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FHigtorical Sunumary.

In the year of the Hegirn 1014, Prince Selim as- a.n.
cended the imperial throne of the Moguls immediately 1603.
upon the death of his father Akbar, who expired at
Agra, amid the general lamentations of his subjects,
who loved him as their father, adnired him as their
leader, and feared him us their prince.

Heg. 1015. A conspiracy was formedin favourof Chu- 1604,
sero, Jehangire’s eldest son. When it was discovered,
the prince appeared ip arms and broke out into open
rebellion.  1le marched to Delhi, ravaged the conntry,
and laid the suburbs under contribution. Many
houses were burned, many persons perished, and
thousands were utterly ruined. Jebangire, hearing of
these vutrages, immediately commanded his captain-
generwd to pur. the army in motion and pursue his re-
bellions son. specting tlad oieeg v Joyalty, however,
he recalled lum juste. s Jie latter was about to quit the
city gates, and gave « .. mand of the imperial forces
to Ferid Bochari, }&\mnst('r general of the army,
who pursued the l'ehelo.w Lahore, where he was en-
tirely routed. As the person of Chusero was known to
the troops generally, they did not attempt his life,
and he was permitted to escupe. Ile was, however,
soon after taken prisoner, which put an end to the re-
belli(m.——ln‘the samie year a peace was concluded with
Persia.

VOL. 117, »
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A.D.
1609.

1610.

1611.

1613,

HISTORICAL SUMMARY.

Heg. 1018. Shere Afkun, a Turkoman noble, slew
the Suba of Bengal, and was immediately killed by
the latter’s troops.

Heg. 1019, Jehangire married the beautiful widew
of Shere Afkun, Noor Mahil,

Heg. 1020. The Afgans, u fierce and untractable
people, inhabiting the mountains beyond the Indus,
rebelled, and entering Cabul with a considerable army,
committed the most cruel excesses. The rebellion was
suppressed by Nadili Meidani, who pursued the Afgans
to their native mountains, putting a great part of their
ill-disciplined troops to the sword. The close of this
year was distinguished by two formidable insurrections,
one in Bengal, the other in Behar ; the former was
put an end to by Sujait Chan, who, for this signal ser-
vice, was advanced by his imper{al master to the title
of Rustum Ziman, which signifies the Hercules of the
age. The insurrection in Behar was quashed in conse-
quence of the rebel Cuttul, who assumed to be the
Prince Chusero, being killed by a brick-bat.

Heg. 1022, Prince Purvez was despatched with an
army against Amar Sinka, Ranaor Prince of Odipoor,
in the Deccan, whahad dtticked a:n}] defented the im-
perial troops. He was unsuceessful.”J changire recalled
him and sent Mohabet Chan to replace him. The
army, however, heing reducetl 'by disease, and in a
state of insubordination, Mohabet was not in a condi-
tion to oppose the Rana. Prince Churrum, the Em-
peror’s third son, was consequently sent with fresh
troops to supersede Mohabet. He entered by the
mountains, engaged the enemy, and obliged him to sue
for peace, .



HISTORICAL SUMMARY.

Heg. 1023. Chan Azim and Man Singh, the two
principal supporters of Chusero’s rebellion, died. *They
were both distinguished under the reign of Akbar, who
advanced them to high offices in the stute.

Heg. 1024, Sir Thomas Roe, the English ambas-
sador to the court of Agra, arrived at Boorampoor,
where he was courteously received by Sultan Purver,
governor of that province. He was subsequently re-
ceived by the Emperor at Ajmere with the greatest
affability and kindness. Disturbances in Guzzarat
and Cabul quelled.

Heg. 1025. Sultan Churrum’s name was changed to
Shah Jehan, or King of the World. The princes of
the Deccan having rebelled, Shah Jchan forced them
to sue for peace, for which emineng service he rose
into high favour wigh the Emperor.

Heg. 1027, The Vizier Actemad-ul-Dowla, father-
in.law of the Emperor, died. Aurungzebe born. His
mother was the Sultana Kudsia, daughter of Asiph
Jah, 'The name Aurungzcbe signifies, the Ornament
of the Throne.

Heg. 1029, Shah Jehan marched a second time into
the Deccan, ryd reduced to subjectian the princes, whe
had again rebelled. His eldest brother. Chusero, was
delivered into his hands.

Heg. 103¢. Chusero was assassinated under the walls
of Azere by coommand of Shah Jehan,

Hig. 1031. Shah Jechan assumed the imperial pur-
ple, attacked the fort at Agra, but was repnlsed by
Asiph Jah, the new Vizier, and brother of the Sul-
tuna Noor Jehan.

Heg. 1032. Jehangire prepared to march against his
rebellious don, who endeavoured to justify Fis rebellion.
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A. D,
1623.

1624,
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1627.

1628,

HISTQRICAL SUMMARY.

An action ensued in which Shah Jehan was entirely
defeated. Sultan Purvez arrived in the camp, and
under the tuition of Mohabet received command of
the imperial forces. He defeated the royal insurgent
upon the banks of the Nerbuddah.

Heg. 1033. Shah Jehan entered Bengal, defeated the
Suba, took possession of that province and likewise
of Bahar. Prince Purvez advanced with the imperial
army and again defeated his rebellions brother, who
tled towards the Deccan, was joined by the Rajah of
Ambere, and besieged Boorampoor, but was repulsed.

Heg. 1034. Shah Jehan was pardoned by the Em-
peror. Chandahar, a fortified town of Afghanistan whs
taken by the Persians under the command of Shah
Abbas their King, who appeared before it in person,
The Usheck Tartars invaded the province of Ghizni,
but after an obstinate resistance of nine months were
driven out of the empire.

Heg. 1035. Mohabet was accused of treason, and sumn-
moned before the Emperor. Ile obeyed, was grossly in-
sulted, surprised Jehangire in his tent, made him pri.
soner, and carried him off to his own camp. The Vizier
attempted a rescue,but was defeated with,great slaugh-
ter. DMohabet resigned his power, was obliged to fly,
and declared himself in favour of Shah Jehan.

Heg. 1036. Jehangire died, Dawir Buxsh, grand-
son of the late Emperor, was raised to the throne,
deposed, and murdered. Shah Jehan arrived at Agra,
and was proclaimed Emperor.

Heg. 1037. Shah Jehan ascended the throne of the
Moguls,
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THE morning dawned upon two travellers in-
the midst of a blighted wilderness. As the sun
threw its level rays over the horizon, they flooded
a plain where no boundary could be traced but
the sky, and from which the dominion of' vegeta-
tion was almost.whoily withdtawn ; there being
nothing to relieve the dull, uniform sterility of the
scene but occasionally the trunks of a few stunted
trees, which appeared to stand there only as so
many legible records of the utter barrenness of the
spot. These sad wayfarers rose from beneath the
scanty shadcs of one of thuse skeletons of the
wilderness to pursue a journey with a deplor-
able prospect Vefore them. They were far ad-
vanced upon a wide inhospitable desert, where
no welcome serai was to be seen, and where the
passenger was seldom met, The refreshing well
was nowhere found in these dreary and unfruitful
solitudes.



8" ' THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD.

The travellers were a Tartar and his wife, who,
in consequence of a marriage not approved of by
their respective families, had fled from their coun-
try to seck that home in another which was denied
to them in their own. The man was handsome,
of noble carriage, possessing all the generous qua-
lities of his race; bold, active, enterprising, with
great capability of endurance, and withal of a
mild and placable spirit. The woman was young,
beautiful, but extremely delicate; and, to crown
her husband’s misery and her own, she was about
to become a mother. When they arose on this
sad morning, they consumed the, last of their pro-
visions. They had only a small quantity of water
in a leathern bottle, which the Tartar made his
fainting wife drink before they proceeded on their
way., What a deplorable condition! To linger

. was certain death, and to advance secraed only a
dallying with hope :—there appeared no chances
of relief. They had several days’ journey to per-
form without being provided withi any sustenance
for so long and arduous a travel ; and the chances
of meeting with passengers were so remote as to
render their perishing in the wilderness almost a
certainty. .

The Tartar’s wife was mounted upon a small
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lean horse, which for the last several days had
been so sparingly fed that it could scarcely proceed.
The wretched woman was unconscious of the ex-
tent of her danger. She knew not that the whole
of their provisions were exhausted, save one small
rice cake which the tender husband had reserved
for her use. He kept from her the awful fact of
their utter destitution, lest in her precarious con-
dition it should bring on premature labour where
no assistance could be obtained, and she would
thus probably perish. In spite of the misery cf
his situation, he still entertained the hope that he
should obtain reljpf; and trustihg in the mercy of
Him who guides the wanderer as well in the wil-
derness as in the populous country, he pursued his
journey, though with a heavy and foreboding heart.
As the sun rose, the heat became intolerable.
There was no shelter from its scorching rays. The
anxious Tartar held an umbrélla over the head of
his wife as he walked painfully along by the side
of her lean ambling pony ; but after a while his arm
became so cramped that it was with difficulty he
could bear the weight of the chatta. This, though
not great, was the more sensibly felt from the ele-
vated position in which he was obliged to keep his
arms. Ie was, however, marvellously sustained
B5
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by the excitement of his anxiety for the dear ob-

ject mear him, who bore with unrepining endur-
ance privations which in her state were especi-

ally deplorable. They travelled through a long

and toilsome day. The rice cake was consumed

long before they halted for the night.

There being no shelter near, the husband fixed
the handle of his umbrella into the ground, and
throwing over it a thin palampore,” formed a kind
of rude tent, under which his wife might repose
without immediate exposure to the unwholesome
night air. She was exhausted with fatigue; her
tongue was parched with thirst,. and the rapid in-
crease of circulation too plainly told that fever
was fast coming on. To attempt to depict the
husband’s agony were a vain endeavour. With-
out food—without water—his wife actually in the
pains of labour—with no hope of relief—in the
midst of a vast wilderness,—which even the wild
beasts shunned as a solitude where only death and
desolation reigned,—he had no ‘thought but that
both must lie down and die. The sufferings
of his hapless companion were appalling, yet she
bore them without a murmur. The severity of
her pangs aggravated that thirst by which she had

* A counterpane.
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been so long and so grievously oppressed. He
had but one alternative, and did not hesitate to
adopt it in such a trying emergency. His wife’s
agonies were every moment increasing. He quit-
ted the insecure canopy which he had erected for
her temporary accommodation, seized his dagger,
ran to the pony, and, in a paroxysm of tumultuous
anxiety to save the life of the object dearest to him
upon earth, plunged it desperately into the animal’s
throat. Having caught the blood in a wooden
trencher, he bore it to the tent.

During his short absence, his wife had become a
mother. The ciy of the poor babe raised within
him, at this moment, emotions of parental joy ;
but these were in an instant stifled by the con-
sciousness of those awful perils by which he was
surrounded. He put the bowl to the lips of the
suffering mother : she took a small quantity, and
was in a slight degree refreshéd. He now kindled
a fire upon the wide blasted desert, and broiled
some flesh of the animal which he had Jjust
slaughtered. It was tough and rank. The juices,
however, of this unpalatable repast subdued in a
degree the yearnings of hunger and the dreadful
pangs of thirst.

On the morrow, when the sun again cast its
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vivid light upon the vast level of the wilderness,
this wretched pair arose to pursue their journey.
The Tartar dreaded the increased difficulties which
he should have now to overcome. Ilis companion
was so weak that she could scarcely stand ; yet she
was obliged to carry her infant, as he was loaded
with their baggage and other necessaries, that had
hitherto been confined to the back of the pony.
They had scarcely commenced the prosecution of
their melancholy journey, when they werc cheered
with the prospect of relief. Not more than half a
coss* distance before them, a beautiful lake seemed
to gmile in the morning sun, and..to invite the suf-
fering travellers to bathe their limbs in its limpid
waters. The margin was dotted with groups of
trees, displaying a luxuriant foliage, which was
reflected in the still mirror below and promised-
a grateful shade to the travel-worn passenger.
Oxen appeared to Be grazing on its markin, and
every now and then, in the luxury of the most
exquisite enjoyment, to hide themselves under the
pellucid surface of its calm waters. Beyond, a
gorgeous city reared its battlements amid the so-
lemn silence of the desert, over which it seemed
to cast the glow of its sp&ndour, and to speak

# The coss iz about two miles.
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with a mute but eloquent voice of cheering to
the heart of the forlorn wanderer, of which they
alone can appreciate the magic force who have
braved the perils of the wilderness, and seen death
stand before them face to face amid its vast and
inhospitable solitudes.

The Tartar and his wife, overjoyed at the
sight, made the best of their way towards the
lake and the city, in which the stir of busy life
scemed to prevail; for they saw, as they ima-
gined, multitudes of their fellow-beings issue
from its gates and spread over the adjoining
plain. The scgne to the exdited imagination of
the travellers was animated beyond description.
The sight of human habitations, and of human
beings who could afford them succour; of waterin
which they might assuage the pangs of the most
painful of bodily privations; of houses in which
they might find shelter aftet their perilous jour-
ney—all gave such a stimulus to their exertions,
that even the weak and suffering mother, with the
assistance of her husband's arm, was able to go
onward with tolerable firmness.

When they had proceeded for some time, the
lake and the city still appeared before them, but
no nearer. It seemed to them as if they had
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been moving their limbs without advancing a
single step. They still, however, pressed forward
under the delusive expectation of reaching the
fair goal of their hopes; but after a while the
lake began suddenly to disappear—the city was
by degrees shrouded in a mist, which dispersed
in the course of a few minutes, and, to their con-
sternation, they saw nothing save the wide arid
expanse of the desert before them. The unhappy
woman sank upon the earth in a paroxysm of
mental agony. The miserable man was now per-
fectly overwhelmed with despair. He feared that
his wife was dying. She could .no longer carry
the infant; there was, consequently, but one al-
ternative. The struggle of nature was a severe
one, but no choice remained between death and
parental subjugation. The desire of life prevailed ;
and it was determined, after an agonizing conflict,
that the infant must'be sacrificed. The mother’s
tears were dried up on her burning cheeks, and
the father’s pangs were lost in the anxieties of
the husband. The appeals of nature were only
stifled by louder appeals in both their bosoms ; and,
however fierce the repugnance, it was to be resisted
and overcome. The death of their babe was the
least of two evils ; they therefore submitted to the
stern severity of their condition.
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It was agreed by the half-distracted parents,
that the new-born pledge of their affections should
be abandoned, The mother having kissed it fer-
vently, consigned it to the arms of her husband,
who, having taken it to a spot where the stunted
stock of a tree protruded from the scorching sand,
placed it under the scanty shade of this bare
emblem of sterility ; and, having covered it with
leaves, left it to the mercy of that God who can
protect the babe in the desert as well as the so-
vereign on his threne. On rejoining his wife, the
Tartar found her so weak that he feared she would
be unable to prgceed. Though released from the
burden of her infant, her prostration of strength
was so extreme, from the united effects of mental
and bodily suffering, that she could scarcely rise
- from the earth. The pangs of thirst were again
becoming horrible; still, after a severe struggle,
she rose, and the wretched pair pursued their
journey in silence and in agony.

They had not proceeded far before the invincible
yearnings of nature prevailed over mere physical
torment, and the bereaved mother called in a
voice of piteous anguish for her child. She could
no longer endure the pains of separation. The
idea of having voluntarily consented to become
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the instrument of its death, was a horror which
increased with every step, and she sank exhausted
upon the sand. The sun, now rising towards its
meridian, poured upon her the fiery effulgence
of its beams. The husband’s heart was subdued
by her sufferings. Dashing a tear from his cheek,
he undertook to return and restore their infant
to the arms of its distracted mother. Fixing
the handle of his umbrella again in the ground
and throwing the palampore over it, he placed
his wife under that frail covering, and immedi-
ately retraced his steps. With a sad heart he
reached the spot where he had lately deposited the
infant ; but what was his consternation at behold-
ing the leaves removed, and a black snake coiled
round it, with its hideous mouth opposed to
that of his child! In a frenzy of desperation he
rushed forward ; but instantly arrested by the in-
stinct of paternal feal, he stood before the objects
at once of his tenderest interest and of his terror,
as if he had been suddenly converted into stone.
The previous motion, however, had evidently
alarmed the monster ; for it gradually uncoiled it-
self from its victim without committing the slightest
injury, and retired into the hollow trunk which
marked this memorable spot. The father snatched
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up his child, and bore it in ecstasy to its mother ;
.but she was extended under the palampore in the
last struggle of expiring nature. Her feeble spi~
rit had been overborne by her lengthened suf-
ferings of mind and body, and she now lay at the
point of decath. She raised her eyes languidly,
received the babe with a faint smile upon her
bosom, and tenderly kissed it. The effort over-
came her, and she fainted. After a short time she
rallied—but it was only to die. The husband hung
over her with mute but intense tenderness, cursing
in his heart, with a bitterness whlch that very ten-
derness aggravatal, those relatives who had caused
the death of all he valued upon earth, and ren-
dered him the most desolate of men.

¢ Aiass,” said the dying woman, “dig me a
grave in the wilderness; don't leave this poor
body to the beasts of prey. We shall be restored
to each other. There is a paradise beyond this
world where all the good meet and are blessed :
we shall be among them. 1 die happy in the
possession of your love, and in the consciousness
of never having forfeited my claim to it.”

The Tartar could not speak. He pressed
the wife of his bosom to that heart which she
had so fondly engrossed, and scalding tears of
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agony overflowed his cheeks. He threw his arms
tenderly round her, his heart throbbing audibly,
and buried his bursting temples in the hot sand
beside her. She spoke not,—she stirred not; he
raised his head to kiss her fading lips—her eye
was rayless—those lips were slightly parted, but
fixed; a faint smile was on her cheek, yet no
breath came. She was dead!
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CHAPTER IIL

Arass raised himself from the earth, cast his
eye with a look of reproach towards heaven, and
gave way to a burst of sorrow ; then bringing
the strong energies of his mind to resistance, the
ebullition shortly subsided, and he bowed to the
stroke with the fortitude of a man who looks upon
endurance as hiseprovince, and upon calamity as
his lot. During the whole of this melancholy day
he did not quit the body. His wife’s dying request
was in his ears and in his memory—¢Dig me a
grave in the wilderness,” and he resolved to com-
ply with it. Ile passed twelve lingering hours in
a broiling sun, occasionally ca'sting himself under
the palampore beside the corpse, close to which
his infant slept unconscious of its loss. His
thirst became at leligth so excessive that his
throat and tongue swelled, and he began to ap-
prehend suffocation. His face was blistered and
sore, his eyes inflamed, from the combined effects
of weeping, and the glare of an ardent sun upon
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the white sand of the desert. Towards evening
he was so overcome by his sufferings that he laid
him down to die. The infant cried for nutriment,
but he had none to give it. Taking the linen from
his body, which was saturated with perspiration,
he put it to the babe’s mouth: this kept it alive.

The tongue of Aiass had by this time enlarged to
such an immense size that he could not move it.
The inflammation was so great that he was unable
to close his lips. Expecting death every moment, he
pressed still closer to his bosom the innocent pledge
of conjugal affection, when- he was unexpectedly
relieved by the cracking of h.s swollen tongue.
A copious discharge of blood followed, which
passed into his stomach, and somewhat assuaged
the fever that burned within him. He was so
much relieved by this effort of nature, that he al-
most immediately sank into a short but refresh-
ing slumber.

The sun had gone down in brightness ; and
when he awoke, the stars were looking upon
him from their thrones of light, and the whole
heavens smiling above him in their beauty. The
intense, calm azure of the sky seemed an emblem
of the repose that dwells there. A gentle breeze
had broken the oppressive stagnation of the air,
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and fanned his hot, blistered features as with an
angel’s wing. His energies revived. Though the
thirst by which he was still parched affected him
greatly, still it was in some degree mitigated by
that balmy breath of heaven, which he felt now for
the first time since he had entered upon the desert.
He commenced his melancholy task of digging a
grave to enclose the remains of an object who had
been dearer to him than his own lite. He took
his crease—u short dagger with a wide double-
edged blade,—and began to remove the sand. It
was an arduous and sorrowful, labour. After an
carnest applicat®on of mind and body for two
hours, he succeeded in sinking a hole four feet
deep. Into this he tenderly lowered the body of
his departed wife, filled up the pit, and throwing
himself upon it, lay there until morning. There
was a discharge of blood from his tongue once or
twice during the night, which more than probably
saved his life.

Towards dawn he fell into a deep and death-
like sleep. Ie was at length awaked by feeling
himself severely shaken. Upgn looking up, he
perceived himself to be surrounded by strangers.
They were travellers’ on their way to Lahore.
They gave him food and water: the infant was fed
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with goat’s milk by means of a sponge. His
strength being now somewhat recruited, he joined
the travellers, and advanced with them by easy
stages to their destination.

Lahore was the field in which the Tartar’s
talents soon displayed themselves. Aiass was no
ordinary man. He attracted the notice of the
Emperor Akbar, who had a singular faculty in dis-
criminating merit, and from that moment rose to
distinction. Akbar perceived his value, and made
it avajlablc to promote the interests of his em-
pire. The Tartar, advanced by a regular but
rapid progression until he bedime high trea-
surer of the state. He was a chief political organ
of one of the wisest sovereigns which history
celebrates, and held in great respect by the whole
nation. The Emperor reposed implicit confidence
in him: it was well deserved, and ended only with
his life.

The daughter of Aiass, who had been so provi-
dentiully preserved in the desert, as she grew up,
excelled in personal attractions all the loveliest wo-
men of the East, and was therefore honoured with
the designation of Mher-ul-Nissa : the Sun of Wo-
men. The extraordinary event which had dis-
tinguished her birth seemed but as the prognostic
of future distinction. The child of the desert
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secret from his father, who esteemed the Turkoman
too highly to approve of the prince’s hostility
towards him, and had, moreover, expressed his
satisfaction at the latter’s marriage with Mher-
ul-Nissa. Selim, however, secretly fomented jea-
lousies among the Omrahs against the popularigg
well as imperial favourite. These were easily ex-
cited ; for there will never be found wanting per-
sons ready to tradvce those to whom they are con-
scious of being inferior in moral excellence; and
especially in courts where ambition is the ruling
passion, nothing can be less difficult than to pro-
voke the envy of men whose sole aim is aggrand.-
isement, and who are therefore naturally disposed
to think ill of any who happen to contra-
vene those aims, or to cross the path of their
ambition. The prince, therefore, had little Aif-
ficulty in accomplishing his purpose. Ile secretly
disseminated calummies to the injury of Shere
Atkun, who in disgust retired from court into
Bengul, where he obtained from the governor the
vicegerency of Burdwan, a considerable district
in that province. -
Here he lived undisturbed until the death of
Akbar, which caused the sincere regret of the

whole nation, who in mourming the decease of
VOL. IIL c
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their Emperor deplored the loss of a great and
a good man. When Prince Selim became sove-
reign, his passion-for the daughter of Aiass re-
vived in full force. The restraint being removed
under which the smothered flame had been so
long and so painfully suppressed, it burst forth
with increased fierceness. He was now abso-
lute; and being determined to possess the ob-
ject of his disappointed love, he made advances
towards a reconciliation with Shere Afkun; but
the brave Turkoman for a time resisted all his
importunities, pergeiving their object, and resolv-
ing to part neither with his wafe nor with his
honour, as he could not resign the one without
relinquishing the other. His strength was pro-
digious, and his bravery equal to his strength;
his integrity was unimpeached, his reputation
high, and he was alike feared and respected by
all classes. Upon every occasion where danger
was imminent, he was foremost to encounter it;
whilst his desperate valour was the theme of many
aromance and of many a song. His bodily vigour
was so great that he had slain a lion single-hand-
ed; from which circumstance he obtained the
cognomen of Shere Afkun, or the Lion-slayer;
his original name being Asta Jillo. He was, how-
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ever, no less esteemed for his virtucs than for
his bravery ; and Mher-ul-Nissa fully appreciated
his rare endowments. She was proud of his re-
putation. To her the Emperor’s feelings were no
secret ; but she avoided his presence, in obedience
to the wishes of her husband, who was not alto-
gether without his suspicions that the hostility
which the new sovereign manifested towards him
was solely on her account. He continued, there-
fore, in the province of Bengal, without visiting
the imperial capital.

Not long, however, after Jehangire had as-
cended the throfe of the Moguls, Shere Afkun
was invited to court, whither, after repeated so-
licitations, he repaired, trusting to his own high
reputation for security against any tyrannical ex-
ercise of the sovereign power. Upon his arrival,
he was much caressed by the Emperor, in order to
lull suspicion. Open and generous himself, he
suspected no treachery in others. He left his wife
at Burdwan, not willing to expose her to the
chance of attention from the sovereign, that might
keep alive former predilections, and renew his
royal rival’s criminal hostility.

The young Emperor's court was splendid in
the extreme. He was fond of stete; but hunt-

c2
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ing being his passion, a day was appointed for the
chase. All the chief nobles of the empire attend-
ed, hoping to have an opportunity of exhibiting
before their royal master their skill and prowess
in a pursuit at all times extremely dangerous in
eastern countries. A vast train, swelling to the
number of an army, issued from the gates of La-
hore. The cavalcade was prodigious. Upwards
of five hundred elephants, upon which rode the
Emperor and his court, led the van towards a
jungle where the quarry was expected to be
roused. The howdah of the royal elephant was
covered by a silken canopy, and“its whole capari-
son profuscly ornamented with precious metals,
Thousands of spears glittered in the sun, the rays
of which were reflected in streams of glowing
light from those various arms borne by this
motley cavalcade. The neighing of steeds was
mingled with the busy hum of men who thronged
to the scene of exciting enjoyment.

Shere Afkun accompanied the court on horse-
back, armed only with the sword with which he
had slain a lion,~—having by that act immortalised
his name in the annals of his country. His royal
master showed him a very marked respect, occa-
sionally consulting him respecting the chase; thus
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aggravating the jealousy of the nobles, already
sufficiently fierce against him. He reccived the
Emperor’s courtesies with a cold but modest re-
spect, not entirely forgetting former unkindness,
though without suspicion of future injury.

The royal party at length entered the jungle,
where the forest haunts of the lion and tiger were
shortly explored. The hunters soon enclosed a
mighty beast of the latter species; of which Jehan-
gire being apprized, immediately proceeded to the
spot. e began to entertain a hope that the pe-
rind so long desired was arrivgd when he should
have an opportflnity of exposing the life of his
former rival in an encounter from which the latter
would have little chance of escaping. Secing the
tiger at a short distance, surrounded by hunters,
lashing the ground with its tail and giving other
tokens of savage hostility, the despot demanded of
those around him, who would venture to attack
the ferocious beest ?

All stood silent and confounded. They had
not expected such a proposal ; nor did they appear
to cntertain any wish to expose their lives in a
conflict in which more danger than glory would
be reaped.

As none of them advanced, and the Emperor
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“began to knit his brows and show symptoms of dis-

pleasure, Shere Afkun already entertained a hope
that the enterprise would devolve upon him ; but,
to his extreme mortification, three Omrahs stepped
forward and offered to encounter the forest tyrant.
Jehangire cast upon the bold Turkoman a glance
of such unequivocal expression, that his pride kin-
dled, and he longed to show how little backward
he was to engage the brindled foe; but as threc
nobles had first challenged the encounter, he could
not set aside their prior claim to a distinction
which they insisted. upon striving for.

Upon receiving the approbation of their royal
master, they severally prepared for the encounter,
dismounting from their clephants, and arming
themselves with sword, spear, and shield. Shere
Afkun, fearing that he was likely to be rivalled,
and that his fame wpuld be tarnished by inferior
men undertaking a conflict which by his silence
he might be supposed to have dedined, advanced,
and presenting himself before the sovereign, said
firmly: * To attack an unarmed creature with
weapons is neither fair nor manly: it is taking
an advantage of an animal which cannot plead
against such injustice but by a fierce retaliation,
Such is not in accordance with the character of
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the truly brave. All manual contests should be

, undertaken upon equal terms. The Deity has
given limbs and sinews to man as well as to tigers,
and has imparted reason to the former in order to
countervail the deficiency of strength. Let the
nobles of your imperial majesty, then, lay aside
their arms and attack the enemy with those only
with which the Deity has provided them. If they
shrink from such an encounter, I am prepared to
undertake it.”

Jehangire rewarded the speaker with a smile of
gracious approbation ; but his erahs, one and all,
declined such a perilous contest, insisting upon the
madness of the enterprise. To the Emperor’s infi-
nite surprise and delight, the bold Turkoman in-
stantly cast aside his sword and shield, and pre-
pared to engage the tiger unarmed.

The circle of hunters, which had surrounded the
forest tyrant, opened to admit the champion. The
ferocious beast with which he was to engage lay
at the root of a tree, gnarling hideously as its
enemy approached, erecting the fur upon its
tail and back, passing its tongue every now and
then over the terrific fangs with which its jaws
were armed, but seeming ill disposed to commence
the contest. Shere Afkun was stripped to his
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trousers, and his fine muscular frame, a model
for an Indian Apollo, exhibited its noble propor-
tions as he advanced cautiously but firmly to-
wards his foe. The tiger lay upon its belly with-
out attempting to stir, nevertheless giving evident
tokens of a determination to retaliate if attacked.
The ponderous paws projected from beneath its
chest; and upon these it occasionally rested its
head, until roused by the approach of its adversary.
Every eye was fixed upon the scene; every heart
throbbed with the strongest emotion of anxiety.
The sovereign alone sat upon his elephant, appa-
rently calm and undisturbed ; bt the deep flush
upon his cheek showed that he took no ordinary
interest in the approaching encounter. Ie did
not utter a word as he saw the man whom he con-
sidered doomed to inevitable destruction march
resolutely up to the prostrate tiger and strike it in
the ribs with his foot. The aniinal, now excited
to ferocious resistance, instantly Sprang upon its
legs, but crept backward with its face to the enemy
and its belly to the ground. Shere Afkun ad-
vanced as it retreated, keeping his eyes fixed
upon those of the enraged beast. At length the
latter suddenly turned, and bounded forward ;
but was stopped by the spears of the hunters, who
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still encircled it at a distance, all armed to prevent

, its escape. Finding its purpose foiled, it again
turned, and being beyond the influence of the
Turkoman’s eye, prepared to make its perilous
spring.

Shere Afkun now retreated in his turn, and
pausing near a tree, awaited the approach of his
enemy. It instantly bounded onward, sweep-
ing its tail above the ground with an uncer-
tain motion, but without uttering a sound. The
brave champion, who from experience was wrell
acquainted with the habits of those animals which
are the terror of éhe jungles and their immediate
neighbourhood, well knew that the creature was
about to spring. Placing his right foot forward,
and planting his left firmly against the projecting
root of the tree, he calmly awaited the menaced
peril. The tiger crouched, and uttering a short
sharp growl, projected its body forward with a
celerity and force which nothing could have re-
sisted ; but the wary Turkoman leaped aside as
the living projectile was about to fall upon him,
and turning quickly, scized his baffled foe by
the tail ; then swinging it round with a strength
and dexterity that astonished every beholder,
brought its head in such violent contact with the

cd
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tree, that for several seconds it was completely
stunned. After a while, however, it recovered,
but lay still and panting, not at all relishing, as it
seemed, a renewal of the conflict. As the vic-
tory was not yet decided, Shere Afkun again ap-
proached the prostrate beast in order to rouse it
to resistance. He kicked it several times; but it
only growled, lashed its tail, showed its fangs—
remaining perfectly passive under these acts of
aggression.

The hero, tired of this indecisive mode of war-
fare, seized it again by the tail, and awinging it
round as he had already done, tbrought its head
once more in stunning contact with the tree. The
blow, though severe, did not produce the same
effect as before ; for the enraged animal suddenly
rising to the full height of its stature, turned on
its aggressor with a savage roar, and seized him by
the fleshy part of the thigh behind. As his trou-
sers were loose, the tiger was somewhat deceived,
and therefore, fortunately, did not take so large a
mouthful as it no doubt would have done had the
limb been entirely naked. Shere Afkun instantly
grasped it by the windpipe, and squeezing it with
all his might, soun obliged the creature to quit its
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hold ; but with a violent twist it freed itself from
the strong gripe of its adversary, and instantly
renewed the encounter.

The struggle now became indeed terrific, and
the anxiety of the spectators increased in pro-
portion. Jehangire could no longer control the
feeling by which he was overborne. Ilis parted
lips, between which the tongue protruded with a
gnivering nervousness of motion, his eyelids so
raised as to discover the entire orb of his eager,
restless eyes, the tremulous aspect of his whole
frame,—showed the extent of his interest in the
issue of this unngtural strife.

By this time the tiger had again rallied, and
having raised itself upon its hind-legs, struck both
its fore-paws upon the Turkoman’s breast, tear-
ing the flesh from the bone. Shere Afkun fell
under the weight of this deadly assault; but, still
undismayed, after a desperate effort he contrived
to roll ever upon his panting foe, now nearly ex-
hausted from its exertions and by the severc blows
it had received, and forcing his hand between its
extended jaws, griped it so firmly by the root of
the tongue, that in a few seconds it lay strangled
beneath his grasp. He then rose streaming with
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blood, pointed to his dead enemy, made a salaam
to the Emperor, and quitted the field grievously
lacerated.

The Emperor was astounded at the issue. The
champion was borne home in a palankeen, and for
several weeks his life was de‘spaired of. To the
surprise of Jehangire, Shere Afkun eventually
recovered, though he carried the marks of the
tiger’s claws to his grave. The royal rival was ne-
vertheless determined not to forego his purpose of’
destroyiqg this remarkable man, though he feared
to do it openly. Meanwhile, the hero went abroad
everywhere unattended, utterly ynsuspicious of' a
design against his life. IIe was not conscious of
having offended a human creature, and thcrefore
did not suppose that any man living could desire his
death. Helived in retirement ; but whenever he ap-
peared at court, which he occasionally did, he was
always treated by tlic sovereign with marked re-
spect and great apparent cordiality. This, however,
was only to mask the most sangtfinary intentions,
which were no secret to many of the nobles, who,
in common with their master, desired the destruc-
tion of a brave man because he was a hated rival.

Private orders had been given to the driver of
a large elephant, to waylay the Turkoman and
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tread him to death. The opportunity did not
immediately occur, as the victim went abroad
at uncertain periods ; and though his movements
were watched, it was found a difficult matter
to come upon himn at a favourable, moment. One
day, however, as hé was returning from the pub-
lic baths through a narrow street, observing an
clephant approaching, he ordered his palankcen-
bearers to turn aside and permit it to pass. As
the huge animal came near, he at once perceived
that therc was no room for it to pass without
crushing the palankeen, and thus endangering the
lives of himself and attendants.

The clephant still came onward. Shere Afkun
called to the mahoot to stop, but his order was
disregarded. The phlegmatic Hindoo, sitting upon
its neck apparently in a state of half-conscious-
ness, took no heed of the peril of the party
before him. The Omrah, seeing that it was
impossible to avoid the approaching danger ex-
cept by making a timely retreat, ordered his
bearers to turn and carry him back to the baths;
but they, terrified at the evident hazard to which
they were exposed, threw down the palankeen
and fled, leaving their master to settle the ques-
tion of priority of right to a passage on the Emn-
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peror’s highway. The hero, undismayed by the
formidable aspect of the jeopardy by which he was
menaced, sprang instantly from the ground, drew
his sword, and, before the elephant could accom-
plish its fatal purpose, severed its trunk close at
the root. The gigantic animal immediately drop-
ped and expired. The mahoot leaped from its
neck as it was in the act of falling, and escaped.

Shere Afkun, suspecting that in urging the
elephant upon him’ the fellow had been actuated
by that personal feeling which so generally exists
between Hindoo and Mahomedan, forbore to pur-
sue him, thinking the mean passions of a hireling
too contemptible to rouse his indignation; he
therefore allowed the offender to escape unmo-
lested, and coolly wiping the blade of his sword,
returned it to the scabbard,

Jehangire witnessed the whole scene. He had
placed himself at a‘small lattice that overlook-
ed the street. Ile was perfectly amazed, but dis-
appointment and vexation banished from his bo-
som the better feelings of nature. Shere Afkun
waited upon him and communicated what had
passed: the Emperor extolled his bravery with
warmth, and thus escaped his suspicion.
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CIIAPTER 1V.

RePEATED disappointment only served the more
to exasperate the sovereign’s jealousy. It raged
like a furnace within him; for to exercise a due
control over their actions is not the general cha-
racter of despots. His peace of mind was per-
petually disturbed by the fierceness of his emo-
tions, and he became more than ever bent upon
the death of his successful rival in the affections
of Mher-ul-Nissa.

Shere Afkun was not permitted to remain long
unmolésted. Kuttub, Suba or governor of Bengal,
knowing his master’s wishes, and in order to en-
sure his future favour, hired forty ruffians to
assassinate the  dreaded Omrah. So confident
was the latter in his own strength and valour,
that he took no precaution to protect himself
against secret or open enemies. He lived in a
solitary house in which he retained only an aged
porter, all his other servants occupying apart-
ments at a distance. Relying upon his own cou-
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rage and the vigour of his arm, he had no ap-
prehension either of the secret assassin or the
open foe.

This was a tempting opportunity. The mur-
derers were engaged, and had been promised
such a reward as should urge them to the most
desperate exertions in order to cnsure the con-
summation of their employer’s wishes. They
-entered the apartment while their victim was
asleep. A lamp hung from the ceiling and threw
its dim light upon him as he reclined in pro-
found slumber. There was no mistaking the hero
as he lay with his ‘noble head upon his arm, his
expansive forehead turned towards the light, every
line blended into one smooth unbroken surficc
denoting the perfect placidity of repose. Over
his muscular frame was lightly thrown a thin
coverlid, which did not entirely conceal its beau-
tiful proportions, exhibited in the indistinct but
traceable outline of the figure beneath. He slept
profoundly. The murderers approached the bed
and raised their daggers to strike; when one of
them, touched with remorse at the idea of such
an unmanly assault upon a man who had so sig-
nalised his courage and virtues, cried out, under
an impulse of awakened conscience, * Hold! are
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we men? What! forty to one, and afraid to en-
. counter him awake ?”

This timely interposition of the assassin’s re-
morse saved the life of his intended victim ; for the
Turkoman, aroused by the manly expostulation,
started from his bed, scized his sword, and retir-
ing backward before the assassins had all entered,
reached the corner of the apartment, where he
prepared to defend himself to the last extremity.
As he rctreated, he had drawn the couch before
him, thus preventing the immediate contact of his
enemies, who endeavoured in vain to reach him ;
and as they were®nly armed with daggers, he cut
down several of them without receiving a single
wound. Urged on, however, by the great amount of
the reward offered, the murderers still pressed upon
him, and succeeded at length in dragging the couch
from his grasp, though not before he had caused
several others to pay for their’ temerity with their
lives.  He was gt length exposcd to the full ope-
ration of their brutal fury. Ten of his enemies
already lay dead upon the floor, showing fatal evi-
dence of the strength and celerity of his arm:
there, however, remained thirty to vanquish ;
and, placing his back against the wall, the hero
prepared for the unequal and deadlv struggle.
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Seeing him now entirely exposed to their as-
sault, the ruffians rushed simultaneously forward,
in the hope of being able to despatch him at once
with their daggers; but they so encumbered each
other by suddenly crowding upon their victim in
their anxiety to prevent his escape, that they could
not strike. He meanwhile, taking advantage of
the confusion, laid several of them dead at his
feet: nevertheless they pressed forward, and the
same result followed. Shifting his ground, but
still managing to keep his back against the wall,
he defeated all their attempts; and such was his
fearful precision in employing His sword, that not
a man came within its sweep without receiving
practical experience of the strength with which it
was wielded. Besides those already slain, many
others of the assailants fell desperately wounded.
At length the rest, fearing the extermination of
their whole band, ,betook themselves to flight, and
left him without a wound. .

The man who had warned Shere Afkun of his
danger stood fixed in mute astonishment at the
prowess.of him whom he had received a commis-
sion to murder. He had been so paralysed, that he
could neither join in the attack, nor defend his
victim from the sanguinary assault which the lat-
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«er had so heroically defeated. He had no time
Yor mediation. The charge had been so sudden,
and the defence so marvellous, that his mind re-
mained in a state of stagnant libration, and was
restored to its proper tone only upon seeing the
extraordinary issue. Perceiving himself to be alone
with the man whom he had undertaken to destroy
for a base bribe, his heart sank within him—he felt
that he deserved tc die; but his intended victim
advanced, and kindly taking his hand, welcomed
him as his deliverer. Having ascertained from
the man’s unreluctant confessign by whom the
assassins had been hired, the hero dismissed him
with a liberal benefaction.

