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FOREST LIFE

IN

CEYLON.

CHAPTER L

BUDHISM.

“ These oracles are hardily attain’d,
And hardly understood.”
Second Part Henry VI, act i., sc. 4.
WHEN we consider what overwhelming num-
bers of the human race are, and have been, for
two thousand years, Budhists, it is amazing to
reflect how little is known in Europe of the faith
which they profess. Indeed it has only been
within the last twenty years that any sources of
information on the subject, at all accurate and
trustworthy, have been opened up to the Eu-
ropean reader. People, even well-informed,
accustomed to regard Christianity as the per-
vading religion of mankind, because it embraces
them in its folds, have smiled incredulously or
VOL. 1I. B



) BUDHISM.

superciliously when informed that half the popu-
lation of the earth, according to some calculations,
and more than two hundred’ millions, according
to the lowest, are, and have been for ages, be-
lievers in a prophet whose very name is probably
unknown to them. Yet such is the case! so
imperfectly are the statistics of the vast empires
of China and the Eastern Peninsula known that
1t 1s impossible to say whether the followers
of Gotama Budha are two or four hundred
millions in number. Certain it is, however, that
no other creed is believed in by so large a portion
of the mass of humanity, and that none other,
with the exception of Clristianity, teaches doe-
trines so generally benevolent and humanizing.

Various conversations with my enlightened
friend, Marandhan, and visits to the chief seats of
Budhistic worship in Ceylon, naturally turned my
attention to the faith, and it was not until I
sought for information and elucidation on the
subject that I discovered how difficult it was to
get either with accuracy.

The date at which the founder of the faith,
Gotama Budha, lived, is differently stated by
different nations; some assign the period of his
life-time to 1000 B.c. or earlier, and others,
including the Ceylonese traditions, which are the
most trustworthy, and are followed by a large
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portion of the Budhistic world, maintain 543 s. c.
to have been the date of his birth. Of the actual
existence and personality of the founder of the
faith, no one, who has investigated the subject, has
doubted.®* Whether he lived a thousand, or only
five hundred years before our Saviour, there can
be no doubt that such a man as Gotama Budha
actually did live, and that he engaged also in
that extraordinary career of preaching and teach-
ing which has resulted in the establishment of
a new system of faith, now prevalent from Japan
to Ceylon, from Cochin China to the Caspian.
According to his own prophecies, strange to say,
his faith is to last but 5000 years, when it will
become forgotten and defunct.

The names by which he is known in different
countries, vary of course, with their different lan-
guages. Thus Gotama is Kiu-tan in Chinese,
Ghoutam in Tibetan, Goodam in Manchou and
Mongol, and Codam in Siamese; whilst Budha,
his title or office, rather than his proper name,
has been variously met with by European writers
as Bood, But, Wud, Pott, Fuh, Fohi, and Fo.

Gotama was the son of a prince whe reigned
over a district in Northern India, called Mag-
hadha, a portion of the modern Bengal Pre-
sidency, and his conception and birth are said to

* Introduction & 1'Histoire du Buddhisme Indien, par E. Burnouf.
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4 BUDHISM.

have been signalized by many remarkable cir-
cumstances that portended the future greatness of
the infant.* At the period of his miraculous
conception by his mother, whose name was Maha
Devi, it is said that a preter-natural light shone
in every region of the universe at once, that the
blind from birth received power to see, the deaf
heard, the dumb spake, the lame danced for joy,
the diseases of the sick were cured, the crooked
were made straight, the prisoners were released,
the fires of hell were, for a time, quenched, and
many other prodigies occurred, the bare enumera-
tion of which would weary the patience of the
most enthusiastic reader.

As may be supposed, the birth following so
wonderful a conception, was still more portentous
and extraordinary. A visit from the gods and
angels to welcome the new-born sage, was added
to all the previous miracles. “ Rejoice,” said
Maha Brahma, the greatest of these deities, to
Grotama’s mother, on presenting to her the infant.
“ Rejoice, for the son you have brought forth
will be the support of the world.” Angels too

* ¢ The resemblance between this legend (one relating to the conception
of Gotama) and the doctrine of the perpetual virginity of the mother of »ur
Lord, cannot but be remarked.” . . . ¢ The tradition inserted by Mahomet
in the chapter of the Koran, entitled ¢ Mary,” bears a considerable resem-
blance to this part of the history of Budha. Csoma Korosi says, that he
does not find any mentionin the Tibetan books of ¢ Maha Devi’s’ virginity,
upon which the Mongol accounts lay so much stress.”—Manual of Budhism,
by the Rev. R. S. Hardy, p. 142, note
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made obeisance before the infant, exclaiming,
“ Thou art the greatest of beings; there is here
no one like thee; no one greater than thee; thou
art supreme.” When the child had received this
homage, thoroughly understanding it and weigh-
ing well the words, he walked by his own power,
looking in wvarious directions, and at length
exclaimed, “ I am the most exalted in the world.
I am chief in the world. I am the most excellent
in the world. Hereafter there is to me no other
birth.”  After this display of precocity and
vanity we are assured that he quietly returned to
his mother’s arms and allowed himself to be
handled and tended like any ordinary child.
Such are the absurd legends connected with his
conception and birth, recorded by the chroniclers
of his life. In this, however, they but resembled
the biographers of Zoroaster and Mohammed,
who have also filled the lives of their saints with
legends as ridiculous and incredible.

The father of Gotama, Sudhodana, having been
made acquainted by his wife and some spiritual
intelligence with the extraordinary character of
his reputed son, and of the asceticism and trials
amid which a large portion of his life should be
passed, resolved, if possible, to avert the honour
intended for him, and to keep the boy as much
as possible away from those who would be likely
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to give his mind a religious bent; and as years
passed on, and the youth became a man, he
doubtless concluded that he had been sucecessful,
notwithstanding the prognostications of others.
It was not till he was twenty-nine years of age
that Gotama left his father’s house to dive deep
into a distant forest, and there for six long years
to live a life of voluntary asceticism and solitude,
preparatory to issuing forth a reformer and a
prophet; and truly, when we regard what his
labours have ended in, the history of the world
does not present many more striking pages in its
many-volumed bulkiness, than that of this young
man, giving up the luxury and enjoyment of a
court, of his own free will, to acquire a reputation
for sanctity by solitary meditation and a hermit’s
life, and then issuing forth from that forest, at
thirty-five, to preach down the most terrible and
pernicious of systems—DBrahmanism; using no
other weapons but those of precept and example,
and, like our Saviour himself, wandering fear-
lessly amongst hosts of enemies, denouncing
their wickedness and folly !

In the age in which we live, highly artificial
and unnatural as it is, we may scarcely be able
to conceive such a thing possible; but so it
was, notwithstanding. The yellow-robed priest
that appears on the hills and in the valleys of
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Ceylon, in the swarming hives of Chinese life, in
the peaceful gardens of Japan, and on the
frontiers of the great deserts of Central Asia, is a
proof of the reality of the thing, and is a living
witness in this, our own age of conventional pro-
prieties and heart-rottenness, of what that one
man—alone and unaided—accomplished twenty-
three centuries ago. But the oriental warmth of
imagination of his followers has not been content
to allow this grand historic picture to stand forth
in the gallery of the universe in all its sublime
simplicity for men to wonder at—to censure and
admire—as suited their tastes, prejudices, or
capacities ; they must even colour it highly to
make it more gaudy; they must overlay it with
ornament to make it more glittering and capti-
vating to small minds. Hence the miraculous
machinery with which the account of his life is
overburdened. Infancy, youth, manhood, age—
according to them—was each miraculous, full of
wonders. Let us take a specimen from his in-
fancy.

A ploughing festival was held at the court of
Sudhodana, when Gotama was five months old.
The sovereign himself, with his nobles, was to
make a furrow in the ground, holding the handles
of a golden plough. The nobles were to make
furrows likewise, and then the ordinary plough-
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men were to compete with each other to gain
prizes for dexterity, swiftness, and skill. “On
the day that the prince went to the field,” says
the native chronicle, translated by Mr. Hardy,
“the sight that presented itself was extremely
beautiful, as the ploughmen and drivers of the
oxen were dressed in garments of the gayest
colours, gold and silver flags were seen, and ban-
ners, fans, ornamental vessels, and caskets; so
that it seemed like a sky studded with shining
stars. The one hundred nurses of the prince
went outside the curtain that was placed around
him, attracted by the splendour of the sight.
‘When Gotama saw that he was left alone, he
arose from his couch and ascended into the air,
where he sat at some distance from the ground,
self-supported.” He sat in ordinary oriental
fashion, doubtless ; after the manner of tailors, as
we should say in the West. “The nurses, on re-
turning, saw him in this position; and running
to the king, they said, ‘ Sire, this is the manner
of your festival, but come and see the festival
that is kept by the prince” The monarch went
to the place, and, as he approached the tree, he
perceived that the shadows caused by the sun’s
rays were not slanting, as they ought to have
been from the early hour of the morning, hut
directly perpendicular, as if the sun were then in
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the zenith; by which means the spot where the
prince sat was shaded. When the king saw lis
son sitting in the air, he wept with joy, and,
placing his son’s feet upon his own head, for the
second time he worshipped him.”

Of tales, equally probable and equally edifying,
there is no lack in the legendary life of Gotama.
When he was sixteen years of age, he married,—
his wife, Yasodbara, being of royal race, was ac-
companied by a vast crowd of female attendants,
who became his concubines, or inferior wives. It
was not, however, till many years after, not in-
deed till his twenty-ninth year, that Yasodhara
became the mother of a son, and, after Gotama
had taken one glance, and but one, at the infant
boy and at his wife, to whom he seems to have
been tenderly attached, he left the palace and his
father’s dominions, to become a voluntary exile
and aseetic in the forest of Uruwela.

‘What were the motives that led him to adopt
so extraordinary a course of conduct? to exchange
the luxury and magnificence of a court, for the
want, privation, and hardships of a wilderness ?
naturally asks the European reader. He was
conscious, reply his biographers, of the exalted
dignity for which he was intended. He knew
that he was to become a Budha, and the Budha is
the greatest of things in heaven, earth, or hell.

B3



10 DUDHISM.

To believers in his system of faith, this answer
must doubtless be sufficient, but to us who have
received a purer and more sublime religion, it is
unsatisfactory. Judging from all that I have read
of him, and heard of him from others, who have
read more, I should be inclined to give the fol-
lowing explanation of the enigma. He saw
Brahmanism in active operation around him, and
of all creeds, Brahmanism is the most foul and
soul-polluting. The frenzied widow, shrieking on
the funeral pile of her husband under the scorch-
ing influence of the flames, whilst the ministers
of hell around, exhort her to endure, thrust her
back if she attempts to escape, and command her
to keep her thoughts fixed on heaven ;—the de-
votees crackling beneath the wheels of Jugger-
naut’s car, their dying groans drowned in the
horrid music of the Brahmans; these,—and of
rites as bad as these, there is no lack in Hindooism
—these destroy the body, but the teaching and
example of the diabolical Brahmans, destroy the
soul. Sensuality and cruelty go hand in hand in
their creed, the one not more refined, though varied
in phase and nature, than the other. Gotama
saw all this, and a thousand times more than a
European public could be told, or would believe.
His mind was strong, active, and imperturbable.
“ These Brahmans are not leading us aright,’
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might he not have said to himself, * they pretend
to lead us to heaven; they are leading us any-
where but to heaven. Weare all wrong together,
and if no one else will try it, T at least will see
whether I cannot set things right. They will
oppose me, doubtless, I shall have all the fuary
of their bigotry, the madness of their hatred to
withstand. 1 may lose my life, but what brave
man was ever restrained from doing what he
wished by that consideration? 1 will attempt
the reformation at all events, let what will come.’
If such were the thoughts of Gotama, his actions
were in accordance with them. Sanctity, accord-
ing to the belief of that day, was only to be
acquired by asceticism, so he swrendered the
court for the jungle. Cruelty, and the shedding
of blood, were the characteristic features of Brah-
manism,—benevolence, and tenderness for life,
were the leading dogmas of Gotama. Once he
had proclaimed himself a prophet, and had been
accepted as such by thousands; all the wonders
of his earlier and later years were easily invented
—indefinite rumours of strange or peculiar events
m his history, gradually swelled into miracles,
and when these events long afterwards, were to be
recorded, circumstantiality was easily given to
them by over-heated Oriental imaginations.®

* The Rev. R. S. Hardy, who probably knows more of Budhism than
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It was by the influence of his own merit, ac-
quired in the course of innumerable ages, and
throughout indefinite stages of existence by trans-
migration, that Gotama attained the high dignity
of Budhaship, so Budhism teaches us, six years
after he had entered the forest of Urnwela as an
ascetic. Previous to the acquisition of this won-
derful dignity, however, there were trials and
temptations to be endured and to be overcome
under which any ordinary mortal would have
succumbed. In the course of these preliminary
contests, physical and spiritual, we are told that
he was reduced to such a state of wealness that
he was unable to stand, and fell senseless to the
ground, where he remained so long that the va-
rious orders of spirits, who were watching the
encounters and the trials, fancied he was dead.

It was whilst sitting beneath a bo-tree (the
ficus religiosa of botanists), a tree ever since
sacred to his disciples, that Gotama finally pre-
vailed, and became the greatest of beings. Im-
mediately previous to this consummation he was
attacked by a formidable host of demons, but re-

any of its disciples, has arrived at the same conclusion. ¢ Whenever an
important event is recorded,” says he, “the day of the week, the age of
the moon, the month, and the nekata, (whatever that is,) are recorded.
But it is easy to be thus minute when the annalist consults only his imagination.
The Mohammedans have a tradition that Adam was created on Friday
afternoon, at the hour of Am, or between noon and evening.”—>Manual of
Budhism, p. 146, note.
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mained tranquil, to use the figurative language of
his biographers, “ like a star in the midst of
stormy clouds, and the demons, when they had
exerted their utmost power without effect, passed
away like the thunder-cloud retiring from the orb
of the moon, and causing 1t to appear in greater
beauty.”

At the tenth hour of the same night he at-
tained the wisdom by which he knew all things,
or omnisclence ; at the twentieth hour he received
divine eyes, by which he saw all things, or omni-
presence. Omnipotence was subsequently added,
and, from beneath the bo-tree, the man rose with
all the characteristics of a god.

He issued forth from the forest of Uruwela,
proclaiming himself the ruler of the three worlds
—higher than the highest, wiser than the wisest.
Yet he was prudent enough, notwithstanding his
assumption of universal power and universal
wisdom, to attach his faith to a system which he
declared men had forgotten, but had long ago
been conversant with. He was merely one of a
long line of Budhas—the latest link of the chain,
but by no means the beginning or the end. The
line would still “stretch on to the crack of doom
after his faith had disappeared, five thousand
years subsequently to his attainment of the high
dignity ; so that there was not an enthusiastic
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devotee amongst his disciples that might not
some day be a Budha like himself, if he had but
merit sufficient, however remote or indefinite the
date might be. He had been preceded by other
Budhas, and should be similarly succeeded, and
thus did he lash his vessel to the shore of the past,
and cast its anchors into the sea of the future, to
render it more stable and secure. The Christian
reader has perhaps no condemnation strong enough
for such pretensions and for the mass of deceit
and chicanery to which they must have given
rise. But let it be remembered that the system
he founded was vastly superior to that which he
opposed ; let it be remembered that he substituted
the peaceful, benevolent rites of Budhism, for the
barbarian, cruel, and licentious precepts and prac-
tices of Brahmanism, and although to us this fact
forms no justification of his career,—although we
know that evil should not be done that good may
come,—yet, for a heathen brought up in the worst
of creeds, surely it may be allowed to be a pallia-
tive and excuse. Supposing him to have formed
the resolution of attacking Brahmanism, he would
regard craftiness and wile as necessary weapons.
 Open denunciation,” he would say, ¢ without pro-
posing anything better, would be futile and absurd,
it could not but end in failure and consequent
ridicule. If I do not hinge my system on the
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past, and make it the avenue to an illimitable
future of bliss, I can have no chance of success.
Here is a man, the Brahmans will say, who says
we are all wrong, and who would destroy all re-
ligion, whilst he can give us nothing better in its
place—away with him, away with him.” Surely
some such thoughts as these must have passed
through his mind during his six long years of se-
clusion in the forest of Uruwela.

It must be remembered that he issued forth
into the world in all the strong odour of sanctity
from the hermit’s cave. He was recognised as the
king’s son, who had voluntarily given up pomp,
power, and luxury for trial, privation, and soli-
tude. He was recognised as the man who had sur-
rendered his infant son, his wives and concubines,
his family and kingdom, for some doubtful spiritual
advantage. Men would naturally regard such an
individual with interest, and when he assured
them that he had discovered all truth, that he had
unfolded all the mysteries of being, and could
confer the greatest of all possible benefits, their
minds were already but too much disposed to give
credence to his words and to listen favourably to
his instructions. Looking at the matter in this
light, there is no great difficulty in supposing
that his position, his conduct, and his eloquence,
would speedily surround him with a crowd of ad-
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mirers and a few believers, whilst the intrinsic
excellence of his ethical teaching must have im-
pressed favourably any enquiring minds that com-
pared his system with that of the Brahmans.
There is, therefore, nothing inexplicable or mys-
terious in the plain facts of the case to my mind,
nor do I see why the rise and spread of such a
religion as Grotama’s should be looked upon as a
moral phenomenon, equally monstrous and unac-
countable. The miracles with which the legendary
account of his life abounds are to us simply ex-
aggerations and lies, but T cannot see that they
were absolutely necessary to the first spread of
the faith ; and, in such an enterprise as Gotama’s,
it must be evident that the chief difficulty lay in
the beginning. The creed once rooted in the
hearts of a few zealots would spread in geome-
trical progression until millions were ready to
believe any tale they were told of the early history
of their faith. Hence it is that I regard the
miraculous narratives as the inventions of later
ages and not of the period in which Gotama him-
self lived.

That the contrast between the mild, benevolent
teaching of Gotama and the blood-thirsty precepts
of the Brahman, must have been great in the ex-
treme 1s evident from the traditions of his life, as
well as from the beautiful moral dogmas which
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he taught to his disciples. On one occasion he
was reproached by a Brahman for teaching his
priests to live on the alms of others. ¢ It would
be better for you,” continued the angry Brahman,
“ to plough and sow, as I do, and then you would
have food to eat without begging.” ‘Brahman,”
replied Gotama, “I do both plough and sow ; and
from my ploughing and sowing, I reap immortal
fruit.” On hearing this, the Brahman thought
that as Gotama had neither plough nor any other
instrument of husbandry, he must have spoken
falsely ; yet favourably impressed by the dignity
of the sage, he said, “ My Lord Gotama, I see no
plough, no oxen, no goad; if you perform the
work of the husbandman where are your imple-
ments ?”  In reply to this question, Gotama in-
formed him that his field was truth; the weeds
that he plucked out, a love of the world; the
plough that he used, wisdom; the seed that he
sowed, purity ; the harvest that he reaped, nir-
wana.*

The benevolent character of Gotama’s doctrines
is apparent in the advice he often gave to his
neophytes. A merchant, on a journey, before re-
turning home, came to Gotama, and told him he

* Nirwana is the summum bonum of the Budhists. It is defined to be
the cessation from existence, and Gotama calls it a state of * exalted
felicity ”—many have regarded it as simply annihilation,
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was about to become a priest, requesting at the
same time, some advice. Gotama said, “ Your
countrymen are exceedingly violent; if they op-
pose you, and revile you, what will you do?” T
will make no reply,” said the merchant. “If they
strike you?” T will not strike in reburn.” «If
they try to take your life ?” ¢ I will neither seek
death, nor avoid it.” For these answers, says the
native chronicles, the merchant received the ap-
probation of Budha. In an account of a contest
with an evil spirit, in which as usual, of course,
Gotama came off victorious, we are told that the
evil spirit learned from the contest “that anger
must be overcome by kindness, and not by vio-
lence.”

When he had converted a distinguished oppo-
nent, Upali, a man of eminence in an opposing
sect called the Tirttakas, Gotama ended his advice
to him by telling him, that as his house had been
like a pool of water, free to all, so he must con-
tinue to assist all as before, even the Tirttakas.
‘When Upali heard this, he worshipped Gotama
for the third time, declaring, that when the Tirt-
takas made a convert, they forbade him to assist
any but those of their own sect. There was a
philanthropy in the advice of Gotama which must
raise him in the estimation of unbiassed minds.
It 1s not often that men, in religious wars, are
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ready to succour their opponents, however com-
mon such conduct may be in the hostile en-
counters of rival nations.

In a discourse to a subdued enemy, Gotama
“ told him that they who exercised hatred, however
beautiful they may be, will be regarded with
aversion ; and that their fate will be like that of
those who are destroyed by their own weapons.
And he further informed him, that they who are
cruel will have to suffer much in hell: or if born
in this world, will be diseased, one disease follow-
ing quickly upon another ; and that therefore it is
better to avoid anger, and love all sentient beings,
to have a soft heart, and exercise compassion.”

The following translation from the AMilinda
Prasna, a native work, proves the estimate formed
by his followers of the native benevolence of Go-
tama. “ The words of Budha were never in-
tended to cause pain. The strongest term of
reproach that he ever addressed to any one was,
mogha purisa, vain man! On one occasion he
reproved the priest Kalandaka-putra, but it was
as the physician who uses powerful medicine for
the curing of his patient, or who may prescribe
loathsome medicaments for the same purpose, or
it was the parent, who, from affection, chastises
the child. A profusion of fine cotton, though in
size 1t were like a rock, might fall upon any one
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without his being hurt—thus lightly fell the
words of Budha upon those whom he addressed.”
One of the most extraordinary facts connected
with the origin of Budhism is the preservation of
the life of its founder to a good old age. That
the Brahmans frequently attempted his destrue-
tion is recorded, his escape being constantly at-
tributed, as we might suppose, to a miraculous
exercise of power, but, although his position as of
royal blood, his powerful relations and enthusi-
astic disciples, would all protect him from danger,
yet, as we are assured that he constantly wan-
dered about, that he preached even in Benares
itself, the very head-quarters of Hinduism, it does
appear extraordinary that he was not, on some
occasion, destroyed by open or secret violence.
His system was not one likely to find favour
with the Brahmanical caste. He admitted all
classes to his priesthood, without distinction of
rank or birth, so that he was thus virtually
thrusting them from their usurped supremacy.
At the same time he did not attempt wholly to
overturn their faith or to destroy its foundations
—he merely announced himself as a great re-
former. He acknowledged Brahma and Shiva
and Vishnu to exist, but declared himself, Go-
tama, greater than them all.* Brahmanism had

* Burnouf’s Introduction.
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the foundations of truth, he allowed, but the
Brahmans had built on those foundations a super-
structure of error, and his object was to destroy
the novel erection and to restore the ancient
temple they had destroyed. But besides the
open and active enmity of the Brahmans, he had
too another formidable evil to encounter. His
example was followed by others, who similarly
announced themselves as the true DBudhas, de-
nouncing him as an 1mpostor, and the legendary
history of his life assures us that as many as
eighty thousand followers were led astray by
some of these impostors, so that it is doubtful
whether the unmitigated hostility of the Brah-
mans was more dangerous to him and his pre-
tensions than the imitators of his conduct and
their injurious rivalry. That his wanderings
throughout India were extensive is proved by the
fact of his having visited Ceylon, an incident re-
corded by all his disciples in all countries. He
15 said to have prophesied too that Ceylon would,
at a future day, be the head-quarters of his faith.

He died at the age of eighty, in the neighbour-
hood of Delhi, and, alas for the dignity of this
mightiest and most widely-spread of religions, his
death was caused, according to tradition, by the
eating of pork! He knew it would cause his
death, say these traditions, but the time was come
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for him to leave the earth and attain nirwana; so
he ate it.

When he perceived his end approaching, he
gave a charge to his assembled priests. “ Priests,”
said he in conclusion, “if you have any doubt re-
garding the doctrines I have taught you for five
and forty years, you have permission to declare
them nhow; otherwise you may regret that youn
had not the opportunity of stating them whilst I
was yet in existence; or if you hesitate to make
known your doubts to me, make them known to
each other.”  As the priests did not entertain any
doubts they held their peace, and Gotama pro-
ceeded: “ Are there no doubts that you wish to
have removed? Then I depart to nirwana. I
leave with you my ordinances. The elements of
the omniscient will pass away, but the truth, the
word, and the priesthood will remain.” Thus
having spoken, he ceased to exist. His body was
burnt upon a magnificent funeral pile, and the
few bones that survived the cremation were
treasured by his disciples as the most precious of
earthly objects; they became bones of conten-
tion, too, between rival monarchs, and are now
scattered widely over Eastern Asia, beneath the
immense dome-shaped buildings characteristic of
Budhism, and variously called pagodahs, dago-
bahs, and topes.
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The moral sayings and apophthegms of Go-
tama may vie successfully with those of any unin-
spired teacher—a few will suffice as samples of
the rest:—

“ The worldly-minded man who applauds re-
ligion, and understands its precepts, but does not
practise them, is like the herdsman of another
man’s cattle—he tends the flock, but does not re-
ceive the produce.

“ As a man elevated upon a mountain surveys,
in calmness, the plains below, so does the virtu-
ous man behold without emotion, the struggles of
the sinful multitude.

“ As the fletcher makes straight his arrows, so
the wise and virtuous man rectifies his mind.

“True nobility 1s not of one’s parentage, but of
a virtuous and noble soul.

“ The conduit-maker guides the streams of
water; the fletcher forms his arrows; the carpen-
ter bends the wood to his purpose; but the wise
man performs what 1s still more difficult—he
guides, shapes, and controls his mind.

“As the solid rock stands unshaken by the
storm, so the wise man is unmoved by contempt
or applause.

“He 1s a more noble hero who conquers
himself, than the warrior who, in the field of
battle, overcomes thousands of thousands.
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“ Nothing is sinful to the pure.

“All the religion of Budha is contained in
these three sentences—purify the mind, abstain
from vice, practise virtue.

“ Conquer anger by mildness, evil by good
covetousness by liberality, and falsehood by truth.

“There is no fire so fierce as lust; nothing has
a grasp so pertinacious as hatred; no net can be
compared with folly; no flood is so rapid as desire.” *

These examples are sufficient to show that the
moral duties were insisted upon by Gotama, and
that his precepts were often illustrated by the
most apt imagery, and the most forcible similes.

The doctrines of the faith are contained in the
discourses of its founder collected into three huge
tomes called the Pitakas. Of these Pitakas—the
first, or Winaya, contains the regulations of the
priesthood. The second, or Sutra, from which
the above moral sayings have been extracted, is a
collection of discourses devoted to the inculcation
and illustration of moral truth. The third, or
Ablidharmma, was addressed by Budha to the
beings of the immaterial world, and is not there-
fore intended for man. Each of these portions is
again subdivided into a number of books or parts,
the names of which would but confuse the Eu-

* From the “ Damma Padan,” or Footsteps of Religion, a portion of the
Sutra Pitaka, translated by the Rev. D. J. Gogerly, Ceylon,
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ropean reader.® It was at convocations of the
priesthood, assembled for the purpose, long after
the death of Gotama, that these works were
transcribed, and every syllable determined on
and settled so as to prevent future uncertainty
or change. They are written in the usual
rhythmic style of Eastern sacred books, and
contain nearly a million of lines, thus far sur-
passing western compilations in size. The
sacred books of the DBrahmans, however, are
much larger, a portion of them alone extending
to two millions of lines. The Pitakas are pro-
bably twenty times as voluminous as the Old and
New Testament together. The poems of Homer
contain about thirty thousand, and Milton’s ¢ Pa-
radise Liost * about ten thousand lines ; when these
are compared with the million of lines of the Pi-
takas, some idea may be formed of the amazing
extent of the latter. They are written in the
Pali, the vernacular language of Gotama’s native
country Magadha, a language evidently of ex-
treme antiquity but of the precise relation which
it bears to Sanscrit, the world is yet ignorant.
“ There is a language,” say the opening lines of
‘the Palh Grammar, “which 1s the root of all
languages. Men and gods at the beginning of

* A full account of the matter may be found in the Introduction to
Turnour’s Mahawanso.
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this cycle of existence, who never before heard or
uttered a human accent, spoke it. The supreme
Budha himself spoke 1t. It 1s Pali.”

The priesthood founded by Gotama seems to
have been the great instrument of the propaga-
tion of the faith, and, to the present day, it is
- distinguished by similar characteristics on the
elevated table-lands of Thibet, on the shores jof
Ceylon and Burmah, amid the thronged cities of
China, and the wild tribes of the Manchoos and
Mongols, with probably less variation of dress,
character, and habits, than any other similar
class in the world.

The ten obligations which the Budhist priest
must take upon himself are of a very onerous
and self-denying character.

1st. He promises never to take animal life
of any kind, or in any shape. The killing of
an ant, if wilful, is with him a sin, and therefore
he must not indulge in animal food unless some
one else will take the guilt of the murder.

“ Those who take life,” said Gotama, ‘ are in
fault, but not the persons who eat the flesh. My
priests have permission to eat whatever food it is
customary to eat in any place or country, so that-
it be done, not for the indulgence of the appetite
or of evil desire. If one uniform law were en-
forced,” he adds, subsequently, “it would be a
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hindrance in the way of those who are seeking
nirwana, but it is to reveal that way that the
office of the Budha has been assumed by me.”

2nd. The priest promises to avoid the taking
of that which is not given.

“ When any one conceals near the road or in
the forest that which belongs to another, breaks
into houses, uses false scales, demands too large a
share of profit, uses false measures, or utters false
money, it is theft. When any one takes more
than is due, or extorts a fine larger than is allowed
by law, or procures for himself that which helongs
to another by the giving of false evidence, it is
theft.”*

3rd. The priest promises to abstain from sexual
intercourse. If this obligation weve however
beyond his ability to keep, he was at liberty to
forsake the priesthood, to put off the yellow robe,
and marry.

4th. The priest promises to avoid lying.

“From the time that Gotama became a can-
didate for the Budhaship, through countless ages,
up to his final victory under the bo-tree,” says
the Milinda prasna, “ he never told a lie; it
were ecasier for the universe to be blown away
than for a supreme Budha to utter an untruth.”
If such a declaration were ever made in the pre-

* The Pujawaliya. Manual of Budhism, p. 466.
c2
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sence of Gotama, one would like to know whether
he blushed at 1t or not.

“ It is said by the Brahmans,” continues the
native work quoted above, “that 1t is not a crime
to tell a lie on behalf of a holy devotee, or on ac-
count of one’s cattle, or to save a person’s life, or
to gain a victory in an important contest, but
all this is contrary to truth.” The character
of Brahmanical morality is apparent from the
quotation.

5th. The use of intoxicating drinks is strictly
prohibited to the priesthood, and forms the fifth
evil which the devotee solemnly renounces on
entering the community. As intoxication was
the caunse of many other crimes, the individual
who wilfully subjected himself to it was regarded
as more sinful than he who simply broke one of the
other precepts, and rendered himself thereby liable
to expulsion. It is evident from the energy with
which the sin is denounced, that it must have been
of frequent occurrence in the districts in which
Gotama preached, yet we often hear that the
natives of tropical regions do not feel that craving
for stimulating liquors common to those in more
northern climes.

6th. The eating of solid food after midday is
the next gratification the priest promises to ab-
jure.
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7th. Attendance upon dancing festivals, sing-
ing, licentious music, and masks, is likewise inter-
dicted, and is still rigidly avoided by the Bud-
histic, much more than by many other priest-
hoods.

8th. The adorning of the body with flowers,
and the use of perfumes and unguents is re-
nounced by the eighth prohibition.

9th. The use of seats and couches above the
preseribed height, or of honourable positions, and
costly beds is prohibited, a command which may
remind us of the denunciation of the prophet
Amos. “ Woe to those . . . that lie upon beds
of ivory and stretch themselves upon their
couches.”

10th. Lastly, the priest binds himself, on no
account, to receive presents of gold or silver, lest
spiritual blessings might be sold for money, an
ordinance singularly unavailing when landed pro-
perty was permitted to be received as gifts to the
priesthouse and temple.

A novice wishing to become a Budhist priest
must have the consent of his parents, if of tender
years. He then attaches himself to a monastery;
and becomes the pupil of one of the body, who
is expected to instruct him, and fit him for his
profession. The relation between the teacher and
the scholar in the East, has always been very dif-
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ferent from the same connexion in the West, as
is amusingly exemplified in the regulations re-
corded respecting the novice. When the scholar
rises 1n the morning, say these injunctions, he
must place his teacher’s sandals, robe, and tooth-
cleaner, in proper order, present him with water
that he may wash, prepare a seat, and give him
rice-gruel from a clean vessel. 'When the teacher
approaches he must rise to meet him; if the
priest have anything in his hand, he must ask
permission to carry it for him : and he must wash
his feet. Thrice every day he must go to him
and render such assistance as he may require.
The novice must not be younger than eight
years; but cannot obtain ordination till he has
arrived at twenty. He then shaves his head and
adopts the yellow robe, the distinguishing badge
of the order, unless absolutely rejected, and re-
fused a further trial. As a priest his duties are
to collect alms for the monastery to which he
belongs—to read the Pitakas to the people in the
temple—to keep the temple and the images of
Budha in order; and above all to meditate on
the vanity of earthly things, and the folly of
cleaving to existence. Ile must not go near or
touch a woman. Were his own mother to fall
into a ditch, he might not extend his hand for
her to grasp, in order that she might regain the
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bank, although, gracious condescension !" he might
hold one end of a stick whilst she grasped the
other.

