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TARA:
A MAHRATTA TALE.

CHAPTER L

Tue young Ashruf van lightly along before the
party, leading them, by narrow lanes and strects fa-
miliwr to him, direct to the spot where the occurrences
of the night had taken place; and under such guidande
-— for the boy’s speed never flagged for a moment —
Afzool Khan and his men arived at the building
where Fazil was waiting, almost ere the sun's rays
were sparkling upon the tall minarets and domes of
the city. .

Ie had looked anxiously for their coming long ere
dawn broke; for he had awakcned as usual for the
morning prayer, in whiclighe was joined by the Duf-
fadar and several other devqut members of the guard;
and since its conclusion Lé*lad been sitting op the
step of the guard-room, or watching Bulwg ypvho
slept heavily but restlessly, and speculating, $ the
reason of his young messenger’s delay. Trulytlhdering
was it; therefore, after Learing from-a great distance
the rapid advance of a body of horsemen borne on
the still morning air, to sece the well-known band of
spearmen, led by the young Ashruf, turn the corner
of the street, and immediately following them the tall
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figure of his father, and with him perhaps fifty of the
Paigah.

A few moments served to bring the party to the
spot. As his father strove to alight rapidly, Fazil
sprang to aid him with a joyful cry; and when the
old Khan could disengage himself from his stirrup,
a hearty embrace followed, to the no small wonder of
a crowd of necighbours, whom the unetpocted appear-
ance of a well-known nobleman and his dashing escort
had collected: and who could et understand the
warm greeting and cembrace between what appeared
to be a Hindu beggar, still much besmecared with
wood-ashes and paint, and so gallant a cavalier as
Afzool Khan,

Led by Fazil into the apartment we have already
mentioned, the Khan submitted to be seated upon a
carpet; and the room being partially cleared, he pro-
cceded to inquire into the circumstances of his son’s
detention, and of the fray of which Ashruf had in-
formed him. Upon Bulwunt, the sound of the old
Khan's voice acted like a ¢harm. Weakened by loss
of blood, he had fallen into a dreamy kind of doze
rather than sleep, which, the trampling of the horses,
and exclamations from ‘their 11(191'-. as they arrived, had
converted into an imaginary battle-field, on which he
lay wounded and helpless; but when the well-known
voice of his lord*was no longer doubtful, he was aroused,
and, raising himself fecbly, earnestly requested his
master to come to him to hear, as he thought them,
his last words.

“He is not in fault, my lord,” he said faintly, and
pointing to Fazil. “They would have made out that
he wounded me — may their tongues rot! He will



A MAHRATTA TALE. 3

tell you all that happened, and how the enemy of my
house, Tannajee Maloosray, has given me my death-
blow.”

“Not o, hrave Bulwunt,” said the Khan, cheerfully;
“there is no fear of thee, methinks. Thou art weak,
and thy sight fails thee; but keep a good heart, friend,
thou wilt strike many a blow yet for Afzool Khan; a
few days’ rest, and this trouble will be forgotten.”

“Has he toitl you all?” asked Bulwunt.

“Not yet, not, yet, friend; hut I shall hear it ere
long.”

“Track him, track him, my lord,” continued Bul-
wunt; “Maloosray cannot be gone far. He is ¢ven now
in the city, at one of the Mutts or Serais. Ile could
not escape if the gates were watched. IIe might even
be found at ——"

But speech suddenly failed the poor fellow, and,
exhausted with Lis effort, he sank back, fainting, on
the pillow.

“What did he say, son?” asked the Khan, quickly;
“what of Tannajce Maloosray? Ilim of PertdAbgurh —
the friend of Sivaji Bhdslay?”

“Even so, father,” replied Fazil. “I did not men-
tion him, as there were so many listeners, and the
matter was for your private car; but, as Bulwunt has
said it, no matter now. Would that we knew his
haunts! Perhaps he knows, but he is.too exhausted to
speak.”

“Tannajee Maloosray here! — in Beejapoor!” ex-
claimed the Khan, “and hath done this deed! O that
we knew where the villain were hiding! Nevertheless,
the gates shall be well guarded; that was a good
thought of thine, Bulwunt. Ilo, without there! onc of

1%
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ye ride to each gate of the city — tell those on guard
there, that Maloosray hath been seen within the city
last night, and all that pass out are to be well looked
to. Do ye hear?”

“Jo Hookum,”* cried a number of the men who
heard the order; and after a brief consultation together,
single horsemen dashed away to the several places to
which their crrands tended.

“And now change thy dress, son$” continued his
father; “this disguise is hardly seegly to thee. Here
is a suit, and there will be water outside.”

“If the Duffadar here have no objection,” returned
the young man. “You forget, father; I am his prisoner
of my own free will.”

*Chut, chut, boy! thou art no prisoner — be quick,”
cried the Khan.

“The saints forbid,” interposed the Duffadar, “that
any one of such exalted fajth as the son of Afzool
Khan should be ever suspected of being an infidel.
When ——"

“There, there, Fazil! go!” interrupted the Khan,
laughing; “I have no eyes for thee in that abomination;
let us see thee in thy proper shape.”

“Then follow me, father, into this apartment,” re-
plied Fazil; “I1 have that to say which will not bear
witnesses -— much that is marvellous.”

“That I doubt not, son. 1 will follow when Bul-
wunt is cared for; I see they have brought up the
palankeen.”

So saying, the Kban tried to raise the wounded
man, while he spoke cheerily to him. Again, at the
sound of his lord's voice, the spirit of the retainer

* According to order—a respectful affirmative.
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rallied, but it apparently hovered between life and
death; for, after another faint attempt to speak, he fell
back exhausted.

“It is of nv use,” muttered the Khan; “he will die,
1 fear, and we can ill spare him. Ho, without! bearers
or spearmen! Come in some of ye. And look ye,” he
added, as scveral entered, “take up Bulwunt Rao, care-
fully, as he lics, by the corners of the blanket; put him
into the palankeen, and take him home at your easiest
pace. He is to be’lodged in the private apartment of
the Khilwut* Get a bed from the house, and send for
our physician directly, and the surgeon of the palace. ...
Now begone.”

Carcfully and gently the men raised him up, and
bore him ont. le groancd huwlly as he reached the
open air, yet it scemed to revive him, for he looked
around. Some of his comrades who cmwdcd round
spoke cheerily to him, and he recognised them and
smiled. He was at once placed in the litter, and the
hearers, at a rapid but casy pace, procecded home-
wards.

“I dare not have spoken to thee, my son,” said the
old Khan, when he had joined Fazil, who was busily
engaged washing the ashes from his face, neck, and
arms, “beforce those people, though I was burning to
do so. So thou hast really discovered somecthing by
tlie night’s adventure. This Tannajee, — what of him?
Tell me quickly!”

‘“Alas! father,” returned the young man, sadly,
“I know so much, and of such weighty matters, that
my soul trembles under them. T would almost that
I had not gone out last night, or that other lips than

* Private apartments.
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mine had to tell thee a tale of treachery and wrong-
doing.”

“Son! I see it in thy face. The Wuzeer!” exclaimed
the Khan, starting.

“He is false, father — false,” continued Fazil.

“Ah, I feared so; but speak, boy, how is it? Who
told thee?” cried Afzool Khan, impatiently.

“I need not say more to confirm.it than that the
King knows it,” rcturned Fazil; “and that he has
papers now in his possession which leave no doubt
of Khan Mahomed's treachery; Mirza Anwur Ali
and the Shab took them last night, and paid for
them.”

“Ya Alla kureem!* and where was this? By the
Prophet, tell me, Fazil! My soul eats your words!
speak, boy, quickly.”

Then Fazil rapidly sketched the scene of which
the reader already knows the detail, while the old
Khan listened in silent amazement, his forefinger be-
tween his tecth.

“Ya Khubeer-o!** and hath all this been so easily
found out?” he exclaimed. “AhL, Khan Mahomed!
often has your poor friend warned you; but in vain.
Now you are lost, alas, alas! and for that insane am-
bition which would not be repressed.”

“We must save him, father!” cried Fazil; “he
must not perish. At the risk of my own life would I
do aught possible to avert the danger which threatens
him. What can we do? Implore the King to spare
the ancient friend of his house? or write and warn

i

L
* O merciful God' Rt
** O communicator of information' — one of the appellations of Di-
vinity.
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Lim? Ah, father, you arc his most valued friend, and
his son is as a brother to me! Speak; what can be
done?”

“Alas, T know not yet, son,” he replied, sadly;
“but tell it againg all, Fazil -— all that the King said.
I will think it over. Wishing to save, we must not
destroy.”

Fazil again narrated what he had seen, and, as
well as he coutd remember them, the contents of the
letter which the Lalla had repeated. But the Khan
thought long and deeply on the whole matter ere he
could see his way to action. At last he said to his
son -—

“What 1 have determined upon ought to suit both
parties. I will go instantly to the King, and try if his
purpose as to the Wuzeer can be discovered. 1 must
take the papers he gave me in any case.t Do thou,
Fazil, go to thy friend — it may be that he knows
all; but, if not, he can be warned of the danger.
Timely submission may alone avert it; but the peril is
fearful.”

“Alla is just, and it will be as He wills,” returned
his son, devoutly; “but we must not forget that Lalla;
his presence may be of moment, and it were well he
were cared for; his wound was a mere scratch, and he
may be able to ride; let us send for him.”

So a messenger was despatched to bring him, or to
ascertain, at least, whether he could ride; as, if not,
a litter would be provided. To the vexation of Fazil,
however, and his father, the messenger returned saying,
that a litter had already been sent hy the Kétwal's
orders, about the time of morning prayer, and he had
been taken away to that officer.
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“Jehdndar Beg is faithful,” said the old Khan.
“He is as true to the King’s salt as 1 am myself, else
1 should have feared the result; but who can hold the
Lalla’s tongue? — that is what I dread, Fazil.”

“And he did not appear over-disercet either, father,”
replied Fazil; “however, the best thing we can do is
to follow up the information, and go to the Kétwallee;
it is my duty too, to see the worthy old Duffadar safe
through the matter, for truly he did what he could.”

“True, son,” returned Afzool Khan; “and I will
accompany thee. Jehdndar Beg mny not have for-
gotten some matters in which I have been able to be-
friend him now and then. Noj; that Lalla must not
slip through our hands, Fazil.”

By this time Ashruf had saddled his father’s am-
bling pony, and stood waiting without, so the cavalcade
was soon ready. The Khan's men were all mounted,
and a few of the Duffadar’s guard attended as escort
to the Kullal, for whom his own peny had heen pro-
vided, so that there was no delay; and as Fazil and
his father stepped from the guard-room, the young
man's appearance was the signal for a shout of con-
gratulation from all, which being duly acknowledged,
Fazil turned with a smile to the old Duffadar, and told
hir “his prisoners™ were ready.

“If T can but assist ye, noble gentlemen,” said the
old man, respectfully, “in this matter, it will be a
happy thing; and if my son —"

“Bismilla!” exclaimed Afzool Khan, mounting his
horse, and interrupting him; “we are no evil-doers, to
fear justice. Move forward!”

The building where the Kétwal's morning court
was held, was at no very great distance, in the city
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itself; the other comrt was within the fort, not far from
the King’s palace; and they proceeded to the former
at a rapid pace. By-and-by, as they drew nearer the
place of their destination, a horseman dashed on to
give motice of the near approach of the Khan, in order
that he might be met, and greeted in a manner due to
his rank.

“What can bring Afzool Khan, the pious and true,
here?” asked dne of the under-officers on duty at the
entrance guard-rosm of the outer court. “Ile is no
brawler or intriguer?”

“Who knows, Meer Sahib,” replied the person ad-
dressed. “In these days the world is turning topsy-
turvy, and one has to sec and believe strange things.
There is already a report that the young Khan is in
fault, and las wounded the man who was brought in
a little while ago upon a bed, and killed another; for
a body was found this morning near a temple beyond
the fort. I was at the Bazar mosque at carly prayer,
and they said there it would be a bad business. What
matter? Afzool Khan has plenty of cash, and a sharp
fine will set all straight.”

“I pray it may be no worse, friend,” returned the
first speaker; “but I have heard Jehdndar Beg swear
upon the holy book to spare no one if blood hath heen
shed; and here is one man dcad and one wounded to
be accounted for. A bad husiness, friend — a bad
business; but we shall see. God grant it may not lead
to that!” and he pointed to the corner of the court,
where lay a hand in a pool of blood — a ghastly
evidence of summary justice on a criminal but just
performed. “But we shall se¢; the Khan is heavily
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attended, and methinks it would be as well to let him
alone.”

“Ay, friend, he is one of the old stock, well tried
and trusted; the peace of God and the Prophet be upon
him and his; and that is a brave boy, ’tis a pity he
should be in any trouble. Would we had more of them
about the King! 'Truth is lie, and lie is truth, friend,
in these days; and men whisper that Jehdndar Beg is
no friend to Afzool Khan, nor the Wu%eer cither, and
they are of the same party, but we shall see. 'What
will be, will be.”

CHAPTER I1.

Arnmost as they spoke, the Khan’s retinue ap-
proached, and, preceded by its band of spearmen,
some horsemen, and the party of the old Duffadar,
swept round the corner of the adjoining street. Very
conspicuous among the cavalcade were the figures of the
father and son riding together; the Khan in his morn-
ing suit of heavy cloth-of-gold, which glittered richly
in the sun; his son, plainly dressed in white muslin.

Fazil rode a led horse of his father's, which he sat
with perfect confidence and control of the fiery animal;
but his countenance expressed anxiety which he could
not restrain. In truth, he felt, notwithstanding his
assurance to his father, that if he were subjected to a
striet examination, he should be ill able to account
satisfactorily for the various events of the night with-
out compromising others. In regard to Maloosray, he
had one witness in the Kullal; and there was nothing
to implicate him in the occurrence at the temple, in
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case it should form subject of inquiry. No, he could
not now recede.

As to the old Khan himself, no thought of fear dis-
quicted him. He considered that he was only humour-
ing a whim of his son’s in accompanying him, that he
might insure the Duffadar’s being freed from blame.
Suspicion of aught affecting the safety or honour of his
house had never entered his mind; and he had ridden
along gaily, c’ausing his fine warhorse to caracole and
bound, free from all thought of uneasiness, except
what might result from the delay.

As the party entered the gate, they were met by
several persons deputed to receive them, and returned
the respectful and hearty greetings of the soldiery on
duty, to whom they were well known. Dismounting
at the end of the court, they passed through to the
next, where already many suitors and complainants
were assembled. There, too, on a bed which had
been placed in a side-room, lay the Lalla, with a sheet
drawn over him, which Fazil saw was stained with
blood. The Lalla had covered his face; but the pink
colour of his turban, and its peculiar tie, were not to
be mistaken. So, passing all, and receiving and re-
tarning salutatious, they entered the room of audience,
where, surrounded by a few Mutsuddees, or scribes,
sat the Kdtwal* himself.

Jehdndar Beg was a Persian by birth, a man of
some learning and much cunning, but really intelligent.
Those were times when the service of Indian prinecs
was eagerly sought for by Persians, Turks, Affghans,
and even Abyssinians; and adventurers often rose to

¥ Chief magistrate of a city, or superintendent of a bazar.
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princely rank and honour in their service. Jehdndar
Beg was one of these. When young he had accom-
panied a relative to the Dekhan court, the prince of
which was a Sheea — his own faith — and where,
among others of his countrymen, the historian Mahomed
Kasim Ferishta had been distinguished. He had risen
steadily in the King's service, and proved himself
brave in the field, as well as sagacious and trustworthy.
Having attained to his present office, Be was, in the
main, respected, and was the dread of ¢ll night brawlers,
sharpers, and thicves, whom he punished heavily; but
he was fond of money, and it was whispered that, in
grave offences, he had his private price. After all,
what mattered that? Occasionally a great person was
fined, or otherwise punished, and so men's mouths
were stopped, and the Kdtwal believed to be a great
man.

Jehdndar Beg's appearance was magnificent. He
always wore the peaked lamb’s-wool cap of Khorassan,
and the Persian robe; and his rich brown complexion,
and dark-brown curly beard, grave features, and large
soft black cyes, combined to render his face a re-
markable one, not easily forgotten. The expression
seldom varied; nothing ever caused him to laugh in
his court — rarely to smile — nor did he ever ex-
press anger. Mappen what might, his habitual gravity
never relaxed for a moment, and there was no man
who could tell a lie, conceal a fact, or change an
opinion — or, in the course of duty, order the torture,
and look upon it, with such perfect imperturbability
as he did.

His office was at once arduous and difficult, but
he was not restricted in power. In cases of life and
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death, perhaps, and if the criminal were of importance,
reference might be made to the chief legal authority
or to the King; but, as far as minor punishments were
needed, the lopping off of an arm, a hand, or a foot:
-— torture and imprisvnment, or the like, — no one
questioned the Kditwal's acts. As chief magistrate
of a city which contained a large proportion of law-
less population, he often found it necessary to make
sudden and severe examples in order to check disorder
and crime: and, secently, the city had been agitated
by conspirators: parties ran high; and duels and
brawls, generally attended by fatal consequences, were
frequent.

The old Duffadar was right when he told Fazil
of the Kétwal’s oath to punish severely the first brawler
who should be apprehended, and he trembled for the
consequences of the inquiry into the night's dis-
turbances. llere were two men wounded, and, as far
as he knew, another who had been taken off, or who
had got away; and one dead body, found near the
temple of Bhowani among the tamarind trces was
fresh, though torn by wild animals, and the blood had
been traced back to the temple wall, on the top of
which some stones had been displaced.

Altogether, matters had an ugly appearance; and
the old man could not help thinking that Fazil was
concerned in both affairs. “May God be nerciful to
him,” he said to himself, “for he is a brave youth,
son of a gallant father; better a hundred battlefields,
and a fair chance man to man, than the crooked ways
of this court, and the merciless character of Jehdndar
Beg. Be wary, my lord,” he whispered to Fazil, as,
having made his obeisance and report, he was falling
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back to get free of the advancing parties; ‘“‘Jehdndar
Beg's looks are mnot pleasant this morning, and you
need to be careful. I should not warn you without
there were necd; be careful in what you say, and 1
will guide you by my looks from time to time.”

But Fazil had no fear. Unused to such scenes, he
could only feel that his word would pass him free
from all suspicion, and that his father’ H rank and good
faith were above question.

To the old Khan, the Kétwal'sqgrecting was one
of respectful deference; and the scat of honour was
assigned to him. T'o Fazil, however, he maintained
a stiff reserve — so pointed, that the Khan could not
but notice and remark upon it.

“That is my son,” he said, after an awkward pause
which no one apparently dared to break, “and 1 would
have you acquainted with him, Meerza Rahib. Shookr
Ulla!* he is not utterly unknown among the ranks of
thuse who are true to the King in Beejapoor, though
he is yet but a youth.”

There was no reply, however, given to this speech,
and the embarrassment of all grew more painful. The
clerks and guards looked from one to another, and the
old Khan to them in succession, with increasing in-
dignation at their demeanour.

“By the Prophet!” he exclaimed at length, ironi-
cally, “ye seecm marvellously engaged, gentlemen,” as,
on hearing him speak, every onc looked away, or into
the papers before them, “that a civil greeting does
not obtain a civil answer. Your politeness, Meerza
Sahib, is proverbial in the city; but it seems to have
deserted you on this occasion, or is reserved for thieves

* Thanks to God!
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and loose women. Come, my son — come; we intrude
here.  Jehdndar Beg has his own private work to do
no doubt, and does not need our company.”

“Ilold!” cried the Kdétwal; and, as he spoke, several
of the armed attendants closed up the doorway with
their long broad spears, while others without blew the
matches of their guns. “Hold! Thou mayst go, Afzoul
Khan, for what may follow may gneve thy brave
heart; but thert is blood on thy son’s sword, and it
must be inquired anto.  Young man, what is t}uq they
say against thee? A man killcd in a drunken brawl
in the worst quarter of the city? Was this to be ex-
pected from the son of Afzool Khan? Speak, and
speak truly, hefore God and his Prophet.”  The
Meerza's cyes flashed and dilated as he spoke; and as
they rested upon the young man, who had not seated
himself, they were met by a gaze as bold and fearless
as his own.

“I am no brawler, Meerza Sahib,” he exclaimed, in
reply.  “Astagh-fur-oolla!* — nor drunkard either.
Peace, father! sit quiet; let me answer for myself -
[ am not afraid,” he added, as the Khan attempted to
rise, and was evidently provoked beyond endurance.
“Ask the Duffadar who accompanied me, and the man
in whose house it happened, whether I am to blame.
Their statements will suffice.”

“There are two matters to answer for, Mcah Sahib,”
said the Kdétwal. “Were you not in the dress of a
Gosai last night, and another with you? Nay; no
denial!”

“T have nothing to deny, Mecrza Sahib,” returned

* (Fod forbnd! — an expression of abhorrence.
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Fazil. “My father knew of it, and I went by his
permission.”

“Good. Now, Peer Sahib, what happened to you?”
asked the Kdtwal of another officer present.

“My lord, it was just before midnight,” he replied,
“when two men, Gosais brought a third person, who
was slightly wounded, but complained much of his
neck. He is a foreigner, for he speaks the Dehli
language. They said he had been robbed, and told
us to keep him safe till the morning, when they would
come for him; and as the man was very helpless, we
put him on a bed in the guard-room, and have brought
him here.  Again at dawn, some of the men were
going towards the temple of Toolja Bhowani, when
they saw the dead body of a man, with a deep wound
in his back and a stab in his breast — a llindu, for
he had on a Bramhun's thread, so he may be a Rajpoot;
but no one knew him.  Several mohurs were picked
up by him and others between this place and the
temple: — the Mutsuddee has them -— eleven, T think,
—— and there was blood all the way along. It was a
desperate cut; and how the man could have run at all
with those wounds, it is hard to say.”

“He was murdered, then,” thought Fazil; “would
I had not struck him! yet there is one traitor and
robber the less.”

“And the man who was brought in, what of him?”
asked the Kdtwal.

“He moaned and groaned, my lord, worse than a
woman; said he had been robbed at the temple; spoke
of Pahar Singh who had wounded him, Maun Singh
who bad throttled him, then of the Shah's secretary
~— may his name be honoured! — and some ten thou-
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sand rupees. In short, noble sir, we could make nothing
of the matter, for he began to weep if we spoke to
him, and told us to take him to the King without
delay. So we brought him here, and he must speak for
himself. It appeared to me like the dream of some
opium-smoker,” continucd the speaker to those about
him; “we could not understand it at all.”

“Shouldst thou know the men who brought him?”

“Well, my ford, I can’t say for certain,” replied
the officer, “but owe of our people said they were not
what they scemed; and he thought one was Bulwunt
LRao, who is a Silladar of the noble Khan yonder, and
who goes about bazars at night, sometimes; the other’s
face was tied up, and he did not speak.”

“1 was the other, Meerza Sahib,” interposed Fazil,
quietly.

“T thought as much,” said the Kétwal, dryly.
“Were they armed, Peer Sahib?”

“Yes, to be sure, my lord,” he replied; “would any
one go about in those quarters at night without being
armed? Yes, they had sword and shield.”

“Where are the weapons?”

“Here, my lord,” replied the other Duffadar, who
now interposed, “in my keeping; the young Khan gave
them up to me. Ile has another sword now.”

“Yes, there is blood on the blade, and here are cuts,
fresh ones, on the shicld,” said Jehdndar Beg, examin-
ing Fazil's weapons. “How, young sir, do you ac-
count for these?”

“I will reserve what I have to say; it is no use
speaking now,” returned Fazil, who had observed his
old friend shake his head, and who again nodded ap-
provingly.

Tara. II. 2
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“Bring in the wounded man,” cried the Kdtwal;
and the bed on which our poor friend the Lalla lay,
was carried in and set down; “we must confront the
parties.”

“Get up, good man,” said an attendant Mutsuddee;
“this is the Kdtwal; make your reverence, and tell
what happened to you.”

“Ab, protect me, befriend me. T have been robbed
and murdered . ... I cannot get up .... I am a
poor man and a stranger. Look atny blood,” gasped
the Lalla by turns to all about him.

“Who did it? and who art thou?” cried the Kot-
wal.  “Where hast thou come from?”

Now it might be awkward for the Lalla to answer
these questions. He knew he had a few gold coins
left, enough to keep him for some time -— for he had
been used to poverty, and could endure it — if he
could only get free.  Any man with quick wits, could
do something for Limself in the city; and had he not
done good service?  These thoughts passed rapidly
through his ‘mind ere he spoke.

“Asylum of justice!” he said, in his most humble
tones, “I don't know who did it, but 1 was robbed in
the temple.”

“Of ten thousand rupees? Speak truly.”

“Ah no, sirs. What would a poor Khayet* like
me do with ten thousand rupees? No, but of what I
had in my humecana.”**

“ And Pahar Singh? they tell me he was mentioned
by thee.” M

“Ah, noble sir, I am a stranger and a foreigner;

* Khayet — a casto of Hindus, usually clerks or merchants.
** A belt worn round the waist to carry money in.
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what do I know about Pahar Singh, or anybody? I
am very weak.” added the Lalla, in a feeble voice;
“will no one help me?” and he lay down, as well to
escape farther questioning, as to excite pity for his
misfortunes.

“This will not serve thee, whoever thou art,” re-
turned the Kdérwal; “answer truly, where art thou
cume from, and what took thee to that lonely temple
at night?”

“My lord, I #n a poor Khayet from the north,
secking serviee; and I fell among thieves who decoyed
we thither and robbed me. See, they wounded me
also, and tried to strangle me. What more can I
say?”

“That is not enough, friend,” resumed the Kétwal;
“we must know how it happened, for cthers here ap-
pear concerned in the matter, and murder hath been
done.”

“Murder, my lord!” cried the Lalla, again raising
himself; “there was no wmurder, though perhaps they
thought they had killed me when they took what I
had.”

“Who, Lalla? be not afraid,” said Jehindar Beg,
soothingly.

“A sceming Jogi and another. They ran away,
and left me senseless. Then two Gosais came and
raised me up, and gave me water, and took me to the
guard-room. May the gods recompense them, for they
bound up my wound!”

* “Pwo Gosais — ah, this may be some clue!” said
the Kétwal; ‘“‘this agrees with the other statement.
Then thou art one of them, Meah Sahib?”

Qi
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“I have already said so,” replied Fazil; “and my
retainer, Bulwunt Rao, was the other.”

“What took you there?”

Fazil considered for a moment. What he had been
witness of could not now be related, and he replied,
“It was a matter, Meerza Sahib, in which I am not
bound to answer you. If those it concerns are to hear
of it, they shall know otherwise.”

“Beware, young sir!” said the Kotwal, gravely;
“there can be no secrets here.”  «

“Nevertheless, 1 cannot answer. It is enough that
I have told my father of it,” returned Fazil.

“Yes, Jchdndar Beg,” said Afzool Khan, “he has
said enough to prove he was no robber, and that ought
to content you.”

“Yet there was murder done, my friend,” replied
the official, quickly; *“blood was on the wall of the
court, and a corpse not far from it, and there is blood
on this sword of your son’s. He should clear himself
of this horrible suspicion. But stay; there is the other
affray to be accounted for, -— that in the wine-shop —
a drunken brawl, 1 fear.”

“T am no brawler, Mcerza Sahib, nor drunkard,”
exclaimed Fazil, indignantly. “The man is present
in whose house it occurred; let him say what hap-
pened.”

“Let him be brought forward, and let Fureed
Duffadar state what happened,” said the Kdtwal,
authoritatively. “Till then be silent, Meah.”
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CHAPTER IIL

Tae old Duffadar’s account was clear and circum-
stantial, and the Kdtwal listened attentively. When
it was finished, the Kullal was called, and, prostrating
himself, began by imploring protection, which was
wla.nted

“It is a weighty matter, my lords,” he said, “and
needs much inquiry. May it please you to listen,” he
continued, after a pause, as if to colloct his thoughts.
“Your slave would represent that he heard a conversa-
tion between the young Khan there and a man whose
name may hardly be mentioned in Beejapoor, Tannajee
Maloosray.”

“Maloosray!” echoed the Kdétwal.  “Protection of
God! thou art not mad to say this? or drunk?”

“May 1 be your sacrifice!” continued the man,
evidently observing that his words had made an im-
pression, “I am not mad, and I have an oath against
wine. 1 swear by the King’s salt, that he spoke with
Maloosray.”

“And he was disguised like a Gosai, Fureed?”
asked the Kdtwal of the old Duffadar.

“Khodawund!* what did he tell you himself he
was?” replied the man. “He changed his dress when
his father came. Even now the ashes may be on his
body.”

“What said the young Khan to Maloosray?”
asked the Kotwal of the Kullal. “Speak truly, or I
will have thee flogged through the bazar, and all

* My lord!
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thy property confiscated for irregular hours in thy
shop.”

This was what the man feared from the first. Had
Fazil appeared in favour, he would have appealed
to him for cxplanations in regard to the affray, for
which he dreaded he should be punished; but Fauil
seemed alrcady unable to help himself, so he had
determined to take his own course in the opposite
direction. .

“Why should I tell a lie?” he Yeplied, holding up
his hands humnbly and with a gesture of supplication.
“I swear by your feet it is truc.” Pointing to Fazil,
he continued -— *‘Ie said he knew Pahar Singh was
at the temple, and they sent a man for him; and if he
did not come, that they should meet again. Then
Maloosray said something about Sivaji Bhoslay, and
the Moguls, and the Shah Aurungzeeb, and armics,
and there was another message to Pahar Singh. Then
another man struck a blow at the Maloosray, and
they fought, and I screcamed out for the guard, and
Maloosray ran off; but I secured him,” and he pointed
to Fazil.

“O base-born!” exclaimed Fazil, “thy mouth is
full of lies ”

i

“Hear him,” interrupted the man; “he had me
tied up till the blood nearly burst from my fingers,
and made me promise not to reveal this. Behold, my
lord, the marks of the cords, and how my arms are
swelled. By my child’s head it is true, noble sir; it
is all true. Iow could I, a poor seller of ganja and
bhung, have dreamed such things of Tannajec and
Sivaji? Do not men tremble at their names? Search
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the young Khan, he has papers which Maloosray gave
him. I saw them mysclf ”

“Alas, it is but too clear to me,” said the Kétwal,
interrupting Afzool Khan, who was about to speak,
“that there is deep treachery here. Deep plots arc
being laid, but this poor servant of God has a clue to
one at least. Inshalla!* it will be sifted to the bottom.
Fnough of suspicion was there against you, young sir,
on the other nmiter, but this is graver still. Yield,
therefore, Afzool Khan, and you Meah; resistance is
vain, and I would fain spare blood.”

As he spoke, the soldiers and attendants, who had
gradually gathered round them, closed in so near that
they could have been seized or overpowered at once,
it the old Khan’s sword had not been drawn by him
the instant their movement was made. Now, as he
stood prepared to meet any attack, his eyes flashing
and his tall figure drawn up to its full height, no
one ventured a step towards them, nor offered to
seize his son who, on his part, made no attempt at
resistance.

“Draw, Fazil, draw!” cried the Khan; “let us see
which of these sons of vile mothers will first dic.
O that we had a score of our fellows with us, this
insult would not have happened. Draw, boy! a few
good strokes will see us clear of this gang of execu-
tioners, and there arc enough men without to carry
us through the city. Come on, in the name of God!
Bismilla!”

Saying this, the old man advanced a step, while
those before him, so sudden and determined was his
movement, fell back as though they would have al-

.* Please God!
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lowed him egress. Fazil, however, saw his father's
danger, not only from the chance of a sword-thrust
or blow in the struggle which must ensue, and the
certainty of an attempt at rescue by the men without
if they heard of it, but in the disgrace and suspicion
which would fall upon them if the inquiry were forcibly
interrupted.

“Father, father!” he cried, passionately, “do not
stir. I implore you, move not. You know how false
this base charge is, and I beseech grou not to let it be
said that we feared to meet it, and evaded justice.
Yes, let it be first done on this lying dog, who has
misled Jehdndar Beg. Sce, for one, I surrender my-
self and my weapons;” and, as he spoke, he threw his
sword and dagger on the floor, which were eagerly
secured by an attendant.

“Degenerate!” cried his father. “Dost thou fear
death, boy? When did an Affghan ever surrender his
weapons but with his life? Fie on thee for a coward,
to hesitate to strike a blow for me!”

“Coward!” exclaimed the young man, sadly.
“Father, you know not what you say. Why such
bitter words? is this a time for contention?”

“Khan Sahib,” said Jechdndar Beg, who had risen
with the others, and now advanced, “listen to your
son’s words of peace and reason. You are alone, and,
though one or two might fall, there would be no
escape. The blood of Afzool Khan, or his son, should
not flow in a court of justice, but against the King's
enemies. Put up your weapon, and wear it, Khan;
and you, noble youth, yours. Appearances are against
you both; and these plots have been so long hidden
from us, that your poor servant, the slave of the King



A MAIIRATTA TALE. 25

-—— may his splendour increase! — has no alternative
but to detain you till the pleasure of the Wuzeer is
known.”

“Father, 1 besecch you to listen to reason -— to
advice kindly given and well meant,” ecried Fazil;
“consider what is at stake, and that the moment we
have speech of the King there will be no fear.”

Afzool Khan looked from one to the other and
around him irresdlutely, and the tears rose to his eyes,
and fell over in large drops. Any advance would have
decided him to an act of desperation; but his son saw
the' struggle in his mind, and, throwing himself before
him, grasped his feet.

“Father, save your honour,” he cried, carnestly;
“save your life by my example. Shall it be said
that Afzool Khan died a traitor, or that a breath of
suspicion rested upon the truest, most loyal name in
Reejapoor?”

A moment the old Khan hesitated, but his sword-
point dropped, and he dashed his hand across his eyes
impatiently. “My spirit chafes at the thought of
restraint, Fazil,” he said; “yet for thy sake, boy, 1
submit. But 1 pray thee, Jehdndar Beg, let thine
errand to the Wuzeer be done swiftly, or, by the Pro-
phet, there be those in my service who would reck
little of a rescue. Stay, T bad better write; that will
assure them more.”

A few lines were hastily written by Fazil, and
scaled with the Khan's private signet. One of the
escort was called up, and the note given to him by
Fazil himself, with an order to take the men home,
and a caution to be disereet. The soldier looked about
Lim incredulously.
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“Do you remain of your own pleasure, my lord?”
he asked.

“Yes,” replicd the Khan'; “we have business here
for to-day which cannot be deferred. Keep quiet all
of ye; hut be ready,” he added, in an under-tone;
“when 1 need ye I will send word.”

“Very good,” cried the man, in a loud wvoice, in
order to cover the Khan's wlmpen, ‘very good; I
understand; it shall be done.”

“You had better withdraw to, thc private apart-
ments, Khan,” said the Kétwal, respectfully. “I know
too well the honour of a Puttdn to question you. Stay
there till I return. Refreshment, too, shall be provided;
and I pray you to consider this poor house as your
own while you stay in it. The Wuzeer was at Almella
yesterday, and is cxpeeted this evening.”

Afzool Khan hesitated, but his son whispered,
“We shall be better there, father, than amidst these
curious gazers,” and drew him along gently. He did
not resist, but followed passively. “Stay, however,”
added Fazil to the Kitwal; “where is Fureed Duffadar?
I would speak with him.”

The man advanced a few steps. “I am here, my
lord; what are your orders?”

“None from me,” returned Fazil; “but look you,
Meerza Sahib — for the sake of justice ask of this
good man what that Kullal told us; for it is in the law
that the word of a true believer is better than the oath
of a Kafir. And, pardon me, Meerza, but my father
and myself, in the name of the King, hold you re-
sponsible for the custody of that man. How came
Maloosray into his shop, or to remain there while a
King’s guard was within ear-shot? Ah, liar,” added
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the young man, as the Kullal was advancing, with
joined hands, and about to speak, ‘‘no more; thou hast
told enough lies for the present; by-and-by there will
be other questions. Beware of them!”

So saying, he passed with his father into the door
which the Kétwal himself held open. It was a quict,
secluded place — a small apartment supported upon
wooden pillars and arches, which opened into a court
shaded with trdes. Carpets and pillows were there
in abundance, and the place was cool and neatly
furnished.

“The papers, whatever they are, Meah, remain
with you,” said the Meerza. “Shall we examine them
here privately?”

“They will be shown to the King only,” said Faxil,
dryly, “for they concern no one else; meanwhile I am
responsible for them.”

“Then I will leave ye, noble sirs,” returned the
other; “be pleased to rest yourselves.”

“O for a moment’s speech of the King!” cried the
Khan, as they were alone. “Now it is too late, and
Khan Mahomed is lost. Nay, son, 'tis a pretty court,
and not unlike our own Khilwut; but I cannot breathe
freely. Canst thou, Fazil? it chokes me.”

“Fear not, father; all will be well, I trust,” replied
his son. “Unobserved, I gave a message to the lad
Ashruf, who seems faithful, to be delivered to Kowas
Khan. If he comes, all will be well, for he can warn
his father. No harm can happen to us except from
the Wuzeer, and he may —"”

“He dare not,” cried Afzool Khan — “he dare not
think of us; he will have enough to do to save him-
self. If the Shah acts — acts firmly — as — as — I
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would, son, were I in his place and were it my dearest
friend — he should die. O Khan Mahomed! O friend!”
exclaimed the old man bitterly, “how often have I re-
monstrated and implored, but you have not listened!
He spoke me fair, Fazil, always, -— see what was in
his heart. But what is written, is written. Let it be;
we cannot prevent it.”

“Ameen, father! we can only do what is possible
to save —" '

“I tell thee, boy,” resumed ther Khan, interrupting
him, “I doubt whether it would be meet in us to inter-
fere with God’s designs, and to help treachery to escape
its deserts. 'The danger is too great to the King, and,
next to God and the Prophet, he is to us dear and
honoured. 1 tell thee, son, we had better not inter-
fere; it may not be good for us.”

“Nay, father,” said Fazil, “so long as we speak
friendly truth and warning, there can be no fear; and
what is written in the Wuzeer's destiny will be ful-
filled.”

“Thou wilt see to that door with thy life, Nasir,”
whispered the Kdtwal to one of his chief attendants, a
burly Abyssinian slave. “See that no one passes out
or in without my orders. If violence is attempted,
strike, — dost thou hear, — to the death! Proud as
Afzool Khan is, he may yet lower his head, perhaps
with his life. And they have papers, which we must
take, Nasir — forcibly, if we cannot otherwise get
them: — ere the sun sets, too, or he passes hence.”

“Are we strong enough to keep the Khan, my
lord?” asked the man doubtingly.

“Ay, true; we need be stronger; send this ring,”
and he took off his signet, “to the Wuzeer's son. Say
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we need five hundred men to reinforce the guard.
Yes, we shoull otherwise he too weak, if those mad
Affghans were to attempt a rescue. Return here when
the messenger goes.”

“On my head and eyes be it,” replied the slave;
“no one shall pass hence save over my dead body.”

CHAPTER IV.
»

Mavroosray had too much at stake to risk aught
by delay, and he and his companions fled from the
hack door of the house alrcady described, screened by
the rain and thick darkness, leaving, however, one of
the scouts to inform their companion of what had hap-
pened, and with directions for both to join him at their
place of concealment as quickly as possible. They
proceeded at a rapid pace, leaving the suburb, and
striking across the open plain, castwards, in the di-
rection of the small hamlet of Allapoor, bearing the
wounded man with them. Herctofore, in his stealthy
visits to the city, Maloosray had found shelter and
concealment in a Mutt or monastery of Jogies,* who,
in their annual pilgrimages, had become known to him,
and assuming their garh, and even joining them in
their morning perambulations in search of alms, he had
been enabled to visit those persons in the city with
whom his intrigues were being carried on.  Now, how-
ever, the Jogics had warned him that their Mutt was
no longer safe. Jehdndar Beg had received information
which led to several visits by his men at night; and

* A class of Hindu religious mendicants.
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though not interfered with, or even aware of the reason
of suspicion, the Jogies knew they were watched.

But they were true to his interests, and had pre-
pared a place more secure, because without the walls,
and more secluded, than their own Mutt, which was
the resort of travellers and devotees from all parts of
the country. 'This was the cloister of an old Hindu
temple which stood by itself in an unfrequented part
of the plain, and which, either by some act of dese-
cration, or because of its inconvewent situation, had
been long neglected. The cloister round it was, how-
ever, in good repair, and a little plastering with clay,
and cleansing of the chamber from the accumulated
dust of ycars, made the place comfortable enough; and
one of the Jogies attended in turn, brought provisions,
and acted as cook to the party.

It was easy from thence to rcach the city unob-
served. Not far distant was the small hamlet of Alla-
pour, yet sufficiently far to deter prying persons from
coming to see who lived in the deserted temple; and if
any one were observed, it was, to all appearance, only
a Jogi. When, therefore, the Patel, or chief elder of
the village of Allapoor, was told by the shepherd boys
that some mendicants were repairing the cloister of the
old temple and staying there, he bade no one interfere
with them: and his good-will was by-and-by secured
by an occasional present from time to time. No ome
suspected the place or its inhabitants; and few fre-
quented the plain about it, which, being hard and
stony, was uncultivated, as it still remains, and was
used here and there for cemeteries; but the greater
part was left to nature, and to flocks of hardy sheep
and goats, which picked up a scanty subsistence.
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It was not without some apprehension that Mal-
oosray had first trusted himself to the new shelter; but
in the course of several visits he had become accustomed
to it, and found that he was at once freer and safer
there, than in his old quarters inside the walls. The
horses, too, were excellently provided for in the crypt
of an adjoining Mahomedan tomb, which had never
heen finished, nor had any usc been made of it. Below
the foundation ferrace was a spacious arched vault,
above which the wealls of the mausolecum had been
partly carried; and the entrance was so overgrown
with matted creepers and bushes, that it could not be
seen unless examined very closely. Within, three
lorses, and as many stout ponies, found excellent
shelter and concealment; and Maloosray’s scouts -—
who were, in fact, his retainers and escort — lived
with them and tended them.