This remarkable exploit was repeated from
mouth to mouth with a thousand exaggerations ;
so that wherever Shere Afkun appeared, he was
followed and pointed at as a man of superhuman
powers. Songs and romances-were written to
extol his prowess and magnanimity. Ile was
cheered by the populace wherever he approached.
Mothers held up their babes to behold this ex-
traordinary warrior, blessing him as he passed,
and praying that their sons might emulate his
virtues. He was flattered by these universal suf-
frages in his favour; nevertheless, in order to
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avoid a recurrence of perils similar to those from
which he had so recently escaped, he retired to
Burdwan,

Meanwhile the: Emperor, burning with secret
rage at hearing the valour of his rival the theme
of every tongue, gave orders to his creature, the
Suba of Bengal, to seek a more favourable oppor-
tunity than he had before availed himself of, to
destroy this detested Omrah: for such was his
astonishing strength and dexterity, that the Suba
dared not attack him openly.

Being now at a distance from court, the bold
Turkoman thought himself beYyond the influence
of his sovereign’s jealousy, and, with the natural
frankness of his character, immediately cast aside
all suspicion of mischicf. The Suba coming with
a great retinue to Burdwan, about sixty miles
from the modern capital of Bengal, with a pretence
of making a tour of the territory placed under his
political superintendence, communicated to his of-
ficers the secret of his mission. They heard him
with silent pleasure ; for most of the nobles being
jealous of a rival’s popularity, with a mean and
dastardly spirit joined readily in the scheme for
his destruction.

Unsuspicious of any hostile intention towards
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him, the devoted Omrah went out to meet the
&uba as he was entering the town, and the latter
affected to treat him with great cordiality. He
rode by the governor's elephant, familiarly con-
versing with the nobles who formed his suite, and
frequently receiving a gracious smile of approba-
tion from the Emperor’s vicegerent. He was com-
pletely thrown off his guard by this apparently
courteous bearing ; and abandoning himself to the
generous warmth of his nature, invited the Omnrahs
to his abode, resolving to entertain them with a
munificence equal to the liberality of his disposi-
tion ; adeterminafon which he knew his wife, the
beautiful Mher-ul-Nissa, would not be backward
in tulfilling. Full of these hospitable resolutions,
be pressed forward with a gaiety which showed
the utter absence of suspicion.

In the progress of the cavaleade, a pikeman,
pretending that Shere Afkun was in the way,
rudely struck hisdorse. In a moment the latter’s
suspicions were roused ; his countenance darkened,
and he cast around him a look of' fiery indignation.
Without an instant’s delay, he drew his sword and
clove the offender to the earth. Knowing that no
soldier would have thus acted without orders, the
insulted noble immediately saw that his lifg was
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aimed at, and directly spurring his horse towards
the elephant of the treacherous Suba, he tore down
the howdah, seized the cowardly Kuttub by the
throat, and buried his sword in the traitor’s body
before any of his guards could rescuc him : then
turning upon the Omrahs, five were almost in-
stantly sacrificed to his just revenge.

Reeking with their blood, the avenger stood
before the host, sternly braving the retribution
which he saw them preparing to inflict, and hail-
ing them with a loud defiance. He expected no
quarter, and therefore determined not to yield
without a struggle. His mind-was braced to the
extreme tension of desperate energy, and he re-
solved that the coveted prize of his death should
be dearly won. Those who were within the im-.
mediate reach of his arm, he slew without distinc-
tion ; and such was ‘the fatal celerity of his motions,
that the enemy fled before him in dismay. e did
not pursue, but challenged the¢ unequal strife.
Like a grim lion he stood defiant before them,
spotted with the gore of the slain, and prepared
for fresh slaughter : but there was not a foe daring
enough to approach him.

Terrified at his prowess, the soldiers began to
discharge their arrows and matchlocks at him from
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a distance. His horse, struck by a ball in the
oorehead, fell dead under him. Springing upon
his feet, he slew several of the enemy who had ven-
tured to rush forward in the hope of despatching
him while encumbered with the housings of his
fallen charger. They fled at the sight of their slain
comrades, and left their unvanquished destroyer
to the aim of his distant foes, who fired upon him
without intermission. Covered with wounds and
bleeding at every pore, the still undaunted lion-
slayer called upon the Suba’s officers to advance
and mecet him in single combat : put they one and
all declined the éncounter. They saw that cer-
tain death to each of them must be the issue of
such a contest. It was evident, morcover, that
their victim could not escape the aim of so many
enemies.

At length, seeing his end approaching, the brave
Turkoman, like a devout Mahomedan, turned his
face towards Meeca; threw some dust upon his
head by way of ablution, there being no water
near ; and standing up, calm and undismayed,
before the armed files of his murderers, received
at one discharge six balls in his body, and expired
without a groan.

Thus perished one of the greates heroes whose
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exploits have had a conspicuous place in the histo-
ries of nations. '

The beautiful widow was immediately trans-
ported to Delhi; but Jehangire refused to see her,
whether from remorse or policy is uncertain. IHe
ordered her to be confined in one of the worst
apartments of the harem. This was exceedingly
galling to her scnsitive and haughty spirit.

The harem of an eastern prince is at once the
penetralia of the political _and social sanctuary,
whence cmanate all the cabals and conspiracies so
rife in the cabine*s of Moslem potentates: it way,
therefore, be as well to give a brief description of
# Mahomedan sovereign’s domestic establishment.

In the harem are educated the Mogul princes,
and the principal youth among the nobles destined
for posts of responsibility in the empire. It is
generally separated from the palace, but so nearly
contiguous as to be of ready access. None are
admitted within its apartments except the Em-
peror and those immediately attached to its seve-
ral offices, the duties of which are performed by
women. It is generally enclosed by lofty walls,
and surrounded by spacious gardens, laid out with
all the splendour of eastern magnificence, where
every luxury is obtained which the appetite may
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demand or money can procure. Those inmates
who form the matrimonial confederacy of the
Mogul potentate are among the most beautiful
girls which the empire can furnish. They are
taught embroidery, music, and dancing, by certain
old women hired to instruct them in every blan-
dishinent that may captivate the senses and stimu-
late the passions. These lovely captives afe never
permitted to appear abroad except when the Em-
peror travels; and then they are conveyed in litters
closed by curtains, or in boeats with small cabins,
admitting the light and air ondy through narrow
Venetian blinds,

The apartments of the harem are very splen-
did ; always, however, of course in proportion to
the wealth of the prince.  'The favourite object of
his affections exhibits the dignity and enjoys the
privilege of a qucen, though of a queen in cap-
tivity. While her beauty lasts, she is frequently
regarded with a %eeling almost amounting to ido-
latry : but when that beauty passes away, the
warmth of love subsides, her person no longer
charms, her voice ceases to impart delight, her
faded checks and sharpened tones become disa-
greeable memorials of the past. Neithér her song
nor her lute is now heard with pleasare; for, in

VOL. IIL D
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the beautiful imagery of the Persian poet, “ When
the roses wither and the bower loses its sweetness,
you have no longer the tale of the nightingale.”
The favourite, however, while she continues her’
ascendency over the heart of her lord, is treated
with sovereign respect ghroughout the harem. She
»smokes her golden-tubed hookha, the mouth-piece
studded with gems ; and enjoys the fresh morning
breeze under a veranda that overlooks the gardens
of the palace, attended by her damsels, only second
to herself in attraction of person and splendour of

attire. &

¢ Her smiling countenance resplendent shines
With youth and loveliness ; her lips disclose
Teeth white as jasmine blossoms ; silky curls
Luxuriant shade her cheeks ; and every limb,
Of slightest texture, moves with natural gruce,
Like moonbeams gliding through the yielding uir,"*

Here she reclines in oblivious repose upon a rich
embroidered carpet from the most celebrated looms
of Persia. Through an atmosphere of the richest
incense she breathes the choicest perfumes of
Arabia the happy, and has everything around

» Uttara Rama Cheritra, & Hindoo drama, translated by
Horace Hayman Wilson, Esq. from the original Sanscrit.
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her that can administer to sensual delight; still
she is generally an unhappy being. She dwells in
the midst of splendid misery and ungratifying pro-
fusion, while all within herself is desolation and
hopelessness. Her sympathies are either warped
or stifled ; her heart is blighted and her mind de-
graded. She cannot join in the enthusiasm of the
inimitable Hafiz,*—“The breath of the western
gale will soon shed musk around; the old world
will again be young ;”-—but languishes, as the sca-
sons return, in the most debasing captivity, and
feels that the westgrn gale breatltes not upon her
either the freshness of frecdom or of joy.t+

* Hafiz was a lyric poct, called, by way of pre-eminent
distinction, the Anacrcon of Persia.
+ See Oriental Annual, vol. ii.

p2
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CHAPTER V.

TrE daughter of thg Tartar Aiass was a woman
of haughty spirit, and could ill brook the indiffer-
ence with which she was treated by her former
admirer. It preyed decply upon her mind. She
wae not ignorant of the Emperor’s hostility to-
wards her late husband, though unconscious that
it had been the cause of his death. She severely
felt her bereavement; and the change from per-
fect freedom to captivity—from the affection of a
generous husband to the indifference of a capri-
cious master, deeply mortified her. Meanwhile,
however, she was not idle: the resources of her
mind were no less fertile than extraordinary.

Being very expert at working tapestry and all
kinds of embroidery, and in painting silks with
the richest devices, she applied herself with great
assiduity to those employments. By intense ap-
plication, she acquired an expertness which en-
abled her to transcend the works of the best manu-
facturers in the empire. In a short time the ex-
quisite productions of her taste and skill became
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the talk of the capital, and she immediately be-
came a person of importance, apart from her being
the widow of the renowned Shere Afkun. The
ladies of the Omrahs of Delhi and Agra would
wear nothing upon grand occasions but what came
from the hands of the lovely Mher-ul-Nissa; she
was consequently soon prohounced the oracle of
fashion and of taste.

Whilst she affected an extreme simplicity in her
own dress, she attired her attendants in the richest
tissues and brocades, making those who had at-
tractive persons the vehicle of setging off to advan-
tage the works of her own industry. She thus
amassed a considerable sum of money, and became
more celebrated in her obscurity than she had
hitherto been as the wife of the most distinguish-
ed hero of his age. ITer milder glories had been
hitherto eclipsed by the predominancy of his.

Notwithstanding the success of her exertions in
the occupation to avhich she had devoted herself,
the daughter of Aiass the Tartar was still an un-
hoppy woman.  She loathed her captivity ; she
felt the moral degradation to which she was sub-
jected, and that the influence which she imagined
herself born to exercise was extinguished by an
untoward destiny. She had always entertained
a secret conviction that the strange events of her
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birth portended a mortal distinction of singular
splendour ; it therefore mortified her to find
that she continued to live celebrated only as a
fabricator of brocades and tissues. Her spirits
drooped : she grew peevish and irritable. Her
occupation became a toil, and she talked of re-
linquishing it, when one day she was apprized
that there was an old woman in the harem who
pretended to look into the future and read the
destinies of mankind. Mher-ul-Nissa immediately
sent for the prophetess. The crone appeared be-
fore her, bending beneath the weight of ycars.
Upon seeing the widow of the latc Shere Afkun,
she lifted her skinny arms, clasped her bony fingers
together, and muttered a few incoherent words
which had more the seeming of madness than of
prophecy : there was, however, more sanity than
madness in the mummery—it was a sort of label
to her draught of foreknowledge.

« Well, mother,” inquired Mher-ul-Nissa mildly,
¢« what do those strange words portend? T would
know something of my destiny, if it is in thy
power to read it: if not, take this, and leave
a blessing bhehind thee ; for an aged woman’s curse
is a dreadful thing to hang over any one’s head.”
Saying this, she placed a gold mohur upon the
beldam’s right palm, who giving a chuckle of
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delight, mumbled forth her vaticination with a dis-
torted grin of satisfaction. ¢ You were born in a
desert to die upon a throne. She who as a babe
was embraced by a reptile, as a woman will be
embraced by a king. The infant that was brought
into the world amidst famine will go out of it
amidst plenty. The star, so puny at thy birth,
will expand into a sun. I am not deceived ;—be-
liecve me, and leave here a proof of your faith.”
She extended her hand, and having received an-
other golden recompense, retired.

Mher-ul-Nissa was willing to, believe the pro-
phecy of the sibyl. There was something in it,
in spite ol its vague generalities, that harmonized
closely with those silent presentiments which she
had for some time past permitted herself to
cherish. She was ambitious, and a thirst after
distinction was her ruling passion. Her mind was
too strongly tortified against superstition to render
her the dupe of @ juggler’s predictions ; neverthe-
less, the mere promise of aggrandizement was
agreeable to her ear, and she therefore lent a willing
attention to what her reason despised, not caring
to pay for the indulgence a thousand times above
its value. She cherished the promise of worldly
exaltation, not becanse she believed the hag whe
made it had a further insight iuto futurity than
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her neighbours, but only because the theme was
grateful to her sensitive ambition ; and there more-
over existed a strong presentiment within her,
that she should rise frem the grovelling condition
to which she was now reduced, and be exalted in
proportion to her present degradation.

Actuated by this feeling, she did everything in
her power to give currency to her reputation.
She well knew that her taste was the theme of
general approbation, and the marvellous power of
her beauty began to be talked of beyond the pre-
cincts of the haxem. An Omrah of distinction,
holding a high office in the 'state, offered her
his hand, and it was soon noised abroad that she
was about to become his wife. She sccretly en-
couraged this report, though she had given him
no pledge, hoping that it would come to higher
ears and procure her an interview with the Em-
peror.

This state of things could nct last long; and
when pressed by the impatient noble for a defini-
tive answer to his offer of marriage, to his asto-
nishment and that of all who were acquainted with
the circumstance, she declined it. Mortified at his
repulse, he determined to obtain by force what
was denied to his entreaty, and took an opportu-
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nity of violating the sanctity of the harem by ap-
pearing before her. She was alone in her apart-
ment when the disappointed lover entered. He
commenced by upbraiding her with her caprice,
which she bore with dignified patience, until,
irritated by her calmness, the Omrah seized her
arm and roused her indignation by the most offen-
sive menaces. He being a powerful man, she was
as an infant in his giasp ; nevertheless, with the im-
pulse of roused passion, she suddenly burst from
his embrace, rushed into an inner chamber, and,
seizing a crease, commanded the intruder to re-
tire. Maddened® by disappointment, he sprang
forward to repeat the violence which he had
already offered : she instantly raised her arm and
buried the dagger in his body. He fell reeking in
his blood. He was borne from the apartment in-
sensible ; and a confinement of three months to his
bed, under the daily peril of death, tanght him a
lesson never toe*pass from memory but with his
life. Other suitors sought the hand of the Tartar's
daughter, but all with like success.

The accomplishments of this singular woman
were soon carried to the ears of the Emperor, who
had probably by this time forgotten the ascend-
ency which she once held over his heart; or per-

D5
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haps it was that the mortification of her having
been the wife of another rendered him sullen in
his determination not to see her. He resolved,
however, now to visit her, in order to have ocnlar
proof whether the voice of public report were a
truth or an exaggeration. In order to take her by
surprise, he unexpectedly entered her apartment.
At the sight of her unrivalled beauty, all his for-
mer passion revived in an instant. She was reclin-
ing on a sofa in an undress robe of plain white
muslin, which exhibited her faultless shape to the
best advantage, aud became her better than the
richest brocades of Bagdat, or the finest cmbroi-
deries of Cashmncre. As soon as the Emperor en-
tered, the siren rose with an agitation that served
only to heighten her charms, and fixed her eyes
upon the ground with well-dissembled confusion.
Jehangire stood mute with amazement, and rap-
ture took immediate possession of his soul: he
felt, if he did not utter, the sentiment of an emi-
nent poet of his own religion :—

¢ Sweet maid, if thou wouldst charm my sight,
And bid these arms thy neck infold 3
That rosy cheek, that lily hand,!
Would give thy lover mnore delight
Than all Bocara’s vaunted gold,
Than all the gems of Sarmacand.”
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He was dazzled by the perfection of her form, the
dignity of her mien, and the transcendent love-
liness of her features. Advancing to where she
stood with downcast eyes and suffused cheeks,
blushing in the dazzling plenitude of her beauty,
he took her hand and said: ¢ Sun of women, the
Emperor of a great and mighty nation throws
himself at thy feet as an act of just homage to thy
beauty. Wilt thou be the Sultana of Jehangire
the predominant ?”

¢« A subject has no voice,” replied the enchan-
tress; “and a womdn espccially can have no will
but that of her®sovercign: it is his privilege to
command—rher heritage is to obey.”

Jehangire again took her hand, declared his ve-
solution to make her his Empress, and immediately
a proclamation was issued for the celebration of
the royal nuptials with the lovely relict of the late
Shere Afkun. ‘

A general festyval was observed throughout the
empire. Those rich embroideries which had late-
ly been the admiration of the ladies of Delhi no
longer issued from the harem. The humble em-
broidress cast aside the distaff for the crown, and
in the issue proved to be one of the most extraor-
dinary women which the pen of bistory has cele-
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brated. She became the principal director of the
complex machine of government. The name of
Mher-ul-Nissa was exchanged for that of Noor
Mabhil, «The Light of the Harem."”

From this moment she was acknowledged as the
favourite wife of the Empcror of the Moguls. In
the climax of her exaltation her name was again
changed to Noor Jehan, or, «“The Light of the
World.” As a distinguishing mark of her pre-emi-
nence in the sovereign’s affcctions, she was allowed
to assume the title of Shahe, or Empress. Her
family was held next in rank to the princes of the
blood, and advanced to places of he highest trust.
Its members were admitted to privilcges which
had never before been enjoyed by subjects under
the Mogul domination. The current coin of the
realm was stamped with her name, as well as with
that of the sovereign! She converted the harem
into a court, where the mysteries of state policy
were discussed with a freedom and a power seldom
known under despotic governments.

It was from the harem that those celebrated
decrees were fulminated—for though they passed
in the Emperor’s name, it is credibly attested that
they emanated from his Sultana—which rendered
the reign of Jehangire one of the most politically



THE LIGIT OF THE WORLD. * 61

prosperous in the annals of Mahomedan history.
Her influence exceeded that of any other person in
the empire, not even excepting the sovereign;
and perhaps, under the rigid scrupulosity of Mogul
policy with regard to women sharing in the admi-
nistration of the state, there never has been an
instance of one of the sex attaining an ascendency
so paramount, and such perfect political control
over the destinies of so many subject principalities,
as the renowned Noor Jchan.
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CHAPTER VI

A FEW years after the elevation of this extraordi-
nary woman, Churrum, the third son of Jehangire,
who afterwards ascended the imperial throne un-
der the assumed designation of Shah Jehun, began
to interrupt the harmony of the state. He had
been sent with a powerful army into the Deccan to
quell a formidable confederacy afainst the reign-
ing authority, and having succeeded in reducing
the insurgents to obedience, began to show his
ambitious designs upon the crown. Under the
most plausible pretences, and while in command of'
the army with which he had just quelled a dan-
gerous insurrection, he persuaded the Emperor to
put into his hands Chusero, Jehangire’s eldest son,
and consequently heir to the throne, who had been
imprisoned for rebellion. It soon became evident
why he had been so urgent to obtain the person of
his rebellious brother. Chusero was the grand ob-
stacle between him and the crown. The traitor
Churrum mow shortly threw off the mask, and
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publicly declared his designs. IHis success in the
Deccan had endeared him to the troops; his cou-
rage had gained their confidence, and his liberality
securcd their affections.  Confiding in his imagined
power, he disregarded the mandates ot his father,
continued in arms, and commanding his unhappy
brother to be murdered under the walls of Azere,
immediately assumed the imperial titles.

The Sultana had long suspected the intentions
of Churrum. In spite of the veil which he bad
thrown over his base dcsigns, they did not es-
cape her penetration. Ambition was the domi-
nant feeling in ti% bosom of ihis cratty prince.
The Empress, seeing the evils likely to acerue from
this fierce passion if suffered to operate unchecked,
determined to take precautions to contravene his
measures.  Before the death of Chusero she saw
that the unnatural brother, into whose power he
had fallen, hud a design upon the throne. Every
action of his publie life had shown a secret but un-
«leviating perseverance in the pursuit of dominion,
not to be mistaken.  His cunning she felt might be
overreached, but his talents were formidable. He
was not only a crafty intriguer, but a brave and
successful general. Ile had become the idol of the
army ; and with such a mighty engine to power,
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she dreaded the final success of his schemes. She
declared her suspicions to the Emperor, who was at
first unwilling to entertain them ; but the wife bad
such an influence over the mind of her royal hus-
band, that he always listened with great confidence
to her suggestions. She assured him that Churrum
must be watched, advised his recall, and that the
army should be placed under aless dangerous com-
mand. She insisted upon speedy and decisive mea-
sures, in order to obviate danger to the state. To
the Emperor’s doubts of Churrum’s ambitious in-
tentions she answered:

* A man does not seek the instruments of autho-
rity but to employ them. When princes lay them-
selves out for popularity they intend to make the
mob their tools, and the citizens their stepping-
stones to dominion. He who has once deceived
is never to be trusted ; and I can too well discover
that, under the smiles of allegiance which so tre-
quently play upon the features.of Prince Chur-
rum in his father’s presence, hypocrisy lurks like
the serpent in a bed of flowers.”

After a while Jehangire was convinced by the
arguments of the Sultana of his .son’s evil designs,
which an account of Chusero’s death soon con-
firmed. He was enraged at such a sanguinary act
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of ambition, and determined to punish the fra-
tricide. In order to obviate the stigma which he
knew would be attached to the crime of murdering
a brother, the crafty prince affected such extremne
grief, that he was believed by many to be innocent
of so atrocious an offence. Jchangire, however,
or rather his Empress, was not to be deceived by
this bare-faced hypocrisy : the former wrote him a
letter, accusing him of the crime ; at the sawe time
ordering the body of his murdered son to be disin-
terred, it was brought to the capital, and buried
with the honours due to his rank,

Although Prinle Churrum was married to a
niece of Noor Jehan, the hostility between him and
the Empress had risen to such a height that it was
perfectly implacable. The rebellious prince well
knew that he owed the indignation of his parent to
her influence ; he therefore resolved to lose no time
in endeavouring to get her into his power. Seeing
no probability of*a reconciliation with his father,
he determined to continue in his rebellion.

At the suggestion of his consort, Jehangire
prepared to reduce his son to obedience; but
his troops being at a distance, he could not bring
an army into the field. At this crigcal juncture,
a courier arrived from Mohabet Than, the im-
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perial general, stating that he was advancing, with
all the forces of the Punjab, to join the royal
army. Shortly after, the troops of Jehangire
engaged the rebels and entirely defeated them.
The refractory prince was so overcome by this
unexpected reverse of fortune, that he meditated
suicide. The paroxysm, however, passed, and he
fled to the mountains of Mewat, where he found
for the moment a secure refuge from the anger
of his father and the hostility of Noor Jehan.
Misfortune followed him:—his party was defeat-
ed in Guzerat: Still the royal rebel was so for-
midable, that it was resolved to take him alive,
as the only means of extinguishing the flames
of civil war, always disastrous to the victors as
well as to the vanquished. Mohabet Chan was
therefore despatched, at the head of a large de-
tachment of Rajpoots, a race of soldiers pro-
verbially brave, to capture the royal insurgent.
Churrum, in consequence, quitted his retreat, de-
termined to face the danger and try the chance
of another battle. Crossing the river Nerbuddah,
in the province of Malwa, he threw up works
to defend the ford. Of the large and well-ap-
pointed army which had followed him into the
Deccan there remained only a small dispirited
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remnant, and desertions were daily thinning his
lines. He had no reliance upon the soldiers, de-
jected from successive defeats, and murmuring
for their arrears of pay, which he was unable
to provide. Ile lost his energy, became incau-
tious and irresolute, and allowed himself to be
surprised by the imperial general, who routed his
disheartened forces with great slaughter, and for-
ced him aga‘n to scek refuge in the hills. He
suon, however, passed through Golconda, and took
the route to Bengal.

His escape was a source of sewefe mortification
to the Sultana, who foresaw that the repose of
the state was not likely to be secured until he
should either be taken or destroyed. She was,
besides, anxious that the succession should be
fixed upon Shariar, the fourth son of Jehangire,
who had married the daughter whom she had
borne to Shere Afkun. By her representations,
no doubt in the main just, the Emperor’s enmity
towards his son was kept alive ; of’ which the latter
being aware, saw that it would not be prudent
to trust himself within the walls of his father’s
capital. Ile had more than once thought of
throwing himself upon the paternal clemency ;
but his knowledge of the Sultaua’s vindictive
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spirit, and the consciousness of his own mani-
fold derelictions, kept him from running the risk
of captivity for life, if not of undergoing extreme
punishment.

His affairs, however, now began to assumec a
more favourable aspect. Having invested the
fort of Tellia Gurri, in Bengal, with a new army
which he had raised in that province, after an ob-
stinate defence by the garrison he succeeded in
carrying the place by storm. This unexpected
success animated him to new exertions. He now
overran the whole district, which shortly submit-
ted to his arms. Ile reduced ]jacca, a consider-
able city, and once the capital of Bengal, in which
he found an immense treasure in gold and silver,
besides jewels and warlike stores. The Suba was
deposed, and a new governor raised, who ruled
in the name of Shah Jehan, by which title Prince
Churrum finally ascended the imperial throne.

No sooner had he settled tht government of
Bengal, than he turned his thoughts to the neigh-
bouring province of Bahar. The governor fled
at his approach; but the wealthy Zcmindars
crowded to his camp to offer him their allegiance.
He accepted their submission, together with the
rich presents which they brought to ratify the
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mutual compact of protection and afliance, and to
confirm their sincerity. But the most important
occurrence, and which greatly tended to strengthen
him in his new econquests, was the unexpected
submission of Mubarick, governor of the fort
of Rhotas, who came to his camp, presented him
the keys, and made a vow of perpetual fealty.
This fortress was considered impregnable. It had
never been tiken by force, and was therefore
Jooked upon by the rebellious prince as a place
of security for his family. Here he immediately
removed them; and being nowardfieved from im-
mediate anxiety on their account, he was better
prepared to encounter the dangers of the field, and
to brave the vicissitudes of fortune.

This uninterrupted current of success inflamed
the pride of the royal rebel, and he fancied him-
selt in a condition to contend for the imperial
sceptre with that army which had already twice
so signally defeated him.  Mohabet Chan had
again taken the field, and marched as far as Be-
nares, on the banks of the Ganges, to chastise
the insurgents, who mustered upwards of forty
thousand horse,—a force scarcely inferior to the
imperialists in number,—and were drawn up on
the bank of a small stream.
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The battle was desperate, but decisive. The
rebels were routed after a prodigious slaughter.
The conduct of Prince Churrum on this occasion
was marked by reckless bravery. Plunging
into the thickest of the fight with five hundred
horse, who had resolved to devote themsclves to
death with their leader, he maintained a sangui-
nary struggle against immense odds, and would,
no doubt, have fallen a victim to his despair,
had not some of his officers seized the reins of
his charger, and forced him from the battle to a
place of sccurny: He fled to the fort of Rhotas,
where he had left his family. The plunder of
his camp, which contained the spoils of Dacca,
saved him from immediate pursuit.

Leaving his family in the fortress, where he ima-
gined they would be secure, the wretched prince
collected "the scattered remains of his army, and
threw himself into Patna, which he determined to
defend, but thought it prudent to evacuate the
city at the approach of his enemies. He fled
through Bengal towards the Dcccan. The pro-
vinces which he had so lately conquered fell again
under the legitimate authority. When Mohabet
had settled the government of these districts, he
marched after the royal fugitive.
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Though his fortunes were reduced to so low
an cbb, the prince did not despond. His mind
was active, and these severe reverses only seemed
to animate him to new enterprises. He attached
to his desperate fortunes the Rajah of Ambere,
who entertained some cause of enmity towards
Jehangire. Strengthened by the forces of this
new ally, he reduced the city of Boorhampoor ;
when the imperial army arriving, forced him to
raise the siege and take shelter in the mountains
of Ballagat. In his retrcat he made an attempt
upon a strong foytress on the fiuntiers of Kan-
deish, where he was repulsed with considerable
loss.

This completed his ruin. IHis nobles no longer
followed him; and the troops, under the sanction
of their example, deserted his standard. A thou-
sand horse only remained. ¢ His spirits sank within
him ; his misfortunes oppressed him, his guilt and
folly were always present to his mind. Sickness

vas added to his other miseries. He was hunted
like a wild beast from place to place; all man-
kind were his enemies—he was their foe. Where
he thought he could not overcome, he fled; he
spread devastation through places where he could
prevail. Ile was, however, tired of rapine. Worn
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down by contention and hostility, he wrote let-
ters of compunction to his father: he enlarged
on his own guilt,—he even added, if possible, to
his own wretchedness and misfortune. Jehan-
gire was often full of affection—he was always
weak : he was shocked at the miserable condi-
tion of a son whom he had once loved; his tears
fell upon the part of that son’s letter which men-
tioned guilt, and his crimes vanished from me-
mory.

« In the midst of this returning softness, Je-
hangire was Yo altogether void of policy. He
wrote to his son, that if he would give orders
to the governors of Rhotas, of Azere, and other
places which were still held out in his name, to
deliver up their forts, and send his three sons,
Dara, Aurungzebe, and Murad, to court, he would
be forgiven for his past crimes. Churrum em-
braced the offer with joy; he delivered up the
forts and sent his children to ‘Agra. e, how-
ever, found various pretences for not appearing
in person at court. He alleged that he was
ashamed to see a father whom he had so much
injured ; but he was actually afraid of the ma-
chinations of the Sultana. He made excur-
sions, under a pretence of pleasure, through all
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parts of the empire, attended by five hundred
horse. He was sometimes heard of at Ajmere,
sometimes at Tatta on the Indus, and again in
the Deccan.”* Such was the termination of this
formidable rebellion, the suppression of which
Jehangire entirely owed to the vigilance and fore-
sight of his Empress, Noor Jehan. This remark-
able woman was ever conspicuous amid the great
stir of the times ; and in every action of her life
she displayed that predominancy of mind which
had distinguished her even before her exaltation
to the imperial sceptre, which slfe may be said
to have wielded,—for though it appeared in the
hand of her husband, she gave strength to the
grasp by which he held it, and imparted stability
to his throne.

* Vide Dow. ad lnc.

VOL. III. E
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CHAPTER VII.

AMonG the extraordinary occurrences of Noor
Jehan's life, perhaps there is none that more
forcibly developes her character than her bear-
ing towards Mohabet Chan, after the signal ser-
vices which he had rendered the state by sup-
pressing the  ribellion of Prmce Churrum. The
eminent abilities displayed by Mohabet during
his command of the imperial armies had won
for him the confidence of his master and of the
Empress; and this confidence was increased by
his suppression of the most formidable rebellion
which disturbed the reign of Jehangire. His
family was raised to offices of trust in the state,
and the Emperor treated him with a distinction
that excited the envy of the nobles. But the
gratitude of:pi'inces has ever been a questionable
virtue; their suspicions are readily excited, and
there are never wanting engines to set those sus-
picions at work.

The Sultana soon became apprehensive of Mo-
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habet’s influence with the Emperor ; and therefore,
to abridge it, put in operation the active energies
of her mind. Jehangire was naturally a credu-
lous man, and the rebellion of his son had ren-
dered him suspicious. The virtues of his gene-
ral ought to have placed hine above the petty
surmises suggested by envy; but his abilities
had raised him enemies at court, and his mas-
ter wanted firmmess to repel the insinuations
levelled against a man who had been the main
prop of his throne. Mohabet soon perceived a
change in his sqvereign’s feelifgs; but, con-
scious of his own integrity, he was at no pains
to remove the prejudices excited against him.
He was conscious that he owed much of the
growing coldness evident in the Emperor’s man-
ner towards him to the misrepresentations of
Noor Jehan ; and thence grew a strong and mu-
tual antipathy, which had nearly proved the means
of transferring the empire from the house of Timur
to another dynasty.

The immediate cause of thathopen rupture
which ensued, and had nearly cost Jehangire his
crown, was an accusation made to the Sultana’
by a noble that Mohabet had sanctioned his son’s
death, which the father expressed himself deter-

E2
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mined to avenge. Ie further stated that the
general entertained a design of raising his sove-
reign’s second son to the throne. This was re-
ported to the Emperor: it immediately excited
his fears, and he listened with weak credulity to
a charge of treasen against his general. Blinded
by his terrors, he forgot the services which that
great and good man had rendered to the state, and
weakly listened to the voice of his slanderers.
Mohabet, who was at this time in Bengal, re-
ceived his master’s imperative orders to repair im-
mediately to the capital. As ke did not instantly
obey, he received a second summons, still more
peremptory, accompanied with such manifestations
of displeasure, that he could no longer mistake
the danger of his situation. Although surprised at
this total change of good feeling towards him,
yet having really done nothing justly to excite his
sovereign’s displeasure, he resolved to obey the
mandate at all hazards, but to take every ne-
cessary precaution against his enemies, whether
secret or open. When, however, he reflected upon
the unworthy requital he had received for his ser-
vices, indignation and disgust overbore his first
resolution, and he came to the determination of
retiring to a castle of which he had some time be-
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fore been appointed governor ; but, to his astonish-
ment, he found that an order had been received at
the fortress to deliver it up to a person whom the
Sultana had appointed to take immediate pos-
session. This unjustifiable act of tyranny con-
vinced him of what some of his friends at court
had alrcady apprised him, that his life was in dan-
ger from the secret machinations of his foes; he
determined therefore not to put himself in their
power before he had at least made some effort to
ascertain the extent of his peril. -

He wrote to theg€mperor, expre’s‘sing surprise at
his hostility towards an unoffending subject, and
declaring that, though he had the greatest con-
fidence in the honour of his sovereign, he had
none in that of his evil counsellors. The only
reply which he received to this temperate expos-
tulation was an order, still more peremptory than
those alrcady sent, to appear at court without fur-
ther delay. To refuse was to rebel; he there-
fore addressed another letter to his imperial
master. In it he said, « I will serve my sove-
reign with my life against his enemies; but I will
not expose it to the malice of his friends. Assure
me of safety, and I will clear myself in your pre-
sence.”



78 THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD.

.This letter was construed by the Sultana, who
directed all the Emperor’s measures, into an in-
dignity. Jehangire was angry, and despatched a
messenger, summoning Mohabet, in very reproach-
ful terms, to appear before him. The general pre-
pared toobey ; but took the precaution of going
with an escort of five thousand Rajpoots in the im-
perial pay, who had long served under him, and
were devoted to their commander. With this
guard of faithful soldiers he proceeded towards
Lahore, where the sovereign at that time held his
court. o ©n

When the Empress heard that Mohabet was ad-
vancing with so numerous an escort, she became
alarmed. She feared that such a formidable force
might either terrify the Emperor into a reconcilia-
tion, or place his crown in jeopardy. Either way
there was cause for apprehension. She persuaded
‘him, therefore, not to admit the' refractory general
into the camp, for at this time the imperial retinue
was on its way from Lahore to Cabul. When he
arrived near the royal encampment, a messenger
was despatched to inform him that he would not
be allowed to enter the presence of his sovereign
until he had accounted for the revenues of Bengal,
and the plunder taken at the battle of Benares.
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Provoked at such a demand, the general despatch-
ed his son-in-law to complain of the indignity ;
but no sooner had the young man entered the Em-
peror’s presence, than he was stripped, bastinadoed,
covered with a ragged robe, placed upon a lean
tattoo* with his fuce towards the tail, and thus sent
back to his father-in-law amid the jeers of the
whoie army. This was an insult not to be for-
given. Mohabet was grieved at the Emperor’s
weakness, but attributed the scandal of the late
scene to the Sultana, to whose intrigues he imputed
her royal husbandps violent hostility. He saw that
to put himself in her power was at once to relin-
quish his liberty, if not his life ; and he accordingly
formed his resolution. It was no less decisive
than bold. He resolved immediately to surprise
the sovereign and carry him off.

The imperial army lay encamped on the banks
of a river, across which was a bridge. On the
morning after the maltreatment of Mohabet’s mes-
senger, they proceeded on their march. Not being
in an enemy's country, no precautions were used
against surprise, as no danger was apprehended.
The army commenced its march early in the mom-
ing ; and Jehangire, being in no haste to move,

v

* A native pony.
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continued in his tent, intending to follow-at his
convenience. When the imperial troops had
crossed the bridge, Mohabet advancing with his
Rajpoots, set it on fire, and thus cut off the sove-
reign’s retreat. He then rushed forward to the
royal tent. His face was pale, but his whole aspect
severe and resolute: there was no mistaking the
purpose which was legibly written in every fea-
ture. He was followed by his brave Rajpoots.
Resistance was vain, The guards and nobles were
instantly disarmed.

Jehangire hall retired to the bath, whither
Mohabet followed him. The guards attempted
to oppose the latter’s entrance; but putting his
hand upon his sword, and pointing to his nume-
_rous followers, no further opposition was made,
and the bold general entered the bathing-tent.
The Omrahs present, sceing the folly of resistance,
relinquished their arms and became silent spec-
tators of the scene. Mohabet passed them with a
stern countenance, which brought to their memo-
ries the outrage of the preceding day, but did
not utter a word.

Meanwhile information of what had happened
siWas carried to the inner tent, where the Emperor
Wvas, by some of the female attendants. He seized his
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sword, but was soon brought to a sense of his de-
fenceless position. Perceiving that all his guards
and nobles were disarmed, and that Mohabet was
accompanied by a band of resolute followers pre-
pared to obey his commands to the very letter,
he approached the general, whom his conscience
now told him he had treated with signal ingrati-
tude, and said, “ What does this mean, Mohabet
Chan?” Mohabet, touching the ground, and then
his forehead, thus replied:

« Forced by the machinations of my enemies,
who plot against yny life, I throw myself under
the protection of my sovereign.”

« You are safe,” answered the Emperor ; * but
what would these who stand armed behind you ?”

« They demand full security,” rejoined Mohabet,
« for me and my family; and without it they
will not retire.”

“T understand you,” said Jehangire: ¢ name
your terms, and tliey shall be granted. But you do
me an injustice, Mohabet: I did not plot against
your life; I knew your services, though I wa¥
offended at your seeming disobedience of my com-
mands. Be assured of my protection: I shall
forget the conduct which necessity has imposed
upon you.” .

ed
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Mohabet did not reply ; but, ordering a horse,
requeisted the Emperor to mount. They then
rode forward, surrounded by Rajpoots. When
they had preceeded beyond the skirts of the camp,
the imperial captive was respectfully requested to
place himself upon an elephant, in order to avoid
accident in any confusion that might ensue from
his departure. He readily complied with the gene-
ral’s request, seeing that opposition would he fruit-
less ; and ascended the elephant, upon which three
Rajpoots immediately placed themselves as guards.
Some of the ndbles, seeing the captivity of their
sovereign, advanced to oppose his progress, and
were instantly cut down by the followers of Mo-
habet. There was no further interruption offer-
ed; and Jehangire was taken to Mohabet’s tent.
Here the latter explained himself to his royal
prisoner, assuring him that he had no design
either against his life or his power. « But,” he
continued, sternly, “ I am determined to be se-
cure from treachery.”

" Mohabet was greatly disappointed that he had
not been able to secure the Sultana. During the
confusion caused by the entrance of his numerous
followers into the imperial tent, she had contrived
to escape, gnd, passing the stream upon her ele-
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phant, had joined the army, to whom she com-
municated the disaster of her husband’s captivity.

Mohabet, not considering himself secure while
the Sultana was at large, determined to leave
nothing unattempted to get her into his power.
He had now publicly shown his hostility: the
banner of rebellion was raised, and no alterna-
tive remained but to pursue his purpose with
the same resolute boldness with which he had
begun it. He was conscious of the resources of his
own genius. e was the idol of the troops which
he commanded ; de though aware of the con-
summate abilities of the Sultana — who in fact di-
rected the movements of the imperial army—and
of her brother the Vizier, still he knew they were
not popular with the troops, and that, moreover,
a great number of the Omrahs were dissatisfied
with the influence exercised by her and her fa-
mily.

Mohabet havihg returned with the Emperor to
his former camp on the banks of the river, found
that Sujait Chan, an Omrah of high reputatidn,
had just arrived to join the imperial army. Find-
ing the camp deserted, and the Emperor a pri-
soner in the hands of his rebellious general, Sujait
upbraided the latter with treachery in the presence
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of his Rajpoots. The general, at once enraged
and alarmed, ordered his troops to fall upon the
haughty noble, whom they immediately slew, to-
gether with his wholeretinue. This decisive stroke
of severity at once terrified the other nobles, who
had been watching for an opportunity of rescu-
ing their sovereign ; and they fled across the river,
carrying to the imperial army the melancholy in-
telligence of Sujait’s death.