“ Any woman whatever,” said Gotama, if she
have a proper opportunity, and can do it in secret,
and be enticed thereto, will do that which is
wrong “—so erroneous was his estimate of the
female character. The DBrahmans, the Greeks,
and Romans, and some of the early Christian
fathers have spoken with equal dogmatic force
on the subject; so that the founder of Budhism
is not to be regarded as the only offender in that
way. Ilis followers have of course followed up
the dictum of their sage by their own similar
contributions to misogynic literature.  AMaiu gamo
namo papo, said one of them, embodying all
malice on the subject in a single phrase—*that
which is named woman 1s sin.”” With such an
estimate of the female character, it is strange that
Gotama should have admitted them into the
sacred order of the priesthood at all. It was not,
we are told, until after much importunity on their
part that the order of priestesses was founded,
his own foster-mother, Maha Prajapati, being the
first high priestess. “ Women are hasty,” said
he, “given to quarrelling ; they exercise hatred,
and are full of evil. Tf T exalt them to the prin-
cipal places in this institution, they will become
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more wilful than before. They will despise my
priests ; but unto such no benefit can accrue from
profession ; they cannot attain to nirwana. There
must, therefore, be eight ordinances of restraint,
that they may be kept in, as the waters of a tank
by its embankment.” These eight ordinances of
restraint provided that due reverence should be
paid by the priestess to the priest; that she was
not to have the liberty of going about at her plea-
sure, that her noviciate should continue for two
years at least ; and that she was not to be admitted,
save 1n a full chapter of the clergy of both sexes,
who should satisfy themselves of her qualifications.

No ordinances could be more severe or minute
than those which regulated the intercourse be-
tween the male and female devotees. There are
a jealousy and a particularity in the restrictions,
which prove how well acquainted Gotama was
with the human heart, and that he foresaw the
evils that might possibly arise from the new order.
Even for a priest to sit on the same seat with a
priestess was a sin—to say three words to her
without an intelligent witness was a sin; whilst
misconduct on either side, drove the offender irre-
vocably from the sacred profession, into which no
subsequent profession or repentance could obtain
his or her readmission.

In Ceylen and India the order of priestesses
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does not appear ever to have been numerous, and
m both countries they are now extinct; but they
exist, although not very numerous, in Burmal,
Siam and China.

Crawford, in his “Embassy to the Cowrt of
Ava,” informs us, that the priestesses in Burmah
are by no means so numerous as the priests.
They are called Thilashen, and consist, for the most
part, of old women—the head being shaved, and
a particular form of garment, generally of a white
colour, worn by them. The younger are quite
willing to forsake the order when they can get
husbands.

The profession of a priestess, we are informed,
1s not much respected by the people, either in
Burmah, or in China—being, in general, regarded
as only a more reputable form of begging. There
are a few recluses amongst them, however, com-
monly widows, of a more reputable class, who
have either funds of their own, or are supported
by their relatives.

Of the priests of Ceylon, at the present day,
every one who has had any extended communica-
tion with them, has spoken favourably. In some
instances, indeed, they are lamentably ignorant,
but are generally distinguished by affability,
kindliness of manner, and unbounded hospi-
tality. Intercourse with Europeans, has, of course,

. c3



34 BUDHISM.

diminished that respect for them amongst the
people, which they would otherwise undoubtedly
feel, yet still some become popular for their
medical skill, their attention to their duties, or
the sweetness of their voice in reading the sacred
books. “ In many places, the people stand in
awe of them, as they suppose that various calami-
ties may be inflicted on the objects of their wrath ;
but this fear is by no means universal. In 1839,
for instance, some females went with brooms in
their hands to a priest-house, near Negombo (a
village, fifteen miles north from Colombo), and
ordered the occupant to leave the place imme-
diately, threatening, in case of refusal, to use the
brooms upon his back. The quarrel arose from
an attempt of the priest, to overcome the virtue
of a young woman, who had brought some cakes
as an offering to Budha.*” The broom-bearers
triumphed, and amidst the jeers and reproaches
of the population, the offending priest was driven
from the village, probably only to fall into the
hands of his fellows, who would inflict a severer
penalty for the scandal he had brought upon their
order.

In China, the Budhistic priesthood seems to
have fallen into greater disrepute than elsewhere,
probably arising {rom the fact of their sacred

* Eastern Monachism, p. 319.
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books being in a language little understood, and
not easily represented by Chinese characters.
Amongst a refined literary people, the service,
which is repeated, parrot-like, without being un-
derstood, must be treated with contempt, whilst
the priests who conduct it, are deservedly des-
pised for not making themselves familiar with the
sense, as well as with the words, of their doc-
trines. ,

The courtesy with which MM. Huc and Gabet
were treated, in traversing the vast table-lands of
Central Asia, when they had assumed the cha-
racter of Budhist priests, or lamas, as they are
there called, proves that the contempt exhibited
towards the Chinese priests, 1s by no means uni-
versal, and from many parts of their extraordinary
account,® it would further appear, that  the
lamas of the western heaven,” as they were oiten
called, were generally held in reverence for their
learning. In Central Asia, however, which must
at present be regarded as the head-quarters of
Budhism, there is perhaps more humbug and
chicanery mixed up with the practice of the faith,
than anywhere else. The very existence of the
Grand Lama at Lhassa, in Thibet, is a proof of
this, whilst, in imitation of him, similar lamas,
although inferior in honour, pretend to be like-

* Travels in Tartary, Thibet, and China, &c.—Hazlitt’s translation.
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wise incarnations of (Gotama on earth, and claim
worship and obedience from their votaries, as a
natural consequence. Superstition and chicanery
are truly rife in Thibet and Mongolia, to Judoe
by M. Huc’s account.

Take the following imposition upon the cre-
dulity of their votaries as an example. The ter-
rible feats exhibited by our jugglers, when they
cut off people’s noses, and so cleverly replace them,
are here imitated, as the grand feature of a great
religious ceremony ! Having met an old lama, in
distress, whom they had previously relieved, in the
country of the Ortous Tartars, on the north-western
borders of China, M. Huc proceeds with his nar-
rative,—* ¢ Brother,” said we, ‘we are from the
West, and the affairs of your country not being
well known to us, we are astonished at finding so
many pilgrims here in the desert.” ¢ We are all
ooing to Ratche-Tchurin,” replied he, in accents
full of emotion. ¢ Doubtless,” said we, °some
grand solemnity calls you together?” ¢ Yes, to-
morrow will be a great day ; a Lama Bokte will
manifest his power; kill himself, yet not die.
We at once understood what solemnity it was,
that thus attracted the Ortous-Tartars. A lama
was to cut himself open, take out his entrails,
and place them before him, and then resume his
previous condition. This-spectacle, so cruel and
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disgusting, is very common in the lamaseries of
Tartary. The Bokté, who is to manifest lLis
power, as the Mongols phrase it, prepares himself
for the formidable operation, by many days fast-
ing and prayer, pending which, he must abstain
from all communication whatever with mankind,
and observe the most absolute silence.

“ When the appointed day is come, the multi-
tude of pilgrims assemble in the great court of
the lamasery, where an altar is raised in front of
the temple-gate. At length the DBokte appears,
he advances gravely, amid the acclamations of the
crowd, seats himself upon the altar, and takes
from his girdle a large knife, which he places
upon his knees. At his feet, numerous lamas,
ranged in a circle, commence the terrible invoca-
tions of this frightful ceremony. As the recita-
tion of the prayers proceeds, you see the Bokte
trembling in every limb, and gradually working
himself up into phrenetic convulsions.  The
lamas, themselves, become excited; their voices
are raised ; their song observes no order, and at
last becomes a mere confusion of yelling and out-
cry. Then the Bokte suddenly throws aside the
scarf which envelopes him ; unfastens his girdle,
and seizing the sacred knife, slits open his sto-
mach, in one long cut. While the blood flows
in every direction, the multitude prostrate them-
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selves before the terrible spectacle, and the en-
thusiast is interrogated about all sorts of hidden
things, as to future events, as to the destiny of
certain personages. The replies of the Bokte to
all these questions, are regarded, by everybody, as
oracles.

“ When the devout curiosity of the numerous
pilgrims 1s satisfied, the lamas resume, but now
calmly and gravely, the recitation of their
prayers. The Bokte takes, in his right hand,
blood from his wound, raises it to his mouth,
breathes thrice upon it, and then throws it into
the air, with Joud cries. He next passes his
hand rapidly over his wound, closes it, and
everything, after a while, resumes its pristine
conditioil; no trace remaining of the diabolical
operation, except extreme prostration.  The
Bokté once more rolls his scarf round him, recites
in a low voice a short prayer, then all is over,
and the multitude disperse, with the exception of
a few of the especially devout, who remain to
contemplate and to adore the blood-stained altar
which the saint has quitted.

“These horrible ceremonies are of frequent
occurrence in the great lamaseries of Tartary
and Thibet, and we do not believe that there is
any trick or deception about them; for, from all
we have seen and heard among idolatrous na-
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tions, we are persuaded that the devil has a great
deal to do with the matter; and moreover, our
impression that there is no trick in the operation
is fortified by the opinion of the most intelligent
and most upright Budhists whom we have met
m the numerous lamaseries we visited.

“It is not every lama that can perform mi-
raculous operations. Those who have the fearful
power to cut themselves open, for example, are
never found in the liigher ranks of the lama
hierarchy. They are generally lay lamas of in-
different character, and little esteemed by their
comrades. The regular lamas generally make
no scruple of avowing their horror of the spec-
tacle. In their eyes, all these operations are
wicked and diabolical. Good lamas, they say,
are incapable of performing such acts, and should
not even desire to attain the impious talent.”—
(Vol. 1, p. 191.)

When it is remembered that the Boktt is sur-
rounded by the priests of his monastery, that the
laity are sedulously kept at a distance, and that
the actual operation 1s performed at a moment of
wild excitement, the mystery is solved, I think,
without any necessity for calling in the aid of
Satanic agency to afford an explanation of the
circumstance. The frauds and impositions of the
heterodox Budhism of Thibet and Mongolia,
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however, do not end here. Every department of
the faith, every religious exercise of the lamas,
or priests, seems to be more or less mixed up
with imposition and deceit. Take the following,
also from M. Huc’s volumes, as an example :—

“ Medicine, in Tartary, as we have already
observed, is exclusively practised by the lamas.
When illness attacks any one, his friends run to
the nearest lamasery for a lama, whose first
proceeding upon visiting the patient is to run his
fingers over the pulse of both wrists simul-
taneously, as the fingers of a musician run over
the strings of an instrument. The Chinese phy-
sicians feel both pulses also, but in succession.
After due deliberation, the lama pronounces his
opinion as to the particular nature of the malady.
According to the religious belief of the Tartars,
all 1llness is owing to the wvisitation of a
Tchutgour, or demon; but the expulsion of the
demon 1s first a matter of medicine. The lama
physician next proceeds, as lama apothecary, to
give the specific befitting the case. The Tartar
pharmacopeeia rejecting all mineral chemistry,
the lama remedies consist entirely of vegetables
pulverized, and either infused in water or made
up into pills. If the lama doctor happens not
to have any medicine with him, he is by no
means disconcerted ; he writes the names of the
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remedies upon little scraps of paper, moistens the
papers with his saliva, and rolls them up into
pills, which the patient tosses down with the
same perfect confidence as though they were
genuine medicaments. To swallow the name of
a remedy, or the remedy itself, say the Tartars,
comes to precisely the same thing.

“The medical assault of the usurping demon
being applied, the lama next proceeds to spiritual
artillery, in the form of prayers, adapted to that
quality of the demon who has to be dislodged.
If the patient is poor, the Tchutgour visiting him
can evidently be only an inferior Tchutgour, re-
quiring merely a brief, oft-hand prayer, sometimes
merely an interjectional exorcism. If the patient
is very poor, the lama troubles himself with
neither prayer nor pill, but goes away, recom-
mending the friends to wait with patience until
the sick person gets better, or dies, according to
the decree of Hormoustha. But where the patient
is rich, the possessor of large flocks, the pro-
ceedings are altogether different.  First, it is
obvious that a devil who presumes to visit
so eminent a personage must be a potent devil,
one of the chiefs of the lower world; and it
would not be decent for a great Tchutgour to
travel like a mere sprite; the family, accord-
ingly, are directed to prepare for him a handsome
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suit of clothes, a pair of rich boots, a fine horse,
ready saddled and bridled; otherwise, the devil
will never think of going, physic or exorcise him
how you may. It is even possible, indeed, that
one horse will not suffice ; for the demon, in very
rich cases, may turn out, upon inquiry, to be so
high and mighty a prince, that he has with him
a number of courtiers and attendants, all of whom
have to be provided with horses.

“ Everything being arranged, the ceremony
commences. The lama and numerous co-physi-
cians, called in from his “own and other adjacent
monasteries, offer up prayers in the rich man’s
tents for a week or a fortnight, until they perceive
that the devil is gone—that 1s to say, until they
have exhausted all the disposable tea and sheep.
If the patient recovers, it is a clear proof that the
prayers have been efficaciously recited ; if he dies,
it is a still greater proof of the efficaciousness of
the prayers, for not only is the devil gone, but the
patient has transmigrated to a state far better than
that he has quitted.”—(Vol. 1., p. 74.)

The entire account is amusing in its very ab-
surdity. Equally sois the convenient practice they
have adopted of praying by a wooden deputy, and
thereby acquiring merit, as M. Hue informs us (in
the following paragraphs) is sometimes done :—

“The Budhists have another mode of simplify-
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ing pilgrimages and devotional rites.  In all the
great lamaseries you find, at short intervals,
figures in the form of barrels, and turning upon
an axle. The material of these figures is a thick
board, composed of infinite sheets of paper pasted
together, and upon which are written, in Thibetian
characters, the prayers most reputed throughout
the country. Those who have not the taste, or
the zeal, or the strength, to carry huge boards of
books on their shoulders, or to prostrate them-
selves, step after step, in the dust and mire, or to
walk round the lamasery in winter’s cold or
summer’s heat, have recourse to the simple and
expeditious medium of the prayer-barrel. All
they have to do is to set it in motion; 1t then
turns of itself for a long time, the devotees drink-
ing, eating, or sleeping, while the complacent
mechanism is turning prayers for them.

“One day, on approaching a prayer-barrel, we
found two lamas quarrelling famously, and just
on the point of coming to blows; the occasion
being the fervour of each for prayer. One of them
having set the prayer automaton in motion, had
quietly returned to his cell. As he was entering
it, he turned his head, doubtless to enjoy the
spectacle of the fine prayers he had set to work for
himself; but, to his infinite disgust, he saw a
colleague stopping his prayers, and about to turn
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on the barrel on his own account. Indignant at
this pious frand, he ran back, and stopped his
competitor’s prayers. Thus it went on for some
time, the one turning on, the other stopping the
barrel, without a word said on either side. At
last, however, their patience exhausted, they came
to high words; from words they proceeded to
menaces ; and i1t would, doubtless, have come to a
fight, had not an old lama, attracted by the up-
roar, interposed words of peace, and himself put
the automaton in motion for the joint benefit of
both parties.”—(Vol. 1., p. 203.)

It must be remembered, however, that all these
abuses are not integral parts of Budhism proper,
but heresies known to Central Asia alone. The
priest of Ceylon, of Burmah, of Siam, or of China,
i1s no believer in the Grand Lama of Thibet, and
would at once pronounce the practices of the
Mongolian lama to be heresy and superstition.

I cannot take leave of M. Huc’s interesting
volumes without bringing before the reader’s
notice his account of a wonderful tree that, ac-
cording to the faith of Mongolia, stands as a
living miracle attesting the truth of Budhism.
Here is a nut to crack for the savants of the
West | Tsong Kaba, a reformer of Budhism, in
the fifteenth century, was a miracle-worker. The
reformation which he effected, and which M. Hue
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believes to have principally consisted in the in-
troduction of the robes, ceremonies and discipline
of Roman Catholicism into Budhism, prevails in
all the regions between the Himalayas, the
frontiers of Russia, and the great wall of China,
amongst all the worshippers of the Grand Lama,
in fact. From this wonderful reformer’s hair a
tree sprang, says tradition, bearing a Thibetian
character, that is a character in the sacred lan-
guage of Budhism in these regions, on every
leaf! Nonsense, says the Kuropean reader,
politely.  But here are two French missionaries,
of learning, intelligence, and experience, who saw
the tree with their own eyes, who saw the cha-
racters, and are unable to explain the matter at
all. Surely then it deserves examination. But
hear their testimony in their own words :—

¢ Tt will here be naturally expected that we say
something about this tree itself. Does it exist?
Have we seen it? Has it any peculiar attributes?
What about its marvellous leaves? All these
questions our readers are entitled to put to us.
We will endeavour to answer as categorically as
possible.

« Yes, this tree does exist, and we had heard
of it too often during our journey not to feel
somewhat eager to visit it. At the foot of the
mountain on which the lamasery stands, and not
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far from the principal Budhist temple, is a great
square enclosure, formed by brick walls. Upon
entering this, we were able to examine at leisure
the marvellous tree, some of the branches of
which had already manifested themselves above
the wall. Our eyes were first directed with
earnest curiosity to the leaves, and we were filled
with an absolute consternation of astonishment
at finding that, in point of fact, there were upon
each of the leaves, well-formed Thibetian cha-
racters all of a green colour, some darker, some
lighter, than the leaf itself. Our first impression
was a suspicion of frand on the part of the
lamas ; but after a minute examination of every
detail, we could not discover the least deception.
The characters all appeared to us portions of the
leaf itself, equally with its veins and nerves;
the position was not the same in all; in one leaf
they would be at the top of the leaf; in another,
in the middle ; in a third, at the base, or at the
side ; the younger leaves represented the cha-
racters only in a partial state of formation. The
bark of the tree and its branches, which resemble
that of the plane tree, are also covered with
these characters. When you remove a piece of
old bark, the young bark under it exhibits the
indistinet outlines of characters in a germinating
state, and what is very singular, these new cha-
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racters are not unfrequently different from those
which they replace. We examined everything
with the closést attention, in order to detect some
trace of trickery, but we could discern notling of
the sort, and the perspiration absolutely trickled
down our faces under the influence of the sensations
which this most amazing spectacle created. More
profound intellects than ours may, perhaps, be
able to supply a satisfactory explanation of the
mysteries of this singular tree; but as to us
we altogether give it up. Our readers possibly
may smile at our ignorance; but we care not, so
that the sincerity and truth of our statement be
not doubted.

“The Tree of the Ten Thousand Images seemed
to us of great age. Its trunk, which three men
could scarcely embrace with outstretched arms, 1s
not more than eight feet high; the branches, in-
stead of shooting up, spread out in the shape of
a plume of feathers, and are extremely bushy;
few of them are dead. The leaves are always
green, and the wood, which is of a reddish tint,
has an exquisite odour, something like that of
cinnamon. The lamas informed us that in sum-
mer, towards the eighth moon, the tree produces
large red flowers of an extremely beautiful cha-
racter. They informed us also that there nowhere
else exists another such tree; that many attempts
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have been made in various lumaseries of Tartary
and Thibet to propagate it by seeds and cuttings,
but that all these attempts have been fruitless.”
(Vol. ii., chap. 2, p. 53.)

Un‘tble to throw any light on the matter, T
must leave 1t here, as one of the most extraordi-
nary accounts the world has ever heard, and yet,
strange to say, its publication seems to have pro-
duced little orno sensation! An existing miracle
to attest the truth of a system of belief that
acknowledges half mankind as its votaries !—
a miracle that may be seen and examined by any
one that chooses to go there! And yet the world
is not moved by it, passes it by, and pooh poohs
it, as an ordinary, twice-told tale! Verily there
is something strange in all this. We surely have
a right to expect some explanation of the circum-
stance. Why did not the reverend travellers
bring home a leaf with them to submit it to the
learned acumen of the West? Why do not some
of our plethoric societies send off a mission
specially to examine and report upon this lusus
naturce ?

But it is time that we should pass from M.
Huc’s strange narrative of the peculiarities and
wonders of heterodox Budhism to an account of
what the founder of the faith really taught.

According to Gotama there are innumerable
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systems of worlds, all eonstantly going through
cycles of existence, produced by causes constantly
operating and inherent in matter, gradually at-
taining their prime, hastening on to decay and
destruction, and finally reproduced as before.
Thus he attempted to obviate the necessity for a
supreme first cause,—almighty power constantly
operating without the Almighty himself to guide,
direct, and control it! All the various orders of
spirits, men and inferior animals, with the excep-
tion of some of the gods, who appear to be
eternal, are coustantly changing places, from their
different degrees of merit. Merit and demerit,
indeed, according to this strange system, are
the controllers of the universe. A man ac-
quires great merit, and is born again as an
angel or a happy spirit or a god; he continues
to acquire merit, and ultimately attains nirwana,
“the bourne whence no traveller returns.” He
is afflicted with demerit or guilt, on account
of his own evil thoughts or actions, and is
born as an inferior anmimal; or, if still worse
throughout many ages, in one of the numerous
hells. As to the duration of punishment in hell,
it is not eternal, but if particulars are asked on
the subject, the whole is explained, as usual, by a
figure. A man throws a piece of wood into the
sea, with a hole in it large enough to receive an
ox’s head; the wind sends the wood hither and
VOL. 1% D
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thither at its pleasure. In the same sea there is a
blind tortoise, which, after the lapse, say, of a hun-
dred years, rises once to the surface of the water.
Will the time ever come when that tortoise will
so rise that its neck shall enter the hole in the
wood? It may, in the course of countless ages,
and 1in the course of as many may the unwise
being that has once entered one of the great hells
obtain birth again as a man.*

“Tt 1s vain,” said Gotama, “to seek now for the
origin of existence—it cannot be discovered. It
1s sufficient for us to know that we exist, and that
merit and demerit rule the world.” Thus he en-
deavoured to evade the difficulty of introducing a
great primeval cause, “by whom are all things,
and without whom was not anything made that
is made,” into his system. The gods whowm he
has acknowledged are a clumsy part of the ma-
chinery of his faith, only adopted because they
had been behieved in for ages in his country, and
he saw no sufficient reason to attempt eradicating
the belief. He placed himself above them all,
and cheered on his disciples in the pursuit of
good, by declaring that any one of them might
ultimately become a Budha in the course of future
ages, if he had but faith and perseverance suffi-
cient. To wus, in our cui bono age, it may
appear strange that so extraordinary a system

* Manual of Budhism, p. 442,
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—a system of negations—should excite enthu-
siasm in the breast of any, or lead men to sur-
render any advantage to retain it. Yet numerous
are the relations of martyr-like endurance with
which the disciples of Gotama bore every evil
rather than renounce the faith they had adopted,
and there can be no doubt that it was not until
after a severe and deadly struggle that DBrah-
manism ultimately triumphed in India. One ex-
ample of the spirit which animated the ecarly dis-
ciples of the faith will be sufficient to illustrate
the matter. A king who reigned at Anuradha-
poora, in Ceylon, anxious to test the constancy of
a devotee, ordered him to procure a fowl and kill
it. He refused. The king threatened ; he still
refused, whereupon the monarch ordered him to
be conducted to the usual place of execution, a
fowl to be put into his hands, and, if he still re-
fused, he was to be slain. “ I have never broken
the precept that forbids the taking of life,” said
the devotee, “and I am willing to yield my own
life, instead of the fowl’s, to your cruelty.” There
was abundant leisure for reconsideration and reflec-
tion, as he was being led away to the place of execu-
tion. Arxrived there, a fowl was thrust into his
hand, and the threat reiterated. He threw the
animal from him, determined not to shed a drop
of its blood, and the executioner would have car-
D2
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ried the king’s sentence into effect had not the
monarch himself interfered.*

Nothing can be more simple and peaceful than
the ceremonial observances of orthodox Budhism ;
for it is to be remembered that the bloody chi-
canery of Tartary and Mongolia is alike foreign
to the precepts of Gotama himself and of the
entire tenor of the faith which he established.
The people, at the changes of the moon, make
their way in crowds to the temples, there to offer
up their bloodless sacrifice of flowers and fruit
upon the altar of their man-god. They take
upon themselves some of the vows of the priest-
hood, for a shorter or longer time, according to
the degree of merit which they wish to acquire,
and having repeated the threefold formula of pro-
tection, stating that they take refuge in Budha,
m his word, and in the priesthood, they return to
their dwellings, self-satisfied with their simple
and unexciting worship. On other occasions, a
building being prepared for the purpose, a priest
reads, or rather chaunts, to the assembled crowds,
portions of the Pitakas, or sacred books; the
people reverently seated on the ground around
him. Sometimes two priests officiate, one read-
ing the original Pali, and the other a vernacular
translation at intervals. This bana potha, as it is

* The Pujawaliya, Manual of Budhism, p. 463.
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called, or reading of the truth, continues into the
night; lamps are lit; the people come and go;
some remaining a shorter, some a longer time,
according to the degree of merit they wish to
acquire; other priests take the place of the
former, and so the ceremony continues, without
intermission or cessation, “from morn to noon,
from noon to dewy eve,” and so on throughout
the long hours of night till the morning again.
The ethics of Budhism is that part of the
system which gives it its highest value in
Christian eyes. In its moral aspect, and in the
purity which it inculcates—a purity extending to
thought and words, as well as to action—it
comes nearer the sublimity of Christianity than
any other religious system of Asia; and this,
too, without endeavouring to lure on its votaries
to holiness and piety by any hopes of sensual
happiness like Mohammedanism, or denunciations
of physical evil in this life, like the faith of Zoro-
aster. A simple enumeration of the Budhistic
catalogue of sins and duties will be sufficient to
establish what I have just said of the superiority
of this part of the system. Sins are divided into,
1st, those of the body, three in number—mur-
der, theft, and adultery; 2nd, those of the
speech, four in number—lying, slander, abuse,
unprofitable conversation; 3rd, those of the
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mind, three in number—covetousness, malice,
and scepticism ; 4th, those of the general be-
haviour, five in number—the drinking of intox-
icating liquors, gambling, idleness, improper
associations, and the frequenting of improper
places of amusement. Besides these, there are
reciprocal obligations and duties binding upon
particular classes ; as, for instance, the parent
and child, the teacher and scholar, the priest and
the householder, the husband and wife, the
master and servant, the friend and the friend.*
It is amusing, in the particular explanations of
the above category, to turn to the crime of scep-
ticism, and to consider its nature and punish-
ment. Those who deny, or doubt, the truth of
the doctrines of Budha are to be punished in one
or other of these two ways—to be born as a beast
on earth, or as a demon in hell. “There are
five great crimes, but scepticism is the greatest.”
‘When millions of years have rolled away, others
may be released from hell, but the sceptic will
remain there. Reader, if Gotama was right, you
and T are in an uncomfortable position !

* In this brief sketch of Budhistic ethics, as in many other parts of the
chapter, 1 have been most indebted to Mr. R. S. Hardy’s works, ¢ Eastern
Monachism,” and “Manual of Budhism:” works invaluable to every
student of this extraordinary faith. It was not therefore without reason
that I prefixed York’s words to this chapter—¢ These oracles are hardily
attained, and hardly understood.” (Shakespeare’s Henry VI., Second
Part.)
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CHAPTER IIL
THE HOFERS AND MASSEYS—CASTE IN INDIA.

¢ 1 know thou art religious,
And hast a thing within thee called conscience.”
Titus Andronicus, act v., sc. 2.
S1tuaTED as I was in the immediate neighbour-
hood of the Hofers, at Lanka, and of my excellent
native friend, Marandhan, it was but natural that
I should become more and more intimate with
both. They and Fowler were, in fact, the only
friends I had in the island, who lived within
visiting distance, and I therefore cultivated their
acquaintance and friendship with assiduity.
Fowler, whom I have already mentioned, and
whom I esteemed the more, the more I became
acquainted with him, as an estimable man and a
good planter, was unfortunately too far off to per-
mit of frequent visits on either side; but both
Hofer and Marandhan were nearer, and seemed
as much pleased when the click of Uncle Toby’s
iron shoes on the stones, that lay in the roads to
their dwellings, announced my approach, as I was
when I heard their horses making their way to
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my silent bungalow. When the monotony of a
solitary life, like that of the coffee-planter, is
broken in upon by the visit of an agreeable friend,
able and willing to talk, the pleasure afforded
1s as great as the most exciting amusements of
crowded cities can yield.

There was a wearisome monotony about this
jungle life, however, that made me begin to suspect
I had mistaken my vocation, and that, however in-
teresting such a life may appear from a distance,
it 1s, in itself, anything but pleasant to the man
whose mind is active, and whose heart 1s not influ-
enced by ties that bind him to the place. True, the
hunting parties were exciting and pleasant: but
they were not frequent. The natives might be
improved, but they felt no gratitude for favours
bestowed on them, which they invariably regarded
as bribes, or as the payment of just debts. Be-
sides this, the two languages used by them formed
a formidable barrier to the maintainance of familiar
relations. The Kandians spoke Singhalese alone;
the Malabar coolies, Tamil only; and as most of
the work was done by the latter, who were con-
stantly coming and going, whilst the former alone
were stationary, there was little chance of doing
permanent good, unless one’s life was to be de-
voted to it. I could not regard my position on
the estate as a permanent one, but was ever look-
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ing forward to the time when I should leave it,
without then surmising that the enactments of
the British Parliament would not only compel
me, but hundreds of other planters, similarly
situated, to beat a hasty retreat, and, forsaking
the scene of so much labour, where so much capi-
tal was embarked, settle down to some new and
unaccustomed line of life.

Where men are so much isolated from those
with whom they can sympathize and have a fel-
low-feeling, they naturally take more interest in
the joys and sorrows of the few with whom they
are in the habit of associating, than could other-
wise be possibly the case. Hence, it followed
that what shed gladness or gloom over the house-
holds of Hofer and Marandhan, similarly affected
me. Mouat I did not reckon “on my list of
friends,” and, therefore, I do not mention him in
the same category; but still every little event that
affected one, interested the rest of our small com-
munity.

The mails from England, towards the end of
1845, had brought bad news to the Hofers, and,
whilst all was bustle and excitement on the estate
in consequence, there was much gloom and sorrow
in the bungalow. Mrs. Hofer’s parents had both
died within a short period of each other, leaving

her sister, Ada, an orphan, without adequate
D3
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settlement.  Homes were offered to her in
England, which she refused, resolving to join her
sister in Ceylon, and to link her fate with the
being whom she loved best in the world, and
with whom she had been brought up. The sum
of money left to her

a few thousand pounds—
she decided on embarking in coffee-planting ; and
with the approbation of the clergyman of the
parish, her guardian, who was, doubtless, blinded
by Hofer’s glowing accounts of the profits to be
made by it, she had already written to him, in-
forming him of her intentions and determination.
Hofer was pleased at the resolution to which Miss
Mowbray had come, and regarded it as a prudent
one. His wife looked on the whole matter as
precipitate and ill-advised.

The Masseys, whom we had visited in travel-
ling from Colombo to Kandy, were invited to
spend some time with their friends at Lanka. I
have already mentioned that Mr. Massey was an
honest man and an excellent planter, without much
refinement or elegance, whilst his wife, agreeable
enough when her husband was away, seemed only
to delight in snubbing him when he was present.
In the monotony of jungle life any change almost
is agrecable, and, therefore, uncongenial as her
visitors were to herself, they served, nevertheless,
to divert Mrs. Hofer’s mind from the thoughts of
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her own bereavements and her sister’s isolation in
the world.

I saw at once from the extension of cultivation
commenced, the improvements going on in the
estate, and the additional buildings in process of
erection at the bungalow, that Miss Mowbray’s
fortune was already in process of investment in
Lanka, and, anxious to spare her a pang, for she
had said she did not approve at all of the transac-
tion, I asked Mrs. Hofer no questions on the
subject. Yet I did not think the less, and on
subsequently conversing with Fowler, who was
equally intimate with them, on the subject, I found
he agreed with me.

“This surely,” said he, “is not the way Hofer
should have acted. Why this precipitate carry-
ing out of a scheme disapproved by his wife, whom
all the world knows to be a sensible woman?
Why act thus in accordance with the first im-
pulses of a generous heart, anxious to link her
fate with her sister’s, when that sister disapproves
of the measure, and would probably have suc-
ceeded in altering the impetuous girl’s mind, had
time been allowed ? There seems to me to be
an indecent haste, a total disregard to the feelings
and wishes of his wife in the transaction, which
makes me look more coldly upon Hofer than I
have ever done before. Surely, so much beauty,
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so much sense, so much kind-heartedness, deserve
more consideration and respect than this; there
can be no such haste and precipitancy required as
to necessitate such a total disregard for his wife’s
counsel and wishes.” '

But Hofer thought otherwise; and his wife
uncomplainingly submitted ; nor was even Massey
aware that she did not yield to the scheme her
fullest concurrence. What a contrast between
the selfish precipitancy of the one, and the self-
denying acquiescence of the other! Not that I
would, for a moment insinuate, that any sordid
considerations urged Hofer to this conduct. He
was infinitely above such. A more liberal, gene-
rous-minded man did not exist. A love for bustle
and excitement, change and novelty, was the
strongest element in his composition, and, whilst
flattering himself that he was acting thus, solely
from a due regard for Miss Mowbray’s interests,
the real motive power appeared to Fowler and me
to have been a certain uncontrolled impetuosity
of disposition which urged him ever from the
ordinary and uneventful, into the strange, the
new, and the exciting.

“ Mrs. Hofer would have had me wait until
next year,” said he to me, as we went over the
estate with Massey; “but only think what the
loss of a year is now-a-days. My agents assure
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me prices must go up; and the loss of a year,
under those circumstances 1s an irreparable mis-
fortune.”

“ Then Mrs. Hofer does not yet approve of
your proceedings ?” asked I.

“ No; she’s positive on the subject. A woman
always believes herself very wise about these
matters ; doesn’t she, Massey ?” was the reply.

“ But suppose Miss Mowbray regrets the spe-
culation, before she has had time to reap the
benefit of it ?” T suggested.

“She is a young lady of sense and discern-
ment,” said he; “and had I not her own strongly
expressed wishes, and the consent of her guardian,
I should not have so apphed the funds.”

There was an air of offended friendship about
the tone in which he uttered these words that
quite prevented me from making any reply; nor,
indeed, was it my place to interfere in the matter
at all. ‘

The evening passed, on this occasion, most
agreeably. There wasno martyr-like air of resig-
nation on Mrs. Hofer’s face, or in her manner, to
show that she considered herself injured. She
was gay and lively, anticipating, with almost
girlish joy, the arrival of her sister, who was ex-
pected by the next mail, and contriving a thou-
sand little surprises for her, intended to exhibit
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more strikingly the contrast between English and
Ceylonese life.

The conversation speedily became general on
the lights and shadows of the planter’s existence,
where opinions at once divided, each having
naturally his own ideas on that subject, which
were by no means likely to be those of his neigh-
bour.

“ For my part,” said Massey, in his good,
easy, quiet way, “I don’t see why people should
not be contented with life in the jungle. There
are some annoyances, it is true, but so there are
everywhere ; and, to make up for them, there
are many pleasures.”

