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PREFATE.

Tne increased facilities of intercourse with
iurope are rapidly producing innovations in
India, and in Anglo-Indlan life. * Railways
and the electric telegraph, a Civil Service no
longer to be appointed on account of its family
connections, and a public opinion in England
bearing upon Indian Government, must, sooner
or lqtcr, produce a complete revolution in the
ordinary routine of Indian existence. 'These
Tropicgl Skelches, therefore, will be, in a very
few years,—nay, to a grea} extent, are now
probably,—rathcr vicws of what has been than
of what is; particularly in all that relates to
newspapers and their offices.

Many of the following chapters were ori-
ginally written in India, amid the scenes and
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circumstances which  they  deseribe. They
have all been earcfully revised, hmvuvcr,‘ and,
i fact, rewritten for the present work.

No man c¢an have been the editor of a
newspaper anwa here, without making many
personal enemies. This s particularly  the
casc in small communitics, such as those of
Colonial towns and the capitals of the Indian
Presidencies. To such enemies a work issuing
from the pen of the obnozious editor will
afford the Tong-sought opportunity of paying
off old sebres, of discharging the vials of that
wrath wliich has iong been pent up within
the breast, uncomfortably and mconveniently.

I am perfeetly aware, also, that whoever
ventures to find fault with any portion of the
system of Indian administration, will find
many ready to assall him.  Sowe, writing from
honest  conviction in honest defence of the
government they admire or serve; others, to
obtain the favour of the authorities, and
thercby secure their own promotion or advan-
tage. 'T'o the formner 1 would simply obscrve,
that, in the following pages, I contine my con-
demuation of Indian administration to that
department in which Iserved—the Educational.
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If T have written strongly on the subject, it is
becamse 1 feel strongly.  Mental philosophy
and pure mathematies have heen the subjeets
chicfly taught mthe Government Collges of
India.  The rchgion i which the students
have Deen nurtured Jnoinfaaey. Bealimanism
has been uprooted by the study of w ography
and astronomy, and no other religion las Go-
vernment given tme the opportunmty of in-
quirtg into or cmbracing. 1t was hut a few
months azo® that the leading and oldest daly
journal e Caleatta—rthe Lengal  Hgirkicorn—
wrote as follows —

“Toas a lunentable faet, that m no civilized
country o carth has so httle been done m
the way of pullic mstruction ax v India, and
even that dittle i~ wore owing to private enfor-
prises than to any endemvours on the part of
Government to place edaeation within the
reach of the peor, moriover, the hitle that
has been done—httle, considering e hundred
millions of the British subjects - Las chiefly
been done by “Misslonarics, almost entively
unaided by governinent.”

The tesults of the syster prosand o the
Government Colleges have been such as might
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have been anticipated from the studics most
patroniscd—great intellectual acuteness and a
total want of moral principle, utter infidelity
i religion, combined with an enthusiastic
worship of r¢ ason and money.

Indeed, the members of the reformed Couneil
of Education of Bengal seem to have partially
discovered its defeets. < Whilst we have trained
scholurs—"" say they i a recent report ; “whilst
we have trained scholars in scores, who will inte-
grate a diftficult problem, no one hasever left our
schools whomw an officer making a yoad would
‘employ as an overseer in preference to an

nglish serjeant who can just read and write.”
Let the leading magazines and reviews i
England which have said so much in favour
of Government Education in India, particalarly
Blackwood and the Dublin Universily. ponder
that confession—that and the following, both
taken from the same report :—“ The want of
cverything of a practical character m the
cducational course at present, appears to the
Council to be its greatest defect.  Everything
that strikes the senses, one half of the whole
circle of knowledge is, as it were, ignored in
our present systew of education.”  All honour
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to the Conncil of Education of Bengal for ac-
knowledging its former deficiencies and short-
comihgs so candidly ! Let it not be for-
wotten, too, that the system must have been
a very had one indeed, which :;onld call down
wuch a censure from the present “Counceil upon
the Jabours of its predecessors. My readers must
not suppose, however, that the elief objection
has therofore been removed  Far from it
The vonth of Tudta are still bronght up with-
out faith, without a rcligion, as n times past.
I am p("]'{\-('ﬂy awure that all tlys will not
prevent my hemg virulewtly attacked by cer-
tam Tudim journals and Anglo-Tudiim patrofs
- Nenomous falsehoods,”™  * Jgnorant and
mabicions  calumnies,”” ¢ Ridieulous  drivel.
s, Absurd rhodomontade™ “ Vile as-
persions,” are some of the amcmtics of lite-
rature called from Indian journals (sueh as
the Driend of Dudia) volative to what T have
previdusly written 5 and similarly - gentle re-
monstrances will doubtless be issued with re-
ferenee to the present work. My justification
15 not for suell as use those terms—{or such as
will not see, nay, possibly cannot see— bat for
that portion of the press and public of Lng-
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land which ecan and will sec. Let but that
press and that public reccive thesc Zropical
Sketches with as much favour as Forest Life
tn Ceylon was reccived, and T shall care little
for the pop-gun salutes of anonymous corres-
pondents in Indian journals, or the more for-
midable broadsides of theit editorial columns.*

* For misrepresentation m Ceylon and India, T wus
prepared, but 1 confess T was not prepared for misrepre-
sentation in New York. In Alrl Mitchell's fuper, Zhe
Citizen, an account was given, early in the present year,
of my description of Indian Covlies and their treatment
on the coffeeecstates, whch was as far from the truth in
ifs inferences, as it wus from bring a just represcentation
of my vicws in its stutements.

CUELSEA, October, 1854.
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REMINISCENCES OF AN INDIAN JOURNALIST.

CHIAPTER L
THE COLONIAL NEWSPAPER.

“ Norning, sir, can be more foolish,” said
my uncle. We were at the moment scated
n s office in the Fort of Colombo, the ther-
womcter at ninety degrees in the shade. He
was one of those bald, apparently irascible but
really benevolent, men, who wax red at the
least provocation, and who constantly rub their
shinings phrenological developments, guiltless
of hair, with their handkerchicts, when excited.

vor. 1. S
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Hehad just given me a long dissertation on
the evils of that desire for change, which
young men so often exhibit, and was now
winding up his discomrse.  « Nothing, sir,
can be more fdolish.  You give up a flourish-
ing estate, bright prospeets—"" ““The leeches
and solitude, the coolies and the lonely bunga-
low,” T added.  Pshaw ! what ave these®”
was the reply; “trifles mot worth naming.
You give up, I say, the prospect of a fortune,
and for what ? to edit a miscrable newspaper
that nnh(‘)‘dy reads.”” It has four hundred
and cighty-seven sabseribers,” said 1, inter-
rupting  Lun,—for, where the hovour of the
Ceylon Herald was at stake, I thonght mysclf
bound to take up arms.  “ Four hundred
fiddlesticks I quoth my wuncle, waxing wroth,
as he tried to puftf’ his cigar again; but the
light had long been extinguished, and the at-
tempt was vain. * Four handred fiddlostiehs !
it’s casy to makeont acase.” < Aud then, with
management, I sce no reason why we should
not have seven hundred subscribers in a short
time. They say the Observer has more,” 1
added.  “ With gpowr management, and
with yowr pen,” eaid he, “ it must be a thou-
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sand soon ;” and there he paused. T puffed
my eigar, sipped a little more brandy and
water, smiled, and said nothing.

I had but just completed ny nincteenth
vear, when 1 first landed in Ceylon. " Two
years of jungle life, spent in the management
of a coffce-estate, had made me melancholy,
moping, dull, & bookworm, and a man of re-
verie. T determited 1 would stand it no
longer. T had before me an offer to under-
take the editorship of the Ceylon Ilevald, at a
small salary, it is true, but ¢hen the walary was
to merease with the circulation. 1 was in all’
the budding glory of twenty-one, and 1 had
made up my wmind to try my hand at leading
articles for the future, leaving cotive estates
and coolics, bugs and bungalows, to the poor
denizens of the forest.

My letters from the jungle had always ap-
peared fh conspicuous positions in the Colombo
papers.—the italies, the notds of admiration
and exclamation, the dashes and the Greck
and Tatin quotations, always carcfully at-
tended to. My contributions were evidently
valuabte, why then should not my leading
articles sneeced? T kuew a grent deel aliovt
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coffee, much about horseflesh, more about cle-
phants, and most of all about cigars, and I
saw no rcason why 1 should not succeed.
When T had altered the ode* of Horace to
suit the colonial sceretary and Ceylon, asking
him, in clegant Latinity, why he hastened to
destroy the island, by loving 1t too well, had
not the joke called forth an angry correspond-
cnce between Philos and Milos, as to the au-
thorship® Why, then, should T not succced ?

Suchwere the reflections that passed through
my mind~—such the questions I asked mysclf,
When my uncle observed, “ With yowr man-
agement and with gour pen, the number of
subseribers will soon be a thousand.” 1 do
not sce why it should not,” 1 answered in-
wardly, but a smile was the ouly external
evidence of the thought.  * Dr. 'I'weezer,”
said I, “assures me that the coffee-mania can-
not last much longer—that the days of its
success will soon‘be ended—and that it would
be folly to trust to it alone.” ¢ Dr Twecacr

* The cighth ode of the first book, commencing—
¢ Lydia, dic, per omnes
Te Deos oro, Sybarin cur properas amafido
Perdere ?” &e.



TROPICAL SKETCHES. 5

has his money largely embarked in sugar-
planting,” was my uncle’s reply, “ no wonder
he distrusts coffece.”  Well, but, my dear
uncle,” T obscrved, determined to put an end
to this unpleasant scene by “soothing him,
“Mr. Pinto, the I.’ortuguese agent, looked
after the estate very well before I came; he
can return to it now, and I will run up often,
to see how he getseon.”  “ Well, well, you are
determined on it, I sce,” said the old man
kindly, “and must have your way as usual.
I wish you every success yith the paper, my
boy ; and, betwcen us, we must see that Pinto
minds what he’s about—he will be honest as
long as he'’s well looked after.”  So saying,
my uncle gave a final polish to his head with
his handkerchief, and threw the end of his
cigar into the fire.

The office of the Ceylon Ierald was situ-
ated in one of the narrow streets of the Fort
of Colombo, a street principally occupied by
Portuguese shocmakers and tailors, and the
junior officers of Her Majesty’s hundred and
forty-fourth, then quartered in Colombo. The
floor and the roof were both constructed of
red tiles ; those beneath our feet flat for walking
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on, those above us curved, in order to lap
over cach other and exclude the rain. A swmall
verandah formed a kind of vestibule to the
oftice, the roof being supported by rude wooden
pillars, once painted, although what colour
they /ad been painted it would not be casy to
discover by examining them. Of the large
room which formed the front of the house,
opening out on the verandah, a portion near
the window was screcned off to form the
sacred chamber of the editor, whikst the part
near the "door, which was always open, was
allotted to the solitary clerk who reccived the
advertisements, watched their insertion, com-
puted their cost, and made out the bills. In
the adjoining chamber stood the type-cases of
the compositors, so that the editor had but to
pass from his little screened-off chamber into
the adjoining room to discover his editorials
cut up into convenient lengths, and- being
“ done into” privt by the swarthy fingers of
Portuguese and Singhalese compositors.  Over
these reigned the head printer; Don Gonzalez
Antonio de DPerez, a Portugucse descendant,
as black and ugly as the swarthiest begderer
on Lake I'schad, in the centre of Afriea.
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I never knew the real naine of Mr. Peres,
as wg called hi.m, until he laid a note on my
table one day, asking whether he, “ Mr. Don
Gonzalez Antonio De Perez,” might have ¢ the
supreme felicity and honour”” of secing me,
* when hie consummated hig nuptials with Miss
Feliia Maria St. Auna Hernandez,” as he ex-
pressed it.