This information produced a general gloom.
The captivity of the Emperor excited the indig-
nation of the Sultana, and of Asiph the Vizier.
Nobr Jehan summoned the nobles who had just
joinedsthe army, and upbraided them with their
cowardice in not hazarding their lives in defence
of their royal master. A council was promptly
swmmoned, and a consultation held as to the best
method to be pursued for rescuing the sove-
reign out of his enemy’s hands. There was no
time to be lost: the moment whs critical; delay
unly diminished the chances of success, as it
strengthened the power of the rebel, who was
universally popular. It was determined to re-
cross the river with the dawn, and attack Mo-
habet. Jehangire, whom they had contrived to
apprize of this intention, began to fear for his
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life. He instantly sent a messenger to the Vizier to
desist; but that minister not considering himself
bound to comply with the commands of a cap-

tive monarch, determinéd to persevere in His in-
tention, :
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CHAPTER VIIIL

At daybreak the Vigier retraced his steps with
the army. Upen reaching the bridge, finding that
it had been burned down, he instantly came to
the determimation of fording the river ; but the
water was very deepy and in this attempt many
wege drowned. The banks on, the opposite side
were so steep, that those who gained them had
to corftend with an tnemy under great disadvan-
tage. The enemy, too, were vigilant and active,
and cut them off as fast as they quitted the
water. Nothing could withstand the headlong
valour of the Rajpoots. Not a man escaped ; the
moment he gained the bank, he was slain in at-
tempting to ascend it. The imperial army, how-
ever, was numerous, and the rear pressing upon
the front, many at length made good their foot-
ing ; but it was to encounter foes whose principle
of warfare was to vanquish or to die. The ac-
tion continued for several hours, and the slaughter
of thy imperial forces was prodigious. The Vi-
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zier did all in his power to encourage the troops,
to no purpose—they were dispirited; but still,
trusting to their numbers, they continued the
struggle under the greatest disadvantages.

Noor Jehan witnessed the whole scene from the
river-bank, and her alarm was excessive at behold-
ing the slaughter of the royal forces. Her resolute
spint was roused, and her determination instantly

,taken.  Mounted upon an elephant,—on which
was likewise her daughter, a beautiful maiden,
in the prime and freshness of youth,~armed
with a bow and arrows, she plunged fearlessly
into the stream The Empress was followed by
several nobles, who, ashamed at beholding the
resolution of a woman, followed her into the
river, and made for the further side. Urging her
elephant to the middle of the channel, she waved
a scarf to encourage the Vizier's troops. Une
daunted at the carnage before her, she stood in
the howdah, and discharged her arrows with
fatal aiin at the foe. Three Mahoots were suc-
cessively killed; yet she maintained her position,
and having exhausted her quiver, demanded an-
other to be brought. Her elephant was three times
wounded, and her situation became extremely dan-
gerous from the violent plunges of the aimal gnder
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the excitement of suffering. Still she continued
to discharge her arrows with fearless determina-
tion. Her daughter was at length wounded in
the arm, which only stimulated the heroic mother
to greater exertions, She urged her elephant for-
ward to the bank, soon exhausted another quiver
of arrows, and called for a fresh supply. The
sight of her heroism gave an impulse to the waver-
ing courage of her brother’s troops, and many ef-
fected their landing.

The battle now beceme sanguinary in the ex-
treme ; but the imperialists gaired no ground. In
spfie of the Sultana’s presence, they could not over-
come the determined resistance of the Rajpoots,
nevertheless, they fought with a bravery worthy
of better success, Noor Jehan, having urged her
elephant close to the bank, a Rajpoot gave it a <e-
vere wound with his sword, just at the root of the
trunk. With a shrill cry the huge animal fell ; but
whilst it was in the act of falling, the Sultana had
placed an arrow in the string of her bow, and fix-
ed it in the brain of her foe, who rolled dead upon

. the plasin. When the elephant fell, both mother
and danghter were thrown into the stream, and,
as the current was rapid, their lives were in
jeopdy*,hm the Empress, seizing her bow with
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her teeth, swam towards some Omrahs, who were
crossing to second her heroic exertions. Her
daughter was delivered from peril by the enemy
and made prisoner. Meanwhile, the mother
breasted the current, and with difficulty reached
an elephant, upon which a noble was seated, who
rescued her from the river. Whilst she was in the
water, a ball {from a matchlock struck her in the
side; but it passed round by the rib, and thus
did not enter her body.

Undismayed by the danger she hag just escaped,
the Empress contirtued to discharge her arrows at
the enemy, doing considerable execution with her
single arm. DMohabet was the chief object of her
aim ; but he was too far from the bank to enable
her to accomplish her fatal purpose. Her danger
was becoming every moment more imminent ; she
nevertheless urged her elephant forward, reckless
of personal consequences. She had already ex-
hausted three quivers of arrows, when a fourth
was brought to her. At the first discharge she’
struck a soldier in the body, who instantly tore
out the shaft from his flesh, and with a fierce re-
solution of revenge leaped into the stream. He
held his sword above the water with oue hand, and
dashed with the other toward the Suliana'sele-
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phant. Already was his arm raised to strike; but
before he could accomplish his purpose, another
arrow from the heroine’s bow was buried in his
breast, and he sank beneath the whirling eddaes.
A number of Rajpoots now rushed into the river
to seize the Sultana. They soon surrounded her ;
but she plied her bow so vigorously, that several
of them were wounded. THey were, however,
about to make good their capture—the glory
of the Moguls was in jeopardy. A Rajpoot had
ascended the Back of her elephant, and commenc-
ed.a fierce struggle with the Omrah who accom-
panied his shistress. At this moment, the huge
animal having teceived a severe wound behind,
sprang suddenly forward, making its way through
the soldiers by whom been surrounded, and
scrambled up the bank. "It was immediately des-
patched. As it fell, Noor Jehan leaped from the
howdah, and with a voice of stern command sum-
moned svme of the imperial troops, who were en-
gaged in & desperate conflict with the enemy, to her
rescue. They obeyed a voice which they had long
been taught to consider as that of their sovereign.
8he was %oon surrounded by friends and foes.
Seizing & sword, she fought with a heroism that
nm the Rajpoots, with whom valour is
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aheritage. A deep sabre-cut in the shoulder seemed
only to add a stimulus to her resolution. The man
who had inflicted the wound received from her arm
a signal retribution : she dashed her sword into his
skull, and he was instantly prostrated among the
dead.

The battle now raged with prodigious fury ; but
the imperialiste were fast giving way. At length
the Sultava was left fighting with unabated energy,
supported by only a few soldiers. The.moment
was critical. Two Rajpoots advanced to seize her ;
she saw there wasfnot an instant to be lost, apd
rushing to the river’s bank, turned her head
upon her foes with a haughty expression of de-
fiance, and leaped undauntedly into the torrent.
The two soldiers followg, resolved to moke her
their prisoner or die in the attempt. In spite of
her wound, with a resolution which nothing could
subdue, she bore up against the rapid current ; but,
rotwithstanding all her exertions, was carried by its
force down the stream. As the soldiers were mare
encumbered, the body of each being protected by a
thick quilted tunic, the royal fugitive gained cone
siderably upon them, That portion of the imperial
army which had not yet crossed the rviver, watch»
ed her with intense anxiety. She rose Huopimtly
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above the waters, and, after great exertions, landed
upon the opposite bank. Her pursuers were by
this time close upon her. Determined not to be
made a prisoner, she prepared for a desperate re-
sistance.

One of the Rajpoots being before the other, first
gained the shore. The bank was steep: just as he
reathed the brink, his foot slipped, and he partially
fell, but clung to the roots of some wild shrubs
that protruded from the earth. The opportunity
was not'to be lost; Noor Jehan drew a dagger from
her girdle, and as the soldier was struggling to re-
gain his foqging, struck him with all her force upon
the temple: his body being protected by the quilted
tunic, his face was the only part that she could
successfully strike. blow was dealt with
fatal aim; it divided the temporal artery, and
the man fell back into the water, deluged in his
blood. His companion, who had been carried
farther down the stream, gained the bank during
this fatal struggle. Overcome by the extraordinary
heroism of the Sultans, he approached her with a
profound salaam, and said, *“Lady, your heroic
bearing deserves a better meed than captivity.
You are now within my power; but, astonished
ot g gostchiess valour you have displayed, I
cannot persuade myself to make you prisoner.
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Promise me a safe conduct back to the army to
which I belong, and you are free; refuse me,
and I will plunge immediately with you into the
stream, where we will both perish together.”

¢« Soldier,” replied the Sultana with composed
dignity, “I accept your terms. I promise you a
safe conduct to your friends. Your behaviour is
noble, and claims my esteem : what boon can I
offer you ?”

< A Rajpoot never accepts a boon from a foe.
Besides, I have no claim upon your génerosity. I
do not spare you because you are Empress of the
Moguls, but because I admire the valour which
you have exhibited as a woman. With women it is
a rare quality, and deserves its reward. I should
have felt the same towax*a Parish who had dis-
played as much.”

Noor Jehan was received by her friends with
shouts of joy ; and the soldier who accompanied
her was conducted to a ford some distance up the
river, where he passed over to the army of Mo-
habet. )

Seeing their Empress safe, two Omrahs, with
their followers, crossed the stream and joined the
imperialists, who were now giving way on all
sides. Encouraged by this fresh ageessian of
force, the retreating party again rallied, and the
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contest was maintained with renewed vigour.
The Rajpoots were in their turn repulsed. They
retreated towards the tent in which the Emperor
was confined. Several arrqws and balls piercing
through the canvass and exposing Jehangire’s life
to great danger, he was covered with a shield by
an officer of the guard. Meanwhile Mohabet ral-
lied his troops behind the tents and turned them
upon the flank of the imperialists, who, di-pirited
by this fresh assault, gave way, and a general rout
followed. Mohabet, after a hard contest, remained
master of the field, which wis literally covered
with the slajin.

The Viziér, seeing that all was lost, fled from
the scene of carnage, and reaching the castle of
New Rhotas, shut himself up there with five hun-
dred men. The castle was strong, but offered a
retreat of very equivocal security against an army
flushed with recent conquest, and commanded by
the greatest genersl of his time. Noor Jehan es-
caped to Lahore ; yet her safety was anything but
certain, being without troops, and all the bravest
Owmtahs of the impetal army either slain or in

ptivity. Nevertheless she bore her reverse with

indomitable resolution so natural to her lofty

:nd‘ gic spiri
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Mohabet despatched a messenger to the Vizier
with assurances of safety ; but the latter declined
_putting himself in the power of a successful rebel ;
upon which the incensed general sent his son with
a strong detachment to invest the fort of Rhotas.
He almost immediately joined this officer with his
whole army, and after a feeble resistance the Vi-
zier surrendered at diccretion. He was, however,
treated with great urbanity and kindness by the
conqueror, which not only conciliated his good
opinion, but won his friendship.

Meanwhile the gEmperor forwarded a letter
to his royal consort, begging her to join him,
speaking in high terms of the respectful treatment
he received from Mohabet, and giving her assur-
ances of a kind reception ; urging her at the same
time to forget past causes of animosity, and lay
aside all thoughts of further hostilities, that the
empire might not be involved in the horrors of a
civil war. IIe besohght her to follow him to Cabul,
whither he was then proceeding; declaring that
there was no restraint put upon his actions, but
that he was allowed to direct his march wherever
he thought proper.

Noor Jehan, seeing at a glance the desperate
condition of things, determined to comply ."' once
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with the Emperor’s commands, being satisfied that
there was more danger in resistance. She there-
fore came to the resolution of choosing the least
of two evils, and, setting out from Lahore, joined
her captive husband on his march towards Cabul.

Mohabet sent a strong detachment to mect and
pay her the honours due to her rank ; but she was
not to be deceived by so flimsy an artificc. It was
evident to her that she was surrounded by her
future guards ; nevertheless she affected to receive
the ostensible compliment, and met the Empcror
with a cheerful countenance.

She was immediately subjected to a rigorous
confinement, - Her tent was surrounded by troops,
and she was not permitted to stir abroad. Moha-
bet accused her of treason against the state, and
insisted that so dangerous a criminal should be in-
stantly put to death. “ You who are Emperor of
the Moguls,” said he to Jehangire, < and whom we
look upon as lometlnng more than human, ought
to follow the example of God, who has no respect
for persons.”
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CHAPTER IX.

Monangr, feeling that his future safety de-
pended upon the death of Noor Jehan, had sent a -
soldier to despatch her. The minister of destruc-
tion entered her tent after midnight, when she
was plunged in profound repose. Her beautiful
limbs were stretched upon a Persian carpet, the
rich colours of which glowed in the light of a
lamp that burned upon a silver frame near her bed.
Her fine features were relaxed into that placid ex-
pression which sleep casts over the countenance
when no disquicting dreams disturb and excite it
into muscular activity. The slow and measured
breath came from her lovely bosom like incense
from a sacred censer. Her right arm, naked to
tbe shoulder, and on which the scar of the wound
she had lately received appeared still red and
tender, was thrown across her bosom, showing an
exquisite roundness of surface and delicacy of out-
line that fixed the attention of the rugged soldier,
#who hesitated to remove so beautiful a barrier to
& VOL. III F
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* that bosom which his dagger was commissioned to
reach. He stood over his victim in mute asto-
nishment. He was entranced by her beauty. The
recollection of her undaunted heroism disarmed
his purpose, and he dropped the weapon of death.
Noor Jehan was roused by the noise ;—she started
from her slumber. Seeing a man in the tent, she
sprang from her couch, and, eycing him with calm
disdain, said,

I apprehend your purpose ; you are a murderer ;
—Noor Jehan is not unprepared to die even by
the assassin’s dagger. Striké!” she said sternly.
and bared her bosom.

The man was overcome ; he prostrated himself
before her, pointed to the fallen weapon, and be-
sought her to forgive the evil purpose with which
he had entered her tent :

“I am but an humble instrument of another’
will.” )

“ Go,” replied the Sultana with dignity, < and tell
your employer that your mistress and his knows
how to meet death when it comes, but claims from
himn the justice awarded to the meanest criminal.
The secret dagger is the instrument of tyranny, not
of justice. I am in his power ; but let him exer-
cise that power as becomes a brave and a good
man.”



THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD. 0

Mohabet was not surprised, though greatly’
mortified, when he found that his purpose had been
thus defeated. e therefore sought the Emperor.
and insisted that he should immediately sign a
warrant for the death of his Sultana. Jehangire
knew too well the justice of the demand, the
wrongs which she had heaped upon the man
who made it, :nd Ins own incapability of resist«
ance, to disobey. Not having seen the Empress
for some time, he had in a degree forgotten the
influctice of her charms; and prepared, though
with reluctance, td comply with the sanguinary
requisition.  When the awful announcement was
nurde to the Sultana, she did not exhibit the
slightest emotion. < Tmprisoned sovereigns,” she
said, ¢lose their right of’ life with their freedom ;
but permit me once more to see the Emperor, and
to bathe with my tears the hand that has fixed the
seal to the warrant of my death.,” She was well
aware of the influence she still possessed over the
uxorious Emperor ; and, her request being complied
with, she attired herself in a plain white dress,
with the simplest drapery, which showed her still
tovely figure to the greatest advantage, and was
thus brought before Jehangire in the presence of
Mohabet. There was an expression of subdued
sorrow upon her countenance, which scemed only

F2
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to enhance the lustre of her beauty. Sheadvanced
with a stately step, but did not utter a word ; and,
bending before her royal husband, took his hand
and pressed it to her bosom with a silent but
solemn appeal. Jehangire was deeply moved. Ile
burst into tears, and raising the object of his long
and ardent attachment, turned to Mohabet, and
said in a tone of tremulous earnestness, « Will you
not spare this woman?” Mohabet, subdued by the
scene, and feeling for hi< sovereign’s distress,
replied,

«The Emperor of the Moguis should never ask
in vain.”

Waving his hand to the guards, they instantly
retired, and the Sultana was restored to liberty.
She, however, never forgot the wrong, and deter-
mined to avenge it. She manifested no signs of
hostility, but always met the general with a cheer-
ful countenance and a courteous air, by which she
completely lulled his suspicions. Secure in the
general estimation of the troops, and especially of
his faithful Rajpoots, he felt no fears for his own
personal safety ; and having completely won the
good opinion of Jehangire by his late act of gene-
rous forbearance towards Noor Jehan, he had little
apprehension from the intrigues of the latter, how-
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ever she might choose to employ them. He, how-
ever, knew not the person of whom he judged so
lightly. Her aims were not to be defeated but by
the loss of liberty. She never lost sight of her pur-
pouse save in its accomplishment. Nothing could
reconcile her to the degradation which she had been
lately made to endure. Her daughter indeed had
been restored to her; but she likewise had been
deprived of freedom, and treated with the in-
dignity of a prisoner. The wound of' the latter,
which was slight, h'a(l soon healed; yet the mother
felt that she had received a double wrong in
the captivity of herself and child. She employ-
ed her time in devising schemes of vengeance ; but
for six months she plotted so secretly, that not the
least suspicion wus excited in the mind of Moha-
bet. Jehangire treated him with the open conti-
dence of friendship, and the Sultana appeared to
meet him at all times with amicable cordiality.
This, however, was only the treachervus cahn
which often heralds a tempest.

One morning, when the general, accompanied
by a considerable retinue, went to pay his custom-
ary respects to the Emperor, he was attacked at
the same moment from both ends of a narrow
street.  Ile was fired at from the windows of
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several houses. Great confusion ensued ; but Mo-
habet’s followers being well armed, he put himself
at their head and cut his way through the assail-
ants. His escape was a miracle; the whole of his
retinue were either wounded or slain, yet he was
unhurt. The plot had been so well concerted, that
not a single creature was prepared for it but
those persons to whom it had been communicated.
The spirit of disaffection soon spread. The guards
who surrounded the Emperor were attacked by
the citizens ; and all, to the number of five hun-
dred, put to the sword. The whole city of Cabul
was in an uproar ; and had not Mohabet fled to his
camp, which was pitched without the walls, he
would have fallen a sacrifice to their fury. En-
raged at their perfidy, he prepared to take a
speedy and ample revenge. The Sultana, perceiv-
ing the failure of her scheme, was aware that she
was in a situation of extreme peril. The citizens,
terrified at the preparations which the incensed
general was making to punish their perfidy, sent
some of the principal inhabitants to him, suppli-
cating his forbearance ; declaring that the tumult
originated with the rabble, and offering to give up
the ringleaders to his just indignation. Although
Mohabet suspected that Noor Jehan had been the
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principal instrument of the attack upon his life
and the massacre of his guards, he dissembled his
resentment, and accepted the offers of submis-
sion, but made a vow never again to enter Cabul.
Having punished the ringleaders, he quitted the
neighbourhood on the following morning, taking
the Emperor with him.

On their way to Lahore, Mohabet suddenly re-
solved to resign his power, and to place Jehangire
again at liberty. The resolution was as inexpli-
cable as it was sudden and unexpected. He had
no wish for empire” ITaving punished his enemies
and vindicated his own wrongs, he exacted from
Jehangire oblivion of the past; then disbanding
his army, and retaining only a small retinue, he left
his sovereign to his entire freedom. Noor Jehan,
not in the least moved by this act of gencrosity on
the part of a man whom her own intrigues had
forced into rebellion, resolved now to scize the
opportunity of consummating her revenge. She
could not forget the indignities she had endured
at the hand of Mohabet ; that he had once at-
tempted her life, obliged the Emperor to sign her
death-warrant, and held her in odious captivity.
She demanded that her royal consori should im-
mediately order his execution.
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* A man,” said she, “so daring as to seize the
person of his sovereign is a dangerous subject.
The lustre of royalty must be diminished in the
eyes of the people, while he who has dragged his
prince from the throne is permitted to kneel be-
fore it with feigned allegiance.”

Jehangire, remembering the provocations which
Mohabet had received, and his temperate use of
power, was shocked at the Sultana’s vindictive-
ness, and commanded her, in a severe tone, to be
silent.

Although she made no repl§, she did not relin-
quish her design. Shortly afterwards, an attempt
being made upon the general’s life, he found it
necessary to quit the camp secretly. The emis-
saries of the Empress were sent to capture him,
but he effected his escape. He who had so lately
had a victorious army at his command was now a
fugitive, without a follower, and obliged to fly for
his life. He had left all his wealth behind him,
which was seized by the implacable Noor Jehan ;
and she issued a proclamation through all the pro-
vinces of the empire, denouncing him as a rebel,
commanded him to be seized, and set a price upon
his head. This violence on the part of the Sultana
was disapproved both by the Emperor and the
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Vizier, the latter of whom did not forget the
courtesy shown to him by the fugitive after the
defeat of the imperial army, when he was made
prisoner by that very man who was now pursued
with such hostility by a vindictive enemy who
owed to him her life and liberty.

Asiph, Noor Jehan’s brother, was not insensible
to the merit of Mohabet. Ie knew him to be the
best general of his time, an ardent lover of his
country, and that he had been forced into rebellion
by acts of repeated and unjustifiable aggression.
He felt assured that such was not & man to be cast
off from the state without doing it an injury that
could never be repaired. Besides, he feared the
lengths to which the Sultana’s ambition might carry
her, and considered it was high time it should be
checked. Although Mohabet was a wanderer and
a refugee under the denouncement of death, he
bore up against his reverses with the same magna-
nimity which had actuated him when at the sum-
mit of his power.

The Vizier having found means to assure him of
his friendship, Mohabet mounted his horse and rode
tour hundred miles without a single follower, to
weet and confer with that high functionary ; trust-
ing to his bare and secret promise of protection.

Fb
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The minister was at that time encamped in the
road between Lahore and Delhi. Mohabet entered
the camp in a mean habit, late in the evening.
Placing himself in the passage which led from the
apartments of the Vizier to the harem, and telling
the eunuch that he wished to see that minister,
the fugitive was immediately led into the latter’s
presence. When Asiph saw the wretched condi-
tion of Mohabet, he fell upon his neck and wept.
Retiring with him to a secret apartment, the ge-
neral declared his determination, notwithstand-
ing the low ebb of his fortunes, to raise Shah
Jehan to the imperial throne. Asiph was over-
joyed at this declaration, as that prince was allied
to him by the double tie of friendship and family
connexion.

The result of this conference was a general de-
claration in favour of Jehangire's third son, who
had already twice rebelled; but the Emperor
dying a few months after, the state was freed
trom the probable effects of a civil war, and Prince
Churrum ascended the imperial throne, under the
title of Shah Jehan. From that moment the Sul-
tana retired from the world, devoting the rest
of her days to study, and the quiet enjoyments
of domestic life. As her power ceased with the
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death of Jehangire, her haughty spirit could not
brook the public mortification of seeing krersclf
holding a secondary rank in the empire. She
never henceforward spoke upon state affairs, ov
allowed the subject to be mentioned in her pre-
sence. The singular beauty of her person con-
tinued almost to the last moment of her life; nor
was the structure of her mind less remarkable.
She was a woman of transcendent abilities; she
rendered herself absolute in a government in
which women were held to be both incapable
and unworthy of holding the slightest share. It
was not merely by the permissive weakness of
Jehangire that she acquired such a political do-
minancy in the state; bat by the pre-eminent
superiority of her own mental cndowments, and
the indomitable energy of her character, before
which the inferior mind and spirit of her royal
husband shrank into comparative insiguificance.
She had as well the resolution to achieve as
the intellects to project, and kept a mighty na-
tion in awe by the extreme vigour of her ad-
winistration. Though her passions were violent,
her chastity was never impeached, and she lived
«n  cminent pattern of conjugal fidelity. To
her the world are indebted for that delicious
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perfume so well known by the name of atar of
roses, which she discovered during her retire-
ment from public life. She died in the city

of Lahore eighteen years after the death of Je-
hangire.



figtorical Summary.

I~ the year of the Hegira 1037, Shah Jehan as-
vended the imperial throne of the Moguls. The Ra-
jah of Bundelcund was taken prisoner by Mohabet,
who was shortly afterwards removed from the head of
the urmy. 'The Usbeck Tartars made a successtul ir-
ruption into the imperial dominions, laid siege to the
fort of Bamia in the meuntaing of Cabul, and made
themselves masters of it.

Heg. 1038, Chan Jehan Lody escaped from Agra.
Having opposed the accession of the reigning Empe-
ror, he had been publicly disgraced. He was pur-
sued and overtaken ; but his retreat was secured by
the gallantry of his son, Azmut, who engaged the
imperial army, and thus enabled his father to get be-
youd the reach of his enemies. The noble Azmut,
however, fell a sacrifice to his filial intrepidity; he
was slain gallantly fighting against a host of foes.
Lody having effected "his escape, found an asylum at
the court of the Nizam at Dowlatabad. This year
died Shah Abbas, Sovereign of Persia.

Heg. 1040. Shah Jehan sent a large army into the
Deccan to oppose Chan Lody, who had induced the
princes of that extensive district to take up arms
againat the house of Timur. For a while Lody was
successful against the imperial general, Eradit, whom
heprevented from penetrating into Golconda, by throw-
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ing himself into the passes of the mountains before

1631. his march, and thus repelling his advance. He was

1633.

1634.
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1636.

1639.

finally obliged to retreat; and being attacked by
Lody, was defeated with great slanghter. Six Om-
rahs of the imperial army were slain. After this de-
feat, Eradit was superseded, and the Vizier appoint-
cd to command the army. This struck the confe-
derates with dismay, and they abandoned their brave
friend. The Nizam proposed terms ; and Lody, bheing
at length left without support, was pursued by a de-
tachment of the Vizier’s forces, and slain, with thirty
followers only, who had resolved to participate in his
fallen fortunes. During this year Shah Jehan’s favour-
ite Sultana died in childbed. §$he was the daughter of
Asiph Jah, the Vizier, and niece of the celebrated
Noor Jehan. The magnificent Taje Mahal was raised
at Agra as a tribute of respect for her memory.

Heg. 1044. Prince Dara, the Emperor’s eldest son,
married the daughter of his uncle Purvez. Aboutthe
same time, Suja, the second son, espoused the daugh-
ter of Rustum Suffavi, of the royal line of Persia,

Heg. 1044, Mohabet died- He was the greatest
general of his time.

Heg. 1045. A new throne of solid gold was erected at
Agra. It was seven years in finishing, and the value
of the jewels alone amounted to twelve hundred and
fifty thousand pounds sterling. Among the ornaments
was a parrot, the size of life, cut out of a single
emerald.

Heg. 1046. The Emperor again sent an army into
the Deccan, reduced the refractory Rajahs to obedi-
ence, and concluded a peace with Persia.

Heg. 1049. The capital’ of Bengal was destroyed hy
fire.
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Heg. 1051. Asiph Jah, the Vizier, died, in the sc-
venty-second year of his age.

Heg. 1052. Shah Jehan removed his court from La-
hore to Agra, and completed the Taje Mahal, a splen-
did mausoleum, raised at vast expense, to the memory
of his favourite Sultana, Mumtaza Zemani, niece tn
Noor Jehan.

Heg. 1053. The Usbeck Tartars, who had made
incursions into the Emperor’s territories, were de-
feated Ly Ali Murdan, governor of Cabul, -

Heg. 1054. Aurungzebe was removed from the go-
vernment of the Deccan,

Heg. 1055, The Sultana, Noor Jehan, died at La-
hore. .

Heg. 1056. By an imperial edict Prince Morad
was banished to the mountains of Peshiwir.

Heg. 1057. Aurungzebe defeated the Usbecks, and
ook their camp.

Heg. 1058. The repairs of Delhi were finished, and
the Emperor mounted the throne of his ancestors in
this city, which afterwards became the capital of the
Mogul empire.

Hey. 1059, Aurungzebe defeated the Persians, who
had become masters of Candahar.

Heg. 1062. Dara was appointed successor to the em-
pire, under the title of Shah Belind Akbal-—the Em-
peror of exalted fortune.

Heg. 1066. Mahommed, the son of Aurungzcbe,
ok Hyderabad, and defeated the King of (Golconda.

Ueg. 1067, Shah Jehan was seized with a paraly-
s1s, and his life despaired of : the management of pub-
lic affairs consequently fell into the hands of Dara.

Heg. 1068. Aurungzebe, secretly aspiring to the
throne, induced his brother Morad to join him, and
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defeated the imperial army under the command of

1658, Dara, who retired to Delhi. Having raised fresh

forces, they were corrupted by the wily conqueror.
The confederate princes appeared hefore the capital
with the combined army. Aurungzcbe sent a mes-
sage to his father, who commissioned his daughter,
Jehanara, to visit him : she was deceived by his du-
plicity, and incautiously betrayed to him the resources
of her brother Dara. He intercepted his father's
letter to that prince; and shortly after Mahommed,
Aurungzebe’s son, seized within the citadel at Agra,
Shah Jehan, who offered him the crown of the Mognls
as the price of his release. It was declined by Ma-
hommed. Morad having discpvered the duplicity of
Aurungzebe, in attempting to defeat it, was seized
by his crafty brother, and sent prisoner to Agra.
The ambitious conqueror advanced to Delhi, and
mounted the imperial throne. Dara fled to Lahore.



The Prince and the FFakeer.






The Prince and the FFakeer,

CHAPTER L

Ox the crest of & lofty hill in the province of
Delhi, towards the north, was a fortress of im-
pregnable strength, which had been frequently
converted by the Mogul emperors into a state
prison. The hill was inaccessible on all sides,
presenting, to a height of two hundred and thirty
fect trom the base, sheer walls of rock, upon the
scarped summit of which a light parapet sur-
rounded one of the most extraordinary fortresses
cver constructed by the art of man. Within
the parapet it consisted of a shaft, sixty feet
deep, sunk into the living stone. At the bottom
ot this shaft, chambers of considerable dimensions
hadl been hollowed out, lighted by narrow loop-
holes, perforated through the mountain to the
light, of which they admitted just sufficient to
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render ¢ darkness visible,” and cast a sepulchral
gloom through the apartments of this cavernous
retreat,

The entrance of this stronghold was a circular
aperture at the top of the rock, like the mouth
of a well, four feet in diameter; through which
the garrison, captives, provisions, and all things in
short necessary to be deposited below, were lower-
ed by means of a rope attached to a windlass.

In one of the chambers of this mountain for-
tress a prisoner was confined whose youth and
accomplishments appeared to deserve a better
fate. He was in the beautiful dawning of his
manhood, when the blood bounds from the heart
with a pulse of joy, and flows back again with
an untroubled current. He had just passed his
nineteenth year. The breeze of the mountain had
fanned his cheek, and spread over it the glow of
pure but delicate health. The down upon his
upper lip had strengthened into a sleek dark
curl. His limbs were rounded to their full pro-
portions ; and his whole form was one of a sym-
metry better adapted for the rich woofs from the
looms of Cashmere, than for the helmet or cuirass.
The languid expression of his dark, restless eye,
showed that he was unhappy. The only furni-
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ture in his prison was a rug upon which he slept,
a hookah, a lamp, and a few utensils employed
at his meals.

Notwithstanding the severity of his captivity,
the prisoner kept up a sort of state in his solitary
cell: he treated those attendants who had been
appointed to wait upon him with a dignity which
commanded respect, and at the same time with
an amenity which won obedience. His dress,
though of ordinary materials, except that por-
tion of it which covered his brows, was disposed
with a taste which at once bespoke refinement of
mind and a consciousness of personal elevation.
His turban, composed of a fine, thin, white
muslin, worked in gold, was folded round his
head with a care that evidently showed an at-
tention to what was becoming ; its numerous con-
volutions being precisely defined, and managed
with almost geometrical precision. A common
Cashmere shawl, loosely twisted, encircled his
waist, the ends hanging on one side with that
peculiar air of elegance which Oricntals, whe-
thes Mussulman or Hindoo, know so well how
to exhibit.

The prisoner had just thrown himself upon his
rug to take his rest for the night, when an an-
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usual stir upon the ramparts above roused him.
He rose to listen. A parley was evidently going
on with some one beneath the fortress. He re-
paired to a small ante-chamber, in which was a
loophole that looked into a deep glen, whence
the mountain rose within the bosom of which
the place of his painful captivity had been hol-
lowed. The night was calm: not a breeze stirred
the thick foliage of the valley. The heavens were
starred and radiant, though the moon’s lamp was
not yet hung out upon the battlements of heaven.
The faint beams of the stars, though they scat-
tered the radiance of their glories over the whole
azure surface of the skies, did not penetrate the
depths of the ravine formed by the mountain,
down the sides of which the prisoner strained
his eye from one of the narrow apertures that
admitted light and air into his prison. The
whole valley was immersed in that equivocal
gloom, the more perceptible ‘from contrast with
the sparkling heaven, that seemed to smile in its
beauty at the dull and torpid earth.

The captive, placing his ear against the arti-
ficial fissure in the rock, heard the following
dialogue:

«1 am the Prophet’s messenger,” said a voice
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below. ¢ 1 have a commission to the prisoner:
refuse me admittance, and the curse of God’s vice-
gerent be upon you !”

« If the Prophet’s curse is breathed from the
lips of one of his holy messengers, say who that
messenger is.” .

*¢ The fakeer of the valley, over whose reverend
head ninety-six years have rolled; whose fasts
and penances have gained him one of the high
stations in paradise, to which he will be exalted
when the angel of,death shall waft him from the
shores of time to that unknown land where the
harvest of cternal joys shall be reaped.”

I know that voice, and shall heed the in-
Junctions of so holy a man; but you must ascend
alone: and I have no choice but to obey the
orders imposed upon me, which are, to examine
the person of every one admitted into this fortress.
Tfit were the Prophet himself, I should be obliged
to subject him to the scrutiny.”

‘“ Examine me as you will, but let me see your
prisoner. I come a messenger to him from God’s
Prophet, and must perform my mission. Obedi-
ence is man’s heritage ; resist the divine will at
your peril. Lower the rope, that I may ascend.”

The prisoner was amazed at this announcement
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of a visitor—an accredited minister of the Prophet
too; but, upon reflection, he thought it might be
the friendly interposition of some one who wished
to break his bonds, and release him from a capti-
vity as odious as it was undeserved.

The reverence formerly eftertained for some of
the fakeers was sufficient to prevent any surprise
at the readiness with which the soldier upon
guard consented to admit him into the fortress.
The man who demanded admittance was well
known to all the country as a troglodyte saint,
jnhabiting a cavern hollowed out of the earth
in the valley immediately beneath the fortress,
and whose severe mortifications had elevated him
to such a degree of sanctity as to render his inter-
cession with the Divinity a sure pledge of pardon.
He was held to have immediate communion with
Heaven; no one, therefore, ventured to gainsay
anything insisted upon by this holy man. He
always bore about him the sacred filth of his long
penance; and the very odours from his body,
which was foul with the unwashed incrustations
of years, were supposed to be redolent of that
paradise where, as he maintained, a place was
reserved for him at the right hand of Allah’s
inapired minister.



THE PRINCE AND THE FAKEER, 121

Shortly after the dialogue just mentioned, the -
door of our ‘captive’s chamber was unclosed, and
the fakeer stood before him, accompanied by one
of the garrison. The holy man was quite naked,
so that nothing could be concealed about him.
Although the skin hung loose upon his long
narrow countenance, like shrivelled parchment
drawn over the bones of a skeleton, neverthe-
less there gleamed from underneath his sharp
projecting brows a pair of eyes which appeared
as if' they had concéntrated the rays of the mid-
day sun, elancing them at intervals from orbs
that seemed to glare with the intense lustre of
those potential fires which light the throne of
Eblis. He was perfectly straight ; but his head
had sunk upon the shoulders, where it seemed to
rest, giving to the upper part of his figure an aspect
of hideous deformity. His arms were long, flesh-
less, and so stiff that he could not bring the joints
even to a curve. He was a living skeleton.

"The prisoner gazed upon him in silence, but
did not utter a word., The fakeer stood still for
a moment ; then opening wide his gaunt, bony
jaws, which displayed a black toothless chasm,
and giving a sudden jerk of the head, a ring
dropped from his mouth upon the floor. He now

VOL. 111, )
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shook from his long bushy hair a single blossom of
the rhododendron, and a small bit of panel, upon
which was rudely scratched the form of a dove es-
caping from the talons of a hawk. They both fell
beside the ring. Pointing emphatically to the three
several objects he quitted the cell, and immedi-
ately gave the signal to be drawn up. The soldier
who had accompanied him remained behind, ga-
thered up the things which the holy visitor had
cast upon the floor, showed them severally to the
prisoner, though he held thetn at a distance, -and
asked him what was the communication intended
to be conveyed ?

1 am not read in the lore of sages,” replied
the youth; ¢ neither do I understand the mys-
teries of vaticination. You would probably make
a better interpreter.”

« 1 fear this will only increase the rigours of
your confinement, unless you ¢an explain why the
holy man of the valley has made you this strange

i

visit.”
¢« In truth, I know not. I never saw him until
this night ; and how should I be able to expound
what you, who are familiar with the stranger, can-
not comprehend ?”
¢ He would not have visited you without a
motive.”
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« But I may be unacquainted with that mo-
tive.”

« Ie is not a man to act without calculating
results.”

¢« Nevertheless his calculations may prove erro-
neous,”

« Then you do not understand the nature of his
communication ?* ‘

I do not.”

< These symbols will be shown to those who
arequick at expounding riddles. Yet it is scarcely
to be conceived that so worthy a minister of the
Prophet should have addressed his symbols to one
who cannot read their meaning.”

«« He is but a man, and all men are alike prone
to error.”

“ True ;—you may soon look for confinement in
a deeper and darker chamber.”

When the soldier quitted the prisoner’s cell, the
latter began to muse upon the communication in-
tended to be conveyed by his unexpected visitor.
He knew the fakeer to be a man eminent for his
piety throughout the country, and therefore held
in the greatest reverence. He was supposed to
have supernatural communication with members
of another world, and, consequently, was as
¢2
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" much feared as reverenced; which accounts for
the respect and forbearance shown to him by the
garrison of the mountain-fortress during his mys-
terious visit to their prisoner.

After the fakeer's departure, the unhappy
captive began to reflect upon the signification
of those symbols which had been dropped upon
the floor before him. It was evident they were
intended to corivey some information, which it
was expected his wit would be quick enough
to comprehend. Although He had obtained but
an imperfect glance at the ;ing which the sol-
dier who had accompanied the stranger held in
his own hand and at a distance, yet he fancied
it was familiar to him. Ie had, however, only
a vague and indefinite recollection of it; still it
occurred to him that it was not the first time he
had seen the golden trinket. Upon considering
the matter further, it struck .him that the ring
must be a pledge sent from some one interested
in his welfare: it implied confidence in the mes-
senger, and a religious man could oply be a mes-
senger of peace.

The more he thought, the more satisfied he felt
that he had received a message which warrant-
ed the expectation of liberty. The rhododendron
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was a flower which grew upon the far mountains,
where the genius of Liberty abides ; it was therefore
an emblem of that freedom which his heart panted
to secure. In this symbol, then, he recognised the
suggestion that his liberty might be obtained: but
how ? The third symbol was a sufficient corollary
to the two first problems : a dove flying from a hawk
told him, in terms sufficiently clear, that he must
attempt his escape. It was by no means evident
how this was to be accomplished ; and the diffi-
culties which preseated themselves, as he culcu-
lated the probable chance of success, staggered his
resolution, and almost crushed his hopes. It oc-
curred to him, notwithstanding, that means would
be supplied. That the fakeer had visited him for -
some especial purpose there could be no doubt;
and he resolved to await the issue, satisfied it
would not end where it had begun.
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CHAPTER IL

NEeXT morning the prisoner was confined to the
ante-room, and told that on the following day
his cell would be changed for one deeper in the
heart of the mountain. Ie knew that the lower
he descended, the more cheerless would be his
habitation. About sunset an arrow was shot
through the loophole of his cell, to the shaft of
which was attached a strip of the palmyra leaf:
upon this was scratched with a stylus the following
words: ¢ Unfasten the twisted thread at the head
of this arrow ; break off the stecl barb, attach it to
the end of the thread, and lower it into the valley
as soon as darkness shall rendey it invisible to your
"guards.”