“ And few or no comforts,” suggested Hofer.

“Well, I don’t know that,” replied Massey ;
“one’s bungalow may be comfortable enough
when the servants and children are kept in
order.”

“ Comfort enough for the body, doubtless,”
said I; “ but look at the want of food for the
mind ; the isolation, the total exclusion from
everything intellectual and elevated. That ap-
pears to me its worst feature.”

“ For you men, that may be the worst; but
for us there are sorrows enough, you never feel
or even sympathize with,” said Mrs. Massey.

“ Why, I don’t see what moderate men want



PAUCITY OF BOOKS. 63

more,” said Massey, answering my observation, as
if his wife had not spoken at all, ““ you have your
papers twice a week, and your letters and
news from England once a month. Isn’t that
enough ?”

“Q, our friend is a book-worm,” said Hofer,
gaily, “and is constantly complaining of the
Kandy library. Fancy, Mrs. Massey, he actually
says there are not books enough in it.”

“ But it’s always the way with you men,”
answered that lady, “always discontented ; never
knowing how to value a blessing when you have
it. Not books enough in the Kandy lbrary?
well, 'm sure! Why how many would you
have P”

“ The objection to the library,” said Mrs. Hofer,
laughing at the ludicrous face of her companion,
“if I understand it aright, is not so much to the
number, as to the quality of the books.”

“ Ah, that’s a different matter,” said Mrs.
Massey, “ I'm sure then I quite agree with him,
for Massey has often brought home books from
it, that I conceived it my duty to return as soon
as I had looked into them. Not that I read a
great deal myself,—how can I, with all that I have
got to do? but still I consider it my duty to
see the character of the books that come into the
house.”
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“ How am I to know the kind of books I get
until T read them?” said Massey, “ I don’t read
much myself either, but I always like to have a
book on hand, just to take up when I have
nothing else to do, but I often find it’s locked up
or sent back to the library before I've half
finished it.”

Mzrs. Massey sat up straighter in her chair, and
looked far off through Mr. Massey’s head, when
he made this statement, but deigned no reply,
whilst he, ignorant of offence, in stating what
she had confessed only a moment before, poured
out a glass of wine for himself, as if he had said
nothing particular. But ladies of Mrs. Massey’s
temperament do not permit their husbands to
accuse them of what they will willingly con-
fess themselves guilty, without exhibiting their
wounded sensibility, and I could see that a storm
was brewing, which, if some accident did not
avert it, would infallibly burst over the devoted
head of the unconscious Massey. It was with
difficulty that we prevented ourselves from laugh-
ing outright, but Mrs. Hofer adroitly changed
the subject and no offence was given.

“ There is one feature of the planter’s life that
is cheering and refreshing to contemplate,” said
she, ¢ the material influence he exercises on the
coolies, and all who work on his estate, and the
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consequent improvement he may produce, and
the good he may permanently do them.”

“ You take the most philanthropic view of the
matter,” said Fowler, ““ not looking at the planter
as a mere money-making machine, as he too often
1s, but as a human being, with important pri-
vileges and influences, which, if he use aright, may
be productive of much good; but alas! I fear it
is too often the case that the natives learn Eu-
ropean vices in addition to their own, instead of
learning good from the intercourse.”

“ Yet there must be a certain civilizing influ-
ence,” said Hofer, “ in the constant intercourse
which subsists between the employer and em-
ployed, even although the employer be a tyrant
like our friend Siggins.”

“ Can you believe that such a man can be the
source of aught save of unmixed evil ?” T asked.

“Yes,” he replied, “ he evidently showed us
his worst side, in its worst form, but were we to
penetrate more deeply into the man, I doubt not,
such is my faith in human nature, that we should
find some redeeming traits likely to be beneficial
to those under his control, though I freely
confess, I think the evil would vastly prepon-
derate.”

“T quite agree with you,” said Massey, “ that
must be a very bad European indeed from whom
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they would not be likely to learn some good. I
often think we take too much pains with them,
and pay too much attention to them, considering
the return we get, and comparing our conduct
with that of their own native employers.”

“ Too much pains with them, pay too much
attention to them,” echoed Mrs. Massey, looking
intently away from Mr. Massey and at Mrs.
Hofer, ““ why there are some men, my dear, that
teach their coolies nothing but evil. I should
like to know who 1t is that takes too much pains
with them.”

“ Why I don’t mean to say that I take any
great pains to improve them,” answered Mr.
Massey, ““it’s not my business,—my business is
to pay them for their work,—but I don’t teach
them any evil either, ’am sure; why one would
fancy I was a monster.”

“ T assure you, Mrs. Hofer,” said Mrs. Massey,
still looking intently at that lady, “I assure you,
the amount of swearing that goes on, on some
estates, 1s frightful, and is more than enough to
corrupt both the children and the coolies.”

“T don’t swear in the bungalow, so the chil-
dren can’t hear it,” said Massey, “and I don’t
corrupt the natives by swearing, because they
don’t understand it, as it’s all in English; but
Hofer knows right well, Mrs. Hofer, that it’s
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impossible for any man to stand the stupdity
and ignorance of these savages without occasion-
ally swearing.”

“ T must confess,” said Hofer, ¢ that it some-
times forms an agreeable vent for ill-humour,
however wrong it may be; and then, as you say,
of course they don’t understand it, and it’s harm-
less.”"

“T assure you, Mrs. Hofer,” said Mrs. Massey,
earnestly, “ the quantity of swearing that the
coolies hear makes them quite familiar with it.”

“ And the work can be done just as well with-
out it,” said Fowler.

“ And the work can be done just as well with-
out it,” echoed Mrs. Massey. “It’s not long ago
since I took a sharp little boy from the field-
work into the bungalow as a servant,” she con-
tinued; ““ he had been living some years with his
family on our place, and, would you believe it,
he had become so accustomed to swearing, that
when I asked him a simple question, suppose only
whether the knives were cleaned, he replied with
some horrid oath, that made my blood run cold to
hear—he never would be content to say simply
yes or no—and all that I could do was of no
use, to break him off this terrible habit; I threat-
ened, I punished, I scolded, I coaxed, I promised,
but all to no purpose; the most dreadful impre-
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cations were constantly breaking out from his
lips, and then, with a horrible oath, he would tell
you he was sorry, and beg your pardon, until at
last T turned him away, although he was an
excellent servant, to preserve my children from
contamination ;—and yet they say the natives
don’t understand it, because they swear in
English.” o

“T remember reading a missionary’s journal,
written in Ceylon, in which he mentioned a
similar circumstance,” said Mrs. Hofer, “ only
that the boy had been brought up amongst the
soldiers, and made it a boast that he knew every
oath in English, although he spoke only a few
words of the language otherwise. I should
think, however, that one such case was a clear
proof of the injurious effects of the practice, and
ought to be sufficient to induce the gentlemen to
abandon such a bad habit altogether.”

“ Upon my life, Mrs. Hofer,” said Massey,
eagerly, “ I'm by no means so much addicted
to the vice, as you might be led to suppose. The
boy Mrs. Massey spoke about came from Kandy,
and I doubt not had been much amongst the
soldiers there, and if such a thing occurred in a
missionary’s family, it’s not so strange that it
should have happened in a planter’s.”

“Did the boy say he had been amongst the
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soldiers in Kandy?” asked Mrs. Massey, conde-
scending at length to notice the existence of the
criminal before her, and putting the question much
in the same tone as the judge who asks the pri-
soner at the bar, whether he has anything to
say why sentence of death should not be passed
upon him.

“ I don’t know whether he ever said it or not,”
replied Massey, ““ I never asked him any questions
about it.”

Mrs. Massey was satisfied, and gathering her
clothes, with a full sweep round her, sat up
straighter than ever in her chair. Massey was
evidently relieved by seeing her leave the table
a few minutes afterwards with Mrs. Hofer, and,
leaning back comfortably in his seat, he gave,
after his custom, a long continued blow from his
distended cheeks, as 1f thus relieving himself of
much that had caused him uneasiness before.

“ There is much in an Asiatic life generally,”
observed Hofer, ¢ that tends to unfit a man for
active duties in England afterwards; here, and
more especially on the continent of India, a man
begins naturally to regard himself as one of the
aristocracy, however humble his lot at home.
He sees the great mass of the population be-
neath him, its chiefs solicitous for his friendship
or notice, and a favoured few of the same rank
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and class with himself enjoying a monopoly of
the advantages of life. It is therefore but na-
tural that he should begin to esteem himself as a
very different being from the common herd of
humanity around him—as a portion of the china
amongst the earthenware of the world.”

“Such an idea is more readily imbibed on the
continent than here, as you observe, if one is to
judge by the samples of Anglo-Indian society,
that occasionally make their way to Ceylon, and
are sometimes met with at home,” said I.

“ There is nothing extraordinary in that
either,” said Hofer; “a Company’s magistrate
or judge or collector or commissioner goes into a
small station, where he is supreme perhaps, or, at
all events, never meets any one of much su-
perior rank to his own. For years he is thus
constantly flattered with a sense of his own
greatness and importance. Natives bow and
cringe before him with the most abject humility,
native princes even seek his intimacy, and are
ready to humiliate themselves to obtain it. If
he travels in his district, the whole population is
ready to assist him in any way they can—he can
do with them as he pleases. It is surely, under
such circumstances, only the sturdiest common
sense that will not be turned and inflated by such
homage and power. Young men, just entering
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life, often find themselves in this situation —their
will is law, and if they act unjustly, there is no
efficient means of redress for the poor native;
hence the phrase ¢ Company’s justice’ has become
a by-word in the East. Yet it could not well be
otherwise, considering the position of affairs and
the immense extent of territory. Well, a proud
Bahadoor of the description I have alluded to,
one who has been for years nursed in Oriental
luxury, flattered into Oriental pride, returns to
his native country, and, in walking the streets of
London, finds the populace by no means disposed
to succumb, as the Asiatics did, to his high mighti-
ness—on the contrary, the, porter carrying a basket
cares nothing first to strike him with his load, as
he stands on the pavement to admire some build-
ing opposite, and then to turn round and ask him
‘ where he’s a driving to?” And even if he rides
in a cab, the rude charioteer cares nothing to offer
his private opinion respecting his gentility, if he
only gives him double his proper fare, nor will
his footman scruple to tell him, when enraged,
that /e has always been accustomed to serve gen-
tlemen, and therefore will wear Ais livery no more.
Is it to be wondered at then, that our friend the
Bahadoor becomes thoroughly disgusted with
Englahd and the English, abuses both infinitely
more than he abused India and the natives, when
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in the East, and settles down to spend the re-
mainder of his days in querulous complaint and
foolish tyranny over those dependent on him.”

“There may be another reason for that too,”
said I, ¢ that the fortunes made now-a-days in
the Kast, either in the Company’s military or
civil service, are by no means equal to what they
were in times past. The Anglo-Indian, on return-
ing home, finds the successful grocer, the baker,
the butcher, all making money asrapidly or more
so than he made it in India. Society does not
often open its portals to him, excepting under
very extraordinary circumstances, either in London
or elsewhere, and the consequence 1s, he 1s obliged
to sink down to a much lower social level than he
could have anticipated possible.”

“ Precisely so,” said Massey, “ I have seen that
the case in England. The old nabob is shunned,
and perhaps very justly by society, as a querulous,
ill-tempered, old fellow, and those who do associate
with him are those who expect some advantage,
either from his interest or wealth, and such a
class 1s not the most reputable in the world.”

“The system of caste, too, as prevalent in
India, and partially here,” said Hofer, « tends to
promote the feeling of self-sufficient superiority
on the part of the Company’s servant. IHe sees
the natives divided into so many castes, all pre-
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serving a strict jealousy from contact with the
others—the distinctions even more rigidly main-
tained than those of the small coteries in English
watering and cathedral towns—he sees himself
placed above all these gradations, as of an alto-
gether superior grade that is not to be confounded
with inferior dust, and it is therefore but natural
that he should endeavour to take an aristocratic
position when he returns to England, and failing
in that, should resign himself to spleen and dis-
content.”

“ I thought those distinctions of caste were gra-
dually being obliterated there as here,” I remarked.

“ By no means,” said Hofer, “ the people cling
to them with the greater tenacity the more the
folly of the institution is pointed out. It exhibits
itself in its most annoying forms amongst the ser-
vants. I had a bearer in Calcutta of the name of
Mhadub, who prided himself upon being of a high
caste. Iis office, as is that of all bearers waiting
on bachelors in the large lodging-houses of the
City of Palaces, consisted in attending to my
clothes, assisting me to dress and undress, and
occasionally pulling the punkah.* One day I had
returned from transacting some business in town, a
little earlier in the evening than usual. Mhadub

* The large fan suspended from the ceiling in the room, and pulled
backwards and forwards by a servant to create an artificial current of air.

VOL. II. E
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was, according to his wont, asleep at the door of
my bedroom, on the mat, ¢ waiting’ for me. A
gentle touch from my foot awakened him, and,
opening the door, he took my hat and whip, and
busied himself about the room. I was taking off
my coat to wash when I observed that the' basin
still contained the water I had used in the morn-
ing. ‘Change that water, Mhadub,” said I;
“you should not have left it there all day.’
Mhadub put his head out of the window, and
proceeded to shout vociferously for the mehter,*
whose duty he apparently considered it, to do
as 1 desired. ¢ Change that water, Mhadub,’
sald I again; you oughtn’t to have left it
there all day.” Mhadub shouted for the mekter
louder than ever. ‘I don’t want the mehter,
said I, getting annoyed, and catching Mhadub’s
eye, as he turned towards me again, ‘I don’t
want the mehter ; go you and clean the basin.”
“At this moment I was standing near the
door, Mhadub at a window opposite, and the basin
stood by the door of my bath-room on my left.
The only exit from the apartment was by the door
near which I stood, and, as Mhadub replied, I
saw his eyes furtively wandering to this door, as
if preparing for a bolt. < No, Codabund,’ said he,

* The servant who sweeps the rooms, and performs all the dirty work
about a house.
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joining his hands in front, in the attitude of
prayer, ‘it’s not my caste, I can’t do it.” *You
can’t change the water in that bowl?’ said I;
‘nonsense, gd and do 1t this instant.” Now, I had
observed that when the natives were reasonable
and obedient, they always called their master,
‘Saheb,” but when obstinate and disobedient, or
more than ordinarily extortionate, they used
‘Codabund’ instead, in addressing their master—a
much higher title, I believe, but the honour of
which is generally thrown away, not being under-
stood. The very word, therefore, told me that
my friend, Mhadub, was preparing to be contu-
macious ; so, planting myself near to the door,
and throwing as much force and dignity into the
few words as I could, I said, ‘ Change the water.’

“If you have seen Macready in  Macbeth,’
shouting, ¢ begone slave,” to the servant, you will
have some 1dea of the tone and attitude I used on
this occasion.

“ Mhadub was evidently trembling as he saw me
getting more annoyed, and I began to fear that
he would not comply with my command. I saw
at once that it was no ill-timed pleasantry that he
was practising. ‘Codabund,” said he, the hands
still joined in front, and the body bent forwards
to me. The word was enough ; I saw he was still
disobedient, so, making a rapid spring towards

E 2
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him, T caught him by the arm, and drew him to-
wards the door of the bath-room. He talked
amazingly during this operation, but the constant
“Codabund’ proved that he had no intention of
complying with my request, for, if he had, T felt
convinced, he would have returned at once to the
plain Saheb. He was five feet nothing in his
bare feet, and a Bengallee; I six feet one, and an
Englishman, so that you may easily conceive I
had no difficulty in holding him inside the bath-
room with one hand, whilst T emptied the basin,
which was the cause of all his woe, with the other.
He happened to stand directly under my hand as
the basin was reversed ; and as he shouted loudly
during the descent of the saponaceous shower, I
should not be surprised if some of it found its way
into his mouth. At length the basin was emp-
tied, and I released him. He bounded down
stairs, like a wild deer, and, darting upon the
lawn below, in front of the house, he proceeded to
vociferate as Bengallee had never vociferated be-
fore ; the gate-keeper drew near to hear his ago-
nized complaint from one side, and the grooms
from the stables upon either hand also approached,
~whilst Mrs. Curry and her six interesting
daughters, the rulers of the establishment, con-
gregated together in the verandah, to witness the
wild gestures and listen to the no less wild words
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of the wet and outraged Mhadub; the Hindoo
servants bewailed his fate, assuring him, for his
consolation, that his caste was gone ; the Moham-
medans grinned ; Mrs. and the Misses Curry de-
clared that it was a shame, because servants would
dislike the house; the lodgers laughed outright ;
and it was some time before Mhadub talked him-
self dry, and the commotion caused by his clamour
subsided.”

“ Did he attempt to revenge himself upon you
in any way ?” T asked.

“ He did, in true Bengallee fashion,” answered
Hofer; “he returned to my service as if nothing
had happened, the following morning, and did not
refuse to do anything he was told afterwards.
About three weeks after the transaction, when I
had dined abroad, and returned late to go to bed,
in an excellent humour, Mhadub was patiently
waiting up for me. ¢Codabund,” said he, as he
pulled off my boots. © ‘Never call me that,
Mhadub,” said I, smiling benignantly at the re-
collection of the basin, ‘ you know I don’t like it,
ever since —  ‘Saheb,” said Mhadub, more dis-
creetly. < Well, T asked. ¢ Saheb knows that
his slave’s caste is gone,” said he insinuatingly.
‘So much the better,” said I; ‘it was a very
troublesome companion, Mhadub, it prevented
you -doing your work—you remember.” ‘Yes,
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Saheb ; but I will never refuse anything any more,
and I have lost my wife and children with my
caste.” ‘Have you indeed? that’s serious,” said
I. <1 have, Saheb,” said Mhadub; ‘my wife left
me, and took my children; and as long as I'm
out of caste, I can’t get them back.” ¢And can
you get into caste again P’ I asked. €O yes, Cod-
abund—Saheb, T mean,” said he quickly ; ‘but it
would cost ten rupees, and where should your
slave get ten rupees?’

“ Now, it 1s true his monthly wages were but
six rupees ; but considering that he cheated me,
mensually out of fifteen or twenty besides, in
making one little purchase and another, I thought
there would be no great difficulty in his paying
even the ten rupees. However, I did not like to
be hard upon him; and, as I thought of the
rueful face with which he had borne the involun-
tary shower-bath, I considered him entitled to ten
rupees for these, as well as for the moral con
siderations connected with the affair, and I gave
them, adding two, that he might make merry on
the occasion, stipulating, however, that whatever
I required done for the future must be done wil-
lingly and at once, without the slightest hesita-
tion, even although it should be to eat a ham, or
drink a bottle of brandy ;—at the first he winced,
but a bright genial smile diffused itself over his
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countenance as I mentioned the second condition,
which showed that he knew more of the contents
of my wine-store than I had anticipated.

“ This made the matter completely up, and 1
experienced no more annoyance from the trans-
action ; Miss Grisi Curry, the youngest but one
of the interesting family, smiled upon me with
her full and innocent-looking blue eyes as benignly
as in times past, nay, even more so. I had otten
felt, as I accidentally met her so frequently on the
stairs, and in the garden, that it would be a de-
Lightful thing to have such a companion to meet
one, on one’s return from office, with such smiles,
and to keep one’s rooms cheerful. T had been in
great disfavour before with the Cuwrry family, on
account of this escapade of mine; but now, even
I could not help seeing that it was at an end, and
that Miss Grisi was quite as willing as heretofore
to let me look into her deep blue eyes and rosy
mouth, with its well-set teeth. I looked often so,
and sighed, and she sighed; and, in fact, how 1
escaped a formal proposal I know not.

‘“ As the cold weather drew on, I was lying on
a couch in my sitting-room, smoking, in the
evening, my servants had come up-stairs to wait
for me, fancying I had not yet returned, and
squatting themselves in oriental fashion on the
mat, proceeded to enjoy a quiet chat.
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“ I listened to their conversation, only separated
from them by a thick, red curtain, so that I could
hear every word they said. ‘T only wish he’d
throw a basin of water on me then, if he’d pay so
handsomely as that for it,” said the Khitmudgar.®
‘I never should have stopped,” replied Mhadub,
“if Grisi Babat had not sent for me that evening,
and told me that the Saheb would pay well for it
one day or other—only to watch for some evening
when he came home in a good humour, and then
to tell him about my wife and children being
taken away from me. Grisi Baba knows I havn’t
got any wife and children, but that’s no matter;
and then it took five rupees to get my caste again,
which she lent me, and T was to ask for ten,
that’s the way he came to give me twelve. O,
he’s not a bad Saheb after all, although he said
he’d make me eat a ham for dinner one day, but
he was only joking, I know; and then, he never
examines the accounts too much, and doesn’t ask
for them too often; now I do like a Saheb that
doesn’t make a fuss about a few pice—what’s a
few rupees to people that get hundreds and
thousands P Nothing,” said the Khitmudgar
earnestly—¢nothing. They never miss it; but
youre a lucky fellow to have all the money for

* The servant who waits at table during meals.
1 All unmarried ladies of all ages are called Baba by Hindoo servants.
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the grass and grain for the horses go through
your hands. I get scarcely anything.” ¢ But
look at my caste,” said Mhadub, proudly. ‘Why,
I could have taken every Hindoo servant out of
the house that time if I had liked, and I would
have done it, if it hadn’t been for Grisi Baba ;
but she can do what she likes with Saheb—the
sparkle of her eye is a jewel to him.” ‘Do you
think she’ll marry Saheb P asked the Khitmudgar
¢ Of course she will,” was the reply. ¢ Didn’t Mrs.
Curry tell me, that when Grisi Baba was married
I should be kept in Saheb’s service, and get my
wages raised, if 1 didn’t make a row about that
affair”’  So you see, caste is still much more
thought about than you fancy,” he concluded.

“ Poor Grisi!” said I, musingly; and here the
conversation ended.

E3



S2 DISCONTENT.

CHAPTER III.
THE COOK AND THE MONKEY—A FIRST SHOT.

“ T would entreat you to put on®
Your boldest suit of mirth, for we have friends
That purpose merriment.”
DMerchant of Venice, act ii., sc. 2.

Tuere was a striking contrast between the ani-
mation and bustle which my picturesque bungalow
presented when occupied for a time by a few
friends, collected for shooting or excursion pur-
poses, and the wearisome silence and monotony of
the same building when they had departed, and
left me to resume my wonted solitary and unva-
rying round of life. All was life, noise, and
commotion in the one case—the happy, cheerful
commotion of good spirits and pleasing excite-
ment ; all was silence and gloom in the other—
unvarying silence, perpetual gloom. Nature
might be lovely without, and the view from the
bungalow’s verandah was by no means a common



WELCOME VISITORS. S3

one ; the estate flourishing, wild mountains and
thick forests on all sides, nature on a gigantic
scale, and yet beautiful and captivating ; but one
could not always admire the same scene over and
over again, one could not silence the heart’s
cravings for society and sympathy by looking at
the scene in a new aspect, and endeavouring to
find something fresh to admire in it continually.
‘When, morning after morning, for months toge-
ther, the same panorama was spread out in unva-
rying monotony on either side, however beautiful
the scene in itself, it could not fail to weary one
m the end. But when a visitor made his way to
the bungalow, when Marandhan, or Hofer, or
Fowler, rode up the hill’s side to reach the bun-
galow, there was a pleasure in the very sound of
the companionable voice, and in the hearty greet-
ing, that is unknown where society is more
common, and man does not keenly feel the want
of 1t.

Fowler and Lister were, on one occasion, spend-
g a few days with me for sporting purposes,
and Hofer and Marandhan joined us in the even-
ing. As usual, when men meet far away in the
jungle, all willing to please and be pleased, the
party was a pleasant one, and amid tales and
descriptions and discussions the hours flew apace.
Lister’s monkey-adventure, related to us by
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Mouat—the adventure in which the thieving
prowlers had carried off his clothes, was men-
tioned, and elicited a tale from Marandhan of
what had actually happened in his own bungalow,
that amused us much. I have the fullest reliance
on Marandhan’s veracity, and, as he assured us the
incident took place precisely as he related it, I
have no hesitation in stating that I believe every
word of 1t to be literally correct and true.

“I was sitting one morning in the verandah at
the rear of my house,” he began, “when I ob-
served a strange scene passing directly in front of
me. The servants’ offices extend in two straight
lines behind the house, enclosing a court-yard, on
one side of which, (the centre being occupied by a
tree,) a pole, with a little house on the top, forms
the residence of a favourite monkey of mine.
The cook, a Mohammedan, being about to pre-
pare a chicken for curry, was standing at the door
of the kitchen, a very short distance from the bot-
tom of the pole, on the top of which the monkey
lived ; the animal above attentively noting his
operations below. Squatting himself down at
the door, as Singhalese servants will, whenever
they can get an opportunity, he dipped the chicken
into a vessel of boiling water beside him, in order
to remove the feathers more easily, and afterwards
commenced to pluck it, after the usual manner of
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cooks. The monkey was carefully noting his
procedure from above, and I, from the verandah,
hid by some intervening bushes from his obser-
vation, was observing both.

“Whilst he was thus leisurely plucking the
chicken, some one, from an adjoining part of the
servants’ premises, called him ; and, starting up,
he put down the fowl upon a board by his side,
and disappeared in a door hard by. The crows,
as usual, began cawing in the vicinity, and imme-
diately after, a hawk, attracted by their cries,
swooped down upon the chicken and carried it off
forthwith. The crows collected around in great
numbers, and cawed louder than ever, some hop-
ping on the board, some inspecting the vessel of
water, and some looking up knowingly, with their
heads on one side, at the monkey above. At
length Jacko roused himself from his inactivity,
and descending the pole, lay down, as if to sleep,
the crows still vigorously cawing all around. At
first they kept at a respectful distance from the
feigning sleeper, but, becoming bolder by degrees,
they gradually approached, until several stood
around and beside him. Starting up suddenly,
when they least expected it, Jacko seized on one
of the nearest, and rushing to the vessel of still
steaming water, dipped it in just as he had seen
the cook do previously with the chicken, and then,
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holding 1t by the head, he knocked the body se-
veral times against the door-post, until assured
that it was quite dead. Still imitating the cook,
he next proceeded to pull off a few feathers., and
finally depositing it on the board on which the
cook had left the chicken, he scampered back, with
all imaginable speed, to his hittle house, where,
composing himself as before, he awaited the
cook’s return. All this was but the work of a
few minutes, probably not more than five, and
very shortly after, attracted perhaps by the in-
creasing cries of the crows, the cook made his
appearance, doubtless with the intention of conti-
nuing his preparation of the chicken.

“ Casting his eyes down upon the board, he
stopped and looked intently at the dead crow,
carefully abstaining from touching it, and then,
apprehensive that some one was playing a trick
on him, he proceeded to inspect the neighbouring
offices, evidently expecting to see the perpetrator
lurking behind some door or peeping through
some window. IHis search proved vain, however,
and, returning to the door of the kitchen, his face
now expressive of intense alarm, he inspected
still more closely, the animal which had so mys-
teriously taken the place of the chicken, or rather,
as he began to suspect, the chicken by some dia-
blerie, changed into a black crow—still carefully
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avoiding the suspicious animal ; once more Tambee
proceeded to search, this time evidently to see if
the chicken were lying anywhere about ; he looked
into the hot water, into the various vessels near,
behind the doors, and generally wherever he
thought it probable the chicken might have been
hidden, and, at length, not finding it, he called
vigorously to his fellow servants, to come and
witness the phenomenon. They assembled, and
then, with much gesticulation, did Tambee
proceed to deliver an oration, intimating that
some witcheraft or diabolic influence had been at
work to transform the chicken he had left, into
the crow he had found, concluding, by begging
of them, on no account, to touch the gift of the
devil which had thus been left for their confusion
and injury—the monkey all the time quietly
watching the gesticulation and listening to the
address as if he knew nothing of the matter.

“ Tambee concluded, and great was the con-
sternation and dismay in the assembly; a wide
circle was formed round the innocent cause of all
this disturbance, and the question was asked,
what was to be done? They at length decided,
although not until after much discussion; two
sticks were procured and inserted under the
board on which the dead crow lay, one at the
head and the other at the foot, and by means of
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these, were the board and crow borne to the
Paloya, into which they were thrown amidst the
prayers of the assembled servants.

“ When I heard of the circumstance afterwards
it was as one that seriously compromised the cha-
racter of the house, nor did I venture to tell them
the part my monkey had taken in the transaction,
or I might possibly have found him some morn-
ing pretty much in the same condition as he had
left the unfortunate crow.”

We laughed heartily at Marandhan’s recital,
and some one having remarked that people in
England would scarcely believe such a thing to
have occurred, he solemnly assured us that it was
literally true, that it had ocecurred precisely as he
had related it.

“ Mouat is fond of telling that absurd story
about the monkeys stealing my clothes,” said
Lister, « but really after all it was not so ludi-
crous an affair as his first shot at an elephant,
and besides, I was not to blame in that instance,
whereas he was, in the case to which I allude.
You have never heard the story. I had been in
the island some years when he came out, and a
rawer youngster scarcely ever made his appear-
ance in Ceylon than Mouat was. As to shooting
he did not know the difference between a rifle and
a blunderbuss, and had never hit anything but a
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favourite dog of his mother’s and that was by ac-
cident. It happened thus—one day he took an
old rusty gun out into the garden of her house in
Brompton, and resolved to have a shot at some-
thing. The gun wouldn’t go oft for a long time—
it had an old flint lock, and might have been used
in the battle of Marston Moor, for all he knew—
so, leaving the target unmolested, he set himself
vigorously to discharge the gun, for he had tried
to draw the charge without success. ~After ham-
mering away at the flint and wasting immense
quantities of gunpowder in trying to introduce
some into the touch-hole, he at length took up the
piece and pulled the trigger. An apoplectic
spaniel of his mother’s was at the moment walk-
ing leisurely along before him, wagging his tail
cantiously as such dogs will do—the fowling-
piece or gun or blunderbuss, whatever it was, for
Mouat has no distinct ideas on the subject, ex-
ploded, and the ball, intended for the garden-wall,
lodged in the skull of the unfortunate dog who
fell dead at once. Mouat was always a lad of
quick parts, so seeing what was done, he beat a
rapid retreat into the house, first throwing a
bough over the dog’s body to conceal it, put up
the fowling-piece in its accustomed place, and
then returned to dispose of the dog’s corpse
before his mother’s return, for the good lady
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was out. This he accomplished by conveying
the carcase into the next garden but one to theirs,
whence it was brought in to Mrs. Mouat on
the following day. But about the elephant :—

“ On arriving in Ceylon, he was appointed
Assistant Government Agent at the station of
which T was Commandant at the time. Like all
men newly arrived in the island, he was anxious
to be initiated into the noblest of all possible
sports—elephant-shooting, and I promised to be
his instructor. I had not then been very often
out myself, but had at least such a general know-
ledge of the way in which the affair was usually
managed, and of the best course of procedure in
dangerous cases, that my assistance and advice
would at all events be valuable to a griff. It was
in May that we sallied out, and, as you may sup-
pose, the weather was hot enough to try the
strongest constitutions and the most seasoned
livers. I had taken care that for Mouat and
myself everything should be properly prepared,
and had persuaded him to practise daily for a
month with the rifle. I had even taken the
trouble to show him an elephant’s skull, and to
point out to him how very small a portion of the
forehead was directly in front of the brain, and
therefore how accurate the aim must be that
brings down the animal with one bullet. A
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quick eye and a steady hand, the two great
requisites for a good elephant hunter, he had,
and I felt assured that a little practice would
turn him out an excellent jungle-sportsman.
Leaving our little station, we went to the south
towards a valley where an old Singhalese hermit
lived, who delighted to point out the locality
of the herds to parties like ours, and whose
whole life, and it had already been a long one,
had been passed in the neighbourhood. He was
a venerable-looking old fellow—the very patriarch
of the forest—with a flowing white beard, and a
long white stick with which he terrified the most
courageous elephants.®

“Some of our party wanted to advance on
horseback, but he insisted on our dismounting
before he would lead us to the scene of action—
the last mounted party having left him to escape
from the wounded elephants as best he could.
Our beaters were sent up the hill on which he
declared the elephants were, in two distinct lines,
parallel to each other, and with some distance
between, so as to include a considerable space.
As soon as the morning dawned we were at the
foot of the hill, under the guidance of the old
patriarch. Everything was favourable for the

* The beaters sent out to turn a herd, always provide themselves with
long white wands, of which they believe the elephants are afraid.

!
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sport, the wind blowing down the hill’s side, and
I anticipated a day of thorough enjoyment.
Mouat was as eager as myself, and all T felt
afraid of was, that his anxiety to bring an ele-
phant down would lead him into useless danger.
I warned him, therefore, to keep near me, for,
although I was only a few years his semior in
age, I was a century before him in elephant-
shooting.

“ We advanced up the side of the hill, keeping
well together. In a quarter of an hour we came
to the rear of the herd, and, before either Mouat
or myself could get a shot at them, two had been
brought down by our companions. This was
annoying enough. We pushed on, therefore,
hastily, I, thinking of nothing but the herd,
Mouat, of nothing but the proving of his courage
and presence of mind. In a moment we had
passed the dead elephants and were separated, nor
did we meet again during the day. For my own
part, I kept on the trail of the herd watching
their marks in the jungle and pushing on with all
possible speed, whilst my griffin protégé kept on
the path and directly ascended the hill. A run of
about ten minutes brought me up with the herd
again—at least near enough for a shot, when
they turned, which they soon did, repulsed by the
beaters. My two barrels were quickly discharged
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—their contents lodging in the forehead of the
first (a clear waste of powder and ball, but I was
not a very experienced sportsman then). He
fell, and I seized another gun from my attendant
and rushed on. After very considerable difficulty
I fell in with a second, quite a cub, and rolled
him over. The sun was intolerably hot—there
was not high jungle enough to protect us from
it, and T was completely exhausted, so much so
indeed that I began seriously to fear an attack of
brain fever. I returned to our rendezvous, and
poured out a tumbler of brandy mixed with a
very little water, which I drank off at once. The
draught removed the oppression from my head,
and I felt quite revived.

