reference-books were out of date and Mr
Woodstock did not want his film to be the same

They were received by a charming young official in a pale pink
turban, and with a wonderful curly black beard Robert was
puzzled when his father addressed the man at once as ‘Mr Singh’,
although no name had been mentioned When he raised the point
afterwards Mr Woodstock laughed

‘I saw at once that he was a Sikh, and all Sikhs are named Singh
Of course they have other names to distingmish them, but they
may be rather tongue-twisting and you’ll be quite safe to call them
Mr Singh °

‘You mean, if a man’s name 1s Singh, he’s a Sikh ?’

‘Ob, no, not necessanily. But if he1s a Sikh, then his last name
1s Singh ’

Carol had groaned at that “If I spend another fifty years in this
country I may learn to 1dentify people at sight I know that Mus-
hms often wear baggy trousers and Hindus wear tight ones, hke
thin jodhpurs, but so many don’t wear any at all ¥
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THE YOUNG TRAVELLER IN INDIA AND PAKISTAN

But before that, they had had a long and interesting session with
the Information Officer.

‘It 15 difficult to answer all your questions quite definitely’, he
explained. ‘We are just coming out of a transition period One
cannot change a system of government overnight—least of all 1n
a country like ours. As you know, under the British we had a
central government here 1n New Delhi. Under that, there were
provincial governments 1n places ike Bombay, Madras, Calcutta,
and so on, with all kinds of powers of their own. And 1nside the
provinces again, the big towns had municipal councils to run the
affairs of the city, with power to levy taxes on the people’

‘Did everybody have a vote ?” Robert asked

‘By no means Only a mmonty It was argued that the poor
people were too1gnorant to use a vote properly Itis true, of course,
that most of our people are ignorant But our plan now is to have
a true democracy, with a vote for every man, and we are changing
over to that basis as fast as we can.’

He went on to explain that even under the British the vast
majornty of Government positions had been held by Indians But
certain key positions were reserved for Europeans, as were certain
vital departments of government, and Indians had felt that they
were still ruled, through a British Viceroy, from London

‘For example’, he said, ‘when Britain went to war with Germany
m 1939, India was not consulted She found herself automatically
at war, because London said so Canada and Australia and the
other Dominions were not treated hike that. They declared war by
their own decisions’

‘Well, you’re independent now’, said Mr Woodstock.

“True! We have no longer a Viceroy to deal with, taking hus
orders from London Mr Nehru, our Prime Minster, 1s as free as
the Prime Minister of Britain’

‘[ suppose’, said Robert, ‘you run a parhament now more Of
less like the one 1n England—you know, different ministers, and
bills and acts and question time and so forth

Mr Simngh smiled. ‘I would not say 1t was quite the same, but
we do have all those things you mention We Indians have been
brought up 1 British traditions, we admire the British form of
democracy, but we are suiting 1t to our own needs We adopted 2
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new constitution i 1948 It imcluded <some of the idcas we hked
m the Amenican and Prench svstems, but it was closer to the
British Parhamentary method than anvthing clse

He told them a poad deal about come of the men—and women
—who had led India toindependence The Prime Minister, Pandit
Jawaharlal Nchru, was a lngh-caste Hindu, son of a well-known
fawver and pohtical firure, bornan Allahabad Nehru was sent to
Harrown School and Cambridge Univeraty  Hhs upbringing was
that of an upper-chiss Eaplish boy—"You should read his Auro-
bacrapln,’ <d Mr Singh ‘1tss a fine book by 4 fine man, and 1t
will help you to understand the new India”

In spite of theee carlv influences, Nehru had never forgotten
that he was an Indinn, and that lus country was not free He had
entered pohtics, and had spent much time in prison beeause of his
views He hid pone throuph 1 peniod of preat utterness agamnst the
Bratish, but he hind hived to <ce the two nations part peacefully and
come together 1p un as cquil friends

‘Some people thunk Mr Nchru s too westermized’, smd Mr
Singh ‘He 15 more <cienufic than relipious He s a Socialist and
admures many of the things which have been done in Sovict Russia,
though he 1s cert unly no Commumst He prefers western demo-
cratic methods *

Mr Singh's tonce chanped when he came to speak of Gandhi—
the Mahatma, or Gandhiy, as he called lim There was a kind of
reverence in his voice ‘There was no one hhe the Mahatma®, he
said ‘Hindus, Si} hs, Mushms, Untouchables—he was the friend
of all His murder was one of the erimes of hustory "

He told them briefly how Gandhi had struggeled all his life for
Indian independence A Hindu of the hama or business caste, he
had been married at thirteen and he started Iife in a very ordinary
way. Then he had been to London and qualificd as a lawyer From
there he had gonce to South Africa, where he had worked for the
downtrodden Indian imnugrants In the Boer War he had worked
with an ambulance Then he had returned to India and dedicated
his hife to the cause of national freedom

He spole of the marches and campaigns Gandln had led, of his
fasts and his numerous spells of imprisonment, his pacifism and
hus vegetarianism, s prayer meetings and ‘days of silence’, and
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his spinning-wheel. Mr Singh pointed to a photograph on the wall,
and they recognized at once the wizened Iittle figure in shav and
loin-cloth, with prominent ears, and eyes twinkling hehind his
spectacles .

‘He was a saint’, said Mr Singh, ‘but not a solemn one He loved
a joke I have heard him giggle like a schoolboy.’

He told them of those last weeks, when Muslims and Sikhs and
Hindus were killing each other in many districts Gandhi was
determined to stop the slaughter. He announced that he would
take no food unless the fighting ceased Days passed, and he grew
steadily weaker. Then came a halt 1n the stnfe and Gandhi felt
he could break his fast

‘But there were some Hindu fanatics who did not want peace
They wanted to stamp out the Muslim religion in this country,
and set up an all-Hindu State—which was never the aim of Gan-
dhijt or of our present Government They made a plot. Someone
went to Gandhiy’s evening prayer meeting here in New Delhi—
1t was held 1n the garden of a private house, but anyone could go,
and several hundreds were there that night Gandhiji came across
the garden—he was very weak still, and of course he was seventy-
eight. He smiled and greeted people Then a young Hindu stepped
forward with a revolver, and shot him at point-blank range He
died half an hour later, and our whole nation went into mourning.
He was not only a saint but 2 martyr, and India will never forget
him.’

Young Mr Singh was keenly interested in the 1dea of the film
and offered all kinds of assistance When he heard they were
travelling to Amritsar i a day or two he grew quite excited It was
his own native city. What was more, it was the holy city of the
Sikhs Did they know all about the Sikhs ? An Indian film without
the Sikhs would be Hamlet without the prince! For a few moments
he frowned at his desk diary, then he smiled

‘I myself have business in Amntsar At least, there are things I
can do there. You go the day after to-morrow ? Good. I find my-
self called to Amritsar that very same day! We can go together,
and then I shall be quite sure that you see everything, and get your
facts correct’

~
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Amritsar lay to the north-west, in the Punjab The Ganges and
its tributaries were now left behind When they crossed a big
niver, the Sutlej, they learned that it was flowing the other way, to
join the Indus 1n Pakistan Amnitsar 1itself lay within a few miles
of the frontier, a city of stormy memories

What they afterwards remembered most was the Golden
Temple. It was not very large 1n itself—a squarish building of 1n-
laid marble with a shining dome of gold foil on a copper founda-
tion—but 1t was so remarkably situated, standing out 1n the midst
of a square pool, which (as usual in India) people insisted on
calling by the prosaic name of ‘tank’ There 1t stood n beautiful
1isolation, the reflection of 1its walls and gilded dome quivering
ever so slightly 1n the pale green water And all round the pool,
nstead of palm trees, was the humming city

‘Guru Nanak, the founder of our faith, made this tank when he
bwlt Amntsar’, said Mr Singh ‘It 1s called “the pool of immor-
tality”—Amritsar itself means “the city of immortality” The
first temple was built by Arjun, but the Afghans destroyed 1t, and
1t was rebuilt about two hundred years ago’

He explained that Guru Nanak was a holy man who had lived
about the time of the English Henry the Eighth He had tried to
combine the best elements of the Hindu and Muslim religions,
punfying them of superstitions. The Sikh religlon which he
founded taught men to believe 1n one God and not to worship
1dols Sikhs did not believe 1n caste, but they would not eat beef
They could marry Hindus but not Muslims They had their own
Sikh temples and their own scriptures, the Granth-salib

The Woodstocks were able to see this sacred book Passing
through a gateway they walked out along a causeway, balustraded
on either side, to the Golden Temple 1n the middle of the water
There, under the dome, shaded from strong hight by a silken
canopy, lay the holy book of the Sikhs.

Mr Singh explained that there were only four million followers
of this religion, most of whom lived 1n the Punjab, ‘but’, he
%géled with a grim smile, ‘we have not been 1dle 1n the history of

1a’

His was a warlike people Until a century ago they had ruled
great tracts of land They had fought stubbornly against the
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British: when finally conquered, they had served the King-Em-
peror with loyalty and courage. They held hard to all their tradi-
tional customs and beliefs—they must never, for instance, cut
their hair or shave They were required also to carry a steel dagger,
but 1n times of upheaval the Government was often forced to for-
bid this

‘There have been many upheavals in recent years’, he said ‘No
one has suffered as we Sikhs have 1n this division of India. So
many of us lived on the other side of what is now the border’

They were quite sorry to part from Mr Singh the next day, but
an even sadder parting had to be faced. With tears 1n his eyes Mot
refused to cross the border with them into Mushim territory

So they said a sorrowful goodbye Mot appeared with long gar-
lands of bright orange marigolds, which he insisted on hanging
round their necks Even Robert wore his chain of flowers without
a murmur, though he was glad that none of his friends at home
could see im But he would not have hurt Mott’s feelings for the
world.

Therr last memory of Amrtsar was not of Mr Singh and his
bushy black beard, nor of the Golden Temple reflected 1n the pool
of immortality, but of a wistful brown-skinned figure, lus khak
shirt-tails fluttering 1n the draught of the train as it hurried away
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Chapter 15

'UNDER THE CRESCENT FLAG

It was hard to rcalize at first that they had crossed a frontier and
were now 1n a new country, under the green flag with the star and
crescent of Pakistan

‘You mustn’t eaxpect everything to look different’, their father
warned them ‘We've come only thirty miles from Amritsar and
for centuries Lahore and Amritsar have been close neighbours—
and 10 modern times they’ve even becn in the same province,
sharing the same local government The Mogul Emperors spent a
good deal of time here in Lahore—in fact Jehangir’s buried here—
so I expect we shall sce plenty of their buildings just as we did 1n
Delli and Agra’

They drove through broad modern streets, which might almost
have been American, to Falett’s Hotel where they had arranged
to meet an old Army fricnd of Mr Woodstock’s, known 1n family
carcles as ‘Ginger Whiskers’. ‘But for Heaven’s sake don’t call
him that’, their father exhorted them Perhaps I oughtn’t to have
told you His full name 1s Sheikh Surajjudin Bahadur, VC,
OBI’

‘But we'll never remember all that!’ cried Carol.