To this place Maloosray proceeded as fast as the
wet ground and the rough by-paths would permit —
supporting his companion when needful, and helping
him over stony places. The wound was not dangerous,
yet it had caused considerable loss of blood, and the
hardy mountaineer was more weakened than he liked
to admit. Once they emerged upon the plain, the
temple was soon reached; and, after having the sword-
cut dressed and bound up, the wounded man was left
to his repose.

Maloosray's next care was for his hLorses, and he
proceeded to the crypt. Safe now from observation,
for it was long past midnight, the men there were busy
with preparations for the morning meal — for they
could cook only at night. Two were grinding millet-
flour in the hand-mill, which they always carried with



32 . TARA:

them; another was kneading dough in a wooden trough;
a fourth shaping portions of it into cakes, which he
patted between his hands into the desired form, and
a fifth was baking them upon a large flat iron pan or
girdle — which held scveral at the same time — and
removing them to the side of the fire to harden, as fast
as baked.

A goodly pile of bread had alregdy accumnulated;
and in two carthen pots simmered messes of vegetables
and split-peas, from which a strong, and not unsavoury,
smell of onions and garlic procceded. The fire, fed by
dry sticks from time to time, lighted up the space
around, resting upon the rough stone arches and heavy
massive groins of the erypt; and upon the forms of
several men lying aslecp, wrapped in their strong
cotton sheets or rough blankets, while jothers reclined
lazily, talking occasionally to those employed. There
were three horses — two lay asleep among the men,
the other, a powerful silver-grey mare, was feeding,
and looking round occasionally to the man baking
bread, expecting, with a low whinny, her allowance of
buttered cakes.

The scene was peculiar and striking: for the gloom
of the vault was so deep, except around the fire itself,
that every object scemed to stand out in sharp relief,
as the light caught it. Just then, too, a brighter blaze
than before rested upon the coat of the mare, and,
shining on the soft glossy skin, caused the graceful out-
line of her form to project from the deep gloom behind
it in a remarkable manner.

“What! awake, and no one guarding the door?
Ah! would ye have the Kétwal's men upon ye, my
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sons?” cried Maloosray, cntering unobserved. “Be-
ware, all of ye, the risk is great.”

“Master, we had the watch set,” answered a man,
standing up and making a clumsy salutation, while
others started to their feet. “I only came in for a
moment to see to the mare, for the rest were busy.”

“Ilas she not slept?”

“O yes! She just now woke, got up, shook her-
self, and neighet. 'That was what brought me in; T
thought she had no fodder, and that the others might
be asleep.”

“Then she is fresh for a journey, in casec we have
a rapid one, Ramjec?”

“Ay, master; you may be at Poona in three days
if you will, or at Pertibgurh either. She will do it.”

Maloosray approached the animal; she stretehed her
head towards himn with & low whinny, and rubbed her
nose and eyes against him. “Yes, Rookminee,” he
said, caressing her, “thou wilt have sharp work, per-
haps.  Art ready, lass?”

There was another low whinny in reply, as she
licked the hand held out to her. She at least under-
stood the caress, and responded to it. He passed his
hand over her sleek coat, which glistened like silver
in the firelight, and down each leg, and taking up cach
hoof, narrowly examined every shoe and nail in it in
succession.

“Ah! if you can find any fault there, master, you
may do as you please with me,” said Ramjee. “Noj
Balla at Jutt knows his trade too well to allow a nail
to slack, and he knows, too, whose mare he is shoeing!
What does he say? When Sivaji Bhoslay comes with
a hundred thousand horse, then I will ride with him

o

Tara. 11, 3
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on his raid 1o the south, and not a horse shall drop a
shoe, be the journey ever so long.”

“And he shall, Ramjee,” cried Maloosray, laughing.
“The fellow is a braggart, but he is useful.”

“Ah! master, that was a rarc meeting. Was it not
curious that so many horses wanted shoeing that day?
Well, so thought the roy-xl horsemen stationed there;
and t]ney went about twisting up their mustaches, and
swelling themselves out as you never saw, my lord.
Many good fellows there were, ‘who would not have
cared for a chance with some of those gallants in the
open plain. When are we to begin, master?”

“Ay, when?” echoed a number of the men, who
ceased their occupation for a moment, or raised them-
selves on their elbows while the answer was given.

“Not yet, my sons, not yet; we bide our time.
And now for work,” answered Maloosray. “Go thou,
Ramjee, to the Paigah of Afzool Khan carly, and see
if that dog Bulwunt Rao is dead. Well was it that I
tied chains in my turban folds last night, clse he had
cloven me to the teeth. I lave vowed a silver horse
to the shrine of Khundéba* at Jejoori, for the de-
liverance.”

“And was he slain, master, at last?”

“Nay, that is what T want to know,” he replied.
“But I had a fair blow at him, and I rarely miss. Go,
and bring news quickly.”

“Master,” said Ramjee in a tone of entreaty, and
reverentially touching Maloogray’s feet, “I will go.
Let there be no risks like this again. What would the
Maharaja do without you, and what is there to be
gained here that is worth such peril?”

* An incarnation of Siva, and favourite divinity with all Malrattas.
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“Ah, yes!” added another, “what if ten thousand
such as we are were expended, it would be nothing
were Tannajee safe.  Only that two of us in the lane
behind Rama's, misdirected a party of the King’s men,
ye had been beset, before and behind; and it the King
had got hold of any of ye, the kites and crows of the
‘Goruk Imlee” would have had full bellics by this
cvening.” .

“Well, it was not of my secking,” returned Maloos-
ray; “for Bulwunt’ Rao was reported dead — killed in
battle two years ago: so, at least, we heard. It was
like fighting a spirit, my sons; and I missed my
blows.... Hark! who is that without? Netta? What
news, brother?” he continued, as a slight, active-look-
ing man entered hastily. “Didst thou find Pahar Singh,
the old robber?”

“Maharaj!” returned the man, “there was no Pahar
Singh. We found a fire burning in the verandah of
the temple, and I took a lighted brand and looked
about. All we could discover was a little fresh blood
on the floor and three gold picces among tho ashes.
But there was blood on the wall too, and we tracked
it for a few paces, when the torch went out in the
rain, so we went on and heard a man moaning in a
nulla,* and some jackals were standing by him as we
went up. Dost thou remember Maun Singh who is
with Pahar Singh always? Well we could bardly see,
so Limba went back for another brand, and brought it
under his blanket, and then we saw the man's face.
He was terribly wounded, and could not speak sensibly,
but one or two names escapcd him, one of which was
Pahar Singh, and Limba knew his face.”

* Watercourse or rivulet.

"
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“Ye did not let him live, the foul traitor and liar?”
cricd Maloosray, excitedly. “O that it had been ‘the
Lion’ himself! Ye did not let him live?”

“Master, he will speak no more, nor yet tell lies.
I have made that sure enough,” said Limba, approach-
ing and touching the feet of Maloosray. “I knew
him after what happened in the old Gosai's Mutt at
Tooljapoor, and Moro Punt would have had me kill
him then and the other too, only I could find no
opportunity. 'They had some fifty” horse with them,
and were as shy as deer. Now I have settled that
account.”

“Good, my son,” replied Maloosray; “but what
had happened, Netta? Was there no further trace of
them?”

“None, Maharaj; we were fairly puzzled. We
returned, and staid in the temple by the fire, in hopes
that Pahar Singh might come back; but it was no use.
Then we went and listened behind the guard-house,
and heard there was a man wounded in an affray -—
a ‘Gosai’ — and there was a barber dressing his
wound.”

“Then he did not die? T had hoped he did.”

“Holy Mother! was this thy work, master, and all
of us away?” cried several of the men.

“No; Ranoo remained with me,” replied Maloos-
ray, “and has got a scratch; but what of the man
wounded? What think ye of Bulwunt Rao, my
cousin, dead long since, as we thought, but come to
life, Netta?”

“My curse on him! And he escaped you, Tan-
najee?”

“l am going to see if he be dead, brother,” inter-
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posed Ramjee; “the master’s blows arc not little
ones.”

“You see, friends, they -— those two Gosais — as
they appeared, must have met Pahar Singh, who
direeted them. 1 see it all now — the villain’s at-
tempt to decoy us into that trap by the temptation of
news of the Wuzeer. Depend upon it, he has been
bought over, and is not to be trusted; and he set them
on our track.” *

“He never wa” cried both the men; “he has only
one king and one god — that is money,” added Netta;
“and he has gone where he could get it.”

“Yes, friends, those men knew us,” continued
Maloosray; “and to my mind the place s no longer
safe; so we had as well be ready. If they have given
the alarm — and Bulwunt would do so if he had any
sens¢ — we shall have horsemen scouring the plains
to-morrow, and that fine lad, Fazil Khan, at the head
of them.  So away, some of you; watch the gates; let
the horses be kept saddled all day; and let them have
bread as fast as they can eat it. I would go at once,
Nettajee,” he added to that person, taking him aside;
“but the Wuzeer must be scen and spoken with first.
He was at Alinella yesterday, and will be in the city
by the afternoon. Without having speech of him, 1
dare not show myself beforc the master; and the objeet
of our journey would be incomplete. I think we may
trust him.”

“Alas! I fear not,” replied Nettajee; “ye are foo
sanguine, you and the Maharaja. Khan Mahomed will
not league with us; he leans to the Moguls, and calls
us ‘Kafirs of Ilindus,” and kills cows wherever he can.
1 know it. Why do ye trust him, when he is faithless
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to his own salt? Suppose he chose to turn round and
hang up Tannajee Maloosray to the ‘Goruk Imlee tree,’
would not that keep him fair in his master’s eyes, and
blind them to his intrigues with the Padishah? Ab,
brother, trust him not: one who will deceive the master
who has raised him to what he is, will deccive you. A
slave born, he will be one to the last; and he is not fit
to strike in with free men like us!  Leave him to the
Moguls, to whom he will be a slave, as he was to
Beejapoor: we have our own road Between both.  But
come now to Ranoo: is he fit to travel?”

“IIe will be better after he has slept. We were
owls, thtaico, nol to sece through those flimsy dis-
guises,” returncd ] \Lmloosr.ty

“Bulwunt Rao is better living than dead, brother'
and we may yet bring him 1ound " said N(,ttaipoo

“I tell thee, 0 Netta,” inton'upt(-,(l Tannajec,
fiercely, and grinding his teeth as he spoke, “I would
cut him down with my own hand at the feet of the
Maharaja, rather than he should have speech of Lim.
Never name him to me, clse we may differ.”

“Ah, that blow of his still rings in your head,
Tannajee,” replied the other, laughing. “But come;
if you don't need sleep, I do. 1le sleeps,” he continued,
as they entered the cloister where the wounded man
lay; “that is well; and I will do the same, Tannajec;”
aud so saying, he took down a shect from a cord on
which it was hanging, and, wrapping himseclf in it, lay
down, and was soon snoring loudly.

But Maloosray could not sleep, and after a while, got
up, and ascending the steps to the roof of the terrace,
looked over the plain suspiciously. All, however, was
still.  To the cast, lightning was playing about the
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tops of the clouds in dim flickering flashes. Every-
where else the sky was clear, and the stars shone with
great lustre. A few jackals howled in the distance,
and their ery was answered successively in many direc-
tions. Then the drums and horns of the several guards
at the gates and on the outer walls and bastions of the
city, sounded deep and shrill one by one, and were
taken up by those in the “Ark™ or citadel of the palace,
and so died away®in the distance.

His eye followed ghe line of towers and battlements,
and narrowly watched every light which might betoken
a stir among the troops within; but there was none.
The huge dome of the mausoleum of Mahmood Adil
Shah, not long completed, stood out in a dark heavy
mass against the clear sky; and beyond it the outlines
of the Palace of the Seven Stories — the great Cava-
lier — and a confused mass of trecs and buildings
intermingled; nearer, too, the massive walls and arches
of the tomb of the mother of the late king, then, as
now, unfinished.

All was still. ILigh up in the palace a light
twinkled now and then faintly, on which Tannajec
speculated dreamily. Was the King awake? the light
was in his private apartments. What could he be
doing so late in the night; for the drums and trumpets
had sounded the third watch. O that he would join
heartily with his master, and defy the Moguls! Would
no one tell him this was bhis best policy? Better a
thousand times to secure the fidelity of a large portion
of his own subjects by timely concession, than to defy
and coerce their chicftain. Now, too, though the Moguls
had been once beaten off, it would not be so again.
They were resting and gathering strength, and one by
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one the independent kingdoms to the north had fallen
before them.

How long would this remain? — this, the most ex-
tensive, most valuable, and most heretical. Better far,
then, to securc the Mahratta people, than to lose all
by a double war with them, and with the Moguls.
“Will no one tell the boy this,” thought Maloosray.
“We do not wish him evil; but the master must be
free, and will be free. The people will assemble at
the Dusséra, and the King can :hen have his choice
between a lakh of Mabrattas and a lakh of Moguls,
or both combined; and yet this old family should
not pass away — it should not pass away at our
hands.”

But we need not follow his thoughts further: better
to transport ourselves to that twinkling light high up
in the Seven-storied Palace, and see who sit beside it,
and hear what they say.

CHAPTER V.

Tue Palace of the Seven Stories still exists as one
of the most noble and picturesque ruins of the Fort of
Beejapoor. (f the Seven Stories, only five are now
traceable; the two upper have been destroyed, perhaps
by lightning, or have fallen from decay and disrepair;
and it is only in the third that the remains of the
beautiful chamber still existent there convey an idea
of the effect of the whole structure when it was perfect.
Even this has been much damaged. The gilding of
the walls, of the groins of the arches and fretted roof,
and of its dclicate arabesque borders, has all been
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scraped off, and the fresco paintings are so destroyed
by exposure, that but little exists to tell the history of
the beautiful Bhagiruttec, the mistress of the monarch
who built the palace for her.

Enough, however, remains to show what the general
design and exccution of the work were; enough to
prove the exquisite taste which had directed its com-
pletion, and the skill and boldness of the architect
who had raised 'the dizzy tower so high. Then, the
spacious arches and#oriel windows were filled by richly
carved panels and shutters of teak wood, which ad-
mitted sufficient light and air; now, these are all gone,
the windows are open, and the rain and sun and wind
are rapidly causing decay and destruction of what re-
mains. The upper stories are so broken that they
cannot be ascended; but in the one of which we speak,
the traveller will be tempted to sit a while looking
over the masses of ruins beneath him: and over the still
perfect walls of the citadel. Beyond, the undulating
plain studded with mounds, shews lines of strecets, with
broken arches, minarets, and some still perfect mosques,
mausoleums, and palaces, which have withstood the
effects of time and the spoiler, and remain as proofs of
the splendour which once prevailed.

At the period of our tale all thesec were perfect.
The city spread away to the south and west, covering
many miles of plain with those streets and houses of
which the lines of mounds alone remain. They are in-
terspersed with villages, which are probably portions
of the old city, never entirely deserted, and to which
the descendants of the population of those days have
clung through all vicissitudes. To the east and north,
after looking over the greater part of the citadel, the
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eye followed the plain beyond — the proper esplanade
of the fort — and the undulating rising ground to the
north-east, from which the Mogul batteries had so re-
cently poured a storm of shot upon the defences, yet
happily with no effect.

The King’s apartment opened to the west; and, like
Afzool Khan about the same time, le sat courting the
breeze, which played gently round the rich clustered
mullivns of the oriel window, and refreshed and soothed
him. The storm lad died away,vand the night was
clear and fresh; while, from the garden below, ascended
the mingled perfume of champas, limes, tuberoses,
jessamine of various kinds, and other sweet-scented
flowers, which loaded the air almost to excess.

A silver lamp, on a tall silver stand, stood in a re-
cess sheltered from the open casement, and its seven
wicks burned brightly, illuminating the chamber, and
by their strong light causing the gilded roof, arches,
and groins, with all their dclicate colouring of rose-
colour, yellow, light-green, and blue enamel, to assume
a soft harmony of cffect -— different from the light of
day, yet perhaps more beautiful.

Furniture there was none; but in the space enclosed
by the oricl window, there was spread a rich, soft,
Persian carpet, which filled its area, on which, in the
corner near where the young King was sitting, lay a
thick quilted mattress of green satin brocaded with
gold, and a large pillow of the same material, both
covered with fine muslin. This had been the King's
scat, and it was thickly strewn with papers — some
Persian, some Mabratta — which, to all appearance,
had been under examination, and he had evidently
just left it and placed himself by the casement which
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he had opened. He was alone, but, by the frequent
glances towards the doorway, which was covered by
a heavy curtain, some onc scemed impatiently ex-
lmcte(].

The cvents of the night had arouscd unusual energy
in the young King; nor, since his accession to the
throne, had any occurrence excited him like the disco-
very of trcason in the man he had, perhaps, most
trusted — his prime minister, Khan Mahomed. It was
so unprovoked, so uhdeserved.  Karly in life great
ability and aptitude for business had been remarked in
the Abyssinian slave, Rehan, by the late King; and he
had risen, as favourites among Asiatic princes often
do, rapidly to rank and wealth, with cvery honour
which an attached and grateful prince could bestow
upon him. Finally he had reached the rank of prime
minister or Wuzeer, as we have already mentioned,
and, amidst all the distractions and intrigues of fac-
tion, had succeeded in preserving his monarch’s attach-
ment.

In this position he was maintained by the young
King on his accession to the throne, notwithstanding
the insinuations of many that the Wuzeer was unfaith-
ful. The King had not heeded these suspicions, nor,
indeed, beyond mere rumour, was there anything which
could lead to confirmation of them; and as the Wuzeer
desired it as a proof of his fidelity, the Abyssinians
under his command had been pushed on to the north
to watch the Mogul armies; for it was better to sub-
mit to the turbulence of the Dekhan chieftains at the
capital, who could he controlled by ncutral forces like
those of Afzool Khan, than to risk the possible mis-
conduet of the others. Again, the Dekhanies could
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not be trusted with the frontier; and the King, im-
pressed with the fidelity of Khan Mahomed, had left
him at his post.

At this period the Dekhanies and Abyssinians were
rival factions in the state. The latter were more
amenable to discipline than the former, who were

descendants of those Mahomedan warriors — Toorks,
Tartars, and Affchans -— who, at the close of the

thirteenth century, under Alla-oo-Deen, had invaded
the south of India, and wrested the territory in which
they had settled from the Mahrattas of Deogurh and
the Canarese dynasty of Becjanuggur.  They had
founded, and maintained the dynasty of (tulburgah,
against the attacks of powerful llindu states, and,
when they separated from it, had attached themselves
to the founders of other dynasties, which rivalled, and,
indeed, exceeded in splendour, the parent one.

Those who were in Beejapoor had joined Ibrahim
Adil Shah, when he declared and established his in-
dependence of the Bahmani dynasty of Gulburgab,
and they had risen to rank and wealth with the state.
They had been led to victory by that monarch and
his sueeessors; they had conquered provinee after pro-
vince from the infidels of the southern Hindu states,
and they had at last finally subdued and overturned
the ancient Hindu monarchy of Becjanuggur, which,
for several generations, was their bitter enemy and
rival.  Was it wonderful that they at length became
arrogant, and that to maintain an equipoise against
them, another element, the Abyssinian, was admitted
into this state? It is the old story in the history of
the world of cxclusive military power; the old play
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|
which has always bedn played out when the characters
are brought togethér.

There were proud names among these old Dekhan
families, which still exist, Tartars and Toorks, who ill
brooked the control of slaves like Abyssinians. They
were free, and held themselves equal in rank to their
own king -— proud barons in fact, who seldom accepted
administrative sergice, and were ravely fit for it; men
“who could fight, 1put could not write,” as they
boasted; turbulent, arrogant, quarrclsome among themn-
sclves, split into as many factions as they were families
and tribes. The “Dagtorays,” “Alla-ool-Moolks,”
“Bhylmees,” “Kalla Chuttrees,” “Saféd Poshs,” and
a host of others, were faithful to their own state, while
they were an unceasing source of anxiety, and often
distress, to its administrators.

So long as the Mogul armies had threatened the
capital, or there was cmployment daily in the field to
meet a common danger, these tribes and their chiefs
had found occupation against the common enemy, and
had tought valiantly and successfully. T'he best cavalry
of the Mogul army was no match for these fiery Dekhan
cavaliers. Reckless of life, well mounted, cach tribe
and appellation vying with cach other, whenever there
was a chance in their hroad plains, they had not
neglected it, and were ever in advance of the more
diseiplined though slower moving bodics of Abyssinian
horse and foot, whom they despised as slaves.

Between the cxtremes of party were those who,
like Afzool Khan, belonged to neither, who held a
common interest and faith in the dynasty they served,
and whose arins had often been turned against Abys-
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siniang, and against Dekhanics, whenever revolts or
mutinies of cither rendered it necessary.

Among these contending factions, and ever present
rivalries, the course of the young King had been dif-
ficult and devious sinco his accession; but respect to
his father’s memory and experience, for he had been
a wise prince, a successful administrator, and a valiant
warrior in the field, had, in the erd, induced him to
continue the predominance of the Abyssinian clement
in council; and to allow the Dekhanies scope for their
ambition in military commands and active service in
distant provinces of the kingdom, retaining those only
at the capital who would prove a counterpoise to the
Abyssinians, in case of need. Influcnced by personal
esteem, and even affection, for the man who had been
his father’s most trusted counsellor and friend, he had
retaived Khan Mahomed in office, notwithstanding the
evil reports of his Dekhan officers; and under these
circumstances the distress, and even dismay of the
young King at the discovery of the treachery, which
had long existed, was hard to endure. It was his first
bitter lesson in life, and there were few to fall back
upon for advice or consolation.

In his extremity his thoughts had turned to Afzool
Khan first, perhaps, of all: but again, his known in-
timacy with the Wuzeer; the report that the families
would soon be united by the marriage of Khan Ma-
homed's son to the old Khan's daughter; the notorious
friendship of the young men; and, above all, a certain
reticence in Afzool Khan's expressions whenever the
‘Wuzeer's character or actions were discussed — re-
curred to the King, and his thoughts twrned from



A MAHRATTA TALE. 47

Afzool Khan to others in succession, yet finding rest
nowhere.

Of all his officers, on whom could he depend?
Jehdndar Beg, who should have been his executive in
any arrest of the Wuzeer, was known to be his de-
pendent; and thus speeulating on cach, he estimated
bitterly how really weak he was in porsonal adherents.

At first all appeared to he decided in his favour,
but gradually requests were made under one pretext
or other, which dis¢losed the true objects of his cour-
tiers, and the young King had sufficient discernment
to ostimate their professions at their full value. It
was these expericnces which threw him back upon
himself, and upon the Wuzeer, who was, at least as
he thought, moderate and unsclfish. Moderate, cer-
tainly, to him; yet, at heart, more grasping and more
treacherous than any.

There was no doubt of that now. Again and again
had the King takon up the letter we have before read,
and examined it closcly, and had cach time laid it
down with increased conviction that it was genuine.
There could be no doubt either as to the seal or the
writing. Khan Mahomed’s own hand was too poculiar
to be imitated; yet he had doubted — still doubted.
It is hard to admit conviction of guilt when onc’s af-
fections are pleading innocence, but here it was not
to be resisted; and, as most generally follows such
conviction, those very affections were fast becoming
the most unrelenting judges.

“Let them but confirm this,” said the King, aloud,
as he looked out, and again turned to the papers,
selected the letter, looked over it, and hastily put it
down with a shiver. “Let them but confirm it, and
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then — O, my father! wert thou here it would be
the same, and your son will not flinch from the neces-
sity, be it what it may.”

CHAPTER VI

As yet the King's thoughts had admitted nothing
definitely; the blow had been too sullden, the provo-
cation too great, for aught but a numbness of percep-
tion which checked conclusive determination; but this
was passing away fast, and it was becoming still more
apparent that, it Khan Mahomed’s plan had succeeded,
he must, if he survived it, be the dependent of his
own slave and his father’s. Were the other letters,
which they had looked over hastily, true also? Men’s
tongues had before been busy with the Wuzeer's re-
putation, and now were so again — the same subject
and the same man; and it was — ‘“‘true, true!”

Unconsciously he had spoken aloud in his reverie,
and the word scemed to come as if an ccho of his own
thought.

“Who spoke?” he cried, looking round — “Who
spoke?” His very question seemed to make the
silence more impressive; and, as he strained his eyes
into the gloom of the chamber, there was no sound
but the gentle sough of the night wind, laden with
moisture, among the trees below and the open lattice-
work of the windows. “The spirits of the dead are
around me to-night,” he continued to himself, shud-
dering. “Listen, O father! Listen, sweet mother! O
Prophet of God, on whom be peace, assist and hear
me! O thou fountain and dispeuser of justice, make
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me true and bold; make me, as I should be, thy
agent among thy people. If I have been a child till
now, forgive me — that is past. . . . Ile writes to the
limperor, that I am a boy! -— that I am a boy! In-
shalla! No! that is past!” As he spoke, the sound of
voices below, and of footsteps ascending the narrow
stair were distinetly audible, and he paused to listen.
“It is they at last, and the Meerza has not delayed.
Enter,” he cried, as_the steps appeared to reach the
landing-place and doorway — “enter, 1 am here.”

The heavy quilted curtain was pushed aside, and
three persons advanced — one the Meerza or secretary
we have before mentioned; the other two we have not
yet seen; but they had been often employed as con-
fidential advisers by the King, and he had now sent
for them. When they returned from the temple, the
King and his secretary had examined the papers they
had obtained, with great care and anxicty, and they
proved to be far more voluminous and important than
ceven our friend the Lalla had imagined.

The dates of the letters extended over several
years. Some, of later date, within the year, had
cvidently been sent secretly, for they were rolled up
into the smallest possible compass, in lead, and so
that they could be put into the mouth, or otherwisc
hidden; the handwriting was disguised, and several
were written in cypher; but the most recent were not
disguised at all, and the scals were perfect. The whole
formed a series, and they had hastily put them to-
gether. Iach letter confirmed the other, or seemed to
do so, and yet, considering the issue at stake, neither
cared to trust their own judgment; and the papers

Twra. U. 4
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needed confirmation, as well of their authenticity as
of their reference to former occwrrences and dates.

Of the Mahratta documents, however, they could
form no opinion, as neither could read the character;
but the seeretary was familiar with the seal, and even
the rude signature, of Sivaji Bhdslay; and these letters
might throw some light on the subject of reputed in-
trigues with the Imperor, and provq a guide to future
proceedings. .

The two persons who had been sminmoned so hastily
to the night council were, in the first place, Pecr
Dustageer Khaderi, a holy Syud, or descendant of the
Prophet, of the purest lineage, and the head of a re-
ligious house or establishment of Durwaysh, or, s we
familiarly call themn, *“Dervishes,” which had heen
largely endowed by the State, and for whose ancestors,
buricd in the precinets of the shrine, miracles were
now becoming ostensibly claimed.  As a consequence,
the holy influence of the “Peer” was decidedly on the
increase; and as he had been chosen as religious in-
structor to the King, he was at that time his “Moorshid,”
or spiritual guide; and being a shrewd, well-educated
person, possessed of deep local experience, and, from
his position, able to obtain information of a trustworthy
nature, he was frequently consulted. To give him due
credit, the Peer had proved, on more than one oc-
casion, to have rendered valuable service. Him, there-
fore, had the King named as the person best fitted to
be intrusted with the secret they had obtained.

The other was an old Brambun, who entered lean-
ing upon a long stick with a gold head, yct not so as
to ovinee weakness, and was as remarkable in his
degree as the person whom he accompanied. Neelkunt
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Rai Pansay, in the outset of his life a humble karkoou,
or clerk, in the reveuue department of the State, had
served, in suceession, three generations of its kings,
and, at upwards of cighty years old, was still clear-
headed, astute, and faithful.  He had risen to the
rank of “Peshear,” or finance minister, by his valuable
services in that department; and though an “infidel,”
as he was termad by the Peer, was beloved and re-
spected, and consulted on vccasions of more than ordi-
nary solemnity or embarrassment, more particularly in
regard to the affairs of his own people, the Hindus of
the kingdom.

While the secretary advanced to the King, the
others stood at the further end of the apartment.
Neither knew why they had been summoned, and the
hour of the night, the, to them, strange fact of heing
tngether in the most private apartment of the palace,
and in the King’s presence, caused them to ook at
each other wonderingly.

These were not persons who could ever unite in
private friendship; for the Peer, a bigoted follower of
Mahomed, and a holy saint to hoot, wus one of those
who, as warriors of the faith, woull have led armies
against the infidels, and utterly cexterminated them.
That king of Gulburgah, Feroze Shah, was in his oyes
a truc Moslem, and uwow surcly cnjoying Paradisc,
who, in pursuance of his vow, had slain a hundred
thousand of the infidels of Beejanuggur, and made
pyramids of their heads at the gate of his city. If the
kings of Becjapoor had been sucl it would have been
well; but alas! in his eyes they were degenerate. Herc
was a proof: the infidel minister sent for to confer with
him! the Syud! “Astaghfur-Ulla!” (God forbid it!)

A
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gurgled in Lis throat, and he edged away and gathered
up his garments with a gesture decidedly contemptu-
ous.

Thig did not escape the old Bramhun’s notice, but
it was no time to resent it, for they were called for-
ward. A word from the sceretary had decided the
King to have the Malratta letters first examined.
Aroused from his sleep, and in the prgsence of a Bram-
hun, the Syud was not likely to discuss any matter
temperately with one; nor, indeed, in a subject in which
Mahomedan honour was involved, was it politic, per-
haps, to reveal particulars to a Hindu; but the fact or
otherwise of Sivaji Bhdslay’s attachment or treachery
so affected the Wuzeer’s position, that it conld not be
concealed from one who, whatever his faults of reli-
wious arrogance might be, was at least a firm friend of
the young King and of his government.

“Salaam-o-alykoom!  Khoosh amudeed! (you are
weleome),” said the King, using the Persian salutation
to the Syud, and rising as he advanced.

“Salaam-o-alyk!” returned the holy man, advancing,
as was his wont, in a peculiar but characteristic manner;
that is, he bent his head forward, so as to assume a
stoop which might be supposed reverential, but which
was, in fact, patronising in the extreme; stretching
forth his arms in an attitude of benedietion, and, having
sct his feet nearly at right angles, he shuffled with
short steps towards the edge of the carpet on which
was the King's seat. “My lord’s health is sound, and
his brain is clear?”

“1 am well,” returned the King; “be scated.”

The Peer looked for a place as ncar the King as
possible, and, with another wave of his hands, settled
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himself upon his heels with two motions - - first, to
drop on his knees, and sccond, to subside upon his
heels, very much after the fashion of a camel when it
is to be loaded. 'This done, he joined his hands to-
gether, and smiling blandly, again ventured to ask
whether “My lord and prinee were well.”

“By your favour and the mercy of God,” replied
the King, “I am well”

“Ullwmd-ulilla! (Praisc be 1o (fod!) Shookr!
shookr! (thanks, thahks!)” cjaculated the Peer devoutly,
as he sottled himself more comfortably; then, taking
his rosary from his waist, began to tell his beads with
great rapidity, as the old Bramhun, following to the
edge of the carpet, and making a humble and reveren-
tial salutation, stood awaiting the King's pleasure.

“Be seated, Neelkunt Rai,” said the King kindly;
and as the old man stooped to the ground, supporting
himself by his stick, the sceretary compassionately put
his hand under his arm, and let him down gently.
The scowl from the Peer at this unwonted act of
courtesy was lost upon the secretary, but not upon the
old man himself; nor was his look of thanks to the
person who had assisted him unremarked by the Syud.
“1 will watch them,” he said, inwardly: “thesc two
seem to understand caeh other.”



h4 TARA:

CHAPTER VIIL

Tur King spoke first, breaking a silenee which,
though only lasting for a foew moments, seemed inter-
minably oppressive,

“I have called you, Neelkunt Rai,” he said, “to
examine and read to me some papers Which have come
into my possession.  There is no wne about me from
whom T can expeet more true fidelity than from you
in a delicate matter.  Give him the papers, Meerza;
they are before you.”

“May my lord’s favour and condesceension increase,”
returned the old man, bowing hunbly. “T have never
yet deecived the State, and am too old to beging and
as the grandson is now, so were the father and grand-
father always towards me; true confidence is rarely
disappointed.”

The King sighed.  “Alas,” be said, “would it were
so!  Read and judge for yourself.”

Neelkunt Rai took the papers, cast his eye over a
few lines, put them down, fumbled in his pockets for
his speetacles, which finally were found in a fold of
his turban, put them ou, and looked first at the end
of the paper.

“The letters are from Sivaji Bhdslay, my lord.
Doubtless some renewal of his former excesses, and his
usual apologies for them.  Shall I read them?”

“If that were all, Neelkunt Rai, we could forgive
them,” replied the King; “but vead; we may perhaps
be in ervor about them, though truly our vassal grows
in power, and heeds not warnings or adviee.”
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“It is only a few months since he took the four
forts,” interposed the Meerza, “and the letters given
to Afzool Khan mention that he is repairing and put-
ting grain into them, and that Pertibgurh, where he
lives, is now impregnable, and that —"

“Let him read, Meerza Sahib,” said the Peer iro-
nically: “one so high in the favour of the King should
ot be interrupted;” and he stroked his beard gently
with one hand, while the beads of his rosary passed
rapidly through the fingers of the other, and his lips
repeated the particular invocation of the divinity which
suited every bead. “Let him read; my lord is already
listening.”

Neolkunt Rai proceeded.  1le had been deceived
by the address, which was that usually wiitten to his
own sovereign, and had read the letter through wn-
suspiciously; but as its purport became evident, it was
clear, by his change of countenanee, that this was no
ondinary communication, and after a while he stopped
suddenly!

“It is not fit for my lord to hear,” he said ex-
citedly.  “'I'his is treason!”

“Be not afraid;, Neelkant Rai, we would kuow the
worst,” replied the King.

“Yes, my lord should know who are true and who
are false,” added the Peer, pompously. “It is true
wisdom!”

“As you will,” returned the old man, bowing to
the King, and not noticing the Peer; “your servant
is not responsible for wlhat is written, and you must be
patient with it;” and he read and translated as he
went on,

There could he no doubt that the treacon was un
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masked and unconcealed. The wrongs of his father,
wrote Sivaji, who for four years had been imprisoned
in the dungeon of the citadel of Becjapoor, near the
gate, called for revenge; the wrongs of the people.
suffering under endless local oppression and exaction,
called for redress, which it was hopeless to expect at
the hands of a boy, priestridden and under the domi-
nation of bigoted and ignorant ministers. The conclu-
sion was characteristic of the writet. All he desired
was confirmation of his ancostral wights, and permission
to serve, with his forces, in the imperial interest.

Letter after letter was read, all much to the same
purpose; those of the latter dates being more particular,
perhaps, than the former.

“Enough,” cried the King at last, “we are weary of
these details. What dost thou think, Neelkunt Rai?”

“My lord,” said the old man, joining his hands,
“mine are not the words of flattery; nor is my advice
given without reason. I cannot control men’s tongues,
nor can I hinder the actions of such as Sivaji Bhéslay;
nor yet am I a soldier, to estimate whether his means
are proportionate to the end he proposes to attain. If
T may speak, I will do so truly, and as one who is
near death now; but my lord must not be offended,
else I am silent.”

“Be careful, and do not transgress the bounds of
propriety and respect,” said the priest.

“Liet him speak as he will, Syud,” cried the King,
hastily; “do not interrupt him. Fear not, Ncelkunt
Rai.”

“I fear no one, because I have no reason to do
s0,” returned the old man simply, and looking steadily
at the priest. “What I have to say is this: »the dis-



A MAHRATTA TALE. b7

affection of Sivaji Bhéslay may spread, but it has not
yet become dangerous. That it will be so, if not
checked, there is no doubt, for the whole Mahratta
people are with him; and there are many signs among
them that he will be great —"

“That he will be great?” echoed the King.

“My lord,” interrupted the Syud, “I know all about
that. Some of my disciples who live at a distance,
have come to mb from time to time lately, and told
me of the damnable doings of the infidels; and how
this Sivaji is supposed to have revelations from their
gods; but they are but stones -— they arc but stones,
and gold and silver., Now, what saith the blessed
Prophet, on whom be peace, about such infidels?” . . .

“Spare us, good Syud,” returned the King, inter-
rupting him gently, “we know the passages; but God
hath seen fit to give our housc subjects of this faith,
and they are all our children — they -— as well as
the true believers.  We can see no difference.”

“Astagh-fur-oolla! No difference!” eried the Syud.
*1Is it not written in the holy book, how they shall be
burned in the fires of hell, and thou sayest there is no
difference!  Some one hath surcly bewitched thee with
soreery, my son, and I will say cxorcisms for thee —
and —"

“Enough,” returned the King, coldly; “we have
not time to waste in discussion on such matters now.
Proceed, Neclkunt Rai.”

“The Syud is a holy man,” said the old minister,
“and he and his house are venerated, and he should
be merciful and considerate to all; but as he, too,
hath heard the rumours in regard to Sivaji, my lord
will believe them.  And it would be well not to dis-
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regard them entirely. A people’s enthusiasm is not to
be trifled with.”

“T'here is but one cure for it, if they are infidels,
and that is the sword,” murmured the Syud. “What
saith -—"

“We cannot suffer these interruptions,” interposed
the King, haughtily.

“Peace, Meer Sahib,” whispered the Meerza, laying
his haud on the other’s arm, as he was about to rise.
“Peace, and be still. In what will come afterwards
we have need of thee — mach need; be still.”

“My prinee,” said Neelkunt Rai, cndeavouring to
rise, “I have done what was needed, and beg leave
to depart in peace. My King knows the worst. What
his servant would advise will not now be listened to,
were he even to speak.”

“Say on,” cried the King, interrupting him; “thon
hast a right to speak. Say on; we will not prevent
thee.”

“But he will,” returned the Karkoon, pointing to
the Syud.

“If he speaks no irreverence against the people of
the true faith, he may talk till morning,” said the
Syud, with a wave of the hand. “I shall be dumb
and deafl”

“I have little to represent, my lord,” replied the
old man. “It is hard to say whether rebellion such
as this, should be erushed or forgiven. If T should
advise the former, can it be done? If the latter, I
may be suspected of partiality. Ah my prince, if you
gird up your loins to fight Sivaji, it will but be trying
to grasp the wind; and your best troops will be taken
into his mountains, leaving their places empty for the
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Moguls to oceupy, and that were a dangerous risk.
No! send your royal ‘Cowle’* to the Bhdslay — in-
vite him here —- ennoble him — treat him as your
ancestors treated the Boyder chief of Suggur, and you
will seeure him. If a time of trial should ever come,
which may the Gods avert, the old Bramhun’s words
and cautions for the adoption of a merciful policy will
not be forgotten. May 1 depart?”

“Yes, you have permission to depart, Neelkunt
Rai,” said the King, dnterrupting the Synd, who was
about to speak angrily. “It is even as we suspected
in regard to those letters, and the Bhéslay’s treachery
to the State.  We would ask one thing more: - — what
foree hath Sivaji in reality?”

“My prince,” returned the Bramhun, rising and
leaning on his staff, “what shall 1T say? Ilave you
ne reports?  Were not letters given to Afzool Khan
to read?  Ask himj he knows that country hetter than
I do — far better. Ask the Syud what his disciples
tell him.”

“No, no; I will have your opinion,” interrupted
the King.  “Speak! what do your people, the Bramhuns,
say about it?”

“May 1 be forgiven, my lord, if it prove untrue.
Yet 1 will speak as 1 hear,” replied the old man. “My
prince knows that I am not of this country, nor of this
people; I have no interest in them except as Hindus;
but you may be assured there is not a Malratta breath-
ing who will not follow Sivaji, and the divine call
he is believed to have reccived. No man who can
wield a sword or carry a gun, or who has a horse to
ride, that will not go to the places of meeting when -

S IMroteelion amd assuranece
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‘the fire is on the hills”  Tow many there may be,
the Gods only know! Lakhs! Iakhs! who can count
them? DBeware of them, my prince, and sccure their
chief ere it be too Iate.”

“What has passed here is secrct, Neclkunt Rai,”
said the King. “Thou mayst go; we will send for thee
again in this matter ere it be concluded,” and with a
deep reverence to the King, and salntations to the
others, the old man retreated a few paces backwards,
then turned, and passed out of the chamber.

“Blessed be God and the Prophet!™ exclaimed the
Syud when he was gone.  “The air was defiled by
his breath!  Ul-humd-ul-illa! a Kafir and a traitor,
may he -="

“Peace, Meer Sahib,* we have dismissed him, and
that is enough,” said the King. “Our father, on whose
memory be peace, trusted him, and so did his father,
— so also do we”

“As my prince pleases,” returned the holy man,
with a humble gesture, and checking the volley  of
curses he had prepared to hurl after the old Brambun.
“In this matter it secmed to me that his counsel was
cowardly and dangerous.  How say you, Meerza?