¢“ By this time the herd had completely broken
away on all sides, and were gone—some over the
hill, some forcing their way through the beaters,
some scampering down into the valley as fast as
their unwieldy carcasses would permit. Seven of
them altogether had been dispatched, but not
one tusker. I now began to feel anxious about
Mouat. During the excitement of the chase,
and the subsequent long journey through the
sun, I had forgotten him, but now that all was
over, I began to fear some harm had befallen
him, as he alone of our little party was missing.

“ No one had seen him since he had left me.
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1 sent off natives in every direction, but there
was no intelligence to be obtained about him, and
so it remained till next morning when he re-
turned unhurt, to our station at the old
patriarch’s.  From himself and some natives I
subsequently gathered an account of his exploits
and adventures.

“ On leaving me he had gone straight up the
path to the top of the hill, which path of course
the elephants naturally avoided, as is always the
case under similar circumstances. From eight
o’clock, the hour when we separated, he continued
marching straight forward till eleven, his at-
tendant native in vain urging him to return, and
at last leaving him altogether to prosecute his
romantic journey alone. The fact was, he was
ashamed to return till he had done something, and
on he went, with his gun under his arm, hour
after hour in the very middle of the day, under
a hot sweltering sun! at length through the
jungle he saw a clearing at some distance, and
under a tree in the middle of this clearing, a
magnificent elephant, a tusker too, enjoying him-
self in devouring the branches. Here, thought
the gallant griffin, is my prey—the others have
had their sport—mnow for mine !

“ Slowly and cautiously did he creep round to
leeward of the noble animal before him, and
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which he had so unceremoniously dedicated to
destruction. The elephant, he thought, once or
twice looked round as if he suspected something
was wrong, but made no attempt to escape!
lucky dog that I am, thought our friend, to get
such a chance! On he came, warily, cautiously,
silently, scarcely daring to draw a full breath, so
anxious and eager was he with expectation. At
length the great deed was to be dome! within
twelve paces of him stood the gigantic animal,
his broad forehead right in front, and the mon-
ster, as he suspected, looking full in his face,
whilst he crouched down behind some thick
bushes, that he might be completely hid. But
still the elephant did not give over his meal, or
relax the energy of his attack on the boughs of
the fig-tree beneath which he was stationed!
The deadly gun was raised, and silently thrust
through the brushwood directly in a line with
the brain, as Mouat had learned its position in
our anatomical researches. His arm was firm as
a rock—his eye true as a hawk’s—all the energy
of his nature concentrated into one focus, and
directed towards the predestined victim’s de-
struction.

“ The elephant immediately gave a sort of
snort, or blow from his trunk. Ie is thinking
of going, thought Mouat, it’s time to fire. The
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loud report boomed suddenly through the peace-
ful little valley; the elephant gave a convulsive
start, having evidently received the ball full in
his forehead,—just where the brain was, as Mouat
described it,—and yet stood still. Then followed
a sharp piercing cry of pain, whilst the trunk
ineffectually beat against the wound. Why the
animal neither advanced nor retreated, our friend
could not understand, but without waiting to
solve the problem he fired again. The second
bullet was better directed, and the elephant rolled
over on his side. With a chant of triumph, the
mighty hunter bounded towards the tree, when,
horror of horrors! he saw a chain wrapped several
times round the animal’s leg, and confining it to
the tree! ¢ Good heavens! he stammered forth,
“ 1t must be a tame one!” ¢ Yes, Mahathma,” said
a native who had come up unobserved, ‘ bery
tame 'un! him Murtey Mahathma’s elephant,’
¢ Mr. Murtey’s elephant,” shouted Mouat—at that
time Murtey was Commissioner of Roads, and it
immediately struck the ambitiouns sportsman, that
he had been slaughtering a Government elephant
employed on the roads—¢ Mr. Murtey’s elephant,’
he exclaimed —¢ ah—very sorry indeed—very
sorry—quite a mistake—but I must return—
the day’s getting advanced.’

“In fact he thought it was time for him to
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join our party ; but joke or not (and the affair
proved afterwards no joke to him,) it was not to
end here. Up came Kelly, one of the European
subordinates of the Roads Department, formerly
a sergeant of the grenadier company of the 54th
regiment—up came Kelly, I say, and told Mouat
that he must go before the nearest district-judge,
twenty-two miles away! ‘I must return to my
friends now,” said Mouat, with all the dignity he
could command for the occasion. ¢Faith an’
you must come before the joodge first yer
honour,” said Kelly stoutly. ‘Do you know
whom you speak to, Sir ?” asked Mouat, magnilo-
quently. ¢ Upon my conscience I don’t,” was the
reply, ‘but if you won’t come pacably and
dacently, shure an’ I'll be obleeged to carry you
—it’s Mr. Mwrtey’s own orders, so it is.” < Well,
Sir, said Mouat, with an awful frown, ‘I'm
Assistant Government Agent at Killergille, and
shall write to Mr. Murtey explaining the cir-
cumstance, particularly noticing too your inso-
lence.” ¢Arrah thin now Sir, don’t be angry,
but shure, tare an’ ages, I must do what I'm
ordered,” said the determined Kelly. ¢ You shall
hear more of this,” said Mouat, walking off
proudly. €O, begor an’ this won’t do,” said
Kelly, ¢ for come before the joodge you must, an’
you war the Guverner’s own son, my honey.’
VOL. 1I. F
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“Mouat walked on unheedingly up the hill—
Kelly followed on horse, or rather pony, back.
At length seeing that the sportsman was not
disposed to be made a prisoner quietly, the ser-
geant sent the native off privately, and, in a few
minutes four sepoys of the Ceylon Rifles came to
his assistance. ‘Now you see, Misther,” said
Kelly, soothingly, ¢it’s no use in life talkin’—you
must come, bekase that’s the order, not mine, my
honey, not a bit of it, but Mr. Murtey’s.” <T’ll
tell you what it is,” said Mouat, looking round
fiercely, ‘if one of these men touches me, I'll
blow his brains out.” ¢Wid an empty gun, of
coorse,” said the fearless sergeant, now beginning
to get nettled, ‘its aizy to shoot a tame elephant
tied to a tree, with a loaded rifle, but it’s not so
aizy to blow a man’s brains out wid an empty
one.’

“Seeing that Mouat would not be made a
prisoner peaceably, Kelly dismounted and gave
his pony to the native. Mouat walked on, never
thinking that the sergeant would dare to lay
hands on him. Suddenly, however, Kelly sprang
on him from behind, and pinioned his arms to
his sides, by throwing his own arms tightly round
him. Mouat struggled, but Kelly was the more
powerful man of the two. ¢Saize the jintleman’s
legs, you black spalpeens,” shouted the sergeant
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to the sepoys, ‘do you think my shins is made
of iron?” There was evidently no help for it,
so Mouat was obliged to submit, and, protesting
against the .seizure, and reserving his right to an
action for false imprisonment, he marched quietly
to the unmanageable sergeant’s quarters. Ar-
rived there, he was allowed to remain at liberty
on parole, Kelly assuring him, unkindest cut of
all! that he might make himself perfectly ‘aizy,’
for there was no one there to ‘laugh at him,
barrin’ the blacks, an’ he’d like to see thim
showin’ their front teeth in a grin, that was all’
“In durance vile, Mouat wrote to one of our
party, who was Kelly’s superior, stating the
circumstances and his willingness to pay for the
elephant, if necessary. An order was conse-
quently transmitted to Kelly, which he obeyed
immediately, and next morning Mouat returned
on the sergeant’s pony, looking sheepish and
crest-fallen enough. Poor Mouat was roasted
unmercifully about the transaction—Ielly’s ac-
count of the capture was obtained by his superior,
and was extremely ludicrous. He protested that
had he been sure ‘the jintleman was tellin’ the
truth, he’d have let him go at onst, but how was
he to tell but he was one of thim planters?’
“When Mouat heard, however, that he had to
pay seventy pounds for the elephant, which he
)

~
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had so valorously slain, he declared that it was
past a joke, and that a man on a paltry four hun-
dred and fifty a-year ought not to be expected to
pay such an amount. He was assured in reply,
that had the animal been fully tamed, so as to be
available for working on the roads, he should
have had to pay a hundred pounds at least.
Since this transaction, he has had, I believe, as
great an aversion to tame elephants, as I have
always had, constitutionally, to monkeys.”
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CHAPTER 1V.

THE CAVE-TEMPLES OF DAMBOOL."
“ How shall we beguile
The lazy time, if not with some delight.”

Midsummer’s Night Dream, act v., s¢. 1.

THE central mass of mountains and table-land
that constitutes, as it were, the heart of Ceylon,
is surrounded on all sides by a low district, com-
paratively level, and of very varying extent, that,
for the most part, slopes down gently to the sea.
On the north, where the island narrows to a
point, this level district is of much greater extent
than anywhere else, and was, in the olden times of
Ceylonese prosperity, the seat of the capital and
the residence of the vast majority of the inha-
bitants. If a pear be taken and cut longitudi-
nally, from the stalk downwards, the core will
aptly represent the hilly district in the centre,
and the pulp that swrounds it will be no bad
llustration of the level region skirting the sea.
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‘When Ceylon was in its prime, a conquering
island, issuing forth from its ocean home to spread
its arms and its religion in India and the Eastern
peninsula, it has been calculated that it contained
five millions of inhabitants; now, in the days of
its degeneracy and debasement, after Portuguese,
Dutch, and British have partially or entirely con-
quered it in turn, and after centuries of previous
civil strife, before Europeans made their appearance
at all, it does not contain much more than a fifth
of the number. Then the extensive level district,
stretching away to the north, was densely popu-
lated, its tanks and artificial water-courses fertiliz-
ing the ground, and producing, under careful cul-
tivation, abundant crops for the supply of the large
masses of the people and for exportation—now
that level district, with the richest possible soil, is
deserted by the natives, part of it has never been
explored by Europeans, and the whole is covered
with thick, almost impenetrable, jungle ; the tanks
and water-courses that formerly enabled the inha-
bitants to irrigate their rice-fields, and surround
their abodes with the blessings of plenty and
wealth, are now the fruitful sources of miasma and
contagion. The artificial mounds and embank-
ments, often of the most gigantic character, are
broken or scattered uselessly about, whilst the
country is fruitlessly inundated, and thick, tan-
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gled masses of aquatic vegetation have taken the
places of the flourishing corn and happy abodes
of times long gone by. It has been stated, in-
deed, by men capable of forming an estimate on
the subject, that it would exceed the power of the
British Government in the island, and be a task
beyond 1ts resources, to restore these old-world
reservoirs to their former condition, so massive
and gigantic were the works.

The cave-temples of Dambool are cut out of a
vast mass of primitive rock that rises, rounded
and solitary, from the level plain to the height of
five or six hundred feet above it. The cave-
temples themselves, the traditions connected with
them, and the interesting view from the summit,
all render the rock of Dambool an interesting ob-
ject. I had read much of it, I had talked much
to Marandhan of it, and was determined to see
it. He spoke with raptures of the solemn awe
mspired by the first entering into the extensive
temples, hewn, as they were, out of the solid
rock—an awe felt by the most thoughtless spec-
tator, from the strange and unwonted spectacle
they presented ; but to him,—acquainted with the
history of the caves, knowing how they were
mixed up with that of the island from the cen-
tury preceding the Christian era to the present,
—doubly impressive and awe-striking.
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Anuradhapoora, too, the former capital of the
island, lay in the same direction, fifty miles further
on—a veritable buried eity. It had been a place
of importanee long before Rome had first risen to
extensive wealth and power. It had been the
capital of the island, and celebrated throﬁghout
India and China and Chin-India, for its extent

and magnificence, when Athens was in its glory
and when the Persian monarehy had attained its
greatest splendour! its remains attesting, at the
present day, its former greatness, and amazing
the traveller by their size and often by their pre-
servation. True, the greater part of the city lies
buried beneath the all-pervading jungle that at-
tacks within the tropies so unrelentingly every
remnant of antiquity, and renders the preserva-
tion of old buildings and ruins so diffienlt a
matter, nay, almost an impossibility ; but still
there was enough to be seen, I was assured, to
gratify the most inveterate novelty-hunter—
enough to interest, to amaze, and to instruct.

An excursion into these regions was, however,
rather a perilous matter. = Jungle-fever was often
caught from the miasma that pervaded the distriet,
and numerous instanees had oeeurred of Europeans
having been attacked by it in the course of their
exploring expeditions. Not that the danger
would have deterred me personally, for I was
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determined to visit both the cave-temples and the
ancient capital, come what might; but I knew
that Hofer and his wife were equally anxious to
see these places, so famous for their peculiar
character, and the interesting associations con-
nected with them; and I hoped, therefore, that,
by biding my time, I might travel thither in
company with a party, which would add variety
to the journey.

I was not deceived. The safest time for making
such a trip fortunately coincided with the season
of rest and repose, and, too often of idleness, on
the coffee-estates, and a large party was ultimately
formed to jowrney northwards, taking Kandy and
Matelle * in our way, at both of which places we
were to stop for some time, so as to advance.
leisurely, and prevent the pleasure becoming, as it
too often does, a toil. Hofer and his wife, with
her newly-arrived sister, Miss Mowbray, Fowler,
Marandhan, and myself, were to constitute the
party, and a better assorted one could not easily
have been formed. Miss Mowbray had not heen
long in the island, but was eager for any expedi-
tion of the kind. She had more buoyancy of
spirits, more girlishness in her nature than her
more sedate sister, Mrs. Hofer, and was certainly
not so handsome; but there was a charm about

* Pronounced Mittelley.

F3



106 PREPARATIONS FOR DEPARTURE.

her hearty enjoyment of everything enjoyable that
made her society eminently attractive. Fowler,
who was somewhat of a book-worm, and a bache-
lor, like, myself, and an enthusiatic admirer
of Mrs. Hofer, was evidently dazzled by Miss
Mowbray’s attractions, and was now a constant
visitor at Lanka. She teazed him, and coquetted
with him, as young ladies will sometimes do, and
he pouted at it, and made me his confidant. I
gave him the best advice I could under the circam-
stances, although I felt that it was but the blind
leading the blind. Courtships and marriages are
matters so speedily arranged in the jungle that
he seemed astonished that he could not win the
fair lady by a coup-de-main, and was disgusted at
the thoughts of a regular siege. Yet he had
“mnever told his love,” in words at least; as yet,
his eyes alone had spoken, and he seemed to ex-
pect, foolish man, that the lady should have cried
out for quarter at once, and surrendered at discre-
tion! So little art do men learn in the jungle,
so strangely does a solitary life affect them, when
they are surrounded only by books and coffee !
Our intention was to remain a fortnight in
Kandy, a friend of Hofer’s living there, who had
taken his family on a visit to Colombo, having
generously placed his house at our disposal. Our
next stage was Matelle, where a common friend,
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well-known to, and esteemed by every member of
our party, was anxious to receive us; and thence
we purposed making a bold push through the vile
jungle path, or “trace” as it is called—a trace at
some future time intended to be a road—to Dam-
bool.

At length the day of departure arrived. We
all assembled at Mouat’s house in Ruminacaddee,
it being on the line of march. Mouat had
promised to join us; but although his uncle
was the Chief Justice, he was unable to leave
his station just at the time, as the Supreme
Court was to sit in Kandy shortly, and all the
neighbouring magistrates and district judges were
of course on the alert. Servants had been previ-
ously despatched to prepare our temporary abode
in Kandy for our reception, and we promised our-
selves an agreeable ride and pleasant stay in Kandy.
Marandhan was by far the most picturesque ob-
ject in our cavalcade, with his fine black mous-
taches and beard, which the hand of time had
scarcely yet frosted at all ;—his strange head-dress
surmounting a pair of sparkling eyes, that spoke
eloquently of intelligence and intellect ;—he rode
a faithful cob or country horse, a hard-working,
muscular little fellow, that cared lLittle for an
elephant, and had long been used to all the acci-
dents and incidents of jungle wayfaring. The
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two ladies were well-mounted—DMrs. Hofer on a
bay Arab that she had long been used to, and
Miss Mowbray on the chestnut Hofer had lately
purchased—a steady animal enough, although
rather more showy than there was any necessity
for in jungle travelling. Both were excellent
horsewomen, and in their broad-brimmed straw
hats and short riding habits, looked foreign and
interesting ; both evidently in high spirits, Mus.
Hofer’s eye flashing brilliantly as I had not seen it
flash for many months ; the road, the journey, the
exercise, and the scenery, all combining to throw
a glow into her checks and an hilarity into her
heart, that made her, according to Fowler, “ per-
fectly bewitching.”

Hofer himself admired her as much as any, and
when she cantered along before, or pointed out
the interesting objects in the landscapes around,
no one could regard another with more love and
admiration than he. As to Marandhan, his
powers of conversation seemed for a time to
fail him altogether, so much were his eyes ri-
vetted by the fine female forms before him, and
I was at length obliged to ask whether he had
not been taking a lesson from Mrs. Mouat. Miss
Mowbray was charming too ; but, whatever might
have been Fowler’s opinion, there was no disputing
the superiority of her sister. She sat her fine
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horse well, managed him admirably, showed off’ her
elegant figure as a graceful lady only can on
horseback, and, by her quick-witted remarks and
repartees, was the soul of the party. She rather
avoided Fowler, poor fellow — rank coquetry
thought I two or three times as she stopped for
Hofer to come up, when he left Mrs. Hofer with
Marandhan and me, and cantered forward to ac-
company her—rank coquetry, unquestionably !
There was neither stiffness nor formality about
the party. For the most part Hofer rode with
Miss Mowbray, as she seemed to prefer him,
Fowler accompanying, and Marandhan escorted
Mbus. Hofer, whilst I joined one party or the other
as I listed, occasionally inquiring about objects of
mterest, or the scenes of remarkable incidents as we
proceeded. Marandhan was a living ““ Murray ”
for us, and no young lady going down the Rhine,
whether making contemptuous remarks about
the appearance of Bonn from the river, or lost in
admiration of the Drackenfels, ever consulted her
Handbook with more assiduity than did we, as
we proceeded, consult Marandhan. Not a strange
rock, not an oddly-shaped hill, not an ugly tree
escaped us. We pumped him almost dry, as we
ascended one hill and descended another, for
the road from Ruminacaddee to Kandy, if road
it can be called, runs straight over everything.
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‘Whether any engineer ever planned it, I do not
know—it is impossible to say what engineers in
the East, who sometimes survey a district with-
out visiting it, will do, but this I know, that
nothing could be more simple than the construc-
tion of this attempt at a road. The principles on
which it was formed were three in number. Draw
a straight line from Ruminacaddee to Kandy.
Well, so far so good ; that is a great principle in
itself to begin with. Now the nearer we can
keep to that line the better, principle number two,
—diverging from it only to get into the water-
courses that sweep down the sides of the hills in
the rainy season, which, in the dry weather, will,
of course, form admirable roads, principle number
three. That is the conclusion, the road is finished,
and in due time the same may be said of many
poor horses and oxen that have to travel over it.
‘Where a little level ground permitted—for even
i the interior of Ceylon there are some parts
level, although I am willing to confess they are
quite exceptional

the entire party cantered on
briskly, the ladies generally taking the lead,
their large hats, their veils and habits fluttering
in the most picturesque way in the breeze.

By nine o’clock, when the sun had already
attained considerable height and power, we reached
Kandy, where Hofer had, of course, as might have



KANDY. 101001

been expected, offended all his friends, by occupy-
ing the empty house which had been offered to him.
Asin most other matters, he had consulted his own
inclination first, and left others to be pleased or
not as suited their fancy. In this instance, how-
ever, he was certainly right. We intended to stop
a fortnight in the town, and wished to be as inde-
pendent as possible during our stay—Marandhan
promising to show us all the objects of interest in
the neighbourhood. Had we been divided, or
obliged to consult the convenience and habits of
others, as well as those of our own party, much
time would of course have been lost, and much
entertainment missed. ‘With the exception then
of a few ceremonial visits, which were, for the
most part, distantly received and as ceremoniously
returned, our time was entirely our own—all in-
vitations to dinner being systematically refused—
even that of His High Mightiness the Govern-
ment Agent of the Central Province himself, a
circumstance so unprecedented in his life, that it
was said, he began to suspect socialism was spread-
ing and the very foundations of society beginning
to be shaken; a coffee-planter refusing to dine
with him ! positively the present state of things,
under such circumstances, must be alarming!
Nevertheless it was true, and Mr. Bluster was
obliged to make the most of it, but, so rank was
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the offence, that as a matter of course the next time
Mrys. Bluster and her amiable daughter met Mus.
Hofer and Miss Mowbray, the former stared very
hard at them, as if to ask who they were or could
possibly be, whilst, by some condescension of which
Marandhan and I felt ourselves quite unworthy, we
were honoured with a most cordial salute; “and
so ends our acquaintance with our dear friends
the Blusters,” said Mrs. Hofer, as we rode on.

It may be readily conceived what an mterest
we felt in visiting the lions of Kandy with so
admirable a guide as Marandhan. He showed
us the ruins of the palace, and took us through
the great temple containing the much celebrated
tooth of Budha; the temple noteworthy on ac-
count of its noble flights of steps, lofty arches,
and imposing colonnades. The tooth itself, placed
on a silver altar, was covered by a number of co-
nical cases, one fitting over the other, like a
Juggler’s goblets—the outermost five feet high.
To me, and indeed to all our party, except
1\’\Ia,randhan, the tooth seemed emphatically a
humbug. It had not the form of a canine tooth
at all ; more resembling indeed the top of a small
elephant’s tusk sawn off. But this we did not
hint in" Marandhan’s hearing, of cowrse. The
massive and substantial appearance of the walls
of the palace showed us that it was built with

-
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the intention of being a permanent structure, not
a temporary one as is too often the case in the
East, and the carvings on various portions of it
are passable.

The lake itself, which forms so interesting a
feature of the valley in which Kandy is situated,
is a proof of the gigantic character of the works
which the old Kandians could undertake and com-
plete. It is quite artificial, fed from the neigh-
bouring hills, is of considerable extent, and, with
the road round it, forms a delightful object to
contemplate whilst one is walking, riding, or
driving at the base, or on the sides, of the hills.
This road round it has indeed been constituted
the evening promenade of the European inhabi-
tants of Kandy, and I doubt if any city in Europe
has a more agreeable one. A house stands in
the middle of the lake in a line with the palace,
formerly, they say, part of the seraglio of the
Kandian kings—such was its destiny; but how
times are altered! John Bull knows nothing of
seraglios; even Mr. Bluster himself would not
venture to keep one openly, in all the plenitude of
his power, but John Bull knows something of the
smell of powder, and the lake-temple, once sacred
to women and love, is now a powder magazine !
“To what base —” but no, I'll spare the reader
the hacknied quotation.
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At a distance of about five miles from Kandy
we were shown by Marandhan, some rocks which
appeared to me to be Druidical remains. I should
not have ventured to express such an opinion then,
but on inquiring into the matter since, I find these
Druidical monuments are much more extensively
scattered than I had supposed, not only over Eu-
rope, but in Asia also. A complete Druidical
circle like Stonehenge exists at Darab, in Persia, de-
scribed by Sir W. Ouseley, and it has amused me to
find that Stonehenge itself has been set down by
some savants as a Budhistic remain. The crom-
lech, which Marandhan showed us—for cromlech
I believe it was—somewhat resembled that at
Plas Newydd, in Ariglesey.

How little, after all onr Egyptian and Assyrian
discoveries, do we really know of the early history
of our race! "Who shall tell us where this wide-
spread Druidism, extending from Ceylon to Bri-
tain, took its rise? when it first propagated its
doctrines, and how? whether its progress was
from east to west, or from west to east? Whe-
ther, like Mohammedanism, its early preachers
held the sword in one hand and their religion in
the other, and told the unbeliever to take his
choice, or, like Budhism, relied upon the force of
reason, and the power of persuasion alone? How
truly did Géthe write when he exclaimed—
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¢ To us, my friend, the times that are gone by
Are as a book, sealed with seven seals.
That which you call the spirit of ages past
Is but, in truth, the spirit of some few authors
In which those ages are beheld reflected,
With what distortion strange, Heaven only knows.”

It was not without a melancholy feeling that we
gazed upon * the tombs of the kings’
when Marandhan took us to them, and sorrowfully
pointed them out. ¢ The tombs of the kings!”
there i1s magic in the very phrase. What text
more apt could the preacher desire for his homily,
the sentimentalist for his rhapsody ? The tombs
of the kings, broken, desecrated, and almost
destroyed. Goths from England carrying away
part, and Vandals in Ceylon seizing the rest—a
carving here, and an inscription there picked
out, until the pile stands shapeless and disfigured,
a monument of what the noblest memorials of
greatness, real or fictitious, may ultimately come
to. And this race of kings, what is to be said
of it?P—mnot much I fear that was great, not
much that was good, not much that was noble,
yet still something of each—this, at all events,
must be allowed, let them have as little praise as
they may, the oldest dynasties of modern Europe
were new and unvenerable compared with that
strange Singha race. Wickrama, whom the British
proclamation, in 1815, designated a monster of
cruelty, was the last scion of a line that had con-

‘
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tinued to govern Ceylon for two thousand years !
The European monarch that can trace back his
pedigree through the one half of that period,
whether a Hapsburg or a Hanover, feels proud of
the old genealogical tree—Wickrama thrown into
a dungeon in India to pine out the rest of his life
in misery—Wickrama reviled, insulted, struck,
spat upon by the soldiers that took him prisoner,
should rebuke the empty boasting resulting from
a mere freak of fortune.

We had not nearly exhausted the picturesque
rides and rambles in the neighbourhood of Kandy
when we left it to continue our journey northward.
We crossed the Mahavelliganga, not very far dis-
tant from the spot where the massacre of Major
Davis’s force, by the Singhalese, had taken place
—a massacre which Marandhan denounced as
quite unjustifiable and cruel, with as much
warmth as we could have done.

Owr way led through the village of Matelle,
where we remained for a few days, to visit some
coffee-estates in the neighbourhood, and i com-
pliance with the pressing invitation of the magis-
trate of the district. No man could live with
more patriarchal simplicity than our good friend
Mr. Rivers, nor more pleasingly exhibit the
noblest patriarchal virtues; his own natural,
warm, and unsophisticated benevolence being
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amiably contrasted with the more cultivated, but
not on that account less genuine, goodness of his
two daughters. One can have no conception, with
his' cut-and-dried notions of life in England, of
such a family as that of Rivers’,—living in the
midst of a semi-civilized population, who were
attached to them by the ties of affection and
gratitude, sure of justice, and looking upon them
more as gods upon earth than as men and women
—regarding their very house, and all that helongs
to them, as sacred ;—looking upon 1t as the abode
of every virtue, of power the most unlimited, com-
bined with the most extensive goodness. Did the
poor native meet with oppression at the hands of
his Singhalese or European employer, he knew
that he had but to state his case before “ the good
mahathma,” as he was emphatically called, in order
to have it thoroughly and diligently investigated.
Had his rice-fields been destroyed, and his only
hope of sustenance for the year thus removed,
“ the good mahathma ” was willing to help him for
the present, and to direct him to, or to find him,
work for the future. Did the father or the
daughters walk or ride abroad, through the mag-
nificent valley in which he reigned supreme, the
natives crowded around to bless, and even, in their
untaught heartfulness, to adore them—to point
them out to their children as the righters of
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the wronged, the stays of the distressed or the
oppressed, the bountiful helpers of the helpless.

T can conceive of no situation more gratifying
to the well-constituted mind than that of the man
who was thus regarded by a whole district as its
benefactor and preserver. Yet it is not to be
supposed that his situation was altogether without
trials. How could it be so in such a world as this?
Where did ever the good do battle manfully
against the oppressors and the evil-doers, without
being exposed to injury and loss, to contumely
from some, to obloquy from others, to censure and
scorn from many? The habit of ruling with all
but absolute sway in their estates, made our class,
the coffee-planters, impatient of control, and T
have heard men of true hearts and kind disposi-
tions ask the question, “ How are we to get on at
all, deep in the jungle, surrounded by these half-
savages, 1if we have not the right of flogging
them when they deserve it ?” and if the more mo-
derate and honest could ask, and ask seriously, too,
such a question, what would not the Siggenses be
willing to do when they could and dared ?

We rode about through Matelle, from one
estate to another, in great joyfulness and high
spirits, the Misses Rivers forming an agreeable
addition to our party. It was an interesting
sight to see our various-looking cavalcade, riding,
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often in single file, up the hill’s side, or crossing
a rivulet, whilst joyful playfulness suggested, and
light-hearted mirth gave expression to, repartees
and sallies without number. The more owr party
became acquainted with Miss Mowbray the more
did we value her capacity for enjoyment, and the
total abandonment of all that was gloomy and
dispiriting, with which she threw her whole
energies into the gladness of the moment. As
day after day of constant intimacy ripened our
friendship, we all became mutually, I believe,
better satisfied with each other’s society, and
more disposed to cultivate it; yet was not our
residence at Matelle, sunny and bright as it was,
cloudless for poor Fowler.

A Captain Reid, of one of the Queen’s regi-
ments, had come out in the same vessel with Miss
Mowbray, and now joined our party for a few
days. He was accommodated at the bungalow of
a coffee-planter of his acquaintance a short dis-
tance from Mr. Rivers’s residence, and spent
usually the entire day with us. He was a dash-
ing sprightly fellow, shallow, according to Fowler’s
idea, but eminently calculated, at all events, by
his benevolent suavity and gentleness, accompa-
nied by a considerable share of fun, to attract a
young lady’s attention. It was just before he
joined us that I had persuaded Fowler to make
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up his mind to propose to Miss Mowbray, of
whom he gradually thought more highly. His
esteem and friendship for her had now ripened
into love; it was, therefore, not without some
chagrin that he saw her begin to listen attentively
to Captain Reid’s observations, and take evident
pleasure in his society ; yet he fancied, too, for I
was his confidant, that the Captain’s attentions,
if attentions they were at all, were more directed
towards Miss Rivers than towards her, and after
his departure he speedily conquered his ill-hu-
mour, persuading himself, with the vanity which
a young man will sometimes feel, that she divined
his intentions, and was willing to render her con-
quest and possession not quite so easy and unin-
terrupted an achievement as he might possibly
have fancied it would be. I say he thought so
then, and notwithstanding what subsequently took
place during our trip, I think so, too. I do not
indeed pretend to fathom the deep mystery of the
heart of a playful young lady, or to understand
completely the strange levity, on the most mo-
mentous of subjects, with which they will some-
times speak, yet I did flatter myself then that I
could see as far into the causes of outward actions
as most other people. To me it was simply
amusing, however, to hear Fowler speak so rap-
turously of the charming appearance and manner
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of the young lady in question, of the ineffable
grace with which she sat and controlled her chest-
nut steed—of the beautiful sweep of the head
with which she listened to what you had to say,
and then raised her eyes to your face to reply; of
the happy observations she made, and of the
cheerfulness which she diffused everywhere around
her. That which to the individual interested is
often the most momentous concern of life, to a
spectator may be but ludicrous or even absurd.

Captain Reid’s stay with us was, however, by
no means a prolonged one, and, before we set out
for Dambool, still keeping our horses’ heads to
the north, he had retaken the road to Colombo,
and left us to resume our cavalcade journey in
the same order as that in which we had origi-
nally started from Ruminacaddee.

There is something singularly imposing about
the vast mass of rock called by the natives the
Damboola-galla, in which the celebrated cave-
temples have been excavated. From the sur-
rounding plain it rises majestically in one large,
rounded, naked mass—Ilike a gigantic human skull,
on the forehead of which the pious zeal of former
ages has hollowed out these strange worship-
houses. It certainly has a much greater resem-
blance to a huge skull than the so much vaunted
likeness of the rock of Gibraltar to a lion. The

VOL. 1L G
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summit of it, on which formerly stood some reli-
glous erection, is five hundred and fifty feet above
the plain beneath, and as the country around is
singularly level, a beautiful and extensive view
is obtained from it;—a few oddly-shaped rocks
dotting the horizon on one side, a rounded hill
on another, whilst the distant mountains of the
Matelle district are seen dimly and hazily to the
south, the intervening spaces filled with tanks
and forests, low brushwood in one place and lofty
trees in another, monuments of the luxuriant ve-
getation which pervades the entire district.
Night was fast setting in when we arrived at
the large and almost empty building erected here
for the use of travellers by government; our ser-
vants as usual, however, had been sent on long
before us, and we found everything prepared for
our reception, and the whole place looking quite
comfortable. 'We were all tired, for our day’s
journey had been fatiguing, and our rest had
been much disturbed at the native house at
which we had passed the preceding night. Yet,
tired as I was, I was anxious to see something of
the far-famed cave-temples that evening. Ma-
randhan and Hofer both regarded my desire as
unreasonable, and refused to accompany me, whilst
Fowler was by no means disposed to leave the
ladies,—so I set off alone. A walk of about a mile,



CAVE-TEMPLES OF DAMBOOL. 123

a considerable portion of which consists of vigorous
climbing, brought me to the entrance, and, as
Marandhan had told me, my attendant found
little difficulty in getting a priest to chaperon me,
late as it was. A considerable number of the
brotherhood reside all about the entrance of the
caves, on the sides of the hill which here alone
slope more gently than elsewhere. It was quite
dark before we arrived at the entrance, and as the
priest opened the sacred portal of one of the ex-
cavations, he held a flaming torch in his hand to
exhibit the interior to my gaze. But it was only
a very small portion of it that the red flames
could illumine, and as the light flickered about,
exhibiting now the head of some gigantic statue,
and now the yellow dress and dark features of
my guide, the scene struck me as one of an un-
earthly character. It was as if twenty centuries
had been entombed here, and we, for the first
time, were violating the sanctity of their cata-
comb; for twenty centuries have indeed rolled
over the world since the hand of man first
chiselled out these extraordinary monuments of
mistaken piety! Behind us were the stars
shining clearly in a sky of a dark-blue ground;
on either side and in front was a darkness almost
palpable in its intensity; whilst, as the torch
flamed here and there, a thousand figures of the
G2
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Budhistic man-god seemed to start into existence,
and to disappear again in the black night behind,
like demons from the tombs. It was a picture,
which, once witnessed, could never be forgotten,
and in this scene I felt that I, with my rude
jungle dress—not quite so rude, however, as it
would have been, had I been travelling alone—
and my European nineteenth century appliances,
must have formed, to any observer, had there been
such, not the least extraordinary feature of this
striking picture. To me the figures were simply
bits of stone or lime, the place in which we stood
a simple hole in the rock, large indeed, but
artificial ; to the priest who stood by my side,
these images were idols, this hole in the rock, a
sacred temple. 'What I looked upon as unmean-
ing symbols or airy superstitions, were to him
realities full of deep and holy significance.