Mr Perez, I sap, was the presiding genius of
the dining-room ; thatis, of what had been the
dining-room, but was now the compositors’
office. In shirt-sleeves rolled up to the shoulder,
revealing two slender black arms, and in pant
taloons once white, did Mr. Perez administer
rebuke and commendation as he listed to those
beneath him. e prided himsclf on his know-
ledge of English, which, however, he spoke
after the Portugucse fashion—he had been
reading and misunderstanding Carlyle, and
pridedehimsclf on being one of those intenscly
earncst, practical men, who eannot understand
a joke, and who talk of their “mission.” Of
voluble tongue; fluent in English, in Portu-
gucse, in Singhalese, he talked and worked
incessantly, never for a moment idle, never for
a-‘moment at rest. An invaluable man under
the circumstances, but obstinate as a donkey.
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"The compositors’ office opened into a paved
yard behind, in the centrc of which stood a
melancholy-looking jack-fruit trec, with a few
dark, scanty leaves adorning its branches; so
little green, so* much black, about its trunk
and limbs, that one might almost conclude
at a glance it had been nourished with ink in-
stead of water. In an apartment of the back
premises, which had once begn a kitchen, stood
the printing-press, doubtless of a simiar form
to that which William Caxton, of vencrable
memory, had used when he set up his marvellous
engine in ‘Westminster, “ hard by the cathe-
dral,” so clumsy, so awkward in its wooden
massiveness, did it appear.

Brushes and buckets; piles of paper and
of papers; dark, ink-bespattered boys, look-
ing forward to a future intimatcly connccted
with the composing-stick, and two or three
lazy,lounging Singhalesc messengers, completed
the furniture, anijnate and inanimate, of the
Ceylon Ilerald office.

Totally ignorant of the mysteries of print-
ing—innocent of the difference between a com-
posing-stick and a galley, between Grept Pri-
mer type and Diamond—I seated myself gt
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the little table in the mysterious office, sole
manager and dircctor, cditor, corrector of the
press, accountant, cashicr, treasurer, and letter-
writer, of the newspaper and of the printing
office.

When men take upon themselves employ-
ments and responsibilities, of the very nature
of which they arc ignorant, says some cynical
critic (determined ,to put down this loose sys-
tem of writing, these random sketches without
statistics), ¢hey may expect to fni]——no other
result can be ant1c1pated Quite coxrect 0
critic '—but, as applied to th(' prcsont nstances
altogether wrong ; for, though I made many
blunders—ridiculous blunders some of them—
displayed much ignorance, and endured much
sarcasm from the better-appointed Observer,
I did not fail. The exception proves the rule,
argues the critic, and thus we arc both sa-
tisfied.e

Fortunately, the paper was published but
twice a-week, so that I had ample time to
write leaders and correct the proof-sheets, to
write letters to myself and answcr them in the
editorjal columns, to note down answers to
Imaginary corcspondents in my liveliest vein,
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and to go through all the other business of the
editor of a “ pushing” colonial newspaper. 1
have still, however, the liveliest recollection of
the arduous labour involved in the correction of
the press,of the'way in which 1 was interrapted,
in the midst of my, profoundest articles, by the
incessant talking of Mr. Perez, and the loud
tones in which he reproved the habitual lazi-
ness of “ black men,” as he was fond of call-
ing the Singhalesc.  The Portugucse descend-
ants fared better at his hands — his heart,
which ope‘pud to a pair of pantaloons, was cold
us ice to the camboy.*

“Mr. Peres,” said 1, calling him one day,
when T had becn claborating awould-be brilliant
article on some local triviality, illustrated by quo-
tations from Cicero and Bacon— Mr. Pcrez,
I really cannot get on, with the noise from the
compositors’ room. 1 have been obliged to
lay down my pen twice,” 1 continued —suiting
the action to the word, and throwing the pen
on the paper (I had cleancd it beforehand for
the purpose)—“1 have been obliged to lay
down my pen twice in the course of this single

* The cloth wrapped round the legs of the Singhalese,
like a scanty petticout, is so called.
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article, in conscquence of the incessant loud
talking.” )

«1 shall sce to him, saar,” said Mr. Perez,
showing his white tccth, in a condescending
smile. “That new compositor, the Singhalese
man, 1lathacatarr, he’s a plenty lond talker;
he’s a talker enoug'h for twenty men. He
docsn’t understand when I go tell him, that’s
no way—work, 1 say, well first, talk after—
but he’s"all the same as one lunatie, he hears,
but does net sce or comprehend.”

And so saying, Mr. Percz returncd to create
more noise than ever. First, he attacked
Hathacatarr in Singhalcse, asking why he (Mr.
Perez) and /s office should be disgraced by a
black jabberer who did not understand his
work ? A Portuguese compositor offered his
opinion on the subject in choice Portuguese.
Hathacatarr replied in Singhalese, and a coun-
trymarmeof his spoke in his defence; two new
combatants joined in the was of words incon-
tinently, and louder than ever rosc the dinand
the confusion ; whilst above all rang clearly the
commanding voice of Mr. Perez, shouting,
“ Silepee, saar!” to each in turn, without re-
ference to distinction of race. Not only was
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my work put an end to, and an eloquent pero-
ration nipped in the bud, in which * Justice
and Truth, twin goddesses,” were feclingly ap-
pealed to, but I felt convinced teo that all
work in the ad)oining office was suspended for
the time being. [T, thercfore, rose from my
chair, coughed leisurcly, walked slowly into
the compositors’ apartment, asked Mr. Perc.
whether the advertisement: relative to the re-
cent samples of coffec from Ruminacadde had
been “sct up” in fancy type, and walked
about, when the question had been answered,
looking particularly at nothing. The tumult
was stilled, and did not break out again for a
time ; but I took care, for the future, to write
my principal leading articles at home, and not
to call Mr. Perez in, when I wanted to put an
cnd to the noise in the compositors’ room.

“ What 1s this, Mr. Pcrez?” said I, as I
made my way hurriedly into the office dne day,
shortly after my installation, and seated myself
at my editorial desk. A “ proof,” or first copy
in print, of an article writtenr the preceding
evening lay before me, and there was something
really distressing in seeing my wellsburned
sentences (as 1 considered them) upset and
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made nonsense of, by ignorant and unskilful
compwsitors. "It is true the Observer had
pointed out, the evening before, some unfortu-
nate mistake I had made in writing about
something 1 did not understand ; my temper
was slightly ruffled —Dbut, there was really
crongh in the document on the desk to make
any man, however equable his temyper, anmoyed
ard icritable.  llence my question. I had
commenced a leading article thus -—

“Whene sLisop deseribed the countryman
praying to Jove to help Ljim out of his difhi-
culty-—a dificulty which the suppliant casily
extricated himsclf from subsequently, by put-
ting lis shoulder to the whecl—the fabulist
was bat suggesting a truth of universal appli-
cation ; a great and important truth, too often
lost sight of.  The coflce-planters, who hold
such angry meetings at Keandy, who memori-
alize a®arliament that carcs nothing for them,
and are then angry at not being heard, forget,
it 1s to be feared, this old fable, with its wise,
practical application. Sympathizing, as we do,
with the feelings produced by the injustice
which dias been done them,” &c., &c.
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Such were the sentences which 1 wrote :
the printer’s version of them was as follows :—

“Vihen Ssogs desunvid the cum!vqum Pva-
qung 'o Foue !o helh hun ont ot tus biffunllq
—x diffunlhq mhiel the xupp/ionh axily infvn-
aled humulf fum xubseynmtly, ly pettiny tus
stoulde® to the wdul.  He talm?xt mus lint
xuqqextmq, a tinth of mmusal applicaPnin—x
qme! nud im&orlant tunth tu otlm Iant xqht
of. &e coftee-ptanters mho hoth xach augnj
mutinys ot Kandy, mho numorialz¢ a Pavlia-
muit, thot cums mthiny {in them, &, me thum
auqr) at mt bmy heanl, forje!. 1is to In jearch,
thin ild juble witd iti mixe praclicab appzealim.
Oympattuzmj us me do mit2 the frlmjs prob-
mud by the wjustme whiet &ax bun dun
thun,” &e., &c.

“ What is this, Mr. Terez?” T naturally
asked, as I perused the above unintelligible do-
cumnent.  Mr. Perez showed his teeth, decord-
ing to his wont—as fine a sct of white tecth,
T will venture to assert, as any to he found out
of Africa—and peering at. the proof, shook his
head reprovingly.

“Plenty bad work this,” said he, at length
“ that Hathacatarr docsn’t know he’s business
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—idle man, too, plenty idle—pah ! Singhalese;
what , you cxp'cct, saur 7 These black men
have no mission, and so they don’t fulflil none.”

“Well, but,”” T replied, with all the quiet
composure I could summon, “if Hathacatarr
composes in this style, the sponer his place is
better filled the better for all of us.  Let him
put l;p the large type advertiscments, not
my cditorials, for the future.”

“T ant in the Jook-out for a good, earncst
man, saar,”» was Mr. Perez’ reply ; “a Portu-
guese man that knows he’s mission. | I will let
you know plenty soon, when 1 have catched
. That Mr. Fonseca” (the clerk) « hire
Hathacatarer ; but what he can know 2 Mr. Fon-
seca don’t understand a galley from a printing-
press.”  The concluding sentence was uttered
m a low voice, for Mr. Fonscca was within
hearing of lowd conversation; Mr. Perez con-
claded evith a subdued laugh, smothered in
his throat, which showed the brilliant teeth
wore alarmingly than ever.  * Send Hathaca-
tarr to me,” said T to him, as he retived, whilst
I retained the proof.

Hatparcatarr, a mild-looking Singhalese. of
small size, with spectacles on nose, and a cemb,
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of larger dimensions than usual, projecting
four inches above his head, soon made his ap-
pearance, ready to enter upon a voluble expla-
nation. “Is that your proof, Hathacatarr?”
1 asked, in Singhalesc.

“Yees, zurr,” e commenced, in reply, for
he disdained the vernacular, and would §pcak
English, though he could not understand all
that was said to him in that language ; ““ yees,
zurr; him is mine. I tell every thing to you,
zurr. My. Perez, zurr, he hate me ull the same
as one big snake., Why? because T tell him
‘truth, I no telllies. Hemake de boy Rickawille
‘tribute (distributc*) all my type when 1 go
home plenty early yesterday, with Mr. Fonseea’s
leave. Lvery body know, zurr, Richawille not
know him business yet. Hun put ¢'s in the
hole for #’s and ¢’s for ¢'s, and he make all
tubsy-turby—1I not know where get one letter
when I want him. 1 put my finger in+for one
a, and I get oncwr; T want 7, I get the note for
tara-tara-mation (admiration). llow I do well,
zurr?  You tell Mr. Perez let me ’tribute my

* To distribute the type, is to put each letter back into
its own comparfment in the compositor’s tray, or % casc,”
after it has been used.
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type, no let de boy Rickawille touch my box,
and I do plenty good.”

Such werc the difficultics of newspaper
editing in Colombo at the time of which 1
write; every line had to be inspected by my-
sclf—advertisements, domgstic  occurrences,
local reports, editorials, all— before the broad
sheet was issued to the public eye. T had to
sec that the ship which indicated a shipping
advertisement, (and served besides to fill up
the advertisement columns)—the horse which
pranced before the notice of a sale of Arabs,
mules, or donkcys—the house which smoked,*
European like, above the few lines that, indi-
cated that a bungalox was to be let or sold,
were all in their proper places, not turned upside
down, or put in wrong places, a horse substi-
tuted, for instance, for a ship, or a house for a
horse.  Everything demanded the editor’s eye
—he was responsible for all—and it, therefore,
may be easily conccived that his situation was
by no means a sinecure.