Vas Ieroze Shah afraid of infidels when he and his
true believers slew them by lakhs, and the pyramids
of heads stood by the gates of Gulburgah?  And is
our prinec less than he was, or are these Mahratta
Kafirs more powerful than those of Becjanugger? Speak,
man!”

“My opinion would be little worth,” said the scere-
tary, “even did my lord desire it, and there are others
more capable of judging of the power of this Mahratta

* Syuds are usually addressed as “Meer Salub ”
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robber than T am.  What you have to advise our master
upon is another matter, Syud.”

“Explain it to him, Meerza,” said the King, sadly:
“1 am sick of lruachexy, which seems to be closing
round me like a net on all sides.”

“God and the Prophet forbid!” exelaimed both in
a breath.  “Treachery knuwn, is soon diqposed
T'hat which sits vrou(,luuw in hidden places is alone to
he dreaded,” continued th(- Syud. “Ere T hear the
detail, I lm.vc my feark.”

“Nay, read thyself and judge,” said the King.
“Give him the letters, Meerza.”

“T have compared the seals,” said the sceretary,
“with those letters reeently received by the King,
aml the writing also.  Judge for yoursclt before you
read.”

The Syud obeyed. e cxamined and compared
the seals, the saperseription, and the paper of all, with
much care and evident interest, as expressed in various
cjaculations of wonder, and appeals to the divinity
under various appellations suited to the circumstances,
which may be spared.  “No doubt, no doubt,” he
said, after the serutiny had been concluded, “no doubt
of these, nor of the saperseription.  They only eon-
firm what hath long been in men’s mouths, yet was
indeteeted.”

“Read,” said the King. “Satisfy yourself”
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CHAPTER VIIL

”

“Ir is finished, my lord,” said the Syud, looking
up, after an examination of the papers which had
appeared interminable, and as he spoke, the ery of the
Muczzin of the Royal Mosque arose in the invitation
to morning prayer, sonorous :u;nd musical, “Alla ho
Akbur! Alla ho Akbur!”+ *It is finished,” he con-
tinued, “and it is the will of Alla that morning
prayer should come with the last words. Come, my
lord, let us do this service, and ask a blessing on our
deliberation.  Come to the terrace in the fresh momn
ing air.”

We need not follow them.  As they returned and
seated themselves again by the oriel window, the first
blush of dawn was stealing over the sky, paling the
stars, and the gentle breeze of morning rustled softly
among the leaves of the gardens below. The cere-
mony he had performed, the ablution, and the air of
the terrace outside to whieh they had adjourned, had
refreshed the King after this weary night.

“Speak, Syud,” he said, as they resumed their seats
“What is it to be?”

“I need not, my lord,” replied the Syad.  *“What
Alla hath put into thy heart T now sce in thine eyes,
and so be it!  Amcen!* ameen! ameen! It is his
destiny. e is not fit to live; let him die, perjured
and faithless as he is. My lord, he had sworn on the
holy book to me to be true. IIe had touched my fect

# *(3od 18 victorious,” — the beginning of the Azéin or call to prayers.
** Amen.
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and my neck as witness to his oath.  Yet see, since
then, nay, within a fow weeks, this letter — worst of
all — was written. But O, my prince! there must
be no mistake. Even at the last, let not the blood of
a guiltless man be on our heads.”

The Syud’s resolution had wavered for a moment,
but was rallicd by the secerctary as the King shook
his head, but did not reply.

“Mecr Sahib,” he said, “we have had the same
doubts, my lord and I Considering how we obtained
the letters, can there be uncertainty ?”

“God forbid!™ replied the Synd — “God forbid!
it is enough. T see in this revelation the hand of the
All-wise, and we, his creatures, should not resist His
destinies and Mis justice.  We cannot do so cven il
we wished,” and he bowed his head reverently over
his beads.  “Tark! what is that?”

“Ulla diliya to léonga!  Ulla dilaya to léonga!
(A God give T will take!  If God give I will take)'~
was suddenly shouted in an outer court of the palace
hy a powerful voice, and interrupted the priest for a
moment.

“Listen!” he continued, grasping the Meerza's arn.
“What is that ery, so strange, and so carly?”

“Tt is but onc of the city beggars,” said the King,
looking across to his secretary with a peculiar glance
of intelligence, “who perhaps has not slept off his
night’s potions. One of thine own disciples perhaps,
Huzrut.” **

“I will go and listen,” said the secretary, rising;

* 'The cry or chant of a sect of Mahomedan beggars — Fakeers.
** Laterally, prince — a title of respect,
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and he proceeded to the terrace where the morning
prayer had been performed.

“Ulla diliya to Iéongal!” arose in clear deep toues,
now unchecked by the heavy quilted curtain of the
royal chamber. It was a common form of cry of
fakeers or other beggars; but there was something in
the rough tone of the voice which scemed to strike
familiarly upon the Meerza’s car.

“Ulla dilaya to léonga!”

The last cry was followed by % remonstrance from
the soldiers bLelow, who, belonging to the guard of
the private apartments, had evidently stopped the in-
truder.

“Gently, O Syn,”* cried one; “what dost thou
here so early? Do not bawl so loud, friend, else
they will be awakened up yonder, and thou wilt be
whipped and put in the stocks. Come and sit here,
and rest thyself if thou wilt.”

“Ulla dilaya to léonga!™ was the only reply.

“Nay, but thou canst not enter here, Syn.  This
is the private court of the IHarcem, and thou must be
silent,” continued the soldier

“Ulla dilaya to léonga!™

“The fellow is mad or drunk. Here, Jemadar,”
cricd another voice; “what is to be done with this
Fakeer?”

“Who can this be?” thought the Mecrza. “This
is no common cry. I must see the worthy Syud out,
and get speech of the crier.”

“Ulla dilayad —"

The Fakeer's ery was broken off abruptly, and
there was a noise as if of a scuffle below. Could it

¥ A respectful title for any Mahomedan faheer.
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be any one in the Wuzeer’s interest, seeking for in-
formation, or perhaps with deadly intent. ‘“Iio there!”
cried the secretary; “what noise is that so early, dis-
turbing the King?"

“Some drunken Fakecr, my lord,” returned one of
the guards, looking up, “who has intruded, God knows
how.”

“Keep him, and I will come down presently,” an-
swered the Meerza, not waiting for the reply, but re-
entering the chamber?’

“Some Fakeer, my lord,” he continued to the King,
but answering his look of intelligence, “whom T have
ordered to be confined till the Darogah* of the palace
can deal with him for his insolence.”

“If he be onc of my men come after me,” said the
Syud, “he shall be punished. And now, my lord,
have I permission to depart? IDelay not in this
matter; and may God give you a safe deliverance
from a traitor!”

“You may go, Meer Sahib,” said the King; “and
we thank you for this visit; but shall need you at
noon.”

“Your servant will be present without fail,” re-
turned the Syud, humbly. “Would that his power
were equal to his devotion in the King's service!”

“Return directly,” said the King, in a whisper to
his secretary, as the holy man waddled slowly to the
door. “I know who it is; bring him hither at once.
Hast thou forgotten the Jogi of the temple?”

“Hither? that fearful man!”

“Yes, and at once — any excuse -— say he does
exorcism -— anything.”

¥ Superintendent,

3]
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The secretary hesitated.

“At once,” continucd the King, positively, “and
without fail. 1 feared him not then, when 1 was in
his power and helpless, ncither do I now. Go, take
this with thee,” and he slipped his signet ring into the
Meerza's hand.

“T will have him scarched at any rate,” thought
the Mcerza, as he descended the narrow stair. “Take
care, Meer 8ahib, the light is uncertain. A, here we
are. Who is that, Abdulla, that*was crying out?” he
said to a eunuch, who, with others, kept guard at the
foot of the stairs.

“I know mnot, my lord. Ie is some drunken
Fakeer, no doubt; and they have tied him up, I
hear.”

“He may he wanted above,” whispered the Meerza.
“Let him follow me, and without notice or hindrance.
Some exorcism is needed -— you understand -—
within "

The man starcd, and only bowed assent over his
crossed arms.  “Who dared question royal secrets?”

“Coming, Meer Sahib; I only looked for my shoes,”
cried the Meerza to his companion, who had advanced
a fow paces.

Hearing the secretary’s voice, several persons
emerged from the guard-room, holding the Fakeer
tightly. His face was distinctly seen in the morning
light, and there could be no mistake.

“He is not one of my children,” said the Syud,
blandly, looking at the man, and scating himself in
his palankeen, which had been brought up; “some
drunken brawler, no doubt, who deserves a whipping.
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Send him to the Kétwal, my sons. I am departing,
Meerza Sahib.”

“Khoda Iafiz! (God be with you?)” rcturned the
secretary. ‘At noon, you remember!”

“Of course, Meerza Sahib, the royal commands are
on my head and eyes. Go on, my sons,” and the
bearers shuffled along at their usual pace.

“Shookr Oolla! (thank God!)” ejaculated the
seeretary, who Lad doubts of the priest, as he had of
most others. *“Who art thou, fellow?” he added to the
prisoner.

“Bid them loose me,” said Pahar Singh, for it was
he, “and I will tell thee. THast thou forgotten so
quickly?”

“My lord,” said onc of the soldiers, “let us turn
him out into the town.”

“Ilow he got in here,” added another, “no one
knows; yet he is not druuk, and he has done no harm
beyond bawling and struggling. e has the strength
of a fiend.”

“Toosec him, my friends; he is an exorcist, and
there has heen some trouble within,” replied the se-
cretary. “I must take him into the presence. He has
no arms? Behold the royal seal.”

“I have the amulet which shall restore health to
the sick,” growled the pretended Fakeer; “it is sorely
needed, and time presses. The planctary conjunction
is passing.”

“Come, Syn; I will lead thee in,’
tary, taking his hand.

“He has no weapons -— we scarched him well; but
he will answer no questions,” said several men, speak-
ing together.

Y

)

said the secre-

5%
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“Ah, my friends,” replied the secretary, gravely,
“those who cast out evil spirits are not to be ques-
tioned. Come, Syn, follow me.”

The men shrugged their shoulders ineredulously.
What could it mean? To all except the Meerza the
entry of such a character to the private apartments at
any hour would have been impossible — but now, and
under the King's seal? How had he entered the citadel ?
The guard at the gate had not seen Lim pass; and this
mystery, with the fact of his having been expected,
furnished plentiful cause of speculation to these who
had seized him.

CHAPTER TX.

“Wiaar is it?” asked the Meerza anxiously, as they
passed into the inner court. “Why has thou come,
Pahar Singh, thus carly?”

“Is he above-— Al Adil Shah?™ asked the robber;
“what I have to say is for him alone. And thou hast
recognised me, O Meerza?”

“He is,” replied the Meerza; “follow me, and be
silent. I will tell him. Yes, I knew thee, and he
trusts thee.”

The cunuchs of the lower guard bowed their heads
on their folded arms as the two men passed and
ascended the stair together. When they reached the
terrace, the Meerza stepped on and drew aside the
curtain.

“He is come, my lord,” he said in a low tone —
“he -— the robber.”

“1 thought so,” replied the King; “bring him in.”
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As Pahar Singh cntered, the light of the lamp
shone full on him, and revealed a haggard anxious
face; his large cyes were gleaming wildly from among
the heavy masses of his matted hair, now hanging
about his shoulders; but the disguise as a Mahomedan
mendicant was as complete as that of the Hindu Jogi
had been. Ife made no lowly reverence, but advanced
holdly — defiantly, as it were — to the edge of the
carpet, and the King involuntarily grasped the hilt of
the short sword lying heside him.

“" 'l‘ A

he King might kill me,” said the man, observ-
ing the action; “a word, and the head of Pahar Singh
is struck from his body by thos¢ cunuchs yonder.
There is no escape hence — is it not s0? Yet 1 have
trusted thee, O King, aud do not fear thee, even as
thou didst not fear me. 1 am here, true to thy salt;
and what I have to tell thee is as trne as I am.”

“Fear not,” said the King, “and speak freely;
thou art safe here.”

“Doces he know all?” asked the robber, pointing to
the Meerza.

“All, friend. Was he not with me, and are not
these the letters?” returned the King. “EKlse ——"

“I believe thee, Adil Khan,” said Pahar Singh.
“Now, listen: time is short, and much has to be done
ere thou art safe.”

The King started. “Safe?” he cried.

“Ay, safe, my lord. Khan Mahomed was at
Almella yesterday, and is on his way hither now. He
will be here about the third watch of the day, or
sooner. What brings him, think you?” said Pahar
Singh, rapidly.
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“Y sent him a lotter of assurance, and he believes
it,” said the King.

“Belicves it, King? He?” exclaimed the man
derisively. “Ile? Thou art but a simple boy to think
so. No, he has understood it rightly, and in reply has
brought some hundreds of my men with him. What
for? — it is in thine eyes to ask — what for? I will
tell thee. Ah! thy heart tells thee now: there is no
nced for me to speak.” '

“Then his designs are evil, friend,” said the King,
with a slight shudder.

“King! without that letter he was not to be trusted.
After he received it, he knew his fate,” returned Pahar
Singh. “We - - I -— have an evil reputation, they
say; and he believed T would do anything for money.
He sent an express messenger for me from Nuldroog.
I had come here with those letters, but my son went.
Money was offered to him; rank - - an estate — what-
ever he pleased. Money? yea, much money. A lakh
of rupees — more. Why? thou already knowest. Yes
-— to kill thee, O Adil Khan, thou wert not to live
over to-day. My son pleaded fatigue and my absence
— time also to collect the men. That is why Khan
Mahomed did not arrive yesterday. That is why he is
at Almella now. My son is shrewd and wise — he
secured all he could of the Wuzeer’s money; and then
— ah, blessed boy! — he rode on to meet me last
night. Ha, ha! they thought he had gone to Itga to
hurry on the men; but he is a good youth — he knew
what to do. A gallant horse is that which that Lalla
left with us; thy life was on its feet, O Prince! and
my boy was in sore temptation. So he reached me
last night, just as I had gained my hiding-place,. of
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which he knew. Ab, T was sick at heart, for my
brother was dead —-="

“Dead!” cried the secretary; “God forbid! he was
with thee, and well.”

“Ay, dead, Mcerza,” continued Pahar Singh. “Yes,
murdered -— perish the cowardly hand that struck the
blow in the dark. We were attacked by robbers, who
had watched us, and he was struck down in the fight.
I went for assistance to carry him, and when I returned
he was dead, and a £nife-wound in his heart. Enougb,
master,” continued Pahar Singh, dashing his hand
roughly across his eyes. “le died in thy service.
Enough for him.”

“And then?” asked the King.

“My son had consented t do the work; and that
slave, the Wuzeer, believed him. The boy told me he
pretended to hate the King, and that there was a death
feud between our house and thine, Adil Khan - was
it not good? Ol he is a clever youth that. It was he
who got those letters, too; and now he has received
money from the slave. Enough! Speak, () King. Is
the slave to be delivered into thy hand alive, or wilt
thou give him to me — to me, Pahar Singh? Dost
thou doubt me? 1 ask no money — no reward from
thee. Thy house — thy very life — is in peril:
Pahar Singh can save both, and ask nothing but to be
held true to his master’s salt. Nay, do not interrupt
me,” he continued, waving his hand, while he wiped
away the foam which, in his excitement, bad gathered
on his lips. *“Think, Adil Khan, was thy royal house
ever so threatened before? Ilath not the Wuzeer
prepared the enemy to make his last swoop upon thec,
even as a falcon on a hare; and wert thou dead, with



72 TARA:

no son for to rally men around him, and Khan Ma-
homed holding the power, — could thy kingdom be
preserved? Are the Moguls idle? Is Sivaji Bhéslay in-
different? Above all, could thy royal armies have saved
thee had T heen a traitor?”

“Come hither,” ecried Adil Shah, from whose eyes
the tears were welling fast as he thought upon his
defenceless state, the deep treachery which had been
meditated, and the rough earnest devotion of this
strange man. “Come hither: let'me put my hand on
thy head.”

Pahar Singh advanced. The squalid mendicant
covered with rags — to all appearance what he seemed,
so complete was the disguise — trod boldly upon the
royal bed of satin and velvet; but he bowed his head
to meet the hand which the King cxtended and laid
upon it gently.

“As thou wilt, truc servant,” said the King, “for
there is a stern and fearful necessity to be encountered.
Whatever reward thou mayst claim hereafter is freely
bestowed upon thee — all thou hast ever done against
me or my people is forgiven. Take that slave for
thine own if thou wilt, to deal with as it seemeth good
to thee.”

“Remember,” cried Pahar Singh, seizing the King's
hand and detaining it upon his head, “these words
cannot be revoked. Whatever happens, I do but thy
bidding, O King; and, only for the need for thee to
know it, I had done the same even though I had not
seen thee. Now 1 go, whither ye cannot trace me, but
ye will hear of me ere the day is past.”

“Go,” replied the King. “I have no fear of thee
or of thine acts. Alla and the Prophet direct and
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keep thee, O true friend, whom he hath sent me in my
need. Go!”

“Only be careful,” continued the man, withdrawing
the King’s hand from his head, kissing it reverently,
and then releasing it — “only he careful!  Stir not
beyond the fort till the news comes to thee. The
guards on the gates and within are of the true party,
and thou art safe with them. Care not for revolt; the
Wuzeer brings no mjen with him but my own. My
son prevented those he brought from coming on, and
they returned to Nuldroog from Almella. None of hix
party here dare stir.  Yet, if there be any movement,
send for Afzool Khan and his son Fazil; they are my
bitter enemies, but they are true to thee  Nay, more,
the Wuzeer’s son is not with his father in this matter,
and is true to thee, O King, because of the young
Fazil. And now 1 go. Send me beyond the gate, for
[ must not depart as T came.”

“YI am ready to go,” said the secretary  “They
were marvelling at thy sudden appearance.  How
was it?”

“I may tell thee some time or other,” returned
Pahar Singh, smiling; “but come, it is almost day.
Yet, ere I depart, my lord, T would kiss thy feet.
The reverence 1 once paid thy father, the noble Sultan
Mahmoud, I would pay to thec.” And so saying, he
prostrated himself, embracing the King’s feet, and
kissing them respectfully.

“Would thou wert a true believer, and thou wouldst
be as a brother. Ol that I could reward thee ade-
quately,” said the King, with much emotion.

“T am better as I am — free,” returned Pahar
Singh. “When I bave earned reward, Adil Khan, 1
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may ask it if T live; and if I die, remember there
was one true heart among thy people, and protect my
Gopal — my son. TLet us not speak of reward; there
is nothing now between us but true faith, as thou art
witness, () Meerza, and that faith was never yet given
for gold.”

So saying, he turned and passed rapidly through
the curtain, followed by the secretary.

Was there any doubt in the young King’s mind
now? None; all was clear. Therc was no thought of
mercy — none of receding from determination. There
could be no question of Pahar Singh’s story, else why
had he, outlaw and robber as he was, trusted himself
in the very palace. There was no appearance about
that strange man which could lead to a suspicion of
deceit, and his grim devotionin this emergency affected
the King deeply. Even if Pahar Singh failed, the
course was clear. 'The Wuzeer must be confronted
with the silent witnesses of his treachery; and in Afzool
Khan and a score of other trusty adherents, the King
felt he had ample protection.

Noj; it was no deception. After a short interval
of silence, the Fakeer's cry, “Ulla dilaya to léonga!™
again arose more sonorously, more confidently than
before, and the King, stepping out on the terrace,
listened, speculating how far the man might be gone
on his deadly errand, and what would come of it, so
absorbedly, that the sccretary’s footsteps, as he as-
cended the stair, were not heard, and the King started
as he spoke once more.

“He is gone, my lord, on his work. I saw him
pass beyond the gate.”

“Did he say aught?”
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“Nothing — he did not speak again. As he
passed out of the court he shouted his ery, and con-
tinued it, walking rapidly till he was beyond the
bridge of the ditch. Many of the men saluted him,
and some offered alms, but hie answered no one, and,
still shouting, pressed on so quickly that T could hardly
follow. When I last saw him, he had turned by the
‘Goruk Imlee’ tree, and was running fast; and so God
speed him!” ’

“Ameen!” sighed the King. “Thou must not
leave me to-day, Anwur Alee. Order a Durbar at
noon,, and there will we await the end. e or I, Meerza,
whichever God wills; but it shall not be said of Adil
Khan that he shrank from his fate in his zenana. Go;
sleep there on my cushions for a while; we both need
rest,” and by another doorway, the King passed to the
inner apartments.

CHAPTER X.

Tue day wore on; and it may be imagined that
the anxieties of the lady Lurlee and the fair Zyua
were not diminished by the continued absenee of the
Khan and his son. As the former had left lis wife,
he had requested her to have a “Kichéri”* of a
particular kind, with kabobs, prepared for him when
he arrived. “He should be hungry,” he said, “after
his ride so early, and Fazil too. It was a soldier’s
dish, and would put him in mind of old days in the
field, and — Lurlee could dress it so capitally.” We
may remember a slight bandying of words between

* Sphit-pens and riee borled together.
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the Khan and his lady before he went out; and he had
ordered this dish as a propitiatory ineal at her hands,
for he knew by cxperience that the result would be
satisfactory: the little acerbity would disappear, and
the plancts, perhaps, would be forgotten.

Nothing could have been devised more soothing to
the Lady Lurlec’s temper — nothing more certain of
dispelling any clouds of dissatisfaction or disappoint-
ment — than this appeal to her affections through her
kitchen. Even in these intellectual days, a similar
result is not unfrequently attainable; proving that the
motives and springs of poor human nature, and its
tempers, show but little difference at the time of our
history and among ourselves; and did we permit our-
selves to moralise after the fashion of the day, we
might possibly deliver a pretty lecture upon the
subjoct.

But — and we may as well avow it once for all
— we feel ourselves bound to relate our story without
any moralising disgressions  whatever, further than
what may form part of its action; and therefore we
will not follow the changes of the lady’s mind, from its
first expectant and interested condition after the
mixing of the materials by her own fair hands (for on
such occasions she suffered no one to interfere), to the
setting them on the fire to be done exactly as her lord
wished. With the Khan's loving order, had come a
flood of pleasant memories to her — of old camp
days, hard fights too, in which her lord — safe,
generally victorious, and restored to her prayers —
found his wite busy with some favourite dish; and they
loved cach other, in a homely fashion, better for the
cooking and the cating of it.
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Now, asg the lady sat over her private brazier, on
which were her own silver cooking-vessels, the Khan's
special gift, she told Zyna of many an old time and
scene — of many a mnarrow escape — many a rough
march which she had shared with the old soldier, and
done her part in binding up his wounds if he were
hurt, or cooking for him if he were hungry.

“Your mother was not of our rough Dekhani sort,
daughter,” she said; “people tell me she never went
out with the army: sle was a weak, fragile thing, 1
have heard, but very beautiful. Peace be with her,
for thy father loved her much, and hath never loved
me as her. But no children have come, Zyna — no
children, that is it,” — and the lady sighed, and
perhaps tears gathered in her eyes, for she wiped them
hagstily with the corner of her muslin scarf. “Well, it
is God's will, daughter; and though T could never
understand it properly, there was something wrong in
the horoscope which they cast when 1 was betrothed.
You see, Zyna, my planet was then Mars, which re-
presented water— no, it was fire; — no, that’s a malo
planet, and so it must have been Karth.  Yes, 1 think
it was — Karth; and then he was Venus -— no, that
could not be either; it must have been Saturn, and
that's for air. So you see, fire and air — no, let me
sce — air and water? no. What did 1 tell thee, Zyna?
Was it Earth?”

“I do not understand it, mother; how can [ tell?”
said Zyna demurely.

“But you are not listening, girl; aha, wait till your
own time comes. I'll warrant you anxious and curious
enough to know whether you are fire or earth, or air
or water; and whether he is air, or water, or whatever
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he may be. Now about myself. You sce I was fire;
no, I am wrong. ‘Humul, ‘Sowr,” ‘Jowza,””* con-
tinued the lady Lurlee, telling off all the signs of the
zodiac, in Arabic, upon the ends of her fingers, and
then the planets in succession, *“‘Mars,” ‘Venus,
‘Mercury;’ and now look, Zyna, if the house of the
Lion is on this middle finger, and the planet Mercury
comes to it, you see Mercury is in conjunction with
-— with the Crab. Did not 1 say the Crab, child?
Now attend, else I shall lose all my reckoning. ‘Humul,’
‘Sowr$ ——

“Alas, mother, but I do not understand it, and 1
can never remember the names of the planets or their
houses, — indeed I cannot,” said Zyna, piteously.
“But ah, mother, look, it is burning!”

And so it was. In hér astrological involvement,
Lurlee Khdnum had forgotten the kichéri, which, as
the bottom of the pan became too hot, sent up a most
unsavoury odour, and brown smoke issued from under
the lid.

“God forgive me my neglect, daughter,” exclaimed
the lady, sorrowfully, as she examined the pan: “it is
surely quite spoiled, and thy father is so particular.
The least idea of burnt kichéri, is enough to set him
mad, and I could not look at him for a day or more.
And he will be expecting this to be all recady. *Pro-
tection of the Prophet!” cxclaimed the lady suddenly,
“there he is. What shall T do? — what shall I
do?”

That which had startled Lurlee, was the arrival of
the Khan's escort, and the beating of their kettle-
drums in the outer court; and as she listened, and

* Aries, Taurus, Gemini.
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stood up, ladle in hand, expecting her lord’s entrance,
she was perhaps relieved by the appearance of Goolab
who, as the general out-door scout, brought tidings
from the court-yard of occurrences of all kinds.

“They are not coming, lady,” said the nurse. “They
are gone to the Kdtwal's, and will stay there. That's
the news brought by Pecr Khan, and a host of them.
And there’s Bulwunt Rao as good as dead; and he's to
be put into the private apartments, and the King's
doctor is to be sent for; and I must go and see to a
bed for him, and a soft mattress, and pillows and
sheets; and then they'll all be spoilt with his blood.
His blood, indced!”

“A blistor on thy tongue, O prating woman!” cried
Lurlee. My lord taken to the Kdtwal's? My lord!
O Zyna! O girl! what is the world come to? Thy
father taken to that man of blood, Jehdndar Beg;
and those cowards, the Pitgah, have come here
without him? O girl? — what is it? speak, hast thou
no sense?”

Indeed, Zyna had very little; the mention of that
dreaded name, the certainty that if her father could
have returned he would, and the fact of Bulwunt Rao
being dangerously wounded, all combined to terrify,
and Lurlee herself was no calmer.

“Was there no message, Goolah?” asked Zyna.

“QO yes; that the Khan remains at the Kdtwal's,
and will eat his breakfast thcre. Ic has business,
and will stay. That is all, and that Meah Sahib is
well.”

“That is all!” exclaimed Lurlee. “That is all!
To have my lord in the Kétwallee, and that dish of
kichéri dressed in vain! O woman of little grace that
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[ am! why did T deserve this? what have I done? what
have I done?”

“But it was spoiled, mother,” said Zyna innocently;
“do not care about it. Only thank God they are safe.
0, I vow a Fateha —"

“Not care, child? and would it not have been the
same had it been, as it was, dressed like food for the
Peris? would it not have been the same? Would he
have come to cat it? he, thy father? Why order it?
why affront me by leaving it hefe to be spoiled? why
did he not come long ago? This is not as it used to
be of old. O, Afzool Khan! am I less than dirt in
thine eyes; am I-—I—I—"

Now, the lady Lurlee, like all other Mahomedan
ladies, only mentioned her husband’s name on very
solemn occasions, or when cxcitement got the better
of discretion; and here was an instance of it. She sat
down upon the stool before her brazier, and, after
rocking herself to and fro for a while, burst into an
uncontrollable fit of sobbing. It was difficult to say,
perhaps, what had most particularly affected her; but
undoubtedly the burning of the kichéri was at the
bottom of all. It had been so good. Then she knew
how his face would have expanded under its influence
as he ate; it would have reminded him of some old scene,
whose history would have come out between the mouth-
fuls — he might even have caressed her. Ah, all was now
gone — her trouble, her expectation of a loving greet-
ing, all gone; and the sense of neglect and indifference
under which she habitually existed, had for the time
taken its place. But gradually the sobbing was soothed,
and Lurlee, laying her head against Zyna's bosom,
seemed lost in thought.
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“There must be unfavourable conjunctions among
the planots to-day, depend upon it, daughter,” she said
at length, rousing herself, and drying her eyes, “else
all this would not have happened. Now, let me look
steadily into jt: perhaps we may learn something for
our guidance.”

“Look!” continued the lady after a pause, and
a brief examination of an astrological table, which
she usually carried about her, ‘“‘look here. Al, grace-
less and unfortunate that T am, 1 should have foreseen
all that has happened, and he should never have gone
out at all. Why, here is Saturn in the ascendant
till the first watch of the day, and then follows the
Sun, and that's what spoilt my cooking. Let me see

—~ Aries, Taurus, Gemini, Cancer,” she continued,
counting the signs of the zodiac, as before, on her
fingers, “Aries, T'aurus — why, God be merciful! here
follows Mars, and he's an executioner — and they are
in the Kétwallee — the Prophet’s merey be on then!
Yet, stay, Mars will last for only three hours; then
comes, let me see - — Mars, Jupiter, Mercury, Moon —
no, Venus, Jupiter, Moon.  Yes, 1 am right now, girl.
'That means messenger, and Venus is propitious. Ah,
yes, don’t you see it all, Zyna? Don't you under-
stand? l.ook, first the Moon, that's we ourselves, as
messengers; and then Venus will save them, if we can
get past Mars. Of course it is quite plain. Don’t you
see?”

“Alas, no, mother! T donot,” said Zyna, innocently.
“I see figures and numbers, and angles and signs, but
it is hopeless to ask me about them. You are a wise
woman, and this is a marvellous science. Surely, and
please God, you are right.”

Taa 1 6
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“Q, I see cxactly what to do; and it is well I can
pick out a path among these mysteries,” cried Lurlee,
brightening, “or we had all been lost long ago. But
we will eat first; I am sure some of the kichéri is
good, and at any rate therc are the kabobs, and Ja-
meela will have bread. Come and eat, daughter, it
will support thec; come, we have much to do ere noon.
I see now, and when thou hast eaten I will tell thee.
Jameela! O Jameela!” she cried to the cook, who,
when her mistress came to usutp her functions, dis-
creotly kept out of the way. “Jameela, bring some
bread and some pickle; we must eat now.”

“But you have the kichéri,” said the dame. “Surely
it is not burnt,” she continued, sniffing into the pan
with a cook’s experienced nose.

“Begone, graceless!” cried Lurlee, who well knew
the old woman was rejoicing in her heart over her dis-
comfiture; “begone and get the bread.”

“There is none but the men’s bread, and it is
coarse enough, for the meal was not sifted,” returned
Jamecla. “When you take to cooking, of course I am
not expected to be mindful of other light bread, and
such things; but —"

“Begone, and do as you are bid,” cried her mis-
tress, sharply. A look from Zyna also, deprecating
further discussion, was understood at once by the old
dame.

“I will bring the best of it, Khanum,” she said,
“and there is some quite hot; but I can bake a few of
your own ‘phoolkas, * if you like; they will be good
with the kabobs . . . . which seem savoury,” she con-

* Phoolha — a kind of scone, very light, and puffed out, as the name
exprosses.
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tinued, craning over to look into the pot on the fire,
and sniffing into it.

“Where is Goolab? Ah yes, do so, Jameela, and
bring them quickly,” replied her mistress; “thou art a
jewel.”

“I will send her, lady,” said the cook, departing:
“and I would bring the men’s bread, only it is not fit
for the likes of ye. ”

“Now, what is to be done?” asked Zyna. O mother,
thou seemest to undérstand everything, and art confi-
dent, and I am distracted with apprehension. O my
fathcr! O my brother! God keep you safe. I vow lights
at Peer Sahib’s tomb, and to fced a hundred Fakecrs
there to-morrow, if they be safe!”

“We must go to the palace, and inquire why thy
father is detained,” replied Lurlee decisively. “Ab,
Goolab, where wert thou? But never mind,” she con-
tinued, as the dame entered. “Lay out clothes for us;
we must go to the palace; and bid some one go and
say we pray to see the Bégum Sahiba, and order the
palankeens and an escort to be ready. Inshalla!
daughter, we will see what this cvil-minded and base-
born Kdétwal can do.”

“And the jewels, Khanum?” asked Goolab.

“Ah! T had forgotten. Well, a few.”

“No, mother, no!” cried Zyna, “not so. With our
hearts heavy and sad, it surely is no time to put on
jewels. Let us rather go with sober garments, and
prostrate ourselves before the Peer’s shrine on our
way.”

“I tell thee the Pcer cannot help us,” returned the
dame tartly; “it is the stars and the Bégum. When they
are safe, then do thy Fatcha if thou wilt. Come here,

6*
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cat, for we have much to do. Ah! Jameela bee;” for
Lurlee always added the respectful addition of bce, for
lady, when she was in good humour, to her cook, who
now entered with a tray of hot bread and delicate
phoolkas, and a white cloth over her arm: “thou hast
been quick, friend.”

It must be confessed that the lady Lurlee’s appe-
tite, sharpened perhaps by her unusual fast and the
process of her own cookery, did ample justice to the
meal. Her confidence in the stars sustained her far
better than Zyna's faith in her saint — that is, if one
might judge by the resolute and satisfied features of
the elder face as it bent over its plate, eating heartily,
and the distressed, anxious, and tearful expression of
the younger, endeavouring almost vainly to cat at all.
It was of no avail that Lurlee encouraged her daugh-
ter, and even picked out tempting morsels from the
kabobs, and set them before her, with the hottest of
the phoolkas, as they were sent in short relays from
the kitchen.

“Ah, daughter! he would have enjoyed this,” said
Lurlee, as she washed her hands over the cwer
brought herat the conclusion of the meal, and sighed
in a manner which plainly signified her regret not to
be able to cat more. “Yes, the kabob was good, but
thou hast scarcely tasted it; a trifle more pepper would
have been better, perhaps; yet it was good. And
now, girl, I am ready to face the Kdétwal or the Bé-
gum, or — the peace of God be on him — Adil Shah
himself. Inshalla! we will see who dares to detain
wy lord when I, Lurlee Khanum, have cooked his
breakfast.”
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CHAPTER XIL

Exovan had transpired in the cxamination of Af-
zool Khan and his som, to satisfy Jehdndar Beg that the
young man and his father had attained knowledge of
some sceret relating to the conspiracies in progress,
which they were resepving to tell the King; and we
should be doing that very astute officer injustice, if
we did not at once admit that he believed the sceret
known to them, or at least to IMazil, concerned the
Wuzeer very deeply. Why the King's scerctary had
been mentioned he could not imagine. Did he know
it also? Certainly it was important to find out every-
thing that could be discovered, previous to the Wuzeer's
arrival; and he purposed himself to go to his house,
and have speech of him, before he should atteud the
Durbar, and appear before the King to inform him of
the detention of Afzool Khan and his son, and of the
events connected with them.

But Jehdndar Beg, as police minister of that large
city, had other sources of information; and whatever
occurred at night was reported to him Dby his spies
before the truc business of the day commenced. Had
not Afzool Khan come direct to the court, it js most
probable that Jehdndar Beg would have heard some
account of Fazil Khan's night adventure before he
appeared at all. As it was, there had been a reversion
of events; and we must now follow the magistrate
briefly, in his reception of the spies whom he sum-
moned, directly the door of the court had closed upon
the Khan and his son.
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The room in which these persons were received,-
was one which could be entered from the large hall
of audience: but there was a door also by the back
passage which led from a street behind, and persons
could come and go unobserved. There was nothing in
this chamber — which indeed was very small — but
a large pillow and a carpet, on which the Kotwal's
sword-dagger, a heavy-bladed Persian or Afghan knife,
and writing materials, were placed.  As he sat down
and clapped his hands, a dvor opposite was opened
by a slave without, and a Bramhun, as was evident
by his dress and the caste marks on his forchead, was
admitted.

“Be seated,” said Jehdndar Beg. “Ilave you any-
thing for me to-day, Pundit?”

“Yes,” answered the Bramhun, taking a pair of
spectacles from a fold in his turban, and placing them
across his nose, and then producing some papers from
a pocket within his dress; “‘these have just arrived by
a special messenger from Moro Trimmul at Toolja-
poor;” and he handed to the Kdtwal several letters
scaled with the private Malratta scal of Sivaji Blidslay,
which Johdndar Beg examined closcly; then, apparently
satisfied, he made a Persian memorandum on the corner
of each, with the date of receipt, very methodically,
and put them into the side-pocket of his robe.

“And,” continued the Bramhun, looking over his
letter as the Kotwal had finished, “Moro Trimmul
writes that his sister has been married to a Shastree
at Tooljapoor, and that he has not been idle; but he
cannot induce Pahar Singh to visit him or accept
terms, and he is afraid to go to Itga himself; so it
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were better your worship advised our master to treat
with him.”

“Very good; I will mention it,” returned the Kdt-
wal; “but has Moro Trimmul been to Nuldroog to see
the Wuzeer? It is not far.”

“No, my lord; he was afraid to go nuless a ‘Cowle’
were sent to him.”

“Curious that, O Pundit!” added Jehdndar Beg,
with a sncer; “he is mot scrupulous in general, 1
think.” !

“No, not in general, perhaps,” replied the man;
“but in this case he is -— he is -— not sure.”

“Not sure? Well, 1 suppose he is certain of my
being able to appreliend him, and make him so, on the
Goruk Imlee tree.”

“My lord is all-powerful; but Moro is careful —
as much so as Sivaji Bhdslay or Tannajee Maloosray,”
returned the Pundit, dryly.

“Ah yes; no doubt, friend; he thinks himself so,”
replied Jchdndar Beg, with a suncer; “but what of
Tannajee himself? I heard just now that he is here,
and was scen last night.”

“Tannajee is everywhere,” returned the man, smil-
ing, “or some one else for him. If my lord requires
him, he may be found at Wye: he would not trust
himself in Beejapoor, I think; yet ——"

“Why not, Pundit?”

“My lord can best auswer that. Like Moro Trim-
mul, he is better at a distance till the time comes.
He does not like ‘those trees’ of my lord’s.”

For once the Kdétwal was at fault. 1t was neces-
sary to gain over the Mahratta interest, else the
intrigue with the Emperor were abortive; hut it was
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clear none of the Mabratta agents would trust.the
Wuzeer's party, without more assurance of its success
than at present appeared likely; and the Kdtwal felt
this keenly. e might threaten, imprison, or cven
torture, but he could not penetrate beyond the surface.

“Tannajec was in the Kullal's bazar last night,”
said Jehdndar Beg after a pause, “and had a narrow
cgeape. e ought not to place himself in such peril.”

“Indeed! I have said before there are Maloosrays
everywhere,” returned the Bramhun dryly; “I know
what has been told you, my lord; but,” he added,
smiling, “I suppose you don't believe it?”

“That is as may be proved hereafter. We shall
know more by-and-by — to-day, perhaps,” replied
Jehdndar Beg.

The man shrugged his shoulders. “Docs my lord
wish me to stay?” he asked.

“Not particularly. 'The master comes this after-
noon, and may wish to sec you.”

“Certainly, I will attend; but about Maloosray?
If he comes I will tell you,” continued the Pundit,
laughing; “but do not listen, my lord, to idle stories;
Maloosray is everywhere, and in that is his safety,
May I go?”

“Yes, go;" and the man, making a respectful
salute, departed.

The Pundit was a clever agent, deeply devoted,
like all his countrymen, to the Mahratta interest,
apparently serving the Wuzeer's party through Je-
hdndar Beg, yet at the same time revealing only what
was advisable to be known, and gaining all the in-
formation he could. 1le had already seen Maloosray,
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and went dircct to Jehdndar Beg, on purposc to mis-
lead him, in which he perfectly succeeded.

The Kétwal sat and mused a while on what had
been told him. e believed the Bramhun about
Maloosray. ‘“And Pahar Singh would not join them?
That is all he knows,” said Jchdndar Beg to himself.
“My lord writes that he is sure of the robber, and
brings some of his men with him. What can that
be for?” He felt as though he had not been quite
trusted; still the Wuzcer was coming that day, and
would tell all. e could not poxlmp:. write.

So another spy was admitted, cvidently one of the
royal eunuchs. e sat down where the Bramhun had
been scated, and for a time was silent.

“Well," said Jchdndar Beg, “is thy brain heavy
with drink, Mahmood, or with secercts? Or is there
bad news? Why art thou silent?”

“Good or bad, I know not, my lord,” replied the
man; “but it is at least curious, and you may under-
stand it. I do not.”

“Indeed! — say on, friend,” returncd the Kdtwal,
settling himself into an attitude of attention.”

“My lord the sceretary,” said the man calmly,
“was out late last night. He went to a temple some-
where, and there was another with him. e then re-
turned to the palace, and the Peer Zadah and Neelkunt
Rai were sent for and admitted. Thoy sat till nearly
dawn, when a Fakeer came, and was taken up to the
Palace of the Seven Storics by the secretary.”

Jehdndar Beg took his beard in his hand, rubbed
and stroked it, and mused for several minutes. *Any-
thing more?” le asked.

“Some money was taken,” added the man. “That
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iz all T know, except that & Durbar is ordered after
the mid-day prayer.”

These tidings, strange as they seemed to be,
troubled Jehdndar Beg sorely. He had not been told
of the Durbar. 'What could have happened? “Thou
must go and find out who was with the secretary,”
he said.