‘You needn’t Call him “sahib”.’

‘I thought “sahib” was for Europeans ?°

‘Goodness, no It’s a greeting of respect, and he’s entitled to 1.
He was the Risaldar-Major—that’s ike a Regimental Sergeant-
major, only even more so He was a terrific fellow.’

But Ginger Whiskers, when he rose to greet them on the hotel
veranda, was less ternfying than he sounded Tall he certainly was,
and every inch the old soldier, but his voice was gentle and he
spoke with great precision Carol was fascinated by the vivid hue
of huis well-trimmed beard and such hair as showed under his
puggaree—a twisted head-dress of spotless mushn, with two €nds
dangling down at the back An absurd thought flashed through
her mind with that henna-dyed beard removed, what a charming
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school matron the old man would have made' She dared not look
at Robert

He, had she but known 1t, was fascinated by Ginger Whiskers n
quite another way. What appealed to Robert was the khowledge
that this man had won the V.C. 1n 1916, that he had (in his own
words) been ‘born 1n the Army’ and had served in a dozen dan-
gerous campaigns 1n great wars and little wars, with adventures
m all kinds of places from Flanders to the North-west Frontier,
and from East Africa to Burma Ginger Whiskers must have some
tales to tell, and Robert meant to hear them 1n due course.

It looked as though there would be ample opportumty, for
Ginger Whiskers had everything mapped out—they were to stay
with him and he would hear of no refusal He had retired from the
Army to a village some twenty miles west of Lahore, where he had
bought land and (with his pension) ranked as a well-to-do and
notable person

‘If you will honour my humble house’, he said solemnly ‘You
will find everything quite sanitary You will not refuse, Woodstock
Sahib ?

‘We shall be dehghted, sahib, if 1t 1sn’t too much trouble’

They had a brief look round Lahore before they went They saw
the fine modern quarter with the university and other well-laid-out
buildings, equal to anything they had yet seen. They saw the
Golden Mosque and the Fort, once a Mogul stronghold They
ended up with a walk through the narrow bazaars—streets barely
three yards wide, overshadowed by tall houses with open shops
below, piled high with silks and cottons, brass pots and ornaments,
fried fish and sticky sweets, curry and heaps of gramn Lahore, Mr
Woodstock reminded them, was the scene of Kipling’s Kim—and
this part of the city, at least, seemed to have altered little 1n the
fifty years since then

After long years of honourable service, Ginger Whiskers had
beaten his sword into a plough-share with the greatest enthu-
stasm Farming was his passion As they drove across the plam,
trathng a long wake of khaki dust behind them, he gave a non-
stop commentary on the fields they were passing and on the
superiority of his own enlightened methods
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‘The Punjab has always been the progressive province’, he an-
nounced with pride

‘Docs that mean tractors and chemucal fertihzers 7 Robert
managed to get

‘No, no, salub! Not yct, at least In our country we have still
far to go We have to teach the peasant how to usc even the man-
ure of hus own cattle properly—too many of them dry 1t and burn
it as fuel That 1s wasteful They must Icarn also to bank up their
hillside fields so that the soil 1s not washed away in the rainy
season every year, to make irnigation channels where water 1s
scarce, to sow new sceds and crops, to breed better sheep and
goats and cattle, and take care of them all this, and much
more, sahib. I have to teach the ignorant people in my village’

‘They must be glad to learn’, said Carol pohtcely

‘Not always, Miss Woodstock * The ginger beard wagged sor-
rowfully ‘They arc very, as you say in English, stick-in-the-mud
I say to them, mcasurec how much milk cach cow gives, keep
records, so that you know wlich arc the best amimals, then you
will know which to breed calves from, and which to slaughter
but what do you tlnnk they say to me, these ignorant fellows ?°

‘I can’t imaginc’, said Carol, though she could imagine various
remarks, all disrespectful to Ginger Whiskers But she would not
have hurt his feelings for the world

‘They say’, he went on, ‘that mulk 1s the gift of God, and that 1t
would be an insult to Him to measure His gifts! What can one
do with such 1gnorant fcllows '

Mr Woodstock's eyes were twinkling ‘I seem to remember you
had a way with them 1n the old days, on the barrack square,
salb.’

‘Ah, yes!® The veteran chuckled ‘I have not quite forgotten all
my powers of persuasion!

They were now entering the village He pointed out the belt of
trees he had persuaded the people to plant, so that they would have
wood to burn, and could keep all their cow-dung for the fields
‘And that 1s the new well we are digging’, he said, ponting ‘We
had a Government engincer to tell us where to dig In the old
days they would throw a bucket of water over a goat and run
after im—and wherever he first stopped to shake himself, they
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would make their new well, even 1f it was 1 the middle of the
village filthV’

The car caused intense excitement Children came running from
all sides. Squatting men stood up and salaamed. Women Vanished
indoors, but peered from the shadows It was clear that Ginger
Whiskers was a personage 1n the district.

They drew up 1n front of a large bungalow, built of sun-dried
brick but in semi-western style Ginger Whiskers had not seen the
world without noticing things He had spent a lifetime 1n Army
barracks and he knew the importance of cleanliness and order.
He had seen how country-folk lived in France and Italy and
Palestine, and he had evidently determined that his house should
embody the best features of all he had seen. Neatly-rolled mos-
quito-nets hung over each bedstead. The sanitary arrangements
were the best possible 1n a village without drains, and there
was a tin bath, filled from old petrol tins, for the convenience of
visitors The rooms seemed empty to western eyes, but brght
and clean There were patterned Kashmir rugs on the floors
and just two pictures on the white-washed walls—a photograph
of a somewhat younger Ginger Whiskers in the middle of a
regimental hockey team, and a coloured portrait of George the
Fifth

There were several servants about, including a smart youth
named Abdul whom Mr Woodstock agreed to try as a bearer A
Iittle boy and girl greeted them with shy curiosity, and then
vanished 1mnto the back regions ‘My children by my third wife’,
said therr host, stroking his beard proudly. But of their mother,
and of any other wives who might be on the premises, there was
Do sign.

‘She’s 1 purdalk’, Mr Woodstock managed to murmur, while
they were left for a moment to unpack. ‘We shan’t see her—except
perhaps you, Carol For all his other modern 1deas, the old chap’s
very very strict on religion’

‘Has he a harem 7’ she whispered excitedly

T don’t know—1I doubt 1t, but I’m sure I daren’t ask You may
be able to find out’

‘The little girl 1sn’t 1n purdah’

‘She will be when she’s a bit older’

122



UNDER THE CRESCENT TLAG

Ginger Whiskers proved more approachable than Mr Wood-
stock had behicved possible As a devout Mushim he was most
an\ious-that they should understand his faith and that evening,
after a tremendous meal of boiled mutton and rice followed by
tca and dclicious sticky cakes, they all sat along the veranda
watching the sun sct and hstenming to his explanations of Islam.
The word 1tsclf, they learncd, was Arabic for ‘resignation to the
will of God'

They were amazed to find that Jesus Christ was deeply venera-
ted by Muslims, and so werc Abraham and Moses ‘They were all
prophets of God’, smid Ginger Whiskers firmly, ‘e Mohammed
who came after We sharc their teachings with you—we keep the
samec commandments Like you, we detest the worship of 1dols
Like the Jews, we will not cat pork In some ways we are much
stricter than cither of you—we may not drink wine nor gamble—
but for the most part we arc very much closer to your way of
thinking than we are to that of| say, the Hindus’

‘I can sce that’, Mr Woodstock agreed

‘When 1 knew you first, salub, duning the war, I was not a
Muslim Leaguer As a soldier of the King-Emperor I had no
politics. But the British have gone, and the country has been
divided, and I have come to sce that 1t was nccessary It 1s better
that we should have our own government and not be at the mercy
of the Brahmins and the Congress wallahs’

‘I'm all at sca’, Robert broke in ‘Of course I've heard of the
Mushm League, and Brahmuns, but what's a Congress wallah 7

His father laughed “Will you eaplain, sahib 7’

‘Most willingly * And Ginger Whiskers told them how the
Indian National Congress had been started many years ago, and
how 1t had developed nto a great political movement for 1n-
dependence It had been open to all but, with Hindus 1n the
majonity and high-castc Brahmins winning most of the leadership,
many of the Muslims had come to believe 1t did not represent them
fairly. Most—but not all of them—had broken away and formed
an opposition party, the Mushim League, under Mohammed Al
Jinnah In a few years they had grown rapidly in strength, pro-
claiming as their policy that India should be divided into two
States, India or Hindustan for the Hindus, and Pakistan, ‘the land
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of the pure 1n heart’, for the Muslims When the war with Ger-
many and Japan was over, the two great parties had not been able
to agree, but finally, 1n August, 1947, the British had handed over
their power to a Government of India 1 Delh1 and a Government
of Pakistan 1n Karachi

‘It was most difficult, of course’, said Ginger Whiskers soberly
‘If all the Hindus had lived 1o one part and all the Mushms
another i1t would have been easier, but they were all mixed up.
Here 1n the Punjab the province had to be sphit 1n half There were
riots and bloodshed, as you will have heard, and terrible suffer-
mgs—millions of Hindus trekked through this countryside, I saw
them myself, on their way to India, and soon we saw millions of
our own people trekking the other way, driving their animals and
carrymng their goods But of course they had to leave their houses
behind 1n India, and their land, and for a farmer to lose his land
is the most terrible thing that can happen’

Mr Woodstock looked at his host keenly. He had known him
under difficult conditions. They were old comrades, and he was
fairly sure he could speak frankly without giving offence

“You know, if you ask me’, he said, ‘this division of India has
been a tragedy. Geography meant 1t to be one country, not two
The people need to be able to exchange their produce more easily,
not less—they don’t want Customs barmers between them And
Pakistan needs India even more than India needs you—she’s got
the minerals, she’s got the factories——’

Ginger Whiskers checked him politely with a raised hand.
‘Much of what you say 1s true, sahib. I have said it myself in the
past But the division has come, and we must make the best of 1t
It 1s the will of God Some things are even more ymportant than
minerals and factories ’

‘Why 15 1t so difficult for you to get on with Hindus 7 Robert
asked. ‘I mean—you used to.’