Soon after the sun had sunk behind the ocean,
with a palpitating heart the captive obeyed this
injunction, and drew up a strong silken rope,
about the size of his fore-finger ; attached to
which was another strip of palmyr leaf, with
the following direction: ¢ Conceal this, and take
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the first seasonable opportunity to lower yourself
from the rock. Despair not—you have friends ;
be vigilant and cautious—but despise difficulties.”
On that night the sky became overcast, and the
heat oppressive to such a degree that the air of
the prisoner’s cell was scarcely respirable. There
was no star visible throughout the whole expanse
of the heavens. The sun had set behind vast
masses of clouds, the skirts of which canght his rays,
and reflected them in infinitely varied tints upon
the summits of the kills. They were of an intensely
opaque purple, but fringed with a fiery glow, as if
the trains were already fired that communicated
with the magazines concealed within their dark
bosoms, and about to be ignited to a fearful ex-
plosion. The aspect of the skies had been low-
ering throughout the day. As evening advanced,
the gloom had increased ; and as the sun was with-
drawing his light, which faded from the deepen-
ing volumes that hung around his dise, he seemed
to glare ominously. He bade this world a sul-
lea good-night, as he descended behind the grey
waters to enlighten other spheres, and leave this
to its repose; but the elements were too busy
to allow that repose to be universal.

The hurricane roared over the sleepers’ heads,
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and roused them from their dreams to witness the
strife of Nature in one of her sublimest conflicts.
Long before midnight the tempest howled fearfully
above the fortress. The sentinels upon the walls
were drenched, and the clouds projected their fires,
as if commencing the final conflagration. This was
supposed to be the work of the fakeer, who had
quitted the fort, muttering mcnaces of mischief.
The storm was appalling. The soldiers shrank
from the conflux of excited elements, and sought
shelter within the shaft from.their pitiless fury.
The thunder burst with an explosion that ap-
peared to convulse the whole expanse above. A
peal shook the fortress to its foundation. The en-
tire mountain seemed to stagger as if reeling over
the chasm of an earthquake: a flash of lightning
followed ; the bolt struck the rock, and split it al-
most to the base. The thunder again rolled above,
and the immediate silence which succeeded was
like the intense silence of death.

The mischief had taken place upon that side of
the mountain inhabited by the prisoner. He
started from his couch; and so sudden was the
effect produced by the thunderbolt, that, upon
reaching the loophole, he perceived a huge mass
had been struck down by the electric fire, and the
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side of the mountain so shattered, that by push-
ing against the fractured body, a large portion of
rock which formed the wall of his ccll gave way,
and rolled with a hideous crash into the valley be-
neath. The cries of the monkeys inhabiting the
trees succeeded to the dull booming sound of the
falling rock, and mingled strangely with the fu-
rious collision of elements abuove. The prisoner
stood still awhile, amazed at the awful violence
of the tempest, when the soldier who had attend-
ed the fakeer again abruptly entered his cell.
He started at seeing the opening made by the
lightning, and cautiously closed the door behind
him.

* You must change your apartment this night ;
there is too much of heaven’s light here for a
state captive.”

T cannot well exchange for a worse,” said the
youth calmly: ¢conduct me whither you please ;
I am resigned to my destiny. Paradise hereafter
is for the wretched here, but not for those who
make them wretched.”

*¢ God is merciful I ejaculated the soldier ; « we
are his instruments ; he ratifies the punishment of
those we doom to trial, and will reward his own
instruments who perform their duty conscienti-

eb
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ously. I have sworn allegiance to the Emperor,
and if he were to command me to cut your throat,
I should not only be justified in my obedience, but
should receive the divine sanction for doing my
duty.” )

«This is the casuistry of tyrants ; and with such
a plea for murder, who can wonder that so many
sonls are freed from the incumbrance of mortal
flesh amid the dark and secret recesses of the dun-
geon, where no eye can behold the horrible deed,
but IHis to whose vision there.is no limit, and to
whose knowledge there is no boundary.”

« You say well, but you are too clever to be free.
In these perilous times, princes who have wise
heads upon their shoulders may be dangerous sub-
jects; therefore, ‘tis the policy of courts to keep
them from plotting. The hand of Heaven has been
here to-night,” said he, approaching the loophole,
and surveying the opening which had been left by
the thunderbolt: ¢ the whole side of the mountain
seems to have been splintered,” he continued, run-
ning his hand along the side of the cell where the
mischief appeared. « We must try what stone and
mortar can do in the morning. But the leap is too
high to apprehend escape.”

By this time he had placed himself within the
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rift made by the lightning. Ifis head was pro-
jected forward, and his eyes strained to pierce
into the gloomy ravine beneath. This was too
tempting an opportunity to be lost. The captive
sprang forward, thrust his hands suddenly against
the soldier’s shoulders, who with a scream of agony
bounded from the edge of the opening, and tell
like a plummet into the hidcous gloom below. His
body dashed through the branches ; the chattering
of the monkeys was heard for a few moments, and
then all was still. |

Happily for him who had thus opportunely got
rid of a foe, the storm continued so violent that
none of the garrison heard the cry uttered by the
man as he was propelled from the rock, nor the
crash which followed ; and as he did not return
to his comrades, it was naturally enough sur.
mised by them that he was keeping watch over
the prisoner, of whom suspicions of an unfavour-
able nature had béen entertained since the visit of
the fakeer.

About two hours after midnight the storm
abated, The clouds rolled from the heavens, and
left its blue plains studded with stars, which cast
2 dun dingy light upon the objects around. The
air was fresh and baliny. A gentle breeze stir-
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red the foliage, from which it tenderly shook the
spray gathered there by the recent tempest. The
breath of heaven fanned the prisoner’s cheek, and
he felt as if it was kissed by the airs of paradise.
He looked through the chasm which the lightning
had formed in the mountain’s side upon the far-
spreading sky, and his heart leaped with an effer-
vescent and holy joy. The aspirations of freedom
went up from his bosom on the wings of gratitude.
He saw the means of escape before him, and the
flush of hope radiated upon jhis brow like the
moon’s light upon a calm solitary lake, in which
its beauty is enshrined as flowers in amber. His
thoughts were now free as the breeze which played
upon his temples, and seemed as if imbued with
the spirit of life. How the soul was tossed within
him ! but it was in a tumult of the most exquisite
fruition. R

He took the cord from a nook in which he had
secreted it from the prying gaze of intruders. It
was slight, but strong; and the hope of freedom
subdued his fears of trusting to so slender a secu-
rity. The difficulties of descending by so thin a
rope were not easy to be overcome. The height
from the ground on this side of the hill was at
least ninety feet; and it would be all but impossi-



THE PRINCE AND THE FAKEER. 133

ble to slide from such an elevation by a rope scarce-
ly more than the third of an inch in diameter, and
which, being of silk, was so stippery that a firm
hold of it could not be secured.

About twenty feet below the rift grew a thick
bush from a fissure in the rock. The prisoner
having secured his cord to a large iron ring in the
door which closed upon his prison, fastened the
silver mouthpiece of his hookah between the twist-
ings, so that it crossed at right angles, and thus
gave him- a resting-place for his foot. IHaving
made all secure, he slid down, tore the bush from
the cleft, and with great difficulty regained his
prison. He now continued to place, at intervals
of about ten feet, small lengths of the stem and
branches of the shrub, as he had already done the
mouthpiece of his hookah, thus forming a kind of
ladder.

Having prepared his frail instrument, he com-
menced his descent. He had passed the rope over
a projecting crag above, in order to keep it clear
from the face of the precipice. = 'When he had
descended midway, one of the steps broke, and
lie was left for a few moments clinging with des-
perate tenacity to the cord. He could not sus-
tain himself—it flew through his hand; but his

#*
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progress was fortunately arrested by the next
step, which happened to be stronger, and sustained
his footing. The shock, however, of his rapid
descent gave increased momentum to the rope,
which began to turn round with considerable velo-
city ; and this was increased by every effort made
to still it.

The prisoner was becoming dizzy with the fear-
ful whirl. He was afraid to move, expecting every
moment that he should be obliged to relinquish
his hold, and commit himself to. the abyss beneath ;
when happily the cord slipped from the projecting
buttress above, and dashed him with considerable
violence against the stony face of the mountain.

. Though severely bruised, he managed to retain
his hold of the silken ladder now no longer agitated ;
and after pausing a moment to recover his self-
possession, he egntinued to lower himself until his
progress was arrested by the branches of a large
tree. Upon these he rested, and determined to
remain till dawn.

As soon as the first beam of day slanted over the
valley in which the escaped prisoner had taken
refuge, he perceived that he was in the heart of a
thickly-wooded glen, surrounded by a family of
monkeys, which began to announce their dissatis-
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faction at his unwelcome intrusion by the most
discordant chattering. Fearing that their din
might give warning of his escape to the garrison
above, he descended the tree with all possible
despatch ; when his joy was only equalled by his
astonishment at beholding before him the unsight-
ly form of the fakeer.

“ Welcome to liberty ! God is merciful ! Your
enemies shall be scattered, and the captive prince
enthroned ! Retire with me to my dwelling, and
you shall know further.”

Saying this, the holy man led the way, followed
by the grandson of Jehangire : for he who had just
escaped from captivity was no less a personage
than Dawir Buxsh, son of Sultan Chusero, and
heir to the imperial throne. Beneath the root of
a large forest tree, a hole had been dug to the
depth of seven feet, which led into a small cavern
scarcely two yards square. The mode of entrance
and egress was by.means of the notched trunk of
a small tree, that served as a ladder.

Before he entered the subterranean retreat of his
venerable companion, the young prince, aided by
the old man, twisted round a tree the cord by
which he had escaped from the fortress, and with
a stick tightened it until it gave way above, just

®
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where it had been chafed by the rough ledge
over which it had been thrown to prevent contact
with the mountain side. Having taken this pre-
caution, he entered the sacred dwelling of the
fakeer.
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CIIAPTER IIIL

“ WeLcomR,” said the venerable man, ¢ to the
abode of the free ! You interpreted the symbols
as I had anticipated, and your liberty is secured.
The Emperor is dead, and the Vizier secks to place
you upon the throne as legitimate heir of the em-
pire. You must repair instantly to the capital,
and the crown will be placed upon your head.”

“May not this be a device,” asked the prince
musingly, “to seduce me into the power of new
enemies? Isnot Shah Jehan in arms? What forces
can I oppose to so powerful a rival ?”

«The kingdom is divided. Your uncle Sheriar,
at the Sultana’s instigation, claims the succession,
and is prepared tp substantiate his claims by
force of arms; but the Vizier is determined to
place the sceptre in your grasp ; and, backed by
the imperial army under the conduct of such a
leader, no one can be in a condition to dispute your
lawful inheritance with any chance of success.
Your father’s rebellion is forgotten, and the people
shout your name with enthusiasm.”
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“But how,” inquired the prince, with a keen
glance at the venerable minister of the Prophet,
—how have all these facts reached this lone re-
treat ?”

“ My son,” replied the old man solemnly, this
lone retreat is celebrated from one extremity of
Hindostan to the other, and princes visit the ca-
vern of the fakeer. I am consulted by the wisest
legislators, as well as by the ignorant vagrant whose
only abode is the forest jungle, and his bed the dry
turf. I am respected, but I am also feared. My
friendship has been won in your behalf: do not
despise it, for my enmity can reach you even upon
the throne, though surrounded by armies and di-
rected by the wisest counsellors.”

« Well, father, it is certain that I cannot be in
a worse position than I was, confined in the dark
bowels of yonder mountain. Liberty is a cheap
purchase almost at any price. Your good-will
assures me I can scarcely fail of success, sup-
ported by the alliance and directed by the coun-
sels of so holy a man. But suppose the garrison
should seek me in this retreat; am I secure from
their search ?”

*« They have too much respect for the old man
of the valley to desecrate the sanctuary which he has
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rendered sacred by an occupation of more than fifty
years. DBut even should they be so bold as to for-
get what is duc to the character of one whose life
has been devoted to God, their efforts to recapture
you will not avail :—there is succour at hand.”

¢ Who is advancing to my rescue?”

¢ One, my son, little accustomed to mount the
war-horse: but when the heart once rouses the
spirit to action, the meek dove becomes an eagle
in all things—save in a thirst for blood.”

By this time the sound of voices was heard in
various directions round the fakeer’s abode. The
wood grew so thickly in the valley, that in many
parts it was impossible to penetrate; and the
fakeer’s retreat was in the most inaccessible part
of the jungle. There was, however, a narrow
path leading to it from the plain, which hap-
pened to be known to one of the garrison, who
undertook to conduct his comrades to the spot.
Not anticipating any interruption in their search
after the fugitive, a very small party had under-
taken the pursuit. .

'The prince was alarmed as the voices ap-
proached, but his venerable companion endea-
voured to assure him.

“ Young man,” said he, ¢ this is not 2 mo-
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ment for idle fears. Remember that the suc-
cess of human endeavour is permitted only where
it answers the wise ends of 'Him who is the source
of all wisdom. I have heard that you once escaped
the tiger’s deadly spring: but know, that ITe who
could pluck thee from the jaws of the tiger can
likewise rescue thee from the arm of man. Bear
this, moreover, in mind, that the prince who has
no confidence in God cannot be fit to reign; for
1no man can rule an empire wisely except God
be with him.”

The party in search of the prince had now sur-
rounded the cavern in which he lay concealed.

« Father,” said one of the soldiers, who seemed
to be their leader, ¢ our prisoner has escaped, and
we must seek for him in your burrow. He would,
no doubt, prefer being buried alive here, with
such holy company, to occupying a more spacious
abode higher up the hill, without any merrier
companions than his own thoughts.”

“ Soldier !” said the fakeer, rising from bis un-
derground dwelling, and standing before the
party with an aspect of stern indignation, * search
where you list: profane the sanctuary of the Pro-
phet’s vicegerent by your unhallowed intrusion,
and be the consequences upon your own head !



THE PRINCE AND THE FAKEER. 141

« My head for the consequences!” said the man,
and leaped down into the subterraneous abode of
sanctity.

At this moment the takeer stepped behind a
tree—struck rapidly upon a gong three blows,
which resounded through the valley. The sol-
dier now hailed bis corapanions from below, an-
nouncing to them that he had found their prisoner.
The party consisted of ten men, nine of whom had
by this time surrounded the entrance of the cavern
to assist their comrade in sccuring the captive:
they had, however, no sooner done this, than
each man fell to the carth transfixed with an
arrow. A party of twenty Bheels, rushing from
their ambush, instantly despatched and stripped
the wounded soldiers.

« Now,” said the fakcer, addressing the prince,
who had ascended from his place of sanctuary,
“ vou see how little cause there was for distrust.
Those who have been instrumental to your escape
had calculated the probabilities of a recapture too
nicely not to provide against such a contingency.
You must follow your rescuers, who will conduct
you to a place of security.”

“* But shall I not leave you in jeopardy? Will
it not be surmised that you have been privy to my
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escape, and will not my enemies wreak their ven-
geance upon you ?”

¢ Should they do their worst, they can only cut
off the ‘ragged remnant of an existence now well
nigh spun to its last thread. Let them do what
they list—1I fear them not. I have fulfilled the
purposes of my vocation, and am ready to enter
upon the consummation of my destiny. Still,
while I live, the benefits of my experience are
at your command.”

The prince now quitted the spot with the old
man’s blessing, and followed the Bheels into the
thickest of the jungle. These half-savage moun-
taineers threaded the thicket with surprising fa-
cility, clearing the way before their royal charge,
and treating him with a rude courtesy which
showed that they were less barbarians by nature
than by circumstance. They were almost en-
tirely naked, having only a narrow strip of cloth
round the loins, and another round the head,
meant to represent a turban, or rather a skull-
cap. They were armed with bows and arrows of
the rudest construction, but which they used with
a skill perfectly amazing. During their progress
through the forest, several of them took occasion
to display their dexterity before the royal stranger.
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A partridge rose from some long grass in an open
vista in the wood, and, while on the wing, was
transfixed with an arrow by one of the Bheels. A
pigeon was killed in a similar manner. A hare fell
a victim to the dexterity of a third archer.

After travelling about six hours, they reached a
rude village, nearly on the summit of a hill, in the
gorge of a deep glen. The prince was here shown
into the best habitation the village afforded ; which
was a small hovel thatched with dried plantain-
leaves, the walls consisting of thin bamboos inter-
laced with jungle-grass, the floor of mud being
overlaid with a compost of cowdung and straw.
A coarse rug was spread in one corner, and this
constituted the whole furniture of the apartment.

The soldier who had sprung into the fakeer’s
cave, and thus escaped the arrows of the Bheels,
they took prisoner, and made him accompany them
to the village. On their arrival, a consultation
being held, they determined to put him to death.
ITe was accordingly hung with his own turban
upon the branch of a tree ; and while struggling in
the agonies of strangulation, six arrows were dis-
charged at him. His body was afterwards cut
down, stripped, and thrown into a well.

Dismal as the hovel was into which the prince
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was obliged to creep, the consciousness of freedom
imparted to it an air of comfort which he had
never yet enjoyed so sensibly even in his father’s
palece. Before evening closed in, a bustle was
hurd in the village, which was almost immedi-
aﬁely followed by a palankeen and two hackeries,*
accompanied by about twenty attendants. Such
a circumstance having probably never before
occurred in a village of poor Bheels, excited
a considerable sensation among the inhabitants;
some of whom, however, were evidently so little
overcome by surprise, as to render it more than
probable that the arrival had not been altogether
unexpeeted. The prince could not help feeling sur-
prise when the fact was announced to him; and
on quitting the hut, in which he had flung himself
upon the rug, in order to snatch a briefrepose after
the fatigues of his journey, his astonishment was
only surpassed by his delight at meeting in the
stranger, whose arrival had just been announced to
him, the daughter of Sultan Sheriar, who, imme-
diately ugon the death of Jehangire, had set up his
claim imperial thrgne,

An attachment had long subsisted between the

® A hackery is a covered carriage, drawn by bullocks.
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daughter of Shariar, and the heir of Chusero, his
eldest brother, who,‘hud been murdered by Shah
Jehan, third son of the deceased monarch Jehan-
gire. This attachmeélt was oriffinally encouraged
by the parents; bu Sultan Shariar had lately
withheld his approbagtion upom.the most futile
pleas, his motives befowming Q%éienﬂy evident
upon the death of hisj father, the late Emperor,
whom he sought to sujcceed as sovereign of the
Moguls. Prince Dawil, Buxsh, son of Chuseres,
and conscquently the !lawful successor of his
grandfather, had been \imprimned through the
intrigues of his uncle, | Shariar, who had per-
suaded the credulous KMmperor that the young
prince was engaged in a cdnspiracy against his life.
When Jehangire died, Shariar immediately re-
solved to assert his title to the sovereignty of the
Mogul einpire s daugliter, whose affection for
her cousin had not abated {n spite of her parent’s
hostility, effected the escape of Dawir Buxsh,
through the intervention of \the fakeer, who hired
a body of Bheels, whom he Jplaced in ambush near
his underground dwelling, gnd accompmked the
prince’s retreat, as has been al\ready described. Th‘e
princess had for some days

VOL, II. H
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in the neighbourhood, and jhad been apprised
about noon of the success offjthose measures she
hadsgraployed for the princefs release. Upon re-
cetving this information, shg immediately set out
for the village, where she ayrived about the close
of day.

The prince was overjoyed at so unexpected a
meeting ; he could scarcely control the excess of
his rapture. Blessings se¢med so to accumulate
upon him, that be already began to fancy he had
swallowed the last bitter in the draught of life,
which had been sweetened by a medicament that
had either expelled or spiritualized the mninutest
dross, and that there novfr remained nothing but a
residuum of joy. He recollected the rebukes of
* the holy man to whom hle was so signally indebted
for his release from an oglious bondage, and readily
persuaded himself thatthere was something pro-
phetic in his solemn homily.

¢« Welcome,” said he, [ sweet ﬁdy," as he handed
the princess from her palankeen: « this is, indeed,
an unexpected but welcome meeting. To what
am I indebted for so gignal a gratification ?”

« To a woman’s ajffection, prince, which, like
t'ﬁe lightning of Heayen, overcomes all obstacles ;
and, though it times blasts that on which it
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falls, is nevertheless a light and a glory: love
throws a beam of gladness over the dark lines of
human destiny, as lightning gilds the storm,”,

« The comparison is somewpt ominoug. I
would rather feel the warm « of 2 woman’s
love, than the bright shaft wh\ flies before the
thunder. It has a deadly g]eam;‘ when one knows
that death may be in its flash. The fires of true
love harm not. But welcome, lady, to the re-
treat of a poor fugitive, whose only abode is the
wretched hovel of the mountain robber.”

¢ You will make but a short sojourn here among
these rude though friendly mountaineers. To-mor-
row you may expect to meet friends ready to place
you upon that throne which you were born to ho-
nour. I have had ahard struggle between filial love
and the obligations of a plighted affection, but the
latter have prevailed. As your affianced bride, I
quitted my father’s roof to join you, when I saw
he would deprive you of your lawful inheritance.
The Vizier has armed in your cause, and the im-
perial army under his command is now encamped
in the neighbourhood of Lahore, where he is ex-
pecting you to join him, having been apprised of
the measures to be adopted for your escape. ny
father’s army is on its march towards the capital

. H 2
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and when the adverse forces meet, tl he struggle
will no doubt be desperate.”

T@ prince resigned his hut to the princess,
who, prdered in her palankeen, within which she
determmed to pass the night, Meanwhile, Dawir
Buxsh was conducted to another hut, much less
clean and commodious than that he had quitted, as
a Bheel family had yacated it in order to accom-
modate him. The attendants of the princess were
dispersed about the village, most of them spread-
ing their rugs under trees, satisfied with that sort
of accomrhodation which, though no hardship in
eastern. climes, would be considered among the
severest in countries where excess of refinement
has almost given a new interpretation to priva-
tion.
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CHAPTER 1IV.

TuE royal fugitive now thought that he was be-
yond the reach of pursuit, and in a state of envi-
able tranquillity threw himself upon a rug in a
corner of his hovel. He was too happy to sleep,
and lay thinking upon the splendid prospects
opening before him, and which appeared on the
eve of consummation. The first man in the em-
pire haid armed in his cause; the whole imperial
army appeared favourable to his pretensions, and
few or none of the principal Omrahs, so far as he
could ascertain, had declared against him. He was
secure in the affections of the most beautiful prin-
cess of her age. Being young, in high health, and
in the vigour of early manhood, he foresaw no-
thing but enjoyment. .

As he lay pondering the happin.  which his
full and joyous heart flattered itself was in store
for him, he seemed to be carried into a new but
delightful world, where the visionary was not o
be distinguished :from the true, but where there
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was nothing of the one or the other to arrest that
full tide of fruition which was flowing in upon him,
His-yery body appeared to be lifted above this
gross earth; and though it was reclined upon a
coarse rug, within the small dirty sty of a Bheel,
it was at that moment alive to sensations of thrill-
ing delight. The soul was too buoyant to be
tied down to the material pleasures of this gross
world, but soared with the imagination into a new
field of bliss, where, though it was entranced in a
delusive dream of the moment, this was neverthe-
less one of those exquisite fictions which have all
the glow and vividness of the most distinct reality.
These happy visions at length gave way to a pro-
found sleep ; his senses were steeped in an uncon-
“sciousness so absolute, that no perceptible image
passed over the fine speculum of the brain, which
the heavy breath of slumber had rendered too dull
for reflection. In the midst of his stubborn re-
pose he was roused by sounds that portended evil.
He listened; the clash of arms was distinguish-
able, and presently blended with the shouts of con-
flict. DMorning had not yet dawned, but the stars
were bright above, and there was sufficient light to
distinguish objects not very remote. The prince
was staggered, he knew not what to think. It oc-
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curred to him that part of the garrison, from whose
custody he had escaped, must have traced him to
his retreat, and were in the act of attempting a
rescue. Impelled by his apprehension for the
princess, he rushed towards the hut which she
occupied, but to his consternation found it de-
serted. None of her attendants were at hand. The
shouts of battle still sounded in his ears ; he bound-
ed forward, but was almost imnmediately sur-
rounded. Being unarmed, he could offer no re-
sistance. How suddenly was the beautiful fabric
raised by the enthusiastic ardour of hope subverted !
His hands were instantly secured, and he was or-
dered to proceed between two soldiers, two pre-
ceding and two following.

Light streaks of grey were beginning to dapple
the horizon. The prince was now made acquaint-
ed with the nature of the late conflict, which he
already partly suspected. Sultan Shariar, having
been apprized, just before the princess quitted her
home, that she had projected a plan for the deli-
very of Dawir Buxsh, had ordered a strong party of
troops to follow in her track, suspecting that she
was about to proceed to the place where Lis com-
petitor for the throne of the Moguls would lie
concealed, if he should succeed in effecting his es-
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cape. The princess, the better to cover her de-
sign, quitted her home under pretence of making
a pxylgnmage to an ancient mosque, raised by
one of the early Mahomedan conquerors. Iler in-
tention was no secret to her father, who ordered
her to be followed at a convenient distance, and
brought back when she should have reached the
place of her destination, with the Prince Dawir
Buxsh, if he should be discovered there. This
order had been executed with such success, that
both the princess and her affianced husband fell
into the hands of the detachment from Shariar’s
army, as has been already detailed.

As the dawn advanced, the troops were galled
by arrows from the Bheels, who lay in ambush in
the various thickets of the jungle. Not an enemy
was to be seen, and yet ‘the frequent wounds re-
ceived by the Sultan’s soldiers as they descended
the hill, told with a forcible eloquence how deadly
were the focs by whom they were surrounded. In
order to keep their body as compact as possible,
that it might present less surface to the arrows
of the foe, they marched in close column of six
deep, dividing in the centre, where the princess
was borne in her palankeen; and the prince, guarded
by six soldiers, brought up the rear. The column
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was dreadfully galled as it proceeded. Several
soldiers fell dead from the arrows of their secret
foes. There was no evading the peril, and no
pnssibility of reaching the bowmen, who were so
intimately acquainted with every intricacy of the
jungle, that the moment they were pursued, they
disuppeared among the thickets, where it was im-
possible to follow them.

The prince was vigilantly guarded ; but in pass-
ing through a dark hollow of the wood, the two
soldiers on either side of him reccived at the same
moment an arrow in their temples, and expired on
the spot, the four others being likewise wounded,
though not mortally. A party of Bheels darted
from the covert in an instant and seized the captive,
but were impeded by the brave resistance of the
tour wounded soldiers until a party of.the main
body came up and put those bold mountaincers to
flight. In the struggle, their royal prisoner received
a severe sabre-cut un the back part of his arm,
which was bound up tightly with his turban to
prevent the effusion of blood. Happily for Sul-
tan Shariar’s troops, their march through the jungle
was not a long one, or they would have been more
than probably cut off to a man.

Upon gaining the bottom of the hill, the detach-

ud
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ment entered a naked plain, in which, after a
short march, they halted near a village, under a
tope or grove of mango trees. Such, however,
was the severe execution done among them in their
progress through the forest, that upon numbering
their force, they discovered that fifteen out of a
hundred had been killed, and thirty-two wounded,
nine of whom they were obliged to leave behind
them at the village, to the care of the native sur-
geons. The prince’s arm was here examined,
but the hurt, though severe, was found to be
only a flesh wound; which being dressed, the
detachment proceeded on its march after taking
a slight repast, and halted a second time at
another village, about two hours before noon.
Here the prince began to suffer considerable pain
from his wound. He became feverish and de-
pressed. He requested to be allowed an inter-
view with the princess, which was refused. The
reaction of disappuintment sdon increased his
feverish symptoms to an alarming extent. He
was now as despondent as he had been previ-
ously exhilarated, and saw nothing in the future
but gigantic miseries, or the shadows of departed
joys. His heart sickened; he gave way to un-
manly sorrow. Ilis ardent spirit, which had been
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elevated to the highest pinnacle of hope, sank at
once into the very lowest depths of despair. Ile
felt as if the stroke of death would be a bless-
ing. Ilis fever increased to such a degree that he
was unable to proceed, for he had hitherto been
forced to march like a common soldier. In conse-
quence of his illness a rude litter was provided, upon
which he was placed, a coarse cloth being thrown
over it to exclude the scorching rays of the sun ;
and he thus proceeded, borne upon the shoulders
of six men. No entreaties could induce the officer
commanding the detachment to allow him to hold
a moment’s conversation with Shariar’s daughter,
who was guarded with a vigilance that dcfied eva-
sion. She was, however, treated with the greatest
respect, and every attention paid to her comfort ;
while her cousin, on the contrary, had not only
been treated with marked disrespect, but sub-
jected to many painful indignities.  Of this his
companion in sorrow was ignorant. Still, al-
thongh every wish she expressed consistent with
her security was immediately granted, yet her
earnest solicitations to see the prince were re-
fused. She therefore procecded in silence and
in sadness under this bitterest privation of her cap-
tivity.
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The illness of Dawir Buxsh was studiously
kept from her knowledge, nor until they reached
their destination was the circumstance of his hav-
ing been wounded made known to her.

Upon their arrival at Shariar’s camp, the prince
was consigned to a tent which was rigidly guard-
ed; and the father having upbraided his daughter
with treachery, gave her into the custody of some
of' the female attendants of the harem, who took
her to a tent in the rear of the encampment,
likewise surrounded by a numerous and vigilant
guard. Her ordinary attendants were withdrawn ;
the men distributed in different divisions of the
army, and the women sent to other services.

The royal prisoner was kept in rigid confine-
ment ; and though his fever became high and
threatenced to be fatal, not even a servant was per-
mitted to wait upon him. He was deeply galled at
this indignity ; but the guards derided his expos-
tulations, and he was left to struggle against his
malady as he best might. The strength of his con-
stitution prevailed. On the third day the violence
of his fever abated, and-his wound began rapidly
to heal.

Shariar, hearing that the Vizier was advancing
towards him with the imperial army, which,
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though less in number than his own, was com-
posed of choicer troops, was afraid of proceeding
to extremities against his prisoner, lest it should
weaken his own cause by casting upon him the
slur of having murdered a nephew and lawful heir
to the throne. He was nevertheless in hopes that
harsh treatment might aggravate the fever which
the prince’s wound had induced, and thus, by re-
moving out of his way a dangerous competitor,
leave the road to empire comparatively clear before
him.

The Vizier had now advanced within two coss
of Shariar's army, which was encamped on the op-
posite side of' a narrow but deep stream, that di-
vided the hostile forces.  Shariar had taken
up a strong position on the slope of a hill, lank-
ed on one side by the stremm, and on the other
by a thick jungle. 'T'he Vizier crossed this stream
during the night, at a ford about two miles be-
low the enemny’s encampment, and appeared next
morning drawn up in battle array upon the plain.
His army was formed into threc divisions; the
right wing being commanded by Mohabet Chan,
the second by an Omrah who had distinguished
himself in the Deccan, under Shah Jehan, and the
centre by the Vizier in person. Asthe ariny of Sha-
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riar was in too strong a position to render an attack
prudent on the part of the imperialists, the Vizier,
suspecting that the enemy, confiding in superior
numbers, would rush down upon him from the
height which they occupied, warily awaited the
expected onset. He was not deceived in this con-
jecture. Shariar, conceiving that the impetuosity
of a charge from the elevation of his position would
give him considerable advantage, commanded a
vigorous onset to be made against the enemy’s
centre, where the Vizier commanded. The shock
was so great that the imperialists recoiled ; but
Mohabet Chan immediately brought up his men,
who, attacking the Sultan’s troops with great
energy upon their left flank, soon checked the
momentary advantage which they had obtained,
and the battle raged for some time with a pretty
near equality of success.
The raw forces of Shariar werc several times re-
pulsed by the well- disciplined valour of the i impe-
rial soldiers ; but tresh troops rushed to the charge
as their comrades gave way, and the balance of
victory hung for some time doubtful. The Vizier’s
elephant was killed under him, but he leaped from
the howdah, and fought on foot with a spirit which
infused new courage into his army, and baffled the
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repeated assaults of the enemy. Whilst the right
wing, under the command of Mohabet, and the
centre, at the head of which the Vizier still fought
in person, were maintaining a desperate conflict
against superior numbers, with slow but manifest
advantage, the left wing was repulsed, and
obliged to retreat before the impetuous charge of
its foes, headed by their princes. At this cri-
tical moment, Dawir Buxsh, who had managed
during the coufusion of the battle to escape from
his guards, was seen in full career towards the
contending armies. Ile¢ had mounted a charger
which had galloped from the battle on the death of
its rider. Reaching the left wing of the imperial
army as it was retreating before its victors, he
shouted to the soldiers to support their sovereign.
The enemy paused for an instant in their career
of pursuit, unable to comprchend the arrival of a
foe from their own camp. During that pause the
imperialists rallied. Dawir Buxsh placed himselt
at their head, charged and drove back the insur-
gents, who, becoming dispirited by so uncxpected
a check, faltered, retreated, and their retreat was
soon converted into a total rout.  The centre and
right wing, commanded by the Vizier and Mohabet
Chan, had already obtained so decided an advan-
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tage over the main body of the army to which
they were opposed, that the rout of the enemy’s
right wing almost immediately decided the fortune
of the day. The army of Shariar was totally de-
feated, and he fell -into the hands of the Vizier.
The slaughter was dreadful ; the victory decisive.
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CHAPTER V.,

Prince Dawir Buxsa was received with loud
acclamation by the troops. His late exploit gave
them hopes of an emperor that would lead them
on to conquest. IIe was borne in triumph to
the imperial camp, and next day the army pro-
ceeded to Agra. Sultan Shariar’s daughter had
fallen into the victor’s hands. The youthful so-
vereign desired that she might be brought into
his presence; she accordingly appeared hefore
him, her bosom agitated by conflicting emotions,
She was at once eclated by joy at her lover's re-
lease, and depressed by sorrow at her father’s
captivity. Her beauty was heightened by the
singular variety of feeling which her countenance
expressed.  She fell at the prince’s feet: he affec-
tionately raised her, and said, with earnest but
tender passion,

¢« Let not my preserver kneel to one who is in-
debted to her for his liberty — perhaps his life ;
for the dungeon soon puts an end to earthly capti-
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vities. The star of our destinies has risen—may it
ascend in glory to its meridian! As soon as I am
placed upon the musnud, our marriage shall be
solemnized, and we will enjoy the consummation
of our happiness, which adverse chances have so
long delayed.”

“ But my father!” exclaimed the princess with
a suffused eye and quivering lip.

« He will, for the present, remain a prisoner.
He has sought to usurp the crown. The sove-
reign of the Moguls must perform his duty to his
people as well as to himself.”

This was said with a tone of grave determina-
tion, which strikingly contrasted with the warm
glow of tenderness that had preceded it. ‘There
was an cxpression of almost stern resolution in the
calm but brilliant gleam of the speaker’s eye. The
princess burst into tears. .

« Be composed, lady,” said the prince, resuming
his former tenderness, ¢ and confide in my justice,
which I trust will never neutralize my clemency.
Your father has erred ; and if he may not be for-
given, for your sake his life is sacred.”

The daughter gave an hysteric sob, threw her-
gelf upon the prince’s neck, and yielded to an
irrepressible burst of emotion. She was relieved
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by the promise: a smile dilated her brow ; her
dark full eye expanded with a strong impulse
of gratitude; and a single tcar trickled slowly
down her cheek, upon which a delicate smile
quivered, like sunshine following the shower.
The attendants were moved at the scene; the
prince was subdued, still his dctermination re-
lative to the prisoner, which had not yet tran-
spired, remained unaltered. Iis attachment to-
wards his daughter was strong and fervent, but
he could not forget that he had been grossly

wronged. The indignitics so wantonly heaped
npon him during his march to Shariar's camp,
when suffering from the pain of his wound,
did not pass from his mind, and it is not the
character of despotic princes to suffer injury to
escape retribution.

The princess retired from the royal tent with a
joyous satisfaction arising from the assurance that
her father’s life should be spared. She could not
for » moment suppose that the man by whom
she was evidently beloved, would allow himself
long to entertain feelings of' hostility towards her
parcnt, however great the provocation. But she
knew not the heart of him upon whose clemency
she relied. Revenge is the most difficult passion
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of our nature to subdue; and its indulgence,
among absolute princes, is one of the greatest evils
of despotism.

Dawir Buxsh proceeded to Agra, accompanied
by the Vizier and Mohabet Chan, and was hailed
as their Emperor by the universal acclamation of
the citizens. Ile was immediately seated upon the
musnud, and a proclamation 1ssued for the celebra-
tion of the royal nuptials with the daughter of Sul-
tan Shariar.

On the following day the prisoner was sum-
moned into the presence of his imperial nephew.
He appeared with an emaciated countenance and
a dejected mien. He had been long suffering from
a dreadful malady, which had almost reduced him
to a shadow. His daughter was present when her
parent entered, and seeing his bitter dejection, she
threw herself upon his bosom in a paroxysm of
filial grief. She was gently removed by the at-
tendants.

“What does the man deserve,” asked Dawir
Buxsh sternly, turning towards the disconsolate
prisoner, “who has rebelled against his lawful
sovereign, cast him into prison, treated him with
indignity, and exposed his life to Jeopardy P

Shariar was silent.
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¢ Silence is the most eloquent confession of
guilt,” continued the Emperor; ¢ dost thou not
deserve that death, which, had your ambitious arms
succeeded, you had no doubt in reserve for me ?”

“I am in your power,” replied Shariar firmly ;
“you can exercise that power as your discretion
may prompt. I may be your victim, but nothing
shall force me to disclose my intentions. I acted
as I felt justified in acting ; it has ended in failure,
and I am prepared to pay the penalty.”

The indignation of the young Emperor was
kindled, and he said fiercely, ¢ Hoary traitors must
not cscape punishment, however nearly allied to
the throne. I have promised to spare your life,”
said he, **but the light of heaven shall never more
beam upon those eyes.”

Saying this, he rose, and gave the signal to a
soldier, who advanced and seized the unhappy
Shariar. Ilis daughter, with a wild scream of
agony, threw herself between the ruffian and his
victim ; but she was ijustantly torn from the em.
braces of her parent, who stood with patient re-
siguation, awaiting the execution of his dreadful
sentence. The soldier advanced, and plunged the
point of his crease into both eyes of the unfortunate
Sultan. With the blood trickling down his cheeks,
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mingled with tears, he implored to be once more
permitted to embrace his child. She rushed into
his arms.

« Tyrant !” said she, addressing the young
jﬂmperor, ¢« this heart shall never be united with
that of one whose hand is stained with my parent’s
blood. I have no longer anything to render this
world desirable, and quit it ‘impreeating the male-
diction of a dying woman upon thy head !”

Saying this, she seized a crease which was stuck
in the girdle of one of the guards, drew it suddenly
before he was aware of her purpose, and plunging
it into her bosom, fell dead at the soldier’s feet. 'The
prince was staggered at the dreadful but unex-
pected issue of his own severity. He had never
for a moment contemplated such a consummation.
His attachment to the princess had been ardent,
but he could not forget the wrongs received at the
hands of her father. .

From this moment a cloud of gloom hung upon
his brow. He saw no one; and his seclusion gave
umbrage to his subjects, who began to murmur at
the want of enterprise in their new Sovereign.
Rumours were daily spreading of Shah Jehan’s
approach to avenge the indignity offered to his
brother Shariar, and the death of that prince’s
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daughter ; but the Emperor disregarded these ru-
mours, fancying himself secure in the affections of
his people, and in the support of the Vizier and
Mohabet Chan.

Shortly after the decease of his affianced bride,
the vencrable fakeer stood before Dawir Buxsh,
and with undaunted severity upbraided him with
his cruel rigour towards his uncle.

« Your throne totters,” he said solemnly ; ¢ the
sceptre which a tyrant sways is ever held in a
feeble grasp, and by a precarious tenure. Justice
can never sanction cruelty ; and you should have
remembered that you were indebted for liberty,
most probably for life, to the daughter of that
prince whom you have so wantonly mutilated.
The blood of that daughter will cry from the
earth against you. Ieaven has its punishment
for guilty sovereigns, and your doom has gone
forth.”

The youthful monarch was subdued by the so-
lemn earnestness of the holy man, and quailed
before him.

« Father,” he said, «I have but visited a rebel
with merited retribution. His cruelties towards
me have been repaid with cruelty, which the laws
of justice sanction.”
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«But which,” fervently exclaimed the fakeer,
“the laws of religion forbid. The justice of ty-
rants is not the justice of the great and good God,
Mho so tempers it with mercy that repentance con-
verts it into a blessing both to the receiver and the
giver. Justice becomes a bane where mercy is
defied and scorned. Retribution is an attribute
which belongs alone to Omnipotence ; man knows
not how to exercise it. You have attempted to grasp
the thunder: beware that it does not recoil upon
your own head with that terrible energy which
leaves behind the fearful impress of destruction.”