The arrival and departure of the English
mails were, like picking time on the coffee
estates,the great seasons of bustle and activity
m our little office,
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The getting of the English papers on the
arrival of the mail was by no mecans an, easy
matter. The clerks from the respective offices
were first dispatched to the little post-office
window, behind which the Post-Master-General
himself laboured, like a little Hercules, at un-
wieldy bags of newspapers and letters ; whilst
his assistants, Europeans, native Portugucsc
and Singhalese, broke open, boxes with praise-
worthy diligence, and scattered their ‘contents
about the floor. Great was the «commotion
within, c(')‘pions thc. perspiration, numerous the
ejaculations—but far greater was the excite-
ment, the commotion, the pushing and the
crushing, the exclamation and the heat, with-
out.

[ really cannot do more than 1 am doing,
gentlemen,” urged the post-master, his coun-
tenance burning in a ficry glow, that illumined
his fine Roman nose like a coat of .scarlct.
“ I really cannot, do more than I am doing,
gentlemen.  Every one will get what he wants
ultimately, if you have but e little patience,
but things must take their ordinary course ”
—thateordinary course apparently being that
all the letters and papers, as soon as they ar-
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rived, should be strewn about the floor and
on the tablés of the post-office in much-abused
confusion. Outside the little window, anxious
faces, with and without spectacles, peer eagerly
into the sarctum, as if desirous of recognizing
their property amid a thousand others.  The
aide-de-camnp of the governor swears terribly
because he is kept waiting for bis own and
the governor’s letéers and newspapers—the
clerks from the various offices more mildly
discuss thee chances of a speedy departore in
English, in Portuguese, and in Singhalese—
the two newspaper cditors, having hastened”
to the assistance of their clerks, drawn to the
post-office by the delay, stand, most cager and
most anxious, side by side, the Observer and
the ferald, the erald and the Observer in
friendly rivalry, polite and affable to cach
other, strange though it may appcar, yet each
intenscly desirous of recciving his papers and
having his Zwtraordinary first out—joking
the while, notwithstanding, at the sccne and
at the actdrs in it.

“Hot work,” obscrves the Observer, as he
casts age anxious glance into the mysterions
chiamber, vainly essaying to catch the post-

c 2
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master’s cye, and with a glance assure him
that old animositics, for the time being, are
ended. “ The newspapers certainly ought to
be supplied first,” replics the Zlerald, “be-
cause they aré supplicd pro bono publico.”

“1 really canngt do more than I am doing,
gentlemen,” replies the post-master, groaning.
He is a public functionary peculiarly assailable
by the press, and the Herald has been regarded
for years as the government paper, on the
strength of having once, in times gone by,
borrowed a printing press {rom the govern-
ment establishment.  ““ The governor is wait-
ing for his dispatclics,” growls the aide-de-
camp, as he flattens his nose against the
wooden frame of the open window, the words
booming distinetly into the busy chamber.
“ No one is more anxious that the governor
should have his dispatches at the carliest
moment than T am, Mr. Tallboys,” is the
post-master’s reply.

At length the desired newspapers are found ;
Obsercer and Ierald are supplictl simulta-
ucously, that there may be no umputation of
unfuir play or of favouritism. With Chinese
umbrellas (made of paper, and flat on the top,
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as figured on tea.chests) over their heads, the
editors march through the sun to their re-
spective offices, and then great is the excite-
ment, and the activity of everys individual in
those offices. Mr. Perez has been ten times
outside the verandaheto seeif Mr. Founscea or
myself be visible with the important papers.
The Monthly Times—a summary of the Eu-
ropean iptelligence bronght by the mail, and
published in London for Indian subscribers—
is at once opened.  The “ general stmmary ™
1s cut up into convenient lehgths for the com- |
positors, and, in threc minutes, Hathacatarr
and his fellow-workmen are busily employed
in putting the letters into words, the words
mto sentences, the sentences into columns, and
the columns into the printing-press, whilst the
editor runs hurriedly over another copy of the
ﬂ[o;zllz{z Times, to collect, as he calls it, the
“cream’ of the intelligence, and to give it, as
a summary of his own, at the head of his
Lztraordinary, aware that in a few minutes
long strips of almost unintelligible English will
be crowding his desk awaiting correction, for
he must examine every letter, inspect cvery
figure, watch every commu, erc the hungry
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‘public can have this monthly fecd of English
news. . . )

Mr. Perez, in his domain, cxhorts his men
to activity wjth many words, working the
while himsclf without intermission.  The
honour of the Jlerald oflice is at stake, and
Mr. Perez hates the Observer with a deadly
hatred, so that he spares ncither cntreaty nor
commendation, that the work may be done
speedily and well.  Even the Singhalesc are
praised by him for the nonce, and 'he is ready
to Qeclarethat, so far as he can judge, Ilatha-
catarr actually Aas discovered his mission,
and is f’lfillingit. Nor is Mr. Fonseca idle—
the covers of the newspapers to be posted are
his charge, and he has them before him di-
rected and pasted, ready for lapping around
the expected /Victraordinary—he is even ready
to condescend to the working of the printing-
press, rather than the shect should be ('ieluyed,
for he too has Been for years in the Herald
office, and 1ts honour is dear to him.

Column after column is faken corrected,
from the editor’s desk to the compositor’s
room, to have the errors removed, and'*so the
work grows under our hands into a goodly
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little sheet of six columns ; we Aave aspired to
eight, but it was under very favourable circum-
stances—these six columpns containing the in-
telligence most desired in Ceylon, a brief sum-
mary of political news, a fuller digest of
colonial matters or dcliberations affecting the
colonial interest generally, commercial items,
particularly the prices of coffee, sugar, and
cinnamwon in the bome market, and the extent
of the sales effected, together with a list of
the ships which had arrived in England from
the 1sland and those wlych had sailed for
Ceylon. These, with an odd scrap of Indian
ncws here and there, put in to fill up a corner
or complete a column, and intended originally
for our next regular issue of the Zerald, com-
plete the fatraordinary, which Mr. Fonscca
distributes by messengers over Colombo, and
by the post throughout the island. “ Run
over fo the Observer office,” shouts out Mr.
Perez to one of his devils, #¢ and sce whether
his Liriraordinary is out, and what time he got
done, if he is dut.” Away goes the boy, his
ink-bespattered appearance telling of the
printing-officc in unmistakeable terms, and
gets the desired information readily and truly,
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for courtesy prevails in both offices, and an
cmissary from either is well reccived ir the
camp of the cnemy. The subordinates know
that the editors shake hands when they meet
—nay, that th'ey dine with each other some-
times—and they, therefore, regard it as their
duty to emulate this fraternal feeling.

The extra duty imposed upon the cditor,
however, by the arrival of+the English mail
did not end here. Leading articles were to
be written on colonial topics of intérest—spe-
culations were to he indulged in of good or
¢vil fortune, and hopes raised or warnings
reitcrated in consequence. Files of papers
were to be searched for articles referred to in
the Monthly Times, which merely gleaned the
chief items of news for us, and directed us to
the rest. Columns of the London daily
papers were to be run carefully over with the
fingers, pencil in hand, to extract a few lines
from some debate, relative to Ccylon—how
Mr. Stick had laid a petition from the coffee-
planters upon the table of the house, and had
then resumed his seat—how Mr. Stick had
said nothing, or, if he did, how, what ke said
was inaudible in the reporters’ gallery. Such
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a notice served for the. foundation of an in-
dignant commcnt as to thc way in which
colonial affairs werce neglected by the DBritish
parliament—a comurent palatable to men,
with irritated feelings, who'had lost their for-
tunes in an artificig undestaking, fostered by
one sct of legal enactments, and overthrown
by another.

Nor was the period of the dcparture of the
English ‘mail lcss bustling and noisy in our
little office’; we, too, had our OQverland Sum-
mary to dispatch to subseribers in England,
containing the editorials which we most prized
—the locul items considered of most import-
ance—the commecreial, the domestic, and the
shipping news. A busy and a bustling time
that in which this Swmmary was « got out;”
for whilst, on the one hand, we did not wish
“to go to press” a moment too soon, we must
not, off the other, run a risk of losing the
mail. This Swmmary was, for the most part,
ordcred by Inglish residents in the island to
be sent to their Kuropean friends—some
minute-typed domestic occurrence or shipping
annourncement, intended to catch the eye of
friends and relations left behind in the loved
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“ home”—a few lines, to the rest of the world
nothing, to the little circle for which they were
intended of the utmost interest and importance.
Not a paper published anywhere but contains
many such notices, brief records of the joys
and sorrows of a few, unheeded or unread by
the many !
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CHAPTER II.
THE EDITOR'S HOLIDAY.

My previous residence in the jungle had
made me passionatcly fond of jungle sports.
The chase of the elephant, the leopard, the
elk, and the deer, were physical exeitements
craved earnestly for, amidst the mental wear
and tear of editorial life ; nor was I altogether
excluded from such.

At the time of which I write, Captain Lister,
of the Ceylon Rifles, was oene of the finest
sportsmen in the island ; and having made
acquaintance, hay, contracted a friendship
with him, during my residence in the forest,
I mairtained that acquaintanceship and friend-
ship uninterrupted during the period of my
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editorial labours. When a friend, whose dis-
cretion might be relied upon, could be: pro-
cured for the purposc, and induced to look
after the details of the office ; when no English
mail was expeeted to arrive or depart for
some time—no  stirring wews anticipated ; 1
would lcave the requisite amonnt of lcading
articles i the hands of the aforesaid convenicnt
friend, and start for the jungle, to enjoy a few
days’ sport with Captain Lister. The Herald
was published on Tuesdays and Fridays,so that,
starting cerly on « fine moonlight Tucsday
night from Colombo on my own stecd, with two
fresh horses, hired or borrowed, at convenient
stages on the road, and a pony awaiting me
from the estate in Kandy, I conld reach Rumi-
nacadde by midday on Wednesday—not with-
out lahorious exertion, not without having
undertaken and  accomplished a long  and
harassing ride; but my apprenticeship in the
jungle had fitted inc for such work.

Casting, then, proofs and broadsheets, edi-
torial squabbles, and complainihg correspond-
cnts, to the winds on such occasions, I gave
Uncle Toby (my black Arab) the rein)' rode
merrily through the intricate covered-ways
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and over the drawbridges of the German-
lookipg old fort, leaving its frowning battle-
ments behind me ; and, cre the town sub-
scribers of the //erald had received their copies
of the paper, all steaming froh the press and
redolent of the office, its, cditor was miles
away on the road’to Kandy. Uncle Toby
snorted approvingly as he felt that he might
stretch out at hig own convenient pace, a
cloud of dust rising behind him at every foot-
fall, to be. silvered over by the moon’s rays
ere it fell to the carth agail.l ;s and every native
that we met, hurrying home to his palm-leaf
hut, looking upon the horse as mad, and his
rider still more so, as we scampered past
them.  The bounding clasticity of such exer-
cise, when one was in light couvenient  jungle
costume, the joyous animation of the tramping
canter, the beautiful scenes that burst con-
tinually on the view—were all clements in
one’s condition at the moment that rendered
it cnviable. It is doubtful, I think, whether
the most thrilling triumphs of civilized life
yield more puic and unsullied enjoyment to the
triumpher than such a ride to the active
energetic youth, known to his horse and his
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horse to him, as he gocs “ tramp, tramp, along
the ground.”