“If I might speak,” said the spy timidly, looking
about him — “I think it was —" and he advanced
and whispered in the Kdtwal's ear — “the King him-
self.”

“The King ? Impossible; he never left the palace,”
returned the Kotwal, aloud. “I know that he did not.
The King? -——"

“My lord cannot be mistaken,” replied the spy,
deferentially.  “Nevertheless, I heard it "

“Quite impossible! He could not have gone with-
out my knowing of it, Mahmood; nor dare he venture
out without being attended. Who were with the
secretary ?”

“Bundagee Sahib, and five others only; and the
man who went with the secretary entered the private
apartments with him when they returned. This I saw,
for I was watching.”

“Thou shouldst have gone into the court with
them,” said the Kétwal. “What neglect is this?”

“I was going, but the guard stopped me,” said the
8py, as if ashamed. “They knew me, and turned me
out of the fort-gate. What could I do? Since the
last time I was drunk, they will not admit me.”

“And the Fakeer?”

*“1 heard him calling inside, ‘Ulla dilay4a to léonga;’




A MAHRATTA TALE. 91

and when he got outside he ran, still shouting, towards
the Goruk Imlee trees, and I lost sight of him.”

“Then whe told you he went into the palace?”

“Oh, the men on guard said one of the ladies had
seen demons, and that the Syn had been sent for, to
say incantations over her.”

“Very likely,” said the Kdtwal, calmly. “Now
go and bring me the news I want. Was it the King
who went with the Meerza, or his own son? Find
this out for me, and return dirvectly.”

“Jo hookum!"* returned the spy, “your slave will
do his best,” and he departed.

We need not follow Jehdndar Beg in his other
private audicnces. Ie had many spies over many
people.

If he had not been delayed by these communica-
tions and his own meditations upon them, and had
gone to his prisoners at once, it is possible perhaps,
that the Khan and his son might have been taken by
surprise; but they had been warned, and were pre-
pared for him.

The lad Ashruf, who has been already mentioned,
had been present during the first examination. No
one noticed him; but he was shrewd and observant.
He had asked his father whether he should run and
bring down the whole force of Afzool Khan's Paigah
to rescue the Khan; and perhaps the boy would
have enjoyed a share in the mélee which would un-
doubtedly have followed; but his father, while checking
him angrily for the thought, bid him be on the watch,
and should there be any danger, to give information
of it. So the lad had remained in the Kuchéri, and

* As you order.
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was not noticed among the soldiers who lounged about
there. As the Kétwal entered his private room, and
was known to be generally occupied for some time,
the various clerks and scribes took advantage of his
abscnce, and had for the most part gone out; a few
only remained, who scemed absorbed in their business.
Sa, gradually, the lad edged himself close to the pri-
vate door, which, as somctimes happens in Indian
Louses, did not close completely, on account of the
hinges being outside the door-post. The lad could not
sce, but he could hear if he placed his ear, carclessly,
to all appearance, against the place where the door
joined the door-frame, and in this attitude he was not
disturbed. Being questioned by a soldier, he answered
lazily, that he was ordered to wait for his father’s
return; and apparently was settling quietly to sleep,
leaning against the wall.

Ashraf had no idea at first of the results of the
position in which he had placed himself; but a few
words awakened his attention perfectly. To hear
better also, he feigned to be sleepy, drew a part of his
scarf over his face, and lay down; and by this means
he could see under the door sufficiently to observe
who came.

The Bramhun’s communication did not interest him
much; but as soon as the eunuch was seated, whom he
knew to be in disgrace for habitual intemperance, he
felt sure that his tidings would relate to the palace,
and he listened more carefully than ever. Very little
escaped him. He could not hear the eunuch’s whisper,
but the Kdtwal had repeated the name of the King
aloud — that was enough. It was necessary, at least,
that the young Khan should know of it, and dircetly the
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cunuch had been dismissed, the lad got up and looked
about.

1t is frequently the case that, in houses of one
floor only, like this, a staircase leads from the principal
room to the roof; and in the corner, not far from the
door we have mentioned, was one of this description.
Ashruf watched his opportunity, and when no one was
observing him, slipped gently behind the wall at the
entrance of the steps, and ascended them quickly. He
had remarked the dirdetion of the court where Afzool
Khan and his son were detained, and, creeping on
his hands and knees to the edge of the terrace, looked
into it.

At first he did not see them, because they were
sitting upon the same side under one of the arches;
but a soft ery of “Huzrut! Huzrut!” (“My priuce!
my prince!”) in a voice very like a woman’s, and a
small piece of plaster thrown into the court, induced
Ifazil to get up and attend to the signal, whatever it
might be. Looking up, he saw the ]d.d’h face pecping
through an aperture in the open stucco-work of the
parapet, and in a fow moments had heard what he had
to tell. It was important, becausc putting them on
their guard against further questioning, which could
only have one object, their continued detention; and
thoughtful, because proving a faithful interest, which
Fazil trusted to reward. It confirmed also, suspicions
of the connection between the Wuzeer and the Kdtwal.

“Can I do anything more, noble sir?” asked the
hoy, when his little story was done; “be quick, else 1
may be seen and flogged.”

“Yes, two things,” replied Fazil; “first, run to
Kowas Khan, the Wuzeer’s son; bid him come to me
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here well attended, but with no appearance of force;
and then go to the Lurlee Khanum, at our house, with
those papers” — and he threw what he had to him —
“and tell her we shall not be at home early, as we to
have attend the King’s Durbar, and that we are well.
She is to keep the papers till we come.”

They saw the boy’s face disappear, and heard him
crawling back over the terrace. Fortunately he had
not been observed, and he gained the bottom of the
steps safely, and passed out among the soldiers, un-
challenged, on his double mission.

But while he is running at a steady, unvarying
trot, not staying even to take breath, we must follow
what the Kétwal had to say to the old Khan and his
son, which may be of importance in the elucidation of
this history.

“Fear not, my father,” said Fazil to him, as voices
were heard at the door, “fear not, all will be well.
The boy will do as he was told; and without alarm
or force of any kind we shall be soon free. But speak
not, let me talk; you are to know nothing, but that
you went to fetch me when 1 sent for you last night.”
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CHAPTER XII

“Lapy,” said Goolab, again entering suddenly,
“there is a boy in the court who says he must have
instant speech of you. He will tell no one what he
has to say, except that he has come from the master.”

“A boy, Goolab? how old is he? can I sece him?
Quick, woman, my veil — anything to cover me,” cx-
claimed Lurlee.

“Take this, mother,” said Zyna, unfastening her
scarf; “what need of concealment with a boy? I will
go aside. Admit him, Goolab; he may have news of
them.”

The lad entered and prostrated himself before the
Khanum. “Take these papers,” he said. “My lord
the Khan hath sent them; you are to keep them, and
no one is to see them. Ile and his son arc well and
safe, and will go to the King in the afternoon.”

“Prophet of God, what is this?” cried Lurleec.
“Mahratta, too? Well, no one shall take them from
me;” and, so saying, she stuffed them into that mosi.
convenient and unapproachable of all lady’s hiding-
places, her bodice.

“I am going, lady,” said the lad, who had observed
the action; “they are safe with thee now.”

“Not before thou hast caten, boy. There is some
kichéri ready” — he will not mind its being burnt,
she thought — “thou must be hungry.”

Ashruf was, to say the truth, hungry enough; but
he resisted temptation. “No lady, let me go,” he
said; “I have another errand for my lord. May your
house prosper.”
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“Thou art right,” returned Lurlee, as he saluted
her and departed. “Go; God speed thee; thou art a
good lad. And now, Zyna, let us attire ourselves in
fitting garments, and go to the palace, for time presses,
and it is already past noon.”

This, however, promised to be no easy task; and
if Lurlee Khanum had had time to consult her tables
in a fitting manner, the colour and particular kind of
garment which would suit that period of the day, and
in which the wearer would be lucky or unlucky, must
have been decided. Goolab, too, and the other women,
to whom the idea of the ladies going to the palace
could be no other than an occasion for the display of
the utmost magnificence, had laid out costly dresses of
cloth of gold, brocade, muslin, satin; and a petticoat of
gorgeous purple Italian velvet, trimmed with broad
silver ribbon, with purple flowers upon it, a recent
acquisition to the wardrobe, was especially temnpting.

“Pardon me, Khanum,” said Kurreem-bee, the
“Mogulance,” or household dressmaker and mistress
of the robes, “but on an occasion of this kind, and
when a petition is to be made, we should know some-
thing of the mood her highness the Bégum is in, and
the garments should agree with it. Yellow or red,
with gold or silver, might excite bile — blue or purple
would create phlegm; and when my lady Chand-bee,
the wife of Janee Sahib Dagtoray, went to visit —”

“Now, in the Prophet’s name, cease, Kurreem-bee!”
cried Lurlee, interrupting her; “are we not in haste?
and thou standest prating about Chand-bee, who never
could dress herself except like a public dancing-girl.
Peace, T say.  Give me the green satin petticoat laced
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with silver, and the plain white scarf with gold flowers;
these, with a shawl, will be enough.”

Mecanwhile Goolab and some other women-servants
had made their preparations. The old dame was aware
that her red satin petticoat, one of the Khanum’s pre-
sents, would be much in her way, flapping about her
legs as she ran by the litter; and as the ladies were;
scttling themselves in their scats, she tucked it up,
forming it, as it were, into a very efficient pair of
baggy breeches, reacling to her knees, which could be
shaken out when she arrived at the palace: and at the
same time tied her clean muslin scarf about her waist
and shoulders, in such a manner as to display a con-
siderable amount of rotundity in directions otherwise
perhaps not remarkable.

“Al, you may laugh, impudence,” she cried, aim-
ing a blow at a fine sturdy lad, who, with others bear-
ing spears, had just entered the court — “you may
laugh, but that’s the way to run;” and she kicked out
first one leg, then the other, by way of proving whether
the petticoat arrangements were firm. “I have run
ten cose a-day when my lord was in the field, and
carried my lady’s Ilooka into the bargain. Peace,
impudent knaves!” she continued to the men, as the
laugh against her became more genmeral when the
bearers entered. “Take up the palankeen and let us
go. Bismilla!”

There was no time for further colloquy, for the
men, who had been turned out of the court while the
ladies took their scats, now took up the palankeens:
and the band of spearmen, arranging themselves in
front, were joined in the outer court by a strong body
of the Khan’s horsemen, and the little procession

Tuwra, 11 7
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quickly traversed the city, and arrived at its destina-
tion. There the litters, being carried info the women’s
court of the Palace of the Scven Stories, were set down
at the foot of the stairs leading to the apartments in
which the King had held his night council.

Goolab, having shaken out her petticoat, and put
into her cars and about her neck, the gold ornaments
she carried with her, appeared once more in her proper
character: and received the salutations of the royal
Mamas,* who were to conduct the ladies to the cham
ber of audience.

We have before deseribed this apartment; and the
broad daylight, whicli poured through the now open
casements, fully displayed dts richmess and beauty.
Soft quilted cloths had been laid over the floor, and
white mushn sheets tacked to them, covered the whole.
Large pillows had been placed vound the walls; and
in the deep bays and oricl windows; numerons groups
of ladies and their children were sitting conversing
together merrily, and spread, as it were, upon every
available space except the centre, which was kept
clear.

Lurlee Khanum was not preparved for the display
of rich dresses which had to be encountered, but as-
sared by the hind toues in which she was weleomed
by the Queen, sailed up 1o her with measured steps,
aausing her ample satin garment to swing in heavy
folds from left to right, and back again, after the most
impressive and courtly fashion.

Fyz-o0l-Nissa, the King's wife, was as yet a girl,
not, indeed, much older than Zyna herself.  She could

* Women attendants, who de outdoor work, go messages, &c.
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not be called beautiful, but there was a frank pleasant
expression in her fair countenance which was ir-
resistibly  pleasing.  The delicate hands and  arms,
sparkling with jewels, were all that could be seen of
her person, buried as it was amidst the eloud of
drapery which shrouded her as she sat on the King's
scat in the oriel, and seemed an carnest of its grace;
as also, Indeed, her small graceful head and neck,
which were Toaded with costly pearl ornaments.

“The wife and daughter of the noble Afzool Khan
are always welcome,” said the Bégum, in her low
sweel voice.  “Come and sit here by me; tis a fair
sight to see all the gallant people assembling, and
they say it will be a great Dwrbar.  And this is
Zynabee?  Ab, girl, they have often tolil me thou
wert fair, but — Well 1 had hetter not say it. Come
here, child, 1 am thy mother too; they tell me [ have
many children,” she said, langhing.  “0, so many!”

“May God fill your lap with them, may they climb
about you, and may you live a hundred ycars to see
them!” said Lurlee, eainestly.

“And bere is one alveady,” said the Bégum, seating
Zyna beside her.  “Ah, girl, we will have such a
marriage for thee soon - ="

As Zyua bowed down blushingly, Lurlee seized
the opportunity of pressing her suit.

“Tady,” she said, putting up her hands in a re-
speetful attitwde, “thine ear for a moment. T had a
petition —"

“Ah, Khanum!” returned Iyz-ool Nissa, with a
look of disappointment; “I had marked this day for
rejoicing; for the heavy cloud which has hung over
my head so long is gone, and thou hast brought me :

7%
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petition, and I hate them. I never get matters ar-
ranged as I like, and am vexed —— To-morrow,
lady?”

“Only for my husband would I speak,” replied
Lurlee, firmly. “He and his son were decoyed to the
Kétwallee early to-day, and they cannot get to the
King. Tt must not be that Afzool Khan is counted a
laggard. O lady —!" and here Lurlee, unable to
contain herself longer, burst into tears.

Fyz-o0l Nissa looked to Zyna, and saw a confirm-
ation of Lurlee’s tale in her face —- in those great
cyes brimful of tears, and quivering lips.

“Hush!” said the Bégum, “this must not he known.
O that there were any one to write!”

“p-— T can write,” said Zyna, timidly.

“Thou, girl? well done! Now,” she continued, as
an attendant brought a writing-case, “write what thou
wilt, but be quick.”

It was soon dome. A few words, but enough for
the purpose.

“Canst thou sign it, lady?” asked Zyna.

“Yes, child, 'tis all they could ever teach me,” re-
plied the Bégum, laughing; “and here is my seal, too.
Al! thou art a little clerk.”

“Her father makes her write his letters,” said
Lurlee, apologetically, as the Bégum clapped her
hands, and an old cunuch, who had been standing at
the foot of the room, advanced.

“This must go to my lord instantly,” said the
Queen; “some one thou canst count on must take it,
Daood, for me.”

“Myself,” he replied; “no other can do this errand.
Fear not, lady,” he continued earnestly to Lurlee, “thy
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noble lord hath friends he knows not of, and it is need-
ful he should be in the Durbar to-day. Inshalla! thoun
wilt soon see him? Is any of the Paigah here to-
day?”

“Yes,” returncd Lurlee, joyfully, “more than fifly
men; they will be with the troops without.”

“1 will return pu-sont]y, said the man, bowing
over his erossed armns; “and if ye will watch your men
ye will see whether th(, errand be done or not.”

So the ladies sat and looked out. Bright flashed
the sun’s rays from spear and sword, morion and
gauntlet, matchlock and shicld, of the troops gather-
ing before the hall where the King sat: while the gay
turbans, vests of cloth-of-gold, satins and brocad(w
glowed in the bright sunlight like a bed of gorgeous
flowers.

“There are ten thousand brave hearts throbbing
for my lord!” ecried the young Queen, clapping her
hands. “Look, lady! O Alla, such an array of armed
men is fearful, yet beautifull”

“Ameen!” said Lurlee, carnestly. “A  thousand
times {en thousand are at his call, if he will only lead
them! Wly shouldst thou fear, lady? I have ridden
with my lord in the battle and felt no fear. But look!
a thousand thanks and blessings be wupon thee! Yes,
they go, Rheim Khan and all the spearmen.  Dost thou
not see them, Zyna?”

“Yes, to bring my father and Fazil,” eried Zyna,
in her turn clapping her hands exultingly. “Yes, they
will repay thee, O my queen — my mother; they will
repay thee with their lives.”

“Nay, no tears now, girl,” said Fyz-ool Nissa gaily.
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“Took out over the cavalicrs yonder, and wait patiently.
Inshalla! your people will return speedily.”

So they sat, silently now, praying inwardly for their
safety, though the time scemed terribly long, as they
looked over the gathering masses of men: over the
gardens, mosques, and palaces of the nobility: and
over the country beyond, where, in the quivering
noonday light, and now fervid heat, the hlue distance
scemed melting into the sky. .

CHAPTER X111.

Jruanpar Beg felt that the communications he
had heard, might bave somewhat disarranged his ap-
pearance, and he would not for the world be suspected
by Afzool Khan of agitation of any kind; his ample
beard must not be disordered, nor a hair of his eye-
brows crovked. A glance in a small mirror, which
hung in the anteroom, proved that the barber's skill
was necessary, and he seut for lis own servant. 'What
other hand, indeed, could be allowed to meddle with
that glorious beard, or to regulate the orthodox breadth
of the mustache and eyebrows? Who understood the
proper darkening of the spot in the centre of the fore-
head, as if' it were always being rubbed against the
ground in perpetual prayer, like abeehb Méhtur, the
chief of his craft? and finally, who so admirable a
chronicler of all domestic scandal. in which Beejapoor
was at least as prolific as other cities of similar size
and peculiarity of social morals.

So Habeeb, having been summoned, found his
master sitting alone where we last left him, reclining



o

A MAIIRATTA TALE. 103

against his pillow in the small room before described,
and saw, at a glance, that his spirit was troubled.

Having made his obeisance, which was not acknow-
ledged, or barely so, the barher at once set to work,
removing the conieal lambskin cap which Jehdndar
Beg always wore, and subjecting the whole scalp to
a series of wanipulations which were inexpressibly
soothing.  IHow lightly moved the practised fingers
along lines of musclereand nerves! “how carefully was
every stray hair put back into its proper place, or
deftly eradicated with the sharp tweezers. 'Then, as
the momentous matters of eyebrows, mustache, and
beard, were severally approached, and where the Kot-
wal’s rough hand had rubbed his chin, pushed up the
mustache, or disturbed the eyebrows —- ill every hair
seemed battling with his neighbour or bristling in
anger - - all was soon reduced to order, and the cap
replaced.  Jebdndar Beg felt a refreshing coolness per-
vade his head, the nervous excitement was removed,
and a calmmess supervened which he required for what
hie had to do.

Yes, a master in his art! Iabeeb had made a
masterly performance; and yet so quickly! - long
enough, however, for those much-coveted papers to be
taken far from his master’s chance of possession to a
place of safety.

“Shookr, Shookr, Habeeb!™ (Thanks, thanks!) said
the Kotwal at length.  “Iast thou any news, friend?”

What was the barber to say? News? yes, plenty!
There was no lack of that, such as his master relished;
but would it be weleome?

“There was a grand entertaimment at the Nawal
Alla-ool-Moolk’s last night, and some new singers from
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the Carnatic were there. My lord should hear one of
them. She is very lovely,” he replied cautiously.

“Except the blessed Mary, and Féthma, and Aydsha
— on whose names be peace! — I wish all women were
in the burning pit,” said Jehdndar Beg savagely, and
his hand approached his beard.

“Khéda na khasta bashud!” (God forbid!), ex-
claimed Habecb, staying it. *“God forbid my lord
should touch what has been done! Even in that ex-
clamation a hundred hairs have started up. May his
slave ask what has discomposcd the fountain of justice
this morning?”

“There was some onc ill in the palace last night,
and a Fakeer was sent for, who shouted ‘Alla dilaya
to léonga’ Who was that man? and who was ill?”
asked Jehdndar Beg, not heeding the question.

“My lord, no one was ill that I know of. About
the Fakeer 1 will ascertain, if possible,” replied the
barber. “I can tell my lord one thing, however: the
Shah — may his splendour increase — went out, even
as the Kaleefa, of honoured memory, of whom we read
— Haroun bin-al Rasheed -— was in the habit of doing,
to sce after his subjects for limself, to hear with his
own ears; and, if people say the truth, there is enough
for him to hear, if he chose to inquire.”

The men understood cach other perfectly, and ex-
changed glances.

“People will talk, friend,” said the Kétwal; “but
where did he go? if thou'rt sure he went.”

“Nay, that is more than your poor slave knows.
They say he took the young Fazil Khan with him, or
else the Wuzeer's son.  Surc he went? yes, my lord,
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quite sure,” said the man, emphatically. “I was in
the citadel, and saw him go out.”

“Ay, indeed! Boy's tricks, boy's tricks, Habeeb;
yet that Fazil Khan was accounted a steady youth:
but he is in trouble about last night.”

“Ah, master! we have all been like him once,”
said the barber, chuckling. “I suppose it was one of
the new dancers "

“Except that we Uid no murder, friend,” roturned
the Kétwal, interrupting him.

“Is my lord very particular about a noble slaying
a thief, or a night brawler?” asked the barber.

“Oh, no! and it will be settled. And now you
may go, Habeeb — find out who was visited last night;
perhaps . . . no matter . .. and thou shalt have thy
mouth filled, after our Persian fashion, with gold
zecchins and sugar-candy. There are a couple in
carnest of more.”

“May the sun of your splendour increase in bright-
ness, master!” returned the man, taking the moncy,
and retreating backwards till he gained the door. “1
will inquire ——"

“And now for this boy and his rough father,” said
Jehdndar Beg, speaking to himself, as the door closed
on the barber; “if they could be gained? Well, 1
must see. If not-—we cannot allow them to live; they
are too powerful.” And he rose and went into the
outer hall.

“And no one has passed here, Jaffur?” said Jehdn-
dar Beg to the Nubian slave, who, with some others,
watched the door of the court where Afzool Khan was
confined.
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“No one, my lord, except the scrvants with their
meal.”

“Did they speak to him?”

“Not a word, my lord; I listened carefully.”

“Have the Khan and his son been speaking to
cach other?”

“Yes, frequently; but as they have moved to the
other side of the court, which is now in shadow, 1
cannot hear them. My lord is going in?  Should we
not attend? They are armed.”

“1 am mnot afraid, Jaffur; put up thy weapon.
Keep the door ajar, but do not enter, aud, on your
life, let no one listen. Do ye hear, all of yel”

“Jo hookum!” (as you order), eried all together,
dispersing as the Kétwal entered.

Afzool Khan aud his son were sitting, as Jaffur
had deseribed, in the opposite corner of the court from
the door; for the sun was now shining with a painful
glare of heat into that side by which the Kétwal entered,
while, oppuosite, the cool verandalh was rendered more
refreshing from the shadow of a large champa tree,
which fell over the building and enclosure where they
were.  They rose courteously as the Kotwal advaneed,
and, saluting him gravely, yet without any expression
of impatience at detention, requested him to be
seated.

It was no part of Jehdndar Beg's policy to attempt
to bully. If he could find out what the affair of the
night had really been, or obtain a clue to the truth of
that which had been alleged of the King; in short,
anything which might serve as a guide to action,
or as means of warning to the Wuzeer, it would be
enough.
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“I trust my honoured guests have been fittingly
attended to?” he asked, as he subsided on his heels
at a respectful distanee from the old Khan, joining
his hands after the most deferential and elegant of
Persian customs. “I trust the repast was served hot.
My lords must excuse my absence, and my being
taken unawares. Had I expeeted the honour of their
cowpany, then, indeed, Zoolficw’s skill should have
heen put forth ” a

“The kabobs and kichéri were excellent, Mecrza
Sahib,” replied Afzool Khan, politely. “I was to have
had the same at my own house; and there were other
lishes, too. Verily, your cook must he a treasure; there
15 not such another in the city.”

“My lord, a poor slave, who followed me from my
own dear country, and has remained here with me.
Yes, he has a pretty skill in the art, and .. .. but you
have yet to know what he can do .. .. I T might
send him one day -—-—="

“Shookr, shookr! (thanks), Meerza Sahib. Yes, we
will see about it. Iushalla! inshalla!™ replied the
Khan, cheerily, “an excellent idea - and come your-
self.”

The Kétwal thought he had made a favourable
impression.  “After all, there was nothing in the
murder matter that you need cave about, Meah Sahib,”
he continned blandly, to Fazil Khan. “Pardon me
it 1 was rude this morning, but when we arc at
business, you know, there can be no distinetion of
persons.”

“None,” said 1azil, gravely; “but who was the
man found dead? You said one had been killed.”

“Oh, only a Kafir Hindu; some son of a burnt
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father, who is gone to burn with him,” laughed the
Kétwal. “1 don’t know; the body is not yet claimed.
By the way, Meah, it was strange enough that you
should have been just in time to save that Lalla.”

“Ah, yes; what has become of him?" asked Fazil
innocently. “You promised he should be seen to.”

“And I have done as I promised, Meah. Habech
has dressed the wound, which is but a seratch, and
the man has caten heartily; peyhaps he was not much
hurt, after all.”

“Perhaps not,” said Fazil, significantly, “but it was
well he fell into good hands.”

“Yes,” rctwrned the Kdétwal, musingly, “was it
not strange what he told the Duffadar about Pahar
Singh and the Shal’s seeretary? 1 have heard that my
lord, the Mcerza, was out last night late, and at a temple.
Could it have been there?”

“To mect Pahar Singh? I should hardly say it was
likely,” retumed Fazil.

“Nay, more, that the Asylum of the Ifaith ---
the King himself — was there also. At least — at
least "

Fazil saw Jehdndar Beg was not sure. It was a
mere guess, for which there was perhaps suspicion, but
he laughed aloud, and replied, “A good joke, Meerza
Sahib; perhaps they say 1 was with him!”

“Well,” returned the Kdtwal, wagging his head,
“the fact is, they do; and perhaps you were, my
young friend. TLet me sce; his highness is about
your own age. When I was as old, 1 remember the
Shah, with some others of us, used to have frolics now
and then in the bazars of Isfahan. Ah, Mcah, there
were ——"
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Fazil made a gesture, as if his father, who was sit-
ting bold upright, with his eyes shut, might not like
to hear the remainder.

“Yes,” continued the Kétwal, “if ye did go, what
matter?”

“l have hefore said that Bulwunt Rao was my
companion, not the King; and the rest you know of,”
interrupted the young Khan.

“Not all, Mcah; but we are out of court now, and
[ am quite sure of my young friend’s good faith to let
me know anything that concerns the state interests, the
King, or the Wuzeer; and so, Meah Sahib, if' we could
»amine those papers together -——"

“Al, yes! the papers, Mecerza, you would not under-
~tand them -— they were Mahratta.”

“But we could find a Karkoon to read them, and
you are known to speak that language, Meah?”

“True, Meerza Sabib, I do; but the papers are not
here —="

“Not here, sir!” cried Jehdndar Beg, with an
ominous scowl passing over his face, at which Afzool
Khan involuntarily allowed his hand to steal to his
sword hilt, as it lay on the ground.  “Not bere?”

“Not here,” echoed Fazil demurely, dropping his
eyes.

“But they were here when you came this morn-
ing?”

“Certainly they were; and one of our people took
them home for me.”

“Yet you promised they should be forthcoming
whenever I required them? Beware, Fazil Khan, how
you entangle yoursclf in this matter,” returned the
Kétwal, sternly.
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“I do not think 1 made any promise, Meerza
Sahib,” replied Fazil; “’tis you who must be mistaken,
pardon me for saying so. I said they concerned the
King, our lord and master, and would be shown to him
only: and in Durbar to-day they will be presented to
him.  You will be there, of course?”

“By Alla!” exclaimed the Kétwal; “but if —-- -7

At the oath the old Khan fairly took his sword in
his left hand, and placed it agross his knees, while he
looked grimly at his host; and Iazil saw the upper
portion of his father’s mustache, where it touched his
cheek, quivering with suppressed rage.

Jehdndar Beg checked himself, and sail; deferen-
tially, “Torgive the oath, Khan Sahib, and you know
enough of Persians to excuse it. 1 would have been
pleasant, as fellow-servants of the King, to have
shared your confidence.  As it is denied, 1 yield the
point; and you are welcome to all the eredit of the
service you will do my Lord.  But what say you,
gentlemen, to assisting me {o re-examine that Khayet
who is detained without; you acknowledge, Meah
Sahib, at least, that he was rescued by you — perhaps
from death?”

“You have a strange memory, Kdétwal Sahib, to-
day,” said Fazil, smiling “I never said I reseued him,
[ think. Send for the man; no doubt you will hear all
you wish from him, and will believe him. 1 do not
appear to be very credible to you to-day.”
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CHAPTER XI1V.

Axs the Katwal rose to go to the door, the old Khan
whispered to his son, “We can seize him, Fazil, if
needs be, and put a dagger into him.  The man is
not fit to live. lle is eyen now plotting something; 1
know it, trust him not, my son.”

" If needs be, father, 1 am ready: but no violenee
yet,” replied Fazily “wait till the Wuzeer's son is
announced.”

“The man has been sent for,” said Jehandar Beg,
returning to his seat, “and will he here presently.”
He had given his own directions to the guard outside
to stand by the door, yet no nearer than was ueedful
for precantion.

The Lalla was not long  detained.  Almost as
Jehdndar Beg had seated himself’ -— this time a little
nearcr to Fazil - he opeued the door, which was
closed after him, and advanced towards the party in
a courtly but respectful manner.  Fazil hardly recog-
nised the man, so completely had rest and good
clothes improved him. Tis face was clean shaved,
his mustache and hair were trimmed and oiled. His
small turban tied neatly in the Nustalik fashion of
the imperial court, which was strange at Becjapoor.
The clothes he wore, though somewhat too large,
were yet clean white muslin: and a handsome Persian
shawl over his shoulders, proved that his personal
comfort had been well attended to under Jchdndar
Beg’s orders.

“I trust you are better now,” said Fazil to the
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Lalla, kindly, as, after his very courtly advance, in
which he bowed his head very low, turned out his toes
very wide, and put his elbows as far behind him as
possible, he sat down much after the manner of Jehdn-
dar Beg, on the left hand of the Kdétwal.

“My lord’s house will prosper for his kindness to
a poor stranger,” said the Lalla. “What more delight-
ful to exereise, what more grateful to God, than hospi-
tality?” and he quoted a verse from the poet Saadi
on the subject, which he followed by another and
another.

“Enough, friend,” said Jehdndar Beg, laughing.
“No nced to prove your scholarly attainments, they
are not needed at present. Now, we all bid you not
to fear; but tell us, in plain terms, what happencd
before this brave young gentleman rescued you last
night.”

The Lalla was not very clear as to what course he
was to take; he, too, was watching his game.

“My lord, noble sirs, they were Gosais who found
me in the temple, and ye¢ arc Moslem gentlemen, or
nobles.”

“Very true,” said Fazil. “Now, look at me care-
fully, and try if you cannot remember me as one who
lifted you up after you had been robbed.”

“Ab, yes, noble sir, now I do remember,” cried the
Lalla; “I owe my life to you, sir, my life. When I
screamed, you must have heard me. 1 pray you, let
me kiss your feet.”

The action was an ordinary one of gratitude, yet
enough to admit of Fazil's passing a well-known signal
of silence to the man as he removed his hands, while
the old Khan cried grimly —
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“Make your reverence to your God, if you have
one, not to my son. Is he an idol, that you bow down
to him?”

“I mean no offence; pardon me, my lord,” said the
Lalla, humbly. “I was only - - -

The opening of the door mtcrmpted the Talla's
speech, which would have been very flowery and
hyperbolic.

An attendant Lnt(ﬁ,d and spoke to the Kitwal
“My lord, Kowas Khan has arrived; is he to be ad-
mitted?”

“ell him 1 kiss his hands; I am engaged with
these worthy gentlemen,” returned Jehdndar Beg,
looking round; “and pray ask him to exeuse me for
a short time. If he would like a hooka, or coffee, or
sherbet, let him have all he desires.”

“And his attendants?”

“Let any of proper rank sit with him, the rest can
remain in the outer court.”

“Very good, my lord,” said the servant, and he
shut the door.

During this interruption, a very protty picce of
pantomime had been cxecuted between the eyes of
IFazil and the Lalla. It would have been more com-
plete, perhaps, could Fazil have used his hands also,
but he dare not. As it was, however, the Lalla scemed
to understand all that was required; and the delight-
fully comprehensive manner in which he half shut his
cyes, bowed his head, and smiled blandly though
almost imperceptibly, would have heen fit example for
any diplomatist. Nothing could be seen by the Kdtwal,
for, in order to speak to the servant, it had been re-
quisite for him to lecan behind the Lalla’s back.

Tara. 1. 8
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Jehdndar Beg lost two points by his movement;
one we have seen, the other was a more serious one.
Tor as he moved, the letters which had been given to
him by Moro Trimmul's agent, and which he had put
into a side-pocket of his dress, protruded a little as
he reached over, and, when he scttled himself again,
remained projecting half out of that receptacle. He
was not aware of it, but they attracted Fazil's imme-
diate attention. These he must have at any risk —
for he had scen the seal of the rebel Rajah on them
— and he again roused his father by the short cough
they had agreed upon.

“Now, Lallajec, tell us all.  You see you are
among friends; but we are hungry for fruit — flowers
do not satisfy us,” said Jehdndar Beg, jocosely rub-
bing his hands, and speaking in Persian, his own
language.

“My lords, what can I say?” returned the Lalla
simply. “I am what you see, a poor scholar. Dehli
is full of such, and we are starving. Every one said,
‘Go to the King of the Dekhan; he is wise, he is
generous, he is accomplished; he is a patron of litera-
ture.” So your poor servant prepared two copies of
verses; one in Sanscrit, in which the third letter of
every line is the same, T ——"

“Mashalla!” said Jehdndar Beg, laughing. “Te-
tum — te te, te-ta-te to, Te ta-hah! Like that, Lalla-
jee? O yes; our Bramhuns here make odes, in which
all the words ending skri, pri, dri; or else msh, kshsh,
rshsh-dshush. One would think all the mud in the
Dekhan was squelching under their feet; but go on.”

“My lord is pleased to be witty,” returned the
Lalla, with a bland smile, turning towards his host and
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joining hands. “Then T had a Persian ode. It was
nothing — wnothing — a poor thing altogether; only,
if my lords wish, I could repeat it. Methinks there
was some elegance about it, if nothing else.”

“God forbid!” returned the Kdtwal, echoed by
Fazil and the Khan; “Go on.”

“Well, my lords, as you wish,” continued the Lalla.
“Some other day 1 may be more fortunate; and, with
your permission, I wil? resume my history.”

“I had saved a few gold pieces, and I had enough
to keep my family for a year. I left them in my
house, and I have gradually made my way hither by
Ahmednugger and Sholapoor. That is all.”

“Go on,” said Fazil. “llow didst thou get here
from Sholapoor?”

“I came with some Gosais, as they appeared to be,
who met me at a village, Al—, Al—. I forget —
Jjust after you cross the river Bheema.”

“Almella,” suggested the Khan, interrupting him.

“Yes, that was it. 'T'hey said they knew of a com-
fortable lodging in a temple or a mutt; but if we ar-
rived late we must be content with whatever shelter
we could get. T do not know, sirs, whether they pur-
posely delayed me by the way -— for, indeed, the roads
were very muddy; but we arrived after sunset, and
they took me to a temple of Bhowani, in a grove. Seo
long as it was light the place did not look amiss for
temporary shelter; but when it grew dark, and the
wind began to moan in the trees, I thought, sirs, that
the men’s looks changed, and — and I began to tremble,
yet unable to help myself — as onc lies bound some-
times in a dream.

“What could your slave do, sirs? At length they

B



116 TARA:

talked together in an unknown tongue, and all fell
upon me, strangled me, and took what money I had,
and my clothes, and I knew no more till this valiant
gentleman and some one else roused me and took me
to a guard-house, where I was well cared for.”

“Why do you tell lies?” said the Kdtwal, who,
though unable to make objection to the very prohable
story which the Lalla had invented, felt conscious
there was no truth in .  “A%, man with a bumnt
father, tell the truth; we are no enewmies of thine! Do
not eat dirt at our hands!  Why did the Shal's scere-
tary visit thee at the temple?  Speak; it shall be well
for thee. We are all friends of his Majesty’s here.”

A very slight compression of Fazil's under lip was
sufficient guide for the Lalla. “The King's sceretary?
God defend us!™ eried the Lalla, innocently; “what
should T have to do with the seeretary?  Ah, sirs, why
this oppression of a poor slave like me - a strangor
without friends? Did you see the seeretary when you
came to rescue me, noble sir?”

“Not I, indeed; thou wast lying among the ashes,
senseless enough.  All we heard was a seream, which
sounded like one in distress;, and we entered the conrt,”
said Fazil, simply.

The Kotwal lovked from one to the other, but he
could find out mno sign of intelligence. e was fairly
puzeled.

“Then why that respectable Duffadar’s account of
what you said to him in the guard-house?” cried
Jehdndar Beg, jerking himself suddenly round so as
to confront the Lalla, while he seconded the movement
by an emphatic blow on the floor. *What about Pahar
Singh?”
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As he did so, his sleeve caught one of the letters
projecting from his pocket, which flew iuto the centre
of the group. Fazil picked it up, and returned it with
a polite bow, but net betore he had distinetly seen the
scal of the Rajah Sivaji Bhdslay upon it, and the
memorandum in the corner, which Jehdndar Beg had
written for the Wuzeer, and marked private. Jehdndar
Beg's confusion on regeiving the letter could not be
concealed, and Iazil ‘:lt that, having seen what was
uot intended for him, he was in greater danger than
before.

“What about Paliar Singh?” cclioed the Lalla, who
had observed the coufused expression of Jehdndar
Beg's countenance, and seen also what he was quite
familiar with, the rebel Rajal’s seal.  “My lord, your
servant heard a great deal of him, as he came here
through the country.  Iverybody, from Almednugger
to Sholapoor, spoke of Pahar Singli, and warned me
of Pahar Singh, but the Gosais did not appear to fear
him, and said he mnever touched companies of tra-
velling beggars. 1 remember now,” continued the
Lalla dreamily, “T think some one asked me whether
Pabar Singh had robbed me. Perhaps I said yes, I
don’t know; T might have said anything, good sirs, for
I was like one in a hideous dream; and this robber,
everybody appeared to know: -— in the bazars, in
temples, mutts, serais -— Pahar Singh, Pahar Singh -—
nothing but Palar Siugh all the way. 1 heard enough
of him.”

“Thou liest, Lalla. 1 have warned thec once, and
again warn thee — beware of the torture;” cried Je-
hdndar Beg savagely, and from between his elosed
teeth; “a word and -—"
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‘“Jehdndar Beg,” said Afzool Khan, interrupting,
“you and I are old friends, and I am your guest, so
also is this man. Good or evil of him I know not,
neither do 1 care; but torture shall not be used; and
so far as I know or have seen, he says nothing but the
truth. We are helpless enough here, my son and I,
but we will not allow him to be touched with any of
your vile instruments. Question him otherwise as you
please, it is your duty.” N

The tone of the old Khan's voice, habitually stern,
seemed more so than usual to Jehdndar Beg. Should
he resent it and call in his men? It was the thought
of 2 moment. He would bave done this, but that he
knew the Wuzeer’s son sat without; he, at lcast, was
faithful to Fazil, and might not object to prove his
devotion to the old Khan, in the hope of its doing
service in his suit for Zyna.

“Khan Sahib — —" returned Jehdndar Beg, putting
up his joined hands.

He could not finish the sentence. Fazil, on pre-
tence of arranging his shawl about his shoulders, threw
it with a sudden gesture over the Kotwal's head, and
closed it behind, throwing Jehdndar Beg on his face,
while, at the same instant, a dagger flashed from the
old Khan'’s waistband, and was held by him close to
the Kotwal's heart, and so that the point actually
pricked the skin.

“Take out those letters, Lalla, from his pocket. In
the name of the Prophet — if one sound escape him,
father --strike deep and hard. Herc is another traitor
as bad as him we know of. There, hold his legs, Lalla.
‘Wah, wah! thou art a noble fellow; fear not, friend —
we are not like the Jogi. 'There, that will do; and
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well was it done,” continued Fazil, as the Lalla rapidly
passed an end of his own scarf round the Kétwal's
arms, and tied it in a knot behind his back; “he is
safe now. Where is his ring? give it to me, quick.”

“Beware, Jehdndar Beg,” growled Afzool Khan,
who leant over the prostrate man without altering his
position, as the Lalla loosed the ring, “I do not want
to kill thee, good fellow; but, by Alla, if thou strivest
ever so little, this krfte will go through thee. I am
no friend to traitors, as thou well knowest; so keep
quiet.”

It was a bold stroke; but in such emergencies
desperate efforts are generally the most successful.
Fazil took the Kdtwal's signet-ring, and went to the
door. The slave Jaffur looked at it for an instant,
bowed his head, and crossed his arms; while Fazil,
looking round the hall, beckoned to his friend, who,
attended by some twenty of his followers, sat upon
the dais.

Kowas Khan arosc instantly, and with him the
men, who made their salutations, and advanced towards
the door. The slaves belicved that the Wuzeer's son
had been sent for, and stood aside to let him pass; and
as the young men cmbraced in the doorway, Fazil
whispered to his friend to disarm them, and hold the
door. A pressure of the hand was the sure reply.

“1 will return with my shawl,” said Kowas Khan
aloud, going back towards his scat, “and I will follow
you directly.”

A moment afterwards Fazil and the Khan heard
a few low cries, a struggle, and a slight clash of arms.
The surprise had been complete.  The slaves were
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disarmed, thrust into the Wuzcer's private room, and
the doors closed.