“Under the British, yes, and under the Moguls, but they were
Muslims, you see It 1s a Hindu government that most of us fear
The Hindu way of Life 1s utterly different from ours, and we are
afraid 1t might be forced on us Suppose, for mstance, a Hindu
government forbade us to kill cattle and eat beef”’

“Yes...Isee. .that would upset your farming’
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“There arc so many differences between us.” The old man spread
out lis pale brown hand and ticked off the fingers one by one
‘Islam 15 democratic and holds all men cqual* Hinduism has the
castc system Any man can become a Mushm 1f he wishes you
must be born a Hindu, you cannot be converted We believe 1n
onc God, they have many. We consider that ours 1s a pure reli-
gion, and theirs 1s full of abominations We are disgusted by their
idols We arc offended by their music, which our holy book, the
Koran, forbids Hindus arc allowed as many wives as they
like—'

‘But arcn’t Mushms 7" Carol burst out cagerly, now that this
thorny subject had been mentionced

‘Oh, no, Miss Woodstoch!" Ginger Whiskers looked quite
shocked Then he laughed ‘Itas true the Koran permats us to have
as many as four, but that 1s for princes and mullionaires! Very
few of us have more than once wife. As 1in your own country, even
one 15 quite expensne cnough! At least I find 1t so”’

‘But——" Robert blundered in ‘We thought you had three
wives 7’

Ginger Wihiskers nodded gravely ‘I have been married three
times, but twice I am a widower’

‘Oh.. I'm awfully sorry’

The old man laughed to put him at his case again ‘Did you
think I had a harem ? No, the Prophet allowed us up to four
wives—there are good rcasons for that Supposc the first wife has
no children ? That 1s very sad for both of them But why should
the man never have clildren ? Of course he may divorce his wife
and send her away, but that would be unkind It 1s better to let
him have another wife But Islam says that cach wife must be
treated fairly and equally’

‘All the same’, said Carol, ‘I'd hate to be Number One’

‘There nced never be a Number Two’, Ginger Whiskers
hastened to explain ‘Marriage with us 1s not a rehigious cere-
mony, 1t 1s a legal agreement When 1t 1s drawn up the bride can
make a condition that she shall be the only wife That 1s often
done In any case, there are more men than there are women to go
round, so there 1s not even one wife cach’

Carol felt that the old gentleman had, 1n that case, done rather
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well for himself, but she liked him too much to begrudge um
any happiness he had found in his declining years.

It was quite dark by now. The trees rustled agamnst a sky of
dusky velvet. Over the eastern horizon stood a thin new moon,
sharp as a scimutar.

They stood up, said good-night all round, and went indoors to
sleep for the first time in Pakistan.
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Chapter 16

THE HOUSE OF MANY STOREYS

THEY stayed 1n the village for several days and learned a great deal
which helped them to understand the poverty and backwardness
of both Pakistan and India, and the huge tasks which awaited the
governments of both Republics,

Ginger Whiskers had several good men to support him, men
who had served abroad, who could read and write a little, and who
were open to new ideas This was a progressive village in a pro-
gressive region Robert could appreciate that when he remembered
the aboriginal village they had seen 1n Central Provinces

The villagers mostly wore coarse cloth made by hand on their
own looms. Even the bracelets and bangles carried by the women
were usually made by local workmen. They ate two meals a day
—usually a wheaten cake with vegetable curry, but seldom much
meat, though they had milk and butter from cows and buffaloes
g.ven so, as they were Mushims, they ate more meat than Hindus

id.

Most of them were farmers, and very hard-working There were
also craftsmen of one kind or another, such as a blacksmuth, car-
penter, potter, barber, and so on There was a shopkeeper who
was the village money-lender too, though this side of his business
had declined a good deal of late, Ginger Whiskers explained with
a chuckle

‘The money-lender used to be the curse of every village 1 the
country—he still 1s, 1n many places. Every farmer gets into debt
sooner or later, then he gets into the clutches of the bania—and
never gets out of them again.’

‘Can’t he just pay back the debt when he has a good year ?’
Robert asked

‘It 15 all he can do to pay the mterest’, retorted the old soldier
‘Imagne, fifty per cent! Sometimes seventy-five per cent nterest!
What could a poor man do ? But things are better now We are
proud that we 1n the Punjab passed the first law imiting mnterest
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to eighteen per cent, and that is quite enough Now we have co-
operative societies and banks, which lend money to farmers at
twelve per cent. We have such a bank 1n every district now, and 1n
Lahore there 15 the central bank of the Co-operative Union, with
many millions at its disposal The old kind of private money-
lender 1s fast going out of business here.’

Carol saw Mrs Ginger Whiskers only once She was mvited to
drink tea and eat little cakes with her one afternoon They sat 1n
a tmy square of garden, hidden from the world by walls and
trelliswork Her hostess was fairly young, pale of skin, black of
hair, and pretty in a plump way She seemed even more shy than
Carol, which was hardly surprising, since she led such a quiet hfe
and met so few people She knew no English, and Carol’s Urdu
was still at the elementary stage, so that conversation limped
Howeyver, by petting the little children and admiring their mother’s
jewellery, Carol managed to keep gomg until it was polite to say
good-bye.

The poorer women, who had to do theirr own work, could not
keep strict purdah. Carol saw them 1in chattering groups at the
corn-grinder’s, or filling their jars at the well, and wondered if they
were not happier than the ladies The men were no less fond of a
gossip They used to gather every eveming 1n the middle of the
village, smoking and discussing local politics

‘We have also a proper panchayat’, her host explamed.

‘What’s that, sahib ?’

‘It 15 a council of five They are elected by all the men 1n the
village I, naturally, am chairman of our panchayat We are res-
ponsible for local government—for things like taxes, the diggng
of new wells, sanitation, vaccmation, getting rid of the rats, all
such matters connected with health ’ He went on to explam that
the Government was trymg to get people to elect these local
councils everywhere, 1 place of the old system of one headman,
who mught sometimes act as a dictator

‘Teaching them democracy’, Robert murmured

“We Mushms believe 1 democracy. Our faith teaches that all
men are equal 1n the sight of God > And Ginger Whiskers marched
on through the village, twirling his moustache and looking 1n-
fimtely superior to everyone within sight.
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THE HOUSE OF MANY STOREYS

That evening they unfolded the map and discussed their next
move. Pakistan was an awkward country to cover, for it fell into
two quitg separate portions. The smaller, consisting of a tiny part
of Assam and part of Bengal, they had long since left behund them
unvisited, for 1t lay east of Calcutta. They were all the more anxious
to do justice to the main part of the country.

To their surprise, Ginger Whiskers took the decision out of their
hands ‘With your permission, sahib, I shall escort you for the
rest of your journey. You must have someone to explain.’

‘But——" Mr Woodstock began

It was impossible to argue with the old man. The wanderlust
had seized im again, The traveller 1n three continents was deter-
mined to make one last journey before finally settling down as
village squure.

‘You must see the Frontier, salub’, he announced, his eyes
kindling with memories. ‘You must see the ancient places, like
Mohenjo Daro, and the great modern dams But first, on our
way to the Khyber, we must get off the tramn at Rawalpindi and
spend a few days 1n Kashmur. It 1s getting late 1n the season, so
we had better lose no time’

They set off two days later, with their new bearer, Abdul, and
Ginger Whiskers’ own servant, Mohammed Al travelling by
rail from Lahore to Rawalpindi, and then hiring a car for the
Journey up to Srinagar, the capital of Kashmur.

The future of Kashmur was at that time still undecided and 1t
was a question which had led to much trouble between the two
countries. On the one hand, the Hindu Maharajah wished to
attach himself to the Indian Union; on the other, some of his sub-
jects, being Mushm, preferred to jomn Pakistan.

‘Like Hyderabad’, Robert suggested, ‘only the other way round.’

At present the government was headed by the pro-Indian
Ghulam Mohammed Bakshi, with a large majomnty, and 1t looked
as though Kashmir was firmly attached to India But Ginger
Whiskers complained darkly that this position had been reached
only by deposing and imprisoning the former premuer, Sheikh
Abdullah, by terronzing his pro-Pakistani followers, and by
other doubtful methods which would have been frowned on 1n
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Delhi 1f the truth were known there. The dispute had dragged on
for years

‘Well, thank goodness’, Mr Woodstock broke 1n with,a laugh,
‘we don’t have to settle 1t. We’ve only to look at the scenery’

It was worth looking at.

‘We call Kashmur “the House of Many Storeys” ’, explained the
old soldier as the road climbed, mile after mile ‘The land rises
bike this all the way to Srinagar, and then beyond that to the
frontier stations hike Gilgit. And last of all one comes to the
Hindu Kush, the mountains we call “the Roof of the World”.!

Even the entry into Kashmir was dramatic. A fine suspension
bridge crossed the roaring, tumbling waters of the Jhelum—‘one
of the five great rivers of the Punjab’, said Ginger Whiskers
proudly. ‘It finally runs mto the Indus.” They were to see a good
deal of the river, for 1t made a sharp bend just above the suspen-
sion bridge and, instead of leaving 1t behind them, they found 1t
was their constant companion as they climbed the valley When-
ever the engine was silent, their ears were immediately filled with
the roar of waters,

They saw several of the swaying rope footbridges which are so
popular 1n adventure stories. They were V-shaped, with one rope
for the feet and another on each side, four feet hugher, for the
hands to grip Forked branches were fastened at mntervals to keep
the three ropes spread out in theirr V-shape It looked about as
safe as a tight-rope across Niagara, and Carol covered her eyes
the first time they saw a shepherd coming across.

“That 1s natural’, said the old soldier sympathetically ‘Even the
Kashmir: women are often blindfolded when they have to come
across. The men carry them on their backs.’

Robert’s admuration for the Kashmirmi men increased. He
would not have fancied the trip across those boiling rapids 1n any
circumstances, least of all with a blindfolded Carol on s back
‘Are there often accidents ? he inquured.

‘Oh, yes People go on using the bridge until sooner or later the
rope breaks. They say, “Why should we repar 1t until we have
tO ?” b

Further up its course the Jhelum was queter It flowed through
the Vale of Kashmur, spreading out mto reed-fringed lakes. Here
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it was navigable They saw boats called shikaras, long and narrow,
with two or three men in the stern plying paddics in the shape of a
heart or'a lotus-leaf There were housc-boats, too, great Noah’s-
Ark-like craft, which were not moored 1n one place as at home but
could be towed up and down the niver, from lake to lake

‘They were made popular by the British and other foreign
tounsts’, explamed Ginger Wiishers, ‘There was a State law that
no European could own a house in Kashmir—but nothing was
said about living 1in boats’

‘What fun!" sard Carol ‘I wish we were staying long enough !’

The Vale of Kashmur was the most beautiful place they had yet
seen, Smaller valleys opened out on every side Rivers and streams
came tumbhng down to swcll the Jhelwin and its three lakes The
floor of the valley was mosthy meadow-land, its fresh grass fiecked
with wild flowers of various hues The Jower mountainsides were
densely wooded—first with majestic walnut-trees and cedars and
chenars now turning vivid sellow and red with autumn, then with
dark, soft pines Above them, <aid Ginger Winskers, there were
birch-trees, giving place to stunted juniper, then to grass and bare
rock, and finally to the perpetual snows From their present low
level they saw thesc remote heights only as bands and patches of
different colours, preys and greens and browns and mauves, lead-
ing up to the glassy whiteness of the peahs.