Nor must the rest at the half-way inn be
forgotten ; the throwing onc’s sclf from the
smoking steed’; the stiff scrambling to the
door ; the answer ’of the expectant scrvant ;
the neat supper, appetizingly laid out in a
room opening on the verandah, from which
the moon’s rays rush in like a flood of silver;
the contemplative cigar, and much-relished
glass of brandy and watcr, cold andrefreshing,
—with which the repast s ended—are all
elements of joy, under such circumstances,
which the memory in subsequent years will
not let fade. But the fresh horse is alrcady
at the door, his trappings gleaming in the
moonbeains, as the servant walks him up and
down—he champing the bit the while, impa-
tient to be off.  An hour has alrcady glided
away since the inn was rcached—an hour of
the purest physical enjoyment, and leaping
from the chair, the foot is in the stirrup in a
moment, the saddle obtained ; a kindly word,
and to him of more value, a kindly rupcee,
thrown to the groom, and with firm, hand
and kuee, the traveller is already wending his
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way in bounding semicircles up the hill’s side,
now lost in the shade of the overhanging
trees, now glistening in the moonbeams, until,
a bend in the road attained, the comfortable
inn is lost to sight. .

But is there no danger in such a moonlight
ride—u ride at the very dead of night, through
such wild districts —asks some fair and
interested rcader. None to the bold rider,
belicve me, fair lu(iy. The elephants will get
out of the way the moment they hear you
coming; they have no affection for horses.
The hoofs of your steed tdlk rountlly to the,
stones, waking the distant cchocs ; the serpents
hear the sound, and will be gone. The
wild leopard will scck no encounter with a
brave horse and fearless rider, armed though
they be with hard hoofs and a riding whip only.
But there must be no hesitation, no brooding
fears, no halting to look hither 6r thither, no
seeing of cycs ahcad glistening under a dark
bush.  Such eyes there may be, but you must
dash on, never heeding. 'Their cowardly owner
will slink, as befits him, into darkncss, as you
approach, leaving the ficld to light and you.
Your horse may be timid ; he wnust be urged
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on. He may refuse to advance—it is but a
moment of doubt—the whip and the spur are
cogent counscllors, and he must on. There is
something fearful before him, to judge by his
cocked ears, axd clcvatcd. head, and snorting
nose, but there are the whip and the spurs
behind, which he "dreads more, and there is
a cheerful voice around him that cncourages
him, with its “llcigh, Toby! well, Robin!
what’s the matter now? On, hoy, on!” He
knows the sound well, and has copfidence in
it; his cars arc already placed flat upon his
peck 5 he will haveé a charge at it, snake or
leopard, and the resolution is no sooner formed
than the danger has vanished.

But the natives. Pooh! T had forgotten
them. No Englishman anticipates harm from
them for a moment. No Englishman above
five fect high, who has an Englishman’s heart
between lis ribs, and is not to be frightened
at shadows !

I have ridden over this wild mountain’s road
repeatedly by moonlight—ridden continually,
without a stoppage of more than an hour’s
duration,—somctimes from five in the gvening
till seven or eight o’clock the next mérning,
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and never met with the slightest accident.
“Tempting Providence” it may be, as you say,
good old lady, and as more than one old
woman, of either sex, has said before you;
but, belicve me, Prgvidence aids those who
thus tempt it, or rathez boldly and honestly
confide in the powers with which a man and
a horse have been endowed doubtless for their
mutual protection, and advantage. 1 never
met with an accident, I have said,—scarcely
even with an approach to such. The nearest
approach to an accident was the following : —

I had been riding by moonlight, as usual*
I loved to feel the fresh cool air of a tropical
night fanning my cheek and whispering of
temperate climates. 1 loved to see the varied
rays of the moon glancing on the thick foliage,
and on the jutting rocks, throwing the dark
shadows into the form of huge caverns and
unearthly monsters.  Indeed, it is only under
such circumstances that the fall beauty of the
road from Colobo to Kandy can be realized,
and its infinite variety of aspect discovered.

I had rcached a rest-house, or govern-
ment ,inn, ncar Kadduganava, being more
than ordinarily weary on the occasion, for wy

Ao, D
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horse from Ambepusse—the half-way house—
had been a difficult one to manage ; timid and
fond of shying, he required the firmest man-
agement, the most determined exercise of au-
thority, to prevent his tyrning round and re-
tracing his steps. I threw myself into a chair
to rest, delighted that I  had got rid of my
unpleasant stced, and that a fresh one was
ready to carry me into Kandy. A bed stood
in the room right in front of me--a large
four-posted bed, without curtains er musquito
net, without ormament or elegance of any
l\md—ullogether as uncomfortable a looking
object as one could well discover anywhere.
It was nothing, n fact, but a large bedstead in
the middle of the room, with a hard mattrass
on 1t, over which was thrown a sheet that
covered both mattrass and pillow. Tired and
almost worn out as 1 was, however, I looked
upon the Led as a luxury, and rising from
my chair conveyed myself stifly into the inner
room, and threw myself into a horizontal atti-
tude on the mattrass—my lhcad resting, as
usual, on the pillow, my spurs projecting below
the mattrass, and my cigar, as usual also with
coffee-planters, between my lips.
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I had not becn so lying for more than a
minu¢e, when I thought I felt the pillow par-
ticularly uncomfortable. Ilard it was, of
course—for that 1 was prepur(‘.'d; but for an
uncasy oscillating motion which I thought T felt
m it, I was not prepared.  Wcep in the midst of
a thundering reply which T was contemplating
to some article of the Observer, however, 1 did
not heed the strange movement at first, merely
pushing my head back more imperiously, and
knocking tlte pillow impatiently, as it were, into
its place. . .

The uncasy oscillating wotion continued,”
however, nay, beeame still more pereeptible.
Strange, thought I, as 1 sat up and tossed the
pillow over on the bed beside me, to discover
the cause. 'The cause was apparent in a mo-
ment.  Feeble as the light given by the ol
lamp standing in the corner of the room was,
[ could plainly discern a dark lengthencd ob-
ject, curled up for the most part, but just be-
ginning to untwist itself and raise its head—
altogether as disgusting and shiny-looking a
detestable reptile as one could well see any-
where, and if out of place anywhere, certainly
out of placc when under onc’s pillow ! It

D 2
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was a snake, with a small deadly-looking head,
two cold glassy eycs shining in vivid contrast
to the dun brown body—a snake, gradually
increasing in thickness from the head towards
the centre of its body, and tapering off again
towards its tail.

The forked tongue played incessantly, like
the feelers of an inscet, over the nose and
upper juw—the head was being  elevated
rapidly—not a moment was to be lost, for the
first glance assured me it was a tlc-polonga—
one of tke deadliest of serpents.

To leap from the bed with one bound into
thc middle of the room was the work of an
instant.  The stifiness 1 had felt on jumping
from my horse had marvellously disappeared—
I felt it no longer. The disturbed reptile,
annoved first at the unwonted pressure of
my head, and afterwards still more annoyed
at the removal of its warm and convenient
covering, stood crect at the bed’s head, half
its length perpendicularly clevated, whilst the
rest remained coiled upon the mattrass—the
forked tongue playing more rapidly than ever
—the diminutive, sharp-pointed he#d, oscil-
lating gently backwards and forwards as if
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undecided as to what should be attacked—tlic
cold glassy eyes peering after me,cas 1 grasped
a bar of wood with which the door was
usually fastened within, calling leudly for my
servant the while as I did so. But Nogo
was busily engaged at the moment discuss-
ing a delicious meal of rice and curry, and
found it convenient not to hear me.

I brought the bar down with all my force
upon the venomous reptile, still standing in
the attitude of attack as it had been. 1
brought the bar down, and left it there to sec
the effect of the blow, for to have clevated it’
again, without duc caution, might have been
dangerous, inasmuch as the snake might pos-
sibly have been raised with it, and have
dropped upon my hcad—anything but
comfortable position for either of us.

The blow had inflicted much injury on the
encmy, but he was not dead. Ilis head now
made its appcarance between the wooden bars
of the bed which served as a rail to support
the pillows—th¢ body, bruised and injured,
was rapidly following. I scized the wooden
bar again, and elevated it aloft rcady to strike
another blow, but found no opportunity.
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Twisting and twining its body about between
the rails, the reptile, bent on retreat, mot on
attack, made its wuy in a moment under the
mattrass.

With the wooden bar still clevated, T medi-
tated what was next to be done, standing near
the door, and being ready to make my exit, in
case the adversary charged. I stooped to
have a look under the btd for him, but he
was not to be seen. The big round drops
were  coursing cach other down ‘my checks
with the excitemenrt and the excrcise.

“Tet them kill their own snakes,” said T,
indignantly, throwing down the bar und shut-
ting the door as T left the room—<why
should T give mysclf any trouble about it ?
It’s a Quixotic idea to supposc 1 am to kill
all the snakes 1 sce;” and so saying, 1 threw
myself into the uncasy chair 1 had left to
occupy the bed, and diligently proceeded to
mop up the big round drops which were
making their way down my neck.

*“ Mahathma,” (Sir) said Nogo, coming in a
few minutes after.

“ Well ?” said I, inquiringly.

“ Did not Mahathma call 7 asked the lazy
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imqusitive fellow, his mouth still redolent of
rice and fish curry, as he drew his once white
slecve across it.

“ Did not Mahathma call ?”

«“T did,” said I, “but that was some time
ago, Nogo. 1 don’t want you now.”

The fellow's curiosity prompted his ques-
tion, and I was determined to disappoint it,
for, like all indolent do-nothings, Nogo was
a very prey to petty curiosity. IHaving taken
a survey ofs the room, and seeing that 1 had
shut the bed-room door, Nogo retired, baffled,
and, I have no doubt, annoyed at my incom-
municativencss.

I rested an hour at the inn, as usual,
sipping a little brandy and water, and enjoying
a contemplative cigar, whilst T kept a sharp
look-out in the neighbourhood of the closed
door, lest my adversary should steal a march
on me* by making his way beneath it.  The
article intended to demolish the Observer was
forgotten, or left half-finished, and to this day
it probably floats in the limbo of half-developed
schemes and unfinished projects, wherever that
may be. If there be such a limbo, it must be
a well-filled one, supposing that there be any
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bounds to it at all. There, d‘oubt]css, floats
that half-concocted article, with those -del-
cious air-castles, and chitcaux en Espagne,
which the drcamy and the imaginative love
to build, and which are wafted off as soon as
built to the aforesaid limbo.

Before T left the rest-house at Kadduganava,
I opened the door of the bed-room cautiously.
My adversary was still mvisible. I called
Nogo—this time he came at once, for the rice
and curry had long been finished.© He went
boldly intq the chamber—the tossed-over pillow
and the disarranged bed and the wooden bar
all arresting his attention at once, making him
open both eycs and mouth to their utmost
extent, anxious to hcar the cause.

“Nogo,” said I, “there is a tic-polonga in
that bed.”

“A tic-polonga!” cried Nogo, jumping
rapidly back towards the door, and rubbing his
leg as if he already felt the reptile winding
round it. ““ A tic-polonga, Mahathma,—dead ?”

“ No, not dead,” said I; “you had Detter
tell the rest-house keeper, before we go.”

So saying, I resumed my gloves, put my
pith hat upon my head, and, making my way
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to the door, was, in a few minutes, on the road
to Kandy, the t.ic~polonga forgotten, the heauty
of the scene around alone thought of, as valley
after valley opencd up to view, until the river
—the Mahavelle—was visible, 'winding, sil-
vered with the moonbeams, round the moun-
tain’s base; its beautiful suspension-bridge of
satin-wood* forming a picturesque object in
the scenc.

* Satin-wood, not sandal-wood, as T accidentally wrote
it in * Forest Life.”
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CHAPTER TII.
JUNGLE ACCIDENTS.