Bold as was the rebuke of this venerable man,
and even insolent as was his intrusion and bearing,
yet such was his character for sanctity, and so uni-
versal the awe in which he was held, that no
one attempted to resent the indignity offered to
their sovereign, and the fakeer quitted the impe-
rial presence with a smile of calm defiance, as he
tottered out of the palace. The Emperor called to
mind his visit while he was a captive, and remem-
bered that to him he was chiefly indebted for the
success of the princess’s plan for his escape, which
had been eventually crowned with sach complete
success ; he therefore permitted him to pass from
the palace without molestation. The old man’s
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words, Mbwever, had sunk deep into the heart of
Dawir Buxsh, and harrowed him to the quick.
There was a fearful import in them which trou-
bled him sorely : they sounded like the dark pre-
sage of doom.

The rumours of his uncle Shah Jehan's approach
daily strengthened, and he already began to fancy
that he saw his own speedy downfall. Thosc no-
bles who were more immediately about his person,
whispered doubts of the Vizier's sincerity, and
these doubts were but too soon confirmed. The
report of Shah Jehan’s march towards the capital
was shortly verified. He reached Lahore at the
head of a numerous army, and encamped a few
miles from the city. The young Emperor had
taken no measures to interrupt his passage, rely-
ing upon the fidelity of the Vizier and Mohabet
Chan, both of whom, as he found out too latc,
had favoured his uncle’s designs upon the throne.
He received a summons, which was commu-
nicated by the Vizier, to resign the sceptre into
older and abler hands. When the unhappy sove-
reign upbraided his minister with treachery, the
latter did not hesitate to confess that he had
simply favoured his accession, in order to give

time for Shah Jehan to collect an army and put
VOL. 111, 1



170 THE PRINCE AND THE FAKEER.

himself in a condition to dispute his rightés < The
Moguls,” continued the Vizier, ¢ do not like to
be governed either by boys or by women, both
of whom ought to yield to the natural supremacy
of men.”

This was not the time to dispute a doctrine sub-
versive of all legitimate rights, with one who had
the power to illustrate it in his own hands. Dawir
Buxsh, without a moment’s hesitation, seeing that
opposition would be mere fatuity, consented to
relinquish the imperial sceptre provided his life
were spared, and a competent maintenance assured
to him, No answer was returned to these stipula-
tions, but on the following day the deposed Em-
peror was confined to one of the lower apartments
of the Seraglio, and Shah Jehan proclaimed Em-
peror, with almost universal consent :—such is hu-
man tergiversation! The people have no lasting
affection for sovereigns. The favourite of to-day
is an object of hatred to-morrow—

¢ Within the hollow crown
That rounds the mortal temples of a king,

. Death keeps his court.”

Dawir Buxsh, who had been lately raised to
a throne amid popular acclamation, was now
hurled from his elevation, and more an object of

A
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pity thart the meanest among those whom he had
so lately governed. His cruelty to the unhappy
Shariar too late filled him with remorse. The
death of that Sultan’s daughter tortured his me-
mory with a thousand bitter pangs. Ile saw that
hi» tate was determined on, and the lingering de-
sire of life made him look forward to death with
horror.

On the morning after his uncle’s accession to
the throne of the Moguls, two cunuchs entered
the prison of Dawir Buxsh: he¢immecdiately knew
that he was to die, and throwing himsclf upon his
knees, was strangled whilst in the act of putting
up a prayer to Heaven. The aspiration was cut
short by the bow-string, and Sultan Shariar and
his daughter were both fully avenged.

12






The Omrab’s Daugbter.






The Omrah’s Daughter.

CHAPTER I.

Lopy Cuan was seated in the veranda of his
palace smoking his hookah, and enjoying the
luxury of repose which that exquisite instrument
is so admirably calculated to induce. Behind
him stood a tall attendant dressed in a tunic of
green cloth, his waist encircled by a red cummer-
bund, his head surmounted with a bright yellow
turban, undulating a yak’s tail over his master,
to prevent mosquitos from sounding in his ears
their little note of warning, or fixing their fine
taper antennx into those rich conduits through
which the currents of life meander in ten thou-
sand winding avenues to and from the heart. Be-
side this man stood another attendant, s>mewhat
differently clad as to colour, but precisely similar
in costume, waving a punka beside the Chan, in
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order to break the stagnation of the hot air of
noon, in a shade where the thermometer would
standat ninety-eight degrees.

Lody was seated upon a carpet from the valued
looms of Persia; beside him stood a goblet of
Shiraz wine, and at his right hand a match-
lock, its stock richly inlaid with gold. From
the eaves of the veranda fell a silk awning,
which was lowered when the sun slanted its le-
vel rays above the horizon in its early rising, or
flooded the plain with its departing glories, ere
it sank behind the broad ocean. This awning was
brocaded with the precious metals from the cele-
brated bazaars of Ispahan, unrivalled throughout
the East for the richness of its tissues. The walls
were panelled with polished steel, which multi-
plied the reflection of every object near, and
secmed to give an almost interminable space to
the balconies by which the palace was surrounded.
Arms, burnished with a care that showed how
highly they were prized, hung from the pilasters
which supported the projecting roof of the ve-
randa, and various* emblems of war were distri-
buted around with a profusion and an attention
to effect, which sufficiently eVinced how familiar
the lord of this palace was with that bane of peace
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upon earth of which it has been too truly said,
and bat too little heeded, that

A3
War’s a game
\Which. were their suhjects wise, kings would not play at.

Everything around the palace of Chan' Lody
attested his predilection for this most desperate
game of chance that man can engage in. He was
one of the greatest warriors of his day. Being a
descendant of the imperial family of Lody, he felt
anxious to maintain the dignity of his house: but
though glory was the fierce aim of his ambition,
he never tarnished it by an act of dishonour. He
was indeed an ambitious prince, but a generous
soldier and a virtuous man.

Whilst he sat drawing through the golden
mouthpiece of his beautifully embossed hookah
the exhalations of a richly aromatic chillam, »
stranger was announced desiring to have an in-
terview with the Chan,

* Admit him,” said Lody to the attendant, who
instantly withdrew, and shortly returned ushering
in the stranger.

The la:t:f appeared to be a ;vouth of ncble de-
portment and gallant bearing. He was evidently
in the dawn of manhood, but had all its best attri-

15
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butes legibly recorded on his clear open brow
and small decided features. Lody’s eye relaxed
into a faint yet bright smile as he bent it upon the
noble stranger, whose salutation he returned with
much courtesy.

* Chan Lody,” said the youth, ¢ you are aware
that the Emperor Jehangire is in paradise; a
usurper, aided by the influence of the Sultana, is
upon the throne; the Sultan, Shah Jehan, now
lawful sovereign of the Moguls, is on his march to
vindicate his rights and seize the imperial scep-
tre: his route lies through your territories, through
which he demands your permission to pass, and
a safe conduct. VWhat answer shall I return, Chan
Lody ?” '

Lody’s brow became suddenly overcast; and he
said bitterly, < Princes who solicit favours should
know how to bestow them.”

“Is this the answer I am to return to the
Sultan ?”

« No: when you have refreshed yourselt with
food and rest, I will give y=t my answer at
length.” .

« Is it hostile or. peaceable ?”

“ You will know when you receive it.”

“ Chan Lody, T accept not the hospitality of an
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enemy. If you deny what I come to solicit, I
quit your presence with a full and unqualified de-
fiance; if' you grant it, I will eat your salt with
joy, and the Prophet’s blessing will requite you
for the boon.”

“ Young man, your defiance or your blessing
is to me alike indifferent. I have no desire that
vou should either eat my salt or make my palace
a place of rest. DBear my answer to your master.
I grant no safe conduct to rebels. A rebellious
son cannot be a just prince. I would rather see
the enemy at my gates, than Shah Jehan Emperor
of the Moguls.”

« A time may come when Chan Lody will be
clad to forget that he has dared to insult his so-
vereign.

Saying this, the youthful messenger turned upon
his heel and was about to depart, but the Chau
ordered him to be detained ; then, by way of add-
ing contempt to Lis refusal, the indignant Omrah
commanded the dress of & menial to be brought,
and filling a smaWN_ bag with rupees, he charged the
Sulian’s envoy to deliver them, together with an
old jean horse, to his master.

The young man departed ; and meeting a shep-
herd at some short distance from Burhampoor.
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gévc him the dress, the rupees, and the horse,
bidding him deliver them to Chan Lody with
this message :—that Prince Morad, son of the
emperor Shah Jehan, returned the gift designed
for his royal parent, as the giver might one day
need a beggar’s boon, since adversity was gene-
rally the lot of insolent nobles and disaffected sub-
jects.

.. The shepherd, not considering himself bound by
the laws of honour, and not being harassed by de-
licate scruples, appropriated the dress, rupces, and
horse to his own purposes. What to one man was
an ofience, was to another a blessing.

Morad, galled by the indignity which had
been so wantonly offered to him, proceeded to-
wards his father’s encampment. On emerging
from a thick forest upon an extensive plain,
he saw a party at some distance advancing in
the direction of the jungle. As they approached
nearer, he perceived a palankeen accompanied
by a2 numerous train of attendants. Before
they had reached the path which led into the
forest, a wild elephant started from the thicket,

“and rushed with a short shrill cry towards the
approaching cavalcade.  Terrified at the sight of
such a huge foe, the attendants dispersed; and
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the bearers, laying down the palankeen, fled in

different directions. The elephant advanced with

an aspect of deadly hostility towards the palan-

keen, which, as Morad perceived, from the cur-
tains being closely drawn round it, contained a
female ; and, from the number of her attendants,
it was evident that she was a female of rank.

Unappalled by the danger, he darted forward;
and being nearer the palankeen than the elephant,
came up with the animal before it could reach its
victim. Striking it with his sword just above the

knve joint of the right leg behind, he at once dis-

abled it, and diverted its attention from the object
of attack. The huge creature immediately uttered

a scream of agony, and turned upon Morad; but
unable to use the wounded limb, its movements
were slow and embarrassed : Morad, therefore, had

nu difficulty in evading its assault by actively

running behind it, and seizing his opportunity, he

inflicted another wound on the other hind leg.

which rendered the elephant unable to do mis-
chict. Tt rolled upon the earth: and Morad call-
ing upon his attendants to approach, took a match-

lock, and placing the muzzle to the car of the huge®
beast, sent a bullet into its brain. The animal

utterea short loud roar, and died.
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Meanwhile the lady had quitted her palankeen,
and stood before her youthful deliverer in the
beaming lustre of her beauty. Her countenance
was calm and unrufiled, and her dark eye was
fixed upon the dead clephant with an expression
of resolute satisfaction that showed how little <he
had been disturbed by the past danger. She made a
graceful salaam of acknowledgment ; and, heckon-
ing with an air of haughty command to her attend-
ants, thanked her deliverer with a somewhat lofty
courtesy, and, inviting him to return to her fa-
ther’s palace, entered her palankeen.  Morad, who
had been struck with her beauty, learned in few
words that she was the daughter of Chan Lody.
Notwithstanding the late discourtesies which had
passed between them, and the insult offered to his
parent, he determined to escort the lovely girl
to her father’s dwelling. He had been charmed
with the beautiful countenance and magnanimous
bearing of the Chan's daughter, «nd now felt really
anxious that a better understanding should exist

.between her parent and his own. He therefore
returned with her to Burhampoor. On reaching

®Chan Lody’s palace, the lady wished Morad to
enter, in order that he might receite her father’s
acknowledgments for the signal service *he had
rendered his child. :
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¢ Lady,” said the prince, “ I am the son of
Shah Jehan, to whom your father refuses a passage
through his dominions. I cannot again enter the
presence of one who has denied my parent and his
sovereign so poor a boon.”

« Life, prince, is a valueless possession, unless
we hold it on those terms which make it worth the
prizing ; and, believe me, I would rather mine
were forfeited than be indebted for its preservation
to a scion of Chan Lody’s fve. You, however, have
conferred the obligation nobly, at the risk of your
own; my courtesy, therefore, is the least I can
offer you. Enter, and T will take upon me to
secure lor you my father's hospitality, who could
not but be happy to entertain his daughter’s de-
liverer.” '

[ should be sorry to test the hospitality ot 2
man whose heart would be at variance with his
urbanity. For what I have done, the approbation
of’ my own cunscience is a sufficient reward ; and
your courtesy has cancelled whatever obligation
youw may have considered yourself under to me.
But perhaps you will do me the favour to tell Chan
Lody that he is indebted for his daughtcr’s life te
the son of Slfah Jehan.”

The'lovely Jahanira a moment bent her piercing
eye upon Morad, and said, in a tone of proud
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dignity, ©Our acquaintance then will end here,
since you refuse the hospitality which has been at
least courteously offered; but I am your debtor,
and shall, I trust, live to cancel my debt. Fare-
well I”

She entered the palace, and Morad retraced his
steps. As he pursued his journey towards his
father’s tents, he could not help reflecting on the
sublime beauty of Chan Lody’s daughter. She was
evidently a woman of a lofty and indomitable spi-
rit. Her parent’s dauntless soul beamed in her
full black eyes, and her small budding mouth, the
lips of which met each other with a firm compres-
sion that seemed to mock the tenderness of a more
gentle contact, showe’gl there was a high resolve
within her which nothing short of death could
subdue. DMorad was young and ardent. His
whole soul quivered like a sunbcam at the bare
thought of an enterprise that shquld cast a halo of
glory around it; and his bosom glowed with
germane sympathy, where he beheld any symptom
of feeling congenial with his own. The stern
refusal of Chan Lody had roused his indignation ;
the proud spirit of his daughter had won him to
a gentler mood, and her beauty ratified what her
lofty bearing had expressed.
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When he entered his father’s presence, he re-
ported the Omrah’s refusal, but withheld the in-
dignities with which it had been accompanied.
Shah Jehan was mortified and indignant at this
issue of his embassy to the haughty noble of
Burhampoor; and, breaking up his camp, he
proceeded to the capital by another route.
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CHAPTER 1L

WitHiN a few weeks after the events related in
the preceding chapter, Chan Lody was apprised
of Shah Jehan’s accession to the imperial throne.
He was too powerful an Omrah not to be con-
ciliated ; the Emperor, therefore, despatched his
son Morad with a message to invite Lody to visit
the capital, promising him oblivion of all past in-
dignities, with assurances of future favour. The
Chan, trusting to the dignity of his own character,
dnd his influence among the nobles, who honoured
him as a man of lofty courage and impregnable
integrity, consented at once to repair to Agra with
his family, considering that his presence at the seat
of government might be of some advantage to the
state, as he was determined to watch with jealous
scrutiny the motions of the reigning sovereign,
to whose accession he had aiways been vehe-
mently hostilee. He, however, received Morad
with courteous hospitality, as the saviour of his
daughter’s life; and the young prince, remem-
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bering the impression which the lovely Jahan-
ira had made upon him, offered himself to the
father as her suitor. This was an alliance not at
all coveted by Chan Lody, who, though he was by
no means wanting in ambition, bore nevertheless
too great an antipathy to the reigning limperor to
be desirous of a family connexion with him.

“ My daughter,” said he to Morad, “ is the per-
son most concerned in this matter.  You must
consult her.  She knows my wishes and her own.
Whatever her choice may be, I shall not obstruct
it. When you have gained her consent, I shall
not withhold mine.”

Morad obtained an interview, and made his pro-
pusals, Jahanira paused, and surveyed him with
a calm countenance, yet every feature radiant with
that mind of which they were all most eloquent in-
terpreters.  After an earnest, but still respecttul,
scrutiny, she replied, < Prince, you are of noble
birth, and therefore an alliance with you could not
dishonour me ; you are of a manly and agreeable
person ; you have the reputation of being brave,
generous, just, and, in short, of possessing all the
best qualities that belong to great and good men ;
personally, therefore, I cannot object to you as the
disposer of my future life. Moreover, you have
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saved that life; gratitude, consequently, would
induce me to accede to any honourable proposal
which you could make me: but my father and
yours bear a deep enmity against each other, and
this is an impassable bar to such an alliance as you
seek between the house of Timour and that of
Lody.”

Morad was mortified at this rejection, and re-
turned to Agra with the poison of disappointment
rankling in his bosom. Ile kept the matter secret
from his royal parent, who, he knew, would have
felt the greatest i‘ndignation at his having made
such a proposal to the daughter of'a man who had
treated him with offensive indignity.

Shortly after this, Chan Lody arrived with his
family at Agra, and took up hig abode in a large
house surrounded by strong -and lofty walls,
not far from the palace. A few days after his
arrival, he appeared at court, sttended by his two
sons. He was received by the Emperor with
constrained courtesy, which satisfied him that
the royal forgiveness so solemnly pledged to him
was hollow and unsound. He was obliged to
perform certain ceremonies which he considered
not consistent with his rank and influence in the
state ; but, seeing the impolicy of resistance at that



THE OMRAH’S DAUGHTER. 189

moment, he patiently submitted to the indignity,
though he clearly perceived that it was meant as a
tacit retaliation. His son Azmut, a fine spirited
youth of sixteen, followed his father into the hall
of audience. Thc usher Perist, keeping him pro-
strate before the sovereign longer than the customs
ary ceremony required, Azmut started from the
ground, sprang upon his feet, and was about to
turn his back upon the royal presence when
Perist struck him smartly upon the head with
his rod, and ordered him, in a peremptory tone,
again to prostrate himself. The boy’s spirit
was kindled: with sparkling eyes and Hushed
cheeks he drew his sword, and made a stroke at
the usher’s head, which would have proved fatal,
had not his weapgn been struck down by some of
the guards, who, on state occasions, were alwaysin
attendance in the courts of Mogul potentates.
Lody, suspecting that his lite was aimed at, drew
his dagger ; and his two sons, placing themselves
on cither side of their father, with their weapons
bared, produced a scene of general consternation.
Many of the Omrahs unsheathed their swords, but
the known valour of Chan Lody kept them in awe.
The Emperor leaped from his throne, and ordered
the refractory noble to be seized, together with
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his sons. One of the mace-bearers, who happened
to be near Azmut, laid hold of him, but the youth
instantly buried a crease in his throat. The con-
fusion increased. Two Omrahs fell beneath the
arm of Chan Lody, who, rushing from the pre-
sence, followed by his sons, sought refuge in his
own house, and ordered the gates to be instantly
closed. He was proclaimed a rebel, and orders
issued for his immediate apprehension; but the
house to which he had repaired was so strongly
fortified, that the fulfilment of the royal mandate
was anything but an’easy matter.

The Emperor’s rage was now at its height ; all
his former hostility revived in full force, and he
determined that the refractory Omrah should pay
the extreme penalty of his raghfiess. He com-
manded Morad to besiege him in his castle. The
latter, though he had scarcely recovered from the
mortification to which he had‘been subjected by
the beautiful but haughty daughter of the refrac-
tory noble, nevertheless undertook the command
with some reluctance ; respecting the virties of the
man whom, though he certainly did not love, he
nevertheless could not despise.

The house was invested ; and the rebel, as Chan
Lody was pronounced to be, summoned to surrender.
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He returned an answer of defiance. In reply
to Morad’s summons, he appeared with his sons
and daughter upon the walls, and said, point-
ing to the latter, ¢ You shall receive our answer
froin the lips of a woman, but that woman the
daughter of Chan Lody.”— Prince Morad,” said
Jahanira, advancing to the very edge of the wall,
“the brave never succumb to tyranny. Life is
rvally only enjoyed by the free; and tyrants grant
not liberty when they can exercise their power
upon those who do not acknowledgeit. We are re-
solved never to yield, Prince Morad ; and even if
your legions should overwhelm us, I need not re-
mind you that the brave have a certain refuge in
Jdeath.” .

The siege wag.pursued by Morad with such
vigour for several days, that it was evident the
besieged must shortly capitulate. Lody was em-
barragsed. He saw that there remained only one
course—to cut his way through the enemy, and
escape to Malwa. Desperate as the attempt
was, he .refolved to make: it on the following
morning. His sons and daughter determined to
accompany him in his perilous flight. He commu-
nicated his intention to his women'and the various
members of his family, most of whom; he said, he
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must leave to the imperial mercy. Tears and
groans followed the communication, but there was
no alternative betwixt death'and captivity. He
endeavoured to persuade his women that they, at
least, would be treated with clemency. They an-
swered him with renewed tears. He turned from
them in an agony of grief; but his determination
was taken, and, retiring to his apartment, he gave
vent to the overflow of his feelings. Calling his
three sons, he arranged with them the time for the
desperate sally which was to be made on the fol-
lowing morning. His daughter, whom he loved
as a son, and perfectly adored for the elevated
heroism of her character, was present at this
arrangement, and they finally separated for the
night.

Lody could not sleep, and quitted his chamber
to break the gloomy train of his thoughts. He
passed into a large court, which was flanked by
the women’s apartments. The night was dark,
the sky overcast, and the whole aspect of nature
seemed to suit the gloomy habit of his soul. The
dew fell heavily, but it cooled his fevered brow.
As he pagsed by the apartments of his women, he
heard groans as uf persons in agony. He stopped
to listen—they were repeated ; there could be no
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mistaking the sound. Iis heart throbbed audibly.
He entered—listened—all was still; every light
had been extinguishéd. He passed through the
different chambers, but there was no sound. He
called upon several, who were wont to answer
his summons with a ready alacrity; there was
no reply. What could be the cause? Horrible,
but indefinite, suspicions crowded upon his mind.
He at length entered into an inner apartment,
and, stumbling over some obstacle, fell upon his
tace. He arose, and, in a small antechamber, per-
ceived a light glimmering faintly behind a curtain.
Upon removing the drapery, he perceived the
dead body of a female favourite. He raised the
Jamp from the floor, and saw that his hands and
dress were stained with blood. Returning to the
chamber in which he had fallen, a sad revelation
of the mystery of the groans and succeeding silence
was made horribly manifest. The floor was co-
vered with gore, which still feebly welled from
the bosoms of several women, in whom life was
yet scarcely extinct. Every member of his harem
was dead, or in the last pangs of dissolution.
They had considered suicide as the preferable al-
ternative to falling into the power of those who
were enemies to Chan Lody.
VUL, I1I, K’
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The sight was overpowering. The sacrifice had
been noble, but it poured a tide of agony through
the bosom of him for whom it was so unanimously
made. The mothers of his children lay dead
among the lifeless forms before him. He looked
upon them, and, after the first terrible burst of
grief had subsided, he uttered a vow of deep and
implacable revenge. Summoning his children,
they joined in his vow. Jahanira embraced her
mother’s corpse, and supplicated vengeance upon
the heads of those who had forced her to self-
immolation. )

Tears rolled over Lody’s cheeks, but he dashed
them off, and called upon his children to assist him
in performing the obsequies of the dead. His eye
dilated with an expression of energetic resolution
as he raised the bodies from their gory beds,
wrapped them in clean linen, and, assisted by his
sons, carried them into a garderrbeyond the court,
where, having hastily dug a large hole, they buried
them in one common grave. There was no prayer
uttered—no ritual form observed—but the fervent
aspiration of earnest and sorrowful hearts went up
as a memorial to God.

As they quitted the garden, the young dawn
began to glimmer in the cast. Lody summoned
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his followers; though few, they were determined.
It was a desperate cast, but the late scene had
given an impulse to the spirits of each and all.
The danger of the enterprise vanished before the
daring which impelled him, and those who were
so dear to him, to brave the peril, and either secure
their escape or perish.

On a sudden, the gates were thrown open.
Lody rushed out, followed by his three sons and
his daughter, who spurred their horses towards
the city walls. The imperial troops were struck
with awe at the daring of this small but deter-
mined band. They swept onward like the whirl-
wind ; all who opposed them were cut down
The light was still so imperfect, that the imperial
troops, being suddenly roused by this unexpected
assault, were confused, and fell before the swords
of Lody and his followers, who finally succeed-
ed in cutting theif way through their foes, and
vscaping by the city gates.

x2
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CHAPTER III

Tur conflict between the followers of Chan
Lody and the imperial troops had been short but
desperate. Many of the latter, taken by surprise,
were slain, whilst scarcely one of the assailants lost
his life. Jahanira, upon a small roan Arab, rode
immediately behind her father, through the thick-
est of the enemy. She dyed her virgin sword in
blood. Just as she had reached the gate, Morad
intercepted her passage.

“ You have no further chance of escape,” he
cried, attempting to seize the reins of her steed;
but she, striking her heels into the animal’s side,
caused it to rear, and thus pr‘evented Morad’s in-
tention.

By this time the whole of her party had es-
caped, and she alone remained within the walls.
A soldier now grasping the reins of her horse, she
instantly severed his arm at the wrist with a
single stroke of her keen Damascus sabre. The
man, exasperated, urged a comrade to cut her
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down. The latter sprang forward, but she met
him as he advanced, and buried her weapon in
his throat. Morad commanded that the troops
should retire, and urged his charger towards Ja-
hanira,

« Lady, you are our prisoner.”

« Never!” cried Jahanira, drawing a dagger.
I will not survive captivity. Open yonder gates,
and allow me to follow my father, or I will leave
you only my body for the gratification of your
revenge.  You shall never take me alive!”

“ Nay, this intemperance ill befits a danghter of
the illustrious house of Lody. None but cowards
die to escape the shocks of destiny.”

* And none but cowards submit to the caprices
of tyrants. You once preserved my life; but if
you intend to inthral the life you saved, all obli-
gation is cancelled between us, and I now dare
you to mortal combat; for, woman as I am, you
shall find me no contemptible competitor.”

She spurred her Arab towards Morad and made
a stroke at his head; but he suddenly reined
back his horse and avoided the blow, which fell
upon the animal’s neck. It plunged violently,
and the prince had great difficulty in evading the
fierce onset of his beautiful antagonist, who at
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length wounded him in the arm; and seeing se-
veral horsemen approach to the aid of their ge-
neral, she urged her little roan charger towards
the gate. DMorad, charmed with her heroism, or-
dered it to be opened; when, bounding through
the portal with the swiftness of an arrow, she soon
joined her father and brothers.about four leagues
from the city.

The Emperor having been roused by the sud-
den shouts of the fugitive and his followers, as
they made their unexpected cruption from the cas-
tle, started fromn his bed, and seizing a sword, sent
messengers to ascertain the cause; apprehending
an insurrection of the citizens in favour of Chan
Lody, who was extremely popular among them. On
ascertaining that the Omrah had escaped, he des-
patched a large body of troops, headed by Perist,
the usher, who was accompanied by several other
nobles of distinction, and ordered to bring back
the fugitives to the city either dead or alive.

Perist, eager to punish Azmut for the attack
made upen him by that young warrior in the Em-
peror’s presence, readily undertook the command,
and promised that before the waning of another
moon the heads of his master's enemies should
either be blackening on the walls of Agra, or their
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bodies bound in chains within the state prisons.
This empty boast satisfied Shah Jchan, who well
knew the usher’s hostility to the family of Lody,
which he would have been willing to exterminate,
even at the sacrifice of his own life.

Perist was a Calmuc Tartar, of amazing power,
of body and no less intrepidity of spirit, who had
raised himself to distinction in the imperial army
by his gigantic strength and desperate valour.
IIe had risen from a low station in the army to
one of high distinction in the state, and this had
emboldened him to seck an alliance that should
perpetuate his name. The lovely Jahanira had
long been the themc of public panegyric, and
the reputation of her beauty, together with her
illustrious descent, made him desire to become
united with this distinguished maiden.

Without having seen the object of his ambitious
aspiring, but relying upon the reports of her high
qualities, he sent his proposals, which were reject-
¢d with scorn. This roused the malignity of the
Tartar. To be contemned by a woman was an
injury never to be forgotten; and he meditated a
distant but signal revenge. He expected that his
treatiment of the fiery young Azmut would rouse
the indignation of his family, and most probably
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excite them to acts of violence. It had happened
precisely as he had foreseen, and he now gladly
seized the opportunity of following up to its issue
the plan of retribution which he had so warily
laid. He was not a man to let his resolution lie
in abeyance until chance concurred to elicit the
desired result; but he had that energy of malice
which tries every hazard, however desperate, to
realize the consummation of its most strocious
purposes.

Lody had well weighed the chances of pursuit;
apd knowing the fierce hostility with which the
usher regarded him, had calculated the probability
of being followed by his ancient foe. He urged
forward his little band for fifteen leagues without
halting, and was then stopped by a river. It was
broad and rapid, and so swollen by recent rains,
that to cross it seemed utterly impracticable. It
flowed onward in a wide turl;!id stream, broken
every now and then into small whirling eddies by
the rapidity of its progress, and thus became so
agitated, that there appeared no chance of stem-
ming its tumultuous current. There was not a
boat to be seen; all had been carried down the
stream by the impefuosity of the torrent: and a
wooden bridge was swept away by the extraordi-
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nary pressure of its augmented waters, which in
several places overflowed their banks and inun-
dated the country; except upon the higher grounds,
to a distance of several miles.

This was a melancholy impediment. Here was
a check which bid fair to frastrate their escape,
but there was no choice; and with a forcboding
heart Chan Lody and his faithful adherents en-
camped for the night upon the banks of the river.
He threw himself upon a rug to snatch a short
repose after the bodily fatigue and mental cxcite-
ment of the last twenty-four hours. Ilis reflections
were sad and harassing. The scene of the past
night recurred to his mind with sickening vivid-
ness, and ‘painful recollections swept over it with
the might and suddenness of the whirlwind. The
perilons sitnation in which he stood, perplexed
and agitated him. IHe had but a few followers to
oppose to the large body of troops which he was
certain would be sent against him. The swol-
len state of the river forbad the possibility of
flight, and the small number of his adherents
banished every chance of successful resistance.
For himself he entertained no apprehensions ; but
when he thought of his children, an involuntary
pang, which he could not repress, shook his frame.

K5
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In proportion, however, as his reflections mag-
nified the dangers by which he was surrounded,
his spirit rose, and finally settled into a determi-
nation of resistance which nothing could disturb.
Prepared to meet the worst emergencies of the
morrow, he at length sank into a profound slum-
ber, which was increased by that reaction of repose
after excitement, which invariably ftollows the
tension of mind produced by extreme mental dis-
turbance.

He awoke with the dawn: and upon quitting
his tent was informed that the imperial troops
were in full march towards him. He immediatcly
summoned his sons and daughter; and represent-
ing the utter impossibility of escape, asked them
if they would wish to throw themselves upon the
enemy’s clemency P—that for himself he was re-
solved to die in arms. Hussein, the eldest son,
swore he would follow his father’s fortune, and
perish rather than fall into the hands of a con-
. " Azmut made the same solemn vow.

#%% And you, my child,” said Chan Lody, ad-
dressing his daughter,  what reason is there that
you should not live to form an alliance, which

“Wmight perpetuate the race of Lody, with a man,
perhaps, that would vindicate thy father's wrong "
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 Because,” replied the noble girl, throwing
herself upon hex" parent’s bosoin, I am from a
stock that has e -er preferred death to captivity.
There is no sex ia soul; and I feel mine to be as
vapable of those'deeds which will excite unborn
ages to noble emulation as they who exclusively
claim the privilege of perfurming them. I am re-
solved to perish with the enemy’s blood upon my
sword, ‘and will dye this dagger with my own
rather than accept the clemency of tyrants.”

The father embraced her: and having sum-
moned his small but resolute band, declared to
them his determination of dying in arms rather
than yield to the approaching toe. This resolu-
tion was hailed with a cheer, and the troops pre-
pared for action. There was a pass between two
hills 1n their rear which opened into a narrow
plain. Of this pass Chan Lody took possession,
and he had scarcely disposed his order of battle,
when the van of the imperialists appeared ad-
vancing along a rising valley. 1Ilis position was a
very strong one, being accessible only in front;
the ,iver, which so effectually cut off his retreat,
as etiectually covering his rear.

The imperial army amounted to upwards of
cight thousand men; Chan Lody’s did not exceed
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as many hundreds. The enemy advanced leisure-
ly onwerd, and halted within about two furlongs
trom the pass where the fugitives were so advan-
tageously posted. A message was immediately
despatched to Chan Lody, summoning him to
surrender. He returned a reply of haughty de-
fiance, and the Emperor’s troops advanced to the
charge. They were so warmly received that,
after a short but vigorous struggle, they were
obliged to fall back. Though considerably dis-
pirited by this rcpulse, relying upon their num-
hers, they again advanced to the charge with like
success.

These attacks were several times repeated Vith o
similar result, until evening terminated the conflict,
when the imperialists retired within their camp on
the slope of'a neighbouring hill. They had suffered
severely ; upwards of twelve hundred men having
been slain, and nearly double that number wound-
ed. Chan Lody’s band had likewise suffered se-
verely. Not more than a hundred and fifty re-
mained unhurt. Three hundred were killed, and
many more desperately wounded ; so that he had
nothing more consolatory to look forward to than
their utter extermination,, as soon as the sanguinary
conflict should be renewed.
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It was a gloomy prospect. A council was held
among the survivors, who unanimously declared
their resolution to fight to the last extremity ; but
Hussein and Azmut both proposed that their
father should attempt the viver, and they would
secure his retreat.

«“ My father,” said Hussein, * you may still
live to avenge your wrongs. Besides, you have
been severely wounded in the action of to-day,
and your death will therefore be rather a suicide
than a sacrifice, it you expose yourself merely to
court destruction. You cannot, in your present
state, endure the exertion of another conflict. Try
the'tiver ;—your steed is stout, and may bear you
to the shore.in safety ;—we will cover your re-
treat.”

** The danger is equal,” replied Lody ; * but it
is more honourable to die on the field than in the
river,”

Still they urged his retreat. < But can I fly
and leave my children? No! I will perish on
this field. I will never leave my Lrave sons to
meet an honourable death and live to become a
mere man of sorrows.”

It was at length agreed, after considerable dif-
ficulty, that Chan Lody' and one of his sons and
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daughter should try the river, and the other re-
main behind to keep the enemy in check until the
fugitives had gained the opposite shore.

When this was determined, they separated for
the night. With early dawn the brothers were at
their posts. As the light was gradually stretching
over the distant plain in a broad grey stream, a
dispute arose between them which should attack
the encmy.  Whilst, however, the gencrous alter-
cation was going on, Perist, who had struck Azmut
in the Emperor’s presence, appeared at the head of
the imperialists.

« It is decided,” said Azmut; ¢ there is my
encmy—~especially and personally mine. Hussein,
you would not interfere with your brother’s privi-
lege to redress his own wrongs. Fly with my
father, and leave me to my revenge.”

Saying this, he spurred his horse forward ; and
his father, joined by Hussein, plunged into the
river.,
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CHAPTER 1V.

Cuan Looy and his son Hussein had great dif-
ficulty in stemming the rapid current. Their
horses were carried a considerable distance down
the stream, and almost exhausted before they
reached the opposite bank ; fortunately, the chan-
ael was so full that the water was on a level with
the land. When they had made good their transit,
they shouted to apprize the generous Azmut of
their safety, wliom, however, they did not see;
tar he was engaged in that perilous onsct of de-
struction to which he had so heroically devoted
himself

The father’s distress was great when he per-
ceived that Jahanira had not followed them. Ile
concluded that, fearing to encounter the peril of
crossing the river, she had resolved to throw
herself upon the clemency of the conquerors;
tor the defeat of her brother and his smail band
was certain. Such a resolution, however, was so
contrary to her nature that he rejected the suppo-
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sition almost as soon as he had formed it, and came
to the final conclusion that she had determined
to share the fate of Azmut. The anxious father
hoped, that, should they hear his shouts of safety,
they would immediately fly from the unequal
contest, and attempt the passage of the river, as
he and his elder son had done with unexpected
success.

He was not far from right in his judgment
concerning Jahanira: she had remained with Az-
mut, resolved either to perish or escape with him.
No sooner had Chan Lody and Hussein plunged
into the stream than Azmut spurred towards the
imperialists, who were advancing slowly towards
the pass. Seeing him approach, Perist order-
ed his army to halt, determined to have the satis-
faction of slaying him with his own arm. Ja-
hanira had armed herself with a bow and arrows.
Following her brother, she paused when she saw
his foe tingly advance to meet him. The hardy
Calimuc, confiding in his own strength, awaited
with a smile of anticipated triumph the coming
onset of his impatient enemy.

Azmut was rejoiced to see the halt of the impe-
rial army, as it would render secure the retreat of
his father and brother, provided the current of the
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river did not prove too strong for them. Being
upon a light active horse, he passed the usher at
speed, and striking at him in full career, inflict-
ed a deep gash on his knee. The Tartar turned,
and Azmut wheeling at the same moment, their
horses met with a tremendous shock, and the light
charger of the latter rolled upon the plain. Its
rider was upon his feet in an instant. Perist
spurred towards him, but he parried a turious
stroke, at the same time springing actively on one
side, as his huge adversary attempted to ride him
down. His danger, however, was imminent, and
the moment critical. Jahanira beheld the peril of
her beloved brother. She placed an arrow upon
the string of her bow. The Tartar had again ad-
vanced upon Azmut, and as he raised his heavy
sabre to bury it in the body of his youthful oppo-
nent, a shaft, sped with unerring aim, entered his
temple, and he droppcd dead at his horse’s feet.
Armut saw from whence the succour came,
waved his arm in token of acknowledgment, and
retreated towards the pass; but being on foot,
he was overtaken by a party of the enemy’s ca-
valry before he could reach his followers. The
latter, however, rushed forward to his rescue,
and tor some time a desperate struggle ensued;
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it was short and decisive. Overwhelmed by num-
bers, the fugitives were cut off to a man. Azmut
slew two Omrahs with his own hands, but was
transfixed by a lance as he was in the act of bring-
ing his sword upon the crest of a third. An ar-
row from the bow of his heroic sister entered the
bosom of his destroyer, and she had the satisfac-
tion of witnessing his death-pang while she beheld
that of her brother. 2

Seeing that all was lost, and hearing her father’s
shouts, she spurred her horse towards the river,
discharging several arrows in her flight at the pur-
suing squadron : the enemy expected that the water
would arrest her flight, and therefore slackened
their speed as they approached ; but to their
amazement she dashed fearlessly in, and pushed
bravely for the opposite shore, upon which stood
her father and only surviving brother.

The cnemy halted upon the bank in amazement.
not daring to attempt the passage. The turbid wa-
ters rolled rapidly on, foaming and hissing in their
way, as they were occasionally interrupted in their
course by the partial sinuosities of the channel.
Her horse was slight, but full of fire, and pawed the
turbulent stream with an impatient but resolute
spirit. The undaunted girl was frequently sucked’
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down by the eddies, but she maintained her scut
and rose above them with an intrepidity that
amazed while it mortified her hostile spectators.
Vexed that she should have eluded them, several
archers discharged their arrows at her as she was
struggling amidst the perilous element. One shaft
hit her on the turban; this being saturated, re-
pelled it; but such was the force with which the
arrow had been urged, that the turban was struck
from her head, exposing it to the cowardly aim
of her incensed foes.

By this time she had passed the middle of the
channel where the current was strongest, and thus
somewhat abated the chances of perishing amidst
the troubled waters. Iler encmies still continning
10 discharge their arrows, as if in derision of their
impotent malice she raised herself in her stirrup,
threw back her long raven hair which streamed
around her like a fine sable fringe, and waved her
arm, bidding them a mute defiance, Her father and
brother cheered her from the shore, but her safety
was still doubtful. Ier horse was fast sinking.
Its nuse was scarcely perceptible above the agitated
surface of the stream. There was but one resource
—she flung herself from its back, and the noble
animal almost immediately sank.
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She was yet a considerable distance from the
bank, and the current was still strong. She
breasted it, however, with fearless energy, strain-
ing every nerve to reach the shore. The foe had
ceased to impel their arrows, as she was by this
time beyond the reach of anything like a cer-
tain aim. She flung her sandals from her feet as
they embarrassed her movements, and in spite
of the fierce rush of thé"stream, she rose above it
and gradually advanced towards the bank. It was
evident that she would not be able much longer
to continue her exertions, and her anxious parent
was beginning to ¢ntertain his doubts of her even-
tual escape, when she caught the branch of a tree
which was just underneath the surface, and sus-
tained herself until she had recovered her breath.
Just below, the bank had given way and formed a
sort of frith, in which she finally landed, and was
welcomed by her father with a transport of emo-
tion.

When she had sufficiently recovered, Chan Lody
could no longer subdue his anxiety to know the
fate of his brave son. ‘And Azmut,” he said,

. “ has become a sacrifice to his father’s safety ! for
I see him not.”
« Yes,” said Jahanira solemnly, he has met a
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soldier’s doom. He is gone to the inheritance of
the brave.”

“God is just; he Jdid not perish unrevenged.”

¢« No, the man who offered him an indignity in
the imperial presence has paid the penalty of his
daring. I slew him, father.”