This was the Switzerland of Asia The Mogul Emperors had
loved 1t centuries before, They had planted the first poplars, whose
magnificent descendants now lined the road into Sminagar By the
waters of Lake Dal, Akbar had laid out the Nasim Bagh, the
‘Garden of the Morning Wind'. His son, Jechangir, had beautified
Smnagar with pleasure-gardens of lus own This, Mr Woodstock
pomted out, was the scenc of thosc sentimental Indian Love
Lyries sull popular with Iight orchestras and amateur singers

‘Pale hands ] loved, beside the Shalunar  ° Carol began to sing

tﬁ a dewy-cyed, soulful way, until Robert's fingers closed upon her
roat

Snnagar stretched for three miles along both sides of the
Jhelum, with seven bridges Iinking the two halves and a constant
traffic of boats up and down. Most of the houses leant drunkenly
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across the narrow alleys at various angles, for the local builders
disdained to use a plumb-hne, they were confident that they could
trust their eyes. Sometimes the top storeys almost touched, and
beams had been 1nserted to prevent one building pushing down
another.

‘But 1t 1s very convenient 1n case of fire’, sard Ginger Whiskers,
‘and also when pursued by the police’

‘Pity Dad’s not making that sort of film’, said Robert regret-
fully.

Srinagar was a good place to buy Kashmir rugs and shawls, and
Carol was tempted on every side She fell 1n love with an embroi-
dered jacket in a white woollen material, with red and blue and
green designs twisting all up the full sleeves and down the back
The old man carnied out the transaction for her, and saved her a
good deal of the price oniginally asked.

At the Saffa Kadal bridge they saw a large square building
called the Yarkand: Serai. Picturesque men 1n long quilted coats
were unloading bales of merchandise from shaggy ponies and
weird-looking yaks.

‘Thus 1s the rest-house for travellers from Central Asia’, Ginger
Whiskers told them ‘The bridge is the starting-point of the roads
to Afghamistan and the Soviet Union That is one reason why
Kashmir is so important, remember—just behind those peaks lie
Russia, and China, and Afghanistan. Kashmir 1s a key to our
back-door.’

‘And these merchants have come—from over there ?’ said Carol
incredulously, looking up at the snows.

‘Oh, yes. And they’ll go back.’

‘What kind of things do they carry 7’

‘Oh, carpets, skins—even china cups' Yes, they come all those
miles across the high passes, and the cups arrive safely.’

Mr Woodstock and the old soldier had a surprse for them at the
end of the day. Instead of gomg to Nedou’s Hotel as they had
expected, they were driven down to the reedy shores of Lake Dal,
where, in a lily-spangled backwater, they saw the two servants
waving from a house-boat.

‘I thought’, saxd Ginger Whiskers, ‘you might enjoy two or three
days 1n Noah’s Ark"”
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He was right Thosc days were unforgettable To wake and see
the morming sunhight slanting down through the woods, and the
high glaciers reflected 1n the unruffied lake . . . to dive from the
Arh into that chilly water and to emerge gasping a few seconds
later, to clamber out nto the fluffy bath-towel that Abdul held
ready, and, dried and dressed, to sit down to breakfast Iaid on
deck . to spend energetic mormings tramping up to the moun-
tain-pastures or n.args and lazy afternoons being towced along the
waterways around Sninagar . to watch the incessant bustle and
morvement of other boatmen, and to gaze into the silent distances
at the screne majesty of Nanga Parbat, ‘the naked mountain’,
soaning to 26,700 fcct . . all these were impressions that would
never fade

All too soon 1t was time to go back Mr Woodstock had pre-
pared this part of his shooting-seript They must say good-bye to
Noah's Ark, good-bye to the Naked Mountain and the Shalimar
and the Garden of the Morming Wind, to the Roof of the World
and to the House of Many Storeys

Never mind, Robert consoled himself They were going to the
Khyber.
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Chapter 17

THE NORTH-WEST FRONTIER *

‘WE are getting near the Frontier’, said the old soldier, pomting
through the carriage-window. ‘See—even those men working 1n
the fields have rifles

There was a new light 1n his eye From the minute the train had
rumbled over the Indus bridge, out of the Punjab and into the
North-West Frontier Province, he had seemed to grow younger
with every turn of the wheels which carried them onwards to
Peshawar. He pronounced the word ‘Frontier’ in a tone which
made the capital F practically quiver 1n the air before them

Even Carol, who had often dipped into Robert’s adventure-
stories when they were both younger, realized that the boundary
between Pakistan and Afghanistan was no ordinary frontier It
was the romantic country of hill-top forts and wild raids, depicted
by Kipling and a host of lesser writers. Would the real thing, she
wondered, prove a disappointment ?

‘Those men are Pathans’, Ginger Whiskers continued. ‘Good
friends, bad enemues, and proud as the Devil They speak Pushtu
—when they speak at all! They are not so very different from the
Afghan peoples on the other side.’

The children stared at the Pathans with renewed interest They
all seemed very tall, were as light-skinned as a European, and
tended to have large hooked noses. They slouched about their
fields 1n peculiar baggy trousers, rifles slung on their backs or laid
ready to hand

‘Who are they afraid of ? asked Carol. ‘Raiders from the hulls,
I suppose.’

‘Mainly, Miss Woodstock.” (Ginger Whiskers would never ad-
dress her without the greatest respect.) ‘It 15 second nature with
these men to fight, and to be ready to fight.’

“Why do the tribesmen come raiding ? They must get killed and
wounded themselves sometimes. You wouldn’t think they'd do 1t
for the fun of the thing’
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The old man cxplained that they did not. Though fighting was
in their blood even the wild hill-men preferred peace to war They
were driven to come raiding because they could not get a full
Inchihood i their stony mountains Only a quarter of the land
in the Province itself was fit for farming, and very much less of
the No Man’s Land beyond the Frontier So, from time immem-
oral, the lill-men had come raiding their more prosperous neigh-
bours In the past the Government of India had recogmzed this
and had found 1t ssimpler in the long run to pay the tribes a sub-
sidy of moncy, so long as they behaved themselves

Looking at the map they saw that the North-West Frontier
Province was long and thin 1n shape, and that they were crossing
1its parrow waist to its only considerable town, Peshawar. Afghan-
istan lay to the north-west 1n front, Kashmir and the Punjab be-
hind them to the cast, and a great arca marked Baluchistan to
the south-west, stretching away to Persia and the sca.

‘You have not time to go there’, smid the old man sadly

‘Weve ime’, satd Mr Woodstoch, ‘but we haven’t space 1n our
film ’ He looked dejected for a moment ‘Pcople who know the
country are going to grumble like mad over this picture They'll
all say I've left out the most important things I can hear the
cnitics shricking, “This man pretends to show India to our young
people, and he hasn’t a single shot of Thingummybad, or the
cultivation of the coco-nut, or——"""

‘There's too much of everything, Dad’, Carol soothed lum “You
can’t put it all in The audience would be muddled.’

‘There are very few people 1n Baluchistan, although 1t looks so
large on the map’, Ginger Whiskers assured them ‘Less than a
million Itis a sun-baked country, They grow some fruit and maize
mn the valleys, and there 1s fishing along the sca-coast That 1s
about all There arc three times as many people 1n this Province ’

A few minutes later the train pulled into Peshawar, where they
hurried to a hotel to change and wash off the dust which covered
them It was hard to believe, standing under a tepid shower 1n a
modern bathroom, that one was little more than ten miles from
the famous Khyber Pass.

Peshawar was a walled town with a few wide streets like the Kissa
Kahani, but for the most part the usual narrow lanes between tall,
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huddled houses of brick and mud. A fort, the Bala Hissar, stood
Just outside the walls, and the military quarter, the Cantonments,
lay two mules away, the barracks and bungalows lLining pleasant
roads, shady with trees and bright with flowers The travellers,
however, were more nterested 1n the Life of the town itself,

Here, as 1n Srinagar, they caught fascinating ghmpses of a re-
moter world beyond the border, but now, instead of yaks lum-
bering 1n from Sinkiang and Tibet, they saw long strings of splay-
footed camels, laden with the products of Kabul and Bokhara and
Samarkand. Tall men strode beside them, with turbans or skull-
caps or hats of curly black wool, with loose-hung embroidered
jackets revealing sashes stuffed with knives, and rifles—or some-
times long, old-fashioned guns with decorated butts—slanting
across their shoulders.

‘If those are the peaceful merchants’, Carol whispered, ‘what
are the men like who attack them ?’

Ginger Whiskers chuckled. ‘It 1s not always easy to tell the
difference !’

Groups of merchants, their business done, squatted 1n the street
round the open stalls and shops, drinking green tea, cracking wal-
nuts, or chewing dried mulberries. Their dark eyes swivelled
round at the English girl as she passed Carol made a private
resolution not to move a step without her father or Ginger
Whiskers. One attempted kidnapping had been quite enough She
began to see some slight point 1n the Mushm women’s burka, that
combined hood and cloak like a collapsed tent, which left only the
eyes visible.

‘So they don’t know whether they’re stealing a pretty girl or an
old hag’, she pointed out to Robert, ‘until they get the parcel home
and unpack 1t!’

‘Don’t you go 1 for a burka’, he retorted unkindly. “You’re
safer as you are’

The next morning they drove up to the Khyber They had both
imagmed, for some reason, that the Pass lay beyond the Frontier
—that they would stand at the entrance, looking across barbed
wire, and see 1t winding mysteriously into the forbidden hills It
was rather a shock to find that 1t lay on therr own side of the
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border and that they might have gone through 1t by train Mr
Woodstock, however, had wanted to sce i1t by road, so he had
applied for the necessary permuts, and these had been granted,
since all was quiet for the time being.

‘If I nced permits to drive through, what shall I nced for a
camcra 7’ he wondered.

‘You must be discreet, salub’, said Ginger Whiskers solemnly.
‘The Khyber 1s so strategic—naturally the Government must be
carcful. No doubt the matter can be arranged’

Disappomntment vamished when the young people saw the Pass
It was a savage placc of brown and grey rock, as though the carth
had dicd, leaving only a skeleton, Precipices towered on either
side, hundreds of feet overhead In places it was like a wide valley,
with space for separate httle lnlls to rise in the middle, crowned
with loop-holed forts, In others 1t narrowed to a gloomy defile
where there was only just space for the motor-road and the parallel
track for camel caravans Even the ratlway was a thing of romance,
as well as a feat of engincering Each Iittle station was a fortified
strong-point 1n 1itself,

For thousands of years this had been the corridor for armies 1n-
vading India There were onc or two other passes 1n the North-
west, such as the Bolan Pass in Baluclistan, but the Khyber,
leading down from Kabul, had always been the favounte Alex-
ander had ridden this way at the head of his Greeks—having
conquered most of the known world, he had set his cyes upon the
Ganges The memory of that amazing youth still lingered 1n the
hills after twenty-three centuries, and ‘Iskander’ was a legendary
hero to Afghan boys whose hot blood still had a miature of
Macedonman 1n 1t

‘He was a great man’, said Ginger Whaskers respectfully ‘He
bridged the Indus, he would have marched to Bengal—who
knows, perhaps to China ? But the desert beat him, the Thar as
we call it His men would go no further, so he turned back. But
he founded citics——’

‘He left a good deal of Greek civihization 1n these parts’, said
Mr Woodstock ‘I've seen comns i museums, and statues that
were just like Greek ones I believe tus influence lasted a long time
n the North-west *

137



THE YOUNG TRAVELLER IN INDIA AND PAKISTAN

Carol half-closed her eyes and tried to mmagine the Pass as 1t
must have looked on the day when Alexander the Great rode
through on his favourite charger, Bucephalus, with the long lances
of the Greek phalanx shummering behind him like a forest of sap-
lings Wipe out the metalled road, some concrete, a stretch of
railway-track . . . what else had been added ? The frowning crags
must have looked the same, the dust would have risen 1n the same
khak clouds, and even the camel caravans must have drawn mto
the side to let the column pass, as they did now for modern traffic.