ARrrIvED on one of these heliday trips
at the estate near Ruminacadde, of which
-1 was still part proprietor, I expected to find
Captain Lister awaiting me. e had promised
to be at the bungalow on Monday night or
Tuesday morning at furthest, and this was
Wednesday—mid-day on Wednesday, and he
had not made his appearance, nor had Mr. Pinto
heard anything of him. I was astonished at
this, for Lister gencrally kept his sporting and
dinner appointments, whatever others he might
have neglected. 1 was too tired, however,
to give myself much concern about the matter,
and having enjoyed a substantial repast, I threw
mysclf on a bed, and was soon fast asleep.
In the evening, Marandhan, a native chief
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who had Leen an intimate friend of mine
when I resided in the jungle, rode over to spend
a few hours with me. Our friendship had con-
tinued unabated from the time that I first ar-
rived in Ruminacadde. I felt more and more
respeet for my Kandian frignd, the more 1n-
timately 1 had become acquainted with him, and
few pleasures enjoyed in Ceylon were more pure
and unalloyed thame those happy conversations
in which'I listened cagerly to his impressions
of men and things ; impressions received from
a point of view so different from that whence I
regarded the same objects.  Ile would point:
out the hollowness of much that appeared out-
wardly honest and upright, but only so
appearcd because conventionalism had clothed
itin its own robes, hiding the inward deformity
with an external coating of propricties that
concealed, but could not remove, the heart-rot-
tenness within. :
He was a faithful counsellor too! that
rarest and most invaluable of acquisitions.
When other “ friends” approved of all 1 had
said, and assured me the Observer was quite
wrongy Marandhan would often convince me
that ignorance alone prevented my secing the
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object in its true light ; that the Observer was
but denouncing abuses actuall); existing.; that
the remarks of the Z/erald, however right and
true, abstractedly considered, were not quite
applicable to ‘the circumstances of the case;
that, in fact, the government required rough
handling to prevent excessive supineness and
superciliousness ; that a case must necessarily
be overstated by those who fecl an injury or
endure an injustice, and that they are not to
be blamed for the strength of their language
under such circumstances, as long as facts are
‘not distorted or misstated.

True, at the time, I regarded such lectures
as the result of a radical bias, but I felt that
they were valugble notwithstanding, as show-
ing the impressions made upon an honest,
truthful, ardent soul, who dcsired only the
welfare of his country in all candid sin-
cerity. !

Next morning, Thursday, I strolled over
the estate with Mr. Pinto, our superintendent,
combining business and pleasurc by inspecting
the premises and popping at the birds which
presented themsclves as we procecdeds;, won-
dering all the while where Lister was, and why
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I had neither heard nor seen anything of him.
Whene the dinner hour drew near, however,
whilst I was sitting in the verandah that over-
looked the road to the bungalow, inspecting
some accounts, I saw, to my grezlt satisfaction,
the portly figurc of the mighty hunter making
its way on his good steed Robdin up the hill,
both horse and rider travel-stained and weary-
looking. ““If youw have a spark of friendship
for e, my friend,” said he, as e drew ncar,
“let not dinner be delayed a moment. 1It’s
ncar the time, is it not P .

It was some time since 1 had seen Captain’
Lister, but it was evident he was still the
same—dinner and clephants  his  prevailing
tastes, the great objccts of his attention. The
shining glow which suffused his countenance
was with him but an everyday affair: a glow to
be seen there, whether he was scouring the
forests*for the haunts of its wild denizens, or
reposing in quict at home experimentalizing in
sauces. e lived in a perpetual thaw—the
oiliest of men.* Ilis light thin hair hung as
of old, in a straight lock over cither ear,
giving, with the almost imperceptible whisker,
the appearance of extreme juvenility to a frame
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which in other respects spoke roundly of man’s
prime, and of a rapid advance towards “the
sere and ycllow leaf ” of age.

In the course of the twenty years he had
lived in Ceylrm he had brought down more
than five hundred elephants,* and was fond
of declaring that, owing to the tough beef
and scraggy mutton of the island, he had not
enjoyed in twenty years Half that number of
good dinners.  Were it not for the sauces he
had invented, his impression was, that his life
would be,unendurable.

When dinner had been concluded, and cool
claret had warmed his heart a little, bringing
forth its better feclings, and driving annoyance
and chagrin into the back - ground, he set
himself to give me an account of his adven-
tures, with his usual honvst vivacity and truth-
fulness :—

“T had been down to Giggagigge looking

after some stores the general had ordered into

* To the uninitiated this may appear like exagge-
rution. 1t is not so. Major Rogers, of the Ceylon
Rifles, in the course of his residence in the island, shot
upwards of twelve hundred; he was the prince of
elephant-hunters.
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the interior,” he began, ““ when I determined to
meet you here fbr a week’s shooting, as I could
casily have a few days to myself in riding about
the country. T ought to have been here on
Monday; and this, if T do nét mistake, 1s
Thursday ; the Tuesday and Wednesday have
been spent as civilized man  never spent a
Tucsday and Wednesday before, and, as 1
hurbly pray, I never may agaimn.  Thinking
I should' certainly be here on Monday night
at furthest, and knowing you had sent word
to Pinto to prepare for me, 1 Tuid in no great
stock of anything for the Joumcy but merely
put up half-a-dozen of beer, a bottle of claret,
and a cold tongue for the day’s provision.
I never could take to that brandy and water
some men are so fond of ; it wants the sooth-
ing, froity flavour of claret altogether; hut
then, as you know, I was never an cpicure,
so thay my simplicity of taste nced not
astonish you, though you smilg at it~ Besides,
water 1s a dangerous  beverage in Ceylon,
where so much that is unwholesome 1s to be
met with ; no man ought to tempt his fate by
drinking it in any shape. Were I commander-
in-chief, I should order a supply of becr to
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be provided for all marching regiments and
every officer on detachment duty. I speak
of the tropics only, of course—in cold and
temperate climates, in Canada and the Cape,
the water is' excellent. If you newspaper
cditors would but leave squabbling with cach
other, and take up measures of social and
political importance, some good might be
done’; but it’s no use talking to you about it,
I know ; anything is considered gooil enough,
now-a-days, for the soldier; the time was,
when he had the best of evu'ythmg

“ With a (,oupl(, of coolies, my groom and
faitbful'old Tom carrying a brace of rifles, 1
set out from Giggagigge, intending to take a
snack in the middle of the day, when Robin
was being rubbed down, and an occasional
bottle of beer when I felt thirsty.  Tom—
don’t you know Tom P—my Singhalese valet,
that knows the ‘sign’ of an clephants as well
as I do, and wil] tell you his height, age, and
sex from a few yards’ trace. Ilis name was
Tomalitiwagamahe ; but 1 found that rather
long, and he now answers to Tom, and likes it.

““ I rode lcisurely on, skirting the Knnckles,*

* A chain of hills in the neighbourhood of Kandy,
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that Tom might keep up with me, expecting
to meet with s;)mcthing on the way, and in-
tending, if possible, to greet you with a haunch
of venison on your arrival.  But we must all
submit to fatc. By nine o ‘clock the sun was
getting troublesome ; and as we were in a
nice shady place, T thought a little breakfast
would be refreshing.  Collins had brought up
some fresh prawms the day before, from
Colombho, and as T knew his cook would spoul
them, and *as he had overslept limsclf as
usual, I took them with me, telling Tom to
get the curry and rice ready, and to cool a’
bottle of beer, while I strolled into the jungle
to look for something worthy of a shot. No
jung]ctco'ck, however, was to be met with, and
not caring for anything else, I pocketed my
disappointment, and returned to look for
breakfast. On a nice little green mound, under
u mangbde-tree, I sat down to await the curry
and rice, a slice of tongue, and-a bottle of becr.
“You know the long faces these horrid
niggers put on*them when they have wade

so called by the planters of the neighbourhood. “A
Kouckles brick” is Anglo.Ceylonese for a fir.t-rate
planfer of the ¢ faet” selonl,
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vou particularly uncomfortable by their stu-
pidity. 1 saw at once, when Tom put the
rice and curry appetizingly before me, that
therc was something wrong.

“* What’s the matter ?’ I asked.

“ ¢ Master tell the butler at Giggagigge, to
put up some spoons ¥’ he asked, in reply.

“‘I'told him to put up all that was ne-
cessary.  Any kind of onc will do,” said 1,
benevolently extending my hand towards him,
as the grateful flavour of the fresh prawn
carry wos borne. full into my face by the
morning breeze.

* ¢ One spoon not got, sir,” was the reply.

“*Then what the I was going to
swear at him, but cilccking mysclf, and re-
membering’that at best we are all but vanity,
as somcbody says, I merely asked him quictly
how 1 was to cat the curry and rice!

¢ Master not know P’ he asked, scratching
his woolly heads as the best of these savages
will do when at a loss for an idca.

“¢Give me a fork,” said I

“ He had but one, a two-pronged fork, un-
fortunately. I tried it in desperation; but
to eat my rice and curry with that was to lose




TROPICAL SKETCHES. 51

the finest parg of the dish—the rich sauce
and gravy which the prawns flavoured so
well. Tom saw that I was gradually getting
angry, for it was really enough to disturb
the patience of a saint; and, jumping up as
if a bright idea had. just struck him, he re-
turned, a moment or two afterwards, with the
brass lid of my shaving-box, bright and clean.
Men talk of there being few trials now-a-days
in living in a tropical comntry like Ceylon.
Vancy cating prawn cprry with the lid of a
shaving-hox. 1s that no trial?  The very
remembrance makes me almost sick. T must
wash the thoughts of it down with the claret.
if you'll get another bottle open, for this is
cupty. It has been too long at your end of
the table to allow of its being otherwise.

* Breakfust done, Tom told me by way of
consolation, after the mishaps of the rneal, that
a herd of elephants had passed the adjoining
cottage, where he had cooked’ the curry, the
night previously ; and further, that they could
not be far off, as they had cvidently been going
very slowly. I was delighted at the idca of
little sport after my misfortunes: 1 scnt him
and the coolies and the groom off before me
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as beaters, whilst Robin cnjoyed a quiet graze
near the cottage. The jungle grass wag high
and wiry, the bushes thick, and the pathway
not very well-defined—scarcely a path at all,
indeed ; so that T cannot say the tramp was a
comfortable one. * The ‘hope of knocking a
tusker over, however, will make a man go
through much in the way of fatigue, so 1
trudged patiently on, kcop‘mg a sharp look-out
and my gun ready.  From the top of the tree
into which onc of the goolies had ‘climbed, he
sang out”that he ‘saw the herd, about twelve
i number, a short distance to our left, so
I turned that way, leaving the path, and
making in the direction indicated.  The short
distance proved a difficult one to get over, such
was the thick undergrowth of the forest. It
was getting towards mid-day, I was astonished
to find, before the vanguard informed us that
they saw the herd in the jungle. '

“1 now prepared for operations. Taking Tom
with me, I advanced near the herd, carcful to
keep the wind blowing from them to me, and
sending off the groom and coolics to some
distance in the opposite dircction, so +hat by
shonting, yelling, roaring, scrcaming, and all
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the other noiscs usual on the occasion, as well
as by Waving. their long white wands, they
might prevent the herd breaking off that way
when I had succeeded in bringing onc or two
down. These arrangements hastily completed
I crept stealthily round, in $he fullest expecta-
tion of excellent sport. But what’s that some-
body says about disappointments? something
about somcbedy baulking the best-laid plains,
‘rough hew them how we may ;’ that’s all 1
remember of it, but it’s very apt, if I could only
recollect the whole of it.