A huge recambent figure of Budha was before
us, the vast head, six feet long from the chin to
the forehead, was reclining on the outstretched
hand beneath, and, as the red glare of the torch
waved high and fitfully above, I could faintly
discern the gigantic. shoulders in proportion—
“all,” said the priest, as I examined it by the
strange glare—“all hewn out of the solid rock
around.” I doubted the fact, for the face was
painted, and, unthinkingly, not for an instant
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intending to give offence by so doing, I struck
the broad forehead before me a smart blow with
the stick I had in my hand, to test the truth of
his statement. 'What he said was perfectly cor-
rect, but no sooner had I thus violated the
sanctity of his idol than he seized me by my
arm, and shouted lustily for assistance. DMy
situation was critical —numbers of priests were
in the immediate vicinity, and the nearest magis-
trate was my friend Rivers, at Matelle, thirty-
five miles distant. Fortunately, however, my
left arm was disengaged, and, taking a few
rupees from my pocket, I slipped them noise-
lessly into my companion’s hand. The silver
had a magical effect. Even here, in the middle
of the jungle, in the very cave-temples of Budha
—thirty-five miles away from the nearest magis-
trate—her majesty’s head was all-powerful—the
loud bellowing ceased—the storm was lulled,
and, as a crowd of anxious monks came rushing
immto the cave, he informed them that a miracle
had been wrought, that a huge bird of some
unknown species had suddenly appeared from
behind the great statue, and had, as suddenly,
flown out at the door, disappearing as strangely
as 1t had appeared, and knocking the torch from
his hand in its passage. Some seemed to believe,
and looked out anxiously with us after the extra-
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ordinary bird, others turned their dark eyes upon
us, rolling them from his countenance to mine,
and from mine to his, as if they were by no
means convinced of the truth of the story; whe-
ther they were or not, however, certain I am of
this fact that the bird was never again seen, that
T did not tell them the cause of the shouts which
had thus drawn them together, and it is highly
probable that my friend the shouter kept the
secret to himself.

It was late when I returned to the rest-house,
where our party, wearied out with their day’s
fatigue, had just retired to rest. The two ladies
occupied a pleasant chamber that faced the road,
and was more free from insects than those in the
rear—it had been comfortably fitted up by the ser-
vants sent on before us, and was decidedly, as it
ought to have been indeed, the best room in the
house. Marandhan and Fowler occupied the other
front chamber on the opposite side of the common
dining hall, Hofer had taken the room behind
Marandhan’s in order that he might continue his
conversation with him whilst preparing to retire,
as a door communicated between the two; and
so the chamber behind that occupied by the
ladies, fell to my share. Thinking they might
probably be already asleep, and aware, from what
I had seen in the similar rooms at the other side
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of the house, that the partition, although appa-
rently substantial, was of the flimsiest possible
character, I made no noise, and was the rather
induced to act so by hearing none within. In a
few minutes I was stretched on my mat-covered
bed close to the wall, the musquito curtains
carefully tucked all round, and every preparation
made for a comfortable night’s rest. <« Well, T
suppose your desire to converse, Ada, is in-
fectious,” said a voice that I recognized at once
as that of Muys. Hofer, and which, in the stillness
of the house, I heard, through the deceitful par-
tition, most distinctly, “ for I too feel more dis-
posed for conversation than for sleep, although I
am so tired.”

“ We shall not allow the antiquarian zeal of
Marandhan, or Ernest’s love of the picturesque,
to wile us up early to-morrow morning,” answered
the younger lady.

Conscience told me I ought to cough, hem,
haw, or in some other way intimate to the un-
conscious talkers, my proximity, but curiosity said
no, and sophistry suggested that besides I really
wanted to go to sleep and intended to do so.
True, they undoubtedly thought that Hofer was
in my place, as had been originally intended, but
it was not my fault if he chose to ocecnpy my
room instead of his own, so I lay still, and heard
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distinctly every word, for these thoughts flashed
through my mind with the rapidity of lightning.

“I1 am astonished that you still prefer the
younger Miss Rivers to the elder.” said Mus.
Hofer,  considering how like the elder 'is to
yourself—a perfect sesthetic character—and con-
sidering the more intellectually trained reflection
of the younger.”

“ First impressions carry great weight with
me,” said Miss Mowbray, ¢ perhaps too much
weight. Do you not remember how warmly the
younger received us, and the much colder salute
of the elder.”

“Yes, but you must remember also, that the
gentlemen entered just as the elder advanced,
and that doubtless disconcerted her a liftle,”
argued Mrs. Hofer.

“ Captain Reid paid much attention to the
elder,” said Miss Mowbhray.

“ It appeared to me that he paid more atten-
tion to some one else,” was Mrs. Hofer’s reply.

“ To me?” suggested Miss Mowbray.

“Yes, Ada, to you. There could be no mis-
taking it. His warmth to Miss Rivers was but
a foil to hide a little his greater warmth of
manner when addressing you.”

“ He is a charming man,” said the younger
lady.
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“ And Mxy. Fowler?”

“ An excellent acquaintance or companion,”
observed 1\Iiss Mowbray, “but too solemn for a
husband.”

“You cannot deny that he is handsome,” ob-
served Mrs. Hofer.

‘ His features are regular enough, and I have
no objection to make either to his height or figure,
but he wants the gaiety and sprightliness of
Captain Reid altogether. His studies have made
him too much of a bookworm to please so mer-
curial a young lady as I confess myself to be.”

“ Tam sorry to hear it, Ada,” replied her sister;
“ I fear he loves you.”

“ Nay, my dear Emma, do not fear that, he
would willingly sell me or any lady alive, I be-
lieve, except yourself, for her weight in old books,
the mustier and more antiquated the better.”

“ Except me, Ada?”

“ Yes, love, except you. It isnot me he loves,
nor do I think he means to pretend to love me.
I have watched his eye following you, and the
brightening of his countenance at your ap-
proach—.”

“ Nay, Ada, no more of this,” exclaimed Mrs.
Hofer, interrupting her ; and then, more seriously
than she had yet spoken, she added, “ Ada, Mr.

G 3
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Fowler is a man to make his home happy. Try
and regard him with more favour. You are
mistaken in your too quick-witted impressions,
and have hitherto looked upon him with a pre-
judiced eye. There is not a man in England or
Ceylon that I would more willingly welcome as a
brother.”

“ T am not insensible of his excellences,” said
Miss Mowbray; ““he can ride well, but so can
all coffee-planters; he can talk well when he likes,
and when you are by to hear; and he can quote
Greek like a Beeotian. Lastly, he is a quiet,
inoffensive man that hurts nobody and no one
hurts him. I wonder why Ernest took such a
fancy to him, they are so unlike in many re-
spects.” '

“ Better, far better, Ada,” said Mrs. Hofer,
“ than all this. He has a good heart and a clear
head. Believe me it is not the sprightliness and
the untimed gaiety of a man that makes home
happy.”

“ How seriously you talk, Emma.”

“ Marriage is a very serious matter, Ada.”

“ Well, from one who has drawn such a prize
in the lottery as you, I am surprised to hear
such grave remarks. Are you not happy,
Emma ?” said Miss Mowbray, and as she said so,
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I could hear her throwing her arm round her
sister and kissing her.

“Of cowrse I am, Ada,” was the reply, after a
pause ; “yousee that with two such beings to love
me as Ernest and you, I am and must be happy.
But take my advice, my love, and think better
and more kindly of Mr. Fowler. Judge him
impartially, and not with an eye dazzled by a red
coat.”

“ Dazzled by a red coat!” repeated Miss Mow-
bray, poutingly.

“ Nay, I did not mean that, but merely not
to let a pre-occupied mind weigh his sterling
qualities against the meretricious advantages of
superior dancing and greater gaiety. Tell me,
Ada, do you love Captain Reid P”

There was a pause for a moment, after which
Miss Mowbray answered with a sigh, “No, O
no, I certainly do not love him, but I could do so,
if he were to seek my love.”

“ Well then, my dearest Ada, take my advice,”
said Mrs. Hofer, fondly, “ do not think of him,
and look more favourably upon Mr. Fowler. The
absence of the one and the presence of the other
malkes this quite possible. Acquaintance may
thus ripen into friendship and friendship into
love. It may be more romantic, as in Irnest’s
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case and mine, when both fall in love as it is
called, at first sight, but it is not more likely to
be enduring.”

“ Your homily has made me sleepy,” said Miss
Mowbray. ‘

“ One kiss more, and good night then,” was
the reply, and silence again reigned supreme in
the house—the external uproar from the jungle,
which always increases as the hour advances
towards midnight, being too much an accustomed
sound to all of us to prevent our sleeping.

‘When we visited the cave temples the next
day, Marandhan gave us a particular account of
their history and object—how a king of Ceylon,
Walagambahu by name, who reigned about one
hundred years before the Christian era, had taken
refuge at the rock, where he had been concealed
from some invaders from Malabar, until forces
were raised to expel them—how he had sub-
sequently set about the excavation of the largest
of three sacred cave-temples, as a pious act of
gratitude for his preservation, and had employed
the best artists of the island to cut huge figures
of Budha out of the solid quartz—how other
kings, at various periods, one in the twelfth, one
i the fifteenth, and two in the eighteenth cen-
turies, had hewn out or enlarged similar caves at
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either side of the larger ones but much inferior to
them in size and effect, until altogether five temples
were the result,—monuwments, in this the middle
of the nineteenth century, of what the misguided
religious zeal of former days was able to accom-
plish. In the largest of these temples, the second
mm order from the entrance, called the Maha
Wihare, the effect was extremely imposing. Tt
struck me as equally extensive with the largest
cave in the Peak Cavern in Derbyshire, that called
Pluto’s Hall, I believe, but by no means so lofty.
One cannot walk through it without feeling
involuntary awe. Its great size; the strange
echoing of the footsteps; the forty-six gloomy
and shadowy-looking statues by which it is partly
occupied, stretching away in two long lines; the
gentle dropping of the water, regarded as sacred,
in the distant corner; the noiseless tread of the
yellow-robed priests, with the death-like stillness
that pervades the place,—are all calculated to
impress upon the visitor a kind of religious or
superstitious awe, that one does not like to shake
off, and of which it would probably be impossible
altogether to divest oneself. In the five caves
there are a hundred and twenty-three images of
Gotama, varying from sixty feet to one in length.

Our quarters proved so comfortable at Dambool,
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there was so much excellent shooting in the
neighbourhood for us, and so much sketching for
the ladies to do, that we remained there several
days; Marandhan pointing out to us various
scenes in the neighbourhood connected with the
listory of the island, and all of considerable in-
terest to the antiquarian; one of these, the re-
mains of an ancient road, struck me as very simi-
lar in construction to the great military viee, by
which Rome interlaced Italy. About twelve miles
from Dambool, he pointed out a flattened mound
of earth with stone and rock at the top, at each
side of the trace on which we travelled ; that was
the ancient road, through which the modern en-
gineer has cut, in tracing out a direct way from
Kandy to the north of the island. We stopped
some time to examine it, Miss Mowbray ironically
protesting that it was lovely. A bridge of mas-
sive granite, over what was once a rivulet, sur-
prised me by its strength and solidity. It was
composed of upright blocks of granite, about
eight feet high above their foundation, supporting
other similar blocks placed horizontally, each seven
feet long, four broad, and one thick. We examined
this primitive, but enduring structure with great
interest, not even deterred by Miss Mowbray’s
recommendation to harness all our horses to one
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of the blocks, and convey it at once to Colombo,
for transmission to the British Museum, there to
be stuck up for the amusement and instruction of
the gazers of all future ages. We make bridges
much better now, you will say. So we do, doubt-
less; but they do not last quite so long. This
road ran from Polonaruwa to Kurnegalle, accord-
ing to Marandhan, and was probably constructed
ten or fifteen centuries ago.
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CHAPTER VI

ANURADHAPOORA, THE BURIED CITY.

—— What seest thou else
In the dark backward and abysm of time?
If thou remember’st aught, ere thou cam’st here;
How thou cam’st here, thou may’st.”

Tempest, act 1., ¢, 2.
ANURADHAPOORA, or the city of Anuradha, was
founded by that chieftain five hundred and fifty
years before the Christian era. The history of the
city is, in fact, coeval with the earliest history of
the island, for, previous to that date, little is
known regarding the latter, and of that little,
nothing with certainty or precision. It was not,
however, for more than a century afterwards that
it became the capital of Ceylon, one of the dis-
tinguished sovereigns of that day, who rejoiced in
the euphonious appellation of Pandukabhayo,
having removed thither the seat of Government
437 B.c. The accounts of the reforms which he
introduced into its municipal government and ad-



CITY OF ANURADHAPOORA. 137

ministration prove that it must have risen, in the
course of the century, from an obscure hamlet into
a large and populous town. He divided the city
into four quarters, each being provided with its
own proper governor and conservator—Ilike the
queestor and @dile of ancient Rome. Five hun-
dred men, belonging to the lowest castes, were
appointed to keep the streets in order, and to
attend to the removal of corpses, and to the ceme-
tery—these men being allotted a distinct region,
to the north-west of the city, as their peculiar
residence, that they might not mingle, perhaps,
with the more refined clay of the superior classes.
Thirty years afterwards, a slip of the tree sacred
to Budhists, under which Gotamo had attained
the exalted dignity of the Budhaship, was trans-
ported, with great ceremony and the constant
exhibition of miraculous power, to the capital of
Ceylon, there to flourish as an object of worship
to Budhists, to the present day. The branch was
placed in a magnificent vessel, highly ornamented
for the purpose, on the loftiest part of the ship
that bore it to Ceylon. The vessel bearing it, we
are assured, skimmed briskly over the water, im-
pelled by the favour of its protector, and reckless
of winds and currents; for twenty miles on every
side, the water was hushed to stillness; the most
beautiful aquatic flowers sprang up in its path,
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and ornamented the ocean, whilst the “enchanting
strains of heavenly and seraphic music were wafted
round the sacred vessel on its course.” Tisso, at
this time king of the island, received the precious
relic with all the honour due to such a miracle-
producing object. “ At the time when shadows
are longest,” says the Singhalese historian, ““the
nonarch entered the superbly-decorated capital by
the northern gate, in the act of making offerings,
and passing in procession through the entire city,
and out of the southern gate, he entered the Ma-
hamego garden —the garden which had been
hallowed by the presence of four successive
Budhas. There, with sixteen princes, his sons,
he raised up the bo-tree upon the very spot on
which it had been planted in former ages.”
During three centuries before, and three centuries
after, our era, Anuradhapoora seems to have arrived
and continued at its greatest height of prosperity.
Within these six centuries are dated the erection
of all the buildings in it, the remains of which
astonish us, at the present day, by their magnifi-
cence or size. Its walls, which were not completed
till about the period of the birth of Christ, or a
few years after, were sixteen miles square, and
were built due north and south, east and west, thus
enclosing a space of two hundred and fifty six
square miles; that is, about double the extent of
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ground covered at present by London and its
suburbs. ¢ Gross exaggeration!” some sapient
Londoner, anxious for the honour of the modern
Babylon, exclaims. Pardon me, fiery sir, no ex-
aggeration at all. The foundations of the walls
still exist, and have been sufficiently traced to
prove that the account is perfectly correct. You
may see them with your own eyes, if you will
but take the trouble to go to Ceylon, and then
journey away to the buried city, through a hun-
dred and fifty miles of jungle. It is to be re-
membered, however, that these ancient cities con-
tained royal pleasure-grounds and gardens, and
vast tanks or artificial lakes, to which the parks
of London, with their elegant little ponds, bear
no proportion in extent, and that thus, although
they covered a vast extent of ground, they were
not generally, by any means, so populous as
Western cities — probably Anuradhapoora never
contained more than half a million of imhabitants,
notwithstanding its superficial dimensions.

About the middle of the eighth century it
ceased to be any longer the capital of the island,
the kings having removed their court to its rival,
Pollonaruwa, which rose as rapidly to importance
as Anuradhapoora sank to insignificance. Intes-
tine wars, and invasions from the north, completed
the desertion which the removal of the court had
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formerly commenced, and by the twelfth century,
little was left of the once proud city but its
ruins.

A magistrate holds a court at this ancient city
during the healthiest portion of the year, and as
he ‘happened to be on a tour of inspection when
we arrived, his house was kindly given up to us:
and we were extremely comfortable. No spot in
the island is more unhealthy, during the rainy
season, than Anuradhapoora ; but during the dry
months there is little to fear, if ordinary caution
be observed. A more interesting place it is not
easy to imagine; and even Miss Mowbray was
brought to confess that there might be food for
much thought in old stones.

The ruins are of a character at once to in-
terest and astonish, principally consisting of
remains of dagobahs, some of them originally
more than four hundred feet high, and all embel-
lished by carvings and pillars, which would not.
disgrace a much more refined nation. TFrom the
base of the largest, for instance, an immense
square, five hundred feet long on each side, and
composed of enormous blocks of granite, project
the heads and shoulders of elephants, strikingly
well carved in alto relievo, and giving the appear-
ance of the animals issuing from the solid mass
into the broad fosse which surrounds it.
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The sacred bo-tree is still an object of worship
in Anuradhapoora. It is stated by the priests to
be two thousand three hundred years old; and it
certainly has all the characteristics of extreme
age. -Here, as everywhere else in the island, the
priesthood abound; and as the traveller peers
into the secrets of the past, whilst he traverses
the wastes formerly trodden by so many thou-
sands, and once ringing with the voices of nu-
merous men, women, and children, and all the
hum and bustle of life, he sees now the ghost-
like bearers of the yellow robes with their shaven
crowns alone gliding about, the very genit loct,
redolent of buried centuries, of an age and of a
faith worn out and exhausted. Noiselessly do
they glide along, exhibiting no interest in you, or
your white face, or strange attire, as if really
dead to all that can excite and influence huma-
nity. What an existence this! How strange
and peculiar! How different from the busy,
bustling, active life that the same men would
lead had their lot been cast in London, Paris, or
New York! Yetthe very humanity here moulded
into passionless quietude, into monotonous apathy,
into a kind of breathing statuesque existence,
might, under other circumstances, have made the
noisy merchant or active sailor, the sensitive city
dilettante or the blustering soldier.

In one part of the now almost buried city we
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saw immense numbers of square granite blocks
peeping through the trees and brushwood by
which they were encircled and overgrown. The
history of the building which once stood on them
is amusing and instructive. It was called the
Lowa Maha Paya, or great brazen palace, and
was built for, and occupied by, the priesthood.
It was erected by a king called Gaimono, who
reigned one hundred and fifty years before our
era. Long before that, however, its erection had
been prophesied, we are told; and, when the
priests heard that the king actually intended to
commence this great structure, they found the
prophecy, till then unheeded or unknown, in-
scribed on a metal plate, and behold even his
name was mentioned in it! Z7here was an in-
citement to an ardent soul to push on the under-
taking! Anxious to know the form best suited
for the purpose, Gaimono told the priests, who,
doubtless, had presented the plate with all be-
coming gravity, that if they could find out the
form and character of the great dwelling of the
gods and devos, or angels, on Maha Meru, he
would build them a palace like it. Nothing was
casier than this. Sending off eight of their
number—* all sanctified characters,” reverently
exclaims the Malawanso*—to the other world,
they told them to bring back a drawing of the

* The principal native Singhalese history.
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palace of the devos. How they travelled, or for
how long, we are not told; but back they came,
these “sanctified characters” all, with the re-
quired drawing upon a large leaf, done in ver-
milion. The monarch was doubtless too pious
to ask any questions, and at once set to work to
erect the Lowa Maha Paya.

It was one hundred cubits, or two hundred and
twenty-five feet square, and the same in height,
being supported on sixteen hundred stone pillars,
still for the most part remaining. The building
was nine stories in height, and on each story
contained one hundred cells for priests, together
with common apartments. In the central and
largest room was an ivory throne, on one side of
which blazed a figure of the sun in gold, to which
another of the moon on the other side corre-
sponded, and above, the stars in mother-of-pearl.
The building was covered with a metal roof;
hence the name, the Brazen Palace. Such was
the result of the visit of these eight «all sanc-
tified characters” to the abode of the devos.

The most ancient building, the remains of which
still attract the attention of the visitor, is the
Thuparamo, a dagobah or pagoda built by the
pious Tisso, three hundred years before our era,
to enshrine the right collar-bone of Gotama.
Considering the immense period of time during
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which this edifice has stood (upwards of two thou-
sand years) it is in excellent preservation, and
the zeal and piety of the existing high priest had
restored the small ornamental spire at the top, in
its original form, shortly before our visit. - The
approach to it is along the ancient north and
south street of the city, a broad, well-defined road,
cleared of jungle by the priests. On each side
of this street, once crowded by multitudes, now
occasionally trodden by a solitary traveller or
devotee, large trees and low brushwood extend,
covering the remains of the ruined city, amidst
which hundreds of square or round granite pillars
lift their heads in lonely desolation, silent wit-
nesses of the desolation and desertion of the once
well-thronged streets. Masses of stone cut rudely
into the forms of bullocks and lions are also occa-
sionally passed as the visitor makes his way to the
Thuparamo dagobah. The building is unques-
tionably the most elegant ruin in Anuradhapoora.
It consists of a semispherical mass of masonry,
standing on a square platform of flagged brick-
work, and surmounted by a small, tapering gra-
nite spire. The entire height is probably not much
more than fifty feet, so that in size it cannot be
compared with the majority of the other dagobahs
that ornamented the city, but in beauty of work-
manship and elegance of design it far surpasses
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them. The columns surrounding it are exceed-
ingly graceful—long, slender, and well-propor-
tioned ; they give us a very favourable idea of the
taste of the artists, by whom they were designed
and executed. They consist of two distinct
blocks of granite, one forming a square base and
octagonal shaft, both together twenty-two feet
long, the upper and smaller one being cut into
an elaborately carved capital, ornamented with
small human figures, well-cut, standing round the
lower part of the projecting ornament, the whole
capital about two feet high.

The towering mass of the Ruanwelle dagobah,
is a much more conspicuous object than that just
described. It rises on the visitor’s left as he
makes his way to the Thuparamo, like a strange
pyramidal hill, overgrown with trees and bushes.
The stone platform on which it stands, a gigantic
mass of granite masonry, is five hundred feet
square.® This massive foundation is surrounded
by a fosse, seventy feet broad—the heads and
shoulders of elephants being sculptured, as I have
already mentioned, as if emerging from the solid
mass. On this platform, as on a foundation, the
dagobah proper was erected, a semispherical pile
of brickwork, nearly solid, that is, with but a small
cavity in the centre,—this upper portion being

X Thé extreme length of St. Paul’s Cathedral in London is 500 feet.

VOL. II H
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two hundred and seventy feet in diameter, and
the same in height. The luxuriant growth of
vegetation, and the violence of tropical and mon-
soon rains, have been gradually breaking it up
and diminishing its altitude, so that it is not now
a hundred and fifty feet high, and is unquestion-
ably diminishing in size and height every year.
In consequence of the base of the Ruanwelle
dagobah having been shortly before cleared of
jungle by the high priest, we got a better view of
its vast proportions and elaborate sculptures, than
of other similar buildings of still greater extent.
Thus the Abhayagiri dagobah stands on a still
larger mass of masonry as a foundation; but the
whole 1s so overgrown with jungle that it is im-
possible to get anything like a good view of it.
To the Abhayagiri dagobah, which was origi-
nally four hundred and five feet high, was
attached a priest-house and temple, which, for
more than four hundred years, was the centre
and head-quarters of the Budhistic hierarchy of
the island.  The dagobah itself was erected
a hundred years before our era, but did not attain
its greatest splendour and consideration till three
centuries later. At that time a schism arose
amongst the Budhistic priesthood. The king
Mahasen, a wavering, unstable monarch, favoured
the heretics, and expelled from the priest-house
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and temple of the Abhayagiri the orthodox be-
lievers. The other dagobahs of Anuradhapoora
were stripped of their riches and ornaments to
adorn the favorite, which became the head-
quarters and rendezvous of the small but powerful
heretical sect. But the priesthood were more
than a match for the monarch. The minds of
the people were soon inflamed against the hereti-
cal proceedings of the king, and a serions revolt
was the consequence. His position was critical,
and he was forced to yield his religious penchant
as a sacrifice to policy.

The unfortunate minister who acted by his
directions was made the scape-goat of the occasion.
On his head Mahasen laid all the iniquity and
blame of his proceedings, and, yielding him up
to the people, proceeded to alter his principles
and conduct, without loss of time. The people
were not unreasonable ; they were satisfied. They
tore the unfortunate minister to pieces; and the
king, having promised to reform, became more
popular than ever. The unconscious mass of the
Abhayagiri suffered from the change. It had
been the head-quarters of the heresy, and its glory
had passed away. The ornaments and riches so
lavishly expended on it, and the spoils of more
orthodox structures, were removed, whilst the
latter were restored to their former sites. Till the

H 2
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removal of the seat of Government it continued,
however, a place of some importance; since then
it has gradually been becoming a mere mountain-
like mass of vegetation and ruin. Even to the
present day the heresy of its adorners, fifteen
centuries ago, seems to be remembered, for the
labours of the high priest have not been extended
to the Abhayagiri! In its present condition
it is nearly three hundred feet high, evidence
sufficient, that in stating its original elevation to
have been four hundred and five feet, the Singha-
lese historians have not exaggerated. Strange
that the loftiest structure of the ancient capital of
Ceylon should have been within a foot of the
same elevation as the highest building in modern
England | *

Great was the interest with which we regarded
these remains of the now desolate city, and no
one could enter more thoroughly into the anti-
quarian joys that their inspection yielded than did
our party generally. We were yet more im-
pressed with awe and wonder when we visited the
vast artificial lakes constructed by the early kings
for the purposes of irrigation. Blocks of stone
of enormous size were here strewn about on
every side, monuments at once of the vast popu-

* The spire of Salisbury Cathedral (the highest structure in England)
is 404 feet high,
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lation by which the neighbourhood of Anuradha-
poora must have been inhabited, of the deter-
mined perseverance of its princes, and of the high
estimation in which agriculture was held by both
sovereign and people. The greatest and most
imposing antiquities of Ceylon nearly vie with
those of BEgypt in age, and were certainly more
conducive to the welfare and happiness of man-
kind than those raised by the great dynasties of
that wonderful land. Devoted either to religion
or to agriculture, they thus satisfied the two most
craving wants of humanity, spiritual and bodily
food.

Having spent a very happy fortnight at Anu-
radhapoora, without finding any of the kind
presages of our friends in Kandy realized, as to
our taking jungle fever or being eaten by leopards,
we now thought of returning, or rather of di-
recting our course to Kurnegalle, an ancient royal
residence, by which we could subsequently reach
Colombo or Kandy as we pleased. My intention
was to proceed to Colombo, where a new career was
awaiting me, whilst the rest of the party intended
returning to Kandy. At Kurnegalle we were
very kindly received by the Government Agent,
Mzr. Dawson, who, without the pretension of our
friend Bluster at Kandy, had infinitely more real
dignify. Here Marandhan left us to pay a visit
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to a native chief, whose residence lay too deep in
the recesses of the jungle for us to venture there
with our party.

I have already mentioned the fact of my dis-
content with the solitary exile-like life of the
jungle, and of my desire to return to society and
civilization. An opportunity was now open to
me to do so by becoming editor of a newspaper
in Colombo, so that T felt little desire to linger at
Kurnegalle, but was rather disposed to push on
for Colombo with all possible speed. I left Hofer
and his wife, Miss Mowbray, and Mr. Fowler
happily quartered at Kurnegalle, enjoying them-
selves in excursions and antiquarian researches,
to which our fortnight at Anuradhapoora had
habituated them; even the ladies co-operated
with a zeal and devotion from which I augured
the best results for the suit of my friend Fowler.
I cannot better conclude the chapter than by
giving an extract from his letter informing me of
his movements subsequent to my departure :—

“We spent together,” he wrote, “a very
agreeable fortnight at Kurnegalle, and it was
here that I first inquired of Miss Mowbray as to
her intention of admitting me as a suitor for
her hand.

“ A moonlight walk on the side of a hill look-
ing down upon a beautiful valley, afforded me an
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excellent opportunity of sounding the somewhat
mercurial young lady’s disposition.  Mr. Dawson
had taken Mrs. Hofer, Mr. Hofer Mrs. Dawson,
and so Miss Mowbray fell naturally and inevi-
tably to my share. Now or never, thought I, as
we gazed upon the expanse of landscape before
us, with its striking variety of light and shade,
the glorious moon sailing apparently through
silver-edged clouds above. The whole scene re-
minded me of Homer’s description of a moonlight
night. Everything was propitious, and as I felt
her delicately tapering hand upon my arm, and
occasionally her fair form against my elbow, a
mesmeric or electric current seemed to flow mu-
tually between us, and I felt as if T loved her de-
votedly. ¢You felt as if you loved her devotedly,’
you exclaim, indignantly, and you would ask me,
doubtless, if I did not know whether I loved her
or not? How can any man, under such circum-
stances, tell? When he is looking deeply down
into a pair of lustrous black eyes, when he sees
the fair form in all its wavy outlines, the line of
beauty conspicuous in every movement, when he
feels the fair fingers on his arm, the warm breath
almost on his cheek, and the moon is flooding
him with a light full of love from above, how can
he tell whether he loves devotedly or not—whether
his passion is the holy communing of soul with
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soul that may endure for ever, or the evanescent
whisperings of fancy that lure us on to far other
aspirations ?

“Now or never, thought I. We were both
busy, apparently inspecting the beautiful land-
scape before us. ¢The world is full of beauty,
Miss Mowbray,” said I at length, ‘and Ceylon
has its share of it.” ¢ It has, indeed,” she replied.
‘T can scarcely fancy a more charming scene than
the one before us, with its bright lights and dark
shadows, the hills opposite, and the brook be-
neath.” ‘I am glad to hear you say so,” said L
‘Then you do not regard Ceylon after all as so
very dreadful a place to live in?” ¢ Why I have
no particular affection for snakes,” said she; ‘1
should rather dispense with scorpions and cen-
tipedes, and, as for the mosquitoes, I could kill
them by thousands, if I had an opportunity, they
torture me so. These are all pretty abundant in
Ceylon.” ¢But the picture has a bright side,’ I
suggested. ¢ Certainly,” said she; it would be
unendurable were 1t otherwise.” ‘ But if your lot
were cast in the island you think you could
endure it >’ I asked. She looked full in my face
as she answered quickly, ‘ My lot is cast in the
island, so far as I can see, and I am trying to
endure 1t now, and have been doing so for some
months. I try to make the best of it.” ¢ Miss
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Mowbray,” said I, seriously, ¢ you must be aware
of my sentiments towards you—my entire con-
duct, since first we met, must have revealed them,
and particularly since fortune has thus thrown us
together on this excursion.” ¢ Certainly,” said
she, calmly ; although I did feel, I am confident
I did, a twitching of the fingers on my arm.
Her calm reply, however, disconcerted me.—
¢ Certainly,” said she, with provoking calmness.
Good heavens, thought I at the moment, surely
she 1s not going to accept my proposal with the
same coolness with which she would allow me to
help her to a slice of beef or some curry at
dinner !

““You know my sentiments, then,” I asked
warmly; ‘and will you not respond to them,
dear Ada?—* Miss Mowbray,” said she, quickly.
‘Pardon me if I have offended, Miss Mowbray,’
said I; ‘but will you make no response?” ¢ What
response would you have me make, Mr. Fowler
said she, as calmly as ever. ‘Does not your own
heart, dear Ada?— Miss Mowbray,” said she,
again, more decisively than before. “Be it so,
then,” said I. < Does not your own heart, Miss
Mowbray, suggest some response, if, as you say,
you perfectly understand my sentiments, and if
my actions have so clearly revealed them?” ‘I
am deeply grateful,” she replied, after a pause.

n3
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1 tried to take her hand, but she firmly resisted,
and muttered something about joining her sister.
“ Grateful,” said I, at length; ‘is that all? Do
they deserve no warmer response? Do they
touch no deeper chord than gratitude, dear-A—’
‘ Miss Mowbray, Mr. Fowler,” said she, "again,
authoritatively. ¢ Miss Mowbray, be it, then,’
said T.  ‘You astonish me,” said she, without
expressing much astonishment in her tone. I
astonish you, Miss Mowbray?” said I. ¢ What,
then, do you suppose my feelings to be, that my
actions have for months so plainly declared?’
“ That not having much female society in our
neighbourhood, you are willing to make yourself
agreeable,” said she, ‘ and even to take some trouble,
notwithstanding the absurd affectation of our sex,
you used the words the other day, you
remember,—to amuse and instruct an unsophisti-

generally,

cated English country girl, who pretends to little
refinement and less learning—for this benevolent
feeling on your part I am grateful. 'Will that not
suffice” ¢ You mistake me much, then,” said I,
vexed and annoyed ; ‘I meant and referred to no
such feelings on my part. T alluded to feelings
much warmer and more sacred, to the holiest and
purest flame that cam warm the breast, in a
word —¢ Mr. Fowler,” said she, interrupting me,
‘procecd no further, I beg of you. I am not
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disposed to listen at present to such langunage.
My residence in Ceylon has been too short to
permit me to bind myself for life. You have the
friendship, the warm friendship, of my sister and
her husband, and I believe you worthy of it.
Will you not accept also of mine?” She looked
up into my eyes as she spoke so earnestly and
bewitchingly, that I forgot she was refusing me,
and kissed her hand unresistingly. ¢ Dearest
A’— Miss Mowbray, Mr. Fowler, said she,
again, still more imperiously. ‘I beg pardon,
again, Miss Mowbray,” said I, cooling down from
the boiling point, ‘I shall not offend any more.’
‘ My object 1s that we should be really good
friends,” said she, in her fascinating way, and,
for that purpose, will you let me give you a little
advice?” ‘DMost happy, said I, taking care not
to become elevated any more. ‘'lhen it is this,
said she, leaning confidentially on my arm. “If
you really wish to gain my affection in time, do
not act so as to make me beheve that you con-
sider my sister handsomer, wiser, and better than
I am, however much she may be so. 1 some-
times think you forget she is married already.’
‘My friendship for Mrs. Hofer,” said I, ‘is of
old standing, for friendship soon ripens in the
jungle, and I know of no lady in the world—
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except yourself—for whom I entertain so high a
respect and so exalted an esteem. I shall not,
however, forget your advice” We talked of
other matters during the remainder of our walk,
the subject on which we had already conversed
being carefully eschewed.” ‘
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CHAPTER VI.
FREE TRADE IN ENGLAND, RUIN IN CEYLON—THE HOFERS.