Not only Greeks had passed this way. The guide-book spoke
of the slave-raiding Muslims under Mahmud who had swept
down about the time that Wilham’s Normans were sweeping nto
England . . . There had been Tamerlane’s fierce Mongols, flat-
faced and shit-eyed, crop-headed under their shaggy caps ..Baber
had followed, to conquer the Indian plamns and create the Mogul
Empire . . . Nadir Shah had ridden after him, to raid the capital
of his successors and steal their Peacock Throne . .. Only 1n the
last century had the tide turned, and the cliffs had looked down
upon British armies marching the other way. Would they ever
witness an 1nvasion again—in erther direction ?

Ginger Whuskers spoke as the car shid to a stop. ‘Thus 1s as far
as we can go, sahib.’ They all got out. There were frontier guards
who mspected their permuts. There was—of all things—a turnstile
at the barrier ‘For all the world’, said Mr Woodstock indignantly,
‘like the entrance to a seaside pier” A huge notice announced very
clearly:

IT IS ABSOLUTELY FORBIDDEN
TO CROSS THIS BORDER
INTO AFGHAN TERRITORY

They could only stare past 1t at the road winding away up the
Kabul valley mnto the heart of Central Asia. Camel-bells tinkled
in the dry air. A caravan passed slowly out of sight, and, as they
turned reluctantly back to therr waiting car, Carol remembered
some haunting lines of Flecker she had once learnt

And softly through the silence beat the bells
Along the Golden Road to Samarkand
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Chapter 18

LIVING WATERS AND DEAD CITIES

‘We can do nothing without water’, said the old soldier ‘The
bravest garrison 1s lost without it. It 1s the same with a nation
Fortunately we 1n Pakistan have some mighty water-bottles—and
there 1s our biggest !’

Hc pointed across the vast blue expanse of the River Indus,
and shading their cyes from the glare they looked at the long white
concrete dam with 1ts arched spans running for a mile from bank
to bank Robert began to count them, but gave up at thirty-six
The hght which came up off the water was too dazzling, and Carol,
thumbing the book of words, had by that time discovered that
there were siaty-siv arches 1in all It was an impressive piece of
engincering, this Sukhur Barrage, but they did not fully take 1n 1ts
majesty until they had gonc some distance along the embankment,
downstrecam, and were able to look up at 1t from below Then 1t
loomed over them hike a mountain-nidge.

‘Water 1s precious 1in Pakistan’, cxplained Ginger Whiskers
‘The monsoon docs not blow 1n the North-west Upper Sind has
only three or four inches of rain 1n a year No wonder 1t 1s almost
a desert !’

Robert considered. He remembered a camping holiday 1n the
Lake District, notoriously the wettest part of England, and he
knew that the annual rainfall there worked out at about one
hundred inches It was difficult to imagine the Assam hills where
four hundred inches of rain fell in about four months, instead of
being spread over the whole year. Meanwhile they were in Sind
Province, standing beside the broad Indus, and the country looked
anything but a desert He said so.

‘Of course, sahib ! But this dam has been built some years now—
and 1t was not built for nothing. The water s collected here and
spread through forty thousand miles of irrigation-canals Where
we used to have scrub and sand only, we have a million acres of
wheat, a million acres of cotton, and more than half a million
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acres of rice. When the work is completed, there will be five million
acres wrngated. It used to be a desert province—there were, not
five million people living there—but now the desert 1s beginning
to blossom.’ ‘

‘But where does all the water come from, if there’s no ram to
speak of 7

‘From the snows of the Himalayas, sahib. Remember the
Jhelum tumbling down through Kashmur ? And the Kabul River
near Peshawar 7 Those are only two of the rivers that make up the
Indus. Some of this water we see started in Tibet.

“You ought to feature water in the film, Dad,’ said Carol, ‘as
it’s so important., Mountamn waterfalls and lakes, and concrete
dams and canals in the fields——'

‘Women gossiping at village wells’, said Robert.

‘And those ancient square tanks, as they call them——'

‘And a really sizzling rainstorm during the monsoon—you can
fake 1t if you can’t wait till next year——’

‘And hydro-electricity’, Mr Woodstock himself suggested.

‘And the flooded rice-fields’, put 1n Ginger Whiskers, ‘with the
farmer knee-deep 1n mud and water as he ploughs’

‘And the way standing water breeds malarial mosquitoes’, said
Carol

‘And infected wells spread cholera!’ cried Robert

‘Stop, stop !’ pleaded their father. “You see how 1t 1s—I could
use every foot of negative on one theme alone. This film 1s going

to drive me crazy.’

From the Sukkur Barrage they travelled on by train to Dokri,
and then drove eight miles to the excavations at Mohenjo-Daro
Gimnger Whiskers was as curious as the Woodstocks, for the ruins
had been discovered only 1n the last thirty years, and he had
never visited the ‘City of the Dead’, as 1t was called. He was 1n-
clined to be a little suspicious, too. He had been brought up to
believe that his country’s civilization had started with the early
mvasions of the Aryan people, men like lumself, four thousand
years before. He had been taught to despise the races who had
lived 1n the peninsula before that time He did not hike this new
claim that they too had been highly civilized—that their culture

140



LIVING WATERS AND DEAD CITIES

indeed had been onc of the oldest 1n the world, as ancient as that
of Egypt and Mesopotama,

But when they reached Mohenjo-Daro wonder overcame his
prejudice. The ruins were not so impressive at first sight, for they
were all level with the ground or lower, and could not be expected
to strike the cye like the palaces and mosques of later centuries.
They reminded Robert and Carol more of the photographs they
had scen of Pompen It was only when an enthusiastic archaeolo-
mst showed them round that they began to visualize the place as
it must have looked when 1t was a city not of the dead but of the
living.

‘There arc really three cities’, explained Mr Sikander Khan the
archacologist. ‘They were built onc on top of the other 1n succes-
sive ages—like Troy, you know. The first dates from 3,300 B.C.,
the last from 2,700 B.C°

‘All well before the first Aryaninvasions’, murmured Mr Wood-
stock with a shrewd glance at his old comrade

‘The lay-out 1s quite amazingly modern’, continued Mr
Sikander Khan, He pointed out the straight, well-paved streets
and said there was proof that the inhabitants had driven about
1 chariots They had also tamed the ox, the camel, and the
clephant

‘How do you know all these thungs ?° asked Robert

‘Oh, there arc various methods. We find bronze statuettes, 1n-
scriptions 1n a picturc-language, bones—all kinds of things The
refusc-heaps are always a great source of information to archae-
ologists !’

‘The refuse-heaps ?° Carol echoed.

‘Oh, yes. We can tell from the bones what kind of meat people
ate. We know for 1nstance that these people ate pork, which we
consider unclean, and in the same way we can tell that they went
fishing. We find seeds of the wheat and barley which they once
harvested—they have been preserved by the extreme dryness of the
climate here.’

‘Just like Egypt’, said Mr Woodstock

‘Then we find broken pots 1n the rubbish-heaps, and piece them
together again. We can tell that they turned out pottery on a
lathe, and were experts at glazing 1t. They were good at metalwork
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also—they cast things 1n bronze, and they made ornaments of
gold and silver.’

He led them along the sunken streets, pomnting out the founda-
tions of the various buildings. Most of them seemed to have been
made of burnt brick but others were of stone. It was possible to
see their lay-out as clearly as 1f it had been on an architect’s plan,

‘Look at the drains’, begged Mr Sikander Khan. ‘They are
perhaps the most remarkable feature of all. Mohenjo-Daro had
modern drainage almost five thousand years ago—and how many
villages in Pakistan and India possess 1t to-day ? No, I admit even
here there was no water laid on, but there were good filter-wells
just outside, and stone baths for everybody.’

‘Were there any wonderful palaces 7 Carol inquired

‘We have found none. But we have found no slums, either.
Even the poorest people seem to have lived 1n decent houses. These
were the workers’ quarters we are just coming to now As you
see, they were two-room houses with private baths The kitchens
were tiled, and see—here was a chute for the rubbish, as in the
most modern flats "’

They bad dressed in well-woven cotton and woollen clothes,
he went on. They had worn ornaments of jade and lapis-lazuh
They had loved dancing and music and hunting. Even some of
therr children’s playthings had been found And they had made
contacts with far-distant countries, for some of their seals had
been 1dentified among the ruins of Mesopotamia.

Ginger Whiskers shook his head, marvelling. ‘“Never did I know
of such things’, he admitted

The archaeologist smiled. “You are a Punjabi ? he mquired.
He himself was a hook-nosed Pathan, but his accent showed that
he was as much at home 1n the quadrangles of Oxford as 1n the
ravines of the Khyber.

The old man squared his shoulders. ‘I am a Punjabr’, he said
proudly.

“Then you should go and see Harappa in your own Province—
1t 1s only twenty mules from Rawalpindi, and it belongs to the
same civilization as Mohenjo-Daro.’

Gnger Whiskers beamed. ‘I can see my travels are not over,
after all!’
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The archacologist had turned to Robert and Carol again. ‘Will
you remember the most remarkable thing about this place ?° he
asked. ‘Morc remarkable than the drains or the workers’ dwell-
ings! It 1s this though we have found implements for hunting
animals, we have never yet dug up a single weapon of war!’
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Chapter 19

THE BIRTH OF A NATION

THE journey, so far as Robert and Carol were concerned, was
drawing to a close

The tran to Karachi was the last they would travel n until they
reached home again. Their passages by air were booked and after
a few days 1n the Pakistan capital they would be off Mr Wood-
stock’s film-unit was expected at Karachi airport about the same
time, and his travels would soon begin all over again He promised
faithfully to be home as early in the New Year as he possibly
could.