“The clephants, when I got near them, were”
playing in a sort of muddy pool in the jungle,
the effluvium from which was by no mecans of
the pleasantest. Not one of them had his head
turned straight towards me, and as they were
playing I could not get a fair chance, so I was
obliged to creep further round ; Tom and I still
keeping behind the thick bushes and shrubs
Whether they hcard us or not I cannot tell
but certain it is, the lcader of them, a black-
looking tusker, took a trunkful of the half-
watcr, half mud, that was round him and dis-
charged it right upon us with a mathematical
accuracy that would have made him a lion in
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Cambridge: 'We were bespattercd amazingly,
notwithstanding the thick bushes in frontof us,
and of all the horrible complications of vile
smells that the most lively imagination ever
conjurcd np, that which then covered us all
over like a cloak, as Sancho said about gleep,
was the most horrible and the most vile; 1
wanted to be revenged, but after this little
jeu-d’esprit, the black fellow’s trunk went in-
cessantly for a few minntes, over his forchead,
plastering it with mud and filth, and info the
trunk I had no dasire to firve.

“ At length he put Iis proboscis down again
to take up a fresh supply of the filthy lotion,
and whilst he was doing so, I sent a ball into
his forehead ; an ounce of zinc was never sent
more truly into an clephant’s brain T felt con-
vineed ; yet, half imbedded as he was in the
filthy marsh, it did not produce its ordinary
cffect, and T was deccived.  Ile made a plunge
0 the right—a convulsive plunge—whilst the
rest of the herd dispersed right and left, as if
amine had sprung up in their midst. 'Too im-
petuous, and afraid the ball had not told, I
made a lcap after the black monster, and sank
knee-decp in as vile and disgusting a thick
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slough as could be found in or out of Ceylon ;
whilst, just as T got there, imbedded firm and
fast, and sinking with accclerated velocity amid
half-rotten crecpers,and slimy black mud, down
went the huge monster of an clephant within
ten yards of me, down with a tremendous
splash head foremost  into a still softer place.
Yaugh ! The recollection is horrible, it will {uke
a tumbler of claret o clear my throat.

* Eyces, mouth, nose, and cars were drenched
with the abominable slush, whilst I stood trans-
fixed, imbedded, bemired, half dead, the gigan-
tic monster in his dying struggles so bespatter-»
ing and befouling me, that onc might almost
suppose his object was to make me a mountain
of mud. 'To fire at him again with his tail
towards me would have been wanton unmeaning
cruclty, no fatal discharge was to be sent into
him in that direction, whilst Tom had . disap-
peared *at the first rush of the herd, to look
for the other coolies, und aid them in beating -
back the runaways.

“1t’s very casy to ask me why I did not get
out, but it wasn’t so casily done. Had 1 been
a spare-man like you, I should have sunk for
ever in that occan of abominations; my obesity,
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as you were once pleased to call it, was my
salvation. At length my adversary, every whisk
of whose tail sent a drop or two into my face,
sank over on his side, motionlcss, dead ; my
whole thoughts were now occupied in consider-
ing how 1should get out.  Fortunately a fallen
tree, extending from the firm bhank into the
middle of the slough, lay at no great distance ;
indeed, it was to jump upon it, in the hope of
getting another shot at my foc, that I had made
the faux pas which imbedded me. « By hereu-
lean cxertions I dragged mysclf to the fallen
‘trunk, each leg sinking to the knec, and further,
as the other was raised ; and so half-floundering,
half-wading through the mud and slime, 1
scized the stem, was upon it in a moment,
and the next instant stood upon the firm bank
“beneath a swria trec. Nothing could be
pleasanter than the feeling that I had found
secure footing at last—I stamped and stamped
again, dclighted .to find that I cowld stamp
without sinking.

“ My attention was then naturally drawn to
the fallen foc who lay on his left side in the
very middle of the quagmire, his tusks imore
than half imbedded, and the ample rotundity -
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of his huge body standing prominently out of
the slough like an old kLut black with age. 1
had not the slightest intcntion of attempting
to get out to him. I had had enough of the
marsh, and my condition, as 1 then stood look-
ing at him, hands, face, breast, body and legs
coated with slimy filth, feelingly reminded me
what the consequences of a second immersion
would probably be ;+not even the thirty pounds
at which T roughly valucd his tusks, supposing
them to be sound and good, could have induced
me to tempt the slough of despopd again
“You cheat me once, more fool you,” said the °
Highlander, ¢you cheat me twice, more fool
me ;” and in my mind, there was much practical
wisdom in Sawney’s obscrvation.

“There was nothing for it but to wait till I
could get the aid of the coolies, and as I began
to scek for them, I thought it strange that
neither their cries nor the loud vociferations
of Tom were at all audible. s to the herd,
it had long been gone in various directions,
nothing more to be heard or seen of it from
where I stood. I resolved therefore to make
my way to the cottage near which I had taken
my breakfast, and in the neighbourhood of
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which Robin was still doubtless enjoying a
quiet graze ; but to find my way through the
pathless forcst was no joke. 1 scarched for
our trail of the morning, but soon lost it, in
conscquence of the elephant tracks which
passed and repassed it. I stood still, quite at
fault at length, and shouted as loudly as I
could,—a few birds, terrified by the unwonted
sounds, rosec hcavily from. the trecs, flapped
their wings lazily, scrcamed, and disappearcd ;
the echoes of the forest took up.my shouts
and repcated therp again and again, morc and
more faintly, until at length they died away
in the distance, and all was still again.

“] went on, determined to find somc tree
which would afford me a view of the country
around ; for, much as I hate climbing, 1 have
often been obliged to have recoursc toit.  But
no such trec was to be scen, none that afforded
the slightest chance of an extensive prospect,
so thick and burly was the foliage, so little
open space was anywhere to be discovered.

“That forest appcared to me intcrminable as
I trudged cver on and on in it, hour after hour,
and monotonous as interminable. Not an ani-
mal was to be met with ; my shouts, loud and
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long drawn, scared them from my path, save
a few birds that screamed from the trecs above
as I drew ncar; vast stems, hollowed by time,
threw out gigantic branches herc and there,
not far from the ground, causing. me to stoop
constantly as I made my way on, I knew not
where ; younger trecs, with stout, well-knit
trunks, telling of strength and durability, rose
straight as pillars on cvery side, before and
behind ; no difference anywhere—trees, trees,
trees, on the right hand and on the left, in the
front and in the rcar, and all so like egch other,
it was marvellous. It was as if magic were
acting around me ; and although I was con-
stantly pushing on, it was onlyapparently to find
myself at the end of each half-hour exactly in the
place I had started from at its commencement.

“Yet it was not the huge hollowed trunks,
nor the straight stems of the younger giants,
nor the” branches of either, that formed the
greatest impediments to my advance. It was
the thick brushwood, the interlacing creepers
twining and intertwining thcmselves round
cverything, and stretching their long thin arms
on evry side looking for support ; it was the
long wiry grass too, with its saw-like cdges,
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hurting the hands and the face as it touched
them, that formed the chief difficultics of my
progress. What hours thosc were! what
hours of weary excrtion, almost hopcless; of
exhaustion, of gloomy anticipation, of real
misery, and above all, and worse than all, of
burning thirst! Externally I was a moving
cake of mud and hardened slime, whilst through
my clothes my body stcamud like a dish of hot
soup—internally dry, parched, thirst-consumed,
altogether as miserable a specimen of humanity
enjoying jitself, as, any race-course in England
"ever presented.  The idea of passing  the
night in the jungle, was in itself sufficiently
unpleasant ; but the idea of passing a day
and night without food, was infinitely more
gloomy. I had brought but onc bottle of beer
with me from the morning’s bivouac, and that
had beenfinished before 1 reached the elephants,
so that the prospect which was gradually open-
ing before me,—however densc the jungle,—as
Imade my way on, hour after hour, was a dinner
of foul watcr, and a bed on a*branch of a tree,
with a serpent or a lcopard, perhaps, next door,
that is, in the next tree. ‘
«Itisalong lane that has no end—a remark
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strictly applicable to my then condition. As
I walked on, kecping my gun under my arm,
and a bright look out on cvery side, I came
at length upon a path, a human path; 1 had
met elephant tracks enough before, and you
may fancy the delight with, which T saw evi-
dences of human feet on the dried leaves, and
brown grass bencath me. It was not the path
we had travelled in the morning, /4af 1 saw at a
glance ; but still it was a human path, and must
therefore, as I concluded, lead somewhere. 1
followed 1t joyfully, and at length a Jittle cot-
tage opened to my view, coyly peeping through *
the palm trees that surrounded it, and which
formed, as it were, land-marks of humanity.

“ A few children were the first to recognize
me; and having never seen a civilized man,
bemired or unbemired, before, they screamed
and shouted at the utmost pitch of their voices,
immedtately on percciving me. Had my face
rctained its usual colour, I should have said,
judging from the fright they exhibited, that
they took me for one of those unnatural spirits
of the nether world which their priests delineate
on the walls of their temples, which ought to
e black, but which by some strange mistake

v phenve pynipt vl e
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“One does not like to be screamed and
shouted at by children, and run away- from,
as though he were a wild beast ; and although
I was approaching thc house in an cxcellent
humour, delighted at finding a house at all,
I felt my temper a little ruffled at the dismay
exhibited by the children. The father ad-
vanced howcver, and with many salaams, ex-
pressed his willingness to be of any service he
could to me. 1lis professions and his civility
chased away the chagrin which the conduct of
his childzen had roused, and I spoke kindly

“to him in my best Singhalese.

“ 1 went into the cottage and they brought
me a native bed to sit upon, one of thosc exe-
crable machines with coir-rope ticd from side
to side of the frame, and supported on four
sticks at the corners. I sat down with plea-
sure, but the coir-rope on which I was scated—
and which, hard and open-spaced as it was, was
a delightful seat after the fatigues of my jour-
ney—gave way shortly after T had placed my-
self comfortably upon it, so that I was obliged
to perch, bird fashion, upon the round stick
which formed one of the sides—a stick" about
as thick as the round part of the stock of a gun.



TROPICAL SKETCHES, 63

There was nothing else to sit upon, so I was
¢’en obliged to be content ; but I groancd as 1
thought of the tongue and beer that Tom had
at the other cottage for me, and the remains
of that delicious prawn curry too. I got some
water, however®and there, in the presence of
my host, his wife, his two grown-up daughters,
and a host of naked little savages, I made my
toilette in the best way I could. It was notmy
fault if thicy were lost to every sensc of decency,
and chose to inspect the process, nodding and
grinning the while to each ofher without inter-
mission.