¢ A wretched soul, bruised with adversity,

We bid be quiet, when we hear it cry;

But were we burdened with like weight of pain

As much or more, we should ourselves complain.”

Comedy of Errors, act ii., sc. 1.

For some months ramours had been reaching the
island that Sir Robert Peel’s Government in-
tended to make alterations in the tariff which
would materially depreciate the value of coffee in
the market. People were beginning to look
anxious and care-worn whose faces before had
been the very mirrors of joy and prosperity. Can
Ceylon stand the competition? was the question
which every one asked. If colonial and foreign
coffee are admitted at the same rate into England,
the protective duty being removed, what will be
the consequence P These were the questions that
were in every one’s mouth, on every one’s lips.
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A general anticipation of disaster was the result.
a foreboding of coming ruin to many ! “ We must
agitate,” said some—“let us meet, and make
speeches, and draw up petitions to Parliament
and so forth,” they cried, as if Parliament or
England would care a straw for the complaints or
the ruin of a few hundred planters in Ceylon, who
could not command a single vote in the House of
Commons! The ideawas absurd. “ But we have
planted on the faith of these protective duties ;
if England now removes them after we have spent
our capital and our time in consequence, she owes
us compensation,” argued some sanguine men.
“ Pooh, nonsense,” said the knowing ones, ¢ com-
pensation indeed ! victims of misplaced confidence,
that’s all! England has nothing to do with us,
we are only colonists. What are colonial interests
to her, but playthings in the hands of her budding
politicians P—You'll get laughed at,” these provo-
kingly cool men continued, they themselves, like
us, on the very brink of ruin; “you’ll get laughed
at for your trouble, don’t make fools of yourselves.”
Meetings however were held, speeches were made,
plain facts and figures were put on paper with
the most evident deductions, and were sent to
England as petitions. T'wo lines in the Zimes,
one morning, informed the world that Mr. Silent
had presented a petition from certain coffee-
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planters in Ceylon, and no more was heard about
the matter.

The fact was simply this: An artificial trade
had been fostered by those protective duties; on
the faith of them much capital had been spent in
Ceylon, much revenue paid to Government too for
land, and the opening of the English ports to
foreign coffee would be the ruin of those who had
embarked their money there and paid that revenue.
In Java labour could be got to any extent at three-

halfpence a day—in Ceylon we paid fourpence and
sixpence a day. In Brazil, again, the slaves were
kept by their owners for a mere tritle, and got no
wages—it was therefore very plain that if the
protective duties were removed, the artificial state
of things fostered by British legislation of times
past must be at once overthrown, involving, in its
fall, the ruin of some hundreds of planters. But
coffee is still grown in the island, some one objects
—true, the estates were sold for little or nothing
at the period of the crash—an estate on which eight
thousand pounds, for instance, had been expended,
and which, under former conditions, would have
been worth from fifteen to twenty thousand in a
few years, was sold for six hundred. Clergymen,
lawyers, physicians and military officers, who had
thrown up their professions, to embark their
savings or their fortunes in the speculation, hur-
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ried from the scenc of disaster, as if the plague
had broken out there, many of them having lost
their all, some indecd unable to get a bid at all
for their estates when they put them up to
auction! It was easy for those who had bought
the estates for little or nothing, to work ' them
profitably when the prices of everything had fallen
in consequence of the crash, and labour was to be
got for a mere trifle.

But I am anticipating events. Resident in
Colombo, I heard frequently and fully from Fowler,
whose letters gave me ample intelligence of the
subsequent melancholy history of the Hofers.

“ Tt was two months after I had parted with
them in Kandy, before I again saw our friends,” he
wrote. “ Hofer had got letters from England, from
parties well acquainted with political affairs, telling
him, urging him, to prepare for the worst, for
that disaster was impending, and that Ceylon
would be ruined—that Sir R. Peel was determined
to carry through his free-trade ideas, and that a
majority in the Commons would certainly support
him—that the consequence must be an 1mmediate
fall, to a considerable extent, in the price of coffee,
as foreign and colonial would be imported at the
same rate, and that 1t was fully anticipated by
those who knew most about it, that Brazil and
Java would swamp the market.
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“ Hofer’s all, as you are aware, is embarked in
his estate at Lanka, and a considerable portion
of Miss Mowbray’s little fortune is similarly in-
vested. He was, therefore, dreadfully dismayed
at the prospect before him; and doubtless the
more 50, as his precipitate rashness, contrary to
Mrs. Hofer’s entreaties and our suggestions, had
been the cause of Miss Mowbray’s misfortune.
His distressed appearance astonished me when 1
first beheld him, so greatly had two months
changed him from the happy, cheertul, hopeful
being whom I had left at Kandy, after our trip
to the north, into the dejected, care-worn looking
man whom I found at Lanka. Yet he was the
only one of his little circle who appeared to take
it so much to heart. Miss Mowbray still main-
tained her wonted sprightliness and vivacity, or,
at least, if she did not feel 1t she assumed it ; and
Mrs. Hofer, although she must have shared the
anxiety of her husband, allowed none of that
anxiety to appear in her countenance and manner.
She was the same contented-looking being she
ever appeared, watchful to perform the smallest
minutiee of her duty with the same earnestness
and attention that had ever been the charac-
teristics of her nature—if possible, indeed, more
attentive, more complying, more anxious to please
her husband and Lighten his load than she had
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ever been. I was distressed beyond measure at the
time to find or fancy that my appearance was not
hailed with that friendly cordiality, by either her
or her husband, which I had experienced in times
past. Hofer doubtless remembered, with keen
regret, that he had not taken my suggestions and
yours for delay in the disposal of Miss Mowbray’s
fortune with that courtesy which he might have
shown ; and Mrs. Hofer, I thought, rather
avoided me than otherwise. Miss Mowbray was
still the same; and, although some letters have
passed between us, I do not find that my suit
makes much progress. Whatever the motives of
their conduct, I certainly should have had little
encouragement to call again at Lanka, had it not
been thav Hofer subsequently unbosomed himself,
and, in riding part of the way home with me,
fully explained his intentions, with his usual
friendly confidence and warmth.

“‘TFowler,” said he, breaking a long silence, as
we rode up the hill at the other side of the Paloya,
opposite his bungalow, ¢ Fowler, I am on the very
verge of ruin. All that I had, with the most
trifling exception, is invested here, and, if the
predictions of my friends are correct, I know not
what will become of us. If, therefore, I have
been strange or cold to-day, forgive it in con-
sidering my position.” My dear Hofer,” said I,
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¢ what need of speaking thus? You and I are
too intimate to be offended with each other about
trifles. But you surely take too gloomy a view
of things.” ‘No,” he replied, ‘I take the true
view. I know my position fully. It is not for
myself that I grieve so. I can battle with the
world bravely, and feel no hwrt; but it is for
those whom I have led into this misery that my
heart bleeds. I do not fear to tell you all, for I
look upon you as a sincere friend. When I see
the uncomplaining devotion of those who have
followed me from their happy English home to
this damned island—when I see them still cheer-
ful and contented, acting more like angels than
women—I feel as if I were a wretch for having
brought them to this ruin. It would be impos-
sible to describe the resignation, the cheerful,
happy-looking resignation, with which my wife
has set about retrenchment; the firm fortitude
with which she anticipates the worst, and is will-
ing to prepare for it. O, Fowler, when I think
how I have slighted her, the best and fondest of
women—when I think how I have often neglected
and injured her, by cruel indifference and want
of the most ordinary attention to her wishes—
when I think of the resignation, the calm, un-
complaining resignation, with which she has
borne all this from me—I feel how great a
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wretch T have been, how unworthy I have been
of such a treasure.” ‘I fear, Hofer, said I,
whilst the tears started to my eyes, as 1 re-
membered what you and I had often thought
and expressed to each other on this subject—°1
fear, Hofer, you allow your gloomy forebodings
of pecuniary losses to colour your domestic re-
flections. T do not believe that any woman,
in any sphere of life, could exhibit more bravery
and resolution than Mrs. Hofer does; and I
am sure that her every look and her every
action prove her affection for you to be as great
as ever—so far is her conduct from encouraging
your melancholy reflections.” < Why that’s the
very thing,” said he, hastily; ¢were she roundly
to accuse me of my faults, I should confess them
and be satisfied. Were she openly to tell her
wrongs and griefs, and point to me as their
cause, I could bear it better; but when she acts
as if T had all along been the most loving and
affectionate of husbands, as if she had nothing to
complain of from me,, 1t 1s that which distresses
me most, and makes me feel how inexcusable my
conduct has been. I have felt angry with her,
God forgive me—yes, I do not mind telling you,
unmarried though you be—I have felt angry
with her that we are childless. 1 have left the
house gloomily, looking upon it as joyless and
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hopeless, because the sunlight laugh of infancy
was not to be heard in it, and I have returned to
it with a sigh, exclaiming that there could be no
happiness in a childless home; and she has not
complained, but rather exerted herself the more
to make that home full of beauty and comfort for
me. I have told her that I should bring other
children of mine from the neighbouring village
to be brought up in our bungalow; and she has
declared, with the sweetness of an angel, although
not without a tear, that she would be willing to
rear any child I might adopt. T have seen all
this, and seen it unmoved, as only the heartless
can see such things. And now, O God! it is
torture to think of it !’

“ <Have you tried to sell Lanka?” I asked,
anxious to change the topic, for I felt afraid that
he would be angry with himself, and dislike me,
subsequently, for having told me all this. “From
the very first intimation of coming disaster, I
tried to do so, but without success. Estates be-
came a drug in the market, as you know, the mo-
ment the faintest whisper of the coming evil
spread.” ¢ Too true,” said I, ¢ our house sent out
directions from London three months ago to sell
Parala, but we have been unable to do so.” It
is the case with every one,” said he, vehemently,
‘ ruin’ stares us all in the face. How strange!
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that T should have thought it a misfortune to
have no children, when now I think it my
greatest blessing that we have none. Nor have
I told you all, Fowler, and I will tell you, for you
are a true friend, and may one day, if the clouds
disperse, be a relation. To her sister, Mrs. Hofer
breathed no word of all this. Miss Mowbray has
looked upon her ever as the same happy bride she
parted with in England, and not a look, not a
hint, has intimated to her that she is mistaken.
Would that T were worthy of such goodness !
Would that good, instead of evil, fortune had
made me truly sensible of her worth! However,
do not fancy that I have given up hope and am
resolved to sit down quietly in despair. Far from
it! By the next steamer I go to Bombay, where
a relative of mine is high in the civil service—
Secretary to Government in fact—and has often
professed his desire to serve me, if in his power.
I mean to put his professions to the test. He
owed his present position partly to my father.
It is time for him to repay the obligation.” I
am glad to hear it,” said I, ¢ and I trust you may
be quite successful. But do you purpose leaving
your plantation now, when the busy season is
fast approaching ‘I must,” he replied, ‘Plovel
goes home, he tells me, at the end of the cold
season, and therefore it is time I were there
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already.” ¢ And Mrs. Hofer and Miss Mow-
bray »” T asked. ¢ They will spend the month,
during which I shall be absent, with the Mouats
at Ruminacaddee " < With the Mouats!” T ex-
claimed. ‘Yes,” said he, ‘why not? Mouat
has often asked us, and, as I have hired an Euro-
pean, who happened to be idle at Kandy, to look
after Lanka, during that period, they could not
do better. Perhaps you would not mind nding
over occasionally to see how he gets on. It would
not be pleasant for them to be living there with
a boor in constant proximity, and, at Mouat’s
they will be near enough to exercise some sort
of control over the property.” ¢ Does Mrs. Hofer
approve of stopping with the Mouats ?” T asked.
 Why I am sorry to say,” replied he, that she
has always had a prejudice against Mouat—a
most unwarrantable, unfounded prejudice. But
Ada and I have langhed her out of it, and she
has consented at length.” Shortly after, Hofer
turned his horse’s head homewards, and left me
to pursue my further long and weary ride alone.
It appeared all the longer and more wearisome
from the heaviness of my heart.”

Hofer departed for Bombay. He spent a few
days with us in Colombo before the steamer sailed,
and even my uncle, placid and unobservant as he
was, could not fail to notice the contrast presented
by the weary-looking, haggard visage he brought
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from the jungle, and the joyous, mirthful one,
which he had borne there. I had always dis-
liked Mouat, the magistrate at Ruminacaddee—
even from the first moment of my acquaintance
with him, but particularly since the affair of
Siggins, in which his want of humanity and
zeal in the performance of his duty, had com-
pletely disgusted me. Like every one else too,
he was an admirer of Mrs. Hofer—no one indeed
could witness her devotion to a cold and unfeel-
ing hushand, as Hofer had too long been, or her
method of accommodating herself to the position
in which she was placed, without feeling at once
respect and admiration for her. It was about a
fortnight after Hofer’s departure for Bombay that
Fowler wrote to me as follows:

“The contents of my present letter will amaze
you, as much as the circumstances which have
occurred have astonished me. I write to you,
my dear friend, from Kandy jail, and am here,
according to the justest letter of the law, a
prisoner.  Yet if the thing were to be done
again, I should do it. A few days ago I received
the following letter from Mrs. Hofer .—

“ <My pEar Mr. FowLER,

““I nave been subjected to the most gross
and unwarrantable insults by Mr. Mouat, during
the past two days. Anxious to avoid a rupture
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between him and my husband, who is, T fear,
under some obligations to him, I merely warned
him at first that a repetition of his offence would
drive me from his roof. He has had the andacity
to repeat it, and nothing but his own precipitate
retreat prevented the matter being known to the
entire household. He is a deep, designing villain,
Mr. Fowler, and as such I would proclaim him to
the world, were it not that I fear my husband’s
relations with him are of such a character as to
make it possible for him to revenge himself effec-
tually. I have not even informed my sister of
the grossness of his conduct, or of the disgraceful
and degrading importunity of which T have been
the victim. I have merely informed her that
Mzr. Mouat’s conduct is not pleasing to me, and
that T am resolved to leave his house. I do not
like going to Lanka, as Mr. Hofer desired me not
to return thither during his absence, and he
might be annoyed if I did so; but the Masseys
have importuned me frequently to join them at
Kaduganava, and if you will oblige us by bring-
ing in our horses and servants, and by accom-
panying us to Kandy, we shall feel very grateful.

“ <0, Mr. Fowler, you cannot imagine how
miserable this incident has made me, for often
have I heard my husband declare that no woman
is ever subjected to insult by a gentleman, who

VOL. I I
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does not by some levity of conduct induce it.
God knows I have endeavoured to be very care-
ful; but enough of this, you will pardon, I am
sure, the repinings of an afflicted soul. If my
husband should think 1l of me, I am ‘i'ndeed
undone! I know I can confide in your prudence
and friendship. If ever you have felt a spark of
kindly feeling for me or for my husband, or of
affection for my sister, let me beg of you to keep
this matter secret. I would not, for the world,
that it were known. When you come, of course
you will appear ignorant of it.
¢« ¢ Believe me,
“ DMy dear Mr. Fowler,
““Yow’s, very sincerely,
‘< Emma Horer.’

“ My blood boiled as I read this letter. She,
the purest and loveliest of womankind, to be sub-
jected to gross ill-treatment! /Aow gross and
how distressing, the fact of her disclosing it to
me was suflicient to prove, whilst her resolution
to depart, notwithstanding her husband’s wishes
to the contrary, attested it. How base, mean,
cowardly, and unprincipled must have been the
wretch, who could thus shamefully violate hos-
pitality ; who could take advantage of a husband’s
absence, and his own accidental power as a host!
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Yet this villain I was to meet with a smiling
face, as though I did not know him to be the
basest specimen of humanity !

“T rode off to Lanka at once, sending a second
horse of my own to await my arrival at Rumina-
caddee. Yet, with all my speed, three hours
had elapsed from the time when I received Mus.
Hofer’s letter until I presented myself at Mr.
Mouat’s house. It was already past two o’clock,
and I was fearful they would not leave for
Kandy that evening, but I had miscalculated
the resolution of the injured lady. She was quite
prepared. She had already, indeed, sent oft her
luggage, and was calmly awaiting my arrival.
Mouat met me at the door as I dismounted.
‘How do you do? said he, extending lus hand,
and looking searchingly into my eyes. 1 shook
his hand, as warmly, God forgive me, as if I had
been his best friend, and, at the same time,
looked straight in his face, as if I were looking
mto the face of an honest man. ¢ You are going
to escort the ladies to Kandy,” said he, ‘I should
have accompanied them, but business is so press-
ing.” We went into the drawing-room; Mrs.
Mouat was there, and exclaimed, ‘ How! Al!
Indeed!” much oftener than usual. <We have
no time to lose, ladies,” said I, rising, and offering
my arm to Mrs. Hofer. DMouat would have given
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his to Miss Mowbray, but she declined it, and
took mine also. With a sidelong glance of
surprise, in which T rejoiced at his discomfiture,
I saw a dark scowl pass over his face as the
young lady joined me; it was almost instanta-
neously dispelled, however, and, in his blandest
voice, he observed, ‘the clouds are friendly in
keeping the sun away to-day, and, at this season
of the year there is no fear of rain.” ‘I think we
shall have a very pleasant ride,” said I. The ladies
shook hands with Mrs. Mouat and her children,
and bowed silently to Mouat, as I assisted them
into their saddles. My own fresh horse was ready
—the servants were far away on the road—and,
as Mrs. Mouat muttered ¢ Adieu!” once more, as
if to show that she was still equal to the effort,
we struck into the Kandy road, all three abreast.

“ For a considerable time no word was spoken
on either side, and thinking that it might be
expected of me to start some topic of conversa-
tion, I mentioned Marandhan and our trip to
Anuradhapoora. I was replied to, and, for a
time, the conversation was kept up, but gradually
the pauses became longer and longer, until silence
again prevailed. Each was too busy with the
thoughts of each, and so, mournfully and sadly,
we made our way to Kandy. Again and again
did T start new themes, talking much nonsense
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to try and make them talk, but, like a candle
flickering in its socket, the bursts were all quite
temporary, invariably sinking at last to nothing.
More than once did I observe large round drops
standing in Mrs. Hofer’s eyes, or coursing each
other down her cheeks ; even Miss Mowbray was
grave ; her light buoyant spirits seemed quite to
have deserted her, and to have settled into gloom
and melancholy.

“The sun was just setting as we arrived at
the southern end of the Iandian lake—the pro-
menaders and equestrians and charioteers were
taking their last round. We had resolved upon
calling on some friends of the ladies in Kandy,
with whom they usually stopped when remaining
in the town, but, on arriving at the house, we
found the family had left for Colombo, and that
strangers were temporarily occupying it. There
were many others who had often made offers of
rooms and tenders of friendship to Hofer, but
Mrs. Hofer was too sensitive to intrude thus
unexpectedly upon them, and preferred, therefore,
going to the hotel. Here there was ample ac-
commodation, and we found our servants and the
luggage awaiting us.

“ Dinner was soon ready, and, as we sat down
to it—we three alone—I did not feel quite so
indignant at the conduct which had thus thrown
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us together. Miss Mowbray’s gloom gradually
dissipated, and Mrs. Hofer exerted herself to
make her sister less sad, with great success, so
that, had a stranger watched us, he would not
have believed that our accidental party had been
formed by the poignant affliction of one member
of it. - T made more progress that evening with
Miss Mowbray, than I had done in many months
before ; the clouds gradually opened, I thought,
and a ray of sunshine shot into the little room,
to which accident and misfortune had driven us.
I was in great vein. The confidence that had
been reposed in me—the position in which I was
placed—the juxtaposition with so much loveli-
ness, at a small table—all conspired to make me
joyous and hopeful. The cause which had thus
driven us all to Kandy was forgotten, or, at all
events, not once alluded to, and, as we chatted
and played whist, with much talking, I felt in-
debted to Mouat for an evening’s happiness.

“Thad been in the saddle seven hours that day,
and yet I keenly regretted the necessity of going
to bed, but inexorable time did not delay a mo-
ment because 1 was so happy, and, as the clock
struck ten, the ladies vanished.

“The ride to Kaduganava, which we accom-
plished early next morning, before breakfast, was
a pleasanter one than that to Kandy the evening
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before had been; and having spent the day with
the Masseys, who saw nothing extraordinary in
our visit, so migratory are we coffee-planters, T
returned at night to Kandy, and next day reached
Parala again, sincerely hoping that some op-
portunity would be granted me of giving Mouat
a horse-whipping.

“The following day, Pring, a planter in our
neighbourhood, and a man for whom I have a
great esteem, came over to spend the evening and
the night with me, in order to hear what news I
had lately received from England. In the course
of conversation Mouat was mentioned. I did not
of course say a word of Mrs. Hofer’s ill-treat-
ment, but I expressed great dislike generally for the
magistrate, and my conviction that he was neither
honest as a man nor honourable as a gentleman.
¢ His administration of justice,” said Pring, ° ap-
pears to me to be far from impartial; he knows
that men can hire witnesses to swear anything
they please, and yet, when it suits him, he can
declare he must abide by the evidence; at other
times, again, he finds no such necessity. Siggins
always comes off well at his court, as I found to
my cost, the other day. Our estates adjoin, you
know.—¢ I wish I had a decent excuse for horse-
whipping Mouat,” I observed, quictly. Pring
laughed: ¢ Why,” said he, after a little, ‘I could
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give you that excuse. I have a letter m which
he speaks of you as “ that coxcomb, Fowler;”
but no, it would be a serious matter —he is
the Chief Justice’s cousin or nephew, and you
would certainly be put in jail.” ‘I don’t care for
that,” said I; < have you, indeed, got such a letter ?
If so, let me have it at once.” “No, no,” said
Pring ; ‘it would be too serious a matter. Mouat
and 1 were once extremely intimate, but latterly
he has taken a greater fancy to Siggins, perhaps
because Siggins’s brother is rising in the service.
At all events, such is the case, and his late deci-
sion is a proof of it.” Pring, said I, ‘ you must
positively let me have that letter. I am ex-
tremely anxious for it, and you need not fear any
dreadful consequence.” ¢ Well,” said he, at length,
“if’ you think so to-morrow you can send over to
me for it. I preserved it as a curiosity, and in
order that, if his predictions were fulfilled, I
might remind him of it.” ¢ What prediction?’ T
asked. €O, you will see it when you get the letter,’
he replied.

“It was with burning anxiety that I waited
for the next day. Scarcely had Pring left ere I
dispatched a swift-footed coolie after him for the
important document, and it was not without a
certain feeling of anxious impatience that I opened
it when my messenger had returned. The former
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portion of it was about business; towards the
conclusion, however, I read the following:—¢T
spent last evening at the Hofers. Mrs. Hofer is
decidedly the handsomest woman I have ever
seen, and better than that, is sprightly and unaf-
fected, which handsome women seldom are. That
coxcomb, Fowler, was there. He thinks himself
handsome, too, and if Hofer and he do not fall
out some of these days it will be a wonder. I
saw enough to suggest consequences. Well, upon
my life, T don’t wonder at it, for she ¢s a fasci-
nating woman, and would turn any man’s head,
even though it were solider than Fowler’s. Adieu,
yours, &e¢.” The lying scoundrel ! it was thus that
he could write, even when he must have known
that the insinuations he penned were unfounded, for
no one could have been more correct than I was,
as you know, in all that appertained to Mrs. Hofer.

“ Puatting the letter in my pocket then, I
saddled my horse, and made at once for Rumina-
caddee—a stout riding whip in my hand, and
anger in my breast. Yet it was not so much for
the letter as for his insult to Mrs. Hofer, that T
was about to punish him. Although my excellent
bay tattoo went at a rattling gallop over the un-
even trace, he could not go fast enough for my
impatience. Mouat was on the bench when I
arrived at the court house. This was as T had

13
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anticipated. I much preferred chastising him
there, to doing 1t in his own house, to the alarm
of his innocent wife and children. I was shown
into his office, a small room adjoining the court
house. I waited here for a little, and then rising,
examined the doors. There were two, one of
which closed by a bar and two bolts. That one
T shut. The two windows at the opposite ends of
the little room, were also open. These I shut and
fastened, and then, putting the key inside of the
remaining door,—that by which he would enter,—
I sat down and wrote a line to him, asking if he
would give me an interview for a few minutes.
The messenger who had been sitting at the door,
and who had watched my movements with sur-
prise, took the note to him, and, mechanically I
dare say on his part, perhaps indeed without
looking at the signature attentively, Mouat left
the court and came into the office. I met him at
the door, and shutting it after him, turned the
key. ‘There is no necessity to lock the door,
Mzr. Fowler,” said he, turning pale, as he watched
my face intently, < our communication can be per-
fectly private without that.” ¢Did you write
that ?” said I, handing to him the letter. ¢ Let
me explain,” said he, as he perused the part pointed
out to him, his face becoming deadly pale, for
villainy and cowardice are ever in conjunction—
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he had not time for another word, when my
horsewhip descended with force on his shoulder,
at the same time that I grasped him firmly by his
coat collar.  He made no resistance, as the blows
descended in showers upon his shoulders, one or
two 'striking him, as I afterwards found, in the
face, but he roared lustily, and shouted ¢peons,’
“peons !” ‘murder,” ‘murder I’

“ A crowd of natives assembled at the doors
and at the windows, and there was infinite talk-
ing without, whilst I belaboured the scoundrel
soundly. At length they began to attack the
outside door, which was the most strongly barred.
I had executed my purpose, however, and, as the
villain writhed and winced under the infliction, 1
telt satisfied. We were not far from the door by
which he had entered, and, as I saw the outer
door yielding, I turned the key and walked boldly
into the now deserted court. A moment sufficed
to bring me by the side of my faithful horse who
was somewhat scared at the uproar, and appeared
delighted to see me again. ¢ Arrest him, arrest
him,” T heard the unworthy magistrate shouting
after me, and four or five native police darted
down the court-yard to obey him. But they were
paltry Singhalese, and my English blood was up,
boiling in fact. Two of them only dared to lay
their hands on me, but I was already in the
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saddle. Ome blow to each owner of the hands,
one touch of the spur, and we were off, a whole
troop of natives shouting wildly and bravely be-
hind. My horse was frightened out of what
little stock of wits nature had endued him with,
and scarcely subsided from a hard gallop to a
canter, even when the estate was in sight.

“ <If any of the police come to arrest me to-
day or to-night,” said 1 to my head cangany, on
arriving, ¢ you must not permit them to reach
the bungalow. But if they come to-morrow after
breakfast, you may admit them.” ¢ Bokoma hondhi,
mahathma,” (very good, Sir,) was the reply. Iwent
to bed that night with the pleasing consciousness
of having discharged a duty T owed to myself, to
Mrs. Hofer, and to society at large.

“No police, however, made their appearance
that day, nor the next, to my great surprise. I
began to think that Mouat was actually muster-
ing up courage enough to send me a challenge,
which would have disconcerted me much more
than the police, for I have always condemned
duelling on principle. Not that, had he done so,
I should have refused to be his target for a shot
or two, although [ certainly should not fire at
any man, and thus run the risk of being a mur-
derer; nor did I indeed fear much what he could
do when a pistol was opposite to him, for he was
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too arrant a knave and coward to fire, under such
circumstances, with any precision. T thought
much all day about the matter, at the same time
that I made every preparation for a prolonged
absence from home. I wrote to Marandhan,
telling him of the whole of the circumstances, and
asking if he had any trustworthy servant who
could take my place during my absence, in case I
were arrested. He replied, in the most friendly
way, that his eldest son Tisso, who was now ap-
proaching manhood, and who had just returned
from pursuing his studies in Colombo, should
take my place, and as he would be able frequently
to visit the estate himself, I need be under no
apprehensions on that account. The concluding
words of his letter struck me much, they were
“You remember what you told me of Siggins,
and his barbarity to a Kandian whose daughter
he had forcibly retained in his bungalow. In my
capacity of Modliar, which still arms me with
some legal authority, I sent for the Mohandiram
of the village, and examined him on the subject.
There was much lying and prevarication. I have
sifted the matter thoroughly, however, and my
conviction is that the poor man, who died shortly
after, did not come by his death fairly. I believe
further, and can partially prove, that a consider-
able sum of money had been paid to the police
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sergeant at Ruminacaddee to hush up the matter,
and, from what I know of other cases, I should
not wonder if some of this money found its way
into a certain magistrate’s hands. Such is the
way justice is administered now ! but Mouat is a
relative of the Chief Justice, and, in order to con-
vince that magnate of his delinquency, the proofs
must be perfectly clear.

« < However this matter terminate, count on
me, for any assistance, of any kind, that I can give
you, and believe me, when I assure you that I
am most sincerely yours,

“ ¢ MARANDHAN.

“ Here was much food for thought and specu-
lation !

“ The next morning fifteen mounted police
from Kandy appeared from one side, at the same
time that Marandhan and Tisso rode up on the
other. I was not surprised at the advent of
either, although I must confess the number of
the police astonished me. What a dangerous
character 1 must have been represented to the
honest District Judge of Kandy to have been,
before he would have despatched such a force! Or
perhaps they anticipated that I intended to call
out all the coolies on the estate, and to make a
pitched battle of it! But they were mistaken !
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It was amusing to see the homest perplexity of
the sergeant who commanded the party, anxious
to secure my person, on the one hand, and, on
the other, to do so as civilly and politely as pos-
sible. ¢ Mr. Fowler will promise to go quietly
with you,” said Marandhan. ¢ You may be per-
fectly easy, he has no intention whatever of
escaping.” ‘If the gentleman promises to come
quietly, of course he will) replied the sergeant.
‘I know English gentlemen well; when they say
they will do a thing, they keep their word.” I
promise faithfully,” said 1.

“ That morning I was ushered into the jail at
Kandy. My room was by no means uncomfort-
able,—a fact which I afterwards found I owed to
Marandhan’s prudent foresight, but the heat was
dreadful, and I was obliged to hire two coolies to
fan me without intermission, relieving each other
every two or three hours. During the entire
time that I have been writing this long epistle, a
half-naked Kandian has been standing in front
of me, moving laboriously a huge fan from side
to side, and causing a commotion in the air suf-
ficient to drive every scrap of paper, not properly
secured by heavy weights, off the table.

“ Brought up before the District Judge, I had
the pleasure of sceing Mouat, still smarting from
his castigation, and his face bearing evidence that
some portion of my blows had not reached their
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intended destination. I confessed the assault,
alleging, as the provocation, a letter in which he
had called me a coxcomb, and accused me of
attempting seduction, or, at all events, insinu.
ating as much, but the letter I could not produce,
although T doubt not Mouat could have done so,
had he so willed it, as it was left in his office.
Pring confirmed my statement, however. An
aggravated account =of the affair was given
by Mouat’s witnesses, and the trial ended by
my being fined 50/, and imprisoned for two
calendar months, or for six, if the fine were not
paid in the interval. Marandhan, who was in
court, lent me the money at once, and I now
await patiently the expiration of my term of
imprisonment. The whole affair will form an
interesting article for the Herald, which has been
rather dull lately, though you must pardon me
saying so.”

Some time after, Fowler wrote as follows :—

“ The following letters from Mrs. Hofer and
Miss Mowbray have just arrived, and have afforded
me even more consolation than your late kind
remarks.

«“ <My Dear MRr. FowLzR,

“ “Wg have heard with mingled pain and
pleasure of your trial and imprisonment, with
its cause. Believe me, I am grateful, deeply
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grateful, to you. He deserved all you gave
him, and more. Was it on my account osten-
sibly, however, that you horsewhipped him, or
on some other? I know full well that it was,
really, but what was the assigned cause, or
was there any? If my sympathy, warm and
hearty as it is, can lighten your affliction, be
certain that you have it without reserve.

“ T am sorry to say Captain Reid is here, and
is daily making inroads into Miss Mowbray’s
heart. If this news afflict you, I am sorry for it,
but it is better you should know the truth, than
that it should be concealed from you. [Her im-
pression is, however, that your proposal sprung
more from friendship for me and my husband,
than from affection for her. T trust it may be
so. Deep and dark as are the clouds that sur-
round us, your friendship is a bright gleam of
sunshine that pierces through and enlightens
the gloom. Would that you were as happy as
you deserve to be.

“ < Yours, smcerely,
< Emya Horer.

“ Miss Mowbray’s was in a very different
style :—
“ <My Drar Sir,
“ I ax glad to see that your fondness for
old books does not prevent your acting like a
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true-hearted cavalier. You have my thanks,
small as is their worth, for reminding Mr. Mouat
of his duty, even although the hint were some-
what broad. But surely it was not on my sis-
ter’s account that you horsewhipped him! if so,
what will her husband say? Were you not
usurping one of his privileges? Ernest Hofer is
not the man to be trifled with; besides, the
matter has been kept quite secret. T am truly
sorry you should have been imprisoned for so
long. To one so fond of study, doubtless the
confinement and solitude will not be so irksome
as it would be to the frivolous portion of man or
womankind, like myself. I hope you will visit
us at once on your release, that my sister may
tell you, with her own fair lips, how grateful she
1s, a recompense infinitely more valuable to you,
than anything you could have from
“ < Yours, faithfully,
“ ¢ Apa Mowsray.’

“There 1s a contrast between the two letters
that jars upon my thoughts and feelings—Dbe-
tween the unaffected gratitude and heart-utterance
of the one, and the coldly-playful ironical badi-
nage of the other. To Mrs. Hofer the very idea
of my having chastised Mouat on her behalf
must be dreadful, as inevitably leading to a full
discovery of a matter she wishes to conceal from
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her husband; yet how unselfishly she is willing
to submit to it, without the slightest dimmution
of her friendly feeling for me. I must hasten to
assure her that Mouat’s insult to her had nothing
ostensibly to do with the matter.”