« My child!” the parent fell upon his daughter’s
neck, and wept.

« Azmnut died with his sword in his hand, reeking
with the slaughter of his enemies. His was a no-
ble death,—how much better than an inglorious
life "

Of Chan Lody’s followers, three only survived,
—the whole had been slain, except five who had
plunged into the river a short time before Jahanira.
Two had perished in attempting the passage, and
three had succeeded in gaining the shore. With
this wretched remnant of his little army, he pro-
ceeded towards Malwa, halting for the night at
asmall village about ten leagues from the river.
His misfortunes had been severe, but they rather
tended to render him resolute than to subdue his
unbonding spirit. His march into this province
was speedy, but sorrowful. The loss of Azmut
was a bitter grief. He wag the pride of his father’s
house ;~—a mere child in years, he had shown the
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wisdom of the sage, and the skill in arms of an
accomplished warrior. Chan Lody lived but to
avenge his early and premature fate, and the idea
of vengeance was a solace to his lacerated spirit.

When he reached Malwa, to the government
of which he had been appointed by Shah Jehan,
he began to levy troops, and socon found himself
at the head of a small but well-disciplined force.
His name was formidable throughout the empire,
and the late events had obtained for him an almost
universal sympathy. Ile was not, however, per-
mitted to remain long unmolested. Within three
weeks after he had crossed the river to avoid the
imperial army, the waters had subsided, and his
enemies having recruited their forces, advanced to
Malwa. He met them in the field, but was de-
feated, and obliged to retire to the mountains,
where he maintained a successful defence, until
the monsoon obliged the enemy to retire. Lody
had harassed them by frequent surprises, by cut-
ting off their supplies, and by reducing them to such
straits that they were finally obliged to leave him
in undisturbed possession of the province, which
the Emperor had placed under his government.
They were glad at length to escape the difficulties
which he raised around them.
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The Emperor was extremely perplexed at Chan
Lody’s escape. He knew the abilities of that Om-
rah, and the estimation in which his principles
and talents were almost universally held. So
long as he lived, the Mogul throne was a contin-
gency.  Nothing but the death of Chan Lody
could give security to the reign of Shah Jehan.
With these impressions, the Emperor determined
to destroy that noble, as a maxim of state policy ;
and therefore, so scon as the monsoon had passed,
he despatched a numerous army to drive him from

his stronghold in the mountains, and bring himg
to Agra, alive or dead.

The imperial general was a noble of distinguished
reputation, and commanded a numerous and well-
appointed army. He encamped within a day’s
march from the mountains to which Chan Lody
had retired for security. Conscious of his numeri-
cal superiority, he affected to despise his enemy.
On the evening after he had encamped, a nautch-
girl entered his presence, soliciting permission
to dance before him. Struck with her singular
brauty, she was allowed to exhibit her professional
skill in his presence after the evening meal. He
did not long enjoy the exhibition of her ‘evolutions.
He was taken ill shortly after having swallowed a
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copious draught of sherbet, and before the morn.
ing was a corpse. His mysterious death provoking
inquiry, it was immediatcly ascertained that he had
been poisoned. The sudden disappearance of the
nautch-girl excited suspicion. She was nowhere
to be found. The death of the imperial general
soon reached Lody’s ears, and all the mysterious
circamstances attending it. “I can explain the
mystery,” said the Omrah’s daughter ; «I entered
the hostile camp in disguise, and poison has re-
moved a foe whose place will not be easily sup-
plied.” .

The death of their general rendered the imperial
army inactive for some time, and gave.an oppor-
tunity to Lody to escape into the Deccan, where
he had powerful friends.
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For some time, through the talents of Chan
Lody, the-Nizam’s troops bafled every attempt
against his capital. According to his former po-
licy, Lody had secured the passes of the mountains ;
and upon one occasion, rushing down upon Eradit,
at the head of twelve thousand men, he defeated him
with great slaughter, and obliged him to retire out
of the profince. This so exasperated Shah Jehan,
that he suspended Eradit from the command, and
put the army under that of his Vizier, whose repu-
tation as a general considerably damped the ardour
of the Nizam's forces. Lody still retained posses-
sion of the passes, from which every effort hitherto
made to dislodge him had proved ineffectual.

Prince Morad accompanied the Vizier. Iis
love for the heroic daughter of the refractory
Omrah had not abated. Her beauty had at first
forged a fetter round his heart, and her heroism
riveted the chain, :

One night, after a day of severe skirmishing
with the enemy, Jahanira, who always followed
her father to the ficld, had quitted her tent to
breathe the fresh air of heaven. The night dews
fell upon her burning brow and cooled her brain.
which ached with- the concurring excitement, of
bodily exertion and mental anxiety. She saw that

L2 -
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the arm of destiny was raised to smitc. She wept.
Her father’s wrongs werc not yet half avenged.
That very day, the Nizam had withdrawn his forces,
and abandoned his brave ally, with whom there re-
mained only a few hundred followers, to contend
with an army of above eighty thousand men. The
Nizam had submitted to the Vizier, and Lody was
left without a single friend. Jahanira perceiving
that his determination to die in arms was shortly
to be realised, resolved to go with him to the
peace of a less distracted world.

Absorbed in the intensity of these reflections,
she had wandered beyond the boundary of the
camp. The night was still and balmy ; fresh
dews descended from the hills, and moistened her
blanched cheek, which was fanned by the passing
breeze. The distant cries of juckals interrupted
at intervals the repose of this solemn scerte ; and the
lulling gush of a stream, which flowed through a
neighbouring ravine, suited the melancholy temper
of her spirit at this hour of darkness and of silence.
She strolled onward thoughtfully, Raising her
eyes to the side of a hill, where a narrow path
diverged from the main road, she saw a figure
emerge from a clump of trees, and stand in com-
plete relief against the sky.- She drew her dugger,
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and, approaching cautiously, cried, ¢ Who’s
there?” at the same moment springing forward,
and standing with her drawn crease within a few
yards of the intruder.

¢« Jahanira!” exclaimed a voice, which she in-
stantly recognised to be that of Morad.

“ Why this intrusion, prince? Are you come
a spy upon our puth? Can the foe so fear to ap-
proach the bayed lion, that he is obliged to resort
to stratagem? Locusts, prince, will desolate a
vountry by the mere force of numbers: your
armics may likewise overwhelm Chan Lody, but
you will not subdue him.”

“I come not as a spy, lady,” replied Morad
carnestly, “but to renew my vows of eternal at-
tachment to the noblest woman in the universe.
It the lovely Jahanira“will accept an alliance with
the faumily of Timour, and become the wife of
Murad, her father ‘may be restored to his honours
and influence in the state. All thatis past will be
forpotten.”

“ Nay, prince, what is past can never be for-
gotten.  The death of Azmut, and the degradation
of my parent, are scored with a fiery brand upon
my heart, and cannot be erased. I have seen
my brother slain—1I have seen my father wronged.
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In this world, but one object remains to me and
mine—revenge! We are a doomed family, Prince
Morad ; we shall perish together. There is no al-
ternative between that and yielding our allegiance
to a tyrant. The latter we shall never do; the
former maust be our destiny. We are prepared ;
but they who die desperately, with weapons in
their hands, are to be dreaded. Let the oppressor
tremble.”

¢ Jahanira! why should this be? I come to
offer you freedom—to raise you to a dignity which
you were born to adorn.”

« Freedom ! Prince Morad? I have been free—
I am free—I will be free—and there is no dignity
higher than being the dayghter of Chan Lody.
Retire! this secret communication neither befits
you to make, nor me to eflcourage. Why skulk
under the cover of night to an enemy’s tents?
Leave me, or I shall be compélled to treat you as
a foe.”

« T came under the cover of night to avoid sus-
picion of treachery in the imperial camp. I have
incurred some hazard, lady, in coming hither to
declgre myself, to release you and your family
from certain death, and to offer you the heart of
an Emperor’s son,”
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¢ Which I reject, prince; for, however I might
respect the son of a tyrant, I never could wed
him. My resolve is immutable. To-morrow,
in the battle, remember that the daughter of
Chan Lody has dared to reject the son of Shah
Jehan !

Morad was in the act of speaking, when she
turned from him, waved her hand with an air of
haughty courtesy, and ascended the hill towards
her tent. Upon reaching it, she threw herself
on her couch, agitated by a tumult of conflicting
feelings. Prince Morad’s affection for her was
not to be thought of without emotion ; she had
rejected him—even with bitterness, yet he had
twice saved her life ; but every other feeling was
merged in her filial obligations.

« He is the son of jny parent’s worst foe,” she
said mentally ; ¢ I am therefore bound to withhold
all feelings towardy him but those of enmity.”

Morad was deeply mortified at the issue of his
adventure.  He had run the risk of incurring a
base suspicion from his own party, and of being
seizid as a spy by the enemy, only to meet a
cold and bitter repulse. Ile could not, however,
withhold his admiration from the woman whose
affections he sought to win, though she had met
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his advances with uniform haughtiness. He saw
that hers was, in truth, as she had characterized
it, a doomed family, and it grieved him that he
could not rescue them from destruction.

. Chan Lody’s followers were reduced to a mere
troop ; and, however strong his position, it was
evident that he must eventually yield to such an
immense majority of numbers. Morad dreaded
the approaching onslaught. By day-break, the
pass was to be stormed by the imperial army, and
there could be no doubt of the issue. He would
have laid down his life to rescue Jahanira from the
impending deom, but this could not be.

Day dawned : the pass was attacked, and the im-
perialists were repulsed with great slaughter. Ja-
hanira appeared among the combatants, fighting
with a hero’senergy. The pass was again attacked;
repulse followed as before, with immense loss on
the side of the assailants. Lody’s small band,
however, was diminished by every fresh attack,
and he was at length obliged to abandon the pass,
with only a few followers. Descending into the
plain on the other side of the mountain, he resolved
there to await the coming of the foe, and fulfil his
resolution of dying in arms. He was not allowed
long to pause after he had quitted the hills, The
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imperial troops appeared in sight, and he prepared
himself for the sacrifice.

Summoning his brave adherents, now amounting
only to thirty-two, in which number was included
his son Hussein and his daughter Jahanira, he
addressed them with much earnestness, suggesting
that they would seck their own safety in flight,
and leave him to die alone by the hand of an im-
placable enemy. When he had concluded his
pathetic address, there was a general murmur of
sorrow. Not a man would stir. All expressed
their determination to die in arms with their be-
loved leader. “ Then be it so,” said Lody ; “our
enemies shall still find that a few valiant men are
tormidable even to the last, and their destruction
a dear-bought triumph.”

The imperjalists advanced in a large body to-
wards the devoted band, who suffered them to
approach within a,hundred paces, when they dis-
charged their matchlocks, which, being directed
with deadly aim, did signal execution. The mo-
ment after the discharge, veiled for a moment by
the smoke, Juhanira spurred her horse towards the
.ulv:mcing host. As she rode, she fixed an arrow
in the string of her bow, and discharged it at the
officer who led the detachment. It struck upon a
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small conical buckler with which he was armed,
and the reed quivered as the head of the shaft
pierced the tough buffalo hide that covered it. At
this moment a ball from a matchlock entered the
heroine’s breast. She fell from her horse. The
blood trickled from the wound. Morad rushed for-
ward to raise her. She opened her languid eyes
as he lifted her to his knee, fixed them on him
with a look of stern despair, heaved a deep-felt
sigh, and fell upon his shoulder—dead.

Chan Lody saw what passed. He gave the word
to advance. Ilis followers spurred their horses
onward, and in a few moments came in con-
tact with their foes. The onset was short but
desperate. Hus<ein was struck to the earth by a
stroke from Morad’'s sword, who felt no tender
mercy for the brother of her whom he would have
saved at the sacrifice of his own life. Ier death
had roused the fiercer energies of his spirit. Hus-
sein fell beneath his arm.

The valour of Chan Lody’s followers astonished
their enemies. They scattered death and dismay
around thews. Chan Lody slew no less than »ix
officers with his own hand. IIe was at length dis-
abled by a sabre-cut on the shoulder; he dropped
his sword, und was instantly surrounded and slain.
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He died with his eyes fixed upon the broad
heavens—a smile was on his lips—the left arm
grasped a dagger. Ilis adherents fought to the
last man—not one survived ; but the victors pur-
chased a dear victory—the death of Chan Lody
was signally avenged,






istovical Summary.

[legira 1068. Aurungzebe ascended the imperial
throne of the Moguls, He was alarmed by the approach
of his nephew Soliman Sheko, who was finally deserted
by his army, and obliged to take refuge in Serinagur.
Solinan despatched a messenger to his father Dara,
with the news of his ill-fortune. Dara! distressed at his
son’s misfortunes and his own, retreated from the
hanks of the Suttulege, on which he was encamped,
und shortly after retired to Lahore, whence he was
obliged to fly before the imperial army. Several
of his nobles, perceiving his desperate circumstances,
submitted to Aurungzebe. The Vizier, Meer Jumla,
having arrived at court, Aurungzebe marched to
Moultan ; but finding his presence necessary in the
capital, immediately returned to prepare against the
invasion of his brother Suja.

leg. 1069, Suja approached with a considerable
aumy, but was met gear Allahabad by the Emperor.
Iu consequence of the trenchery of Jesswint Singh,
Sur: was defeated with great slaughter ; and taking
flight, was pursued by the Emperor’s son Mahomed,
wha followed him to Patna, whither he had fled in
dis, mge, Upon the news of Suja’s defeat, Dara re-
tire! to Bicker beyoud the Indns. Having changed
his course to Tattn, he crossed the desert, and after
reaching Guwarat, gained over the governor to his
interests, Ile here contrived to raise an army, and
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marched towards Agra ; but was deceived by Jesswint
Singh, who had promised to join him with a numerous
body of forces, but treacherously deserted Dara, and
joined Aurungzebe. Dara fortified himself in Ajmere,
Hither the Emperor marched and offered him battle,
and deceived his unfortunate brother by a stratagem ;
after which he routed his army, and reduced him to
the most pitiable- distress. Dara fled to the desert
accompanied by his wife, who died under circumstances
of dreadful privation on the march. The unhappy
prince in his extremity sought the protection of Jihon
Chan, an Omrah of great power, whose life had been
twice saved during the sovcreignty of Shah Jehan
through the influence of Dara; Jihon delivered him
into the hands of the conqueror ; he was paraded with
every mark of ignominy through Delhi, confined in
a neighbouring village, and eventually put to death
by order of Aurungzebe. Suja took the field after
the death of his brother Dara, and was joined by the
Emperor’s son Mahomed, who had conceived a pas-
sion for one of his daughters. Suja was finally de.
feated by the Vizier Jumla, and the prince Mahomed
detached from him by the artifices of his father, whe
ordered the unfortunate Suja to be scized and in-
prisoned.

Heg. 1070. Suja was obliged to take refuge in
Arracan, where he was murdered, and his family
reduced to the greatest extremity.

Heg. 1071, Soliman, the son of Dara, was seized
through the artifices of Aurungzebe, and sent to
Delhi. He was imprisoned in the fortress of Gualior,
and, like his unfortnnate father, shortly after mur-
dered. During this year a dreadful famine raged
throughout the empire.
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Heg. 1072, The imperial general, Shaista Chan, a.n.
took one of Sevajee’s hill-forts, by flving a kite which 1662.
concealed a blind match over the fort just at the mo-
ment the garrison were taking powder from the maga-
zine,  The kite was allowed to drop upon the powder,
which was kindled by the match, and an explosion
took place ; the greuter pare of the fort was thrown
down,and nearly the whole garrison huried in the ruins.

Hey. 1073, An attenipt was made by the Marajuh 1663,
to assassinate Shaista Chan, who escaped with the loss
of three fingers; but his son was slain,

Heg. 1074, Aurungzebe fell sick, and his son Shah 1664,
Allum began tointrigue for the throne ; but his efforts
were foiled by the Lmperor’s unexpected recovery.

Shalh Allum was appointed to o command in the
Deccan, in order to remove him from the capital.

Heg. 1075. A dangerous insurrection broke out in 1663,
Guzarat, and was quelled with difficulty. This veur
was distinguished by the death of Jumla, who had
been appointed to the government of Bengal, Jumla,
was a man of great talent, having risen from a very
low station to the Lighest offices in the state. e was
mnuch esteemed by Aurungzebe for his abilities, but
still more dreaded than esteemed.  During this year
also there was an insurrection of Fakeers, who, under
the influence of a very wealthy old woman, committed
dreadful ravages, and marched to the number of
twenty thousand towards the capital.  Their march
wi. marked by the most horrible cruelties.  They
totally defeated the imperial troops commanded by the
collector of the revenue, At length the Kmperor
suldued them with their own weapons : employing the
juggles of pretended cenchantment, the insurrection



232

A.D.
166G.

HISTORICAL SUMMARY.

was quelled, but not until almost every one of the en-
thusiasts had been slain.
Heg. 1076. This year was remarkable for the death
of Shah Jehan, and the capture of Sevajee, chief of
the Mahrattas, who from the seventeenth year of his
age had been pursning a career of success almost un-
paralleled in the history of potentates. From com-
manding & small band of mountain robbers, he had rais-
ed himself to be the leader of a formidable army, with
which he awed the surrounding provinces. He was at
length taken prisoner by the imperial general, and
confined at Delhi, whence he contrived to escape dis-
guised in the dress of a man who had been admitted
into his apartment with a basket of flowers. After
enduring unparalleled hardships, he reached his native
mountains, where he was crownéd sovereign of the
Malirattas, who since that period have been gra-
dually increasing in political importance, and are now
the most numerous and influential of the native
Jpowers in India. They have producgd several distin-
guished warriors, among whom the names of Scindia
and Holear will be remembered so long as history has
its records, and man the capacity to peruse them,
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The Wcbolt of the FFakcers.

CHAPTER 1.

ABouUT noon, under the scorching beams of a
tropical sun, a young Mussulman was on his way
toward the Mewat hills, accompanied by a party
of fukeers. Ilis hands were bound behind him
with his turban, and he had nothing on his head
but a silk skull-cap to resist the intense rays
which shot from the cloudless heavens in an unin-
terrupted stream of glowing light. His black hair,
which was long amd bushy, fell over his shoulders
and temples ; thus supplying a natural protection
against the influence of the solar fires, which were
almost insupportable. IHe was urged onward by
his companions at a rate which the exces.ive heat
rendered extremely distressing, though to them it
appeared mere matter of pastime. Accustomed
as they were to undergo the severest bodily in-
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flictions, what to him was positive torture was to
them a relaxation from it.

Every one of his companions was perfectly
mked, and each bore the marks of having sub-
mitted to the torturing process of some dreadful
penance. Their limbs were sunken and fleshless,
the skin shrivelled and discoloured by the severity
of those torments to which their bodies had been
exposed. Their nails protruded and curved into
a point over the fingers and toes, like the claws of
a beast of prey. Their hair, matted with the
filthy accumulations of years, hung over the backs
of these Mahomedan Nazarites, like the locks trom
a Medusa’s head, and was frequently so thick as to
shroud them in a capillary veil, revolting to more
than one sense, and agreeable to none. They were
armed with huge clubs, the heads of which were
charged with iron. These they used with consi-
derable dexterity, being in the habit of employing
them in the jungles for the purpose of destroying
small game, upon which they frequently feasted
with a gluttonous zest that would have shamed
even the Roman Apicius.

“Ay,” said one, eyeing their prisoner with a
look of Satanic triumph, *“naked men know how
to fight. Devotion is their shield, which all the
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outcasts from Paradise shall never be able to
pierce.”

«I am in your power,” replied the captive;
« but beware how you exercise your momentary
ascendency. Your foul revolt will not escape its
due punishment: in spite of your devotion, you
will suffer the penalty—torture me for a false pro-
phet else. Success has turned your brains. The
war waged by enthusiasm is like a sudden burst
of the tempest, which crushes the oak in its
impetuous sweep, but quickly passes away; the
surrounding plain springs out into renewed luxu-
riance and beauty, and thus smiles at the impo-
tence of the hurricane.”

«ITold, blasphemer!” cried a huge ganut de-
vatee, the bones of whose joints wdre heard to
clatter as he wielded his fleshless arms with the
most extravagant gesticulations; ¢ bend the knee
to those holy men who have defeated the sons of
darhkness, and are about to place upon the throne
of the Moguls a queen who shall close the
dsoasty of Timour, and fill the world with the
cliildren of the faithful, —for you are all aliens
from the true stock.”

The prisoner turned from this filthy saint with
an expression of disgust, and allowed him to rail
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at the Emperor and all his faithful subjects, till he
foamed like a gored bull with the frantic encrgy
of his vociferations.
- They now entered upon a scene of desolation
not to be witnessed without deep emotion, which
naturally follows wherever the melancholy consci-
ousness arises that a vast addition has been made
to the sum of human misery. For leagues, as
they proceeded unward, nothing was to be seen
but deserted villages; the whole country having
been laid waste, and bearing the appearance of
“a land not inhabited.” The jungles had been
fired ; and for miles the ashes left by the devouring
element, and the charred trunks of trees, which
had for centuries lifted their sturdy limbs amid the
feebler growth of the forest, showed how terrific
had been the conflagration. Not a shrub, not a
blade of grass, not a single trace of vegetation,
was anywhere visible; and as' the stranger cast
his eyes over the scene of devastation, he could
not help expressing his indignation against the
perpetrators of such wanton outrage.

< Ay,” said one of the enthusiasts ;  we take care
not to provide forage for enemies; they who visit
the stronghold of the fakeers, must make up
their minds to take a hungry journey. If ever
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you live to see your friends, you will have strange
news to tell them, believe me. When holy men
seize the sword, and fight in carnal battles, no
mortal arm can resist them. We have taught
your sovereign what it is to oppose IHeaven’s
vicegerents. He is already tottering on his throne.
You shall see and know more anon. ”

The ogre-like being who spoke had taken so
much opium during the journey thus far, as to
have reached that pitch of excitement to which,
when a fakeer arrives, he can submit to badily
tortures altogether incredible. Iis eyes glared
with the glassy radiance of incipient madness.
Though the heat was intolerable, and the earth
steamed with the intensity of the sun’s rays,
like exhalations from a caldron, he leaped about,
and threw himself into a thousand contortions,
until his body was covered with a tawny scum
from the severify of his exercise. After he
hal fatigued himself by these violent antics,
he took a number of large needles, and having
passed them through the flesh in several parts of
his body, threaded them with silks of various
colours, and then strutted before the party with
the pride and bearing of one conscious of having
performed an act for which he should receive the
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homage of his companions, who treated him with
a reverence evidently very flattering to the spi-
ritual vanity of this mad visionary. IHaving at
length relieved himself from the needles, he drew
the silken strings through the wounds, and then
attaching to each a small pointed instrument, ex-
ceedingly sharp, turned himself round until the
rotation became so violent that the outline of his
figure was scarcely distinguishable. When he
ceased, his body was covered with gashes, and
reeking with blood.

After six hours of continued travelling, with
scarcely a pause, the party arrived at the foot of a
small hill, which had evidently been spared from
the devastation that exhibited so sad a prospect in
the_gurrounding country. The prisoner, though
overcome by the excessive fatigue of so arduons
a journey, was not allowed to pause, but compelled
to proceed up the ascent. Abofit midway a consi-
derable ruin was disclosed, upon which the last
rays of the sun slanted, as it was sinking behind
the Jow hills that skirted the distant plain. The
entrance was lofty, and encumbered with fragments
of pillars, which time or violence had thrown
down. Within was an extensive area; on every
side of it were gigantic sculptures, represent-
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ing the history of some Hindoo superstition, which
had been greatly mutilated by the zeal of pious
Mahomedans.  This building was a dilapidated
choultry, and had been converted into the vesti-
bule of the abode of an old crone, bending beneath
the weight of years, and mistress of inexhaustible
treasures. .

In this hall, Bistamia, which was the hag's
name, was engaged in preparing the evening meal
tor her beggarly dependants ;—a thing she inva-
riably did with her own hands. During the cu-
linary process, she appeared to mutter certain
incantations over the smoking viands, which con-
sisted of the most revolting ingredients.

When the stranger was brought before her, she
eyed him with that haggard, fecble scowl peculiar
to wicked old age, in which is exhibited the will,
but not the power, of' the demon. Her deformed
and decrepit body Wwas bare to the waist, and pre-
senicd a loathsome image of living mortality.

What an antidote to the vanity of youth and the
pridc of beauty ! Iler white locks streamed over
her brown, withered shoulders, exhibiting one of
thoxe repelling contrasts, which the eye cannot
gaze upon without instinctively closing. Her
skin hung from her like the dewlap of a sacred

VOL, 111,
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bull, but flaccid and bloodless, as if the principle
of life were withdrawn from it. The nails of her
fingers had grown into claws, and seemed as if
they could distil poison, like those of the Egyptian
lizard,*

«¢ Tler eyes with scalding rheum were galled and red,”

and her whole appearance seemed to speak ¢ varicty
of wretchedness.” She approached the stranger,
eyed him with a look of intense malice, and said,

“Who arc you, son of a dog! Ifow came you
within these walls?”

I am,” replied the stranger, “an officer of the
imperial army, who, upon the issue of an unsuc-
cessful encounter with your insurgent fanatics,
have fallen into their hands. How I came within
these walls, they will best explain to you.”

“Hah ! an enemy !—you shall soon learn how we
treat encmies when they profanc our sanctuary.
Would you save your life?”

I have no desire to die.”

« Ay, the burden of every coward’s song ; fall
down, then, at our feet, and hail us Queen of the
Moguls.”

“ The Moguls were never ruled by women.”

* The Gecco.
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“8ay you so!—we shall see. Bind him to yon-
der statue.”

Her order was specdily executed ; and the hag
began to prepare the last dish of the evening’s re-
fection. This was a medley, fit only for the sto-
machs of ghoules or devils. It happened to be a
ccrtain day of the moon, and on this day the same
mixture was always placed before her retainers.
The first thing she ordered to be brought, when
about to make her infernal stew, was the trunk
of a human body, which had been conveyed
for this very purpose from the scenc of slaughter.
She deliberately cut large pieces from the fleshy
parts; these she divided into small squares, wi ..
slow, calculating precision, and then placed them
severally in a human skull that stood besidc her.
Having covered them with a layer of herbs that
had been gathered under certain influences of the
moon, she took from a covered basket a hooded
snake, from the jaws of which the poisonous fangs
had been previously extracted, and placed it alive
in the skull. To this she added the legs of a frog,
‘the tail of a lizard, the head of a bat, and the
claws of an owl. Having placed the skull, with
its contents, in a capacious earthen vessel, in
which there was a sufficient quantity of water to

» 2
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complete the dressing, she put it upon the fire, and
watched it with cager anxiety, muttering to her-
sclf a sort of mystical chant during the entire
period of the cooking. The smoke ascended in
volumes from the flame over which this disgusting
mess was hanging, and soon filled the whole chain-
ber with a thick and suffocating cloud.

The mode of hanging the earthenware vessel
over the blaze was fully as remarkable as any
part of the singular process. Two fakeers stood
on either side of the fire, an iron bar resting upon
the shoulders of each, from which the mysterious
stew was suspended above the flame.

When sufficiently dressed, the skull was taken
trom the earthenware rcceptacle; its contents were
put upon square pieces of plantain leaf, and the
portions placed before each fakeer present, who
devoured with a greediness that madc the pri-
soner’s heart leap up to his throat.

The idea of those wretched enthusiasts was, that
this abominable meal would have the surprising
effect not only of rendering them fearless in the
day of battle, but of inspiring their cnemics with
such terror that they would not dare to approach
them ; that, moreover, it would cause them to be-
come invisible when engaged with their foes, who
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would thus fall an easy prey to persons so super-
naturally endowed.

A portion of a mess which had been previously
prepared was offered to the prisoner; but he re-
jected it with disgust, and partook only of some
plain boiled rice, which somewhat vefreshed him
after ~o long and toilsome 4 journey.

When they had concluded their evening’s re-
past, Bistamia retired from the scene of thix extra-
ordinary carousal, and the takeers, flinging them-
selves upon the bare ground, without the slightest
covering, were soon hushed in profound repose.
The opium, in which they had indulged to excess.
rendercd their sleep so heavy that it seemed 1i!
the deep slumber of death.  The flames, by which
the chamber had been illumined, sub<ided by
degrees, and the gloom of silence and darkness
gradually succeeded.



246 THE REVOLT OF THE FAKEERS,

CHAPTER IL

Tue Mogul was left chained to oue of the
statues on the side-wall, when the fakeers be-
took themselves to their night’s repose : the chain
by which he was fastened only enabled him to
seat himself upon the floor. Ilc could not lay
his body at full length, and was thercfore obliged
to lean his.back against the figure to which he
was attached. In that position he tried for some
time to sleep, but without effect ; feverish and dis-
tracting thoughts obtruded. His reflections were
of the most melancholy character. He was sur-
rounded by a body of enthusiasts, into whosc
power he had fallen, and who would very pro-
bably doom him to some cruel death, by way of
celcbrating the orgics of their sanguinary super-
stition. Fanatics are the worst of tyrants; who,
alas! too often do the work of the devil, whilst
they fancy themselves working in the service of
their God. In proportion as the infatuation takes
possession of their minds, they become cruel to-
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wards all such as they imagine seceders fromn
the worship of that deity of whom they claim to
be vicegerents, and sec no virtue but in those
who, like themsclves, have been inoculated with
the rabies of spiritual enthusiasm. In every age
of the world, in every country, and among all
communities, that sort of enthusiasm which claims
exclusive spiritual endowment, and pretends to
supernatural communications, is the greatest bane
against which pure Religion has ever had to con-
tend. It invests her in a factitious garb that coun-
ceals whilc it arrays her. False zcal has driven
more from the true fold than have fallen vietims
to the slaughter of war, the inroads of pestilence,
or the devastations of famine. No one is driven
into the paths of peace, or scourged into the em-
brace of virtue. All men are won to good by its
own sweet suggestions, by gentle imploations, by
the light and frageant blessings which it offers to
those who properly seek to possess them; not by
those terrible denunciations which scare the timid,
offend the proud, and provoke the contempt of
the reckless.

The prisoner was pursuing these reflections with
a melancholy sense of his present condition. He
gazed round the apartment to sce if he might en-
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courage any hopes of escape. The embers yet
glowing upon the stone floor, threw a sickly light
around, which only rendered the remote gloom
of the chamber still more murky. The fakeers,
who were stretched at length near the smoulder-
ing fire, looked like so many semi-monsters under
the power of enchantment. Their hard breath-
ing, the only symptomn of life which they exhi-
bited, sufficiently indicated the intensity of their
slumber, that seemed to have been rendered more
profound by the horrible meal of which they had
partaken, just betore they gave themselves up to
the enjoyments of “ nature’s sweet restorer.”

The prisoner, closing his eyes, tried to conjure
up images before the speculum of his mind more
agrecable than those realities upon which it was
an agony to gaze;—finally overcome by bodily
fatigue and mental exhaustion, he fell into an
unquiet sleep. .

His slumber was at length disturbed by the
pressure of a gentle grasp upon his arm. He
opened his eyes and perceived that there was an
object standing betwcen him and the light, which
had already begun to dispel the gloom of the
capacious apartinent in which he lay. Unable
to guess what such a visit could portend, he re-
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mained motionless, though not entirely without
some painful apprchensions of mischief.  After
an interval of a few moments, the hand was re-
moved from his arm and placed upon his brow.
The tender pressure, the smootlmess of the palm,
the feminine texture and delicate movement of
the fingers, convineced him in an instant that it
was the hand of woman, but not of her whom
he had looked upon the previous evening with
a loathing so absolute that his very blood cnr-
dled, and whose fingers would have rather pressed
upon his forchead like the hard-pointed talons
of a harpy, than with the soft aud thrilling im-
press of an angel’s touch,

That touch made every nerve thrill with emotion.
The stranger leaned over him as if to hear froi-
his breathing whether he slept profoundly or not.
Her breath was as the air of Paradise. He could
not be mistaken.s There was an inexplicable but
infallible sympathy which assured him,—with that
mysterious power of conviction communicated how
we know not, but still more powerful than any
arising from positive testimony, —that the being
before him was something far above the ordi-
nary level of human nature. He listened instine-
tively to catch the music of her voice ; his breath

MH
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wag for the moment suspended lest the least sound
from her lips should cscape his ear. He was in
a waking trance, the more delicious from its suc-
ceeding to reflections which had so painfully ha-
rassed him.

« Stranger!” at length said a soft voice in a
tone that seemed to come from the throat of a
Peri.

“ Who is it that calls me?” asked the prisoner,
in a scarcely audible whisper.

“ One who has compassion upon your condi-
tion, and would give you the means of frecdom
if you are disposed to cmbrace them.”

¢« Shall we not be overhcard by those holy
sleepers who are lying round yonder embers?”

~ “ No; they are lapped in too profound a slumber
to be easily roused.”

“ To whom do I address myself?”

« To the grand-daughter of DBistamia, who
would escape with you the most odious of all
slaveries. You will no donbt be surprised that
I speak thus freely to a stranger; but mine is
a desperate position, and I seek its alleviation
under any circumstances. To-morrow, when the
{akeers shall have quitted these walls, which they
will do to engage the Emperor's troops, I may
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see you again. I have sought you now to ap-
prize you that a friend is at hand, bent upon
your release. To-morrow we meet— farewell!”
—and her acrial figure glided through the gloom,
without leaving the faintest echo of her footsteps,
like a bright mist in a summer cve over the sur-
face of a calm lake, upon which the mountains
have projected their gigantic shadows.

Shortly after the morning had cast its fresh light
into the gloomy hall, the fukeers awoke, and rising
from their hard bed, each with a sudden motion
of the different limbs, caused the joints to snap
with a sound like the cracking of nuts in rapid
succession ; after which they seated themselves,
crossed their legs, and began to smoke, passing
the tube from mouth to mouth, every one inhaling
the luxurious narcotic from the same instrument.
After a while Bistamia entered.

«Come,” said she, “’tis time you were on your
way. The Emperor’s troops were encamped last
night beyond the country over which we have
passed with the scourge of our power. They will
be on their march by this time ; you must all fight
and wrap the souls of your foes in the black veil
of terror. Who undergoes the penance this morn-
ing?”
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Without uttering a word, one of the fakeers
who had accompanied the Mogul on the day of
his capture, and rendered himself conspicuous
by passing neecdles throngh his flesh, rose from his
recumbent position, and, with an expression of
callous indifference, advanced towards the spot
where the flame had brightly blazed on the preced-
ing evening. Rubbing two smooth pieces of a
black-grained wood rapidly together, he kindled a
tuft of dry grass' on which some brushwood had
been placed, and upon this several dry logs. A
strong fire was soon burning, into which the
devotee placed a long cylindrical rod of iron. In
the course of a few moments it became red hot.
When in this state, he placed the point of the rod
against his cheek, and deliberately pressed it until
it had passed through his tongue, and was visible
on.the other side. It was then bent down on cither
cheek, towards the shoulder, tforming three sides
of a square, to prevent the possibility of its being
withdrawn. The stern composure of his counte~
nance did not relax a single instant during the re-
volting infliction. His companions looked upon
him with fatuitous admiration, making him the
most solemn obeisance after the odious penance
had been concluded.
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The man next deliberatcly opened the wounds
which he had made on the previous day, and passed
different coloured strings through them. Thus
adorned, he declared himself ready to go forth in
his own invincible might, and crush the enemies
of his vencrable patron. Bistamia placed a golden
boon within his half-closed hand, upon which he
grinned as well as his locked jaws would permit,
and was abont to quit the place accompanied by
his companions, when the hag said with a savage
laugh: «“On your return you shall enjoy a rare
pastime with yonder son of a scurvy dog: I will
reserve him for your merriment. A little easy
blood-spilling without labour will be a relaxation,
after the fatigue of making carrion in the gross.
Go and prosper—slay and spare not!”  They made
their salaam, departed, and the prisoner was once
more left to his own solitary reflections. i

About noon, his visitor of the night approached
him. As she advanced, the lightness ol her step,
and the buoyant elasticity of every motion ot her
frame, proclaimed the beauty which he had al-
ready anticipated. In a few moments, a lovely
girl, in the very birth and freshness of' womanhood,
stood before him. She was young and beautitul
as the morning stars when they sung together at
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the birth of creation, Her breath seemed im-
pregnated with spicy perfume, wafted on gentlest
airs from the shores of Arabia the Happy. It in-
vested her in an atmosphere of its own.

Her eyes were dark—of the dcepest hue, but
brilhant as gems, and soft as the soul of which
they were eloquent interpreters. Iler hair was
raised in a cone on the top of her head, and con-
fined by a long silver pin, giving increased altitude
to her majestic figure, and exposing the whole of
her finely-arched forchead to the rapturous gaze
of the Mogul.

«X would not have escaped this captivity for
worlds!” he cried, as she stood beside him in the
plenitude of her almost unecarthly beauty.

 Stranger,” she replied, ¢ have you the courage
to bear me from the house of bondage, if I free
ysu from your chains®”

“«Try me; and if I fail to realize your wishes,
cast me back again fo my prison, and gall my
limbs with the fetters from which I should no
longer deserve to be frée,”

She bent over him, and released his hands from
the manacles that confined them, and he stood be-
fore her disencambered of his bonds.

< Listen,” cried the beautiful girl, ¢ while I un-
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fold to you the miserable position in which I stand.
My grandmother has given me as a concubiune to
the fakeer who this morning underwent the pe-
nance which you witnessed. On his return from
the battle he will claim me. I need scarcely tell
you that I entertain towards him a disgust so in-
trinsical and unconquerable, that I am determined
to die by my own hands rather than become the
instrument of that man’s pleasures. Upon you my
hopes are fixed to relcase me from this horrible
alternative. To-night, when the fakeers shall be
hushed in sleep after their debauch, in which
they are sure to indulge, we may fly from these
detested walls.  Meanwhile, you must resu »
your chains. You will now have the po'wer of
casting them off when you please. At midnight
I will again visit you, prepared to fly with you
from the most odious persecution to that treedom
which I shall relyeupon your honour for securing
to me.”

The sound of footsteps induced her to depart ;
and Bistamia entered, followed by several fakeers,
who announced another defeat of the imperial
troops by the naked army of an old woman.

«'Tis well,” she cried; < to-morrow I shall
place myselt at the head of my brave {ollowers for
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a final victory, and the imperial sceptre shall
shortly be swayed by a wiser head than ever sur-
~mounted the shoulders of an Emperor.

In the course of that evening, the abode of
Bistamia was filled with her victorious enthusiasts,
who encouraged her absurd pretensions to the
Mogul throne.
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CHAPTER IIIL

Ar midnight the granddaughter of Bistamia
entered the dreary vestibule, and approaching the
prisoner, he immediately released hinuwself from his
bonds. Several fakecrs were sleeping in a distant
part of the chamber, and among them the fanatic
who had passed the red-hot iron through his cheek.
The captive had scarcely cast aside his chains,
when the fakeer started to his feet, and rushed fo-.
ward like a demon. His appearance was beyond
description hideous. The wound in his tongue, ir
which the iron rod was still fixed, prevented him
from articulating ; thus his ‘efforts to speak were
followed by unintelligible sounds, so discordant
that they seemed to come from the throat of some
monstrous wild beast yet unknown to man. His
eyes flashed with the lurid glow of a live coal,
dimmed by the cold air, and the fires of which are
fast fading. Some half-consumed logs still burnt
upon the floor, where they had been kindled to
prepare the evening’s meal as before, and afforded
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sufficient light to show the ferocious aspect of this
truculent visionary. He seized the trembling girl
in his arms,—for this was the monster to whose
embraces she was to be devoted by her grand-
mother,—and was about to bear her off, when the
Mogul raised his chain, and, hitting him wi&h all
his force upon the temple, struck him to the earth.
The wretched "man gave a horrible howl as he fell ;
this was accompanicd with a smothered groan,
and all was still. The floor was almost instantly
covered with his blood. The temporal artery had
been divided with the force of the blow, and he
lay dead before his intended victims.

The other fukeers had by this time advanced
and seized the prisoner, who prostrated two of the
fanatics with his chain before they could succeed
in binding him. Bistamia was summoned. When
she saw her favourite dead, she shricked like a ma-
niac, and staggering towards her granddaughter,
laid her skinny fingers upon the latter’s shoulders,
and looking into her eyes as if she would work a
demon’s spell upon her, cursed her with a loud
and bitter imprecation.

“Thou shalt die before to-morrow’s sun goes
to his rest, and thy accomplice with thee. The
expiring groans of both shall swell the song of
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to-morrow’s triumph. Chain them to yonder
wall.”