““ After my cxertions and fatigue, it was but
natural that I should feel hungry, and I con-
scquently looked for something to eat; my
inquiries on this head elicited the fact that
ricc and plantain-curry,* coﬂ'ee.and plantains,
comprised the entire list of edibles in the house.
Of the Tice and curry my host assured me he
had some alrcady cooked of an gxquisite flavour;
and that it would take but a moment to heat
it. I asked to sce it. He produced a dirty
brown earthenware pot, in which the appetizing

* The® plaintain of the East, is thc banana of the
West, Indies. ¢
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banquet, as he seemed to consider it, was con-
tained. 1Ilis thumb was stuck into the, midst
of the rice, as he held the pot for my inspection.
I shook my head, muttering a faint ‘ na, na;’ he
was astonished, his cye-brows gradually threat-
cned the precinety of his haif® his mouth dis-
tended, it was evidently inex plicable to him that
any man should be hungry and not cat what he
had to present, so gratcfukand savoury a meal.
« At length, to render it more inviting, he
thrust his left hand into the pot, opening his
fingers, and so stirring up the mess, as one
might run his fingers through his hair, exclaim-
ing as he did so, ‘ Look, how nice it is, only
cooked this morning—hungry, and can’t eat
that I’ 'T'he mecans he took to render the dish
more enticing but completed my disgust. It
was some time before 1 succeeded in con-
vincing him that it was no usc to tcmpt me
further.” I then requested him to go‘out and
look for my horsc and servants, making him
understand, after infinite talking, that I had a
borse and servants near a cottage somewherc in
the jungle, and telling him at the samc time to
let his wife or daughters prepare a litsle coffec
for me, I intending to cat plantains with it.
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“ The man went out as I desired, but evening
was already drawing near, and he did not feel
disposed to wander far from his own abode, so
that he soon returned, stating  that neither
horse mnor. servant, neither the cottage nor
Tom was to be found. Inethe mean time I
was enjoying my primitive meal of cold plain-
tains, and hot coffee ; the plaintains were good
enough, just ripe, fich, luscious, and sweet,
and after dinner would have done admirably
well to flavolir a glass of claret ; but the coftee !
such coffec | ground into coarse lumps, black-
ened and burnt in the roasting, it had Dbeen
boiled with the water as it was, no straining
used, all the black abominations floating about
in the thick, dark soup-like mess; floating
about, and adhering too to the sides of the dish
—and then the dishitself ! it is wonderful how
I ever got through that meal ; the dish was of
the common brown mud-like earthenware, its
rim morc than half an inch’ thick, without
glazing of any kind, or even smoothness. From
suck a dish I had to drink swch coffee ! may 1
never have again to endure such a misfortune ;
may I néver again have to live so like a s age
as I did that night.
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“The native bed, on which I had been first
seated, had given way, as I told you, in the
middle ; that is, the coir ropes which formed
its top, had broken as I sat on them. To
remedy this, as T saw T must pass. the night
where T was, I tied & rope firmly backwards
and forwards from side to side, from end to
end, and on this rope so extended 1 had to lie
all night.  Sitting upon it was far from plea-
sant, lying was perfect torture, but I'could not
make up my mind to reposc on ‘the carthen
floor as the family around me did, not knowing
what insects and reptiles 1 might be plagued
with during the night ; misery acquaints a man
with strange bedfcllows, for even as it was, I
did not wholly escape the attacks of ants, bugs,
fleas, ticks and spiders; all these I discovered
—how many more there were, invisible in the
gloom of the flickering lamp, which I insisted
should burn all night, I do not know.

1 spent that night in turning from side to
side, from back to front,—at one time gazing at
the palm-leaf ceiling above, “black with soot
and dirt, on which lizards and spiders were
crawling about, at another inspecting the other
inmates of the house. It was impossible to tell
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the moment at which one of the reptiles above
might drop upon me, so I took care to keep
my mouth shut. The man and his wife slept
on my right, their mat stretchegd simply on the
earthen floor, and there they snored in concert.
The two grown-up .daughters were similarly
stretched on my left, on a mat almost worn
out, their scanty drapery just covering their
knees, whilst as delicately shaped feet and
ancles reposed, unconscious of covering, upon
the floor, &s ever ascended the great staircasc
of Buckingham Palace, or the Tuileries. The
little ones were crowded into a corner not far
off, lying like so many young pigs, one with
his hand on the breast of another, the other
with his feet across the body of a third, mu-
tually giving and recciving warmth, for they
had no clothing or covering of any kind; na-
ture, S.ir, pure, simple, unadulterated, unsophis-
ticated nature interesting to behold! A few
simple cooking utensils reposed here and therc
upon the cottage floor in the most admired
confusion.  A'heap of cocoa-nuts enveloped
in their coir-husks was piled in onc of the
cornor%, whilst numerous branches of plain-
tams, hung from the roof above.
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“ Such was the scene around me that misera-
bly long gloomy night! I had plenty of time
to survey it; there is no fear of my forgetting
it for years.  The combined torture of the
lieat and the hard ropes on which I lay pre-
vented sleecp. Had I been as sparc a man as
you, I verily believe I should have been cut in
two that night, or rather in four, for whilst
one rope was insinuating itdelf into my shoul-
der and upper arm, as I turned, another was
¢qually galling on my loins ; a third threatened
fuy thighs with anputation before morning,
und a fourth alternately cut into the calf of my
leg and my ancle as I changed my position,
extending or drawing up my foot. Itisa fine
thing, however, to be able to bear the slings or
arrows of outrageous fortune well, as some-
body says somewhere. 1 have much to be
grateful for in not being a grumbler.

“ Next morning, as soon as day-light dawned,
L scut off my host to make a fresh search in
the jungle, whilstI tried to fortify myself against
further troubles and misfortun¢s by a second
cdition of the exccrable coffee and plantains.
I was hungry, of course, but I thought'it my
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duty to sustain my strength, in order that I
mighi be the better able to endure ; and, there-
fore, I ate and drank on principle—for is not
man ‘born to trouble as the sparks fly up-
ward ?* as the Apostle says ; dnd why should
we repine P

] determined, in case Tom and the coolics
should not be found before mid-day, to start
for Giggagigge on foot—my host informing
me it was about twelve miles off—for I con-
cluded that Tom would lead my escort back
there if he could not find me, and I hoped we
might meet upon the road. Hour after hour
passed away in almost intolerable anxiety. .1
sent out every onc likely to be of the slightest
use, not venturing forth myself, however, lest
I should lose my way again in the jungle. At
length, as I was making up my mind to try the
road to Giggagigge, under the escort of my
host’seldest daughter, I heard Tom’s welcome
voice in the jungle, approaching the house, led
by the head of the reputable family with whom
I had bivouacked the previous night.

“ ¢Hallo I’ T shouted, gladly.

“ < Here, saar,” was Tom’s reply, still invi-
sible.
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“ < Have you got the tongue, and the claret,
and the beer ?’ T asked, listening ‘eagerly for the
answer. i

““One bottlc beer got, saar,” was Tom’s reply.

“Even that’ was better than nothing; so,
seizing it as Tom approached, I knocked off
the neck, and drank it all foaming from the
bottle. It was almost luke-warm, but how de-
licions it was, notwithstanding ! And there
stood my brave old Robin, glad to 'see his
master again—it was truly a joyous séunion.

*I was astonished to find that I was now
six miles from the little cottage near which I
had taken breakfast the previous morning, and
six miles, too, in the wrong direction, that is, ly-
ing far out of my route to Ruminacadde. When
I got back to my previous morning’s quarters, I
found Tom had made comfortable arrange- .
ments for me to pass the night there. Send-
ing off the coolies and groom for the tusks of
the elephant I had shot, I made a delicious
meal of the tongue, the remainder of the fa-
mous curry, the claret, and two bottles of beer
—consuming, indeed, all the remainder of my
provisions, for I intended to reach this early
next day (yesterday).
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«] had had no sleep the night before, so
that, ip my new quarters, I slept like a top,
never opening my eyes till it was past seven
o’clock—an hour one would consider carly
enough in England, but for a than travelling
in a tropical forest, two hours too late at least.
I had scarcely made my dlsposmons for the
morning, determining to makc one clean sweep
of it without delay.or interruption, regardless
of sun or heat—determined, I say, to reach
Ruminacadde without turning to the right hand
or to the left—without delaying unnecessarily
a moment ; but you remember the old proverb .
about man supposing and God disposing. My
evil star was still in the ascendant, and I was
destined to more trials. They, doubtless, have
their use, these trials; but, like many other
useful medicines, are nauseous and unpleasant
exceedingly.

“T1 et off with the intention of diligently
eschewing elephants, deer, jyngle-fowl, every-
thing that could divert me from the road, im-
pelled the rather thereto by the hunger and
thirst which began to assail me, and which,
bad anywhere, are doubly so in the tropics.
About eleven, the thirst was unbearable, so I
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dismounted to get a draught of clear water at
a spring on the hill’s side, over which I was
riding. Constitutionally, I dislike water as a
drink, regarding it—1I mean such as one gets
in Ceylon—as being far from wholesome. There
was still a glass or two of claret left in the
bottle, so I filled ft, to give the water a flavour,
and then drank the contents. That finished,
I strolled up to the top of the hill, trying to
persuade myself that I did so to inspect the
scenery, but really because I heard some ele-
phant-calls coming from that quarter. Weare
.such frail ‘creatures at best! I only intended
to have a look at them, but, when I saw them,
I asked myself why my misfortunes of the pre-
vious day should not be revenged? How did
I know but it was the very same herd that had
been playing in the slough of abominations, of
which my clothes still retained the odour.
“Thus it was that I reasoned myself into
taking advantage of a favourable wind, making
a detour round the hill’s-side, loading my rifles
with zinc, and telling Tom to keep up, whilst
I made my way towards the herd. The road
led us further round than I anticipated, and the
herd seemed still at a distance, when one of
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them made his appearance suddenly on our
right. T was nbt prepared for this ; for, know-
ing that Robin was not to be depended upon,
I had intended dismounting beforé I came up
with them. Never had a horse o greater dread
of elephants than he has—a fact scarcely to be
wondered at, indeed, Yor he was, on more than
one occasion, very near losing his life from
them. No sooner,, therefore, did he see the
huge besst making his way towards us, and
suddenly appearing in a sort of clearing to our
right, than he threw up his heels bnskly into
the air, turned sharply round, and left me sit- -
ting on the ground. With the exception of a
bruise a little—ahem—to the side of my hip, I
was not hurt. Tom was near me. Ijumped up
at once. The elephant had apparently been as
much scared by our apparition as Robin by
his, and turning tail, was off in a moment,
trumpeting forth his fears loudly to the others.
Tom and I pursued, for our, blood was up;
and we thought neither of horse nor of coolies.
I could not get a fair forehead aim at the mon-
ster, so I fired as he was abreast of me, hoping
to penetrate to the heart behind the shoulder-
blade as he stepped out ; but it is not an easy
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shot that ; and the want of breakfast, I sup-
pose, had made my hand unsteady. I, failed
to bring him down, or even badly to disable
him ; and the rest of the herd, alarmed by his
loud trumpeting and the report, were flying in
all dircctions thropgh the jungle.

“ We pursued them, our blood roused with
the sport, for a considerable time, but without
success. I fired another long shot, which did
not tell, and then gave up the chase’as a bad
job. Now, for the first time, I began to think
of Robin. Tom knew as little of his where-

-abouts as I did. I hate walking in the jungle,
as you know, and I had no intention whatever
of losing my horse. When we had rejoined
the coolies, one of them, who had been de-
puted to climb the hill and look after us, in-
formed me that he had seen Robin scampering
back in the direction we had come. I felt
tired, hungry, thirsty, vexed, annoyéd, and
dispirited. There was nothing to be done,
however, but to send the groom and a coolie
back after Robin, when we-had established
ourselves in a native hut hard by.

* « From one o’clock on that luckless day to
five, did I sit in that miserable hut drawing
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figures on the floor with my ramrod. At
five Torgp brought me some rice and a vege-
table curry he had succeeded, after infinite
trouble, in cooking. It was palatable, but
there was no beer, no claret, no brandy—
nothing but that cternal wyter to wash it
down. By way of supper, he prepared some
rice-cakes and coffee for me, and I partook
of the meal gratefully, remembering that we
are but dust and ashes after all. It was not
till it was dark that the groom returned with
Robin.

“To have pursucd my journey at that hour
through the forest would have becn madness.
Tom madc me as comfortable as possible during
the night, and next morning I set off for Ru-
minacadde, after a breakfast of rice cakes, and
coffee. What a breakfast for a man of my
dimensions, and accustomed to the cxercise
I take. *Rice cakes and coffec! and swck
coffee; Well, well, I know it,is not for no-
thing that trials are sent, so I try to be
grateful,” concluded Lister, as he tossed off a
final glass of claret.