About a month after, Fowler wrote fully
again :—

“Tt was about a week after I had despatched
my last letter to you before I began to find my
imprisonment grow irksome and annoying. Up
to that time the pleasure of writing to you and to
others, study, reflection, and Marandhan’s friend-
ship, all conspired to prevent my feeling the pu-
nishment as I might otherwise have done; but as
day after day wore on in the same monotonous
tediousness and uniformity, as night after night
found me restless and unhappy, I began to feel
what imprisonment was, and of how much he is
deprived who has lost his liberty. Not that re-
flections about the estate added much to my bitter
disquietude—of Tisso’s management I heard the
most satisfactory accounts from both Pring and
Marandhan. Even my relatives, too, had written
to say, that, under the circumstances in which I
was placed, I could not have done otherwise ; yet
the full weight of sorrow caused by loss of liberty
and want of efficient employment, was pressing
heavily upon me, the iron, in fact, was entering
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into my soul; and yesterday evening, as I was
trying to keep my thoughts fixed on some elo-
quent novel that T had taken up, in the vain hope
of being roused and animated by its pictures, I
found a full tide of sorrow and repining rushing
back upon my mind, and drowning every strug-
gling sentiment of interest in the events, the
scenes, and the persons of whom I was reading.
I threw the book from me, and putting my hands
upon the table, and my head upon my hands, I
ordered the servant who was fanning me to leave
the room, and gave a full vent to my grief and
gloom in melancholy reflections. I had not been
long buried thus in the dark waters of affliction,
however, when a faint voice, whose slightest
breath is exquisite harmony, so musical is every
word which it utters, struck my ear, pronouncing
distinetly my name—¢ Mr. Fowler.” I almost
feared to look up and dissolve the enchantment,
but, as I did so, I saw the noble form of Murs.
Hofer, in all the dignity and grandeur of wo-
manly beauty, standing at the door.

“¢<Mus. Hofer,) I exclaimed, as I sprang, de-
lighted from my chair, ¢this is indeed kind, very
kind and good of you.” €A poor return,” she
answered, ¢ to one who has suffered, and is suffer-
ing, so much on my behalf” <A poor return,” T
reiterated— the richest the earth could afford.
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But are you alone?” ‘I am. We are spending
the day in Kandy. The whole party have gone
to inspect the cromlech that Marandhan showed
us, and I preferred remaining behind to visit the
modern knight-errant.” I would not have ex-
changed places with the greatest momnarch in
Christendom as I listened to the words. T must
not remain long,” she continued, ‘but T deter-
mined that the day should not pass without my
seeing and thanking you. We expect Mr. Hofer
in a few days. The Masseys are going down to
Colombo, and we intend accompanying them to
meet him ; so, this, T felt, was the only opportu-
nity I would be likely to have, and althoungh I
fear much my visit is indiscreet, and that my
husband would not approve of it, I considered
myself bound to make a little sacrifice for one
who had perilled so much for me.” I allowed her
to talk, as I gazed into her lovely face, animated
with the noblest sentiments of humanity —T
allowed her to talk, without interruption; there
was a music in the sentences, and a felicity in the
thoughts, that enchanted me.

“ ¢ Believe me, Mrs. Hofer,” said I, ¢this visit
amply repays me for all, nay, for more than all, I
have suffered ; indeed I don’t know that there
was any gratitude at all due to me, for I was re-
venging my own wrongs at the same time that T
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punished the scoundrel who insulted you.” ¢1It
is very good of you to lighten the obligation
thus,” said she, ‘but, believe me, I do not feel it
the less. I had another object, too, in calling,
and without which I might not possibly have
taken all the trouble I did to get admission. Do
you really love my sister?” ‘I know not what to
say,” I replied; ‘Ifancied for sometime I did, but
I fear I regarded her as illumined with borrowed
light ; your perfections I thought your sister must
have, and I tried to look upon her as I should
have looked upon you were you not already mar-
ried.” ¢ Mr. Fowler,” said she, whilst she brushed
a tear from her eye, ‘do not say anything that
we should both regret to think of hereafter. I
believe now that in marrying Emest Hofer I did
not marry the man who was destined to find hap-
piness in my smile or to make me happy in his;
but I am married to him, and even from you,
highly as I esteem you, I will not listen to a
word unbecoming Ernest Hofer’s wife. Enough,
or perhaps too much of this,” she continued, after
a pause, during which some tears coursed each
other down her cheeks. ¢What you say of my
sister relieves my mind of a great load; it is
evident you do not love her, and therefore her
betrothal to another cannot add to your sorrows.
Captain Reid has proposed to her, and by my ad-
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vice, she delayed her answer till Mr. Hofer’s
return. Were it not on your account I should
have advised her acceptance of him at once, for 1
know she has much affection for him, which, I
fear, she has not for you; indeed she has all
along declared that you only proposed to her be-
cause you wished to be allied in some way to us.’
“And she was right,” said I, ¢ perfectly right;
being your sister 1 could not think of her other-
wise than as an angel. Nay, do not raise your
finger at me—1I shall say no word that the most
rigid and scrupulous propriety can tremble to hear.
I do believe that I have proposed to her only be-
cause I wanted to be allied to you. Iler woman’s
quick wit saw at once through the flimsy pretence,
and she is quite right. I would, not, therefore,
have her marriage delayed on my account; as
long as I retain your esteem I care not for any
other woman’s love.’

“ Her hand was upon the table as I spoke,
and, as I saw the delicate fingers trembling with
emotion, I put my own at the moment upon it.
But reflection came to my aid at once, and, with
a gentle pressure, scarcely, indeed, a pressure at
all, I relinquished it. 'With a look she reproved
my boldness, and with a look she thanked me for
my self-denial, ‘1T have but five minutes more
to s’tay,’ said she; ‘let us talk of other matters.
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Your avowal about Ada has taken a load off a
heart but too heavily laden as it is.” < Have you
heard from Hofer? I asked. ¢I have,” was her
reply. ¢ Ile has been introduced to the Governor
at Bombay, and is sanguine of success. Never-
theless he writes despondingly, not apparently
from mental so much as from bodily suffering.
His anxieties or his late wanderings have induced
a low fever, which merely requires, he says, a little
rest and attention to shake off.” ¢ He expects to
be successful, then, in his search of an appoint-
ment?’ ¢ He says there is no doubt whatever of
his success. Mxr. Plovel has acted as a true friend ;
and, by the beginning of the cold season, he
hopes to be comfortably settled in Bombay.” ‘I
am glad to hear of his probable success,” said I,
“although I shall regret deeply the separation.
Yet perhaps it is for the best. I could not con-
tinue to see you, with the feelings which now ani-
mate my breast, without being finally miserable.”
‘It is evidently for the best,” she replied, ¢ for
both parties. Letters will be safer between us than
spoken words. In fact, 1t is quite probable that
we may not see each other again, for Mr. Hofer
writes that, if we meet him at Colombo, it will not
be necessary for us to return to Lanka, especially
as recent legislation in England has destroyed
all prospect of making the estate remunerative.’
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“Our last interview!” said I, starting up. <O,
Murs. Hofer, T had no idea of that when I spoke
m so calculating a way of our separation for ever.
You will not leave me without some assurance
that, although fate has severed us in life, sympathy
has united our hearts for ever.” ‘T will make no
confession,” said she, firmly, < which I should sub-
sequently regret to remember. Mr. Hofer and I
have not been happy at Lanka ; we may be more
so in Bombay. My coming here is evidence of
my gratitude, confidence, and esteem—more I
will not say.” ‘ And you will leave me thus
coldly in jail,” said I, ¢ without a prospect of see-
ing me again, and yet say no warm words of com-
fort to my soul, nor give me one fond embrace to
remember i later years, as a pledge of the affec-
tion which nature, in opposition to art, has nur-
tured in our souls.” The tears were trickling
down her cheeks as I spoke; but, ere 1 had con-
cluded, she had vanished from the room, and I
was again a captive and alone.”

Murs. Hofer and Miss Mowbray came to Co-
lombo with Captain Reid to await Hofer’s return
from Bombay. 1 was busily engaged in fulfil-
ling my new duties, but saw them frequently not-
withstanding. Murs. Hofer was looking anxious
and careworn, as if years, and not a few months,
had been added to her life since I had last seen her.

VOL. II. K
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She had no idea that Fowler had written to me
of all that had happened; and I took care to
avoid any allusion to him which might awaken
suspicion in her mind. At length Hofer arrived.
He did not delay more than a day or two in
Colombo before proceeding to his estate to wind
up affairs previous to his final departure for
Bombay, and I had consequently no opportunity
of seeing him. A few days after he had left I
received from Fowler the following :—

“ It was on the very day that I last conversed
with Marandhan, who has been unremitting in
visiting me, that I received the following letter
from Mr. Hofer. I have delayed writing to you
for some time, until I had attempted to arrange
matters peaceably ; but having failed, notwith-
standing the most strenuous endeavours on my
part, there is no reason why I should not
transcribe it for you, in accordance with my pro-
mise. It was brought to me exactly a week
before the term of my imprisonment expired ;
and I now again address you as a free, but at the
same time as a disheartened, disconsolate man.
But the letter—here it is :—

“ < MRr. FOowLER,
“¢By a constant profession of friendship
for me you succeeded at first in winning my
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affection and esteem. The amiability and moral
excellence of your nature appeared to me only
equalled by your intellectual cultivation and
ability. Little did I then conceive that your
affected friendship was but a cloak to help you to
the seduction of my wife; and that when, at a
more recent period, you professed your desire to
become allied to us, it was still only that you
might be enabled the more craftily to execute
your nefarious project. But, Sir, your villany
yes, your villany, I deliberately repeat it — has

been unmasked, and I now know you as you are.
Your late abduction of Mrs. Hofer and Miss
Mowbray from Mr. Mouat’s house is but the
chmax of a series of audacities which my own
wilful blindness alone must have prevented my
seeing as others have seen them. I do not mean
that you forcibly removed them to spend an
evening and a night with you at Kandy. Doubt-
less your fertile brain suggested some excuse
which they are now ashamed to own as having
deceived them. But this, Sir, is not all. You
are aware it is not long since, laying aside all
female delicacy and modesty, my wife visited you
alone in jail. True, I have these heart-rending
tidings from your enemy

from the man whom
you horsewhipped for having divined your true
character ; but I have them further on the oaths
K2
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of others. Can you deny them? Can you say
there is no truth in them ? If so, write it, and
give the paper to Captain Reid, who will take
this to you; and although my wife can never
again be to me what she has been, although she
and T can never again share the same home or live
under the same roof, it will lighten a sorrow-laden
heart to read your words, and in spite of myself
I will believe them and apologize for my present
injustice. But, if you cannot deny these allega-
tions, then how great is not your guilt and hers!
after the open-hearted confidence, too, with which
I spoke to you of my own feelings! Nay, was it
not on that you built rather? I believe so from
my soul. You are a villain, Sir—a deep, design-
ing villain—if you cannot deny these charges.

‘ ErNest Horer.’

“ Captain Reid brought the missive, and po-
litely begged that I would either write the con-
tradiction required, or refer him to a friend. I
read the letter twice—my brain was whirling,
and, in its excitement, the little room which had
been for two months my abode, appeared a
boundless expanse. O God! I muttered, as the
whole matter flashed through my mind, this is
indeed, dreadful! ‘Nay, Sir, said I, aloud,
recollecting Captain Reid’s presence ‘it is not
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for myself I grieve. Does Mrs. Hofer know of
all this?” I cannot tell,” said he, calmly, ‘she
and Miss Mowbray are in Colombo, where Hofer
and I left them.” ¢This is all that scoundrel
Mouat’s doings,” said I. ¢ Then of course you
can contradict it all,” said he, ‘and in that case I
have instructions to hand you this note, which is
of a very different character, and to destroy with
my own hands that one.” ‘Do you know the
contents of this letter? T asked. ‘I do not,
was the reply, ‘I neither read it nor heard it
read, but I can guess its import.” I will ex-
plain the whole of the circumstances to you —.
‘ Pardon me,” said he, interrupting me, ‘my in-
structions are not to demand explanations, but to
get the contradiction. Write it, if you please,
and give it to me first, and then I will listen to
any explanations you please, but only as a matter
of private conversation between us.” ¢ Why,
Sir, these allegations are a tissue of falsehood and
misrepresentation.” ‘I beg you will calm your-
self,” said he, again interrupting me, but in the
politest manmer, ‘the contradiction first, and
then any observations you please,” and so saying
he placed paper and the inkstand before me. I
cannot actually contradict these assertions,” said
I, vehemently, ¢but I can explain them.” ¢Then
if ybu cannot actually contradict them, Mr.
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Fowler,” said he, placidly, ¢will you favour me
with a reference to a friend?’ ¢No, said I, ‘I
will not be cajoled into this business thus. I
must see Hofer and explain all. The happiness
of another than myself depends on it *You
cannot see Mr. Hofer, Sir,” said he,  he will not
see you. DBesides, he is confined to his bungalow
by an intermittent fever, accompanied by total
nervous derangement, and the doctor declares
that he must be kept quiet. He is ready to risk
all, however, in defence of his honour, and will
meet you when and where you please.” ‘He is
at Lanka, you say; I will go immediately on
leaving this, and a half hour of explanation will
set the whole matter right in his mind.” ‘He is
at Lanka, but you will not be admitted. I know
that orders to that effect have already been
issued. Your doing so would be infinitely worse
than meeting him in the field, as it would inevit-
ably lead to a personal rencontre. Be persuaded,
Mr. Fowler, either write the contradiction or name
your friend.” ‘I have no doubt,” said I, ‘that
Pring would act for me, if need were, but T shall
find some means of obviating the necessity yet,
believe me.” ¢ Possibly you will,’ said the Cap-
tain. ¢ Well, Sir, adien! I hope you will suc-
ceed.” So saying he left me.

“T sent off at once for Marandhan, and wrote,
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at the same time, to Pring, explaining the busi-
ness, but assuring him that it would ultimately
be arranged satisfactorily. The next day Ma-
randhan made his appearance, ever prompt to
reply to the call of friendship. I explained the.
whole matter to him, confessed my own impru-
dence, but strongly and emphatically declared
the perfect innocence and propriety of Mus.
Hofer’s conduct in every respect. I told him all
about Mouat and his insult to her, and begged
him to go to Hofer and explain matters. He
promised to do so at once, and, at the same time,
resolved to disclose to him all the villany of
Mouat, of which he was yet ignorant, in relation
to Siggins’ case.

«“ Whilst Marandhan was with me, and we
were talking the matter over, it seemed to me
impossible that he should not be successful in
clearing the clouds from Hofer’s mind, and in
throwing a flood of light upon the whole trans-
action, but when he had gone and T reflected
calmly on the chain of evidence, by which
Mouat had wrought conviction in the unsus-
pecting breast of his friend, I felt that the
mission was fruitless, and that my inability to
contradict the assertions would far outweigh all
other considerations however reasonable and just.

«I was perfectly right. The next day Ma-
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randhan returned, weary with his fruitless
journey, dispirited at its result. Hofer would
not even hear him speak on the subject, but, in
great excitement, ordered him to leave the house,
.or to speak on some other topic, and this, with
such violent passion, that the benevolent peace-
maker feared lest injury to the sick man might be
the result of his perseverance. He finally offered
a written statement of the entire affair, which I
had carefully drawn up, but Hofer furiously tore
1t into pieces and threw them back to him.
“There was no help for it. I must stand
before him with a pistol in my hand, for he
swore, in Marandhan’s presence, if I did not
meet him like a gentleman, I should be horse-
whipped like a dog. I have many conscientious
scruples against duelling. I abhor and detest it,
but what can I do? Is it not better to run the
risk of being shot by him, than to be exposed to
a personal assault in which I must defend my-
self 7 In his present condition, for Marandhan
says he looks miserably ill, the former will be
“satisfaction’ for him, and must end harmlessly,
so far as he 1s concerned, unless indeed he should
kill me at once,—the latter might cause his sudden
death, for it is not in man to stand quietly and
unresistingly, whilst an infuriated assailant is
showering blows upon him, and, with Hofer’s
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warm and impulsive temperament, there can be
no doubt that he would brave any penalty to
satisfy his revenge at fancied wrongs of so deep
a die. It was thus I was brought to the con-
viction, sophistical as I may hereafter consider it,
that I cannot do better than present myself on
the appointed morning at the place of rendezvous.
Pring has, in the most friendly way, made all
the necessary arrangements for me, and it only
remains to receive Hofer’s fire as bravely as I
may. As to attempting to injure him, I trust
you have not so bad an opinion of me as to fancy
me capable of it.

“Were I certain that Mrs. Hofer is ignorant of
all these matters, I should feel much more con-
tented ; depressed, gloomy, and alone as I feel
myself at present, the bitterest ingredient in my
cup of misery is the reflection that whilst I mourn
only a severed friendship, she may be deploring
the loss of almost all that she values upon earth.
At present her interference would but add fuel to
the flame and prevent all subsequent chance of
reconciliation. When the duel is over, if duel
it can be called when one only will be the fight-
ing party, Marandhan, I fecl convinced, will be
able to clear my character whether I survive it
or not. His testimony and Mrs. Hofer’s com-
bined will surely be sufficient, with proofs of

K 3
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Mouat’s villany, to carry conviction to the most
unwilling mind. Even should T fall, the con-
sequences will not be so disastrous to Hofer as I
had anticipated, for as the affair will be kept
strictly private, and the magistrate will be in no
hurry to investigate it unless depositions are
made before him, and none such will be made on
my behalf, the probability is that the whole
affair will be hushed up, and made to appear, by
Mouat’s interference, a case of accidental death—
such accidental deaths, Marandhan assures me,
are common in the jungle.

“ The following note from Pring, which I have
just received, will show you in what condition
things at present stand, and that this may pos-
sibly be the last letter you will get from Harry
Fowler. Should such be the case, however,
Marandhan will take care to inform you, I
doubt not, that I died, with the courage of a brave
man, and in the hope of a Christian.

“ ¢ Krottlo Estate, Monday.

“ < My pEarR FOWLER,

¢« CapraIN REID has just been with me,
and informs me, that Mr. Hofer 1s so much better,
the doctor has permitted him to go out to-day.
In consequence of this, I have made arrange-
ments for to-morrow morning at six, I shall be
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with you this evening and explain matters more
fully.
“ < Yours, &ec.,
“ ¢ ARTHUR PRING.

¢« ¢ P.S.—That scoundrel Mouat rode over here
the other evening just as if nothing had occurred.
I told him if he did not want a repetition of the
dose you gave him, he had better turn his horse’s
head round and be off again. You should have

seen how the intimation increased his speed.
¢ ¢ A P 2

As soon as I had received this letter from
Fowler, I called upon Mrs. Hofer in Colombo,
and happily discovered that she was ignorant of
all that was taking place in the jungle. She was
anxious indeed at not having heard for some time
from her husband, but Captain Reid’s letters to
Miss Mowbray reassured her, and she attributed
his silence to press of business.

I waited anxiously for a note from Pring or
Tisso or Marandhan about the duel, but to my
great satisfaction, I soon received the following
from Fowler :—

“ The duel is over, and T am still alive,—1I am
obliged however to make use of my friend Tisso’s
hand and pen, to indite a few lines to you, to
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assure you of my continued existence in this un-
fortunate island, and to inform you how things
went off.

“ Pring came over to Parala as he had promised,
the evening before, and great was the hurry next
morning to get to the appointed place intime.
It is a beautiful spot, and, strange as was our
mission, I could not help admiring it as we waited
for the other party. It was by the side of the
little stream, the Paloya—an overﬁanghlg rock,
leaving a bare bank beneath, that opened out on
either side to the blue sky, the thick jungle
foliage being helow us, and the hills spreading
away in two long oblique lines from the stream.
As we walked arm in arm up and down the bare
ledge, conversing of everything but of the matter
in hand, my thoughts often wandered to the
strange causes of all this turmoil and commotion,
which had so suddenly ruffled the calm surface of
our life in the jungle. Our horses had been sent
to the brow of an adjacent hill, where they were
to wait for us, if perchance they were wanted
again—if not, Pring was aware that Hofer pur-
posed coming in a palanquin belonging to Ma-
randhan, and that the doctor from Kandy, who
had been staying with him some time, would ac-
company him.

“ The distant hum of voices gradually drawing
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nearer, informed us of the approach of the op-
posite party. The palanquin had been left with
the servants at a distance, and, making their way
with difficulty through the jungle, Hofer, Reid,
and the doctor, at length made their appearance.
The aspect of Hofer, as he was supported on
either side by his two friends, surprised and dis-
tressed me. The stamp of illness was on his
countenance, which looked wasted and haggard—
whilst his tall frame, attenuated by fever, was no
longer the sturdy, athletic, muscular form it had
been. I looked upon him with pity,—there
was much in his air and manner to inspire it.
But for a moment did our eyes meet, and, in the
stern uncompromising gaze with which he re-
garded me, I saw something of astonishment,
that I was not abashed at his presence. ¢ Mr.
Hofer is wearied with his walk from the palan-
quin hither,” whispered Reid to Pring, ‘but a
minute or two will revive him—ryou have been
riding too, a little rest will steady Mr. Fowler’s
hand.” The doctor attended to Hofer, who leaned
against the rock; the two seconds walked aside
to arrange the pistols, and I continued my pere-
grination backwards and forwards. I saw that
any advance to Hofer would only meet with a
rude repulse—enmity was written on his face, and
I therefore refrained.
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“ At length the seconds made their appearance
to place us. My own pistols, I found, had been
chosen—the same that you and I practised with
a day or two before our trip to the North. Did
we then conceive to what a use they would be
subsequently applied! As I took the offered
pistol in my hand, T saw Hofer poising his
weapon, as if to try the strength of his arm, and
almost immediately letting it fall again. He
whispered a word or two to Captain Reid, who
spoke to Pring. ¢ Certainly,” whispered the latter,
‘it can make no difference.” I did not ask what
it was that could ‘make no difference’ at the
time, but I subsequently found, that Hofer, fear-
ing the strength of his arm might fail, desired
that there might be but a single signal, when
he would raise it at once and fire. I can-
not say that I felt unmoved at the position in
which I was placed, yet I was by no means un-
nerved. I knew that the moment was one on
which hung my subsequent life or death, and
the very importance of the issue to myself sent a
thrill, not of fear, but of anxious expectation,

through my frame. I felt as the eager man
~ feels who expects every moment, important news,
—whose nerves are intently strung with anxiety
and impatience.

“ We stood opposite to each other—the signal
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was given. I fired high in the air, and as the
discharge rang in my ear, another boomed forth
from the other side of the cliff, and the sharp
whizz of a bullet grated on my senses, as I almost
felt it passing my lips. Hofer was gazing in-
tently at me, and as the smoke cleared, and I
turned towards him unhurt, he threw the pistol
impatiently on the ground, and cried out to Reid,
‘ My own pistols now at all events—how could
you consent to our using these ?’ Pring mut-
tered something of ‘satisfaction.” ¢No, Sir, we
have had no satisfaction,” cried Hofer vehemently,
¢ neither he for being called a villain, nor I for the
villany.” ¢ Mr. Hofer,” said Captain Reid, in an
injured tone, ‘ your honour is in my keeping, and
I must insist on your holding no communication
with Mr. Pring on the subject.’

“¢This shot will be final,’ said Pring, as he
put another pistol into my hand, and placed me.
It may be so, in more ways than one, thought I,
as I caught Hofer’s eager gaze at me. I felt
tempted to try my luck too, for you know I am
not a bad shot, and the vindictiveness which he
appeared to exhibit, somewhat ruffled my temper,
but the thought was gone in a moment, and 1
calmly awaited—more calmly indeed than before

—the signal for the fire.
“ It was given, and scarcely had I pulled the
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trigger when my arm fell bleeding and helpless
to my side. His ball had torn through a portion
of the muscle at the back of my shoulder, grazing
the bone, but fortunately not injuring it. The
blood flowed in large quantities, and as the doctor
staunched the tide, and Hofer and Reid bade
Pring adieu, not far from me, I said to the
former, ‘ You have had satisfaction now, I trust,
Mr. Hofer; will you allow me then to explain
matters privately to you? There was no answer,
although I saw plainly that Captain Reid was
doing his utmost to induce him to return and con-
verse with me, but without success. A moment
after Reid made his appearance, and said to me,
‘Mr. Hofer acknowledges the satisfaction, Mr.
Fowler, but declines the interview. Allow me for
myself to say, that, in my opinion, no man could
have acted more honourably than you have done.
Good bye. I shall order the palanquin down
for you, immediately.” ‘The wound is not a
serious one, said the doctor, as he bandaged it,
‘ but will require care and attention, and, above
all, rest. You must keep quite quiet for a week
or perhaps a fortnight, to prevent inflanmation,
after that you can go about as usual, if there be
no fever, keeping your arm in a sling.’

“ Such was the duel.

“ Marandhan, Tisso, and Pring, have taken
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such excellent care of me that no bad symptoms
have resulted from my wound; and such is Ma-
randhan’s practical knowledge of surgery and
medicine, that I have had no occasion since to
trouble a European doctor. But, unremitting as
his care of me has been, in this respect, his
friendship has exhibited itself in another way
still more strikingly and advantageously. He
has been to Hofer twice since the duel, and has
laid before him such plain proofs of Mouat’s
treachery and villany, even without referring to
his conduct to Mrs. Hofer, that Hofer has re-
fused to see the little magistrate since. Hofer’s
obligations to Mouat appear to have been by no
means of that serious character that Murs. Hofer
supposed, so that, all this penalty of doubt,
Jealousy, and hatred, he has paid because he did
not inform his wife fully of the state of his affairs.
Hearing him mention some obligations to Mouat
of a pecuniary character she naturally looked upon
the latter as having him in his power, an impres-
sion strengthened by the rudeness of the magis-
trate to herself. DMy first letter, when I am able
to write for myself, shall be to Mrs. Hofer, asking
permission to mention the whole circumstance to
her husband, or rather asking her to state it all,
in order that the injurious impressions produced
by my conduct on his mind may be removed.
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She will have no difficulty in complying with my
request when she 1s informed that Hofer has al-
already broken with Mouat, and regards him as a
villain ; at least, I hope not, when she is further
informed of Hofer’s misapprehension of me.”

Two or three weeks after, I received the follow-
ing from Fowler, informing me of the melancholy
conclusion of Hofer’s history :—

¢ Marandhan came over to me last Friday with
the cheering assurance that, although Hofer lay
very ill at Kandy, he was now thoroughly con-
vinced of mine, and of Mrs. Hofer’s innocence.
On hearing of the increase of his fever, you are
aware that she and Miss Mowbray came from
Colombo to nurse him, and on the first intimation
of her husband’s suspicions, she fully and frankly
explained all to him.

“ The long chain of evidence respecting Mouat’s
venal administration of justice was complete, and
Marandhan himself laid it before Mr. Bluster, at
Kandy, who transmitted an account of the
charges to the Colonial Secretary at Colombo. A
secret investigation was held by one of the puisne
judges of the Supreme Court, which I believe is .
not yet concluded. At all events, however, Ru-
minacaddee has been purged of two scoundrels,
for Mouat has been suspended, during the inves-
tigation, with a very faint chance of restoration,
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and an honest upright man has been appointed in
his stead; whilst Siggins, whose property was
heavily mortgaged, finding the times bad, and his
position uncomfortable, made his way secretly to
Calcutta, whence, they say he has sailed for Aus-
tralia, where doubtless, he may expect soon to be
joined by his dear friend Mouat, at the expense of
Government.

“I got a note on Monday from Mrs. Hofer,
stating that her husband was still very ill; but
that the doctors had scarcely any fears for the
result, although they would not yet advise his
removal to the sea, and that both she and Mr.
Hofer would be delighted to see me when I could
make it convenient to call.

“T lost no time in complying with the invita-
tion, and, as I met Mrs. Hofer in the verandah
of their temporary abode in Kandy, she never
appeared more cheerful and more animated. A
favourable report from the doctor, and a favour-
able change in the patient, had conspired to give
her cheek a glow of happiness to which it had
long been a stranger. 'When I was conducted to
the sick man’s side, he grasped my hand with all
the warmth, although not with the force, of
former years, and asked me if I could forgive him
for his injurious suspicions. He appeared to me
much better than he had looked on the morning
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of the duel. I told him so; and he said, yet I
thought somewhat sadly, that he was glad of it.
A moment after, when Mrs. Hofer had left the
room, he shook his head mournfully, and said
that they were all deceived—he felt that there
was something wrong with his heart which the
doctors would not admit, and that bis recovery
was extremely uncertain if not absolutely impos-
sible. <O Fowler,” he continued, ¢ I have much to
thank you for—very much—in leading me to
value the friendship of that inestimable man
Marandhan. 'Were it not for his goodness and
his honesty I should now be one of the most
miserable of men. He has agreed to rent Lanka
from me at two hundred a-year, during the present
depression—a melancholy termination to our
bright anticipations of fortune! The engagement
is to be for ten years; but, should prices rise ten
per cent. in England, or the expenses of working
the estate, which he will do of course far more
economically than we could, fall ten per cent.,
during that period, we are to have the benefit of
it.  There is thus some provision — miserable
though it be—still something, for Mrs. Hofer ;
and in leaving her to you and Captain Reid, and
Marandhan, I do not fear but that she will be
well-cared for.” Do not speak thus, Hofer,” said
I, ‘your case is far—, ‘Nay, nay, my good friend,
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a dying man looks things in the face. I feel T
cannot live long. Hear me.’—

“I was glad to hear the rustling of a dress at
the door to interrupt the conversation, for there
was nothing in his appearance to warrant his
gloomy forebodings; but he would not be inter-
rupted—he begged his wife to leave us alone for
a few minutes, and she willingly consented.
“ Captain Reid’s leave of absence will expire in a
few days, when he must return to Colombo. He
is a man well off in the world, and in giving him
Miss Mowbray’s hand I am sure I secure, as far
as it is possible, the happiness of both. He is a
noble character, Fowler—cultivate his friendship,
and you will find him such. The poor remains of
Miss Mowbray’s little fortune—15007.,—he will
not accept.’” ¢Does he know, then, of your own
impressions P’ I asked. ‘e knows all, but, like
the rest, will not believe me,” was the reply;
‘everything is arranged, however. The 15001/ he
and she will surrender to Mrs. Hofer in the event
of my death. They are gone out now to settle
the preliminaries of their marriage, and the day
after to-morrow the wedding is to take place, im-
mediately after which they depart for Colombo.
Will you have any objection to attend the cere-
mony ?’ ‘ Not the slightest,” said I, without hesi-
tation. ¢ It is good of you to say so,” he replied,
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“and your attendance would be a great comfort
to Reid, who thinks, and thinks truly, too ,that
we have already injured you sufficiently without
giving away Ada contrary to your wishes.’

“ He continued, with an effort, ¢ No one knows
more certainly than I how unworthy I have been
of the blessings by which I have been surrounded
during the past three years and a half in Ceylon.
No one can desire to make reparation more ample
for the evils they have inflicted than I do now.
Could you look into my heart, Fowler, you would
find 1t wayward and impulsive, but not bad—Oh,
no, not bad, not altogether bad; and when I am
laid in the little cemetery on the other side of that
hill, and when you are happy in Ceylon or in Eng-
land, do not think unkindly of me, Fowler—Ilet the
grave cover my faults, and give me credit, at all
events, for a good heart at the bottom.” ¢ Hofer,’
said I, seizing his outstretched hand, and strug-
gling with my tears, < Hofer, do not speak thus.
You will yet live to be happy in Bombay, and
perhaps we may meet, by and by, in England,
when our woes in Ceylon will be but a theme to
talk of. But, should you die, there is not a man
on earth will think more highly of you than I.
I doubt if Mrs. Hofer herself entertains a higher
esteem for you, or is more sensible of your vir-
tues.” ¢Thank you, Fowler, thank you; you have
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lightened my heart. Believe me, I did not act
differently from what you would have acted had
you thought as I did, and who could think other-
wise with a false friend whispering jealousy and
rage into either ear? ‘I know it, I know it,
said I, earnestly; °banish such thoughts from
your mind, and if you really feel that your stay
on earth is to be but short, make peace, not with
me, but with One above, who is more ready to
forgive than you to ask forgiveness.” ¢ Fowler,’
said he, ‘I thank you the more for your thought-
ful friendship. Mrs. Hofer and I have prayed
earnestly together; and Oh! she is eloquent in
prayer, and I feel that I am now gradually be-
coming prepared to die. Reid is to send me a
clergyman this evening when he takes her for a
drive. I have told her that I shall not live long,
but she will not believe it, for the doctors and
my looks belie my words.’

& Shoftly afterwards Reid and Miss Mowbray,
having returned to the bungalow, entered with
Mrs. Hofer. When I looked in the young lady’s
face, and saw the glow of health and happiness
upon her cheek, and the sparkle of wit in lLer
eyes, I felt almost sorry that I had surrendered
her so easily; but I turned to her sister, and in
the warm smile with which she heard I had con-
sented to be present at the marriage, I had an
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ample compensation for my former regret. ¢ Fow-
ler has consented, in the most kind and friendly
way, to be present at your wedding, Ada,” said
Hofer to her. I feel obliged to him,” said she,
“ doubtless he will gladly act the papa on the oc-
casion, and give me away.” ‘Ada!’ said her sister,
reprovingly. ¢ I shall be very happy to do so,
said I, cheerfully, ¢ if you really wish 1t.” ¢TI do,
said she ; ‘but remember, you will only be a proxy
for my guardian in England, the clergyman of
the parish in which we were brought up. Yet
you will give me away gladly, I know, for you
would not like to meet me as Miss Mowbray
again, lest I should expect some attention from
you. ¢ How can you permit your exuberant
spirits such licence, Ada?’ said Mrs. Hofer, re-
provingly. ¢Nay, my dear Emma,” she replied,
with the most bewitching smile, ¢ Mr. Fowler and
I understand each other; there never was any
heart about his attentions to me—ordinary atten-
tions, such as every man in the jungle feels bound
to give to any young lady who will receive them
—however much I may have felt for him.” We
all laughed off the subject, and I positively think
now that she was right.