“Fear not, noble friends,” cried the cheery voice
of the Wuzeer's son, as he stood in the, doorway, “ye
are safe, and no one is lurt. I have five hundred
men of my own body-guard in the courts, on foot and
horschack; and, Inshalla! we can hold the Koétwallee
against an army. May I come?”

“Ul-humd-ul-illa!"* eried the Khan and his son
together, “hazar shookr, hazar shookr! — (A thousand
thanks!) O holy ‘Geesoo Duraz!” 1 vow to thee a
thousand lights, and a chain of gold for the canopy
of thy blessed sepulchre,” continued the Khan, de-
voutly.

“Come, friend and brother,” said Fazil; “come here
and sce what treachery doth in the most trusted places
-—nay, fear us not, Jehindar Beg,” he continued; “we
are not arbiters in your destiny — it rests in higher
hands than ours. Father, take away the knife {rom
his heart.”

“I don’t know that 1 ought,” said the old Khan,
grimly. “I shall keep it ready, and near thee, Je-
hdndar Beg. I trust thee not, my friend.”

“You are more lucky than 1 am,” returned the
Koétwal sadly. “When a man’s fate deserts himn, e
need not struggle — he is helpless,” and lhe quoted a
verse from the Gulistan to that cffect.

“Shabash! a scholarly quotation,” said the Lalla
gravely. “And now, gentlemen, if ye will trust a poor
mutsuddee, who has some experience, we will examine
this worthy gentleman’s pockets; and if he has any

* To God be praise!
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private writing-cases, something might be found in them
also.”

“Peace, Lalla!” eried Fazil, sternly; “what we do
concerns thee not. But thou hast been faithful and
intelligent, and we will see thee rewarded.”

What was found in the scarel will presently appear;
meanwhile, we need to sce bow those assembled with
the King, in his royal court, were employed.

CHAPTER XV.

Tur great Hall of Audience in the Citadel was
only used on stute occasions of cercmony. It formed
part of the oldest division of the royal residence, and
was built, as report had it, after a model in Tuwkey
or Persia, in both of which countries the founder of
the dynasty, Ibrahim Adil Shah, had resided.  But as
no sueh model is known to exist, it is more probable
that one of the Turkish architeets whom he had in-
vited to his camp, and to whose Enropeanised skill and
taste most of the noble Saracenic Gothie buildings
of the city owed their origin, had designed and
executed the whole under the direetion of his munificent
patron.

The “Ark,” or Citadel of Beejapoor, is a fortress
in itself, and the arca is surrounded by a beautiful
stone wall, having heavy bastions at intervals, and a
fausse braye, also with bastions; both being protected
by a broad wet ditch. The main entrance is by a
causeway, defended by a gateway, flanked by bastions
of great strength. The whole of the interior was laid
out in palaces, under various denominations, and public
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buildings, such as the courts of civil and criminal justice,
the treasury, the military and revenue record offices,
and the like, and the great Ilall of Audience, which
nOW concerns us.

A broad road from the second gateway led nearly
through the centre of the Citadel, as you entered, to
the Mdidan, or plain of excrcise. The Palace of the
Seven Stories, and the buildings connected with it, lay
on the left hand, and the “Su\get Mahal,” or Pala.(e
of Assembly, with other heavy blocks of building,
public and private, to the right. All these palaces, al
the time of which we write, were interspersed with
courts and gardens; but the space before the great Hall,
called the Mdidan or Plain, was kept exclusively for
the assembly inspection or exercise of royal troops on
particular occasions, and also as the waiting-place of
the “Sowarces,” or retinues, which attended those who
visited the palace on ordinary business.

The hall itself was a very noble building. It stood
upon a low basement, beneath which were crypts, pro-
bably used for archives, or magazines; and was entered
by flights of steps, which led into corridors at cach
side. The front was entircly open, consisting of one
immense Gothic arch, ninety-two fect in span, and of
proportionate height, and of two narrow lancet-shaped
arches of corresponding height, one on each side, which
opened on the side corridors.

The interior consisted of one immense room, un-
broken to the roof; but upon its south side, and par-
tially also cast and west, there were projections built
upon cloisters, which contained rooms and galleries;
especially to the south, where there was a closed
latticed balcony, where the ladies of the court might
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sit and look on at ceremonies of reception or rejoicing,
and where the King might receive tho petitions or
salutations of the people without inconvenience. Above
these galleries and haleonies was another storey, with
open turrets at the corners, and suites of apartments
above. As the building stands now, a mere shell,
bereft of roof and floors, and with all, except its
noble arches and cloisters, crumbling gradually to de-
cay, it is a mnoble And impressive structure, and
enough remains to estimate what it must have been
when perfect.

A busy and interesting scene it was, even to those
conicerned. As cach “sowarce”* arrived at the entrance
steps, it was met by a number of “chobdars,” and
mirdhas, or attendants, bearing massive gold and silver
sticks, or clubs covered with chased silver or gold;
dressed exclusively in white muslin, wearing small
circaular turbans, flattencd out at the sides, muslin
tunics, tight to the waist, and descending thence in
thickly-gathered robes to the feet, which gave them
the appearance of petticoats. These men attended
officers of higher rank, who were, in fact, chamberlains,
and whose duty it was to conduct the various visitors
to the presence of the King, to proclaim aloud their
titles, and to marshal them to their seats. Without,
the royal Abyssinian and Dckhani guards prevented
violence among their retainers.

Once the broad corridor at either side was reached
by the visitors there was no further interruption; and
though the war of struggle, gibe, and quarrel, peculiar
to such an assembly, came hoarsely, and with a stifled
sound through the arches into the hall: — within,

* Retinue.
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there was a decorous, if not, indeed, a solemn and im-
pressive silence. Men spoke to each other hardly
above their breath; and the soft murmur arising from
thousands of such half whispers ascended and seemed
to float tremblingly among the balconies, and up to the
lofty roof of the building.

The King had early taken his seat. The musnud,
or royal throne, was under the centre of the balcony
before-mentioned, upon a daisNeaised a step above the
general floor of the hall. There was no decoration
visible upon it; and it consisted of a wide cushion and
pillows, covered with white muslin, supported at the
back and sides by a railing of wood, covered with
plates of gold which, indeed, appeared as if of solid
gold. On the right hand of the King, who was dressed
in simple white muslin, with a single gold ornament
in his turban, sat the P’eer Bundagee Sahib, the reli-
gious instructor we have before mentioned; and at
the back of the rail the sccretary, with two young
nobles, whose hereditary office it was to wave over
the King the jewelled Mdrchas, or fans of peacock
feathers.

Farther again behind, among the arches, closing up
the entrance to the cloisters, and leaning against the
pillars, were servants bearing the King's weapons,
the Aftdbgeeree, or sun-shades, the royal umbrellas,
and the private guard of slaves, mostly Nubian
eunuchs.

Like the Monarch’s seat, the whole of the floor
was covered by quilted cotton carpets, over which
white muslin was spread; so that, with the exception
of here and there a coloured scarf or waistbelt, and
an occasional turban ornament, the whole of the
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persons scated wore the same character of dress as
the King, with little variation. In some respects the
assembly had a monotonous appearance; but on the
other hand, the effeet was chasie and solemn, and
agreed with the plain undecorated character of the
huilding.

The privileged attendants, however, who were
allowed entrance with their masters, and who stood in
files behind them aguil.{t the wall, were dressed in the
brightest and gayest colours which could be devised.
Here were tunics of satin and cloth-of-gold, brocaded
turbans and searfs of the richest materials, mingled
together in the greatest profusion; and this brilliant
array, in which all hues seemed to blend with a strangely
gorgeous harmony, formed a powerful background in
relief of the white dresses, and white coverings of the
Hoor.

Then beyoud, the eye followed the graceful outline
of the vast arch against a deep blue sky, flecked with
light clouds. Below, it rested upon the plain, where,
in the quivering heat, which gave a tremulous move-
mént to the atmosphere, stood the sericd masses of
royal troops and sowarees, caparisoned elephants and
led horses, litters and their bearers —- all in the glow-
ing colours which we have already scen from the
Queen’s baleony; and with bright arms and armour,
which flashed and glinted in a thousand sparkles as the
wearers moved.

The sceretary and the Peer, had noted carefully
and jealously, the names of the several nobles and sir-
dars as they were announced by the mirdhas in attend-
ance — presented their customary nuzzurs or offerings,
according to their rank, and were conducted to their
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places; and every now and then one or other whis-
pered to the King, as ncutral or suspected persons
passced, or when the appearance of a well-known loyal
friend gave assurance of support. Still Afzool Khan's
place was vacant, and that of the Wuzeer. It was
true, the latter could not yet be expected, but his son
might at least be present; and the double absence cast
a gloom over the King’s face, which he could barely
conceal. \

“I had counted upon Afzool Khan and his son
Fazil,” said the King, mournfully, to the Peer, “but
you see they have not come. We might not expect
Kowas Khan without his father; but I had thought
Afzool Khan among the truest of my people — what
think ye?”

The Peer could give but little consolation. He,
too, had expected the Khan, and had had no doubts
of his fidelity; so also the secretary; but his unaccount-
able absence disturbed them both.

Just then the Lady Lurlee’s escort, entering the
open space, wheeled up among other troops, and the
leader, Raheem Khan, dashed at speed to the foot
of the basement, made his reverence to the King,
and followed his men to the position they had
taken up.

“Ah,” cried the Peer, joyfully, to the King,
“those are Afzool Khan's ‘sowarce;’ the old Khan
and his son are not far off now, Shookr-Oolla;” and
he looked anxiously to the side entrance, in the hope
of seeing him advance with his son from the arch-
way in the corridor. Others came on, but neither
appeared.
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“What hinders Afzool Khan?” said the secretary
to the Peer after a while; “who is detaining him?”

“Send and inquire,” said the King.

“Go,” said the Peer to a Mirdba in attendance,
“and see if Afzool Khan be in the corridor; if not, go
to his officer and inquire where he is, — not as if our
Prince had asked, but from me.” The King, to whom
the man looked for ordprs, nodded assent, and he de-
parted and returned speedily.

“] examined both corridors, and he was not in
either, Huzrut,” he said so the holy man, “so 1 went
to Rahcem Khan, who tells me he has come with the
Khanum;” and here his voice dropped almost to a
whisper, ““that Afzool Khan hath been at the Kétwal's,
at Jehdndar Beg's, since morning, and it is particular
business, as both he and his son have been in private
consultation with him since sunrise.”

The King had leaned over the rail to hear the de-
tail, but he had not noticed the first part of the mes-
sage; and as the man receded among the attendants
behind, looked from one to the other of his friends,
but could gather no consolation from their faces.

“It is but too true, my lord,” said the Secretary
sadly; “we need uot expect them; for the Wuzeer's
son, with a heavy body of horse and foot, has just
gone to the Kdtwallee — he was seen with them not
long ago passing the fort gate. Jehdndar Beg is not
come, and it is clear to me that they have garrisoned
the Kétwallee, and will defend it till the Wuzeer ar-
rives, when they will declare revolt. Sending a party
here is but a blind.”

“And who are here to check it?” asked the King,
apprehensively.
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“Many, my lord,” replied the Peer earnestly; “all
the Dekhanies are my disciples, and I will answer for
thgm to a man. All the artillery are with them.
I"ear not.”

The King looked inquiringly to his secretary.

“Yes, my Prince,” he said, “fear not; we cannot
wait for them; nothing good ever came of vacillation
or expediency. Bismilla! shall 1 order silence?”

“Bismilla-ir-ralinan-iv-vaheem!”*  exclaimed the
King devoutly, looking up. “1 awm ready. Order
silence,” he said to one of the mirdhas.

“Khamash! silence!” eried the man in a loud, deep
voice, which rang through the hall; and sounded
strangely, interrupting the loose murmuring chat which
had prevailed before - — “Khdmash!”

“Khimdsh!” was reiterated by all the mirdhas and
chobdars stationed about the hall, and by the atten-
dauts behind, and was taken up by those in the corri-
doxs, spreading to the crowd without, and to the troops
-— “Khdmdsh!”

The silence that ensued was almost oppressive.
Tun the hall itself, after the men had once more settled
themselves into their seats, there was not a svund or
murmur.  The struggles and jibes without ceased, and
even the troops were still, save where a neigh, or the
rattle of caparisons, as horses tossed their heads or
champed their bits, broke the stillness; or an clephant,
clashing his bells, and being admonished by his driver,
lifted his trunk, and gave a short scream.

It was the Secretary’s office to open the business
of the day, and just as he was about to speak, the
chief of the ecunuchs entered, bearing the Queen's

* In the name of God the clement and mercifal!
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billet, and kneeling down behind the rail, while he
spoke aside, covering his mouth, said to the King
hastily —

“It is a matter of life or death. Tf Afzool Khan
hath any favour in your eyes, O King, save him! there
may be time.”

“This is some trick on thee, Daood,” said the
King snceringly; “we.know where he is, and how
employed. He is ours no longer, and hath left us of
his own free will.”

“His wife and daughter are with the Begum
Sahiba. Read that and you will know why,” answered
the man firmly.

“Can it be true?” asked the King of the Peer,
opening the note.  “Ya Khubeer, O!™* he continued,
after a pause: “This is wonderful! wonderful! O) friends!
and yet we had suspected our noble friend.  But he is
true; see, here is our royal signet to this; no doubt,
no doubt.”

“What is it?” eried both the Peer and the Secre-
tary in a breath, seeing the King much excited.

“Afzool Khan and his son are imprisoned at the
Kotwallee, and prevented from attending. They must
be brought instantly.”

“Imprisoned?” eried both together.

“Yes, friends,” continued the King; “there is
treachery in this, for Jehdndar Beg and the Wuzeer
are one, it is clear now, and we must act at once.
Ismail Khan,” continued he firmly, to an officer who
stood behind him clothed in a shirt of mail, “go thou
with two hundred of the royal guard, and some of the

* The afforder of informnauon — one of the ninety-nine attribiutes of
God; an invoceation,

Tara. 11 9
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mirdhas, bring Jehdndar Beg to the presence, and
with him Afzool Khan and his son.”

“I beg to petition,” said the cunuch, “that some of
Afzool Khan's Paigah are here, who came with their
mistress; they might as well go, if I might send
them.”

“Of course,” replied the King, “why not send the
whole Paigah?”

“Excellent,” said the Peer} “take what are here
with thee, Ismail Khan, at once, and send for the rest.
Raheem Khan will not fail thee.”

“I am gone, my lord, and will take him with me;
he is my son-in-law.”

“Ab, I had forgotten. Goj; fear not; bring them
safely and quickly, friend, for we have much need of
their presence.”

“Ya Ulla Kureem!”* said the Peer devoutly, look-
ing up, “this is thy doing. O, dear old fricnd! thou
art not gone from among us as we had feared. Bis-
milla, let us proceed! first with thesc letters of Sivaji’s,
then with the rest. Afzool Khan will be here by that
time, and the people will rise to his call as a man.
Inshalla! your poor servant, too, will do his best.
Let silence be called again.”

It was neccessary: for the entrance of the eunuch,
the delivery of the note, followed as they were by the
withdrawal of Afzool Khan's men, and some of the
royal guard, had excited no little curiosity in the as-
sembly. Afzool Khan’s absence had been regretted by
some, rejoiced in by others, but noticed by all; and
now that his men were sent away, the speculations
that ensued were various as to the cause; and while

* O merciful God.
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some feared disclosures, others alrcady rejoiced in the
prospect of his possible disgrace.

“Khdmosh!” again was cricd by the same voice,
which rung clearly above the buzz of conversation, and
was taken up as before “Khamosh — silence!”

CHAPTER XVL

“0O nomLes, and well- wishers of the State!” eried
the Secretary, in a strong, manly voice, “it is not
mere. ceremony for which ye have been called together
this day; and it is not that the present urgent matters
might not be disposed of by the Shah — may his
splendour incrcase; — but in affairs of such moment,
he would have the advice and assistance of older men,
and of those who, for years past, have given their faith
and their blood frecly for the kingdom, and for his
family; and surely nothing nced be done in private,
when ye, O Moslems! can be witnesses before God and
the Prophet.

“Lo, friends in the faith! he hath called ye tu
gether becauso of those grievous rumours of treachery
which prevail: and because of intrigues which have
sown distrust between man and man in this city. Of
these, two have been revealed to him by means little
short of a miracle, and yet so true, that a child may
understand them. Ifear, then, what my lord the King
will say to ye — listen!”

A low murmur arose through the assembly as men
spoke in short, cager whispers to cach other. Who

was to be accuqod:‘ To whom did these introductory
remarks refer in particular? Many a secret traitor
9%
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then sitting there, trembled upon his seat. Were he
denounced, he felt there would be no alternative be-
tween detection and almost instant death, and there
were not a few who repeated to themselves the dying
confession of faith. If it was to be, it was to be;
there was no escape now.

The King spoke from his seat, and though his
voice was of a gentler character than his Sceretary's,
its silvery ringing tones were even more distinctly heard.

“() friends and subjects!” he said, ‘“‘many words
are hardly needful when the understanding is to have
clear scope for action, and I desire all to consider
what will be now put before ye. As God hath ap-
pointed me His deputy on earth to govern this king-
dom, so I am answerable to Him for it, and for you,
my people. This I clearly admit. If it be glorious,
are ye not so? If it be tranquil, are ye not safe? 1f
it be humbled, are ye not humbled likewise? Is any
one weary of our service, let him leave it, but for the
rest, let us be united: let it not be said by our ene-
mics that we could be seduced and divided, or that
our foolish quarrels arc worse than the petty jealousies
of the women of a divided house. O noble Dekhanies,
put enmity and treachery from among ye: is it come
to this, that they exist? Listen.”

The King paused, and scemed to be searching
under his cushions, while the sounds of his last words,
rising to the vaulted roof, trembled in a sweet faint
murmur, and died away among its fretted recesses;
and as yet the rapt silence of the assembly was un-
broken.

“A man,” he continued, holding up a mass of
papers to the view of all -~ “one whom we had vene-
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rated as a father —— into whose bhands we were given
by our father on his deathbed — has been false. False
to me, that is nothing, — false to the kingdom and to
you, that is more, — falsc to his oath to an orphan
as I am, and to God, that is most of all. Here is
his writing, here arc his seals, — look at them. These
letters to the Padishali Alumgeer began ere that bad
man were a king, and have been continued within a
month; and by them we read now, that himn we speak
of would have given away our kingdom, but would
have reserved his share. And yet, O Khan Mahomed!
it we: wrong thee in this, we will do thee justice be-
fore God and this assemnbly.”

“Justice, justice!” cchoed a thousand voices: “put
out the treason!” while many rose excitedly to their
feet and were pulled down again hy their neighbours.

“Wait,” continued the King. “Let him be heard
in his own bchalf when he arrives; do not prejudge
him. If thesec are untrue, there is no honour we
possess or can confer, that shall not be his. I true,
let the just Alla judge him before ye all.”

“ Amecen, ameen!” eried the Pecr devoutly. “Ameen,
ameen!” was echoed by the assembly, in a boarse roar,
which filled the hall. Again there was silence.

“T'he next is a more simple matter,” continued the
King, with increased confidence. “Ye all know of
Sivaji Bhdslay. IIow often his father rebelled, and
was punished, and again forgiven by our father. How
often the son hath been guilty of crimes. All these
would have been forgiven. As a wise father correets,
while he bears with and forgives the errors of a wilful
son, — 8o should we have forgiven also; but for
treachery. Look, friends, here, in the same packet with
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those we have just mentioned, are these letters from
Sivaji to the Padishah. We who have fed this wolf,
are his enemies; those who have hunted him, are his
fricnds. Here are lists of forts which will be taken
and held for the Moguls, of districts to pay for armies,
of men who will join with their local levies. Between
them they will share the Dekhan, and Sivaji will be
the imperial Vice-regent!

“Did ye hear, friends?” he continued, after a pause.
“Do ye desire to serve under the infidel? 1 am young,
[ have no experience. 1 am a humble worm before
God; but 1 am the son of one who led ye to victory.
I am one who has been nursed in war, and will lead
ye again!  Choose, then, between them and the King
of your ancient dynasty. If I have a place in your
hearts, bid me stay; if not, a Durwaysh’s robe and staff
are mine, and at the blessed shrine of the Prophet I
will abjure the world and die. 1 will trouble ye no
more. No, no more — me, or mine.”

For an instant the same sweet trembling murmur
of the King’s voice arose to the roof — but for an in-
stant only. As if with one accord, a shout of “Deen!
Deen! for the faith! for the faith! we will die for you!”
— rang through the building, as men, no longer able
to control their emotions, started to their feet and
shouted the war-cry of Islam. Those who were without
had observed the emotion in the hall, but had not been
aware of its cause. Now, however, the familiar battle-
shout fell on willing cars, and was returned, from the
thousands gathered there, with an enthusiasm which
knew no bounds. “Deen! Deen!” accompanied by the
battle-cries of the various nobles and chiefs whose
escorts were drawn up together.
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Just then, and as the oxcitement within and with-
out had somewhat subsided, a strong body of horse,
known to all as belonging to Afzool Khan, swept round
the corner of the building with its standard unfurled,
and its kettle-drums beating loudly. Among the
serried mass of horsemen could be scen a palankeen
closely muffled and jealously guarded, immediately be-
hind which, rode the brave old Khan and his son Faazil,
with several of his officers. It was evident to all that
the litter contained a person of consequence; and many
from within the hall looked around anxiously, as Afzool
Khan, his son, and several others with him, dismounted
and placed themselves beside it. Could the Wuzeer
have returned? If so, he was already a prisoner, and
there was no hope. 1If not, whom could it be? The
King had been about to address the assembly again,
but he paused and turned to those behind him.

“Al,” he eried exultingly, “Alla hath heard our
prayers, and here are our noble friends. [ vow thank-
offerings to ye, O Sofec Surmust!* O Geesoo Duraz!
by thy hands, Peer Sahib, as thou wilt!”

“I said the plancts assured me that my lord should
destroy his enemies to-day,” said the Peer, wiping his
eyes, for his love for Afzool Khan was great, and ho
had feared seduction. “Shookr ‘oolla! Shookr oolla!
Hazarha-Shookr! thousands of thanks do we offer at
thy throne, O merciful! and here he comes, Soobhén
Ulla! Soobhdn Ulla!™

Afzool Khan was well known, and a hearty shout
had greeted him as he dismounted, looked proudly
about him, and returned the salutations of his friends

* A cclebrated Mahomelan saint of the Dekhan, whose tomb 18 at
Sugger,
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and the soldicry. The palankcen was, by his orders,
taken up the steps into the corridor; and, room being
cleared for it by the sticks and maces of the chobdars,
it was carried on, the Khan and his son accompanying
it, through the entrance-hall and into the centre of the
assembly before the throne, where, in spite of the
remonstrances of the chamberlains, it was set down.
Then the Khan, disengaging his sword from his belt,
and bidding Fazil do the same, they advanced to the
foot of the musnud, and cnveloping the hilts in their
scarfs, presented thom as “Nuzzurs” or offerings to
the King, making, at the same time, their customary
obeisances.

“Pardon for this boldness, my Prince,” said the
Khan; “but as the merciful Alla delivered us strangely
out of his hands who is there, we thought we had
better bring him ‘to the presence’ at once.”

“Who?" asked the King excitedly. “The Wuzeer?
Khan Mahomed?”

“No, my lord,” returned the Khan, “but Jehdndar
Beg.”

“God be praised thou art safe, Khan,” returned
the King, putting out his hand and resting it upon. the
Khan's head, “and thou also, Fazil Now, we have
no fear.”

“Ah, old friend!” cried the Peer, the tears fairly
running down his cheeks while he pointed to the
King; “he hath been so brave, so brave: my boy — so
cloquent. Stones would have cried out at his words.
Didst thou not hear the shouting?”

“Surely,” returned the Khan; “but ’tis hardly a
welcome sound in these days unless one knows the
reason, so we hurried on. Eloquent! 1 knew he would
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be so. Brave! Ay, or he is no descendant of his royal
race. May 1 open the litter, my lord?” he asked of
the King.

“Bismilla! open it,” he replied; and some of the
attendants hastily untied the knots by which the cover
had been fastened over the top. As the last fold was
removed, the figure of Jehdndar Beg sitting upright,
his arms and hands swathed carefully in a shawl, and
his eyes bound with a handkerchief, was displayed to
all. The bandage was removed, and he looked wildly
about him.

Jehdndar Beg saw his position at once. He¢ was
no coward, and he perceived that.all chance of life
had passed away. The Wuzeer was not there, and
Afzool Khan, stooping into the litter, took up the case
containing Jechdndar Beg's most secret papers and
presented them to the King. “May I be loosed?” said
the Kétwal to the Khan. “My fate is in the King’s
hands.”

“Surely,” replied the King; “we fear him not, nor
any enemy,” he continued, looking round. “May God
deliver them into our hands, even as he hath this
traitor.”

“Ameen! Ameen!” cricd a tumult of voices, fol-
lowed by the loud Khdmdsh of the criers.

Afzool Khan spoke so as to be heard by all. We
need not follow his recital, for the particulars have
been already related; but the words were drunk in
with avidity by the assembly. He disclosed no man’s
name; the papers would speak for themselves.

One by one they were read, Persian and Mahratta
in turn, clearly and distinctly; while, by the King's
command, sevcral of them were taken round by mut-
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suddees to the principal nobles and sirdars, that the
seals might be examined.

This necessarily occupied some time, during which
the litter, having been removed to the door, Jehdndar
Beg stood in the centre, as yet boldly if not defiantly.
Could the Wuzeer only arrive— and he was expected
momentarily — all would be changed. Before him the
King, bold as he seemed now, would quail; those
friends in the assembly, who had already exchanged
glances with him, would at once rise. There might be
bloodshed, and of the result he had no doubt: it had
been calculated beforchand, and was certain. Much
depended on a mysterious arrangement of the Wuzeer's,
which he suspected; but to the particulars of which he
had not been admitted. Need he deny the papers?
He dare not. They were facts which could neither be
denied nor evaded.

“Unhappy, godless man,” cried the King, when
several had been read, and others were being examined,
“are these true? Dost thou admit them? Hast thou
eaten my salt and found it so bitter, that that of others
seemed sweeter to thee? Speak, Jehdndar Beg! arc
these true? are they thine own?”

Upon his reply hung many a life had he chosen to
denounce those present; but with all his bad faith,
there was no meanness in the man.

“The letters, my prince, are true; as they are ad-
dressed. I have no more to say. Whatever my fate
is to be, let it come; I am ready to meet it,” returned
the Kétwal, firmly.

“And these for Khan Mahomed? 'The writing in
the corner is yours, and the date of receipt is to-
day.”
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“It is my writing; why should I tell a lie,” re-
turned Jehdndar Beg sullenly; “but I know not the
contents.”

“Enough,” replied the King; “my friends, we
would do mo injustice. Let us await the Wuzeer's
arrival — it cannot be long now -— and hear the result
tfrom his own lips.”

CHAPTER XVIL

“My rorp, my prince,” whispered the officer of
the royal guard, stepping behind the rail in an agitated
manner, “be careful of yourself; thero is disturbance
without; we will close round you; come away. 'The
Wuzeer — the Wuzeer is -— is — dead — killed, they
say —-at the outer gate as he entered. Withdraw with
us — quick,” said the man excitedly; “the news is
spreading fast.”

“Who hath done this?” cried the King, starting to
his feet, and seizing his sword and shield, which, ac-
cording to custom, lay before him. “The Wuzeer is
dead, they say. Is there aught to fear? 1 move net,
Afzool Khan, come what may. If I am to die, let it
be here, on my father's judgment-seat. Will ye bear
me company?”

“To death, to death!” exclaimed Afzool Khan.
“Who dare harm you? Io! Alla-vol-Moolks, Bhyl-
mees, Dagtorays, all true men present, — rally round
the King,” shouted the Khan. *Deen, deen!” and his
familiar battle-cry, “ F'utteh-i-Nubbee!”* rang high above
the loarse murmur which had arisen among the as-

¢ Viectory to the Prophet.
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sembly. Now, however, those mentioned by the Khan
sprang to their feet by scores, and their example was
followed by hundreds. “Deen, Deen!” was shouted
with increased enthusiasm.

“Here is one who brings particulars,” said the
Secretary, as an officer was led in, who prostrated
himself before the King.

“My lord, the Wuzecer is dead,” said the man,
sobbing bitterly. “They murdered him at the gate.
Those who did it went off across the plain, but they
were men who had ridden with him. [ was upon
the bastion over the gate with a few others, and we
saw them come rapidly along the road from Alapoor.
T knew my lord’s piebald horse, and his clephant was
following at a little distance. We watehed him till he
was near the gate; there were only a few of us. There
was no one present but a sentinel and one or two
others, and a Kullunder ¥akeer had spread his carpet
just within the walls, and was erying, ‘Ulla dilaya to
léongal’ as passengers threw their cowrees to him. We
were descending the steps to present our Nuzzurs*
when several of the men behind dragged the Wuzeer
from his horse, and others on foot, who had been
rumning with him, killed him with a hundred wounds
ere he could cry out. What could we do, my lord?
Ere we could mount the bastion again the whole had
dispersed. We fired on them, but it was no use.”

“And what became of the Fakeer?” asked the
King, looking towards the Secretary.

“My Prince, he staid with the body, and shut the
eyes,” replied the man. “Then, as the Wuzeer’s cle-
phant arrived, he told the driver to take up the dead,

* Gifts presented to superiors.
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and we saw him go towards the mosque, crying, as
before, ‘Ulla dilaya to 1éonga!” 1lark!™ he continued,
“there he is.”

“Ulla dilayd to léonga! Ulla diliya to léonga!”
The cry came nearer and nearer, never changing or
faltering in its cadence or time -— heard above all
other noises and confusion within and without — “Ulla
dilaya to léonga!” — up the steps, along the great
corridor, into the hall, where every one made way be-
fore the brawny form and excited looks of the crier —
who paused not, nor yet looked right or left, till he
reached the dais. Afzool Khan and Fazil would have
~topped him, but he strode on.

“Ulla dilay4 to léonga!” he cried, looking at the
King without saluting him. “IKhan Mahomed is dead,
from a hundred wounds. As I closed his eyes 1 saw
this on the ground; it had fallen from him, so I have
brought it;” and flinging a case, containing papers, to
the King, he turned away without salutation; shouting
the old cry with his right arm bare, and stretched
high above his head, he strode out of the hall, con-
tinuing it as he passed out of the building through the
attendants and troops, and so away.

“Among these papers,” said the Secretary, whisper-
ing to the King, “are many which, if now disclosed,
might make men desperate; they arc better kept
seeret.”

“I am weary of them all,” eried the King jmpa-
tiently; “look at the judgment of God; we should own
it reverently.”

(% “Zoolm! Zoolm!" (injustice!) cried a knot of men
who had collected at one side of the hall, and had
risen from their seats. “Is murder to be done, and
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pass unchallenged?” Their tone was fierce and defiant,
and boded no good.

“Peace, O fricnds!” cried Afgool Khan, stretching
out his hands to them. “Is this a time for strife? who
can say by whose hands he died? Yet better dead,
than for this guilt to be proved before all, by these
witnesses — his own hand and seals. O friends,
brothers in the faith]l therc is the throne we have to
defend, and we should count it holy martyrdom to dic
before it. We are ready; will ye be tardy?”

“Decn, Deen! listen to Afzool Khan! Futteh-i-
Nubbee!” (victory to the Prophet) the Khan’s battle-
cry, was shouted with deafening clamour. “Death to
the unbelievers!”

“Silence, friends!” cried the Peer, as there was a
short cessation of the shouting; “listen to me. Onc
traitor is dead, but are we less than men that we
permit Sivaji Bhdslay, his accomplice, to defile our
beards? Deen, Deen! cry to God for victory. Deen,
Deen!” he continued, rising and raising his voice to a
shrill scream, as he stretched out his arms, “the Pro-
phet hears us, and Ali, and the holy martyrs, and so
will ye be martyrs and enjoy paradise if ye die.”

Again, again his cry was raised, the fanatical cry
of Islam, which no Moslem can hear without emotion;
and grave men hitherto unmoved, roused with the rest
to frantic enthusiasm by the holy man’s words, threw
themselves on each other's necks and wept aloud.

“And now, friends,” continued the King, when hc
could be heard, “let him who would punish Sivaji
Bhdslay for a thousand crimes and treacheries, take up
the gage T place here. In the name of God and the
Prophet, let who will take it, I accept him;” and so
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saying he motioned to an attendant, who, bringing
forward a salver covered with a brocaded cloth, set it
down on the edge of the dais before the King, and
uncovered it.

On the salver lay a single Birra of Pan,* covered
with gold leaf, one of those which, on the conclusion
of the ceremony, would be distributed by thousands.
Who would take it up?

“Are ye laggards, my friends, in pursuit of hon-
our? I thought yonder gage would be a mark for men
1o strive for; are ye laggards, O faithful?” cried the
Peer.-

The mass — for every one had risen to his feet —
swayed to and fro with emotion, but no one advanced;
and out of it issued the hoarse ominous murmur that
had scveral times arisen, and which, in the absence of
any decisive action, caused involuntary appreheusion.

At this moment Afzool Khan stepped boldly for-
ward, and taking up the gage, pressed it to his fore-
head, eyes, and lips, then, saluting the King, held it
high above his head for all to sce.

“My Prince, it is mine,” he said, “if it be per
mitted, and if these my friends will join me.”

“Ye have heard,” said the King, turning to the as-
sembly, “I accept him.”

It was the crowning point of the ccremony, and
the people, no longer withheld by court etiquette,
swayed forward to the foot of the dais with tumultuous
shouts of joy. Those without only knew that war had
been proclaimed, and their cries mingled hoarsely with
the rest.

“Tt is well this should ccase, my lord,” said the

* Betel-leaf twisted up with spices, for eating.
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Secretary. “Men’s hearts are hot, and enough hath
been done to-day.”

“Good,” replied the King, “let the criers proclaim
the Burkhast;* and that there will be preaching in
the Jumma Mosque daily, at noon, till the army ad-
vances.”

“Be that my carc,” said the Peer, “and their hearts
shall be kept hot, I promise you.”

It was done. Attendants went round with trays of
Pin, reserving Utr and other sweet essences for those
privileged to receive them. The King sat to the last,
and the great Hall was gradually emptied, save of the
royal guards, -— Afzool Khan and his son,— Alla ool
Moolk, and other nobles, who had been desired to re-
main. The Kdtwal's fate was yet in suspensec.

“Bring forward Jehdndar Beg,” cried the King to
the officer of the guard; and the prisoner was again
conducted to the front of the dais, around which the
nobles were now grouped. Ile saw no hope in those
stern, pitiless faces.

“See what that case of papers contains, Meerza
Sahib,” said the King; “there should be no mistake in
this matter.”

“There is no nced,” said the Kétwal, sullenly to
the King. “If you had died to-day, those who brought
me here would ere now have been headless corpses. 1
will answer no more questions. Do with me as you
will; except in prayer, my lips open no more.”

“Take him away to death,” said the King. “A
kingdom that never punishes is too weak to oxist.”

Jehdndar Beg was led away through the private
cloisters. 1lis head had fallen npon his bosom; but

* Dismissal.
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those who saw it never forgot the fire which seemed to
flash from his large eyes, and the scowl of deadly hate
which he cast upon all around him as he walked
firmly on.

“We may now separate,” said the King. “Forgive
me, O friends, who have as yet known me only as a
boy playing about your knees, if T have acted weakly
in this first rough lesson of life. O noble Khan, therc
are those who wait thee with tears of joy. What can
[ say for this service you have done? This sword is
known to you, wear it for the sake of Adil Khan.
And do thou, Fazil Khan, take these, the first marks
of honour thou hast won; but, Inshalla! not the last;”
and removing the costly jewel from his turban, and a
heavy necklace of pearls from his neck, he invested
the young man with them with his own hands.

“I have but one boon to ask, my Prince,” said
Fazil, “it is for my friend, the Wuzeer’s son. 1 will
answer for him with my life, that he was as truc as I
am. May I console him?”

“Take this to him,” said the King, removing a
gold ring from his wrist; ‘“tell him that from Adil
Shah he need fear nothing.”

“Altogether,” said our friend the Lalla, who had
accompanied the Khan and Fazil, “these¢ Dekhanies
have some method in their rudeness; but, after all,

-they are mad, — quite mad. Such ebullitions of temper
could not have been allowed in the Padshab’s court.
Mobaruk, mobaruk bad,* Khan Sahib,” he ecried,
heartily yet respectfully, to Afzool Khan and Fazil, as
they were passing out and receiving the warm greetings
of their friends, — and of all, high and low, who

+ Congratulation.
Tawa, II. 10

i
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could reach them, — “let your poor servant be honoured
by his congratulation being accepted.”

“Ah, friend, art thou there?” replied the Khan.
“Well, thou must be seen to; come to my house and
we will arrange something for thee.”

“May it please my lord to make me news-writer to
his army,” cried the Lalla, joining his hands. “My
style, Inshalla! — ig —"

“Well,” said Afzool Khan, interrupting him good-
humouredly. “Son, wilt thou have him?”

“T agree, father,” said Yauil, smiling, “if he will
serve under one who may, after all, be only a Gosai.”

“1 am my lord’s slave to death. I am but a poor
Khayet, but I can be of use to a discerning patron,”
returned the Lalla,

“Come, son,” said the Khan, “let us see whether
Kowas Khan be returned. The King's message should
be delivered ere we proceed home.  Methinks he and
all his people would be safer with us for a few days,
until men’s minds are calmer.”

We will not follow the Khan on his benevolent
errand; nor can we detall how mueh mustard and
coriander sced were burned with frankincense Dbefore
them to avert cvil when they reached home: nor yet
how often (ioolab, and the other women-servants, and
even the lady Lurlee herself, cracked their knuckles
over them, till they would crack no more. One thing,
however, was certain: the worthy lady was more than
cver assured that she had read the planets aright, and,
if she bad not done so, a great evil would have be-
fallen the family.
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CHAPTER XVIIL

Somewiat later in the day, a few groups of men
were assembled near those majestic Adansonian trees,
which still stand by the wayside between the Citadel
and the outer gate of the fort of Beejapoor. The sun’s
rays fell slanting through their dense foliage, and cast
broad shadows upon the bright green sward, which
with the trees themselves, glowed in the evening light.
The wind had fallen, and not a leaf stirred in the
oppressive sultry calm which prevailed.

On one side, upon a picce of faded carpet, torn
and ragged, sat a Fakeer, to all appearance, with long
matted hair strecaming over his shoulders to his waist,
and over his face also, so as partly to conceal it. Some
coarse rags hung loosely about him, but he wore the
tall felt cap of the Kullunders, and their quilted robe
thrown over his shoulders. Ile sat upon lis heels,
leaning upon a bright steel rod with prongs at the
end, which might serve either for support or defenee,
and spdke to no one; but now and again a low ery of
“Ulla dilayad to léonga,” was rather muttered than
cried aloud. A few copper coins and cowrees, which
had been thrown to him by passers-by, lay on the

carpet.
At a little distance from him were two parties of
armed men -— some Mussulmans, some Hindus —

standing, lounging on the grass, and speaking care-

lessly together. One of these, from his dress and air,

seemed to be of more pretension than the rest, and

might be the Jemadar, or sub-officer of the party, and
10%



148 TARA:

was attended by two men armed with “Puttas,” long,
broad Toledo blades, set in steel gauntlets inlaid with
silver, which hung at their backs, the hilts projecting
over their shoulders. These men were both short,
with round backs, and very powerful frames; and,
from this brief deseription, our previous acquaintance
with them under the Banian Tree will be remembered.

“Perhaps they have pardoned him, after all, and
let him go,” said Rama. “The King is young, and
soft as a woman; and what will the uncle yonder say
to that, 1 wonder?”

“TImpossible,” replied Lukshmun; “I was behind
the guards all the time, and heard Jchdndar Beg
ordered for execution under the Goruk Imlee. No, the
King was as firm as our uncle when —  Look! what
is that? Can it be they?”

As he spoke, a small procession was seen approach-
ing; a litter tied up, as though a lady were within; a
few footmen ran beside it, and a few horsemen rode
before and behind. Unobtrusive in character, its move-
ments were nevertheless followed with the greatest
interest by the men we have mentioned, and even the
Fakeer looked aside to watch it.

At first it scemed to be proceeding by the road in
the direction of the outer gate; but as it arrived op-
posite the trees, the leading horsemen turned suddenly
across the sward and halted under them, followed by
the bearers, who at once bhastily put down the litter
and retired apart. The leader of the party drew up
his own men at a little distance, while the footmen
were directed to remove the cover of the litter. As
they did so, the person within, who was pinioned, put
his feet out of it and stood up.
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“Where is Hoosecin, the executioner,” cried the
officer; “he was ordered to be here; and this is no
time for delay. Ilave any of ye seen him?” he asked
of the people around.

Some onc answered, “He is not here;” and another
cried carelessly, “Iloosein does not like doing service
for his own master;” and a third ealled out sneeringly,
“You will find him drunk in the hazar by this time;
go and look there.”

“God forbid,” said the officer, nnp.ttmnﬂy,
some of you, and see if he he coming in any d]rec-
tion;” and several of the horsemen dashed oft at full
speed.