They found Karachi an extremely modern city, which was not
surprising smce 1t had been only a fort until just over a century
ago. It had expanded rapidlyn the past few years, with the develop-
ment of air travel and the growth of prosperity and population
in Sind Province, following the Sukkur irrigation scheme. Now
it was not merely the capital of a province but the capital of the
new Republic, and the only seaport in Western Pakistan

‘Almost all our imports and exports now have to pass through
Karachr’, explained Ginger Whiskers. “You have seen what our
land routes are lIike-—roads like the Khyber and the mountain-
trails that lead out through Kashmir! It 1s a great stramn on the
docks and railways, now we no longer share the use of Bombay
and Calcutta’

‘One of the drawbacks of dividing the country’, said Mr Wood-
stock bluntly. ‘Geography meant India to be one, not two’

‘Man does not live by geography alone, sahib’, retorted the old
man with dignity. “We do not complain. We have a port for our
eastern territories, too—Chittagong, which serves Assam and the
Mushim half of Bengal—and we shall manage. What was Karachi
jtself a hundred years ago? A dangerous roadstead outside,
where even small boats, they say, ran the risk of upset as they
crossed the bar. Yet see what a fine port the British made of 1t!
We too, sahib, know how to overcome difficulties’
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THE BIRTH O A NATION

It was as well, thought Carol, for Pakistan had plenty to contend
with. That evening they heard all about them from Mr Hanif,
whom Mr Woodstock and Ginger Whiskers had known as an
Education Officer 1n the Indian Army, and who was now a mem-
ber of the new Government scrvice.

He arnved very late for dinner at their hotel. He was a dark,
dapper little Bombay Mushm, wearing western clothes and smok-
ing far too many cigarcttes 1n an effort to soothe his over-strained
nerves He was profuse 1n his apologies.

‘I couldn’t get away from the office’, he explained as soon as he
had greeted lus old fricnds and been introduced to the young
people ‘Every might this week 1t has been the same You know
how 1t 1s—things pile up and pile up on your desk, inquiries, re-
ports, complaints, reminders——'

‘Worse than the Army?’ chuckled Mr Woodstock

‘You've no 1dea’, said Mr Hanif fervently ‘But 1t 1s calm now
compared with what 1t was at first e had to start everything
from the beginming Pakistan was a new country, born—you
might say—almost overmight Suddenly Britain announced the
date she was leaving, as we wanted, and there were to be two
Domunions, also as we wanted—republics now ’

“Your Mr Jinnah got lus way all rnight.’

‘On that main point, yes. His dream of Pakistan was realized
within a few months But try to imagine what those few months
were like to us in New Delhi!” He turned to Robert and Carol
‘Imagine 1f Britain or America decided one day to sphit into
halves' Picture the scenes 1n Washington 1f the old division be-
tween North and South was made again—or 1n London, if all the
Yorkshire and Lancashire Civil Servants had to go off and start a
new government 1n Manchester! That’s how 1t was with us Even
those of us who had prayed for the division found 1t very hard
when the time came We had to leave Hindu colleagues who had
often been our good friends We had to uproot ourselves and our
families—I myself, for instance, had never set foot m what 1s now
my country!’

‘I can 1magine some frightful tangles in the departments’, said
Mr Woodstock amusedly, ‘when 1t came to sorting out the files
and papers—which to take and which to leave’
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‘It will never be sorted out’, said Mr Hanif with deep conviction,
“You should have been there with your camera, Mr Woodstock,
Such scenes! Clerks screaming at each other, “You shall not take
this file"” “We must—there is more Pakistan business than
Indian in it!”’ He laughed ruefully. ‘I fancy a good many in-
convenient documents got left behind. I must confess I decided
there were one or two troublesome items that might well be sunk
for ever?

‘It seems to have had its funny side’

‘But its tragic also. You remember all the riots when the great
movement started, Muslims passing into Pakistan, Hindus and
Sikhs travelling the other way ? Those were terrible days. Trains
were stopped by the mob, there were atrocities and counter-
atrocities, sometimes hundreds of passengers from a single train
were murdered. Some of our clerks were among those victims,
poor fellows The files they had charge of were burnt during the
looting—I expect some of our departmental correspondence is
still blowing about the fields somewhere between here and Delhi.’

‘It must have been frightful’, said Carol, remembering what she
had read in the papers during that period.

‘It was. It makes me ashamed to grumbie over my own small
troubles now—but I'm afraid it doesn’t stop my grumbling, all
the same.’

“You certainly started off badly’, said Mr Woodstock. “Files all
mixed up or missing, some of the staff Hindus and still in Delhy,
others murdered during the move——

‘And when we get to Karachi, more confusion—and such
crowds! I talk about my “office”—it was only a corner then, we
were jammed elbow to elbow 1 one small room. Not enough
typewriters, not enough telephones, not enough anything What
can you expect though? Karach: was only the capital of a small
province, It has still all the local government to house, but now
it must also find buildings for the central government of the
country.’ .

“No wonder you told us not to call at your office, and said we
could talk better outside! Well, now, apart from all these tem-
porary difficulties, what's the outlook for Pakistan 9 That’s what

we want to ask you.’
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‘T am an optimist’, said Mr Hanif ‘I pray only for two things.’

‘What are the two things you want 7’

‘First, peace. Peace always, 1f possible, but especially for these
first years, We arc in no fit state either to quarrel with the
Hindus or to keep the Frontier against a foreign invader And the
second thing we neced 1s capital, foreign money invested 1n our
mdustries ’

‘I thought the foreign capitalist had always been the villain of
the piece 7’

‘Ah, but this is different * Mr Hanif explained that Pakistan was
weak 1n mines and manufacturing industries—the Hindus had
always taken the lead there, while the Mushims had preferred to
farm the land quietly 1n the old way. In the modern world this
would no longer do. They must train Mushims for the industral
work which had formerly been done by others, and they must try
to develop all the resources 1nside their own ternitory.

Pakistan had some mines producing low-grade coal but not
nearly as much as she would need. Already her raillways had some-
times been living a hand-to-mouth existence, with only a few days’
fuel supply. She must cither develop her own mines, import muil-
lions of tons from India or overseas from places as far away as
South Africa, or convert wherever possible to o1l and water power.
Almost certainly she would have to combine these various re-
medies So far she had hittle hydro-electrical power and only two
small o1l fields, though there was hope of striking o1l again 1n Sind,
Assam, and the Punjab.

‘That’s where foreign capital can help us’, explained Mr Hamif.
‘The Burmah Oil Company has already spent four million pounds
1n prospecting, and means to spend more.’

A new o1l well, he went on, had 1n recent years been sunk in the
desert north-east of the city Half a milion pounds had already
been spent 1n setting up the machinery, building a small town for
the workers, and laying a raillway. They could see how the money
went.

‘Can we feed ourselves ? Ginger Whiskers demanded I can
promise that we of the Punjab will do our part and more But
what 1s the position as a whole ?

Mr Hanif assured him that he need not worry on that score.
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Of some foodstuffs, like wheat, they could normally expect a sur-
plus Others, like sugar, they would have to import, either from
India or from Java, where 1t was cheaper. They had plenty to
export in return for these foreign foodstuffs or for other products,
such as o1, sron, and steel, which they would need to buy from
outside

‘Cotton, for mstance, and jute from Eastern Pakistan—though
we shall gain more from them when we have our own mills and
factories, so that we can make them up ourselves 1nstead of selling
the raw materials. Wool too, and hides Tea from our eastern
regions, and tobacco We grew a third of the total tobacco crop 1n
the old days, though the population of Pakistan is only about one-
fifth of the old Indian Empire’

‘What 1s the population 7 asked Carol

Mr Hapif shrugged his shoulders with a comical look of des-
pair ‘Who knows for certain ? When even Cabinet Ministers sit
down to their work without up-to-date maps and no reliable
statistics to go on ? We reckon roughly seventy-five million No-
body has counted them yet!

“You’ve certainly got a job on’, said Robert respectfully.

Mr Hamif drew his coffee towards him and stirred it Then he
Iit another cigarette. ‘We know 1t’, he admitted ‘Nowhere more
than in my department do we know 1t Education I am sorry to
say that we Mushms have often lagged behind the Hindus in
education Here i Sind Province, for example, only one person
1 twenty-five can read and write—probably the percentage 1s
even less since we won our independence ’

‘Why less ?” demanded Mr Woodstock, puzzled.

‘So often that one man 1n twenty-five was a Hindu, and as like
as not he has gone Teachers, clerks, overseers—in every concerm
you visit there are gaps left by the Hindus We have to educate
men to take their places. And then we have to go forward from
that pomt and educate everybody, so that we can make the
country we plan to have.’

“You know—it’s rather thriling’, said Carol slowly.

Mr Hamf’s tired face relaxed into a smile ‘It certainly 1s’, he
agreed heartily.
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Chapter 20

SCHOOL AGAIN!

‘A scuooL 7" queried Robert “We'll be sceing cnough of schools
m a few weeks"

‘He doesn’t mean it’, said Carol ‘I think 1t would be fun to go’

They had a day to spare before leaving for home They had been
swimming and they had wvisited the cinema Robert had spent a
morning at the scaplanc station butlt on the reclaimed land to the
west of the harbour, where he had scen a large B O A C flying-
boat land 1ts passcngers at the jetty, and then drawn up the
shpway for some cssential repair He had passed an afternoon
watching the powerful clectric crancs unloading cargo, two tons
at a time, into waiting rallway waggons, and he had seen the
Bulk Oil Pier where tankers pumped their o1l ashore by pipe-line
direct to the installation of the importing company Carol had
spent these hours 1n the shops

Now there seemed httle fresh to see in Karacht Mr Hanif sug-
gested that they should visit a local school, and they accepted his
offer to arrange matters ‘I am sending you to a country school,
Just outside the city’, he told them over the ’phone ‘For one
thing, this particular school 1s giving a concert to-morrow, and
that will interest you, I think. Also, a little village school 1s much
more typical of our country than some big modern place in the
centre of Karachi.’

He was too busy to go with them but they still had the company
of Ginger Whiskers, who was determined to wave a final farewell
to the young pcople before returning to the Punjab This would
be therr last day all together, and a school concert seemed quite
an amusing thing to fimsh with.

The willage school was a pleasant white-washed building which
stood back 1n a garden gay with flowers The munsli, or school-
master, who came forward to greet them as the car stopped, ex-
plained that the gardening was all done by the scholars, and there
was keen competition to have the best plot
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He was a plump, middle-aged man, the munshi, with a kind of
frock coat of thin grey cotton, and a black fez. He had a good-
humoured, easy-going face, but they soon realized that he was ex-
tremely keen on his school.

‘Naturally’, said Mr Woodstock afterwards ‘Hamif wouldn’t
_have sent us to a slack headmaster. I bet this 1s one of the most
go-ahead village schools 1n the neighbourhood You can’t blame
Hanmif—he wants us to see the best, not the worst.’

The munshi led them 1nside, and there was a mighty swish and
rattle as dozens of boys shot to their feet, knocking back the tip-
up seats of their desks Robert and Carol felt partly important and
partly rather silly as they followed their elders down the central
aisle and turned to face the class when they reached the black-
board end.