“Marandhan and his wife, with Tisso their
eldest son, the Masseys from Kaduganava, the
Rivers from Matelle, Mrs. Hofer, and myself,
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formed almost all the party that attended
Captain Reid’s marriage with Miss Mowbray—
one or two acquaintances from Kandy joining it
to inspect the dresses and to comment oun the
bride’s appearance. After the ceremony, Hofer
insisted on his wife accompanying the newly-
married pair to Kaduganava, whither they were
to journey in company with the Masseys, and
where they were to obtain breakfast. Her hus-
band looked so much better that morning, that
Mzs. Hofer had but little objection to comply
with his request, on the understanding that I
and Marandhan should spend the day with
the invahd.

“When the wedding party had left, all joy and
gladness, I read to the sick man, and he dozed. His
breakfast was brought in shortly afterwards, on
his waking ; and he had scarcely concluded it, when
one of those frightful spasms of the heart, the
cause or consequence of mnervous prostration,
seized him. He had had no violent return of
the attack since he had left Lanka, and the phy-
sician, who attended him then, hoped, therefore,
that he would suffer no more from them. He
felt its approach and seemed aware that it would
end fatally, for, whilst I despatched a servant for
the doctor, he muttered constantly °useless, use-
less.’” I returned to his bed-side, ‘ Fowler, 1 die,’

VOL. 1I. L
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said he, ‘tell Emma that my last thoughts of
earthly things were of her. Good bye, my friend ;
good bye, Marandhan. We shall meet—" A
violent spasm prevented his finishing the sen-
tence, but the uptwrned finger indicated what
he meant. Before the doctor had arrived, Er-
nest Hofer was dead. ¢ Ah,” said the man of
physic, taking the arm which was stretched life-
lessly by his side—‘ah, dead, I saw how it would
be. Aneurism of the heart, of course.” ¢ Why
then did you give the family every reason to
believe he would recover, if you foresaw this?’
I asked, indignantly. ¢Dless me, Mr. Fowler,
said he, astonished, ‘every reason to believe he
would recover !—so he would had it not been for
the spasms. I distinctly said, if there were no
more spasms he would certainly recover for the

present.’
“T sent off a messenger to Kaduganava at

once on my own horse to inform Massey of what
had taken place, and to beg of him or his wife to
return with Mrs. Hofer.”

Such were the circumstances attending Krnest
Hofer’s death. His history was indeed a melan-
choly one! the history of talents thrown away in
ever-changing pursuits—of virtues clouded and
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obscured by vacillation and want of firmness—of
opportunities wasted and unimproved.

Murs. Hofer joined her sister and Captain Reid
shortly after, in Colombo—broken m health and
heart by the trials and afflictions she had en-
dured. A few months only had rolled over our
heads, when she, too, was numbered with the
dead, and we followed her lifeless body in mourn-
ful procession to the little cemetery on the Galle
Face.

The charges against Mouat were fully proved,
after a long and painful investigation; and the
consequence was that he was obliged to retire
from the service—on his pension. So much for
having been Sir ’s cousin! so much for the
administration of justice in the East !*

¥ It must not be supposed that Mr. Mounat is presented to the reader as
a sample of Ceylon magistrates generally—quite the reverse, he was an
exception; for, however bad the administration of justice in the Com-
pany’s territories, in Ceylon the magistrates are, for the most part, active
and honest.

i 3
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CHAPTER VIL
MARANDHAN'S HISTORY—THE SUBJUGATION OF KANDY.

“ Why here begins this morning story right.”
Comedy of Errors, act v., sc. 1.

In the course of my intimacy, whilst in the
jungle, with Marandhan, my intelligent and
honest Kandian friend, I frequently asked him
to give me an outline of his life, which, after
a little importunity on my part, and reluctance
on his, he consented to do, and during my sub-
sequent leisure hours, I put the relation he had
given me at various times into order, as a con-
nected narrative.

His father, Baddoola Modliar, was but just
past his prime, when the Kandian provinces
became subject to England, that is to say, in
1815. A Modliar is a native officer over a thou-
sand men, or rather was so in the times of Kan-
dian independence. Above the Modliars were
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the Dissauves or governors of districts, then came
the Adigars, the first of whom appears to have
combined the offices of Prime Minister and Com-
mander-in-chief, and below the Modliars were the
Mohandirams, and a host of minor officials. Of
the importance of the Modliars as a body, the
history of Ceylon affords many proofs—native
armies were often commanded, and provinces
governed, by individual members of the body ;
hence the eagerness of the Kandian population
to attain to the dignity, and their pride in it
when attained, are by no means extraordinary.
At present the title is conferred upon those who
most faithfully and honestly serve their foreign
masters; and the Governor at Colombo—at the
time of which I write an old grey-headed Pe-
ninsular warrior, Sir Colin Campbell, the very
beau-ideal of an old soldier
honour.

was the fountain of

Baddoola was brought up in the Kandian
Court, his family having been ancient and
wealthy.  Frequent communications with Co-
lombo, both under the Dutch and its more recent
masters, the English, had produced a spirit of
mquiry amongst the Kandian nobles, which led
them to seek information from every available
source, and hence accounts of Kuropean customs
and European politics were eagerly sought and
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attentively studied by the more active of the native
princes. Wickrama Singha, the reigning sove-
reign from 1798 to the final conquest of the in-
terior, did not encourage such researches, but,
without absolutely forbidding them, affected an
indifference to everything European, which had
its due weight of course, with the sycophants by
whom he was swrounded. No despotism was
ever more pure and unalloyed than that of
Kandy. The will of the monarch was irre-
sistible and uncontrolled—the lives of his cour-
tiers and the property of his subjects were equally
at lis disposal, and it may therefore be easily
imagined, that his example had overpowering
weight and influence.  Information respecting
European science and history was consequently
obtained only by stealth or secresy, and the
enquiring mind of Baddoola was obliged to
resort to stratagem and dissimulation, in order
to obtain the wished for enlightenment.
According to Marandhan, Wickrama was not the
idiot—the cruel, blood-thirsty monster—he has
been represented by English writers. Subject to
sudden bursts of ungovernable fury, during which
no one near him was safe, he certainly was, and
during these fits, he often ordered that to be done,
which, at cooler moments, he would repent of,
but, did the First Adigar use his authority dis-
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creetly, the iniquitous sentence, if the execution
were delayed, was generally cancelled in moments
of calmness. If the First Adigar himself, how-
ever, united with the sovereign, in sudden fury or
premeditated malice, against any individual so
condemned, there was neither hope of mercy nor
humanity. The most barbarous punishments
that Oriental ingenuity could invent were ex-
hausted upon the unhappy wretches, and, for
weeks and months after some of these horrible
executions, a settled gloom pervaded the capital
and its neighbourhood, during which men, whis-
pering, asked each other, who would probably be
the next victims.

Baddoola was one of the most active in urging
the extensive use of European arms by the Kan-
dian soldiers, and the substitution of Kuropean
military discipline and tactics for those which had
previously prevailed amongst his countrymen.
In these measures he was thwarted by most of
the Adigars, but encouraged by a few of the
more influential, until it was insidiously whis-
pered to Wickrama, that the arms and discipline,
thus spreading amongst the mountains, and in the
provinces, might be used with as much effect
against him in Kandy as against the English
in Colombo. An order was consequently issued
that all such reforms should cease—that those
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already possessing the musket or pistol were to
retain them, but that the further manufacture
and importation of either, should be at once dis-
continued. Marandhan distinctly remembers (for
he is still alive) his father’s grief at this order
which only preceded the final struggle for inde-
pendence by two years; he can still vividly recall
to his recollection the hurried step with which
Baddoola paced up and down the court-yard of
his Kandian house, the muttered indignation,
the prophecy of destruction and ruin, and the
final determination to risk his head in an at-
tempt to have the order reversed. DBut he did
not succeed, and the equipment of the army re-
mained half European, half Asiatic, with the
defects of both, and without the strength of
either—in the condition in which it was subse-
quently found when the British general advanced
upon Kandy.

One incident of those far-off boyish days, seen
dimly and indistinctly, through the mists of thirty
years, has still dwelt upon Marandhan’s memory.
His father and he were occupying the usual apart-
ments of the officer of the guard in the palace.
The great temple, containing the hallowed relic
of the tooth of Budha—* the most precious thing
in the world” in Budhistic estimation —rose
loftily and heavily, dingy with the ruthless hand
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of time, which had played with it so long, right
opposite to the window of their principal apart-
ment. A court-yard was beneath, between the
palace on one side and the temple on the other,
and Marandhan, a lively boy of ten years of age,
was leaning from the window and looking down
upon the flags below, thinking probably of the
last game he had enjoyed, the new pony or the
young elephant, that had been presented to him,
and wondering when his father, whom he ex-
pected soon, would return. Occasionally a ser-
vant or an officer crossed the court; and thewr
various head-dresses, seen with this bird’s-eye
view, amused the little idler. At length a
thought struck him. He went into the apart-
ment, and taking out a wooden toy, with his
name neatly cut upon it, somewhat resembling
in shape the smooth rounded top of an umbrella-
handle, he stationed himself again at the window
and watched the court-yard. At length a figure
issued from the door directly beneath, and turn-
ing at the threshold to speak to some one fol-
lowing, stood still for a moment. Nothing could
be more opportune for Marandhan ; it was just
what he wanted, so holding the little toy, the
plertak, as he calls it, over the head of the figure
beneath, he let it fall, with mathematical accuracy,
into the strange head-dress beneath—strange, even
L3
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for Kandy, the native place of extraordinary head-
dresses—and, seeing that he had been successful,
clapped his hands joyfully at the open window.
The recipient of this extraordinary donation,
looked upwards, and, in a moment, the court-
yard was filled with earnest gazers at the win-
dow, and at its youthful occupant. *The king !”
gasped hittle Marandhan, as he saw the upturned
head—the king!” There was a quick step on
the corridor without, and suddenly his father
stood Dbefore him—* Unfortunate boy,” shouted
he, wildly, dragging liim at the same time from
the window—“unfortunate boy, what have you
done? Hurry away, lest you be seized.”

But it was too late. Steps were heard too dis-
tincetly by both father and son without, and these
steps were too rapidly approaching to leave any
doubt of the object of the intruders. ¢ In the
name of the lofty king of kings, Wickrama-Sree-
Hamadhan-Singha,” said an officer, putting his
hand on Marandhan’s shoulder.

“I preceded you to arrest him,” said Baddoola,
quietly, handing over his son to the officer, *“ and
now I go to call out the guard for the execution.”

The father, agonized at heart, but (with that
extraordinary self-control on important occasions
which Asiatics alone possess in perfection), out-
wardly calm and unembarrassed, hurried off to
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the First Adigar to offer his fortune for the sub-
stitution of another lad, some unfortunate unloved
slave, for his son, but he was again too late, for
before he lhad reached the court below, he heard
an officer shouting out, “ The lofty king of kings,
Wickrama-Sree- Hamadhan -Singha, lord of ten
thousand elephants, awaits the criminal in the
Rgjaki hall.” Now the Rajaki hall was that
where sentences of death were decreed by the
Kandian kings, and the very name told Baddoola
and Marandhan what sentence, at that moment,
was intended.

At the head of this long, blue-covered Rajaki
hall Marandhan saw the offended Majesty of
Ceylon sitting on his throne. The courtiers stood
at some distance, and Marandhan and his guards,
as was the wont of Kandian etiquette, advanced
on their hands and knees towards the upper end
of the apartment.

“ Let the youth stand forth,” said the king,
and bravely did the little hero step into the middle
of the open space, regarding himself, and being
regarded by all who surrounded him, as doomed.

“You are Marandhan, son of Baddoola Mod-
liar, are you not?” asked the king.

“The words of my lord the king of kings are
wise,” answered Marandhan, who was an ineci-
pient courtier, ““Iam.”

The courtiers regarded each other, as much as
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to say, ‘ Behold the wisdom of the one and the
audacity of the other.”

“That plertah, then, is yours,” said the king,
throwing it to him.

“ Wonderful wisdom,” whispered the attend-
ants, whilst Marandhan confessed the owner-
ship.

“You dropped it from the window five minutes
ago?”

“The courtiers opened their eyes, and nodded
more than ever. Marandhan assented again.

“Your conduct shows a recklessness of life,”
said the king, “ and a carelessness of consequences,
both bad. An assault upon the sacred majesty
of my person cannot be overlooked ; if, however,
you have anything to say in your defence, I will
hear you, boy.”

“ Wonderful clemency,” whispered one courtier.

“To think of his throwing it at the king!”
said the second.

Marandhan caught the words, and turning
quickly round, replied, boy-like, “ T did not
throw the plertah at the king; I dropped it on
the funny head-dress.”

“ Audacious criminal !”” said the courtiers, frown-
ing terribly.

“ What says he?” asked the king.

The words of the boy were repeated. The
king smiled—
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« Send for Baddoola Modliar,” said he, < /e shall
himself execute my sentence on the youth.”

“Very just,” muttered a courtier, whose old
teethless gums grinned again at the facetious
thought of a father cutting oft’ his son’s head or
chopping his son’s body into pieces !

Baddoola came. ¢ That boy of yours, Bad-
doola,” said the king, “is a quick-witted lad.
He dropped the plertah on me as T was going to
the temple, and might have done much hurt; but
he says it was not the king, but the funny head-
dress he aimed at, and a youth who can make so
nice a distinction at his age may do something
good when he grows up. Take him away from
the court, and bring him up somewhere else. I
have no fancy for having plertahs dropping from
the windows upon me as I pass.”

“ What wonderful mercy !” exclaimed the cour-
tiers, loudly, as the king retired. “ We are truly
rejoiced,” said one of the oldest to Baddoola ; “he
is a fine boy.” So ended that adventure, and
Marandhan saw Wickrama-Singha no more.

In the hilly district of the south-east Marand-
han was brought up, upon his father’s principal
property, for the next two years—two happy,
eventless years—during which he learned much
of Budhism and the elements of native litera-
ture, with much too of the history of his country,
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from an old priest in the vicinity. Those years
were afterwards well remembered; the lull be-
fore the storm ; subsequent trouble and calamity,
rendered their aspect on the memory that of a
green oasis in a weary desert. It was near a
little village called Kapera that he lived, seeing
his father but seldom; of his mother he knew
and heard little, for she had been divorced and
had died years before. The routine of one day
was that of every day. The morning offering in
the temple laid upon the altar of Budha, the daily
conversation with the aged priest, Gatro, who
superintended his studies, and loved the opening
intelligence and ripe boyish energy of the youth ;
the daily meal with two younger brothers, with
whom however he associated but little because he
was the eldest and aped the man; the evening
stroll to Gaatro or over the hills in quest of game,
or to ponder over some palm-leaf volume recom-
mended to his study or on some lessont learned
that day. Such was the even tenor of his way
these two years, long afterwards remembered with
fondness and regret combined.

It was but seldom that Baddoola made his ap-
pearance—events were hastening to a crisis in the
capital. A discarded minister fled to the English
at Colombo and demanded assistance in the name
of the Kandian people and nobles to dethrone a
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monster. Ever ready to draw their swords in de-
fence of the wretched, and to destroy all tyrants
(not of their own creation), the English listened
favourably to the Adigar. Benevolence, sym-
pathy, love for a distressed nationality, argued
they, urge us onwards to Kandy. We will go
and dethrone this monster, whose erimes call to
heaven, earth, and us for punishment, and then
we will rule the country justly for our sovereign
lord King George the Third, if these assisted
Kandians will submit to us, and if they will not—
they must be made. So, in accordance with the
invitation, troops marched to Kandy. Strange to
say, the Kandian people, so much tyrannized over
and oppressed by this horrid Wickrama, preferred
fighting against, instead of with, their protectors,
and they fought bravely too, Baddoola showing
himself a man in the struggle able to command
and do good service in the cause of his country ;
but English soldiers, and Malays with European
discipline and English officers, were more than a
match for ill-disciplined Kandian troops however
brave. Kandy was occupied—the king fled. A
paltry affair, said the English, all over already.
They were mistaken. Troops assembled from all
the districts, not to join the discarded Adigar and
the disinterested protectors of Kandian houses
and lives, but to fight against both. Kandy was
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invested. It lies beautifully in a valley, with an
artificial lake to the south—Iike a glimpse of blue
amid heavy clouds in the sky—as seen from the
neighbouring heights. These heights were man-
fully attacked by the Kandians and won. Major
Davie, the commandant, hung out the white flag,
and spoke of capitulation.

“ You have wantonly invaded our country, and
we will make you smart for it,” said the Kan-
dians, grimly, “if you do not depart at once.”

“But our sick and our stores,” urged the
Major.

“ All must be left,” said Wickrama, “we will
take care of both.”

“Our lives—" said the Major.

“ Ave safe, if you delay not,” he replied, ““but
linger and you die, every man of you, unless
indeed I keep one in a cage as a sample of the
men that invaded our country in these times.”

The Major went, yielding everything, even the
unfortunate Adigar whom British protection
had brought back to Kandy! The less said of
his fate the better. Fiends cannot conceive
more diabolical punishments and torture, than
Oriental ferocity can execute.

They marched out of the town these down-
cast, down-looking English soldiers and Malays,
Davie at their head—ferocious Kandians, thirsting
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for their blood, at their rear. They came to the
river, the Mahavelli river, a few miles from
Kandy, and they stopped there, not liking to
cross without boats. * Linger and you die,” was
forgotten.

“We want boats, go, get us boats,” said the
Major, greatly relieved as Kandy disappeared in
the distance, and the terrible Kandians became
less numerous.

“What, you loiter!” urged a friendly native
servant, “you had better not. Cross without
boats, cross with rafts, with anything, but cross
if you would save your lives.”

“ Impertinence,” said the Major, as he used
his riding-whip freely on the back of the adviser
—“1impertinence. There is my lesson, you have
given me yours—there, and there, and there.”

Such is Marandhan’s account of the transac-
tion—his father was in Kandy at the time.
‘What need to linger on such scenes? They
were all butchered—every one of them-—some
on the bank, some in the river, all except the
ungallant Major, and he, they say, lived for
many years in a remote Kandian village, ashamed
to look his countrymen in the face, and despised
by his captors.

But Anglo-Saxon breasts do not brook such
blows with impunity. That butchery sealed the
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fate of the Kandian provinces. There was no
more irresolution, no more hesitation at Colombo.
Troops were marched from all directions upon
the capital. It was speedily taken—former
disasters were retrieved, and the entire country
subdued.

In the recesses of the mountains at Kapera,
Marandhan heard of these events, and feared
daily intelligence of his father’s death, but it
came not, nay, in due time, Baddoola himself
made his appearance—his king had been taken
—the country on all sides had submitted, and
there was then no more hope. He had been
known as an energetic enemy, however, by the
English, and a party of troops was sent by the
Commandant of a fort in the neighbourhood, to
destroy the Modliar’s house and capture himself.

Baddoola was aware of the impending danger.
He had some troops so attached to himself per-
sonally, with him, that many of them were ready
to risk life in the vain attempt to save him from
superior power. If they could not bring safety
to him, however, they could intelligence, and
accordingly he was minutely informed, by mes-
sengers, of all that went on in the British quar-
ters. Distinctly does Marandhan remember that
dreadful time—the determination of Baddoola to
defend his house to the last—the tears and en-
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treaties of his wives and family, and of the vene-
rable Gatro to endeavour to alter his resolution—
the devotion with which his followers armed for
the sacrifice—all remain deeply and clearly graven
upon his retentive memory.

At the rear of the house, its only accessible
quarter, a sloping plain stretched down to a mass
of irregular rocks, which formed the outworks of
the little citadel. The women had been sent away
mto the jungle, but the three youthful sons had
begged to die with their father, and, after much
entreaty, had prévailed. on him to allow them
to remain, yet not until Marandhan had bravely
and boyishly declared that he would not leave the
house alive. Baddoola, with a chosen band of
devoted followers, posted himself on the rocks to
attack the advancing foes the moment they should
make their appearance—Marandhan, with a pistol
he had learned to use, was stationed at a safe
upper window, whilst, with silent grim resolu-
tion, the warriors took their various places here
and there on that fatal day. Everything was
prepared. A meal had been eaten in silence—
the god of war had been invoked by sacrifice to
aid their arms, a rite contrary to Budhistic faith,
and only used in extreme cases—and, without
noise or confusion, each took his post in the full
expectation of speedily meeting death.
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The red coats, which make the British soldiers
so conspicuous a mark in mountain warfare, at
length made their appearance, as expected, in the
rear. The house of Baddoola was well known,
and they came on rapidly and surely, their officer
wisely marching with them as much as possible
under the cover of the trees and hills. But
at length they were fully exposed to the rifles of
the marksmen on the rocks. Baddoola gave the
signal, and in a moment eight men, out of a
party of fifty, fell, some of them dead, the ma-
Jority wounded, in the way of their comrades.
It was a terrible stroke, but there was no hesita-
tion on the part of the officer. The troops
rushed on impetuously, and the Kandians, twelve
in number, made precipitately for the house,
exposing themselves to the fire of the soldiers
as they did so, who took such advantage of the
opportunity that nine only reached it, some, even
of these, wounded, and, for some time, Marand-
han did not know whether his father was one
of the fortunate nine or not.

On rushed the troops, now breasting the rocks,
and pausing in their shelter for a little. Not a
shako made its appearance above them, not a red
coat was visible anywhere in a crevice, but an un-
erring ball found it out, and there was little op-
portunity for reprisal—an incessant fire it is true
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was kept up from the rocks upon the windows of
the house, a fire which was comparatively harm-
less, however, for the defenders easily protected
themselves behind the jutting cornices and pillars.

At length the officer in command of the troops
attempted, and admirably executed, a stratagem
of material benefit to his party. Suddenly a wild
“hurra” was heard from the rocks, and forty
shakos were as suddenly raised) on the bayonet-
points only however), above their shelter. A
shower of balls from the house, as was expected
pattered about in every direction, and then the
troops roused themselves with a shout in earnest,
and made briskly for the house. Before its de-
fenders could reload their muskets, they had
gained the steps, and were completely sheltered
in the broad verandah beneath, but not before
Baddoola had had time to pick down one more of
of the devoted company, he having reserved a
number of loaded rifles in readiness for his own
use.

‘With axes, with which the British soldiers were
provided, the outer door was soon destroyed—
Marandhan from his post above, which he had
promised not to leave, hearing fearfully the re-
peated blows, the loud crash of the falling door,
and the hand-to-hand encounter which at once
commenced. Baddoola himself was one of the
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first to fall, although unseen by his companions
and supporters, and not being distinguished in
his dress from the other Kandians, unknown to
the British. The defenders of the house now
rushed hwrriedly up the stairs of the court-yard,
whilst the British soldiers paused beneath, for
there were deadly marksmen above, and exposure
to their fire was certain death.

At length a voice was heard, ringing like a bell
through the house, amid the silence of the mo-
ment, interrupted only now and then by a stifled
groan, a voice offering, in imperfect Singhalese,
quarter to the others if Baddoola were “delivered
up to justice, and the fire arms surrendered.”
Marandhan, from his room above, heard the fatal
summons, and missed not a word ; whilst he saw
determination upon the faces of some of the
Kandians, and irresolution upon others. A pause
of a few mimutes followed, which, to the anxious
boy, ignorant of his father’s fate, seemed an age.
At length a brave follower of the house, whose
ancestors for many generations had been retainers
in it, stepped from a room above, in the Modliar’s
coat, and shouted to the officer below, “I sur-
render then, on condition that the lives of the
household be spared.”

“ We make no conditions with rebels,” was the
reply ; “but our object is to secure Baddoola
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alone, and the arms—we care not for any thing
else.”

The brave devotee marched down, and surren-
dered himself to the soldiers, silence reigning in
the house; but its occupants pondering much,
and thinking rapidly as men only do think in
such trying times.

“Ts Baddoola’s son in the house ?”” asked the
officer.

~ “He was not also promised,” said the pretended
Baddoola.

“ No, on the honour of a British officer, he
shall be unmolested ; but I would speak to him,”
said the brave commander of the troops.

« He doubts if that is Baddoola—Marandhan,
your father’s safety depends on you,” whispered
a voice near the boy.

¢ Marandhan,” called the prisoner from below.
“ Marandhan, my son, come hither.”

“J1 come, father,” was the boy’s reply from
above, as he bounded down the stairs. No sooner
had he reached the hall beneath, than he clung to
the fettered prisoner, crying out, “ O my father,
my father, do not go.”

“ That is enough,” said the officer,” I am con-
tent,” and, as he said so, the quick ears of the
dissimulating boy heard a faint voice from the
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side of the apartment asking, “ Who calls me—-1s
that Marandhan, my son ?”

A soldier heard the faint gurgling sound, and
stooped to put the fallen foe into an easier pos-
ture ; but he knew not a word of Singhalese; and,
amid the trampling of the soldiers’ feet on the
pavement of the verandah, the further exclama-
tions of the reviving Baddoola were unheeded.
He had lain there felled by a blow from a clubbed
musket, insensible, from the first irruption of the
soldiers into the house, and was only now regain-
ing his lost senses.

Oxen were yoked, by the orders of the pre-
tended Baddoola, and everything likely to expe-
dite the departure of the troops hastened. The
wounded and dead, with the fire-arms, were
deposited in the rude native carts, with which
Singhalese houses of any pretension abound, and
in a few minutes, their preparations and search
completed, the red coats were wending their way
back to the fort, with their heroic prisoner.

Scarcely had they reached the rocks which had
been the scene and cause of so much bloodshed,
when flames burst from the dwelling, and the ery
was raised, “It is on fire;” whether fired by the
troops or by accident, Marandhan is still igno-
rant. The dead and wounded of the Kandians
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had all been carefully conveyed to remote parts of
the building, some for the funeral rites, others to
be attended to, and have their injuries treated
according to Singhalese science. A scene, there-
fore, of frightful confusion ensued, during which
Marandhan waited on his father, who had been
conveyed into the open air and placed under the
shade of a fig-tree.

In a few moments the whole house was en-
veloped in a mass of flames, its peculiarly com-
bustible character hastening, tenfold, the rapidity
of its destruction. At length, Baddoola’s suffer-
ings soothed, and his burning thirst allayed,
Marandhan had time to turn his attention to
the blazing house, and, as he did so, the thought
of his two little brothers, locked up in a small
chamber above, flashed into his mind. e ran
wildly towards the house, and would have rushed
into the midst of the fire, had he not been violently
withheld by some of the servants. A ladder
was obtained, and an entry attempted by a win-
dow in a room adjoining that in which the
youths were confined, for the chamber in which
they had thus been locked for safety, looked into
the court-yard within—but it was to no purpose
that the attempt was made, the flames had gained
the complete mastery of the building, and all hope
of rescuing them was speedily abandoned.

VOL. 1L M
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Baddoola was kept strictly ignorant of the
sacrifice which had been made to save his life,
until news came from the British fort, that an
attempted rescue had failed, and that the prisoner
had been immediately shot to prevent any further
efforts of the same kind. Then, and then only,
did Gatro venture to inform him of the price
which had been paid for his life, of the noble
heroism which had inspired and carried out so
magnanimous a deed. The follower who had
thus devoted himself to death for his beloved
master, had been standing beside Baddoola when
he received the blow of the musket, and knowing
him to be insensible, had taken advantage of the
incident to offer up his own life as a sacrifice, in
place of the more valuable one of his master, a
sacrifice which, had Baddoola been made acquainted
with it, before it was consummated, he would pro-
bably, nay certainly, in Marandhan’s opinion, have
prevented.

And now commenced a new existence in the
chequered life of Marandhan. The wihare, or
Budhistic temple, of which Gatro was the chief,
and in which Baddoola had been tenderly nursed,
was regarded by the British as a hotbed of rebel-
lion and sedition, and, accordingly, a party of
soldiers was sent soon after to demolish 1t. No
resistance was made. The more valuable orna-
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ments were carried off by the destroyers, whilst
Gatro preserved, at considerable risk to himself,
what he regarded as the most precious contents of
the building, a few relics and volumes, and with
these he laboriously made his way to Kandy,
where his learning and piety raised him to a high
position amongst the Budhistic hierarchy. Bad-
doola was then obliged, with his followers and
family, to take to the jungle, for information had
been given to the British Government, that he
was still alive, and his making his appearance in
any of the more frequented parts of the island,
where he was known, would have been certain
death.

A life of hardship and wildness was that which
Marandhan now led for two years more, yet one
which, to the precocious boy, much nearer man-
hood than he would have been in the less stimu-
lating climate of temperate regions, was by no
means a disagreeable one. He hunted and fished
with his father’s followers, often encountering the
wild beasts of the forest, often obliged to spend
the night amid the branches of a tree, whilst |
Baddoola, apparently absorbed in providing for
the scanty wants of his little camp, was really in
active correspondence with numerous influential
chiefs, organising a general rising—one last blow
for the independence of their beloved mountains.

M 2
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During this portion of his life, Marandhan
was often brought into contact with the wild
inhabitants of the most rugged portions of
Ceylon, called Veddahs; men, whose home is in
hollow trees and caves—whose constant com-
panions are serpents, leopards,® and wild ele-
phants—whose occupation is hunting, and who
have few of the attributes of humanity, but a
language of their own, and bodies similar to
those of the lowest and most degraded of man-
kind. Amongst these outcasts from all refine-
ment and civilisation, even natural affection
seems unawaked, except in the maternal bosom.
Amongst them, as amongst other inferior animals,
not much lower mm the scale of animated nature,
the father cares little or nothing for his offspring,
the mother alone will tend and will fight for it,
retaining however but seldom any affection for the
father ; most probably ignorant indeed where the
father of her child 1s, or whether she shall ever see
him again. Here 1s truly the state of nature, and
if European philosophers, who advocate a return
to it—if any such there be in these years—would
thoroughly understand it, let them study the
condition of the wild tribes of South Awustralia
or the Veddahs of Ceylon. Compare the naked

* Properly cheetahs—1 have called them leopards throughout, that name
being more familiar to English readers. They are sometimes called
Ceylon tigers.
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savage that usurps the sacred mame of woman,
whose matted hair hangs filthily down upon her
shoulders full of dirt and vermin ; whose flattened
nose, and projecting lips, form the greater con-
trast with the large shining teeth, only to exhibit
the dark colour of the skin the more strikingly ;
whose infant seated on her hip, grasps her coarse
rough-skinned body, with its legs, and draws
nourishment from the flattened elongated breast
—compare such a picture with the monkey whose
mfant clasps its body with its arms and legs, as
she jumps lithely from bough to bough-—and
then compare it with the civilized woman of
Europe or America, whose grace lights up, as
with sunshine, her happy home, and whose
beauty is a thing for men to worship . . . and deny,
if you can, what cultivation can do on the one
hand, and how near, on the other, degeneracy
can bring the most excellent of created things, to
brutehood.

The cultivation which was the result of Gatro’s
careful training and instruction, was, during these
two years, almost eradicated, and little left except
a taste merely for more elevated pursuits, when
ease or prosperity might give an opportunity to
resume the studies thus interrupted, and the
course of life thus abruptly ended.

But affairs were now ripening for another
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contest between the brave Kandians, and their
braver and more disciplined masters. The insur-
rection broke out, under Baddoola’s direction, in
his own immediate neighbourhood. The Agent
of Government, with a considerable body of troops,
rode forth to crush the insurrection by a single
well-timed blow, but fell in the attempt, and the
troops, having been drawn into an ambuscade by
the wary and crafty Kandian, were almost all
destroyed. Rebellion at once blazed throughout
the land, like the wild fire of the prairie, as it
courses over the ground, swift, sure, and dreadful.
District after district rose in arms, chief after
chief, encouraged by the success of others, or
animated with patriotic hopes, put themselves
at the head of their retainers and guards, and
“ hydra-headed rebellion,”” was seen everywhere,
—everywhere rousing itself like a giant, for the
struggle. A priest of Budha, a distant relative
of Wickrama, threw off his yellow robes, and
proclaimed himself King of Kandy, whilst the
brother-in-law of the very Adigar who had fled
from Wickrama’s cruelty, and who had urged
the march of the English upon Kandy, put him-
self at the head of the inswrrection.

Kapittipola, for such was the name of this
enterprising and courageous chief, was a man
formed for such hazardous undertakings. His
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courage was not that of the cautious, wary
general, whose Fabian tactics would destroy his
enemy by delay, and whose measures would pro-
bably succeed with more persevering people.
His disposition was impetuous, and his courage
was only redeemed from the imputation of rash-
ness by his well-calculated estimate of the cir-
cumstances in which he was placed. Sudden
unlooked-for success of some kind, he argued,
was the only means likely to bring the country
around him with promptitude and energy, and he
therefore risked much to attain such success. Nor
was he disappointed. The news spread, as such
news only can spread amongst an excited people,
that a large detachment of British troops had
been cut to pieces on their way from Kandy
to the South—Kapittipola’s name was in every
mouth, and the Kandians grasped their weapons
and rushed to the combat, in the hope that the
star of their unfortunate country was once more
in the ascendant, and that independence might be
finally achieved.

“ During the three following months,” writes an
English officer at that time (1817) in Ceylon, ““ our
affairs assumed a most melancholy aspect. Our
little army was much exhausted and reduced by
the enemy, fatigue, privation, and disease. The
rebellion was unchecked ; all our efforts had been
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apparently fruitless; not a leader of any conse-
quence had been taken, not a district subdued or
tranquillized.  Kapittipola’s vigilance seemed
everywhere in active exercise, Kapittipola’s energy
equal to every task. This was a melancholy time
to those of us on the scene of action, and lmany
began to despond and augur from bad to worse,
prophesying, what indeed seemed far from im-
probable, that the few districts still attached to
us would join the enemy; that the communica-
tion between Colombo and our head-quarters at
Kandy would be cut off, and that we should soon
be obliged to evacuate the country and fight our
way out of it.”

Baddoola was one of the most active and ener-
getic of Kapittipola’s generals, and in the species
of incessant guerilla warfare which he adopted,
was eminently successful. Marandhan accompa-
nied him in his rapid marches over the mountains
and across the country, a kind of service for which
his previous training in the jungle admirably
fitted him.

Two causes, however, combined to render this
partial and local success of little ultimate benefit,
rather indeed of the most pernicious injury, to
the country generally. The first was the want of
warlike implements and ammunition on the part
of the popular leaders, whose pecuniary resources
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were by no means equal to their energy and deter-
mination. The second was that invariable good
fortune, which makes the British advance in the
East the march of destiny, which no accident can
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