“Enough, sir,” said Jehdndar Beg, sadly; “a keen
sword is all that is needed; and ye are soldiers. Loose
my hands, I pray ye, that 1T may say my last prayer
before 1 die. . . . TPeace for a while, Syun,” he con-
tinued to the Fakeer, whose chant had increased to a
soleinn wail; “here is something for thee.  See thou
to my grave, and to the Fatchas after death.  This
will be cnough, perhaps,” he continned, with a sad
smile, throwing some gold coins to the man, which
lighted upon his carpet, but were not noticed.

“Ulla dilaya to Idonga!™ was the only reply; hut
the tone, which had been raised as Jehdndar Beg ap-
peared, now subsided into a low murmur.

“Let it be here,” said Jehdndar Beg, stopping for- |
ward to a piece of smooth twrf under one of the huge
branches “Will any one lend me a scarf? Stay, this
will do,” he continued, loosing his own shawl from his
waist, “when 1T am dead, give it to the Durwésh
yonder.” Then he spread it out on the ground, and
knelt down upon it, with his face towards Mecca,
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settling the cap upon his head, smoothing his long
curly beard, and the glossy brown curls which fell
upon his neck. “There is no usc asking for water
for ablution,” he muttered, “this will suffice;” and
taking up a little dry carth, he rubbed his bands with
it, allowing the dust to fall over his elbows.

Jehdndar Beg looked once more around ere he be-
gan his prayer; above, to the stately trees, and their
heavy foliage, among which a flock of noisy par-
roquets were fluttering from branch to branch, and
sereaming loudly; over the green sward, to the King's
fort and palaces, on which, and upon the noble dome
of the mausoleum of Mahmood Adil Shah, his first
benefactor and patron, the mellow light of cvening
rested in a golden radiance, and away over trees,
gardens, and minarets, all glowing in the same soft
beauty; then upon the group around him, for a few
chance passengers, seeing what was to happen, had
gathered round the spot.

A shiver seemed to pass through him as he closed
his eyes slowly.  Not of fear, for the man, a Fatalist
by creed and habit, was meeting his doom stoically as
a brave Moslem can do; but a thought had crossed
him which would not be put back — a vision of love
and peace — of his girl wife in her rosy beauty, and
of her fair boy, far away, at his own village and home,

,in the blue mountains of Khorassan — and of a fond
aged mother who lived with them. This season they
were to have come to him. 'Who now would tell them
of his fate?

“A word, Jemadar,” he said to the officer. “Bid
that Fakeer come hither.”

“Thou wilt do it,” he said, as the man rose and
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advanced, “for the sake of the gold. Give this ring
to Afzool Khan — my worst enemy in life, and yet
the truest man in Beejapoor — and these papers; he
will know what to write to my — my -— to my house.
And now, friends, peace, and the peace of God and
the love of the Prophet be with ye! When I have
said the prayer, I would die.”

It was finished, but as yet no executioner had
arrived.  Jelidindar Beg sat resting npon his heels, his
eyes closed, while his beads passed rapidly through
his fingers as his lips moved in prayer.

“We cannot delay,” cried the Jemadar to those
around, “will none of ye strike a blow for the King?
Here is the warrant, and here is a bag of money for
any who will earn it.”

“Go thou, Rama,” said Lukshmun, nudging his
brother, “thou art a surer hand with the ‘Putta’ than
I am; but if thou wilt not, I will try mine on that
rascal, who hath strung up many a better fellow thaun
himself on these trees. Hast thou forgotten what he
did to our people?”

“Yeos,” added Gopal Singh; “go, Rama, and end
this play. Sece thou do it well, and they will give thee
the money. Go!”

“If the uncle wills it,” said Rama, hitching for-
ward his long weapon, as he looked for a moment to
the Fakeer, who bowed his head, imperceptibly to
others, yet intelligibly to them, as he repeated his ery.
“Yes, I will do it,” and drawing the broad blade, on
which the sun’s rays flashed brightly, he felt its edge,
then put his hand into the gauntlet which reached to
his elbow, and fastened the straps over his wrist and
arm carefully. Ilc now advanced lightly, with circling
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steps, flourishing the heavy weapon, as though it had
been a stick, round and round his head; yet, with
every sweep, it was clear that he was measuring his
distance more carefully. Another moment — a bright
flash in the air —a whistling sound as the sword clove
it — and the head of Jehdndar Beg rolled to the
ground, the lips still moving with the prayer which
he had not finished, while the trunk fell forward quiver-
ing.

“The sccond to-day,” said Rama, muttering to
himself, as he wiped his sword on the sward. *“Enough,
enough!”

“Soobhan Ulla!"* exclaimed the Jemadar. “A
brave stroke. Thou shouldst be chief executioner
thyself, friend.”

“That is my brother, noble sir,” said Lukshmun,
interrupting the speaker, “and he does not like being
spoken to after he has cut off a man’s head. Give me
the money, Jemadar Sahib, and let us begone; you
sce he is cleaning his sword; he might dirty it again
if he were vexed.”

“Take it, friend,” returned the officer, “and away
with ye, for yonder is Hoossein Jullad** coming, and
ye may perchance quarrcl over it. Begone!”

“Bid him and his party wateh here till I bring
men to bury the dead,” said the seeming Fakeer, who
had again risen and advanced, and who, having re-
moved the bloody shawl, was rolling it up. “Watch
with them, even though it should be night.” This gold
will suffice for all, and I will return.” So saying, he
stalked away rapidly in the dircction of the fort, while
his strange cry changed — “Ulla diliya to leea, Ulla

* Praise the Lord! ** Executioner.
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dilaya to leea!™ (God gave and I took, God gave and
I took!)

“Sir, here are the executioner’s men, and they will
wateh; we need not stay,” said one of the soldiers to
their officer. “Iet us go.”

The litter was taken up, the soldiers moved ra-
pidly away, and there remained only the watchers and
two women, wrapped closely in heavy sheets, who had
not been previously noticed, and who sat cowering
hehind one of the giant trunks, sobbing bitterly. Per-
haps —; but no matter now.

The sun was sinking fast, and its rays fell upon a
pool of bleod, glistening, as it dried among the blades
of the close sward, — upon a ghastly head, its face
tarned upwards to the sky, -— and a headless trunk
heside it, from which the crimson stream was still
vozing. Above, on the high bare branches, sat foul
hirds and ravens, which had already scented the hlood,
and whose hoarse croaks mingled with the heavy rustle
of the wings of vultures, assembling for a night feast;

— no unusual matter, perhaps, in that place.

“A Fakeer says he must see you, my lord,” said
Goolab to Afzool Khan, as he sat quietly in his ac-
customed seat after the evening prayer. “He is in the
court at the door, and will take no denial. e will
not go away, but cursed frightfully when we said you
were tired, and were resting in private.”

“A Fakeer, (Goolab! Do you know him?”

“All he says, master, is, ‘Ulla dilaya to leea,”
replied the woman, “and he declared he would cut
himself with a knife and throw his blood upon us if
we did not tell you. Hark! there is a shout.”



154 TARA:

“Ulla dilaya to leea!”

The Khan did not delay. “I know him, Goolab,”
he said. “Go, and say 1 come.”

“Bid every one depart hence,” said the man as
Afzool Khan approached him, attended by several ser-
vants. “What 1 have to say to thee brooks no listcners.
‘There,” he continued, when all had gone; and flinging
down the bloody scarf at the Khan's feet, “look, it is
his blood who would have been true, but for him who
went to hell before him. Ilere is his last request to
thee, Afzool Khan, for he trusted thee only, of all this
city. Take them, I have done his last bidding.”

“His seal and these papers, Syn. More treason,
perhaps. Did he say ought of them?” said the
Khan.

“Only that they belonged to his house, and I should
give them to you; and he died like a brave man as he
was.”

“Yes, as he was, Syn,” echoed the Khan sadly —
“as he was. And thou hast buried him? Else —”

“1 have cared for that; it doth not concern thee,
Khan.”

“And who art thou, Syn? We have met before
to-day.”

“Ay, Khan, and before that often. Am T safe with
thee? Put thy hand on my head; nay, fear not a
poor servant of God, and T will tell thee who 1 am.”

“Surely, friend,” replied Afzool Khan, putting out
his hand upon the high felt cap, “fear not.”

“Not there, not there; on my head,” cried the man,
grasping the Khan's hand, and kissing it while he
removed the cap; “on my head, on my head. Ask
Ali Adil Shah of me, and remember — Pahar Singh.”
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“Pahar Singh!” exclaimed the Khan, starting
back.

“Hush, fear not; 1 have been pardoned, and the
Shah’s hand hath been before thine on this head; fear
not, I will be true to thee, for thou art faithful to him.
Thy hand once more, Khan, freely and truly upon my
head.”

“Go, friend,” said Afzool Khan, placing it as he
desired; “go, I doubt thee not, for I have heard what
happened last night; go in peace. Whatever thou canst
do for the Shah will not be forgotten.”

“There is yet one more work to-day cre I sleep,
Khan — one more, and I go to do it. God be with
)_Ou'”

As he departed, the men on guard would have
stopped him, but again the old cry arose, and in his
assumed character no one molested him, as the shout,
rising and falling on the air, died away in the far
distance.

Afzool Khan took up the bloody scarf and gave it
to an attendant. “Let it be washed, and kept till I
ask for it,” he said. Not long afterwards some Persian
merchants were returning to their country, and they
hore the last requests of the unhappy Jehdndar Beg,
with such monies as could be saved out of his property,
to his family.

That evening the crypt under the old tumb was
again empty. Maloosray’s scouts had brought him the
news of Bulwunt Rao having survived his wound; and
of the occurrences in the Durbar of the King, of which
he had been advised by the Bramhun we have scen in
communication with Jehdndar Beg. (Watching from
the terrace of the temple, he had seen the Wuzcer's
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arrival at Allapoor; followed his course across the plain;
and guessed, by the confusion and shots at the gate,
and the dispersion of the horsemen with him, that
something extraordinary had taken place, the particu-
lars of which, and of the subsequent exeecution of
Jehdndar Beg, were related by his scouts. Under the
presence of Pahar Singh, therefore, Becjapoor was no
longer safe; and as night closed, the whole party, un-
observed, left their hiding-place to its usual tenants,
the jackals and hyenas of the plain.

CIIAPTER XIX.

As night fell, and as Maloosray knew all the Ma-
homedans would be engaged in their evening prayer,
his little party emerged from the erypt, and took their
way westward across the plain, avoiding the suburbs,
and threading the narrow lanes among the fields, which
on all sides skirted the city. One by onc his followers
and scouts had been despatched in advance to meet
them at certain places; and a spot known to all, where
the great northern and western roads diverged, was
fixed upon as a final place of rendezvous. Thither,
also, had been despatched the wounded man, Ranojee,
who, unable to ride far at a time, was to proceed by
easy stages with the scouts and other servants to Jutt,
the chieftain of which town was a sincere adherent to
their cause.

Maloosray himself, taking Nettajee, and the chief
scout Ramjee with two others, to serve as grooms, had
determined to visit Tooljapoor before he returned to
his master. There were many active partisans of
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weight in the Bala Ghaut; what had they determined
upon, and what was his old friend Jeswunt Rao Bhés-
lay of Sindphul doing? It was impossible to write,
and as long as personal communication can be insured,
Mahrattas never write letters. It was above all things
necessary that Moro Trimmul and Jeswunt Rao must
have the first news of the Wuzeer's death; and except
it were reported by royal express to the camp at Nul-
droog, it could hardly be known at Tooljapvor next
day. TIs was a long ride, certainly, but it was possible
1o reach Tooljapoor, and to secure Moro Trimmul’s
rafety, in case it should be threatened.

The occurrcuces at Beejapoor had been very unex-
pected by Maloosray. At first sight they appeared to
be a sore discouragement to the plans which had been
almost matured; and for some time he rode in silence,
brooding over the catastrophe we have recorded. Ile
could not account for it. Mo all appearance the King
and the Wuzeer had been on excellent terms, and
Jehdndar Beg their confidant; yet in one day both had
been destroyed, and the party of Afsool Khan had
suddenly become the leading one in the State. Was
he ambitious, he might be prime minister.  In his
heart Maloosray acknowledged his fitness for the post.
No other person would command the allegiance of the
army, with whom Kban Maliomed had not been po-
pular.  “It will unite in the Khan, and we shall have
crough to do to escape it,” he thought; “but the
young tree will Dend to the storm when the old
one will break, and we may find opportunity to
strengthen ourselves, while we do not weaken the
royal house.”

Now the moon shone out brightly. There had been
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no rain since the storm of the previous night. The
day had been hot and sultry; but as the night fell, a
delicious breeze, soft and cool, had succeeded the calm
of the evening, and the road was sufficiently dry to
be travelled without inconvenicnce. Maloosray’s noble
mare seemed to feel, with her master, the invigorating
effects of freedom of action, -— and her light and
springy movements, which conveyed to the rider an
involuntary assurance of activity and endurance, ex-
cited within him a more hopeful spirit than that with
which he had quitted the city. Now and again, as
they passed some muddy rivulet, or stony portion of
the road, a word of encouragement or caution from her
rider would be answered by a low whinny, which
was followed by a loving caress of her arched neck,
and thus a perfeet accordance scemed to be established
between them.

“Shall we reach the river before daylight, Sidda?”
said Maloosray to his guide; “and can we get the boat?
Will it be on this side?”

“The boatmen are all friends of mine, master,” re-
plied the man, “and will cross me at any village or at
any time; fear not, I will say I have dispatches, and
they believe in this 'stick that [ am on the royal
service.  No one will dare to stop one of the royal
Hurkaras * with this as his warrant;” and as he spoke
he flourished the weapon — a short stout staff, gaily
lackered in rings of red, ycllow, and black, with a
heavy tuft of black cotton yarn at the end, from
whence projected a formidable four-sided lance about
a foot long, the point of which was carefully sharpened
— lightly round his head.

* Foot messengers, famous for going great distances.
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They rode on, keeping the main track; now and
again passing villages, where they were saluted by a
chorus of barks and howls from the village dogs; again
traversing long intervals between others, where the
occasional piping of sleepless plovers, the wailing cries
of ever-wakeful restless lapwings, and an occasional
burst of howls and sereams from packs of wandering
Jackals, — were the only sounds which fell on- their
cars in those solitudes.

They met no one at that hour, but they did not
pass the villages, lying upon the road, unremarked.
Here a shrill challenge was blown upon the horn as
they passed a gate; there a drum was beaten, and
other indications given of the village watch being on
the alert, or a shot was fired from a bastion or watch-
tower, the bullet of which sung harmlessly above their
heads into the air. They were rough times those, when
men ploughed with their fire-arms slung at their backs,
and when the village cattle, while grazing, had to be
guarded by parties of matchlock men against the raids
of more powerful neighbours.

The moon set soon after miduight, and the wind
again arose, sighing as it swept across the broad plains
in fitful gusts, or rustling among the tall ficlds of grain
which bordered the road. Light clouds, too, were
rising from the westward and hurrying across the face
of the sky, partly obscured the stars, and caused
additional gloom. Under other guidance Maloosray
would have felt uncertain of the path; but the Hurkara
never diverted from the track, or slackened his pace;
and the party passed on unnoticed, at the greatest speed
that the light and the road would admit of, without
distressing their horses.
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As they ascended one of the long undulating emin-
ences, which are the characterising features of the
country, and which commanded a view for some miles
around, Maloosray’s attention was attracted by a light
which, emerging from behind some grain fields from
another direction, was advancing rapidly towards them,
and apparently would cross the road a little in advance
of them. It was evidently a torch, possibly that of
some travellers; yet it moved too swiftly and regularly
for men on foot; and to the keen practised car of Mal-
oosray himself, as well as of his followers, the tread of
a body of horse was heard, while the slight occasional
sparkles from weapons, and the dull red glow of
matches, were soon distinetly visible.

Could they have been followed? Had any one re-
marked their departure from the city? The little party
halted at once, and drew up out of the track of the
road to escape observation, and watched the movement
of the light before them with beating hearts. Nor
were they long in suspense.  After disappearing for a
moment in a hollow, the light appeared again upon the
road itself, and the body of horse, which might be fifty
or more, drew up across their way and halted.

Who could they he? Certain it was that the party
was now posted there to waylay some one who was
expected, and the information they were acting upon
was apparently as sure as their movements were
methodical. Not a neigh escaped their horses, nor was
there any commotion apparently among the men. The
place chosen was admirably adapted for a surprise.
The road, as we have said, led up a slight ascent or
spur of an undulation, the sides of which broke into
small but rough ravines and watercourses intermixed
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with large loose houlders of basalt, difficult to be
traversed on horsecback even by day, and quite im-
passable by mnight. These features were the same on
both sides; and the spur itself was a narrow neck,
which widened, as the plain above stretched out, into
one of the usual broad cxpanses of waste and culti-
vated lands.

“They have come by Hdrtee,” said the Hurkara
in a whisper - - “the village there in the hollow —
and are waiting for some one. Master, dost thou fear
them? -— they will hardly molest travellers such as
we are.  Shall we go on?”

It was a difficult point to decide. "Therc was cer-
tainly no way of avoiding them and yet keeping the
road.

“Go, Ramjee,” said Maloosray to his scout; “go
and see who they are. Be carcful! my mind misgives
me about them.”

“Master,” replied the man, “this ground is higher
than theirs, and if they puat out the light they will
sce thee against the sky. Retive a little lower, and
Eukdba and I will find it all out for you.”

Maloosray saw the intelligence of the advice, and
acted promptly upon it, while the two men, well ac-
customed to such procecdings, crept warily along under
cover of bushes and inequalities of the ground, till
they entered a tall field of grain, in which they could
move without chance of observation up to the very
party itself, and from which they looked with safety
upon the horsemen.

As they had supposed, the body was drawn up
across the road. One flank ;wer]npped the cornfield,
on the path by which they had come; the other rested

Tara L. 11



162 TARA:

upon a declivity where the same path descended to the
westward. It was clear that the position could not be
turned without great risk, and it was impossible to
say whether the path to Hdrtee might not be guarded
also.

In front of the party, and near a man who held a
torch which he replenished with oil from time to time,
were two persons mounted on powerful horses, whose
wet coats and panting flanks showed that they had
been ridden at a rapid rate; and it was also evident
from the condition of the rest splashed with mud
and with similar evidences of fatigue, that, whatever
might be the object, speed had not been spared in its
pursuit.

“They cannot pass this unobserved,” said the elder
of the two, “and there can be no suspicion that we are
on this road. Al, there is no such trap, boy, in the
country, not a rat could get by it. Well, we have not
been idle; first Khan Mahomed, second the Kdtwal,
and now Maloosray and his friend Nettajec.”

“You have not got them yet,” thought Ramjee,
“and Tannajee is not game for you, old fox. But for
him, my dagger would have made acquaintance with
you that day in the Gosai's Mutt at Tooljapoor. Ah!
who could have told him of us?”

“I think, uncle, we had as well put out the torch,”
said a man, coming forward, riding a tall grey mare.
“Tannajee is not a moth to fly into a candle.”

“Good, Lukshmun,” said the chief; “put it out.”

“I think we were wrong, father,” said the other
leader; “a few men would have surrounded that den
under the tomb, and no one could have escaped.”

“True; but you would not have taken Tannajee
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alive, and here he will be helpless. No, it is better
as it is; and he shall sit under the Goruk Imlees, and
die like Jehdndar Beg, before me.”

“And Rama shall help him on his way to the
gods, master, if you like,” said Lukshmun. “He says
he is quite ready, and he got the Putta .sharpened
again.”

“Silence!” said the chief, as the light was extin-
guished, “not a word must be spoken now, nor a horse
stir. Be careful, all of ye.”

The scouts had seen and heard enough. The
rustling of the high corn-stalks and their leaves, under
the breeze, prevented their return through them being
heard, and in a few moments they had rejoined
Maloosray, who, with Nettajee, had descended the
brow of the ascent for a few paces, and could not be
seen from above.

“Master,” whispered the seout, “’tis the Old Lion,
Pahar Singh, and his cub, Gopal, and their men. I
saw one of the hunchbacks, too, with them.”

“Ha! the Old Lion thinks to have a feast to-day,
Nettajee,” said Maloosray, “but the man is yet to be
born who will take Tannajee alive. And what did he
say, Ramjee?”

“He said you should be taken alive, and that you
should sit under the Goruk Imlecs, and have your
head cut off, like Jehdndar Beg, by Rama the hunch-
back.”

“Ah,” said Tannajee, “he should not have brought
a torch with him, Netta, else it was not ill-contrived.
By the Holy Mother, there had been small chance
for us had we got among them. And now, what is to
be done?”

11#
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“We must go back. DBeyond the rivulet and the
date grove yonder, is a path which leads to Boorga,
and so to Churchan, if my lord does not carc for a few
coss more,” said the Hurkara; “and, after all, it is as
ncar as any other road to Mundroop.”

“Good,” said Tannajee, “let us be quick, they may
advance.”

So they moved carcfully down the descent, beyond
which was a small rivulet bordered by thin datetrees
and other brushwood. “See,” said Netta, as they
crossed the small stream, “we are but just in time:
there they are!” and as Tannajee looked up, he saw
several figures projected in outline against the sky,
one of whom was pointing to the road leading to
Becjapoor.

“I thought the old Lion had been more wary,” he
said, ‘“than to show himself in that manner; but he
may cool his heart now; he had better have made for
the ferry!”

It had, however, been a narrow escape, and one for
which Tannajee vowed to feed a hundred Bramhuns at
Tooljapoor; but the danger was past, and after a some-
what rough track for a short distance westward, the
guide struck confidently into a broader road, which,
like the preceding, led northwards, and, as the day
dawned, the river-bank at the ferry beyond Churchan
was safely reached. 'The guide's staff of office proved
irresistible. In a few moments they were seated in one
of the large circular coracle baskets of wicker-work,
covered with hide, which serve as ferry-boats; and
with the two mares swimming in front, and guided b
the men who held them, and the skilful paddles of
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three lusty rowors, the party crossed the stream, and
were beyond danger of pursuit.

CHAPTER XX.

1y his last letter to Becjapoor, Moro Trimmul had
directed his agent there to inform Maloosray that, at
the day of which we write, there would be recitations
in the temple, and, under cloak of this, that most of
the heads of the Mahratta familics were to assemble;
it would, therefure, be advisable if he could meet them.
It wds partly on this account, but most particularly
because of the murder of Khan Mahomed, that Tannajce
had left the city so abruptly, and ridden through the
night without a check.

Nor did Tannajec and his companion take rest
anywhere during the day following, except for such
refreshment as was absolutely necessary. 'They avoided
all large towns and villages; and, as Tannajee knew
the country perfectly by day, he guided his friend by
cross paths, frequently through ficlds and waste lands,
till, as the evening fell, they drew up before the gate
of Sindphul, the village below the pass of Tooljapoor,
which we have before had oceasion to mention.

The owner, a distant relative of the Rajah Sivaji,
by name Jeswunt Rao Rhéslay, was an intimate friend
of Maloosray’s, and a true and influential ally of the
general cause in those districts. Maloosray’s sudden
arrival surprised him little, for in consequence of what
Moro Trimmul had written, he had been expected;
and, after a short conference, Maloosray urged that the
news he had brought should be communicated te Moro



166 TARA:

Trimmul and those assembled with as little delay as
possible, and in this Jeswunt Rao concurred.

So, after a slight rest and hearty meal, which both
needed, the stout ponies, provided by their host, were
announced to be ready in the courtyard of the house,
and, accompanied by half-a-scorc of stout sword-and-
buckler men, with matchlocks and lighted matches,
they rode out of the village gate.

The active ponies, though well accustomed to the
rough mountain-road, had paused for a moment to
take breath on the level spot from whence the build-
ings could be seen below — the glare of light, spread-
ing up both sides of the dell, revealing crag and rough
wood, with the gilded pinnacles of the temple glitter-
ing brightly through the smoke of torches and of in-
cense; but their impatient riders again urged them
up the rocky ascent with all the speed they were
capable of exciting. At the town gate there was no
hindrance, for Jeswunt Rao was well known; so they
were admitted without difficulty, and, leaving the
animals at a house which belonged to him, adjoining
the main street, the party proceeded at once in the
direction of the temple.

It was no easy matter, however, to get there. As
they approached the gate at the head of the steps
descending into the ravine, and on the steps them-
selves, the crowds were almost impassable, but good-
humour prevailed, and, after some struggles, the lower
court and the great assembly were safely reached.

It was a remarkable sight. The court itself was
crowded with spectators so closely packed that to
move was impossible. They were sitting upon the
paved floor in rows facing the centre, where an open
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space had been provided for the priests, and an avenue
left for their communication with the shrine. Around
this the most distinguished of the guests had been
placed; and Maloosray observed with satisfaction,
that many influential persons whom he desired to see,
were present. So far, his visit could not have been
better timed.

All round the court were huge cressets of iron,
fixed into brackets in the walls and arches of the court.
These were filled with cotton-seed which, fed with
oil from time to time, threw a broad glare upon the
people, and lighted up not only the temple and its
quaint and fanciful ornaments, but the buildings around,
— and above, the crags and precipices, with the houses
hanging to them.

There was not a spot unoccupied; even the ]edges
and projections of the high pyramidal roof and spires
of the temple were crowded, while the terraces of the
vestibule and cloisters around, reserved for the ladies
of the Hindu gentry of the neighbourhood, and of the
chief visitors and priests, glowed with the gay colours
of their garments, which stood out against the dark
background of the mountain-side.

As the party advanced through the crowd, Moro
Trimmul, who was among the Bramhun reciters, saw
the tall figure of Maloosray behind that of Jeswunt
Rao of Sindphul, who was struggling manfully with
the crowd, and advanced hastily to greet him. He had
hardly expected so prompt a complianee with his re-
quest, but was rejoiced that it had been made. He
greeted Maloosray and Palkur heartily, and led them
to the reserved space, where, recognised by many
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present, and speedily made known to others, they re-
ceived a hearty welcome, and took their scats.

A few words whispered, sufficed to explain to Moro
Trimmul the situation of affairs at Beejapoor, and the
necessity for immediate action.

“We must dismiss the assembly earlicr than usual,”
he said, in reply to Maloosray’s anxious question as to
how long the ceremonies would be continued, “and 1
will hasten what remains. Do not heed me; 1 have to
take my part now, and as the assembly rises I will
rejoin you.”

Thus saying, Moro Trimmul passed into the dark
vestibule of the temple, and was divesting himself of
his upper garments and turban, when, from a pillar
behind, the girl Gunga came towards him.

“1 have been scarching for thee,” she said; “they
wanted thee. 'Where hast thou heen so long?”

“No matter where,” he said gloomily. “Thou
couldst have found me without, if needful. What hast
thou done?”

“Nothing,” she replied. “1 cannot get speech of
her, and the rest will not join me; they are afraid.”

“Bo art thou, Guuga,” he replied; “afraid, afraid
of a girl? Ah, coward and liar!”

“Thou art afraid thyself, Moro Trimmul,” she re-
torted. “Go! take her away. There she stands, no
one will prevent thee; there, by the door — alone.”

Moro Trimmul stepped from behind the pillar, still
keeping within the gloom, and looked forward. Before
the blaze of the shrine, and the lamps without it, stood
Tara, in the act of bearing garlands of flowers to the
altar. A number of them were hanging upon her left
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arm, while, with her right hand extended, she was
delivering some to the priest.

As she stood at the door, in the full glare of the
lamps within, the light fell upon her rich crimson silk
drapery, its heavy borders and ends of flowered gold,
and the massive gold band which confined it round
her waist; while the attitude she had involuntarily
assumed, as she turned towards the shrine, showed the
graceful outlines of her figure to peculiar advantage.
She had wreathed a long garland of white flowers into
her hair, which fell about her neck and hosom; and
another was twisted round her brows, so as to form a
coronet. It was a fanciful but simple and beautiful
decoration, which suited the character of her small
gracoful head, and added to the charm of her attire.

Moro Trimmul watched her intently as she de-
livered the garlands to the old priest; then, as if a
service had been done, she advanced to the centre of
the doorway, and, making a low reverence, stepped
agide and stood erect, looking into the vestibule in
expectation, as it were, of further devotces. Moro Trim-
mul could see the sweet mouth parted in a smile, the
pearly teeth glistening within the rosy lips, and the
soft eyes flashing as the strong side light fell upon
them. Beyond her the deep gloom of the recesses of
the temple could not be penetrated. So her figure
stood out against it in a power of effective relief which
was almost startling.

It was a strange contrast. Within, the dreaded
image, richly attired and covered with priceless jewels,
the tiara on its head, and the weird ruby cyes, now
sparkling brightly, now changing and glowing fitfully
amidst the clouds of incense which was burning before
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it, and the black, stony, changeless features, seeming
even to vary in expression with the passing effects of
light and shadow. Without, Tara in her rich attire
and glowing beauty, and that rapt expression in her
countenance, which the excitement of the scene and
the service of the “lloly Mother” had caused it to
assume.

Moro Trimmul sighed. With all the fierce desire
which burned within him, and which now gave him no
rest night or day, there was mingled, curiously per-
haps, a loving reverence for the girl, which, as yet,
had restrained him both from violence and insult. It
might be her character and position which had excited
it, but rather, perhaps, her own innate purity and
modesty of mind, and the charming simplicity of
character, which he saw in daily exercise in her house,
that controlled the fiery passions of his nature and his

avowed unscrupulousness.

“If I were a man,” sneerced his companion, as she

stood with him concealed behind the large pillar, “1
should not be a coward when such a woman as that
was burning at my heart. By the Gods, she is no
woman, but an incarnation of beauty. Look at her
now!”

“Peace, devil,” ecried the Bramhun in a hoarse
whisper; “hast thou forgotten the gold, and thy
promise by the Pap-nas?”

“No, 1 have not forgotten,” said Gunga, “I have
part of it here;” and she shook her foot, on which the
gold anklets tinkled slightly; “and 1 want to change
this silver thing round my waist for a zone like hers
yonder. Ah, how it glows among the rich silk! But
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thou art a coward, Moro Trimmul, else I had earned
it long ago; and I could have helped thee.”

“Go and speak to her, GGunga, and I will believe
thee braver than I am,” he replied tauntingly. “If
she cannot be spoken with, how wilt thou earn the
zone?"

The girl regarded Lim with a look of defiance,
and, without reply, stepped forward into the light, ad-
vanced towards the shrine, making a slight reverence
to the image, glided forwards, and stood opposite to
Tara.

“Thou hast served many hours, sister,” she said,
in an assumed voice of kindness, “and must be weary;
sit down within for a while, and 1 will do what is
needed; ’'tis my office,” she continued, laughing, “as
well as thine.”

Moro Trimmul marked the involuntary shudder
of aversion which spread over Tara’s countenance, and
the action of withdrawing the skirts of her garment
hetween her ankles, which accompanied it. Then she
spoke.

“I am not weary of the Mother’s service; when 1
am I will come no more,” she said gently. “Go away;
I will not speak with thee or thy people, and that thou
knowest full well; go.”

“And why should 1 go?” cried Gunga, excitedly;
“am 1 not a Moorlee like thyself, and have I not
served the Mother longer than thec? To be sure, I
am neither a Bramhun nor a widow to be nice as
thou art; yet I bid thee go, and let me have my turn:
thou hast had more than thy share of money already
to-day.”
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“It is all in the shrine before the Mother,” said
Tara, shrinking from the bold glances and excited
manner of the girl. “I have taken none of it: I need
it not.”

“That does not matter,” said Gunga; “I will have
my turn now. Go away; thou art not wanted. Those
that will not dance before the Mother are not worthy
to serve her. Go, else some of us will push thee out.”

“Me!” cried Tara, drawing up her slight figure
proudly, her eyes flashing, and her features quivering
with indignation, -— “me! you dare not: you are im-
pure, and the Mother loathes you: touch me, and she
will strike you dead!”

Gunga shrunk from the trial; and others of her
sisterhood, who had stood apart ready to advance,
slink again into the gloom hehind the pillars. Gunga
looked round as if for countenance, but no one seemed
disposed to join her, while the old priest at the altar,
who had caught the sound of voices, came to the door,
and, secing Gunga, waved her off.

“Away with ye, and the like of ye!” he cried.
“Outside do as ye please; here ye are an offence.
Away! let her stay;” and he pointed to Tara. “Do
not molest her.”

“There is some spell about thee, Tara, which shuts
my mouth; beware!” muttered Gunga, retreating; “it
may not always be so.”

“Bear me witness,” said Tara to the old priest,
“ghe is threatening me.”

“ Ah, daughter,” he replied smiling, “‘fear not such
as she; the Mother is good to thee; and they cannot
harm thee so long as thou art holy and pure.”
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“I did tell not thee to quarrel with her,” said
Moro Trimmul angrily, scizing Gunga's arm as she
approached, and dragging her within the shadow of
the pillar. *“Art thou mad, or has any one given thee
drink, Gunga?"

“I spoke to her kindly, which is more than thou
darest to do,” retorted the girl sharply. “What answer
did I get? Pure? Why should she be pure? 1 tell
thee there is a spell about her neck —1 saw it glitter-
ing among the flowers — which put me back: T conld
not speak.  Yes, Moro Trimmul, if it be only to put
that spell under my foot, and crush it with her throat,
1 will ‘'do it; yes, I will carn the gold; let her see to
herself.”

“Good,” he replied; “then I can trust thee. Come
to me to-morrow and fail not.” And then, naked to
the waist, with his soft glossy hair falling over his
shoulders, and his fine figure displayed to the best
advantage, Moro Trimmul passed out, and took his
place among the reciters.

Giunga’s cyes followed him. “Drink!” she mut-
tered; “drink! he said that. Well, better drink than
this madness, which is worse.” And, sitting down,
leaning against a pillar, she hid her face in her gar-
ment, and sobbed bitterly.

Just then, one of the ordinary processions round
the temple formed opposite the shrine  Priests, bearing
offerings of flowers and lighted lawps, holy water and
incense, preceded by musicians, and chanting a hymn,
passed out into the court. Several of the temple girls
were dancing before it; and Tara, led on by an excite-
ment she could not control, had seized a pair of
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cymbals, and began to clash them in the cadence of
the hymn as the procession moved.

Three times round and round did the priests pass,
and at the second Gunga joined it, dancing wildly and
tossing her arms on high as she circled with the rest.
Tara, however, remained among the priests, singing
with them; yet, in the elastic grace of her step, as well
as in the expression of her face, it was evident that
she shared the fervour of the scene, and could not
control herself, while her clear ringing voice mingled
sweetly with the deeper-toned chant of the men!

Maloosray saw Tara, and watched the eyes of Moro
Trimmul wandering from one girl to the other with an
intense expression of passion. “Ah, my poor friend!”
he said to himself, “that is the devil sitting at thy
heart, and looking out of thine eyes! Alas! alas! who
is she — that girl?” he asked of Jeswunt Rao, who
sat by him.

“She is our new Moorlee,” replied the man; “is
she not beautiful? — But listen to Moro Trimmul.”

i
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CHAPTER XXIL

Never had the Bramhun's art been so effectively
exercised by him before. In the recitation of pas-
sages from the Ramayun his voice, high and sonorous,
pervading every portion of the court, delivered the
appeals to war, the description of the demigod's forces,
and portions of the battles, with a power which was
listened to with breathless intercst; while the pleadings
of Seeta, the beloved wife, and her passionate confes-
sions of love, were accompanied by tender actions,
and tones as low and sweet as a woman’s. Now rolled
forth the majestic Sanscrit verse in its measured num-
bers, and again it was changed to the sweet Mahratta
vernacular that all could understand. At every interval
the applause of the whole assembly arose in hoarse
murmurs and loud clapping of hands, while many
wept passionately.

No one would have moved till morning, but there
was yet much to do; and, as Moro Trimmul sat down,
Vyas Shastree ordered the distribution of wreaths ot
flowers to the chief guests, which announced the close
of recitation for the night. Now, therefore, the main
body of the people got up and began to separate, and
in a short time only those were left who had been
specially requested to stay. Now, too, the cressets,
no longer fed with oil, went out one by one; and the
deep gloom of night was fast spreading over the courts
and buildings around.

“Will you not remain, Shastree,” said Moro Trim-
mul, “to speak with these people?”



176 TARA:

“No,” he said; “no; there is no one to go home
with the women. T thought you would accompany
them.”

“It will be late,” he replied gloomily; “no, 1 cannot
come to-night.”

“Your declamation was noble, Moro Trimmul,” said
the Shastree; “I had never heard the passages so
spoken. Who taught you this style?”

“That is the way our master likes them said. No
one taught me,” he replied; “and if you could hear
the whole in one of his assemblies in the deep forest,
you would feel that you were a Malhratta.”

“So I am — so 1 am,” returned the Shastree
quickly; “do you doubt it?”

“Not your faith, Vyas Shastree,” replied Moro
Trimmul, “only your cnergy. But go; I will come
carly to-morrow;” and, turning away, he entered the
vestibule and joined Maloosray and others who awaited
him. Guards of men, he saw, had been placed at
cach of the porches, so that no one could enter but
those privileged.

A solitary lamp flickered on the altar where the
image still rested, and cast a fecble and uncertain
light into that portion of the vestibule which was
immediately before it, and where Maloosray, Moro
Trimmul, and the rest now seated themselves. Other-
wise the spacious area was altogether in deep gloom,
a portion only of its massive stone pillars catching
rays of light, and sceming like giants standing around
in solemn array.

We need hardly, perhaps, follow Maloosray in his
narrative, which was listened to with breathless interest
by his hearers. He had never as yet comc among
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them, but his name and feats were well known through
many a rough ballad both of love and war. There he
sat, face to face with them; his large soft cyes flashing
with excitement, and adding foreco to the few but
burning words he spoke. Tannajee was no novice in
the art of reading men’s hearts; and among the moun-
tains and valleys where he lived, there were already
thousands of the best youth of the country at his com-
mand.

“Now,” he said finally, “ye have heard all. We
are before the Holy Mother, who comes to our Prince
in his drcams, and tells him what to do; she who will
scatter these impure cow-slaying Moslems like sheep
hefore the wolf. O Moly Mother,” he continued, rising
and bowing with joined hands in adoration to the
image, “here arc thy children; bless them, make them
bold and true; they will swear not to hang back when
‘the fire is on the hills,’ and when they can strike for
thy honour. Hear thou the oath, and accept it!”

As he paused and looked round there was at first
a low murmur of acquiescence. Then they who had
been sitting started to their feet, and as many as could
reach it rushed to the threshold of the sanctum and
touched it reverently: -— those who could not, stretched
out their arms towards it over each other’s heads,
while wild cries of “Jey Kalee!” “Jey Toolja Mata!”
“Bome, Bome!” We swear, we swear! rang through
the vestibule, and were taken up by those without,

“Now, let us write the names,” cried Maloosray,
when the excitement had in somc degree subsided; “sit
down again friends, and if there be a scribe among ye
let him come forward.”

Tara. 11, 12
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The Putwari, or hereditary clerk of the temple,
was there, with his writing materials tied up in a
bundle, and he sat down and took them out.

“Light one of the large lamps,” said Moro Trimmul
to an inferior priest, “and sct it in the midst; we are
not afraid of our faces before the Mother.”

As the wicks were lighted, one by one, the as-
sembly seemed to dilate. Tight after light flickered,
but grew stronger. “A truc omen,” cried Maloosray,
with fervour; “that is as we shall be, my friends.
Light after light will appear to ye from afar; cach
may waver for a while, but when ‘the fire is on the
hills’ ye will see all plainly.  Be silent now, and let
us write.”

It was, indeed, a strange and impressive seene. In
the midst sat Maloosray, awl Moro Trimmul, with
the scribe; around, the heads of local tamilies, Nim-
balkurs, Bhdslays, Sipdias, Ghoreparays, and a host of
others; cach anxious to be named in the record, and
leaning forward to catch the eye of the seribe. Be-
yond them —- some kneeling, others standing -— was a
crowd of eager faces, all bearing the same expression
of excitement -— one behind another on every side —
while the light fell upon their bronzed features and
glistening eyes, till those in the background were
searcely distinguishable.

One by one — chiefs, gentry, yeomen — gave in
their names and complements of men, and page after
page was tilled by the record till no more remained.

“It is done, friends,” said Maloosray rising, as the
Putwari had added up the totals, and signed lLis name
as the scribe; “there are more than fiftcen thousand
men recorded. Enough for the time, and more here-
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after. By-and-by, when ‘the fire is on the hills, ye
will be welcome; till then, separate and be quiet, else
Afzool Khan will come upon you, and we can give
vou no help. We will abide the storm and let it pass
over us, and so must you all.”

As he spoke the last words, those who had been
sitting rose, and all in turn saluting Maloosray, the
meeting broke up.  The retainers of the respective
leaders gathercd round their masters, and the several
parties followed cach other out of the temple pre-
cincts.

“F shall depart before daylight, Moro Trimmul,”
said Maloosray, as they proceeded to the postern
which led to the bottom of the ravine, below which
their ponies and attendants awaited their coming; “wilt
thou follow?”

“T have more to do here, Tannajee,” he replied;
“but after the Now Réatree 1 will come. I must watch
Afzool Khan and Pahar Singh.”

“Take care they do not watch thee,” returned
Maloosray. “Yet 1 fear not for thy enemies; of them
thou art careful. T fear for thee, because of that girl
who played the cymbals. She is the devil that 1 see
sitting at thy heart, and looking out of thine cyes. I
watched thee as they followed her. It were well for
thee to come now, even now; come!”

“Tmpossible,” returncd the Bramhun, turning away.
(((}0!1)

“As thou wilt, fricnd,” returned Maloosray. “Words
were always useless with thee; but be wary.”