The munshi waved the boys into their seats again and told them
to go on wrting, which they did, but with frequent raising of
heads to peep at the strangers ‘Our school, you see’, he explained
1n excellent but shightly sing-song English, ‘1s built 1n the form of a
letter T—or, 1f we count my office behind this partition, in the
shape of a cross * He smiled slightly. ‘There 1s no religious signifi-
cancel’

They looked about them The main classroom was the one
through which they had already passed, but to right and left were
smaller rooms, shut off only by long curtains which were now
drawn aside so that one teacher could supervise the entire school.
The left-hand arm of the T was occupied by guls of various
ages

‘We have eleven girls and nearly eighty boys’, said the munsh
“You will realize many parents do not yet think that daughters
should be educated as well as sons But this has always been a most
progressive school All creeds sit together—Muslim, Hindu, Un-
touchable, Christtan—but at present there are only Mushm
children 1n the village.’

The desks seemed rather crowded together, but otherwise the
classrooms looked comfortable and cheerful. Robert was amused
by the large mottoes in Enghsh on the walls, ‘Be Polite’, and
‘Learn to Obey’. There were coloured posters, too, teachung the
mmportance of health, housing, and new farming methods In a
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place of honour, where no doubt the King-Emperor’s portrait had
hung 1n the old days, was a framed photograph of the Mushm
leader, who had become Governor-General of the Dominion so
shortly before he died, Mr Jinnah. He had a shrewd, distinguished
face, and was dressed as usual 1n smart western style with collar
and tie. Even from his photograph they could recognize those
qualities of fire and obstinacy which had forced the division of the
old India into two.

‘T will not ask the pupils to recite to you’, said the munsh: with
a smule. “You will hear them this evening Will you come and sit
down 1n the office 7’ Leaving an assistant teacher in charge, he led
the way behind the partition into a small room full of books and
papers. ‘Now’, he went on, when they were all settled 1n chairs,
‘what can I tell you ?’

‘Please, munshi salb’, said Carol, ‘I’d like to know what they
learn here. I mean, i1f 1t’s the same as at home.’

The munsii laughed. ‘I can’t tell you exactly what they learn,
these rascals of ours, but I can tell you what we teach. It 1sn’t
always the same thing! I think the main subjects are the same in
all countries They learn history and geography—but of course it
1s from a different point of view They must learn first and fore-
most about therr own new country and its close neighbours We
teach them for instance about the other Mushm countries—
Persia and Arabia, Egypt, Iraq, and so on. But they must also
learn about Europe and America’

‘Do they do maths. ?” inquired Robert.

‘Of course! Is not India the birthplace of mathematics ? Was 1t
not the Muslims who gave you your numerals and algebra 1n the
first place ?°

‘Thanks for the numerals anyway’, said Robert.

‘Do the girls do domestic science ? asked Carol.

‘Oh, yes, while the boys are domng handicrafts ’

‘What about English, munshi sahib ? put n Mr Woodstock

‘Not at the early stages’, said the munshi promptly ‘Later,
English 1s taught, Otherwise, all subjects are given 1n Urdu, which
1s the mother-tongue In other parts of the country, where the
children speak another language such as, say, Pushtu, they are
taught 1n that language, and learn Urdu as a compulsory second
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language. That 1s necessary, so that our country may be knit
together as a nation’

They talked on long after the classes were dismissed to prepare
for the concert. The munsh admtted that there were many diffi-
culties to be overcome. Teachers had always been miserably paid
in the past, sometimes as httle as fifteen rupees a month, and good
men had been driven out of the profession He quoted one who
had found 1t paid much better to sell cakes from house to house
It would take a long time to improve conditions, attract better
men, and train them.

‘A new scheme was brought 1n a few years ago’, he said, ‘and
although there has been the split since then we 1n Pakistan are still
working to the same general aim—that 1s, free and compulsory
schooling for every child in the country, more technical education,
and half the places 1n the high schools made free We are also
making a drive to get grown-ups to learn reading and writing > He
smiled. ‘I shan’t see it all come to pass in my time It will be
thirty or forty years before we can compare with the general level
in the West, but we are doing what we can One of our great prob-
lems 1s to make people understand what education 1s for In this
country people have always thought of 1t just as a means to an
examination and a diploma, so that they could get a soft job!
But diploma-hunting will not get us anywhere, and we have to
show them that education 1s something much more’

The concert was held 1n an oblong hall normally used for film-
shows There were chairs along the walls on both sides, occupied
by the notables of the district, but most of the floor was covered
with squatting villagers, chattering as busily as though they were
schoolboys, not proud parents.

‘Aren’t there any mothers 7 Carol whispered to Ginger Whis-
kers who sat beside her. So far as she could see, she was the only
female 1n the hall,

He bent hus henna’d head towards her ‘Of course, Miss Wood-
stock | They want to see their children perform But all the ladies
are at the back. I beg your pardon—the Mushm ladies, I should

say.
Carol checked a giggle with some difficulty. The old man was
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always so gravely polite She turncd her head Not only were
the Mushm ladics quite Iiterally relegated to a back seat but they
were complcetely hidden from view, A long white shect hung across
the hall by means of a rope, cffectively shutting off the rear half
from any view of the front half, not to mention the stage Only a
continual babble of fenunine voices, and the occasional appear-
ance of an inqusitine face beneath a shyly-hfted corner of the
sheet, revealed the presence of the fond mothers

‘Purdali ladics cannot sit 1n full view of all the men 1n the
village’, Ginger Whiskers reminded her

‘But they won't sec anything that way"

‘Oh, when the lights 1n the hall go down, and the curtain goes
up on the stage, they will draw the shect to one side’

After that 1t was surpnising to sce girls taking as big a part 1n the
concert as the boys—somctimes, indced, when they were dressed
up 1 weird costumes 1t was hard to tell which was which As
Carol had noticed often during the tour, the boys sometimes had
such dclicate features that they would have passed for pretty
girls  Others, again, had comical, ugly faces that would have
labelled them anywhere

It was a long concert Onc turn followed another endlessly, and
some of the turns were lengthy 1n themselves There were songs,
sung in Ingh nasal voices, like the droning of gigantic insects They
seemed to have twenty or thirty verses each, and the longer they
were the more the audiences loved them There was a butterfly
dance, when half a dozen girls danced round 1n a circle, singing as
they went, but instead of tripping round on their points as the
gurls at Carol’s ballet-class would have done, they stamped therr
bare feet on the echoing stage in time to the music

‘Butterflies” queried Robert 1n a hoarse whisper ‘Or buffaloes?”

They could sce the producer hovering anaiously 1n the wings—
school-producers, thought Carol, were much the same the whole
world over At intervals the tecacher blew a whistle, which was the
cue for the cirching butterflies to stop, reverse, and dance round the
opposite way. The music was, to western ears, so monotonous that
perhaps the whistle was needed to mark these occasions

Some of the boys were born comedians Even without under-
standing much of the dialogue, Robert and Carol could enjoy
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therr gestures and grimaces, and they could guess from the howls
of laughter around them that some good jokes were bemg cracked.
At times 1t was fairly obvious that these jokes were local and even
personal. They were all taken 1n good part. Afterwards, looking
back over the long tour and remembering all the signs of poverty
and suffering they had seen, the young travellers were glad to think
that their last evening had given them such vivid memories of
laughter and fun.

The concert lasted nearly three hours. The grand finale, sung by
the whole company in front of a highly-decorated back-cloth,
was adapted from a song by one of the great Mushm poets,
Mohammed Ikbal. Changing ‘India’ to ‘Pakistan’, the school sang
lustily.

Sare jahan se achha Pakistan hamara
Ham bulbulen hain iski, yih gulistan hamara

which Ginger Whiskers translated to them during the drive back
to Karachu:

The finest country in the world is our Pakistan,

We are 1ts mghtingales, 1t 1s our rose-garden,

The highest mountain-range, the neighbour of the sky,
Is our sentinel and our protector;

In 1ts lap play thousands of rivers

Malkang a garden that 1s the envy of the world . . .

They sat up late 1n the hotel that night, giving Mr Woodstock
final nstructions about all the thousand and one things which
must somehow be worked into his shooting-script.

Son and daughter poured 1n contradictory suggestions from
either side. Temples and tea-farms and the Taj Mahal, cows and
cotton and child-marriages and Christiamity and caste, panthers
and Parsees and panchayats and purdah——

‘And the Pumjab I’ insisted Ginger Whiskers.

‘And polygamy!’ retorted Carol.

Mr Woodstock laid down hus pencil and writimng-pad with a
gesture of despair. ‘Understand once for all’, he pleaded. ‘T can
not put the whole of India and Pakistan mto thus film. I can’t put
a quarter. I can’t put one per cent. And for every one I satisfy,
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there will be ninety-ninc people who're quite sure they could have
made a better sclection.’

Ginger Whiskers Icant forward and said gently. ‘You are not
expected to tell the whole story, salib Only one thing we ask
you to do* make the young pcople of other countries more 1n-
terested 1n us, more anwious to learn There are books, there can
be more films 1n days to come .. If they wish to know more,
nothing can stop them Just persuade them to open the door which
stands between us, that 1s all we ask you to do.’

There was silence for a moment Robert broke it ‘I think,
Dad’, he said quietly, ‘that Gin—— ——I mean, the sahib 1s
absolutcly right * The old Punjabi’s eyes twinkled as he patted the
boy on the back.