This order was instantly obeyed; they were
cach chained to a figure in recesses of the wall,
about twelve feet apart. They could just sce each
other. A gnard of fakeers was placed over them.
They were not allowed to converse. Those fero-
cious bigots took delight in dwelling upon the
horrible tortures to which the Mogul was to be
exposed, by way of signalising their contemplated
victory on the morrow. They felt a savage jcy
in exciting their prisoner’s terrors ; and the tears
of the beautiful girl, who had become the compa-
nion of his captivity, only excited their sto-. -
hearts to fresh insults.

Next morning, just as Bistamia was prepared
to quit the vestibule for the purpose of heading
her army of fanatics, a messenger entered, inform-
ing her that the Fmperor had employed magical
incantations, in order to secare her dcfeat.

She was startled at this intelligence:  Aurung-
zebe’s known sunctity led her to fear that a spiritual
warfare pursued by him would be likely to turn
the tide of success against her.

“ What arc the wethods of the cnemy’s sor-
cery ?” asked the hag.
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“ He has delivered to each soldier in his army
a small billet, written with his own hand, and, as
it is supposed, with his own blood, containing
magical incantations. Ile has moreover ordered
similar billets to be carried upon the point of a
spear before each squadron, which the soldiers
are persuaded will counteract the enchantinents
of their enemies ; so that they are advancing with
a degree of enthusiasm which 1 fear will be irre-
sistible.”

Bistamia was perplexed, for she had sagacity
enough to perceive that the same eredulity which
had induced Aurungzcbe’s troops to believe in the
witcheraft of an old woman, would give them at
least equal confidence in the pretended charm of
their Emperor.

“Well, should they drive us to the foot of this
mountain, the stronghold behind will defy them :
a few resolute spirits may defeird the hill from a
host; and success has given courage to the army
of the fakeers. They will protect their potentate
to the last drop of their blood.

“ But where is our leader?”

¢ Dead.”

“ A bad omen of success !”

“Will not the presence of Bistamia inspirit the
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naked armies of Paradise—for thither they are on
their way, through a pilgrimage of warfare—to
crush the outcasts? We shall teach them yet a ter-
rible lesson. Come—to the field, and mind”—turn-

ing to the fakeers who had charge of the captives
—*you look with a vigilant eye upon those doowned
offenders who shall expiate their crimes with their
blood. This night their death-pangs shall record
our triumph.”

Dashing her long pale locks from her withered
forehcad, she seized a dagger and staggered from
the spot.

She had some reason for the confidence she
expressed in the strength of the place selected € »
her abode. The hill was steep, and accessible
only by a single path: by rolling down hug:
stones upon the heads of a besieging force, a
few resolute men might defend the ascent against
multitudes. This*had been already done with fatal
success. DBeyond the vestibule, in which the twao
prisoners werc confined, was an extensive range
of apartments, hollowed out of the living rock.
The entrance was from the ruin, through a long
passage only fifteen inches wide and thirty feet in
length, cut through the solid stone, and protected
by a sort of massive iron portcullis, which was let
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down about the centre, and raised or lowered by
means of heavy chains. The dimensions of the
excavations beyond werc prodigious ; there being
cavern after cavern, in which werc deposited im-
mense treasures of various descriptions; but how
realised has remained a mystery, though consi-
dered to have been the produce of sorcery.

The neighbourhood of this spot was shunned as
an enchanted region ; and the desolation spread by
the inexorable Bistamia around her dwelling, only
tended to imcrease the superstitious horror with
which she was universally regarded.

The Mogul’s situation was now far more dis-
tressing than it had been since his captivity among
the fakeers. Ile could not behold his lovely com-
panion suffering on his account without the keen-~
est emotions. But for him she would be at that
moment free; and yet the bitterness of these re-
flections was, in some meusure; qualified by the
knowledge that her liberty was worse than bond-
age, exposed as she had been to the loathsome ad-
vances of a man whom she could not look upon
without abhorrence, and to whose detestable pas-
sions her innocence might have been eventually
sacrificed. Ile felt, therefore, some consolation,
amid the harassing thoughts which poured like a
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turbid flood upon his mind. e was forbidden to
hold any conversation with his fcllow-captive ; so
that, although they could see each other’s misery,
they were not allowed the sad consolation of reci-
procating their thoughts. The moment he made
an effort of this kind, one of his naked guards
stood before him, and drownéd his voice with
horrible imprecations.

Four of these wretches were left as a guard
over him and the partner of his captivity. They
indulged in that loose freedom of conversation
peculiar to the lowest and most depraved natures.
Seated upon the bare stones of the apartment,
they smoked and chewed bhang* until they we.
nearly stupified. Oue of them then Dbrought »
leathern bottle tull of arrack, from a hole under-
neath one of the pillars ; and this strong spirit they
continued to drink until they were all in a state
of disgusting intoxication. They then danced
before their prisoners, raving like maniacs, and
flourishing their clubs over thcir heads with ter-
rifying violence. Fatigued at length with these
exertions, they threw themselves prostrate, and
were soon sunk in swinish sleep.

* Au intoxicating leaf,
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The dead body of the fakeer still lay where it
had fallen when the soul quitted its deformed
tabernacle for a brighter or a darker destiny.
The odours which exhaled from it were becoming
extremely offensive; and the prospect of soon
breathing an atmosphere teeming with the foul
particles of corruption, was anything but a pro-
mising subject of contemplation to the wretched
captives.

The thoughts of escape now took entire posses-
sion of the Mogul’s mind. His guards were pow-
erless, and he began to try the strength of his
chains, He was fustened to the leg of a gigantic
figure which stood in aniche, and which, therefore,
the darkness of the place had hitherto prevented
him from examining. It happened that the sun,
being at this moment opposite to a small aperture
in the roof of the building, poured a narrow but
strong stream of light upon the figure. On exa-
mining minutely the limb to which he was fus-
tened, the prisoner observed a large crack in the
stone, just above the ankle: this opened in the
slightest degree when he pulled the chain. He felt
confident that, by 4 great effort, he could break off
the stone limb; though even then he would only
free himself in a degree, for his wrists were bound
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together by a handcuff,"to which the chain was
attached that fastened him to the statue. The dis-
covery, however, gave him some hope of eventu-
ally being able to take advantage of it; and his
mind became considerably calmed. He dreaded
Bistamia’s return, remembering her horrible me-
naces, and having good reason to believe that she
would not fail to put them into execution, if some-
thing did not intervene to cross her sanguinary
purpose.

The fakeers still slept. Except their loud breath-
ings, nothing was heard to disturb the gloomy
silence that reigned around. It was already long
past noon, and no tidings had been received of
the hostile armies. At length distant shouts came
suddenly upon the ear. They sounded like the
acclamations of triumph, mingled with those fran-
tic yells peculiar to the fakeers when under a
state of violent excitement. The sounds gra-
dually approached, and it soon became evident
that victory had favoured the Moguls. The clash
of arms was now heard, cries of the pursuing and
pursued were distinctly perceptible, and at length
rose to a tumult.

In a few moments, Bistamia entered the vesti-
bule, spotted with gore. The whole upper part

VOL. 1II
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of her bronzed fleshless body waguncovered. Her
appearance was positively hideous. There was a
deep gash in her neck, whence the blood bub-
bled. She staggered towards her granddaughter,
—a dagger glimmered in her bony fingers. She
raised it over the head of the trembling girl, who
sat mute and motionless under her harpy clutch,
blanched with terror. The old crone gave a gasp :
a guttural chuckle followed, and her arm fell ; she
fixed her teeth, whilst her eyes glared on those
of her victim.

The Mogul, in a paroxysm of alarm for the
safety of one who had put her life in jeopardy for
him, threw his whole weight on the chain which
attached him to the statue. The cracked limb
gave way. He rushed towards the hag, raised
his chained hands to strike, but perceived that she
was motionless. Her arm had not force to impel
the dagger which had fallen from her feeble grasp,
and the wretched creature lay dead on the bosom
of her grandchild.

A party of Moguls entecred. The drunken
fakeers were instantly put to death, and the two
captives relcased. The apartments beyond the ves-
tibule were searched, and vast hoards of wealth
discovered, which were seized, and ultimately de-
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posited in the imperial treasury. The lovely
Zulima was reccived with flattering courtesy by
the Emperor, .and shortly after became the wife
of her late companion in chains, who proved to be
the son of Shaista, one of Aurungzebe’s favourite
generals.
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The Mabratta Chief.,

CHAPTER 1.

A CAVALCADE was ou its way to Madura through
one of those deep gorges with which the Western
Ghauts abound. Evening had already set in, and.
thickened by the dense shadows of the moun-
tains which intercept the sun’s rays as he verres
towards the horizon, the darkness was intense.
The evening hour had been chosen by the trav.”
lers for the renewal of their journey, in order to
escape the scorching heat of the sun, which in the
day-time, when.reflected from the bare sides of
the hills, is so great as to he scarcely endurable.
The night was lovely.  The glen through which
the party were passing was a profound hollow ;
above the mountains rose on cither side, sloping
upwards from the base, and thus presenting the
form of a funnel. The sky, seen from this pitchy
glen, appeared of uncommon brilliancy, and was
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so thickly studded with stars, that the light seem-
ed to percolate through the entire expanse: but
it reached not the bosom of the ravine through
which the travellers were passing, being repelled
by the ponderous shadows of the surrounding
hills.

In the midst of the cavalcade was a palankeen
of costly construction, borne upon the shoulders of
four sturdy Hindoos. Round it hung a rich silk
drapery which entirely enclosed and concealed
the person within. Whining a dull monotonous
chant, the hamauls * proceeded at a slow but
‘steady pace, on account of the inequalities of the
ground. A guard of a hundred and fifty soldiers
followed close behind them. The murmurs of their
voices as they chatted to beguile the tediousness
of their journey was multiplied by the slumber-
ing echoes of the hills, which were awakencd at
their approach, and appeared to.mock them with
their own hilarity.

They came at length to a gloomy pass betwecen
two huge masses of rock that seemed to have been
cast there by some mighty convulsion of the earth.
Here the strait was so exceeding)y narrow that there
was scarcely room to force the palankeen through.

* Palankeen bearers.
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Two men could not go abreast. When the ha-
mauls were just about to emerge from this moun-
tain gorge, they found their progress opposed by
a troop of armed men. Cowardly at all times, and
rendered doubly so by their confined position,
they would have cast down their burthen and fled ;
but as this was impossible from the nature of the
passage, they fell upon their knees with the pa-
lankeen still resting on their shoulders, and im-
plored merey of the armed strangers.

Little ceremony was used in reply to their sup-
plications. The palankcen was lifted from theiv
shoulders and taken possession of, together with
its burthen, and the bearers were ordered to ma%e
the best of their way back through the passage,
upon pain of summary chastisement. This was .-
easy matter to accomplish, as the troops followed
so closely behind that several were already in the
gorge.  With some difficulty the passage was at
length cleared ; but when the guards learncd what
had taken place, they pushed forward to recover
their charge, and in a few moments the strait was
again filled. The foremost man, however, was
thrust through the body with a lance the mo-
ment he reached the end of the strait.

« Advance another step,” said a voice, in a tone

N O
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that showed it had been practised in command,
“and you die. We are in force sufficient to
slaughter you like so many wild conies coming
out of a burrow. Remain patiently where you
are for a few minutes, and your march shall be no
further impeded.”

 Where is the palankeen?” demanded the
guard.

“Where it and its gentle occupant will be well
attended to. We know our prize. She must lack
refreshment amid the rugged passes of these hills,
and we are prepared to afford her a specimen of
our hospitality.”

“To whom will she be indebted for this com-
pulsive courtesy ?”

“To Sevajee, the Mahratta. The Princess Ro-
chinara will be safe in his custody. Tell the
Emperor, on your return, that his daughter is with
those whom he contemptuously calls < The Robbers
of the Iills:” but Sevajee may live to dispute with
him the throne of Declhi; he therefore need not
deem an alliance with the Chief of the Mahrattas
a di-grace.”

By this time the party who had attacked the
palankeen had dispersed, leaving only their leader,
and a few followers. These, when sufficient time
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had been given to secure their captive, suddenly
plunged into the recesses of' the mountains, with
most of which they were familiar, and left the
troops of Aurungzebe to pursue their march, with
nothing to protect but their own lives. They
emerged from the glen, and in their rage at
losing their sovercign’s daughter, who had been
committed to their custody, they sacrificed the
hamauls on the spot, determined to represent to
the Empeior that the treacherous Hindoos had
purposely led them into the pass, in order to
betray them into the power of Sevajee. They
knew Aurungzebe to be an incxorable man, and
feared the consequences of making known to him
the loss of his daughter, whilst under their pro-
tection. Ile made no allowance either for ace:-
dents or contingencies. Whenever anything hap-
pened contrary to his expectations, the presumed
instraments of failure were generally punished.
and too frequently with the loss of life.  Like all
tyrants, he was without pity ; and his sympathics
might really be said never to be excited, save
where they received their impulse from something
either directly bearing upon, or collaterally allied
to, his own interests.

The soldiers dreaded an interview with their
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sovereign, who was at that time encamped near
Madura, where he daily expected his daughter to
join him. She had left the Deccan for that pur-
pose, and was passing the Ghauts, when she was
captured by the daring Mahratta, as already
related.

The princess was borne from her guards, and
carried for some hours through the intricate wind-
ings of the hills, until at length the bearers stopped
before a small mountain fortress. It was still dark,
but having emerged from the lower regions of this
elevated range, the gloom had considerably cimi-
nished, and near objects were sufficiently visi-
ble to render the progress of travelling tolerably
certain. The princess was desired to alight from
her palankeen, and being respectfully placed in a
sort of basket, ingeniously woven from the husk
of the cocoa-nut, was drawn up into the fortress,
the entrance of which was through a low portal,
terminating a narrow landing-place upon the naked
side of the hill. Through this, after traversing
a short passage, there was an ascent by steps into
the fort, which was not extensive, containing a
garrison of only sixty men.

The Princess Rochinara was ushered into a small
but airy chamber; and two of her women, who
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had been taken with her, were allowed to attend
upon their captive mistress. The princess was at
this time only in her seventeenth year, of an agree-
able rather than handsome person, finely formed,
showy, of a healthy, vigorm;s constitution, and
sprightly countenance. She was a great favourite
of her father, and thercfore not under much ap-
prehension from her present captivity, knowing
that he would immediately make an effort to rescue
her from bondage, and the warlike efforts of Au-
rungzebe had seldom failed of being crowned with
success.  She knew not into whose power she had
fallen, but imdgined that a band of mountain rob-
bers had captured her, and intended to retain her,
merely for the sake of a liberal ransom, which she
was satisfied her parent would never pay, but i
lease her at the point of the sword.

For a day or two she saw no one but her attend-
ants, aud, having, been accustomed to the seclusion
of the harem, she didenot find her solitude at all
insupportable. One of her women, who was an
adept at story-telling, and had made herself ac-
quainted with many of the singular legends of
Hindoo history, entertained her mistress by re-
lating some of those monstrous fictions which
abound in those two poetical depositories of the
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marvellous, the Mahabarat and Ramayana. Thus
the time was agreeably beguiled, until the princess
became, at length, impatient to know something
about her captivity, and into whose hands she had
fallen. No information was to be obtained upon
this interesting question. A soldier daily brought
the gentle captives their food, but did not utter a
word in reply to their questions, which only im-
parted a keener edge to their anxiety.

On the fourth morning after Rochinara had be-
come an occupant of the mountain fortress, an un«
usual bustle announced an arrival; but nothing
could be drawn from the soldier when he paid
his usual periodical visit; his lips appeared her-
metically scaled, for not even the offer of a liberal
bribe could tempt him to uncluse them. Patience,
therefore, was the only alternative left; and in
all cases of captivity itis a cardinal virtue. The
princess, however, was becoming restless ;—she
rejected her food —she grew petulant, and no
longer listened with any relish to the tales of her
tavourite woman. Her eyes were often suffused
with tears; but during a rather strong burst of
emotion, occasioned more fromn the idea of being
neglected than of being a captive, the door of her
prison was opened, and to her surprise, not un-
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mingled with pleasure, her captor stood before
her. He was a short, compactly built man, appa-
rently under thirty years of age. Ilis face was
round and “full-orbed,” but every feature small
and highly expressive. His eye wuas intensely
brilliant, and seemed to possess a concentration
of power that could pierce through anything op-
posed to its gaze. Its expression was somc-
what severe — restless, quick, and serutinising ;
but that of cvery other feature was bland even to
playfulness.  The forchead was both high and
broad, and as smooth as the surtace of a mirror.
There was no hair on his face, except rather a
strong moustache on the upper lip, which was 1n
perfeet harmony with the true Oriental cast of his
countenance. Ilis neck, bare to the shoulder, was
rather short, and as thick as that of a Thessalian
bull ; whilst his ample expanse of chest denoted
that strength and hardihood with which he wa.
particularly endowed. Iis legs were uncovercd
to the knee, and modelled with a neatness and
upon such an exact scale of proportion as to com-
bine masculine beauty with that physical vigour
to which true symmetry is invariably allied.

The stranger stood with his arms folded before
the princess, after having made her a courteous
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salaam. She gazed upon him at first only without
displeasure ; but it was evident, by the gradual
brightening of her countenance, that a more minute
scrutiny produced something the very opposite
of dissatisfaction. She waited several moments
for the visitor to address her; but he remained
silent, keeping his eyes steadily fixed upon the
interesting Rochinara, as if awaiting her com-
mands. An arch smile danced in his eye, and an
occasional undulation of the upper lip showed
that he was not about to play the ruffian.

. To whom,” said the princess at length, in a
gentle voice, ““am [ indebted for the constrained
hospitality to which I am forced to submit 2”

*“ To Sevajee, Chief of the Mahrattas.”

¢« But why is the daughter of the Emperor Au-
rungzebe arrested in her journey, and forced to
become an occupant of this fortress?”

‘« Because, lady, the Mahratta chief desires to be
upon a better footing with the Emperor of the
Moguls, and would make the daughter a medium
of alliance with the father.”

¢« The Princess Rochinara could never stoop to
so low a degradation as to become the wife of a
mountain robber.”

 You mistake, lady ; I am a sovereign in these
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mountain solitudes, and all monarchs are equal in
moral rights. The name of Sevajee will be heard
of among the heads of nations; for who so re-
nowned as the founders of kingdoms? You are in
my power ; but I shall not use that power to win
you to my purpose. I am content to woo; and
assure yourself, that no womun who can look upon
the sun would be degraded by becoming the wife
of the Mahratta chief. Whatever you desire, ex-
pres- it, and your command in all things, save
quitting this fortress, will be obeyed. We shall
be better acquainted; and when you know me,
you may think me something nobler than a rob-
ber. We shall meet daily. Farewell ”

Making a low obeisance, with a calm smile he
quitted the apartment.
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CHAPTER 1I.

Tux rise of the Mahratta power in India was
one of those sudden and surprising revolutions
which, amid thetroubled currentsof political events,
have been so frequently seen to spring from the
reaction of despotism. The Mogul empire, under
the able though absolute direction of Aurungzebe,
extended over nearly the whole of India. The
most fertile and populous provinces of Hindostan
were subjected to the dominion of a tyrant, who
nevertheless governed wisely, though he ruled
despotically. The extensive plains of the Deccan
and of ITindostan Proper, which are protected by
that elevated chain of mountains. called the Ghauts,
forming a natural and alirost impregnable barrier
against irregular and undisciplined troops, were in-
habited by a hardy and active race. They felt the
galling yoke of a conqueror; thecy were encou-
raged to resistance by their distance from the
capital of their despot, and by the natural barriers
which, under judicious management and an en-
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terprising leader, were considered an almost cer-
tain protection against the inroads of an invading
army. Besides this, the Mahomedan nations had
been involved in such constant wars, and the
successions of that mighty state were so conti-
nually disputed and so bloodily contested, that
ample opportunities were afforded to a leader of
daring and comprehensive mind to assemble the
disunited wmembers of a vast and dislocated em-
pire, at a distance from the seat of government,
and establish them into an independent com-
munity, upon the wreck of that power by which
they had been subdued. Such a leader was
Sevajee, the founder of the Mahratta dyna .y,
which finally became the most flourishing in Hin-
dostan. This hero was born in 1627, at Poonau,
then a village, but afterwards the capital of the
Mahratta state. e was of noble descent, and
great pains seem to have been taken in training him
early to decds of arms. He despised letters, but
devoting himself to military exercises, soon com-
menced that career of enterprise which distin-
guished him above all the heroes of his day.
Before he was eighteen, he had collected together
a band of the inhabitants of his native glens, and
commenced the daring but inglorious profession
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of a robber. By degrees he became a terror to
the neighbouring princes, in whose territories
his depredations were committed. From heading
a few profligate adventurers, he rose to be the
ledder of a small but formidable army. For-
tresses and cities submitted to his arms, and he
found himsclf at length master of a considerable
extent of territory, with an army of fifty thousand
foot and seven thousand horse.

Such prodigious and rapid accession of power
alarmed the jealousy of Aurungzebe, who was
by this time securely seated upon the throne of
the Moguls, and seemed resolved to extend his
conquests to the farthest possible limits. He
therefore sent a large body of troops under an
experienced leader to crush the rising influence
of the Mahrattas; but the wary conduct of Seva-
jee, who was prolific in dacoit* stratagems, baffled
the military skill and defeated the enterprises of
the Mogul. )

It was to reduce the growing power of this ex-
traordinary man, that the Emperor had marched
in person, and was encamped in the neighbour-
hood of Madura, in order to subdue some re-

* Dacoit gangs are organised bands of robbers.
t See Oriental Annual, vol. i. pp. 212-14,
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fractory Polygars who had disturbed the peace
of that district, when his daughter was made cap-
tive by Sevajee on her way from the Deccan.  So
difficult were the various passes of the Ghauts
for a regular army to traverse, and so impene-
trable the jungles, that the bold Mahratta defied
the hostile preparations of Aurungzebe, whose
detachments he continually defeated, pouring
down upon them like a deluge from the hills, com-
mitting prodigious ravages and retreating beyond
the reach of pursuit to his mountain-holds.

The fortress to which the Princess Rochinara
had been conveyed was situated in one of the
most impracticable recesses of the Ghauts. s he
only approach to it was by a path so narrow that
two persons could not procced abreast, and iun
many places hollowed out of the living rock.
It was reached by a gradual ascent of three miles,
the road at various places overhung by vast ledges
projecting from the i)recipice by which it was
skirted. There a few resolute men might de-
fend themselves against a host. Besides, this
part of the country was so thinly populated, and
so seldom visited on account of the asperities
which it presented to the traveller, that it re-
mained a sort of terra incognita, Sevajee’s re-
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treats, and among-the rest the fortress already
mentioned, were known to few or none save his
own followers ; so that he felt in perfect security
against the irruptions of invaders.

The captivity of the princess became daily less
and less irksome; all her wishes were complied
with, and she finally entertained no further desire
to quit a prison where in fact she enjoyed more
liberty than in her father’s harem. She had been
much struck with the frank countcnance of the
Mahratta, who used daily to visit her, until ar
length his visits were looked forward to not only
with pleasure, but anxiety.

The princess was young, Sevajee was hand-
some, and, what is always uttractive in the cyes of
an Eastern beauty, brave. She quickly felt her
heart subdued ; the merits of the Mahratta could
not escape her woman’s scrutiny, quickened as
this soon was by certain tender predilections.

She now frequently challenged the opinions of
her women upon Sevajee’s merits, to which they
appeared as keenly alive as their mistress, and it
was finally no secret throughout the garrison that
their chief had obtained a conquest over the affec-
tions of the Princess Rochinara.

The royal captive had attracted the admiration
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of one of Sevajec’s officers, in whose bravery and
conduct his chicf had great confidence. One day
when Sevajee was abroad, this officer \fntured to
declare himself to the interésting captive, Ile
was rejected with indignation.  Iis passions were
roused, and he treated the princess with unmanly
violence. She was saved from his brutality by
the interference of onc of the garrison, who, upon
Sevaice’s return, informed him of what had hap.
pened.  The Mahratta made no reply, but re-
pairing to the princess’ apartment, learnt from
her the precise particulars.  Summoning the gar-
rison betore him, he thus addressed the of-
tender :—

“You have violated the sanctity of a warrior .
home. Arms are placed in our hands to protect,
not insult the weak. You must expiate the wrong
you have committed. I stand forward as the cham-
pion of an insulted wopan. You are brave, and
know how to defend yourself. There is space
within these rampuarts to try your prowess against
mine. Arm yourself, and let this matter be in-
stantly decided.”

Sevajee took his sword, and the combatants
repaired to the summit of the rock. Ilis adver-
sary was much taller ani bigger than himself,
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but far less actlve, and firmly sct. He was, how-
ever, a hauly, desperate fellow, who had proved
his valour in many a rough encounter. He smiled
as he stood before his chief, as if the contest were
to him a pastime. Both were armed with a short
sabre, a shicld, and a broad-bladed dagger stuck
in their girdles. The shield was small, reaching
from the wrist to the elbow of the left hand, ris-
ing to a cone, and terminated by a sharp brass
boss. It was covered with an untanned hide.
Sevajee commenced the strife by darting upon
the offender with the quickness of an eagle’s
spring, dashing his shield against that of his oppo-
nent, and wounding him with considerable seve-
rity on the hip. The man, however, coolly forced
backward his indignant chief, and recovering his
own guard, advanced upon him with a calm, sullen
smile, and struck at his head with a force that
would have reached through the skull to the chine,
had not the interposing shield caught the blow,
and frustrated the intended mischief: it however
struck the boss from the buckler, and shattered
the frame so completely that Sevajee was obliged
to: %ast it from him, and cxpose himself unpro-
tected to the attack of his formidable foe. Trust-
ing, however, to his activity, he parried the blows
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of his adversary, and baffled his_ advances by
springing on one side; the other, exhausted
from fatigue and loss of blood, dropped his sword ;
Savajee instantly raised his and struck him to
the earth. Ilis arm was nearly severed, just be-
low the shoulder, and in this sad state, reeking
with gore, he was lowered from the fortress, either
to die or make his escape.

This feat of gallantry, in vindication of an insult
offered to the daughter of Aurungzebe, comnpletely
decided her affections. She accepted the Mah-
ratta’s proposals, and from this time felt a greatcr
pride in being the wife of a petty sovereign than
the daughter of a mighty emperor.

Sevajec now daily increased in power and in-
fluence among the sovereigns of the principalities
by which he was surrounded. IIe was enabled to
muster an army of fifteen thousand men, and had
become the terror of the neighbouring potentates.
He was, to all intents and purposes, sovereign of
the Mahrattas, and had made the daughter of
Aurungzebe his queen, with her own consent, be-
fore she had been in his power two months. His
followers were a hardy race, selected from all
tribes for their daring exploits, or feats of personal
strength.

VOL. II. o
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A common cooley or porter of the mountains had
been admitted into his army, and finally raised to
a place of trust; the first, in consequence of a sin-
gular act of daring, and the last by an uniform
adherence to the interests of his master. As the
act was singular which first brought this man un-

“der the notice of the Mahratta chief, it may be
worth recording.

Sevajec was one day passing through a moun-
tain jungle, when a leopard appeared making its
way stealthily through the bushes, as if threaten-
ing hostility. The cooley was descending the hill
at this moment, and seeing the leopard, volun-
teered to attack it, with a weapon as singular as it
was formidable. Opening a small leathern wallet,
he took from it an iron instrument, which fitted
the hand, covering the fingers like a gauntlet.
Beyond the tips of the fingers, it extended to the
length of at least three inches, curving like claws,
tapered to a point as sharp as the tip of a dagger,
being brought to an edge under the curve, nearly
as keen as that of a razor. The man fixed it on
his hand, * and entered the jungle. The leopard
secemed uneasy at his approach, waved its tail,

* A similar instrument is frequently used by the fakeers

when they are passing through the jungles, and: with like
success.
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rested its head upon the carth, yet made no at-
tempt tospring. The cooley did not give his ene-
my time to commence an attack, but advancing
boldly, struck it on the right cye, and drawing
the instrument across its head, blinded it in a mo-
ment. The wounded beast started np, and yelled
in agony ; when the man deliberately plunged the
weapon under its belly, opened a prodigious gash,
and the animal’s entrails protruded through the
wound. It rushed forward, and came with such
stunning contact against a tree, that it instantly
fell, turned upon its back, and not being able to
see its aggressor, another stroke from the inst- 1.
ment despatched it: the victor returned to Sevajee
without a scratch. This won the Mahratta’s ad-
miration ; the cooley was immediately enrolled in
Sevajee’s army, and from henceforth became a dis-
tinguished man. .

It was of similar daring spirits that the follow-
ers of this formidable chieftain were composed ; and
when they became numerous, they roused the ap~
prehension of Aurungzebe, who was determined to
crush a rising power that threatened to shake the
Mogul throne. When made acquainted with his
daughter’s captivity, he resolved that her deliver-
ance should involve the death of his foe.

02
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CHAPTER III.

Tae Mahratta, who had been wounded by
Sevajee, on being lowered from the fortress, lay
some time upon the ground, exhausted from loss
of blood. As evening advanced, he crawled into
a thicket, and threw himself at the root of a tree
surrounded with high coarse grass, upon which he
slept until the morning. He tore his turban into
strips as well as he was able, stanched the blood
that flowed copiously from his wounds, and bound
them up. By the next morning his limbs were so
stiff that he could scarcely move ; he was parched
with a painful thirst ; his chead was confused, and
objects floated before his sight in ten thousand fan-
tastic configurations. A thin spring welled from
a chasminthe hill; and being acquainted with the
locality, thither he dragged his enfeebled body,
and bathed his temple in the limpid waters. He
drank copiously of the pure element, and was some-
what refreshed. Still, unable to use much exer-
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tion, he cast himself again at the root of the tree
and slept.

Thus passed the day. The second night came,
and he was still there, helpless as a babe. He
thought that here his death:bed was made, and
resigned himself with sullen courage to his fate.
The cries of the jackal disturbed his slumbers, and
continually reminded him that he was at the mercy
of the prowling beast of the forest. The bright
moon looked from her glorious temple of serene and
delicate blue, illuminating the boundless expause
ihrough which she marched to her zenith with the
majesty and beauty of a thing of heaven, and
poured the gentle stream of her light upon “ie
wounded Mahratta, who slept in spite of bodily
prostration and of mental suffering. The morning
broke upon him bright and cloudless. He was
relieved, and his limbs less stiff; for it is astonish-
ing how rapidly the natives of castern countries
recover from the most (.lcspemte wounds, owing to
their habits of excessive temperance. Ile quitted
the jungle, and procceded leisurely down the
mountain. His progress was slow and difficult;
and he was frequently obliged to seek the cool re-

cesses of the forest in order torecruit his exhausted
frame.
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After a toilsome march of two days he reached
the bottom of the Ghauts. He knew that a de-
tachment of Aurungzebe’s army lay encamped in
the plains. It was commanded by a general of
reputation and amounted to fifteen thousand men,
prepared to attack Sevajee in his stronghold ; but
the difficulty was how to reach this through the
numerous mountain ravines among which it was
concealed and protected.

The wounded man crawled into the camp and
desired to be conducted to the general’s_tent. 1
can lead you to the abode of Sevajee,” he cried.
This was sufficient to remove all reluctance from
the minds of the soldiers, who at first showed a
disinclination to conduct the stranger to their ge-
peral. They suspected him to be a spy; but the
possibility of his being a traitor gave him a better
claim to their courtesy, and they brought him to
the tent of the Omrah under ‘whose command
they acted. '

«What is your motive, soldier,” inquired the
general, «for entering an enemy’s camp ?”

¢« Behold these wounds!” said the man. *They
were inflicted by the tyrant who now holds sway
over the Mahrattas. That is my sufficient answer
why I appear in the Mogul camp.”
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¢t Personal enmities are but a poor recommenda-
tion to confidence. IHe who would betray a friend
would be little likely to serve a foe.”

¢ Where a person has his revenge to gratify, you
have the strongest guarantee for confidence. Apart
from all motives that raise man in the scale of
moral dignity, that wrong which stimulates to
vengeance will.render him true to those who pro-
mote his deadly purposes ; for vengeance is like the
raging thirst of fever, never to be slahed till the
cause is removed. Until mine is appeased, you
may trust me; after that I muke no pledges. Do
you accept my services ?”

«What do you undertake to perform ?”

“ For a sum of ten thousand rupees, to be paid
after the terms of the contract have been fulfilled.
I undertake to conduct you to the fortress in these
mountains where Sevajee usually resides, and to
put you in posstssion of it. I have a brother
among the troops who tompose the garrison. He
will, T know, promote any scheme that shall bring
retribution upen him by whom I have been so
grievously wronged. Send a body of fifteen hun-
dred men, when I am sufficiently recovered to
march with them, and my life for the issue.”

This plan was concurred in, the man taken to a.



296G THE MAHRATTA CHIEF.

tent, and his wounds drcssed. In three weeks he
was in a condition to proceed against the strong-
hold of the Mahratta chief. Fifteen hundred men
were selected for the enterprise; and these were
followed at a short distance by another strong de-
tachment, unknown to the Mahratta guide, in case
of treachery.

For two days they threaded the mazes of the hills
by paths almost impracticable, and halted in the
evening of the second day in a wood about three
miles from the fortress, The Mahratta, quitting
the camp, proceeded up the hill alone, and making
a certain signal, well known to the garrison, was
drawn up the rock. The soldiers were surprised
‘at beholding their old comrade, who had been so
recently expelled, and whom they all consider-
ed to have furnished a feast for vultures or
jackals. He desired to be conducted before their
chief, to whom he expressed the deepest contrition
for what had passed, and hegged to be again ad-
mitted among that community from which he had
been expelled. Sevajee, deceived by the soldier’s
apparent contrition, and knowing him tobe a man
of great daring and skill in conducting a perilous
enterprise, consented to his readuission ainong his
hardy band of mountain warriors.
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Before quitting his new allies, the traitor had
arranged that, should he gain admission into the
fort, he would, in conjunction with his brother,
admit them during the midnight watch: that if
the thing turned out not to be practicable on that
night, they must retire into the thickets, and there
await the desired opportunity.

An hour before midnight a body of four hun-
dred men wound slowly up the hill, by the dim
light of the stars, and concealed themsclves in
a hollow about two hundred yards from the fort.
This hollow was covered with a thick growth of
jungle grass and underwood, which etfectually
concealed them trom observation. The Mahratta
had contrived that his brother should be upon
guard at midnight at that part of the rampart:
where admission was obtained into the fort.

The matter had been so secretly arranged, that
nearly a hundred «f the Moguls were drawn up
into the fortress before any alarm was given.
A soldier hurried to Sevajee’s apartment, and
roused him with the unexpected cry of—¢We are
surprised ! the Moguls have obtained possession of
our mountain citadel.” The Mahratta chief grasped
his sword, and hurried to that part of the ramparts
where the two brothers were in the act of drawing

09
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up the enemy, As there was but an uncertain
light, his approach was not observed. With the
quickness of thought he severed the cord just as a
Mogul soldier had been drawn to the landing-place.
He did not stay to hear the crash of the succeed-
ing fall, but eutting down the traitor who had
admitted the foe, made a speedy retreat to col-
lect the slumbering garrison, Ile was shortly sur-
rounded by his faithful followers, who all flew to
the ramparts,

The Moguls had already destroyed several of
the Mahrattas who were taken by surprise, and
in the suddenness of their alarm had started un-
armed from their beds. Sevajee fought like a
lion. The darkness gave him a great advantage
over the enemy, who were perfectly ignorant of
the localities, though their guide, the treacherous
Mabhratta, had given them what information the
hurry and confusion of the scene permitted. Seva-
jee sought him out amid the ficrce struggle of attack
and resistance. They perceived each other in the
imperfect light; the rebel would have retired,
but the indignant chicf arrested his purpose, and
compelled him to turn in self-defence. Knowing
Sevajee’s skill at his weapon, the Mahratta sprang
upon and closed with him, hoping to despatch
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him with his own dagger; but this purpose was
foiled by his active foe, who drew it suddenly
from his cummurbund, and flung it over the bat-
tlements. The struggle was now desperate. They
tugged and strained with the fury of gored bulls.
They glared in each other’s fuces, inhaling the
hot breath as it came quick and gasping from their
parched throats, and steaming at every pore with
the might of their exertions. At length Sevajee,
dashing his head into the face of his foe, obliged
him partially to relax his hold, and at the same
nmoment springing backward, entirely disengaged
himself; and while the other was half stunned, he
suddenly rushed forward, forced his head between
the traitor’s legs, raised him upon his neck, «ad
with irresistible force flung him over the battle-
ments.

Sevajee again seized his sword ; but perceiving
that the Moguls were masters of the fortress, he
flew to the princess: —“ You are in the cnemy’s
power — you will be taken to your friends, and
have therefore nothing to tear—with me, captivity
is the harbinger of death.” .

«“Fly,” said Rochinara eagerly ; «if there is
yet a chance of escape, seize it, and leave me to
make my peace with the victors.”
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There was no time for parley. Sevajee proceeded
to a part of the rampart which abutted upon a face
of the hill, where the precipice was here and there
feathered with shrubs, that grew from the inter-
stices of the rock, and its surface broken into inc-
qualities by projecting ledges, which would not
have afforded footing for a goat. At the bottom
rolled a deep stream, that gurgled throngh a
stmitenc:l channel, and foamed between large
masses which had fallen into it from the super-
incumbent mountain.

The moment was critical.  Sevajee commenced
this perilous descent. His danger was immi-
nent. The small projections to which he was ob-
liged to trust his footing frequently gave way
under the pressure of his step, and he several
times despaired of making his escape. About
midway the shrub which he had grasped proved
too weak to support his weight, and he slipped
several yards down the precipice. His course
was luckily arrested by a thick bush, something
like a huge tuft of birch, which at once broke his
fall and arrested his progress,

He was now within forty feet of the water.
Here, to the edge of the rivulet, the hill was less
precipitous ; and having paused a few moments to
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rest himself, he determined to slide dewn the rest
of the precipice into the stream, which would break
the force of his fall, though it would expose him
to the chance of being drowned. Tearing up part
of the bush, he placed it under him, in order to
prevent himself from being wounded by the rocky
projections of the hill. It was a desperate hazard ;
but he at length let himself slip from the ledge.
Sustaining some severe bruises, he was precipitated
with considerable violence into the rivulet, which
fortunately happened at this spot to be deep, and
its channel tolerably free from masses of rock.
Atter a short struggle he gained the opposite
bank, and was soon beyond the reach of pursuit.

Meanwhile the princess was taken from the
fortress, and borne by easy marches to Delb.
whither her father had retired, leaving his ge-
nerals to complete the conquest of the Deccan
and the subjectign of the Mahrattas.

Aurungzebe was gyeatly exasperated when he
discovered that she was about to become a mother.
She had cver been his favourite child, and he
calculated upon marrying her to some powerful
prince, who would strengthen his political influ-
ence. She was confined to the harem, and he
refused to sce her. As soon as her babe was
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born, it was taken from her, and put under the
care of a nurse, no one knew where. It being
a boy, the Emperor was determined that it
should be brought up in ignorance of its birth.
The mother was wretched at being separated from
her infant. The Mahratta chief had ever treated
her with tenderness and respect, and she was far
less happy amid the splendours of the imperial
palace than in the rude citadel of the mountain
warrior. She implored to be allowed to see her
child; but her parent was inexorable, and the
bereaved mother poured out her silent sorrows
amid the monotonous seclusion of the harem,
where she found neither sympathy nor conso-
lation.
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CHAPTER 1V.

SEvaJEE soon summoned his warriors into the
field, and, at the head of ten thousand men, in-
vested the fortress of which the Moguls bad pos-
sessed themselves. In the course of a few weeks
he starved them into a surrender.  From this time
he so rapidly extended his conquests that he was
looked upon as a formidable potentate even by the
haughty Aurungzebe. He sacked the neighb nr.
ing cities, and so enriched himself with the plun-
der, that he was finally enabled to appear in :l.¢
ficld at the head of a very formidable army. His
personal prowess and conduct as a leader were the
theme of universal praise. Though he could neither
read nor write, yet so exact and tenacious was hig
memory, that the smallest disbursements of his
government were never forgotten, and no one could
dare attempt to deceive him, even in the minutest
matters of financial computation, without certainty
of detection. He knew the name of almost every
ran in his army.
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Some time after his escape from the fortress, he
was surprised by the imperial general with only
a few hundred followers, In this dilemma the
Mahratta chief intimated to the Mogul general
that he should be very willing to submit to his
master’s clemency, but was afraid to trust his own
person to the mercy of a man who felt such deadly
hostility towards him. He consequently proposed
a meeting between himself and the imperial gene-
ral at a distance from their respective armies, and
that each party should repair to the spot accom-
panied by only one attendant. Not doubting that
this proposal would be acceded to, the wily Mah-
ratta put a suit of strong chain armour under
his cotton robe, and a steel cap under his turban.
Then arming himself’ with a dagger, he proceeded
to the place of meeting.