We soon after separated for the night, I to
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oindulge in visions of sport to be enjoyed with
my portly friend, before duty called me back
to Colombo, he to refresh himself after his
persecutions by a sound and protracted sleep.
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CHAPTER 1V.
NO PARAPET.

Tae centre of Ceylon is occupied by a rugged
mountain steep, surrounded By a low-belt of
sandy coast that slopes evenly down to the
sea. On the east and south this rugged knot
of high land, with its picturcsque valleys and
forests, table-lands and pointed hills, approaches
nearer to the ocean than on the north and
west. The south-eastern portion of the ele-
vated district is occupied by the most exten-
sive table-land in the island, immediately by
the side of which rises the highest mountain
in Ceylon, between eight and nine thousand
feet in elevation.

During the long centuries of native rule,
when Céylon was independent, this south-
castern district was the fertile source of in-
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surrections and revolutions ; every disappointed
minister fled to Rohona, as it was then called,
and there he was sure to find congenial spirits,
ready and able to help him in opposing con-
stituted authority. Newera Ellia, or the city
of Ellia, is the name which, in later ycars, has
been given to the cxtensive table-land that
occupies a large portion of this south-eastern
district—a plain between five and six thousand
fect above the level of the sea, and from ten
to twelve miles in circumference. It forms
at present the sanitarinm of Ceylon. The
Anglo-Indian or the Anglo-Ceylonese, worn
out and debilitated by long residence amid
the heat of the low-lands, finds a refuge from
that heat at Newera Ellia; finds a bracing
atmosphere that reminds him of his home
in the far-off north-west so long forsaken. In
the middle of the day, during a large por-
tion of the year, even at this altitude, the sun
shines in tropical majesty, rendering it un-
pleasant, if not dangerous, for the invalid to
brave his beams, by walking; but the morn-
ings, and evenings, and nights, are deliciously
cool, the air often dry and frosty, with that
clear, bracing purity so enjoyable on a frosty
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morning, during clear weather, in England.
At night, sometimes, during the winter, actual
frost does cover the ground, and is to be seen
from bed-room windows in the morning, and a
thin coating of ice is to be found in the pools
and ponds of the large plains.

The untravelled can scarcely fancy the de-
light with which the worn-out Anglo-Indian
sees such things. +IHe pceps forth from his
cozy bed-room, and secs the grass white with
hoar frost, and he thinks of England, of boy-
hood, of home, of father, mqther, sigter, bro-
ther, of ties and affections long since severed,
rent asunder by time or death, but the remem-
brance of which is very dear to him. The
white coverings of the fields, the crisp tread
of the road as he walks along it, the thin,
crackling ice, as he tries its strength with his
stick, all remind him of far other scenes and
of a far-distant land, scenes that never can
again recur, a land that never can be again to
himn what it has been.

Memory hallotvs the recollection, however,
and wreck though he be of what he was, de-
bilitated, worn out, cnfeebled, with discased
liver and a more diseased mind, he drops a
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tear upon the crackling ice as he touches it
with his walking-stick, a tear consecrated by
love, hallowed by fond memories, sufficient to
prove he is not all changed, sufficient to prove
an English heart still animates and warms his
bosom ; an English heart, capable of high and
holy feelings, that may not have been awakened
for years, and which he himself has fancicd,
perhaps, have been long since dead.

To attain to this tcmperate table-land of
Newera Ellia, is by no means an easy matter.
The journey to.it leads through a rugged
mountain pass, in which a beautiful waterfall
gladdens the landscape and endangers the
journey—the pass of Rambodde. At the foot
of the hill, where the waterfall raves and foams
perpetually, stands a rest house or inn, in
which the traveller may refresh himself before
he commences the ascent of the mountain. Ie
then crosscs the brawling, boiling stream fresh
from itswprecipitous descent, by means of a
bridge, that, to nervous eyes, is by nomeans safe.
No parapct serves asa protection to the traveller,
should his horse prove restive, for the timid
animal cocks his cars at the scathing fload that
rages beneath him, that whirls its white masses
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of foam from eddy to eddy, and dashes them
against rocks amd into ugly crevices, to remain
there till wanted to be played with again.
Nor is the danger only imaginary. During
my residence in Ceylon, Lieutentant Barry, of
the Rifles, when crossing this bridge, on his
way to Newera Ellia, Tode a splrlted Arab he
had brought up from Colombo—by no means
a horse for jungle travelling, too fiery, too
timid, too. skittish, and too mercurial. Doubt-
less thinking of pleasant things, fearing no
danger, Barry was carried jauntily along by his
steed, the rider firm in his seat, having a quick
eye, a steady hand, and a muscular leg; the
horse fresh and playful, disposed to show him-
self off, dnd to have as much fun as possible.
They stood upon the unparapeted wooden
bridge—the huge mountain on the left, with its
black and white boiling stream in its recesses—
a frightfal chasm on the right full of raging
waters and projecting rocks,mth here apd there
a stunted shrub, all deep, decp bclow fearful to
look at. They stapd upon the bridge, and the
jaunty Arab caught a glimpse of a huge white
mass of foam, perhaps, whirling rapidly round
on the ‘stream to his left, and coming towards
vOT. 1. «
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him—caught a glimpse of sometking that ter-
rified him unquestionably and started—started
with a thrill of terror. Barry presscd the
spur gently to his side, and spoke an encou-
raging word; the horse felt the spur, and
heeded not the word—he reared, trying to
turn from what fiad afftighted him—his hind
foot trembled for a moment on the edge of the
unparapeted bridge, and but for a moment.
Barry saw incvitable fate staring him in
the face, and tried to throw himself off, on the
near side, but it was too latc. One wild
semicircle in the air, one snort of terror from
the horse, one cry of despair from the rider,
and both werc lost in the fearful chasm
below.  There was a faint splash, and a
hard succession of thumps borne by the air
from the boiling abyss, as the two were
hwrled from rock to rock, and then all was as
usual again; the stream boiling as before ;
the echocs of the valley sounding with its
commotion ; the bridge quivering; the rocks
bleak, Llack, stern, and immovable ; the vege-
tation as of old; and a dead man and a dead
horse lying far away in sowe decp. recesses
below. Barry’s groom was a short distance
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behind him, and had scen the whole catus-
trophg.

The perils of a journcy to Newera Ellia
were then by no means imaginary—far other
than imaginary truly.

Nor even when the fatal, bridge has been
passed, and the ascent commenced, does the
traveller focl sure that he has left all danger
behind. By no means.  The road runs zig-
zag up tlie mountain’s side, steep, precipitous,
angular, with the sharpest cuttings and the
most sudden transitions from, left to right, and
from right to left. Views constantly present
themselves of the sublimest character, views
of wide valleys, and cncircling mountains in’
the distance, as well as of decp and danger-
ous declivities on every side, looking down
into awful chasms, black and fearful, in which
the cye sceks vainly for some object on which
to rest, tree, or shrub, or rock, or rivulet, for
all is a dim, indistinet haze, fearful to contem-
plate in its magnitude and depth—fearful, as
onc thinks of the probable consequences of
a fall, and 'shudders at the thought.

So modnotonous is the angular z-likc ascent
of the mountain at Rambodde, so numerous

a?
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arc the turns, the sharp angles, at which the
road runs in straight lines, first to one side and
then to another, the traveller gaining a little
upon the hill at each turn, that morc than one
tourist has fancied there was no end at all to
the ascent, and that he must have long passed
the diverging point where the road runs off
on the hill’s summits to Newera Lllia.  The
despairing looks thrown upwards by such
voyagers, as turn after turn is passed, are lu-
dicrous amazingly—despairing looks at ever
the same mass of jungle vegetation, laurels,
myrtles, and other evergreens, which abound at
these heights, mingled with stunted tropical
bushes, and half-green plants of more tempcrate
regions.  The traveller, however, innocent of
hotanical information, sces no difference at all
in the vegetation as he casts his despairing
clances upwards—to him it is ever the same,
whether round the base, in the middle, or at
the summit—and he begins to doubt whether
he is at all in the right way, or whether so
interminable a road can lcacd anywhere but to
the clouds.

Pleasure and business combined, not ill-
health, took me to Newera Ellia. T enjoyed
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its delightful temperature and strength-in-
spiring“breezes all the more kecnly because [
was in perfect health, and therefore able morc
perfectly to enjoy both. Its English-looking
cottages, with their chimneys smoking 2 la
Londres, were sufficient in thémselves to rousc
a thousand hallowed associations.

I met here, unexpectedly, at the little inn
which hogpitably receives forlorn travellers, a
Colombo friend of the name of Katchit. Mr.
Katchit was’a politician of that old school so
beautifully described by Adtison in one of
the Spectators : ““ He Jooked extremely thin in
a dearth of news.”” Newspapers were the only
literature he indulged in.  Politics were the
perpctual fount whence he drew mental
draughts of nectar to cheer his soul—the am-
brosia on which he silently fed—as he wandered
through the groves of cocoa-nut trees by the
sea-shore, or amidst the mighticr vegetation of
the forests in the interior.

Of all quidnuncs I knew, Katchit was one of
the most insatiable ; ever on the alert for what
was novel, and regarding all other gratifica-
tions as infinitcly inferior to the hearing and
telling of some new thing. My acquaintance
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with Lim hitherto had becn limited to an oc-
casional conversation in the Colombo Library,
or a chat upon the steps of his office in the
fort. He had becn a successful merchant in
Colombo for years, and, if report spoke truly,
had amassed a lafge fortunc. He had left the
1sland a short time before, intending to return
and settle permanently in England ; but find-
ing himself a mere nobody there, and a little
great man in Colombo, he preferred returning
to his old haunts and resuming lis old ways.
On the vvils of frec trade he was cloquent.
Secing the evil it had produced in Ceylon, he
could not persuade himself it could anywhere
clse be advantageous, and he was fond of pro-
phesying ruin and the decadence of the British
Empire as its result.

Having thus assumed a decided attitude in
the ficld of English politics, every mail afforded
preciscly such food as he desired, wherewith
to feed his mind. He pored over the columns
of the Aforning Ilerald in fond admiration,
and lost no opportunity of having a hard rap
—the harder the better—at the mighty
thunderer. I never heard, however, that the
one paper was a whit the better, or the other
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a whit the wonse, for his adulation or con-
tempt.

We were, of course, all Protcclionists in
Ceylon, naturally and incvitably so. Katchit,
thercfore, had no great quarrcl to maintain
with either of the local papers, although as
to the particular mcans by which the Ceylon
planters might, ultimately, succeed in revers-
ing the policy of the British Parliament (!) and
in obtaining what they belicved to be only
justice, he might occasionally differ from either
of the editors.

Some article on the subject, more ficry than
usual in the Ceylon Herald, had opened his
heart tome,and he had lately contributed several
letters and leaders for its columns, so that,
when we met at Newera Ellia, it was with the
cordiality of old friends accidentally thrown
together in a crowd of strangers. There was
so much that was original about the man, that
I felt pleased at becoming mote intimate with
him, particularly as no one gave better din-
ners, or was more carcful as to the quality of
the champagne he put upon his table.

“Do you want to make your fortune?” he
asked me abruptly one day, when we were
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seated together by a blazing wood fire in
Newera Ellia, discussing at the samé time,
some excellent clarct he had brought up from
Colombo, and the last speech of Sir Robert
Peel brought out by the Ovcrland Mail.
“Do you want té make your fortunc?” was
his question.

“Docs an Alderman love turtle?” was my
reply. ‘

“You do then,” said he; “I am glad of it.
Now listen to me. The only way to bring
the British public to its scnses anent the
matter of Protection and Free Trade, is to
publish a popular work—a novel, suppose—in
favour of the former and against the latter.”

“An cxcellent project,” said I, “therc is
but onc thing wanting, and that is the work
itself.  Its publication 