Moro Trimmul watched the party as they de-
scended the steps to the tamarind-trees below. He
saw them mount and ride off, the torches with them

12%
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throwing a ruddy glare upon the crags and brush-
wood above the path, — and his heart bade him follow;
but as one of the temple watchers was about to close
and bar the door, he turned aside. All in the build-
ing was dark and deserted now. The image had been
taken from the altar, and put into its silken bed for
the night, and a faint lamp occupied its place. A
few attendants flitted hastily here and there across the
dark courts and still darker vestibule, anxious to get
away, and the watchers only were all that would soon
remain.

“Maharaj! — Moro!” said a female voice in a low
whisper, as he passed between the pillars of the temple,
“stop!”

Moro Trimmul knew the voice. “Why art thou
so late here, Gunga?” he said hastily. “Begone!”

“T feared you were angry with me,” said the girl,
putting her hand on his arm. “You would not look
at me as I danced, only at her. 1 could not go till T
had spoken with you. Ah, you are not angry with
me? Lo! I will do your bidding though my heart
break and I die. Sit here, beloved, and speak to me;
coms,” and she tried to draw him to her gently.

“Thou art one of the devils that are pulling me
into hell!” cried the Bramhun fiercely; and, pushing
her violently from him, he rushed wildly across the
court.

Gunga fell back heavily against the pillar nearest
to her, and as she recovered herself, the pain of the
fall obliged her to sit down, involuntarily leaning
against it. She drew her hand with a gesture of
weariness across her face and brow, then looked to see
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if there were blood upon it. “Hath it come to this?”
she said bitterly; “hath it come to this — and for her?
Ah me for her!”

The girl had listened unobserved, in a dark niche
near the shrine, to what had transpired at the meeting,
and her first thought now was revenge, sure and deadly.
A word from her, and the Mahomedan officer in charge
of the town would seize Moro T'rimmul, and imprison
him in Nuldroog. As the thought occurred to her she
rose, and, hastily traversing the court, began to mount
the steps which led up the ravine; but her heart failed,
and cre she had ascended a few of then she wavered,
sat down, and wept bitterly.

“They would kill him,” she said, “and he must
not die. Noj; I was wrong, and he will forgive me;
and to-morrow I will go to him as he desired.” Hers
was a callous heart: but it had softened to her lover,
and refused to do him harm.

Time or country, what matter? llow often is the
history of woman’s love and man’s passion like this!
how often does such erring love frame excuse for bitter
wrong, cndured from him who, ~— of all the world, -—
should least inflict it!
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CHAPTER XXII

A rew days had elapsed, and it was a quiet after-
noon in the Pundit's dwelling. The household work
had long been done; the visit to the temple and the
noonday worship were over. Vyas Shastree had re-
mained there in discussion with other Bramhuns;
Radha, complaining of a headache, had fallen asleep;
Tara had rcad all that her father had appointed her to
study during the day, and was waiting bis return to
have certain passages explained to her before she pro-
ceeded with her task.

The house was perfectly still, and from the town
no sound reached them, for the heat without was
great, and until evening there would be comparatively
few persons astir. It was calm, and large white
clouds were sailing slowly over an intensely blue sky,
gathering into masses pile upon pile, of dazzling
brightuess, as the sun’s rays fell upon them. The
heat and peculiar state of the atmosphere caused the
outlines of buildings and of the mountains to waver;
and wherever the eye rested on any object, the air be-
tween seemed to quiver with a tremulous motion

Hot as it was, Tara had not been deterred from her
self-imposed duty. 'I'hrowing a heavy folded sheet
over her shoulders and head, she had accompanied her
father to the noonday service; nor, since the occasion
when she took upon herself the office of the priest-
hood, and devoted hersclf to the duties of the shrine,
had she on any protence missed or evaded the neces-
sary attendance.
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At first, perhaps, it was a severe trial. The licence,
accorded by gencral custom to the attendant priest-
csses, was to her abhorrent; and, on the other hand,
Tara’s unapproachable purity had given offence to
them. While Gunga, therefore, and two or three others,
propused the prohibition of Tara’s service, the rest,
fearing the consequences, and having a real respect
and love for the girl whom they had watched from her
childhood, refused to interfere with her. Tara did them
no harm they said, and her father could punish all,
were any annoyance given to his daughter.

It is probable that matters might have continued
in this state for some time longer, but for the scene
we have already recorded, and the ineroasing jealousy
of Gunga, expression of which could haedly be re-
pressed by her; and on the day we now write of, the
¢irl’s behaviour had been studiously offensive to Tara
until rebuked by the attendant Bramhuns, when she
retired sulkily.

More insulting than that, however, was Moro T'rim-
mul’s manner to herself; and for the first time Tara
had felt what she long dreaded, - - the shame, as it
were, of her voeation — the unavoidable exposure to
any libertine glance which might fall on her; hut she
had rallied herself’ at the shrine, and secure in the pro-
tection of the “Mother™ she adored, had persevered
in her duty without interruption.

There was, as we have said, perfeet stillness in the
house, only bhroken by the dull monotonous whirr of
the spinning-wheels, as her own and her mother’s flew
swiftly round, with which the buzz of flies in the
verandall and court seemed to harmouise.  Her mother
appeared particularly intent upon spinuing some re
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markably fine yarn; and, as the thread had broken on
several occasions when Tara had spoken to her, and
she had complained of it, both had fallen into a si-
lence, which had not been interrupted. Gradually,
then, the small troubles which had gathered about Tara
returned to her recollection; and, as is gencrally the
case on such occasions, began, in spite of herself, to
increase in proportions.

Tara’s was not, however, a suspicious nature, and
she had soon struck out a course for herself in regard
to the sisterhood. “It is the money they want, not
me: if I save it all, and give it to the Putwari to
divide amongst them daily, it will surely be enough,”
she thought; and this she determined to do. In re-
gard, however, to Moro Trimmul, it was very dif-
ferent. “Why did he look at her as he had done that
day?”

Then her thoughts reverted to the time when she
had first remarked him in the temple, a solitary
stranger worshipper, to whom her father had spoken
kindly. Her memory followed clearly his gradual steps
to intimacy; but there was nothing she could charge
him with, as an approach to familiarity in their inter-
course. Through all the licence of the marriage time
— through all her visits to his aunt and sister— there
had been no violation of propriety; on the contrary an
habitual and respectful avoidance of her — or, at most,
a distant and courteous salutation. Why should it have
altered?

But since the night on which Gunga had spoken
to her, and Moro Trimmul had made bLis famous de-
clamation of the scene in the Ramayun, there had been
a change. He cither avoided her altogether, or his
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eyes dropped furtively as she passed, or met hers, as
they had done that day, in a glance new to ler, and
inexpressibly offensive. Tara shuddered as she remem-
hered it, and the action broke the thread she was
spinning.  She did not resume her work, and her
hands fell listlessly on her lap as her foot ceased its
motion. For a time her eyes wandered vacantly among
her flowers, about which some gay butterflies were
flitting and chasing each other in the bright sunlight;
but suddenly a large dragonfly, which had been hover-
ing over them, darted at one and carried it off; and as
she started forward, gazing intently after it, a bird
chased the insect, caught it, and flew away.

Perhaps the sudden cessation of the whirr of Tara's
wheel had attracted her mother's attention; for after
a while, as it was not resumed, she looked up. “What
dost thou see?” she asked, anxiously; for ever since
the day on which Tara said the Goddess appeared to
her, Anunda had been anxious, she hardly knew why:
but she dreaded a return of that strange and violent
excitement. ‘“What dost thou see, beloved?”

Tara did not apparently hear the question, or did
not notice it. Her hands, which had becn involuntarily
extended, fell upon her lap listlessly as before; but she
turned towards her mother. “low long does he re-
main, mother?” she asked abruptly.

“He! who, daughter?” returned Anunda.

“Radha’s brother,” ‘replied the girl, as a shiver
seemed to pass through her; “Radha said he would go
after the marriage, yet he delays. Why, mother, —
why does he not go?”

“Nay, and how should I know?” replied Anunda.
“What is he to me? All I wanted was Radba, and
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we have got her; and he may go or come as he
pleases. 'Thy father told me he had business here
with the Nimbalkur and others till the Now Réitrec
was over, and he assists in the recitations. More I
know not. Why dost thou ask? What is he to thee,
Tara?”

“Nothing, mother; but so long? -— will he stay so
long?”

“Radha told me yesterday he must soon rejoin his
people in the west, and lecave her; and she was crying
about it. Docs that content thee, Tara?”

“I would he were gone, mother,” said Tara, rising
from her low stool, knecling, and throwing ler arms
about Anunda as she sat on a similar onc, while she
hid her face in her dress.  “Cannot he go sooner? —
cannot Radha send him away?”

“Why, daughter? why? — Ah! he hath not spoken
to thee, child; he dare not! 'Tell me,” she continued,
in a more agitated tone, as her daughter clung almost
convulsively to her, “what is this? Why dost thou
fear him? Thou — thou dost not? .. . thou canst
not -—"

“No, no, mother,” cried the girl quickly, guessing
her mother’s thoughts, and looking up innocently;
t“fear not. I am not a Moorlee to love; . . . fear not!
But ah, mother, 1 dread him! 1 will not go to the
temple while he is there. 1 .. .1 dare not — 1
dare not go. May the Holy Mother forgive me for
neglect; but when he departs, 1 will serve her night
and day.”

“Thou art very beautiful, my child,” said her mo-
ther, smoothing back the glossy hair, and stroking the
soft check which lay passively in her lap. “Ah, thou

i
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art very beautiful; and I fear such as he! Yes, if it
be as thou sayst, it were better, indeed, to live se-
cluded for a while. I will tell thy father, and he will
understand it.”

“Yes, he will surely understand,” said Tara ab-
sently; “but al, mother, was not that an omen? 1
thought it was, and T came to thee.”

“What omen, Tara? I saw nothing, child.”

“A thought came into my wmind, mother,” she said

sadly, “that I was the butterfly sporting among the
flowers, and he the fierce glistening inscet that darted
upon. it and bore it away. But then, mother, the bird
came and took both. Why was that?”

“Thou art not well, Tara,” replied her mother, not

understanding her, for she had not noticed the occur-
rence, and, sceing her shiver, thought her feverish.
*“Thou art not well; lic in my arms for a while and
the cold will pass away. O Holy Mother!™ she eried
aloud, as Tara, sobbing convulsively, hid her face
in her hosom, “let not evil come to this child — thine
and mine. O. be good to her, as thou hast taken
her!”

“Would that it were so,” said the girl, after a
while, and still sobbing. “1 would go, mother, if
she would take me. What use am I in life? 1t would
be bitter to leave the house and all of yc¢, but 1
should be with her. Did she not promise this when
she touched my hair? Al, yes; and she will not
forget it.”

“Hush, child; let this fancy pass from thee. Sleep,
now, here. 1 will sing thee the old song. Nay, thou
shalt not leave me! There is room at thy mother's
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heart, and strength still in her arms, to hold thee
safely.”

As Tara laid herself softly down in the old place,
and her mother, rocking herself to and fro, sang the
low sweet lullaby of childhood, — the girl’s sobbing
gradually stopped, and a gentle sleep fell upon her.
Anunda watched the change anxiously. At first her
brow was contracted, as if with pain, and a broken sob
came now and again with her breathing; but gradually
the head fell back on her arm, the swcet mouth opened
slightly, and tears, which had had no vent before, welled
gently from under the closed eyelids as the features
relaxed into a smile.

“Yes,” thought Anunda, as she bent over her child,
while her own tears fcll hot and fast, ‘“the Mother is
with her now, and she is again happy.”

“What hath happened?” asked Radha soon after-
wards, as, refreshed by her sleep, she rose, and came
gently towards the low spinniug-chair on which Anunda
still sat. “Is she ill?"

“Hush!” returned Anunda, in a whisper. “If we
can lay her down I will tell thee, but we must not
wake her. I think . ... I think the Mother hath been
with her again; but I will tell thee.”

Radha hastily spread out a soft mattress and pil-
low close to the stool, and, raising Tara together, they
laid her down upon it, as they would a child. Her
mother patted her gently as she lay, and gradually
the same sweet smile as at first again stole over her
face.

“Look, she sees the Mother!” said Anunda rever-
ently. “It is always so, and nothing can wake her till
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the time is past. Ah, thou art happy now, my child,
be it ever so with thec!”

“What did she say, sister?” asked Radha, as hav-
ing thrown a light sheet over the slecping girl, they
sat down to watch her apart, lest the noise of the wheels
— for Radha had taken Tara’s and joined the broken
thread — should awaken her. “What did the Goddess
say?”

Anunda hesitated. As yet no difference had arisen
between them, and Radha still looked up to her, more
with the respect of a child for its mother than as a
sister-wife would comport herself to her equal. Should
she tell Radha all? It had occurred to her that he
had imposed upon her some task which she hesitated
to perform — that Radha had some impatience of her
brother's presence. It might be a demand for money
-— it might be in relation to the political objects of
his mission, of which Anunda had a deep dread, lest
her husband should become an active party, and so be
embroiled with the Mahomedan officers of the country.
She considered for a moment: but Anunda’s was no
timid nature. She was not afraid of Radha; and with
Tara's happiness at stake, she could risk no ceremony
with the sister of him who had evidently caused more
than a passing cloud.

“Radha,” she said gently, “thou art more than a
sister-wife to me. Nay, as a daughter I have trusted
to thee the happiness which lay nearest my heart and
hers; and 1 believe thec faithful to it, and that this
home and all in it is growing precious to thee.”

“Tome? Ah, yes, O sister and mother, too! Radha
is new to you all,” she replied, “but will be true now,
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very true, and will not fail! O mother, if you could
know what it is to me to have a loving home!”

“Then Tara must not be injured -— no evil must
come to her,” said Anunda, interrupting her.

“To Tara, mother? We are sisters, who will do
ber evil?”

“I fear thy brother, Radha -— not thee. 1Hath he
said aught to thee?” returned Anunda.

“My brother! 0O, Leed him not, he will soon go,”
returned Radha, her features expressing distress and
agitation, and she already feared the worst.

“Ah, then, it is as I expected -~ as she dreaded.
Radha, this must not be.  last thou any power over
him?”

“None,” said the girl, bursting into tears, for what
she had most apprehended appeared to have reached
her at last - — “none.  Ile has been wilful always —
to me, to our father when he lived, and to all. Where
he goes — who are his companions — what he does

- no one knows except our Prince whom he serves,
and Tannajee -—— who came so suddenly that night —
whom I showed to you. No, mother, 1 have no power
and no influence.  What does he care about me?”

“Ie must care,” said the matron stoutly, “or he
must care for me; and yet, for thy sake, I would not
provoke him. But, O Radha! when thou hast had
a child lying at thy heart ~—— drinking its life from
thy breast — climbing about thee — thou wilt under-
stand what a woman can dare for it — what I could
dare for Tara! Wilt thou speak to him, or shall I?”

Radha feared her brother. She did not know the
extent to which his unscrupulous and profligate mind
might carry him, but she had not forgotten his threats.
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Though she felt assured that, with the protection her
husband could afford her, she was now beyond all
ordinary harm at his hands, she feared the consequences
hoth to hersclf and Tara with which he had before
threatened her, and she dreaded his violenee.  Could
he have been mad enough to speak to Tara?  Could
he have sent any insulting message to her? Something
must have oceurred, and she felt too sick at heart to
ask.

“Thou art silent, Radha,” continned Anunda;
“why?”

“I love Tara; I love him too,” she said carnestly,
the tears starting to her eyes.  “Yes, I will speak to
him, even though he should strike me. Mother, T can
bear it fron him.  Can you send me to him? - now,
nwow! — or send for him? If I am to go, let it be at
onee, for this is a matter in which 1 cannot hesitate.
¢) dear mother!” she continued, rising and advancing,
“T am a child yet to thee.  Tet me put my head on
thy breast for once, and bless me there as thon wouldst
Tara: bless me cere T go to him.  No, not s0, not so;
but as Tara lay oun thy breast, so would 1 too, for
once.”

“Come, Radha!” cried Anunda.  “0 c¢hild, O sister-
wife! come; henceforth between thee and me there is
no veil. I had longed to draw it away, but thou hast
done it now, and I am happy. Yes, henceforth ye are
to me as one,” she continued, smoothing the soft cheek
as it lay at her heart — “new and old, but alike.”

“Enough; now 1 am content,” cried the girl, rising
and clapping her hands, “and there shall be no fear
for Tara. Send some one with me and let me go; he
should not come here.”
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“No, Radha,” said Anunda, calling a trusty woman-
servant to accompany her, “not here. Go to him, and
return soon.”

CHAPTER XXIIL

“Is my brother within? has he returned from the
temple?” asked Radha of a man sitting in the porch
of the house in which Moro Trimmul resided, and,
though in another street, was only a few steps distant.
“Is he come, Chimna?”

“Yes, lady, he is come,” returncd the man, who was
an old retainer of the family, and had known her from
infaney; “but if you take my advice, you will not go
to him now; he has caten nothing, and is in one of
his rough angry moods. I did but speak to him as he
entered, and got as many curses as will serve me for
a month. Why not come another time?”

“Nay, Chimna, but it is an urgent matter, and I
must now have speech of him,” she replied. “Go,
say I am come, and that he must admit me. Begone
at once,” she continued, sceing him hesitate, “else it
will be worse for you.”

“I had rather you went yourself,” returncd the
man, “what if he should beat me? But no matter, I
will go; perhaps I may not do you much more service,
for he speaks of departing.”

“Ah, indeed! When?” exclaimed Radha. “He
is not ill?”

“Soon, perhaps,” replied the man, putting his finger
to the side of his nose, as arcaution to secrecy, while
he stepped across the court to the verandah, “very
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soon, 1 think. No, he is not ill, only vexed with
something.”

Radha’s heart beat fast in her bosom. O, if it were
but true; and that her brother, alarmed or repentant,
no matter which, were about to depart, it would solve
all difficulties at once. That very day — to-morrow!
It seemed hard to wish him gone; yet there would
be peace to Tara and to her mother, which was en-
dangered by his presence. Surely he would see her.
Yes; Chimna was now descending the steps of the
house, and beckoned to her with a smiling face, she
crossed the court at once, followed by the servant.

“ilc is in the upper room,” he said, “and bid thee
come alone; perhaps he is not well, for he is lying
down, and scems weary. No wonder he was in ill-
humour with me, after that long disputation with the
Nassuk Bramhun to-day in the temple, -— some rela-
tion of the Shastree’s, I believe, lady.”

“Enough, Chimna; take care of my servant till I
return,” said Radha. “You can sit here; if I want you
T will call;” and so saying she passed through a door
into the inner court, and up the steps which led to
the apartments above, which were steep and narrow.
The door was closed at the top of them, and she
knocked before she opened it. Her brother unfastencd
it inside. “Enter,” he said quickly; “it is well thou
art come, I was thinking how 1 could sce thee, Radha.
Sit down there,” and he hastily arranged a few pillows
and a travelling mattress for her, “and speak to me;”
and at the same time threw hLimsclf heavily upon a
low bed which was close to the seat he had contrived.

“Q, I am weary, Radha,” he continued, “very
weary. I have no sleep, no rest; I cannot eat, and

Tara. 1 13
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there is a burning thirst ever with me. I shall die if
this lasts long.”

“Brother, you are ill,” she replied; “this place
does mnot agree with you. Why not go away for a
time and change the air? Chimna says you lave
caten nothing; why is this? With all there is to do
for the master, this is no time to be ill. Is there no-
thing better for him than lingering here? Surely
Tannajee brought news of him?”

“Ay, sister, and there is more,” and he pointed to
a heap of letters on the floor; “enough to make one
tremble for the result of years of toil and strife with
the men of Islam. Listen: Maloosray brought word of
their preparations at Beejapoor, and they write that
to-day or to-morrow Afzool Khan and his son Fazil,
with all the forces at Nuldroog and Sholapoor, and
many others, will begin a march upon Wye and
Purtibgurh. What can we do?”

“Is this Moro Trimmul, my brother, who is speak-
ing?” said the girl, with some scorn in her tone, and
drawing herself up. “L thought he, like Tannajee,
and the master, could see no hindrance to the cause of
the Holy Mother but death. He used to say so in —
in — the old times,” she added tenderly.

“The old times?” he echoed. “Yes, the old times,
when thou hadst a royal lover, girl; not a drivelling
book-worm!”

“Hush, Moro,” returned Radha sharply; “no more
of that. Thou hast buried it in the marriage, and he
is kind to me. hy remember it?”

“Is it to be forgotten? Dost thou forget it, Radha?
— then, when we brought thee back from him?™

“1le never loved me,” she returned; “he could not



A MAHRATTA TALE. 195

love a mad child; he told me so when he gently put
me away.”

“Not for the mad child, but for the beautiful girl,
would he care; he does care, Radha. O sister, why
was this hateful marriage done, so far away from us?”

“Nay, brother, thou knowest best; but I am con-
tent — he is very kind to me; and they all love Radha
now, even Anunda.”

“Radha,” said her brother, raising himself on his
arms and looking at her intently, and till his eyes
seemed to flash with a light glowing beneath them.
“Radha, do not lie. If thou art my sister, thy heart
is far away among the blue mountains and their deep
forests, and with our Prince. If it be not so, the
witcheraft of that house hath compassed thee with a
spell as it has me.”

“Witcheraft, brother? they do no witcheraft,” she
replied simply.

“By the Mother, they do,” he cried; “fecl my hands,
feel my head, they are burning, and Tara has set me
on fire.”

“Moro, thou art ill; this is fever,” returned his
sister anxiously. “I was like this yesterday, and
Anunda gave me some medicine, and I slept, and it
passed away. Let me fetch some, or send the woman
for it.”

“No, no, Radha,” he said hoarsely, “this is no
fever; this is a spell on me, and 1 cannot break it
This is the spell Tara wears round her neck, Gunga
told me of it. It would not let her speak; it draws
me to her, and then puts me away till T burn. O
sister, 1 burn all over, and at night when there is no
one with me. — O it is terrible, terrible; and she comes

13%
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and mocks me, and holds out water and flowers, and
then snatches them away. 1 tell thee she is a witeh,
a devil, and she has set me on fire. Bring her to me
and I will tell her so.”

“Brother, dear brother,” said the girl, “you are
ill, and there is no one to tend you. I will stay; why
did you not send for me? why not tell me of this
sooner? Now, 1 will not leave you, you must not be
alone.”

“Radha, I am not ill,” he replied; “I need mno
tending. Was I ill. yesterday, when I overcame the
Bramhuns from IPunderpoor in the discussion at night,
and when T could have said the Ramayun by heart?
Was I ill to-day when I strove with the Nassuk
Bramhuns in logic? No, girl, 1T am not ill in body,
only at heart. And when she comes to the temple,
and goes round the shrine crowned with flowers, clashing
the cymbals and singing hymns with the priests, then
I see the charm on her bosom, and it sparkles; and I
hear her ringing voice, and I grow mad, Radha —
mad . . . and this fever comes on me, and I burn as
they do in hell — as I do now. Tovk!” he cried in
a shrill ery of pain, “look, she is there, mocking me
now, and pushing me in . ... O Tara!” he continued
in a plaintive voice, after a pause, stretching out his
hands and shutting his eyes, as he turned away, ‘“do
not kill me, do not burn me; I kiss your feet, I worship
you beloved! do not harm me!”

“What can I do? what can I do?” cried Radha,
wringing her hands. “He will die. Ho, Chimna!”

‘“Silence, Radha; for your life call no one. T will
strike you if you do,” Le said, raising his arm. “Look,
she is gone! she was there — there, even now. I
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turned away, for her eyes burned me; there was no
love in them — none. She came and mocked me,
and you are witness of it. Why did she come in the
air? She is a spirit — a witch — and it is always
thus. There -— look! —"”

Radha looked tremblingly wherc he pointed. It
was impossible not to be infected with the terror and
misery of his face and voice. The room had open
arches of wood on onc side, across which heavy cur-
tains were drawn; but they were partially open, and,
looking through them, all she saw was the torraces of
the .houses of the town gradually descending into the
great ravine: the crags and precipicos of its further
side: with the trees, and gilded spires and pinnacles
of the temple between. Beyond these, the rugged
mountain and the plain below, hazy with quivering
light, and melting into the sky.

“You sec nothing, sister?” he said. “No, she is
gone now.”

“No, Moro, there is nothing there but the town
and the temple. O Uoly Mother!” continued Radha,
stretching out her hands to it, “save him; save my
brother! I vow to thee —"

“Make no vows for me, Radha,” he said to her,
sharply catching her arm; “she is my enemy; 1 know
it. She loves Tara better than me; she will not give
her to me. I asked her for Tara long ago, see what
has come of it. I have done all the secret rites that
her worship enjoins, but she is not content; she mocks
me, and when I look at her eyes they glitter with
malice. To-day she scemed to glower at me from
among the smoke, and Tara was there offering flowers.
They both mocked me. Yes, they are devils; but 1
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fear them no more, Radha. May her Louse be deso~
late, and her shrine desccrated.”

“Hush, brother!” cried the girl, putting her hand
before his mouth, to stop what she belicved to be
horrible and deadly blasphemy. “Hush! what if she
heard you? O Mother, gentle Mother, forgive him
this madness. 1 vow to thee —”

“You will make me curse you, Radha,” he said,
again grasping her arm violently. “Did 1 not tell
you I would have no vows to her, liar and murderess
as she is? Yes, I see it now. You, too, are one with
them, and are come to mock me; and yet, Radha,”
he continued, looking at her tenderly, “was this good
of you after all 1 have done for you? O, faithless!”

“Moro,” returned Radha, weeping sorely, and
sobbing so that she could hardly speak, “l am not
faithless. 1 am true to you, even to death, my
brother.”

“Good,” he said gravely; but again fixing his eyes
upon her, so that she could hardly bear his intense
gaze. “Truc? Ah yes, if all are false, Radha should
be true -— true to him and to me. Now, listen,” he
continued, slowly and impressively, “if thou art true,
tell Tara 1 am in fear of her charm; bid her look
kindly on me — bid her put it away from her breast.
I will kiss her feet; I will daily measure with my body
every step she takes round the shrine, so that she give

me one kind look, — so that I see that love in her
eyes which is burning in me day and night — day
and night.

“But that is not all,” he resumed, after a pause.
“Am I mad? Dost thou think me so for this raving?
By the gods, no! Only for her. Let her look to
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herself. And I say to thec calmly, sister, thou must
say all this to-night, else beware! Listen, I have but
ome desire in life, that is Tara — one object only to
live for, that is Tara. I plead nothing, T say nothing,
only that 1 am not mad.

“Now, listen again. You have much to live for —
the pleasures of life, the enjoyments of wealth -— honour
as the wife of Vyas Shastree, — children to come,
and your husband’s love, with your children’s; but
remember, Radhba, they are all in my hand. A word
from me to him, and you arc sunk lower than the
Moarlees. All this joy will pass from you. Ide will
cast you out, and I will not shelter you. You shall
be worse than the vilest, and men shall mock you.
By —" and he swore a horrible curse, “I will do this
and more, Radha, if you refuse. Answer me, girl,”
and he shook her violently and painfully in his pas-
sion.

“Moro!™ cried his sister, gasping for breath, “listen.
I said once before you might kill me if it pleased you,
and I bared my breast to you. Now again, if you
dare to look at it without shame, it is before you. But,
listen to my words, I will do no treachery; no, brother,
no treachery. I am of the same blood and the same
spirit as yourself, and you well know I could be truc
and fearless once, and so may God and the Mother
help me, I will be fearless now in a better cause. Yes,
strike,” she continued, as, without speaking, he hastily
raised himself, scized a naked dagger that was con-
cealed under his pillow, and brandished it with one
hand, while he pressed her down with his knee, and
held her forcibly against the wall with the other.
“Strike! your blow will be more merciful than your
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words,” and she shut her oyes, expecting the stroke,
yet not flinching from it.

“Stay — hold!” cried a shrill woman’s voice, as a
hasty rustling of silken garments was heard for an in-
stant betwcen the door and the bed, and Moro 'Ivim-
mul’s hand was seized in a powerful grasp; *“Wouldst
thou do murder? Shame on thee, and she thy sister!”

“She is a devil, too, and mocked me,” exclaimed
the man moodily, but dashing the knife to the ground.
“Who let thee in, Gunga? Go, I want thee not —
away! tempt me no more, clse I will strike!”

“Fear him not, lady,” cried the girl, picking up
the dagger hastily; “he dare not strike you now, clse,”
— and her oyes flashed — “clse, Moro Trimmul,
thou shali do no more evil: none to me, none to her.
Beware! I have no fear, and no seruple; let her go
safely, and I will stay with thee.”

“Go, Radha,” he said.  “Go, sister —”

“1 will not go, Moro Trimmul,” cried his sister
cxcitedly. ‘I was not afraid of you when that dagger's
point was at my heart. For myself I am not afraid
of your threats, or your words. What you, can do to
me, what you can say of me, I know not. Whatever
it be, and this girl is witness, I fear it not. What
men would say of the Pundit who wronged his sister
— you know; and how they would revile and spit at
you. Say it, sir, and I follow you through Dekhan,
through Hind, till I die by your hand. If you make
me shameless you shall be shameless with me; but
this remember, I warn them all in the house of you,
-~ 1 warn Tara of you, — and no harm shall come
to hgr, for your honour is dearer to me, than mine to
you.
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“If thou hast any influence over him,” she con-
tinued to Guuga; “lead him aright. Thou mayest
have saved him a great crime to-day, for there was
blood in his eyes when he kneeled over me with the
knife; but better T should have died than harm should
have come to them through me. Lead him away from
those evil thoughts, and Radha will be grateful to thee
all her life, and may often help thee.”

“T love you, lady, and honour you,” said the gir,
reverently touching Radha's feet; “but in this matter
I bave no power, much as I desire to help you and
him;. nor, indeed, in any other now, — yet I will do
what I can. He loved me once,” said the girl, burst-
ing into tears, “before he knew Tara; but that is
gone, for she has his love and cares not for it. Now
he only curses me and beats me, yet I will not, ]
cannot leave him, lady. Forgive the poor Moorlee;
but it is better for me to bear his wrath than for him
to be left alone. Last night he was fearfully excited,
and threatened my life, but I escaped. He grows
worse towards evening; but fear not, I will not leave
him.” X

“I will come and watch with thee,” said Radha,
in a whisper, for her brother had again thrown himself
on the bed, and covered himself with a sheet, and she
feared to excite him; “let me come?”

“It may not be, lady,” replied the girl. “If he
kill me, what matter? who would miss the Moorlee, or
grieve for her? But you, his sister, must not meet
this peril; the Holy Mother has already saved you
from one terrible danger, and fate is never to be dared
twice. Only believe that one as devoted as yoursclf
watches him, and one to whom life is of no account.

i
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Go, do not speak to him now. This madness will pass
away, and I will come and tell you of him.”

“Is she gone, Gunga?” said Moro Trimmul to the
girl, who; after Radha’s departure, had sat down by
the bed and was fanning him. “I hear no one speaking
to you.”

“Yes, I sent her away. I feared for her,” she
replied.

“It was well done, Gunga, else — else I might
have killed her — Ay, girl,” he resumed, after a
pause, “I had killed her but for Tara. Why did she
come and not stay? why did she take the knife from me?”

“Thou art always raving of that girl like a tool,
Moro Trimmul,” said Gunga impatiently. “It was 1
that saved thy sister, else there was blood in thine eyes,
and a devil at thy heart; what if thou hadst struck her?”

“She and Tara are one,” he said gloomily; “yes,
they are one, and thou, too, wilt go to them. Go,
Gunga, they will give thee money.”

“May dirt fall on their money, and thine too,” she
replied sulkily. “I want none of it.” '

“Thou art insolent, girl.”

“I am a fool, Moro Trimmul, to bear with thee,”
she retorted, without moving. The girl's quick per-
ception showed her that any toleration of his bad
humour would only increase it, and of life she was
utterly reckless. What tie held her to the man who
now seemed almost to loathe her, she knew not: a
fascination, perhaps, which she could not resist.

He was long silent, again drew the sheet over him,
and lay quietly; at length he removed it and sat up.
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“Thou art not gone, Gunga?"” he said; “why art
thou here?”

“I know uot,” she returned, “except that I am a
fool.”

“Go,” he continued, “they will be wanting thee in
the temple.”

“I am mnot going,” she replied; “another will take
my work. 1 will not leave thee now.”

“Gunga,” he resumed, after a moody silence, ‘“is
there peace between us?”

“Such peace as thou wilt have,” she replied.

“And if I love thee again?”

“Pah!” ghe cried; “love! — it is a thing to spit
upon now. Can love go from one to another, and
return as it went? Can a garland of Champa Hlowers
be worn all night, and keep their freshness and tfra-
grance till the morning? Do not men fling them away
as refuse?”

“Then, why come to me, girl? why follow me?”

“Thy heart tells thec already,” she said, fixing her
eyes full on him, “we have one thing only in common
now. Thaf girl — 1 told thec so at the Papnas that
day, and I tell thee so again — when I trample that
charm of hers under my feet, and her throat with it,
I shall be content, and thou art safe. Yes, Moro
T'rimmul, but for hope of revenge on her, 1 would
have killed thee when thy love went to her. But thou
art a coward; I know it; thou wilt do nothing.”

“Thou wilt not say so if I carry her off and put
her to shame.”

“Ah!" cried the girl, rising and standing over him,
“is it so? I tell thee, Moro Trimmul, I will follow her
and fawn on her like a dog — I will abase myself
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before her-—1I will lick the dust from her feet, if that
will help thee to do this.”

“Listen to what I say,” he continued, raising him-
self on his arm. “l1 am calm now — quite calm — 1
burn no longer. I was mad when she — when Radha
~— came. I thought I had a chance through her; but
she defied me, and there is none.”

“Women know women best,” said the girl. “I told
thee so long ago, but I was not believed.”

“I believe thee now,” he replied; “and we have
only ourselves to rely upon. Ah, surely this is a
strange calmness which has come over me. 1t is not
before death, Gunga?”

“No, fear not,” returned Gunga. “Love is passing
into revenge; I know what it is.  Yes, thou wilt act
now, Moro. Take her lhence but for a day, and she
is thine for ever, and will become a Moorlee like me
— like the rest of us. Enough, Moro Trimmul. No
other harm shalt thou do to her than this? Hast thou
the spirit — the courage?”

“I will do it,” he said gloomily. “That is what I
had determined on mysclf. When can it be done?”

“On the last night of the ceremonies,” she said;
“I can get the key of the postern, and keep it open
unobserved; and as Maloosray and others went that
night, so canst thou take Tara; and I have friends
among the Ramoosees,* who will help us. I am their
priestess, and they dare not refuse me. Take us both;
I must see her humiliation. O Shakti** powers!” she
cried, stretching out her arms, “aid me in this. Ye are

* A tribe of low caste in the Dekhan, workers in leather, but no-
turious thieves and robbers.

¥% Shaktt — a very ancient worship of inferior deities and demons,
probably aboriginal, which underlies Hinduism.
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more powerful than the Mother, and ye hate her. Art
thou determined, Moro Trimmul?”

“I will not change,” he said; “the illusion is past.”

“Swear on my throat and fect, and T will believe
thee.”

“I swear,” he replied, touching her neck.

“Now T will leave thee, Moro,” said the girl. “1
have no fear for thee; there will be no more delirium
with new thoughts.”

“I will follow thee to the temple,” he replied; “go
on before. I dare not stay here alone; she would come
to me 7

CHAPTER XXIV.

Some days have passed at Beejapoor since we were
last there, not idly, certainly. A large army had to
be prepared for the field, and for a long, difficult, and
perhaps hazardous service. The treasury was opened,
and the arrcars of all troops disbursed; for the men
had to provide as well for their own wants as for those
of their families during their absence. The condition
of the artillery was looked to with particular care, and
preparations made for rough roads and rougher service
than other parts of the Dekhan afforded. Sivaji’s
mountains were high and steep, the jungle and forest
next to impenetrable, yet Afzool Khan had taken up
the “birra,” the gage of service, and had determined
to bring the rebel bound to the throne of his young
King, there to receive death or pardon, as might be
most fitting.

But the old Khan was no boaster. Ile had seen
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something of that country when, as a younger man,
he had governed those provinces; and in his tours
through them had shared the hospitality of Shahji,
the father of Sivaji, and had been guided by Sivaji
himself through many a rough hunting expedition; he
therefore remembered enough to adopt precautions in
all respects, and, so far as lay in his power, they were
made.

That was not a country for the operations of
cavalry, and it was therefore more to the infantry and
artillery that he trusted: and it would not be wise to
weaken the royal forces in and about the capital too
much, lest the Moguls should take advantage of it, and
make iucursions across the frontier, nay, even attuck
the capital itself.

His own Pidegah, and troops that had been in
quarters for the rainy season at his own town of
Atzulpoor: — some of the Wuzeer's Abyssinian levies,
which were at Nuldroog, -— some bodies of the old
Dekbany horse under Alla-ool-Moolk, the Dagtorays
and Bylmecs, were particularly sclected; and, with
some of the best infantry, the army was complete.

Nothing could exceed the spirit and devotion of
the troops. In the beautiful Jumma Mosque, where
more than five thousand men assembled daily for
prayer, the preaching of the Peer, and the other eccle-
siastics of that noble edifice — which yet remains as
perfect as it was at the period of this history —
eloquently sot forth the merits of the Jéhad, or re-
ligious war, in the eyes of God and the Prophet; and
the certainty of paradise and its houris, to all who,
falling by sickness or in battle, would surely enjoy
them. Nor was it in the Jumma Mosque only that
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this fervour existed. In the royal palace precinets, the
city mosques — at the tombs of the ancestors of the
Kings — the beauteous Ibrahim Roza, and noble mau-
soleum of Sultan Mahmood, nothing was left undone by
the preachers to make the war popular, and to blacken
the character and motives of the rebels. Frequently,
indeed, to such a pitch of excitement were men wrought,
that it was difficult to restrain them from attacking
Hindus indiscriminately in the streets, and, in the
expressive language of the Peer, from “making a
pyramid of a lakh of heads* before the palace gates.”
But it was no part of the royal policy to allow such
religious fury vent at the capital or by the way:
suffice it that, at the end of a long and toilsome jour-
ney, which would be made light through religious
fervour, there would be free licence to slay, and the
raid of Afzool Khan would become memorable in the
history of the kingdom.

As the camps of the different leaders, too, formed
without the walls on that great plain which encom-
passed the city, bards and minstrels, in companies
or singly, ballad-singers, and, above all, troops of
dancing women, thronged to them; and day and night,
audiences were formed, sometimes in the tents, some-
times in the open air, where the feats of Sivaji and
Maloosray were sung in the native Mahratta or Ca-
narese, with verses added for the occasion, urging the
faithful to destroy them.

We may be sure that, if the old Khan and Fazil
were active in the field, Lurlee and Zyna were no less
so in the house. To Lurlee war was familiar. She
had been long weary of a monotonous life in the city,

* One bundred thousand.
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varied only by an occasional day’s excursion to the
royal palaces at Toorweh, the Ibrahim Roza, or to the
Khan's own garden, which was without the walls; and
she remembercd vividly the time when, for months
together, the Khan's tent, or a temporary lodging in a
village, were her only home, moving hastily or leisurely,
as the service required, from place to place, in her
palankeen or on horseback, as might be.

Ah! she was young and active then, and with the

. sharing of a rough bivouac or hurried march, — scanty
food, often cooked by herself, a horse-cloth to lie upon,
and a shelter contrived with four spears and a sheet
thrown over them — and hard fighting to boot, —
were her pleasantest memorics of the Khan's love and
her own happiness. If she were not so young, the
old spirit was at last roused; and, day by day, as the
preparations went on, the good lady told Zyna of the
old wild times, and excited her desire to share in the
new cxpedition.

To Zyna's great joy her father had directed that
the whole family was to move. Lurlee was indispens-
able to the Khan in the field, where indeed, her
truest value was apparent; and Fazil could not be
denied the command he had carned by his sagacity
and valour. Who, then, could protect Zyna, even did
he desire to leave her? True, the royal Begum had
offered a home, and with it her love to the maiden;
she should be her little secretary, and write the King’s
private letters to her father while he was absent. But
it could not be: that loving heart would have pined
without those whose daily converse had been its life
for years, and the invitation was affectionately but
respectfully declined.
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We may, perhaps, also hint another reason, not
more powerful, certainly, than the love of those nearest
and dearest to her, but working with it, nevertheless,
in no mean degree. Kowas Khan had not suffered by
his father’s treachery. It was not only that Afzool
Khan and Fazil answered for him with their lives and
honour; but it had become clear to the King, and
to- those who had examined the late Wuzeer’s cor-
respondence, that the son had been kept ignorant of
his father’s plans; so, when the period of mourning
was past, Kowas Khan had been taken to the royal
court by the Khan and his son, and invested with
robes of honour. Of the King's participation in the
secret of his father’s murder Kowas Khan had no
knowledge, and could bhave none. It was believed to
have been committed in revenge by some discharged
soldiers, and it were better that he died as he had
done, than that his treacherous intention should have
succeeded, or that the ignominy of a public exccution
should have followed its detection.