According to his military code of morals, trea-
chery towards an enemy was, under any circum-
stances, justifiable: he thertfore determined to
employ it upon the present occasion at all hazards.
Distributing his men in ambuscades near the spot,
he soon had the satisfaction of seeing the Mogul
draw near with an escort of eight hundred men,
whom he left at some distance, and advanced
with a single follower to the appointed place of
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meeting. Sevajee appecared apparently unarmed,
expressing great apprehension and affecting alarm
at the presence of his enemy. At length, coming
up with hesitating steps, according to the Oriental
custom, he cmbraced his foe, at the same moment
drawing his dagger and plunging it into his body.
The Mogul, feeling himself wounded, instantly
drew his sword and struck Sevajec on the head,
which was protected by the stecl cap; the blow
theretore fell harmless, and the wounded general
sank under the repeated stabs of his treacherons
agsailant. His attendant, rushing to his master’s
assistance, was likewise slain.

The blast of a horn roused the Mahrattas frr n
their ambuscade, and falling upon the Moguls thus
taken by surprise, they slew a great number, an.
the rest, panic.stricken, fell back upon the main
body, carrying the melancholy intelligence of their
leader’s death. Meanwhile the Mahrattas escaped
among the intricacies *of the mountains, and the
Moguls were forced to retreat. Sevajee next
marched with his victorious troops to Singurh, oye
of his strongest fortresses, which had been wrested
from him by the Moguls. Like all hill-forts, it
was built upon the summit of a lofty rock that
rose to the height of nincty feet from a deep glen.
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It was considered inaccessible on all sides. At the
back, where the precipice declined gradually in-
ward from the summit, the ramparts were not so
strong, as any attempt on that side appeared ut-
terly impracticable. On the ridge just outside the
parapet that beetled over the base of the rock,
grew several trees, the roots of which were partly
bared, and projected from the naked face of the
hill, in which they were fixed with a tenacity pe-
culiar to those mountain trees that vegetate amid
the most scanty supplies of earth, and insert their
tough fibres between the fissures of rock com-
posing the face of the precipice.

The daring Mahratta was determined upon re-
gaining possession of this stronghold, and having
fixed upon the point of attack, prepared his fol-
lowers for the desperate enterprise. These con-
sisted of a thousand Mawabees, mountain maraud-
ers, who followed the fortunes- of their leader,
seduced by the hope of plunder and the love of
adventure. Choosing a dark night, he resolved to
enter the fort on the least practicable side, where
he knew such an attempt would never be sus-
pected. Having procured a long cord as thick
as a man’s thumb, he caused it to be knotted
at intervals of about two feet. When this was
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prepared, he placed it upon his shoulder and pro-
ceeded alone to the fortress through an unfrequent-
ed part of the mountain, ordering his men to follow
in small parties, and unite in a thicket a few hun-
dred yards from the base of the rock.

Arriving at the desired spot, Sevajee took a
leaden ball, and attaching it securcly to a slight
cord, threw the former with a precision which only
long practice in similar feats could have produced,
over the projecting root of one of the trees that
grew beneath the battlements. This done, he drew
the rope with which he had come provided gra-
dually up, and contrived, by means of the small
cord, to pass a hook, fixed to the end of the knott. :
rope, over the root. The hook, upon being pressed
by means of a spring, clasped the object upon
which it rested with a perfectly secure hold.

Everything being now ready, the Mahratta sum-
moned his band. * There were no sentinels placed
upon that side of the rampart, on account of the
supposed impracticability of an ascent. Thenight
happened to be extremely dark, which favoured the
purpose of the assailants. Sevajee mounted first.
With the agility of a cat he clambered up the rope
and quickly gained the ramparts. The next that
followed, being a heavy man, and not over active.
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paused about twenty feet from the ground, alarmed
at the motion of the rope, which swayed with such
arapid and violent oscillation that he was unable
to proceed ; and after hanging a few moments by
his hands, his feet having slipped from the knot
on which they rested, he quitted his hold and fell
to the ground.

He had nearly disconcerted the whole enterprise.
There was an awful pause. None of the Mawabees
attempted to mount. Sevajee began to grow im-
patient. Shaking the rope, and finding there was
no weight upon it, he slid down to ascertain the
cause. This was soon explained, but no one would
venture to ascend. The Mahratta, unappalled by
the general refusal, approached the man who had
fallen, and instantly ordered him to mount. He re-
fused, and Sevajee, without a moment’s hesitation,
plunged his crease into the rebel’s heart. He now
gave the same order to a second.” Terrified at the
fate of his companion, the'Mawabee grasped the
rope, and Sevajee followed close after, to prevent
him from qpitting his hold. With much difficulty
they reached the top, when the undaunted Mah-
ratta descended, and forced another of his follow-
ers to go before him. This he repeated until more
than a dozen men had gained the parapet. Taking
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courage from the success of their companions, the
rest attempted the ascent one after another, until
the whole were safely raised to the battlement.

Sevajee was the first to leap over the wall. A
sentinel, alarmed at the noise, hastily approach-
ed; the Mahratta chief seized him by the cum-
merbund and the trousers, and swinging him
over the parapet, cast him into the empty void be.
neath. He uttered a shrill shriek as he fell, which
seemed to rise to the very heavens, like a sudden
peal from the grave, so quick and piercing as tv
vibrate to the brain with a painful intensity. In
a few moments the whole garrison were in arms,
and the struggle commenced. They had, ho -
ever, the double disadvantage of contending
against superior numbers and the shock of sud-
den sul:prise ; nevertheless, they resisted with the
fury of madmen. They demanded no quarter,
and none was given.

The whole garrison’was cut off to a man, and
the morning dawned upon a scene of carnage never
to be forgotten. Not a single )Iogul.survived to
tell the melancholy story of defeat, and the Mah.
ratta chief took possession of Singurh amid the
shouts of a sanguinary triumph. The bodies of
the slain were flung over the battlements to be
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devoured by birds and beasts of prey, their bones
to whiten in the mountain wilds, under the scorch-
ing beams of a tropical sun, far from the home of
their fathers, of their wives and little ones, and
where the solemn rites of sepulture were denied
to their remains.

By degrees, Sevajee obliged the imperial troops
to evacuate the mountains ; and after a while they
were recalled to Delhi by Aurungzebe, who was
exceedingly mortified at being thus perpetually
bafled by a mountain chieftain, whose princi.
ple of government was a mere system of preda-
tory warfare, in which he extended his political
influence and his territory by any measure, how-
ever inconsonant to the general practices of mili-
tary conduct. Sevajee now began to be conscious
of his power, and determined therefore to seek
more advantageous conquests. His career was at.
tempted to be checked by Shaista Chan, an om-
rah high in the confidence ‘of Xflrhngzebe. This
general advanced with a formidable army against
the Mahratta, and carried on his operations for
some time with great success. Sevajee was unable
to meet the Moguls in the field, and therefore
had recourse to that mode of predatory and irrup-
tive warfare which had hitherto been attended with
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such success, The Mogul, however, somewhat
altered his tactics in order to contravene those of
his enemy, and with such advantage that he re-
duced Sevajee to considerable embarrassment.
Finding that the imperial troops were daily ob-
taining a stronger footing in his dominions, having
taken several of his forts, the Mahratta determined
to have recourse to one of those bold and daring
exploits for which his whole military carcer has
been so celebrated, and which had invariably been
attended with signal success.

Shaista Chan, having made himself master of
Poonah, the capital of Sevajee’s dominions, si* -
ated upon the banks of a considerable river, on the
level country, about fifty miles from the Ghaut.,
occupied the palace of the Mahratta chief. The
town was at this time little better than a village,
surrounded by a low mud wall, and easily acces-
sible from every quarter. Shaista, not imagining
that the bold adventurer, who was only secure
among the hills, would venture to attack him in
the open country, was rather remiss in placing
guards round the town to anticipate any sudden
assault. ‘Taking advantage of this remissness,
Sevajee selected a small band of reselute soldiers,
advanced towards Poonnh, and concealed himself
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in the neighbourhood. Having heard that a Mogul
chief, jealous of Shaista Chan’s influence with the
Emperor, had secretly expressed strong senti-
ments of disaffection, he found means to tamper
with him, and seduced him at length to favour his
enterprise.

The residence of the imperial general was a large
loose building composed entirely of mud. Having
been admitted into the town about midnight, and
the guards previously removed through the ma-
nagement of the treacherous Omrah, Sevajee and
his followers, armed with pickaxes, attacked the
frail wall, and soon forced an entrance into the
cook-room. Raising a shout of exultation, they
rushed into the interior of the house, brandishing
their naked swords. At the head of them appeared
their chief, encouraging them to the work of
slaughter. Shaista, hearing the clamonr, started
from his bed ; but not having time to arm himself,
was obliged to make his escape through a window.
In effecting this, however, he was severely wound-
ed by the Mahratta chicf, who severed one of the
fingers from his right hand, and likewise slew his
son. The Mogul general, overcome by this dis-
aster, and dreading the further jealousy of his
own officers, solicited his recall. e shortly after
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quitted the Deccan, and the army being placed
under an inactive commander, all military opera-
tions against the Mahrattas were for a time sus-
pended, and Sevajee soon recovered what he had
lately lost.

VOL. 111 r
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CHAPTER V.

AURUNGZEBE, exasperated beyond all bLounds
at being thus perpetually foiled by a petty chief-
tain, determined at once to stop the further pro-
gress of his arms. Ile thercfore sent against him
Mirza Rajah, a gallint Rajpoot, accustomed to
make war in a wountainous country. Sevajee at
length found himself opposed to a man whom he
was unable to resist. As the Mogul army more
than five times outhumbered his own, he was ob-
liged to retreat to his mountain fastnesses, whither
he was pursued by the victorious Mirza. All his
fortresses shortly fell into the enemy’s hands, and
he was driven to extremity. At length, the fort
in which he had placed all his treasure was in-
vested.

It resisted for many weeks; but one morning,
when the magazine was open to supply the garri-
son with powder, a paper kite, to which a blind
match had been previously attached, was raised
over the battlements and dropped into the com-
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bustible repository. A tremendous explosion suc-
ceeded, and the fortress bccame an easy capture.
Finding that he had no chance of being able to
recover it, he resigned himself to his destiny, and
upon receiving a solemn pledge from Mirza Rajah
that he should mecet at Delhi with a safe and ho-
nourable reception, he disbanded his army, and
delivered himself up to the victorious Rajpoot.

On his arrival at Delhi, the Mahratta chief
was ordered into the Emperor’s presence, and
commanded by the usher to make the usual pro-
stration ; but he retused to obey, and casting to-
wards Aurungzebe alook of indignant scorn, ex-
pressed contempt for his person.

“ T am now in your power,” he said, haughtily ;
“Dbut your victory over me has been to you n dis-
grace, and to me a triumph.  You have subdued
me by mere numerical force. For jears, with a
few hardy followers, I have batied your hosts.
You have at length taken captive the object of
your dread: but princes should not forget their
pledges. When I delivered myself inte the hands
of your general, I was assured of honourable treat-
ment. Am I then to be degraded by being com-
manded to prostrate myself’ before a man, even
though he be Emperor of tiie Moguls? We are
r2
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both sovereigns, and be assured that the Mahratta
chieftain will never pay that adoration to man
which is due alone to God.”

Aurungzebe did not condescend to reply. He
was deeply incensed, and, turning to the usher,
ordered that the refractory prisoner should be
taken from his presence. In spite, however, of
this rude bearing, the Emperor was much struck
with the unbending boldness of the mountain
warrior. Ile could not but feel respect for the
man who had for years defeated his armies, and
raised himself to sovereignty from being chicf of
a mere band of robbers. The exploits of Sevajee
had reached as far as Delhi, and public curiosity
was cxcited to sce this remarkable man. His
bearing in the imperial presence astonished all
who heard him, nor were they less surprised at the
forbearance of Aurungzebe, who was not generally
backward in administering f;umniary justice where
vccasion seemed to demand it.

It happened that, while the Mahratta chief was
before the. Emperor, the principal ladies of his
harem saw what passed from behind a curtain.
Among these was the Princess Rochinara, to
whoin the memory of Sevajec was 'still dear,
though the lapse of years had somewhat weakened
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her former impressions. She had never been
allowed to see her child, nor would her father ever
give her the least information respecting him.
This was a bitter penalty for having degraded her-
self in the eyes of the haughty rcpresentative ot
the house of Timour, by an alliance with a petty
chieftain, whom that proud potentate looked upon
in no other light than that of a mere maraudcr.
The princess had often sighed for the freedom
she had enjoyed during her short abode in the
mountains which overlooked the coast of Ma-
labar.

When Sevajee appeared before the Emper
all Rochinara’s former partialities revived. She
was struck with his lofty deportment of fearles:
independence. The toils and military enterprises
of years had not abated the fire of his eye, or the
beauty of his porson. He was still the man to
win alike a lady’s loves aud the warrior’s admira-
tion. When the princess perceived the silent in-
dignation of her father, as he ordered the noble
Mahratta to be removed from his presence, she
trembled for the safety of a man whom she felt to
be still dear to her. Ilis boldness, and the repu-
tation of his exploits, had won the admiration of
many Omrahs of the Emperor’s court, and they
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interceded with their indignant master in behalf
of the captive. Aurungzebe, notwithstanding their
intercession, expressed his determination to con-
fine Sevajee for life, recalling to mind with a bit-
terness which years had failed to mitigate, the
disgrace he had heaped upon the house of Timour,
by espousing, without her parent’s consent, a prin-
cess of that illustrious race.

Hearing that her father was inexorable, Rochi-
nara sought his presence, and falling at his feet,
pleaded for the liberty of his prisoner, and endea-
voured to extenuate his conduct at the late inter-
view,

« Though I despise pomp,” said the Emperor, in
a tone of severe solenmity, I will ever insist upon
receiving those honours which the refractory pre-
sume to refuse. Power depends as much upon
the empty pageantries and cerexnonies of state as
upon abilities and strength of mind. The former,
in fact, are the most successful instruments of the
latter. When the rebel, whom I have condescend-
ed to admit into my presence, knows how to ho-
nour the sovereign of the Moguls, he may expect
his indulgence.

« Allow him, my father, another inferview, but
abate somewhat of the rigour of court form. Tu
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his native mountains he has not learned to be
courtly, but nature has taught him to be magna-
nimous; and let not Aurungzebe, though mighty,
yield to him in this, or in any other quality which
the brave respect.

“Well then, to please a daughter whom I love,
I will indnlge the haughty mountaineer with a
remission of some portion of that state-ceremory
which it i customary to offer in the imperial pre-
sence, and of that external homage which con-
quered princes owe to the Lmperor of the Moguis.”

A message was sent by Rochinara in the warmth
of her zeal to the keeper of Sevajee’s prison ; and
the DMahratta, without being consulted u, m
the measure, wus introduced into the Dewan
Aum, or hall of public andience. The corrugatea
brow and compressed lip, apparent to all present,
as he entered, proclaimed in terms sufficiently in-
telligible his determination not to succumb to a
superior. ‘

When he had reached the centre of the hall, the
usher advanced and commanded him to make the
customary obeisance at the foot of the throne.

«1 was born a prince,” said Sevajee, and am in-
capable of acting the part of a bondsman.  Chains
cannot enslave the soul of the 4ree.”
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“But the vanquished,” replicd Aurungzebe, “lose
all their rights with their fortune. The chance of
war has made the Mahratta chief my servant, and
I am resolved to relinquish nothing of what the
sword has given.”

“The chance of war has indeed placed me in
your power ; but not as your servant. Ireceived
the pledge of your general that I should be treated
as a prince, not as a slave. I have yet to learn if’
the sovereign of a great empire can descond to
the low and pitiable degradation of a lie.”

«The law of the conqueror is his will — ot the
vanquished, obedience.”

Sevajee turned his back upon the throne: Au-
rungzebe, losing his usual equanimity, started
from his seat: his lip quivered, his cheek became
blanched, his hand was laid upon his dagger, and
he was about to issue some terrible order against
Sevajee, when that prince turning towards him
said, with an undaunted tone,

« Emperor of the Moguls, restore to me your
daughter, whom you have torn from the protection
of a husband, and I will honour you as a father ;
give me back my child, which you have withheld
from the longings of a parent, and I will vencrate
you as a benefactor : restore me to my subjects,
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agd I, as a tributary prince, will acknowledge
your supremacy : but be assured that no reverse
of fortune can deprive me of my dignity of mind,
which nothing shall extinguish but death.”

Thé Emperor’s wrath appeared to subside at
this 1equest, which he affected to treat as absurd.
Pretending to look upon Sevajec as a madman, he
ordered him from his presence and gave him in
charge to the director-gencral of the imperial
'camp, who had orders to subject him to a rigo-
rous confinement. He was in consequence im-
prisoned in that officer’s house, and guarded with
a vigilance that scemed to defy all chance of
escape.

Months flew by, and Scvajee became extremely
uneasy under his captivity, which was how.
ever relieved by occasional communications fromn
the princess; she having contrived to convey
information to him from time to time by means
of a person who was permitted to enter his prison
with flowers. This man was well known to the
divector - general, who had the highest confi-
dence in him ; but the gold of Rochirara and the
promises of remuneration made by the Mahratta,
corrupted the integrity of the vendor of flowers,
and he finally became instrumental to one of the

-
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most extraordinary escapes which the pen of his-
tory records. For weeks he had been in the habit
of visiting the prisoner at stated perfods, under
the plea of selling him flowers, of which the latter
affected to be extremely fond. Not the slightest
suspicion was awakened.

One morning the usual attendant entered Seva-
jee’s prison with his first meal, but to his astonish-
ment found that the captive had escaped. Upon
the floor lay a man apparently in deep slumber.
He was upon his face, quite naked. An alarm
was instantly raised, and the director-general
hastened to the prison. The naked man turned
out to be the flower-scller, whose sleep was so
profound that he awoke with the greatest diffi-
culty. Upon opening his eyes he appeared
amazed at seeing himself naked, and no less so at
being surrounded Dby inquisitive persons who
questioned him concerning the, prisoner’s flight,
He protested his utter ignorance of the matter,
but observed that he had been evidently rob-
bed of his clothes, though by whom he could
not tell, undess the Mahratta had taken them the
better to effect his purpose. He affected to be
astonished at having been found in such a state
of unpremcditated oblivion ; but, asif struck by
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some sudden recollection, he stated that Sevajee
had induced him to drink a glass of sherbet,
shortly after he entered his room, which he could
now have no doubt had been drugged with opium,
as hé had swallowed it but a short time when he
was overcome by a drowsiness which he could not
control, and had cvidently sunk down senseless
from the powerful effects of the opiate. His story
was sufficiently plausible; and, fortunately for
him, under the sanction of his supposed integrity,
was believed ; the man thus eluded suspicion.
An alarm was immediately raised, and a search
made after the fugitive, but he was nowhere to be
found.  When the Emperor was informed that
Sevajee had quitted his prison he was greatly « x-
asperated, and ordered several bodies of wen to
be despatched in scarch of him ; but his vexation
was destined to receive a still greater aggravation,
for shortly after the news had reached him of the
Mahratta’s escape, he discovered that his favourite
daughter had become the partner of his flight.
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CHAPTER VI

SevAJEE had found no difficulty in leaving his
prison unsuspected, disguised as the flower vender,
being about the same height, and loosely clad,
according to the fashion of Eastern countries. As
had been preconcerted between him and the prin-
cess, he repaired to the harem with his flowers,
and the man whom he personated being known
to the attendants, who were prevented from ap-
proaching his representative too nearly by some
natural pretence, which women in the East are
seldom at a loss to find in order to secure the
success of any favourite scheme, Sevajee obtained
admittance without incurring suspicion. It was
now arranged that he should instantly hasten to a
certain jungle, where he was to await the arrival
of Rochinara, who, under pretence of devotion,
would quit the city immediately, and join him at
the appointed spot.

This plan was successfully executed. The cni-
pire being at this period in a state of general
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peace, no rigid scrutiny was observed towards per-
sons passing to and from the city as in more turbu-
lent times. On leaving the gates, Rochinara gave
orders to be carried towards a particular mosque:
but no sooner had she got beyond the reach of ob-
servation, than she stepped out of her palankeen,
commanded the bearers to wait for her at a certain
spot, and declared her intention of proceeding with
one favourite attendant to the sacred edifice. The
men retired, and the princess quitting the high
road, diverged from the mosque, and hastened
towards the jungle.

Though utterly unaccustomed to such exercise,
Rochinara and her woman made their way through
a rough and unfrequented track to the place of
appointment, being directed by the few casusl
passengers whom they happened to meet. They
wisely confined their questions upon this point to
pariahs, several of whom were passing on their
way towards the same spot: these persons having
so little intercourse” with any but individuals of
their own tribe, there was the less chance of de-
tection from their communicating with the citi-
zens, or with those who would, no doubt, be sent
in pursuit of the fugitives.

After a tedious journey of full two hours, the
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princess and her attendant joined Sevajee in the
jungle. He had now cast off his disguise and re-
sumed his own attire.

“We must travel alone through this forest,”
said he, < and when we reach its borders towards
the south, I will provide a hackery for you and
your companion, and we shall proceed with better
chance of security ; but we must avoid the public
roads until we reach the coast. What think you,
lady, of this?P—'tis an arduous undertaking for
tender limbs and gentle spirits.”

« The daughter of Aurungzebe, Sevajee, will
know how to mecet difficulties. The energi(;s of
woman are not known until they are tried, and
none of the race of Timour ever shrank from
danger.”

“Let us proceed then; our course lies amid
perile, but they are already half overcome in the
resolution to brave them.” )

They proceeded warily on their way, appre-
hensive that every sound might be the forerunner
of discovery. The jungle was thick, but broken
into frequent,vistas, where they occasionally re-
posed from the fatigues of their journey, which
were rendered more harassing from the circum-
stance of the travellers being frequently obliged to
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make themselves a path, by putting aside with
their hands the thick growth of underwood that
impeded their progress.

Towards evening they halted in a small glen,
which was entered by a defile formed by the
proximity of two small hills. It was a sequestered
spot in the heart of the forest. The jackal was
already beginning to raise his dismal cry, and the
oceasional erackling of the bushes announced that
they were not the only sojourners in the jungle.
The travellers kindled a fire in order to keep off
the Deasts of prey, and Sevajee having fixed a
bamboo in the ground, untwisted from his waist
several folds of a close kind of calico, threw it
over the pole, and thus formed a rude tent, under
which he strewed some dried grass as a bed fie
the princess and her attendant.

The only access to this glen was through the
defile already mentioned. The Mahratta therefore
placed himself upon the road which immediately
led to it in order to keep watch, lest any person
sent by Aurungzebe in pursuit of the fugitives,
should happen to take that track. The dense growth
of the forest rendered it so dark that no object was
to be discerned beyond the distance of a few
paces; but Sevajee, having been much accusy
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tomed to thread the jungles by night in his own
native hills, had acquired a quickness of pcrcep-
tion peculiar to himself in detecting the move-
ments of approaching objects. For some time he
trod the path of this forest solitude without any
interruption ; but at length the sound of distant
footsteps caught his ear. He immediately ad-
vanced, and soon ascertained that a party of the
Emperor’s gnard were approaching. It consisted
of ten men. One of the soldiers preceded the rest,
bearing a large torch. The Mahratta retreated
quickly to the tent, extinguished the fire which
had been kindled to scare the beasts of prey,
and having roused the princess and her attendant,
led them into a thicket on one side of the glen,
where he desired they would remain until he
should return.

«1 go,” said he, ¢ to baffle our pursuers, who are
now close upon our track. Should I fail, I am de-
termined never to fall into their hands alive. For
you there is mercy, for me none. Should I perish,
return to your father, and he will still succour you.”

« Never! I, wear a dagger, Sevajec, and the
same hour that concludes your existence, shall
likewise conclude mine. I shall not submit to
"another separation.”
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« The act I contemplate is desperate. If I suc-
ceed we are safe; if I fail, we are lost.”

Having tenderly embraced Rochinara, he quit-
ted her, and hurried to the defile. By this time
the Moguls were within a hundred yards of the
gorge. The l\fuhratta‘gmsped a crease in either
hand, and placed himself behind a short but thick
shrub which grew on one side of the entrance to
the defile. As soon as the man who carried the
torch reached the place of his concealinent, Se-
vajee stabbed him to the heart, seized the torch,
and pressing his foot upon the flame, extinguished
it, at the same moment plunging his second dagger
into the breast of the oflicer who led the pa.. .
This was the work but of a few moments. The
confusion was indeseribable.  Sevajee, whose eye
had been accustomed to the darkness was able
to see his foes, though they could not perceive
him. He stabbed four of them in succession, they
being unable to perctive from whence the stroke
of death came. His enemies knew not where to
strike. Six already lay upon the earth weltering
in their blood. Two others shortly shared the
same fate; — another followed, and one only re-
mained to be sent to a similar account. Upon him
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the Mahratta sprang in his eagerness to complete
the work of carnage, seized the sword with which
his foe was armed, and wrested it from him; but
with the exertion his crease fell, and he could not
recover it.

They were now both unarmed, and the struggle
was desperate. The Mogul was a tall powerful
man, but no match for the Mahratta in activity and
prompt vigour. He fell under the assault of his
active adversary, yet still retained him in his grasp.
Sevajee seized his prostrate enemy by the throat,
and pressing him firmly upon the windpipe, en-
deavoured to strangle him ; but the sudden agony
imparted an impulsive energy to the Mogul, who,"
doubling his legs under Sevajee’s body, suddenly
raised him, and cast him to a distance of several
feet upon his back.

It happened that in turning to regain his feet,
the Mahratta accidentally placed his hand upon
his enemy’s sword, which hall fallen to the ground
during their strugle. He lost not a moment, but
buried it in the Mogul’s body before he could
raise himself' from his recumbent position. Thus,
aided by the darkness, Sevajee destroyed ten men
without receiving a wound. .

Having paused a moment to breathe, after his
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exertions, he rejoined the princess, whom he
found anxiously awaiting his return. They passed
the whole night in the thicket, exposed to the
ravages of wild beasts, which, however, happily
did not molest them, and on the following morn-
ing they pursued their dreary journey, encom-
passed by perils, which the princess bore with a
heroism worthy the daughter of Aurungzebe.
Having procuared a couple of miserable tattoos,*
at a village on the borders of the jungle, the travel-
lIers proceeded by easy stages, and without suspi-
cion, to Muttra, thenee to Benares and Jaggernaut.
From the latter place they went round by Hydra-
bad, and at length found themselves among he
native hills of the Mahratta chief, wheve his fieree
but gallant followers soon rallied round him.
About the time of his daughter’s flight the Em-
peror was taken ill, and for many wecks his life
was despairved of.  This circumstance considerably
abated the eagerness of pursuit after the fugitives,
as the attention of every one was directed to the
danger of their sovercign. A gloom prevailed
through the empire ; for the wise pu‘icy adopted by
Aurungzebe, in spite of his hollowness-and hypo-

* Natis ¢ ponies,
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crisy, had rendered him the most popular mon-
arch that ever sat upon the Mogul throne. With
all his moral blemishes, his public character stood
very high, and the gencral prosperity which his
wise administration diffused, added to the rigid
piety which seemed the mainspring of all his acts,
rendered him an object of all but idolatry with a
large portion of those who lived in case and afflu-
ence under his wise supremacy. He at length
recovered, to the universal joy of his subjects, and
seemed to have forgotten his daughter’s flight.

A youth now appearcd at court, in whom
the Emperor took great interest, but whose birth
and parentage was a mystery. No one could
tell to whom he belonged, or whence he came,
and yet the Ewmperor treated him with marks
of distingnished favour. Ile was a remark-
ably handsome young man, had just entered his
seventeenth year, and was mniner;tly expert in
every military exercise. In all hunting excur-
sions, honoured by the sovereign’s presence, he was
the foremost to court peril, and always successful
in pursuing the dangerous adventures of the chasc.
He soon excited the attention of the Omrahs by

wiis daring, and the singular skill which he dis-
played in feats of armns. Who he could be, was
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a frequent inquiry ; but on this question the pro-
toundest political sages appeared just as ignorant
as the most unlettered menials.

The young wman gradually won the good opi-
nion of all.  His courtesy and mmenity of manners
were no less conspicuons than the more chivalrie
teaturcs of his character.  Aurungzcbe was grati-
fied at the gencral approbation awarded to his fa-
vourite, and lost no opportunity of strengthening
the tlattering impression.  In several incursions
of the rebellious Usbecks, this youth had distin.
guished himself, and the Emperor looked forward
to his becoming one of the most conspicuous lead-
ers of his time. IIe was not only remarkable .or
his superiority in military exercises, but his talents
in the cabinet were likewise highly promising, and
though he was an object of jealousy to some of
the nobles, whe were mortified at sceing a stranger
and a mere youth s0 flattered by their sovereign,
yet with the majority he was a great and deserved
favourite.



334 THE MAHRATTA CHIEF,

CIIAPTER VII.

SrvaJEE onhis return, finding that there was no
enemy to oppose him, soon regained the territory
which he had lost during his captivity. All the
mountain forts again fell into his hands, and he
found himself in a better condition than ever to
frustrate the supremacy of the Mogul Emperor
in Southern India. Ina few months this enter-
prising warrior was at the head of an ariny of fifty
thousand  «oldiers, all daring men, accustomed
to the privations and fatigues of mountain war«
fare, and possessing that activity, hardihood, and
bodily energy peculiar to mountaineers.  Caleu-
lating his power, Sevajee determined upon some
exploit that should signalize his return from what
he con<idered a humiliating bondage.  Assembling
a body of ﬁ(‘teen thousand choice troops, he
marched towirds Surat, during the rains, when
an assar!i from enemies was the least expected.
¥ yne morning a Banian entered that city, offer-
ing various stuffs for sule. Being a facetious man,
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as indeed most of those itinerant traders are, and
having a quantity of choice brocades, he readily
found admittance into the houses of the opu-
lent citizens.  Surat at this time was surrounded
only by a slight mud wall, a very insufficient detence
against the attacks of a daring enemy ; but sccure
in their iinmense wealth and commercial import-
ance, the citizens never scem to have thought
upon a hostile attack from any quarter, and it
being now the period of the monsovon, they slum-
bered in perfect security. The Banian visited all
parts of Surat with hi~ pack, meeting everywhere
with a flattering reception, and especially in the
houses of the wealthy merchants.  For three a. ys
he continued in the ¢ity. When he had sold all hi«
merchandize, he departed with the general gooa-
will of the citizens.

In order to mislead the inhabitants of Surat,
Sevajee had divided his forces into two bodies,
with which he cm":unpcd betore two important
places, as if abont to besiege them. Suddenly he
ordered the troops to withdraw from those places,
leaving only small parties who hadigeccived his
instrnctions to keep up a continued cla ., and
have lights burning during the night, iugh*fcr'
to give the appearance of a Jarge army en-
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camped on the spot. These devices were com-
pletely suceessful in lulling the suspicions of the
citizens of Surat. The streets were thronged by
day with thrifty traders, the bazaars with busy
chafferers, who Dy night reposed in unapprehen-
sive safety. In the midst of their slumbers,
however, they were roused by the din of arms.
Starting from their beds, they were stunned with
the shrieks of women and the cries of men. The
confusion was indescribable. An enemy was
within the walls, but amid the darkness it was im-
possible to distinguish friends from foes. The
clash of arms was everywherc heard, mingled with
the groans of the dying and the shrieks of the de-
spairing. Terror magnified the danger. The enemny
appeared an overwhelming host, sweeping through
the streets like a torrent, and spreading death
around like a blast of the Simoom. There was
little or no resistance. A ];mg' and indelent secu-
rity scemed to have unnerved every arm, and the
bad caunse triumphed.

Day dawnef, and presented a spectacle of gene-
ral devastatic®. The Mahrattas had become mas-
ters of $iit. The Banian who bad received the

“hospitality of its citizens was recognized in the
Mabhratta chief, who now reclaimed without an
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equivalent, the merchandise which he had so lately
sold.  The’ mercy of the conqueror was propiti-
ated by submission to the pillage which he directed
to be made. He permitted no bloodshed after the
surrender, but practically showed, however, that
he fully understood the law of appropriation. All
the rich merchants and factors were obliged to
exhibit their stores, and redeen them at a valua-
tion. For three days the work of plunder con-
tinued, but no persunal violence was offered to
any of the inhabitants.  When Sevajee had satis-
fied his appetite for pillage, and that of his troops.
he retired from the city o’ Surat. with beoty sup-
posed to have excecded in value one miliion ster-
ling.

Aurungzche was exceedingly mortified when he
heard of this daring violation of the laws of honour-
able warfare ; loqking upon it as an act of mere
predatory zggression, at once unbecoming a soldier
and a prince. He now took the same resolution
which he had already o frequently acted upon,
but with little eventual success, of gending an

army against Sevajee that should ext h his

power for ever. Accordingly he ordered a h

thousand men under command of an experience

and active gencral to proceed to the Deccan.
VOL, 1II. Q
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The young favourite already mentioned was made
second in*command, and marched with the high
and proud hope of distinguishing himself in the
field against the most formidable enemy of his
sovereign. His birth was a general mystery, but
such were his popular virtues, that although Au-
rungzebe had raised him to a_post of distinetion
about his own person, still this advancement had
excited little jealousy among the nobles, who gene-
rally admitted him to be deserving of such honour.

When the Mogul army reached the Decean,
they found Sevajee at the head of a numerous
force. By adopting his usual system of moun-
tain strategy, harassing his enemy by sudden
surprises, cutting oft their supplies, falling upon
straggling parties, and keeping up continucd
alarms in their camp, the indefatigable Mahratta
soon thinned their ranks, and’ reduced them to
considerable distress. e carefully avoided mect-
ing his enemies in the ope{l field, conscious, not
only of his own numerical inferiority, but of the su-
perior discjpline of the Moguls. By no stratagem
could the.tz} withdraw him from his mountain fast-
."eg?‘!‘:“. The troops at length became dispirited,
whd clamoured cither to be led at once against
the mounwin,e'_e_rs,, or return to the imperial city,
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as they were wasting their cnergies in difficult
marches and skirmishes, without coming into fair
contact with a foe,

In order to stiil these murmurings, the youthful
officer, who had been appointed second in com-
mand, offered to lead a detachment of twenty
thousand troops ameng the hills, and engage the
enemy upon his own ground. This proposal was
acceded to by the gencral in chief. The young
commander repaired with his detachment to the
mountains.  Sevajee, as usual, avoided a conflict
until he could avail himself of some advantage of
position.

One morning the Mogul camp was sudden.,
attached, buat the young general forming his
squadrons behind their teuts, soon repulsed the
assailants, and pursuing them into the gorges of
the monntains, slew many, and took several pri-
soners.  In the heat of pursuit he was separated
from his troops. 'l'urning into a narrow valley,
he received an arrow discharged by some hidden
urcher, through the fleshy part of his left arm.
Heated by the ardour of pursuit,
the wound, he spurred forward, forgettr
was alone. Suddenly his horse was shot ufider!
him : he fell—but almost mstantly springing upon
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his feet, looked round and perceived that he was
not followed by a single Mogul. Just as he was
preparing to retrace his steps, he saw an armed
Mahratta advanciug towards him. Cahlnly await-
ing his approach, and percciving that he was no
common encmy, the Mogul c¢ried——< Do I see the
leader of the Mahrattas ?”

“Why do you ask ?”

“ Because of all others he is the man I would
meet hand to hand.”

*“ Then you may enjoy your wish, for Sevajee
stands before you.”

There was no further parley ; the two leaders
encountered with wmutual animosity. The struggle
was fierce but short. The Mogul, being embur-
rassed by the wound in his arm, and somewhat
enfecbled by consequent loass of blood, was unable
to bring his best energies to the encounter. Se-
vajee was superior both in strengt.h and activity,

and very soon struck his advcrsary to the earth by
a severe sabre-stroke on the head. The Mogul,
being stunned, was quite at the mercy of his foe;
but that fog was as generous as he was brave.
Strugk, - ith the youth and beauty of his enemy,
‘Sevajee supported the youth’s head, and opening
his vest to exgp?iu the recall of his senses, saw to



THE MAHRATTA CHIEF. 341

his astonishment the distinct mark of a spear-head
upon the right breast. Raising a clear shrill cry, in
afew moments he was surrounded by his followers,
whom he ordered to lift the wounded officer and
bear him to one of his mountain fortresses in the
neighbourhood. The blow which he had re-
ceived on the head was so severe as to render him
insensible: the sabre had, nevertheless, inflicted
no wound. The numerous folds of his turban had
repelled it.

Upon recovering his consciousness, the young
Mogul perceived that he was in the hands of his
enemy. The wound in his arm had been dressed
and carefully bandaged, and in the course of that
evening he became an inmate of one of Sevajee’s
strongholds. On the following day he was brought
into the presence of Rochinara, who greeted him
with a courtesy which seemed to throw a gleam of
sunshine upon his captivity.

Sevajee approaclfing him with a bland air be-
sought him to bare his bosom. He inmediately
exposed it to the view of the princess, who, gazing
at him for a moment in specchlessastonishment,
rushed forward, threw herself upon tidneck and
covered it with her tears. ¢ My child,” at’
she cried — “my long lost son, you are come here
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to freedom and to joy ; in your vanquisher behold
a parent,—in me behold a mother. That mark
upon your breast, stamped there before the light
of heaven had beamed upon the embryo babe, is
too strong and unerring a signature by God's hand
to be mistaken.”

The youth’s astonishment was extreme, but
there were certain passages in his life with which
he alone was familiar, that to his mind perfectly
ratified what he now heard, and elucidated what to
his mind had ever been wrapped in painful secrecy.
Sevajee embraced his son, who told them that a
mystery had always hung over his birth, which he
had in vain endeavoured to unravel. He had
been brought up at a solitary village, in a family
with whom, though treated with kindness, he was
not happy. He had been instructed by a learned
Mussulman in the literature of his country, and
his natural predilection for all manly exercises
naturally led him to become an’adept in the use of
arms. He was treated with evident deference by
the person who had the charge of his infancy,
which always jnduced him to suspect that his birth
was abov{ 4heir condition. At the age of fifteen

« becie]  summoned to the court of Aurungzebe,
he was immediately distinguished by his sovereign,
and shortly raised to a post of responsibility.
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The mceting between the long-lost son and his
parents was one of’ tender and reciprocal congratu-
lation. Sambajee, by which name he was hence-
torward known, was too much rejoiced at having
been restored to his parents to feel any desire of
returning to the imperial court.

As ~oon as his wound was sufficiently healed to
enable him to venture out, he vejoined the Mogul
army. .\s he was extremely beloved by the troops,
among whom was a large body of Rajpoots, he
had no difficulty in persuading those more espe-
cially under his own command, to revolt from
the Emperor and join the forces of Sevajee.  To
the surprise and consternation of’ the Mogul gene-
ral, in one night nearly one half of his army went
over to the Mahrattas, and left him no longer in a
condition to face those formidable enemicz of the
state.  Breaking up his encampment, theretore, he
returned to Dethi with the ncews of his ill success,
occasioned by the retolt of the trovps and their
union with the foe. Aurungzebe could not repress
his indignation at these tidings. e now saw that
the strength of bis enemy was inéreased to such a
degree as to render him a dangerous rival ;- ~that
the harmony of his family was disturbed, and s
favourite, on whom he had lavished honours, and
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whom he had intended to advance to still higher
distinctions, had turned traitor.

Sevajee now becane the most powerful prince
of Southern India. He could muster an army of
fitty thousand foot and a hundred thousand horse.
Dreaded by the neighbouring potentates, and hav-
ing raised the reputation of his arms by foiling
the legions of Aurungzebe, he determined to satisfy
his pride and dazzle his followers by a formal
coronation, modelled upon that of the Mogual, in
which the weighing against gold, and other poinp-
ous ceremonies were not omitted.  Gifts to an
immense value, bestowed upon DBralmins, gave
lustre to this as well as to other high political fes-
tivals. .

From this time the prosperity of Sevajee con-
tinued without abatement until his death, which
happened in the year 1680, at the age of fifty, and
he was succeeded by his son Sambajee. The
princess Rochinara did not 1éng survive him.

THE END.
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