“Yes’, he assured him, ‘always be guided by Ginger Whiskers
Sahib "
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INDEX AND PRONUNCIATIONS

KEY TO PRONUNCIATIONS

a asindat a asin bate

e asinbet € asin beat

1 asin bit i asin bite

0 asincot 0 asincoat

u asincut a asincute
OW as In cow aw asn fawn

(very short)

g asin gold g aschimn

Scotch loch

Other letters are pronounced as mn English

00 as In soot

4 asincalm 4 asmaunt(pro-
nounced very
shortly)

e asin her

00 asin coo

If one syllable 1s to be

stressed more than another 1t 1s followed by ‘ (thus, am-rit'sir) Authonties
do not all agree about the pronunciations of some of these names, but those

given here are 1n general use

ABORIGINES 48, 51-52
Aden 16

Afghf;l;stan (af-gan’i-stan) 34, 132,

Agra (3’grd) 76, 106, 108
Arrlines 58, 144, 149
A]ang% (aganta) 26, 32, 33, 36, 39,

Alkbar 106-109, 131

Alexander the Great 137

Amntsar (am-nt’sir) 116-117

Arabian Sea 16

Aryans 34, 48, 140, 141

Asola (as’o-ka), King 34, 35, 103

Assam (as-sam’) 129, 144, 147

Aurangabad (aw-rang’a-bad) 32,
36, 39

Aurangzebe (aw-rang-zéb”), (Emper-
or) 107

BABER (ba'ber), (Emperor) 107, 138
Baluci};;stan (ba-166chu-stan) 135,

Beggars 31, 32

Benares (be-nar’es) 34, 100-101
Bengal (ben-gawl’) 41, 129,144
— Bay of 64

Betel-nuts 20

Bhutan (b53-tan?) 96

Bihar (bi-har) 77

Black Hole of Calcutta (kal-kut'td)
73,76

BOAC 149

Bokhara (bo-gar'd) 136

Bolan Pass 137

Bombay (bom-bd?) 17-19, 21-23,
26, 28, 33, 39, 56

— Unuversity of 19, 72

Brahmins (brd’'mins) 19-20, 101,
123

Buddhism (boo’dizm) 33, 35, 36,
66, 98-99, 102-103

Buffaloes 28, 76

Burning Ghats (gats) 88

Buses 40-41

cALcUTTA (kal-kut’'td) 28, 39, 73,
74-90

— Black Hole of 73, 76

— Unmversity 72

Caste 19, 20, 26, 36

Cauvery (kaw’ve-r€) nnver 71

Cawnpore (kawn’pawr) 103-105

— Massacre of 104

Central Asia 132

Central Provinces 41-43, 48, 58

Charnock, Job 76

Chauragarh (chow-re-gar’), (moun-
tan) 44

Child-marniages 71-72
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Chittagong (chut'td-gong) 144
Cholera (kol'lér-e) 15, 140
Christians 66, 71, 90

Church of India 66

Climate 15, 100, 139

Clive, Robert 65, 68, 73, 76
Coal 147

Congress, Indian National 123
Coohes 18, 26

Co-operative Union 128
Coromandel (ko-ro-man’del) 64
Cotton 139,148

Cows 75-76, 90

Currency See Money

DAL (dul), Lake 131, 132

Dams 70-71, 139-140

Darjeeling 95-98

Deccan (dek-kan) Plateau 58

De Lesseps (les’sep), Ferdinand 16
Delh1, New 90, 101, 112-113

— OIld 76, 110-111

Depressed Classes 20

Dhu;ﬁazté (do6p-gar’), (mountain)

Dysent::ry 15

EAST INDIA COMPANY 28, 56, 65,
66-67, 87, 111

Ellora (el-aw'td) 26, 36-39, 47, 58

Elwin, Verrier 48

FAKIRS (fa-kérs) See Beggars

Farming 120-122

Fatehpur-Sikri (fut-é-poor sé-kré)
108-109

GANDHI (gin’dé) 20, 115-116

Ganges niver 74, 100-101, 103-104

Gateway of India, the 17

Gharrnies (gar'rés), (vehicles) 22

Ghoom (g66m) 95-98

Gibraltar 16

Goats 76

Gonds (a tribe) 48

Government, India 114-115

— Pakistan 145-146

Granth-Sahib (grunth sah1b), (sacred
books) 117

Great Mogul 107

Gupta (goop’té) kings 36

Gurkhas (goor’-kas), (a people) 98

HARAIIZéA (bu-rup’pe), (ruined aty)

Himalayas 91, 96, 103

Hindu Kush (mountains) 130

Hindu temple 37-39

Hinduism 32, 34, 89-90

Hindus 19-20, 27, 148

Hindustam (lun-doo-sta’'ng) 41,
69-70

Hooghly (h66'gle) niver 74

Howrah (how'ridh) Bridge 74

Hyderabad (hi'de-ra-bad) State
5663

— City of 58, 60-61

— Nizam of 59, 61-63

— University (Osmama) 61

Hydro-electricity See Water-power

ILLITERACY 20, 148, 152

Indian art 35

— films 23, 39

— history 34, 35, 66-67

~— Mutiny 76, 104, 111

Indians, average age at death 32

Indus nver 71, 117, 130

Irngation 70, 139-140

Islam (i1s-lam”), (religion) 102, 123,
125

JAINS (Jéns), (a sect) 39, 66, 90-91,

Jehangir (Je-han’gér), Emperor 109
119, 131

Jhelum (j3'lum) nver 130-131

Jmnah, Mohammed Al 123, 145,151

Jumna (Jum'ni) niver 109

Jungle 41 ,

Jute 75, 148

KABUL (kd’bool) 136-137

Kailasa (ki-13’sa), (Hindu temple)
37-39, 47

Kali (ka’le), (goddess) 88

Kalighat (ka'le-gat) 88 ,

Kangchenjunga (kin-chen-joon’ge),
(mountamn) 92, 95, 96-97

Kangchenjunga Adventure, The 97

Karachi (ki-ra’che), 124,144-146,
149

Kashmir (kash-mér) 90, 129-133

Khyber (ki'bér) Pass 129, 133,
136_13%1 d 24, 44, 120

Kipling, Rudyar , 44,

KaIr)an (ko-ran"), (sacred book) 125
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Korkus (l;or LOds), (a tnbe) 48,
§1-52

Rnshna I (hashn®) Kinp 3R

Kunchnan (hnsh nan?), SirRadha 73

1AHORF (Fi-hawt ) 119-120, 128

Languages 41, 62-50, 111, 151

Leaves from the Jurele 48

Liond Dam  Sce S ur Barrace

Locil povernment  4h-49, 114-11S5,
128

1 uc) now (I -now)

Lutvens (Jut send), Sir I

104-105
112

MADINA TRADISH 4]

Madris SN, 64-66, 73

— Preadena 66

— Unncraty 72

NMAahabareta (ma by by o), (Hhine
du wered bopdy U

Mahwdeotm b di o) (pod) 44,
37 Secnlio Mna

— Ihlls 46

Mahanads (mY hontde) mver 91

Mabhmtis (ma ra ), (1 tnbe) 77,
107

Malhtvr (mal s bar) 64,70

Mahlnn 15,21 40, 190

Malhwalsm ma iy o i) (2 hine
puape) 70

NMAamiee 71272, 124

Mopuls 67, 107-10%, 111, 131, 138

Mohienjo Daro (md hen jo d1'ro)
120, 140-143

Money  29-31

Money lenders 127-128

Mongols 138

Monlevs 42

Mon<oon 15, 18], 33, 139

Mosques 102,111

Moc<quitoes 15, 21, 27, S3

Mumt1za-Maht! (moom 17
m1-hal), (Empress) 107

Mushm League 123

— rchpion 32,122, 125

Mushims 22, 27, 32, 37, 89, 106,
107, 123-124

NADIR SHAH (n1-d{r’ shi), (soldier)

110, 138
Nangn Parbat (nan’pd pir’ bi),
(mountain) 133

Nehiru, Jawsharlal (nfi'rod,
Jawa-hat'lal) 134, 115

Nepal (né-panl]?) 96, 98, 115
North Africa 16
North-wcst Frontier 129, 134-138

o 147
Osmanin Unnversity (Hyderabad) 61

racHuARrHT (pich-marrl) 40, 70

Parnchavat (pn-chi 1), (village coun-
cil) 128

Pinthers 50, 52-55

Parmhs 20

Parceces (pir-<&s?) 21, 22, 66

Pathans (p 1-ins"), (1 people)
134-135

Pina (pu'nl) 103

Peacoct Throne 110

Peshiwar (pesh-a'war)  135-136

Pilprime 45, 88, 100-101

Piparna (g pirCyd) 40

Phisees, Battle of 104

Pohece 14, 18, 49, 61

Port Sud 16

— Suez 16

Priverflaps 99

— wheels 99

Pninces S6-57, 59

Pungab (punjib) 117, 124, 147

Puranas (poo nrt nis), (sacred Hindu
bool<s) 14

Purdah (pur dd), (a custom) 20, 122,
128, 153

I"u«husx (push (00), (a lanpuage) 134,
151

RANWAYS  27-29, 93-95
Ramnfall 139
Rayput (ry’ poot) 107

Ramn (rtemin), SrC v 73
Ramanuin (ri-mi-nd675an), S 73
Rawalpindi (rawl-pin‘ded) 129
Red Sea 16

Rice 75, 103, 140

Richshiws 80

Ron Ghat (raw'rC git) 48-49

sacriricrs 88

Samirkand (Sam-ar-hand?) 136

Saris (sX'ris), (dress) 19, 22, 28, 82

Schools 20, 28, 69, 72-73, 148,
149-155

Shah Jchan (shd p-hdn?) 107, 108

Sikhs (séks)é (a pcople) 66, 113,
117-11
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Siliguri (st-h-266'18) 91, 93

Sind (sind) 139, 147, 148

Siva (sheé'va), (god) 38, 46, 100

Sivayt (shé-va-je9), (warrior) 107

Snakes 50

Srinagar (s’nn-dg’gir) 129, 131-132

Sukkur (suk-koor) Barrage (Lloyd
Dam) 71, 139

Surat (soor-at") 67

Sutlej (soot'lej) nver 117

TAJ h114818-IAL (taj mi-hal) 105, 106-

Tamil (td’'mil), (a language) 70
Tea 75,93, 97-98, 148

Telegu (te-1é-gd0), (a language) 70
Temples 88, 90-91, 101, 117, 118
Thar (thar) Desert 137

Tibet 33, 96

Tigers 41

Tobacco 148
Tolly’s Nala 77, 88
Towers of Silence 21

Tndents 45, 46-47
Typhoid 15

UNIVERSITIES 19, 72

— Bombay 72

— Calcutta 72

— Hyderabad 61

— Madras 72

Untouchables 20, 26

Urdu (oor'dod) See Hindustam
Uttar Pradesh 103

VASCO DA GAMA 66

Vedas (va’dés), (sacred books) 34

Villages 28, 51-52, 121-122,
127-128

WATER  139-140
Water-power 70-71, 139-140, 147
Wheat 139

ZOROZAZSTER (zo-ré-as’ter), (prophet)

GLOSSARY

Babu (ba’bdd) clerk

Bama (bian’ye) merchant class

Banyan (bin’yin) kind of trce

Burka (boor’ke) hood and cloak

Burra salub (bi’re sah'ib) head of
department or firm

Chairya (chit’ye) place of assembly

Charpoy (char'poy) rope bed

Char-wallah (char wd’la) tea vendor

Crore (crawr) ten million (usually
1m counting money)

Dhurzi (dar'zg) tailor

Dudh (d6o6d) mik

Ghat (gat) landing-place, wharf

Goondas (g60n’dis) crimunal types

Gur'm pam (giar’oom pa’ng) hot
water

Kukri (koo’kré) Gurkha knife

Lak/ (lak) one hundred thousand
(usually 1n counting money)

Mali (ma’lé) gardener

Marg (marg) pasture

Munshi (moon’shé) schoolmaster

Naib Tahsildar (nib td-sil’dar) local
government officsal

Puggaree (pug’a-ré) head-dress

Salib (Sah'ib) Sir gencral term of
respect

Salaam (sd-lam") greetings

Sealdah (sé-al’dé) railway terminus
at Calcutta

Shikaras (shi-ha'rés) river boats

Stupa (stdod-pd) Buddhist shrine

Tahstl (ta’s1l) local government
office

Teek har (1Ck hi) all right

Vihara (vi-hia’re) dwelling cave
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