" While, therefore, the young man was still residing
at the Khan's house with his mother, and other younger
members of the family, he renewed his proposals for
Zyna, which were heartily seconded by her, and other
female relatives. It was, however, no time for such
affairs; and with a tacit consent that, when the cam-
paign was over, there should he no more delay in the
marriage, Kowas Khan contented himself with being
told by Lurlee Khanum - when the worthy dame
had retired behind a screen — that, after a striet in-
vestigation, she had come to the conclusion that his
temperament was firc and Zyna's air, and that, in con-
sequence, their union promised to be felicitous in the
Twra. I1. 11
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highest degree; and that her friend the Moolla agreed
with her.

Did our space admit of it, we would tell how
friends on both sides met for the betrothal; and how,
- - there being no time for more lengthened ceremo-
nies, they stood up and interchanged packets of betel-
leaf covered with gold and silver foil. How both sides
swore that those they represented should never swerve
from the contract; how the first, and hundred and tenth
chapters of the Kordn, were said devoutly by the
Moolla and the assembly; and what good things were
provided at night by Lwrlee Khafim and her trusty
cook Kurreema, for those who came to the quiet cere-
mony. Many were the complaints of Lurlee’s fomale
friends, and perhaps Zyna's also, that there was not
greater rejoicing; but Afzool Khan made it known
that, when the marriage did take place, there should
be no stint: and so the neighbours were satisfied for
the present, and consoled themselves with hope for the
future.

Bulwunt’s wounds had proved of less consequence
than was supposed at first, and loss of Dblood had
caused the weakness under which he suffered on the
night of the scene in the temple.  He was now able to
move about, and even to ride, and in the ensuing cam-
paign, in a country which he knew thoroughly, his
local experience would be of great use. Ile was not,
however, sanguine as to the result. As he expressed
it, hunting Sivaji and Maloosray would be like chasing
the wind; it would be heard and felt but never seen.
Nevertheless they might be brought to terms, and
hereafter become worthy servants of the royal house.

Everything, therefore, being prepared, and the
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royal astrologers having fixed a fortunate day and hour
for the commencement of the march, the whole of the
troops were drawn out in battle-array on the plain
north of the fort, and the young King bade the leaders
God-speed. Descending from his elephant, he embraced
the old Khan, his son, and other noblemen and gentle-
men of note; and as the royal Nagdris, or kettle-drums,
which had been directed to accompany the foree, struck
up a march, and were answered by those of every
body of horse, infantry, and artillery on the field, -——
the troops at once proceeded to their several destina-
tions, a few miles distant, shouting the war-cries of their
several leaders.

It was necessary, however, for the Khan himself,
with his son and Kowas Khan, to visit Nuldroog, where
a great portion of the army lay, and whenee some of
it was to accompany him; for though the troops at Beeja-
poor, which had been under the late Wuzeer, had shown
no signs of disaffection, those at the fort were suspected,
and their loyalty must be put to the proof ere the army
could procced.  Lurlee Khanum and Zyva, therefore,
were despatehed under guidance and escort of Bulwunt
Rao and others, to Sholapoor, to await the Khan's ar-
rival; and with a party of horse lightly equipped, his
son Fazil, the Peer - who had declared his intention
of witnessing in person the discomfiture of the infidels,
and secing to the religious exercises of the army during
its march — and Kowas Khan, Afzool Khan procceded
by the direct road of his own town n{'Afzoolp(un' to the
royal fort.

We need not follow their journey, for the country
affords nothing interesting or remarkable for deserip-
tion. After passing the town of Almella, they crossed

14%
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the Bheema, now falling rapidly and already fordable
in some places for horsemen; and Afzoolpoor, lying
near the further bank, was safely reached on the third
day.

yHere the Khan found employment for two days
more: for he was in no hurry to leave his own town,
and the various matters to which he found he had to
attend. His own last resting-place, a lofty, handsome,
square building, with a massive dome, aud the mosque
adjoining it, were all but completed, and their conse-
cration was necessary. This was performed by the
Peer, the Moollas of village mosques around, the Cazee*
of Nuldroog, and the representative of the saint Boor-
han Sahib, who lived at the pretty village of Boorhan-
poor, some miles to the north, where the saint’s tomb
had been erccted. “It was well,” said the old Khan,
“to have the place ready; who could tell whether it
might not be required soon?” Who could tell, indecd?
and so the ceremonies were completed.

Nor would the hospitable representative of the
Boorhanpoor saint allow the Khan's party to pass his
village without entertainment. Parties of leaders of
the troops at Nuldroog, now only a few miles distant,
came to the festivities, and, in the meeting with them,
all apprehensions were removed from the Khan’s mind.
Swearing on the holy book before the saint’s shrine,
they declared their fealty to the King, and their attach-
ment to their young master, in terms which could not

be mistaken.
* Law officer.
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CHAPTER XXYV.

Tre Khan was to march early next morning for
the fort, hut Lis departure was delayed purposely to
allow of the troops to send out parties to perform the
ceremony of “lstikbal,” or meecting; and, after agaim
partaking of the good Durwaysh'’s hospitality, the party
rode on without interruption.

The road from Boorhanpoor to Nuldroog lcads up
the pretty and fertile valley of the Boree river, which
is skirted by low grassy hills for several miles. Then
leaving the river, as the hills grow bolder, it rises
gradually through passes among them, and, after
several steep and stony ascents, gains a level platean,
from whence the fort and town are distinetly seen
below.

Soon after leaving their post, the party began to
meet others from the fort, dressed in their gayest and
best costumes; and these, having made their salutes to
the Khan, rode forward to the front, so that gradnally
the men in advance swelled to a considerable number,
and had all the appearance of an independent body of
cavalry. Out of this, wherever the ground afforded
room, and was free from ruts and stones, men dashed at
speed, wheeling and circling their horses, so that their
movements appeared like those of a real skirmish.

When they reached the level plain on the summit
of the plateau above the town, the Khan was met by
the Killadar, or governor of the fort, the principal
officers of the troops, the civil authorities, and others;
some on horseback, others on gaily-caparisoned elephants
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with clashing-bells. Both parties dismounting, and the
leaders having embraced each other, — the officers
presenting the hilts of their swords as Nuzzurs, or
offerings to the Khan, — the procession, for it had
now become one — moved on slowly in gorgeous
array, amidst the firing of matchlocks and camel
swivels and welecome guns from the fort; and the ap-
pearance of the Khan and his gallant son, as they
rode together through the main street and bazar, dressed
in rich cloth-of-gold, was a subject of gencral remark
and approbation by all clagses. 'The prospect of a
campaign, always pleasant to the soldiers, especially
under so renowned a leader as Afzool Khan, inercased
the gencral satisfaction of all concerned.

As they passed its fist gate, the booming of can-
non from the ramparts announced their arrival within
the fort, and was answered by guns from the en-
campment on the heights to the west. Dassing the
ditch by a causeway, they entered the fausse-braye
by a narrow passage, and thence ascending slightly to
the main entrance, with its massive flanking bastions
of black basalt, the interior was reached —— at that
time a busy place, crowded with houses and shops in
some parts, but in others laid out in open gardens, and
spaces where the troops could assemble.

A curious and picturesque spot in many respects is
this fort. Built upon a tonguc of basalt, which is pre-
cipitious on three sides, and of considerable height, it
is joined to the level portion of the plateau to the west,
on which the town stands, by a neck considerably nar-
rower than the enciente; and on this side a double wall
with hastions, and a deep dry ditch, form the defences.
Round the edge of the precipices of the hill itself, is a
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single wall of great strength, with large bastions at
intervals; and the river Boree, lying deep in the valley
below, washes the base of the hill on two sides, north
and cast.

To the north, to secure a constant supply of water
to the fort, a stupendous dam of masonry has been
thrown across the river upwards of seventy feet high,
and of proportional thickness, by which the water is
held up in the valley, so as to {form a pretty lake of
the same depth at the dam, which extends above the
town. On the other side of this dam is another fort
on a smaller knoll, which serves as a téte-de-pont to the
dam, and completes the fortification.

To the old Khan the place was familiar.  1le had
often taken twrns of duty there to watch the frontier,
but to Fazil and his friend it was new; and when
ceremouies  of reception and  the introduction of
Kowas Khan to the officers of his father’s levies,
now his own, were finished, the friends accepted the
offer of the Killadar to c¢xamine the marvels of the
place.

The wonderful dam, through the upper sluices of
which the stream was precipitated into a deep pool at
its foot, in two pretty cataracts; the suite of apartments
in the body of the dam itsclf, over which the river
rolled in flood, and fell in a sheet before its windows;
and the noble Cavalier at the cast cud, from the top of
which extensive views of the country on all sides were
obtained, were duly admired. It was evening when
the friends reached the summit of the Cavalier, and
they sate there watching the glorious sunset, over
town and fort and lake, in which the piles of gold and
crimson clouds, broken with dark purple, with the
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sombre masses of fort walls and bastions, and preci-
pices on which they stood, were reflected in its deep
waters.

It was not so easy to prepare the troops required
there as at the capital; but the Khan was anxious that
nothing should be wanting in their equipment, and a
fow days was required to complete preparations for the
field. This delay enabled the chief officers of the
country to arrive and pay their respects, and among
others, Pahar Singh, no longer disguised, but in his
proper character as one of tlw wardens of the frontier
marches, attended and did service with a body of picked
men, both horse and foot, which rivalled, if they did
not surpass, the royal troops in completeness and splen-
dour of appearance.

Very different were the chief and his nephew now,
in comparison with the time when we last saw them;
and in the noble figure, dressed in light chain armour
and cloth-of-gold, riding a superb grey horse, and
giving commands to his men, no one could have re-
cognised the old ragged Fakeer and his ery of “Ulla
dilayé to léonga,” which still often rang in the ears of
those who had heard it.

The building, which went by the name of the
King's Palace, and which was kept for the use of royal
officers of rank, or even for royalty itself, should the
King have occasion to visit the fort, had been assigned
to Afzool Khan and his retinue; and, after the trans-
action of daily business in one of the public halls of
the fort, he retired, after evening prayer, to his apart-
ments, finding relaxation in a game of chess with the
priest, who was a stout opponent, or hearing or dictat-
ing his public correspondence.
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It was the fourth evening after his arrival, after
an unusually busy day; the priest was occupied with
a sermon in the mosque, and the Khan had retired
into one of the rooms of the house, which, being built
into part of the fort wall, possessed a projecting oriel
window, commanding a view of the whole of the east
side of the fort, with its walls and rugged cliffs. By
day these precipices did not appear extraordinarily
remarkable; but when shrouded in the gloom of even-
ing and night, with the river brawling bencath them
in its rocky bed, their height and effect were inde-
finitely increased, and the murmur of the river below
became delightfully soothing.

One corner of this oriel, furnished with cushions,
had become the favourite resort of the Khan. Here
he had been sitting alone and undisturbed, and occu-
pied with despatches and other papers the whole of the
evening; and he was about to retire to rest when an
attendant entered, somewhat abruptly.

“1 said T was not to be disturbed, Allee,” he cried;
“what dost thou want?”

“My lord, there is a man without, who says he
has urgent business, and he must have speech of you
alone. 1 said it was impossible; but he declared you
would be angry with me if you knew he were denied,
and that I was to say to you, ‘Ulla dilayi to léonga,
and you would understand.”

“Admit him, instantly,” said the Khan, to bis ser-
vant's astonishment. “Ia, Pahar Singh again! what
new work has he now got here for us?”

Muffled closely in a sheet, with his sword under
his arm, the chiet approached the Khan, and bent
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lowly before him. “Send that man away, and hecar
what I have to say,” he said; “it is important.”

Allee looked at the chief suspiciously, as though
he were trusting his master to a dangerous char-
acter; but, at a reiteration of the order, he turned to
depast.

“Take this weapon with you, friend,” said the
chief, laughing, “thou art afraid of it, perhaps; not so
thy lord, — nor of me. Keep it for me, however, till
I come out.”

Allee took the sword. “l did not like the look of
him,” he said to another without, who belonged to the
fort. “Who is he?”

“Dost thou not know Pahar Singh?” returned the
man; ‘“that is his famnous sword Ddévi, which has
drunk many a man’s blood; come, let us look at it.
There will be something to do, surely, as he is with
the Khan.”

“I have but a few words to say, Afzool Khan,”
said Pahar Singh, as the servant retived; “and 1 can
do a good service, if it please you, my lord, to join in
it or aid it.”

“If it be a service to the King's cause, why not?”
said the Khan; “but none of thy blood feuds, Pahar
Singli; thou canst not use the royal troops for thine
own purposes.”

“Nor do I need them, my lord,” returned the chief,
somewhat stiffly. “I have enough men of my own to
answer for those matters: nay, indeed, for this also, if
I have your permission; and only that my rascals are
somewhat too free of hand to be trusted in a town at
night, 1 had done it myself ere this.”

“Thanks, friend, for thy caution,” said the Khan,

”
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smiling; “we shall know each other better by aud by.
But what is this scheme?”

“When I left you, Khan Sahib, the night of
Jehdndar Beg's execution,” replied the chief, “I had
knowledge that Tannajee Maloosray was in the city,
and I knew where he was. My people watched every
bazar and street during the day, and we had a strong
party near the Goruk Imlee trees, thinking he might
like to come and sce an old friend for the last time;
but he kept close, like a bear in his den, till night,
aud then stole away. My boy and some of my people
wanted to catch him in this den; but 1 knew Tannajeo
could not be taken alive by mortal, and 1 wanted to
see him sit like Jehdndar Beg under the trees, and
die like a man; so I took a body of my horse and
rode after him towards Tooljapoor, where he was
going. We occupied the pass at lldrtee. But he
escaped us there, Khan; and hearing afterwards he
had gone to Jutt, there appeared to be no use in fol-
lowing him, as he had twenty-five cose start of us.
But T was a fool, my lord; and for once Tannajee out-
witted me. Ile went on next day to Tooljapoor, how,
I know not. He was scen there in the temple, and
he left again that night, no one knows whither.”

“To Tooljapoor in one day!” cxclaimed the Khan,
“no horse alive could do it.”

“Ah, my lord, your high-fed beasts would not, but
ours can; and Tamajec and his friend Netta Palkur
have the best mares in the Dekhan. No matter; he
escaped us.”

“He was — he is — the very bone and sinew of
this rebellion,” said the Khan.

“True, as Sivaji Rajah is the spirit; but he left
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some of the bones behind him at Tooljapoor,” returned
the chief, with a grim smile; “and I can pick them
up for you, my lord, if you will either help me or let
me do it alone as best I can; only remember, if the
town is plundered, you know the cause, and I am not
responsible for the blame.”

“That you had better avoid, friend,” said the
Khan, “you are badly spoken of alrcady. But the
bones, good fellow, the bones! who or what are
they ?”

“Ah! I had forgotten them,” continued Pahar Singh.
“Well, there is Moro T'rimmul, Maloosray’s agent and
shadow; as wily, and more mischievous. He is still at
T'ooljapoor, pretending to give recitations, -— and they
are very good, my lord, in their way, — and to serve
at the temple; but I am not sure that one of the Moor-
lees is not at the bottom of it, and when a man gets
into women'’s hands he is casily caught. Then there
are all those who will assemble there. IHave you re-
marked, my lord, that hardly one of the heads of the
old Mahratta families have come to present their Nuz-
zurs to you?”

“I have remarked it,” returned the Khan, “but
supposed they werc afraid of some demand for forage,
or horses, or money, and therefore kept clear of me.”

“Not at all,” returned the chief, “they have all
sworn to aid Sivaji, and Maloosray took an account
of their quotas of horse and foot with him to the
Rajah.”

“Then they met Maloosray?”

“They did, my lord, the night he came to the
temple, and here are their names. There are other
people, you see, who have ears and eyes besides Ma-
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loosray; and only that your Niib* at Tooljapoor is an
owl, he had scen this conspiracy long ago, while I was
too busy to watch it. Better perhaps, he did not; we
can do our work more sccurely. And now, do you
wish to seize this gang of rebels or not? I advise
you to do so, because they are strong, and, should
there be any difficulties in the West, are capable of
making a serious diversion, especially if Maloosray, or
even this Bramhun, — who is more of a soldier than
a priest, — get among them. These Nimbalkurs and
Ghoreparays, my lord, quict as they look, are heavily
supported by the people; and if the Ramoosces rise
with them, the country will be in a flame.”

“And how dost thou know all this, Pahar Singh?”
agsked the Khan, “I must have some warranty that it
is true.”

“Some months ago, my lord,” he replied, “this
very Moro Trimmul and others canvassed me as to
joining Sivaji's band, and offered me whatever terms
T pleased to ask. I refused, for I was content as I
was.”

“That means,” remarked the Khan dryly, “that
thou wouldst have joined them if there had been any-
thing to be got by it.”

“My lord is still ineredulous,” returned the chief,
and perhaps 1 deserve doubt till I have given him
further proof. But I feel the King’s hand on my head
still, and his pardon is more to me than promises, of
Mahratta, or Mogul ecither.”

“Good!” said the Khan; “it is well said, and I
believe thce. But about these rebels; are they still
there? and how many may there be of them?”

* Agent — deputy.
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“They arc therc, my lord,” replied the chief. “T
was in the temple last night disguised as a Byragee,
with my nephew and four others: we heard the reci-
tations from the Ramayun, which, to Hindus, are very
much what the Peer Sahib is saying now in the mosque
yonder, and said yesterday at the Kedgah on the plain,
when the whole force shouted ‘Deen, deen!” and it
sounded like thunder. Jey Rao Nimbalkur was there,
and some of the Kallays —"

“Ilow many?” said the Khan, impatiently inter-
rupting him; “what care 1 for their teeth-breaking
names?”

“Five hundred perhaps, including followers.”

“And is this temple a strong place? Do we re-
quire guns?”

“Strong enough to defend if they knew you were
coming,” returned Pahar Singh, “but for the most part
they will be unarmed and looking at the show. We
need only cavalry to surround the town, and no one
can escape us. No guns, my lord; they could not be
taken up the mountain at night, and ours must be a
surprise, else the temple will be dark as midnight.”

“Ya Alla! ya Kabiz!” (dcstroy ¢r of enemies), mut-
tered the Khan to himself, “a rare trap for these
Kafirs -— let them die! Good,” he continued; “it
shall be donc; but when? I should march to-morrow
for Sholapoor.”

“Do so, my lord, and halt at Tandoolwaree; ’tis
half way. 1 will join you there with some of my
people the day after to-morrow, and lead you by a
pass in the hills which I know of at night, so that we

an surround the place unobserved. 'lake some of
your own men and Ibrahim Khan's Abyssinians; they
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know no fear, and are more certain than the braggart,
plundering Dekhanies, who are afraid of the Mother
who sits in the glen, though they are Mussulmans.”

“What Mother, friend?”

“Only she in the temple; we Hindus call her the
‘Mother;” and she, my lord, must not be touched.”

“No, no; nor her people, 1 will see to that,” said
the Khan.

“And the affair must be kept secret, Khan,” he
continued. .

“Tt is known to thee and me, Pahar Singh, and to
1o oneé else; not even my son shall know of it till we
mareh.”

“Now let me depart,” said the chief, “and the
night after next T will come.”

“God willing,” replied the Khan, dismissing his
strange visitor with a courteous salutation.

CHAPTER XXVL

ON lher return home, Tara being still asleep, Radha
could not eonceal from Anunda the agitation which
the secene with her brother had caused her. As she
reached the inner apartments, she threw herself upon
Anunda’s neck, and the terror she felt at what she
considered a narrow escape from death, found relief in
a flood of tears. The particulars of that scene she
dared not fully relate: but Anunda gathered enough
from her to believe that Moro Trinmul had threatened,
if not struck his sister, and that Tara’s suspicions were
but too deeply founded.
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If Anunda had not felt assured of Tara's purity
and devotion to the worship of the Goddess, in its
spiritual sense only, she would have prevented, at all
hazards perhaps, her assumption of service as a de-
votee. It was, she knew, one of the trials to which
the girl would be subject so long as her beauty re-
mained, that her public avocation would expose her to
the gaze of all classes of peoplc — the most persistent
and dangerous libertines, perhaps, being priests of her
own sect. But the act of Tara's profession of service
was so sudden, so unlooked for, and had been carried
out so immediately, that there was no time to consider
the consequences.

Now, too, it was impossible to recede. Once she
had vowed herself to the dread Goddess she dared not
retract, nor could any attempt be made, as they be-
lieved, to withdraw her without danger. Many instances
of such partial service and relinquishment of it, capricious
or meditated, had come to her knowledge, which had
been followed by sudden death, or, what was worse,
loss of reason and raving madness.

“Well, thereforc, might the sister-wives tremble at
the consequences of transgression, even by temporary
withdrawal of Tara’s scrvice. It was the first thing
that Radba couuselled; but, under the instances of
punishment which she enumerated, Anunda declared it
to be impossible. She could not — dare not — expose
Tara to such risk, nor herself be the means of it; and,
indeed, she was assured that Tara would never agree.
Gradually, however, Anunda’s naturally cheerful and
sanguine spirit took courage.

“We cannot prevent men’s eyes wandering to that
sweet face,” she said to Radha, as she gently waved
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a fan over Tara, who still slept heavily, “no more
than I can prevent them looking at me if they like, or
thee, Radha; bui we can protect her from insult and
shame, and she is too pure to be approached or
spoken to. No; he may look as he pleases, but he
dare not speak to her: for thy sake, for the sake of
his own honour and station as a priest, he darc not;
and his looks she shall not fear — 1 will prevent
them.”

“Nevertheless,” replied Radha, “let her not visit
the temple for several days to come, or, if she goes,
we will both accompany her. T'his will give her fresh
assurance, and in a few days he will be gone.”

Radha, however, knew her brother well — Letter
than Anunda. She knew that, with any scheme against
Tara in view, no matter what it might be, she was in-
capable of watching him so completely as to defeat his
intentions; but she could at least be wary, and gain
information of them, and a small purse of money with
which Anunda supplied her, given to Chimna, gained
her constant information of her brother’s movements,
such as she could not otherwise have obtained.

Moro Trimmul, however, to all appearance ceased
to pursuc Tara. For several days she did not visit
the temple. She herself feared collision with him, and
kept away. But gradually, a sense of neglect of her
daily duty, the loss of the satisfaction which had re-
sulted from it, and the dread of offending the terrible
Being in whose exacting service she believed, —
wrought on her mind so as to render inaction in-
tolerable.

And, no wonder now. Her own small household
tasks which had previously occupied her leisure hours,

Taa L. 15
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had been resigned to Radha; the temple service required
her presence for the greater part of the morning and
afterncon; and her studics, and some needful rest, ab-
sorbed the remainder of the day. Now that she re-
mained idle at home therefore, the time hung heavy on
her hands, and she sighed for the occupation and ex-
citement, which had become habitual to her; while the
yearning to serve “the Mother” ~- never to be absent
from her —- grew stronger and stronger day by day,
with a fascination she could not resist. Day by day
those weird, glowing, cerie eyes scemed to follow her
about, seek her in her sleep, and by turns threaten or
entreat her.

“Mother,” she said at last, and after a few days
had passed in restless idleness at home, “I feel that
my life here is not what it was. The Mother’s eyes
follow me, and she sits at my heart day and night.
Why dost thou not come to e, Tara? she says; fear
not, but comc; no one dare harmn thee, and I would
have thee near me. This she whispers daily when my
time of service comes, and 1 am here and not with her.
0 mother, I fear no longer; she gives me strength, and
I will go. What can he do to me? The dread of him
is gone from me.”

“We will go with thee, daughter,” replied Anunda,
“and remain with thee daily. Before us, he dare
neither look nor speak; and perhaps too, thy suspicions
were misplaced.”

“Perhaps,” she replied; “and why should he do me
wrong? I should be sorry if I had thought ill of him
without a cause.”

So they went. The first day Moro Trimmul was
not there. On the second, they met him, and reccived
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his distant and courtcous salutation. He did not even
come to speak to his sister, and tnrned away directly.
Gunga was present on both occasions; and on the first
day Tara wag surprised, and perhaps somewhat gratified,
by the mamnner in which she and some of her sisterhood
met her; offered her garlands of flowers, even put them
into her hands, and tied them like bracelets round her
arms, and into her hair.

“You have been ill, sister,” said Gunga, deferen-
tially and respectfully, “and we have done yowr work,
and offered flowers for your rvecovery to the Mother.
Ah,” she continued, “hecause we are poor, and not as
you are, Tara, do not look coldly upon us; have we
not one common Mother, and are we not sisters in her?
No think of us, and we will be your slaves and fellow-
servants; for she has loved you more than us, and sent
you pure among us. We know, too, you are already
changed to us, for we have reecived the daily offerings
as you have kindly dirceted.”

Paor Tara, there was no guile in her loving heart
which bred or fostered suspicion.  What could sho think
but that those callous minds had relented towards her?
and perhaps the very offerings which she had thought-
lessly made over to the attendaut priests, had been the
original cause of all their apparent enmity. Day after
day the Moorlees’ respect seemed to inerease; and while
her work was rendered lighter, her repugnance to
acknowledge them as co-servitors secmed to lessen.
With all indeed, except Guuga, the respect was sincere,
and the deference unfeigned; but with her, intercourse
seemed only to fan the flame of revenge burning at her
heart: and while she repressed it with difficulty in public,

10%
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in private she yielded to it with all the unbridled ran-
cour and jealousy of her nature.

Against Tara, therefore, these evil notions were
now, for different reasons, in perpetual and active
combination. It was no part of Moro Lrimmul’s plan
to excite further suspicion. DBrooding over fancied
neglects and slights, as well as revenge for hoplessness
of passion, had, as Gunga rightly guessed, mastered the
softer feeling of admiration and love for the genmtle
objoct of them; and the desire of his lifc now was, to
crush rclentlessly and deface the purity which he could
not appreciate. 1lis sister, he believed, had kept his
counsel, for she had made no further remonstrance;
and the first occasion on which Tara came with her
father only, and trusted herself to the companionship of
the priestesses, was hailed by Gunga and the Bramhun
as conducive to their succoss.

We can believe that the worthy Shastrec himself
was utterly unconscious of any element of disturbance
in his quiet household. 1lc was perfectly satisfied with
his new wife, aud was even growing to love her dearly.
He was not demonstrative — very learned and studious
men rarely are so, perhaps; but Radha, studied his dis-
position and his wants, and, without interfering with
Anunda’s prerogatives, was supplying themn unobtrusively
and lovingly; and he felt what he could not fail to ap-
preciate — the action of another tender hand about his
daily life.

With More Trimmul he continued on the best of
terms — nay, his love and admiration of the man were
much increased. 'These recitations in the temple, the
disputations on logic and law, the evident knowledge
which Moro possessed of the more secret rites and



A MAHRATTA TALE. 229

mysteries of the Shasters and Tantras, increased the
Shastree’s respect. If Moro Trimmul would not come
to the house as often as he wished, he was at least no
stranger in the temple, and in the ceremonies now pro-
veeding, he was of the greatest possible use. He now
frequently spoke of his approaching departure, which
only depended upon letters he should receive from his
Prince: and it was an cvent which, on every account
of private and public intercourse, Vyas Shastree was
disposed to regret exccedingly.

CHAPTER XXVIL

Tuoe night of the Amdwas, or that which im-
mediately precedes the new moon, is necessarily the
darkest of every month, and for several days previous
to it the sky had been overcast, as it frequently is at
the season we write of, though without rain. The cere-
monies in the temple would be protracted till, accord-
ing to the astronomical calculations, the old moon had
passed away and the new one begun, which was some
time after midnight. The concourse in the town was
perhaps greater than usual. Several of the Mahratta
chiefs were still there, each with a complement of
followers; and others who lived within a day’s journey,
were arriving one by one, to attend the last series of
recitations which would be given until the next full
moon. It was understood, also, that this was the last
night on which Moro Trimmul would officiate; and his
picturesque style of declamation was more attractive
than the measured and monotonous manner of the elder
Pundits.



230 TARA:

By the afternoon, therefore, the main bazar of
Tooljapoor had become a very lively sceme. 'The
number of people already in the town was increased
hourly by the arrival of visitors from the populous
villages round about, and even from Darasew, Thair,
Baimlee, and others within a day’s ride; and as even-
ing drew in, the passes leading to the town from below,
and the roads, too, from the level country above, still
showed parties, -— some on horses, some on ponies, on
foot, or on oxen, — pressing forward to be in time for
the opening ceremonies, which would commence as the
lamps were lighted.

Sweetmeat-sellers — parched rice — and chenna*
friers, wore driving a brisk trade in the bazars, and
their booths were crowded with customers receiving
their several quantities hot and hot, as they could be
prepared.  The night would be far advanced ere the
whole of the ceremonies were concluded, and, once
seated, no one could move. Many a careful dame,
therefore, had tied up a bundle of sweet cakes before
she left home and carried them on her arm; — others,
with less foresight perhaps, were making provision for
the night at the stalls we have mentioned; — while
flower-sellers were threading garlands of jessamine and
mdtea blossoms, and, indeed, of many wild flowers
from fields and hedges, in lack of other materials.
Sellers of Pan leaves, tobacco and betell-nut — in-
cense-sticks and pastiles — and oil for the lights of
the shrine — were all as busy as a throng of eager
purchasers could make them.

Among this crowd, the Shastree, with Anunda,
Radha, and Tara, were making their way to the temple

* Chenna — & kind of pulse.
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before the assembly should render the courts impassable.
With the Shastree, who was walking before the women,
was Moro Trimmul, who had dined at his house, and
who was now on his way with him to the recitation.
Chimna, two days before, had reported to Radha that
her brother was about to leave. He had, the man said,
purchased a palankeen and hired a set of bearers for
it, and others had been sent on the road to Sattara, so
as to form velays for a night's journey; and, cxeept
himself, and one or two who were to be mounted, the
other servants were to follow. Indecd, intimation of
his intended departure had been made that day pri-
vately to the Shastree and to his sister by Moro
himself.

He was afraid of staying, he said. Afzool Khan
had arrived at Nuldroog; the force there was about to
march to Sholapoor, and thence westward. If he pre-
ceded it, hie could travel unnoticed, otherwise it would
be impossible to move at all in its rear, or to pass it
without making a considerable and inconvenient detour.
As danger threatened the Maharaja, he must be pre-
sent to share it; and he would return as soon as the
storm, which was about to burst, had blown over.

It was no more than all had expected and some
had hoped for. So long as her brother’s presence was
a source of no actual uneasiness to Radha, she was
thankful to see him, although she feared a renewal of
his threats to her as regarded Tara; but since her last
interview with him, she had been posscssed with a
dread which beset her night and day, either that he
would do something desperate, as regarded Tara, or
that, in revenge for her not having assisted his licen-
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tious purpose, he would put his thrcat, as regarded
herself, -— whatever it might be, — in execution.

His proposed departure was, therefore, a positive
relief, and, in making the communicatiom&rlmr, Moro
Trimmul had carefully acted his part. He deplored
the recent scene and his own violence. “Tara’s love,”
he said, “was hopeless as it was criminal; and he
thanked his sister for having saved his Lonour in regard
to that misplaced affection. Girls who married could not
always keep their relatives with them: better indeed it
were so, and in her case particularly; for no doubt he
had encmies, and were he denounced to Afzool Khan,
he should have some difficulty in cscaping.”

Could any one have doubted all this, or suspected
that any sinister motive lay below it? Tmpossible! It
was the literal truth in most respects, and open to no
breath of suspicion.

To Anunda, and ecspecially to Tara, the event was
one of positive rejoicing. The good matron had, as
we have secn, no objection to Moro Trimmul until
Tara’s suspicion had been aroused; and, securc in the
effect of her own precautions, she had become utterly
indifferent whether Le remained or not. But with T'ara
it was otherwise; his presence was the only check on
her enjoyment of daily life. Were he gone for good,
her services, her household love, would be freed from
the incubus which had deadened her existence while
he remained, and she would be saved from any appre-
hension for the future. On all these considerations
therefore, the female members of the Shastree’s family
descended to the temple that night, with joyful and
thankful héarts.
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We know, however, partly what Moro T'rimmul
had determined upon, and how he had proposed to
execute it. So far as she was concerned, the girl
Gunga had never faltered in her plan. The only sti-
pulation she made with Moro Trimmul was, that she
should accompany him, — an arrangement to which
he was very unwilling to consent. On this point, how-
ever, he found her utterly unrclenting.” When she saw
his desire to be rid of her, she declared that she would
not only retire from the affair altogether, but would
denounce him to the Shastree and to every Bramhun
in Tooljapoor. She defied his threats; and he knew,
hy previous experience, that no words could turn her
from any purpose which she had in view, and without
her co-operation the execution of the plan was quite
impossible. 'What she proposed to do he knew not,
she would not tell him; but he had provided a stout
horse for her which, with his servants and the litter,
were to wait in the ravine below the temple. He did
not fear pursuit. The Shastree kept no horse. He
could not obtain the services of any horseman from the
authorities at night. 'Who would care for the ravings
of a Bramhun, whose daughter, a priestess of the
temple, had eloped, as it would be considered, with
her lover? True, Anunda might revenge herself on
Radha, -— but to that, the Shastree, for his own honour,
would hardly consent.

So they descended the steps into the lower court
of the temple together; and while Tara, her mother,
and the Shastree entered the vestibule to make their
salutation to the Goddess, Moro Trimmul excused him-
self on pretence of bringing his books, and went round
to the back of the shrine, where, near the wishing-
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stone,* he found Gunga and several of the priestesses
sitting idly on the basement, basking, as it were, in
the evening sun then setting. We have said it had
been a gloomy day, even now the heavens were: over-
cast: but towards the horizon the clouds were open,
and a bright gleam of red light had broken through
them and fell upon the temple and sides of the glen in
striking brilliancy; while the rich dresses of the girls,
and their heavy gold and silver ornaments, glistened
and sparkled in the glowing colour.

Gunga had apparently been giving some deserip-
tion of her new gold anklets; for, as Moro Trimmul
turned the corner, she had slid down from her secat,
and was moving her feet so as to produce a faint
clashing sound.

“One need not cven put on the bells with these,”
she cried to her friends, “listen how well they will
sound to the music, and I shall dance to-night as the
processions move round.”

As she spoke, the girl swayed round several times,
half circling one way, then another, tossing her arms
in the air in time with the steps in which she was
moving her feet. There was something in the lithe
grace of her figure which struck Moro Trimmul as a
new charm, and he stopped to watch it for a few
moments ere he was noticed. Perhaps the thought she
was not observed, perhaps the certainty that she should
that night triumph over her rival, had excited Gunga
more than usual; for she had thrown into her move-
ments a spirit and bcauty, — a majesty of motion,

* A large stone placed on the reart t of the temple. Votari
are directed to place a hand on each side of it, and make a wish, If it turn
to the right, the wish will be granted; if to the loft, otherwise.
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— as it might be called, which was inexpressibly at-
tractive.

“If thou dance like that to-night,” eried one of the
girls, “thou wilt win back that lover of thine, Gunga.
If he were mine I should not quarrel with him. AhL!”
she sereamed, *‘there he is: what if he has heard me!”
and, sliding hastily from their seats, she, with the
rest of her companions, fled round the corner of the
building.

Gunga did not move, but covered her face with the
end of her garment.,

“If I had known,” she said ——

“Thou wouldst not have danced so well,” he re-
tarned, interrupting her.  “By Krishna! girl, not even
the Gopis* of Muttra danced more lovingly before
him than thou didst then in those few turns. Dance
like that to-night, and I shall not be able to resist
thee.”

“It would be a pity to turn thee from Tara now,”
she said, with scorn, “so I shall not dance at all. Art
thon ready?”

“Yes; T have taken leave of them, and prepared
everything,” he replied. “Chimna will bring the horses
and litter into the ravine, and wait near the steps for
ns.  Thou hast the key?”

“Look,” she said, crossing to the door, which was
only a few steps distant, and partly opening it, “it is
alrcady open, and the key is here in my boddice. We
can lock it outside, and throw the key into the bushes.
When I beckon to thee, come, for I will entice her

* The shepherdesses who, according to the legend , danced before the
god Krishna.
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here; but if thy heart then fail thee, Moro Pundit, be-
ware —"

He had neced in truth to do so; but there was no
occasion for threats, they did but provoke him. ! Enough,”
he gaid, “we must not be seen togcther here. 1 will

not fail thee.”

CHHAPTER XXVTIL

Just then, a company of well-equipped horsemen,
in number about two hundred, rode into Afzool Khan’s
camp at Tandoolwaree; and the same gleam of sun,
which had broken through the clouds and shone on
the temple at Tooljapoor, and upon Gunga as she
danced, caught the tips of their long spears, -— and
sparkled upon matchlock barrels, the bright bosses of
their shiclds, and the steel morion of the leader.

There was no regularity of dress or equipment
among the horsemen, but the fine condition and spirit
of their horses, and the mauner in which they moved,
proved them to be accustomed to act together, as the
look of the men gave assurance of their being well
tried in war. In their front was a man on a picbald
horse, over which were slung two large kettledrums,
which were occasionally beaten with a sonorous sound
by the person who sat behind them: and two men,
both round-shouldered, one of whom carried a small
green standard, with a white figzure of Hunoomdn, the
monkey-god, sewn upon it, rode beside him, one on
each side. Pahar Singh was true to his word; and,
entering the camp at a time when his arrival would
create no particular observation, proceeded to some
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vacant ground in a field on the west side of it, where*
drawing up his men, he bid them dismount, and, with-
ont unsaddling their horses, tether them and await his
coming.

“What is the uncle about to-night?” said our old
friend, Lukshuwun, to the kettle-drummer, as the halt
was made, “and why do we stop here?  Ie told us
we were to go on to Sholapoeor, to prepare forage for
the Khan’s army.”

The man laughed. “Ah, brother!” he said, “dost
thou not yet understand the uncle’s ways? Now, to
my perception, as he has come to the west of the
amp, we shall have to go east.  Home, perhaps, who
knows? — the devil, — if this be one of his errands,

- as it most likely is. Certain we have something to
do out of the common way, else he would not have
stayed apart all day nor picked the men and the mares;
nor would he have brought you and Rama and the
young master. Well, we shall soon see, for he has
gone off to the Khan's tents, where a Durbar appears
tv be going on.”

“Yes, he may be waiting for orders,” returned the
hunchback. “May the Mother give him luck of them;

— better luck than we had in that wild ride after
Maloosray, when neither mud, nor stoues, nor rivers,
stopped us; and when we drew breath at the 1lértee
pass, you could have heard the mares breathing and
snorting a cose off! 'T'hat was not the way to catch
Maloosray! Yes, he had done too much that day; and
the blood had got up into his eyes and head,” he con-
tinued, after a pause, and wagging his head wisely,
“but he is cool now; what will he do?”

“Something,” said his companion; “what do we
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care? Now, help me to get these kettles off the mare’s
back, Lukshmun, else I shall be whipped if he comes
and finds them on. Ho, Rama, come and help, brother.
What ails thee? art drunk?” i

“May thy tonguc rot,” replied that worthy, dis-
mounting from his mare; “who told thee I was
drunk?”

“Well, then, art thou sober? if that please thee
better,” returned the man laughing. “But what ails
thee? thou hast not spoken a word since we set out.”

“No matter, my eyes are blinded with blood,”
returned Rama sulkily. “What we are to do to-night
will be evil. I saw an omen I did not like before
we set out, and three hares have crossed us since.
Is that good? T tell thee 1 cammot see in that direc-
tion,” and he pointed to the west, “for the blood that
iy in my ceyes”

“The sun is bright enough, Rama,” said Lukshmun
laughing, “and the liquor was strong, brother. Thou
wilt seo better by-and-by, when the night falls.”

“Peace, ill-horn,” cried Rama, aiming a blow at
him with his spear-shaft; “only thou art my brother I
had put it into thee.”

“TIl or well borm, we came of the same mother,”
retorted Lukshmun; ‘“as for me, with this hunch on
my back, by the Gods, thou saycst true. DBut go to
slecp, my friend, and get the blood out of thine cyes;
I like it not. He is generally right when he says
this,” continued Lukshmun to the kettle-drummer.
“Yes, we shall have work to do, and some of us may
have to sup with the Gods to-night. I pray it may
not be Rama, for his wife is a devil; and as for his
children — cubs of a wolf are casier to manage.”
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Leaving these worthies to discuss the probabilities
of the night, which was also the theme of conversation
among the men. we may follow Pahar Singh and his
nephew to the Durbar tent; where, seated at its en-
trance, were Afzool Khan, his son, the Peer, and other
officers of the force, enjoying, as it were, the cool
breeze of evening; while reports were heard and read,
papers signed, and orders given. Carpets had been
spread for some: others sat on the bare ground, or on
their saddle-cloths, removed for the purpose.  All seemed
merry, and the Khan's face was beaming whth pleasure.
e was, in truth, enjoying his old life, and his spirits
had risen with it, with the hope, not only that Pahar
Singh would not fail him, but in the capture of the
chief malcontents of those provinces, that he should
strike a deep blow at the root of the widespread Mah-
ratta confederacy.

Pahar Singh and his nephew dismounted, and, ad-

ancing, offered the hilts of their swords to the Khan
and those near him in succession, and while receiving
and replying to their weleome, took their seats among
the rest. “Our time will come, Gopal,” said the chief;
‘“wait patiently, they will send for us after the evening
prayer.”

He was right.  As the sun set, the assemhly broke
up. Performing their ablutions, as a pricst sang the
Azédn, or invitation to prayer, they again collected,
marshalled by the Pcer, who took his seat in front,
looking towards Mecea. All present, joined by hun-
dreds of others from the camp, knelt on the ground
in ranks, and, obeying his movements, rose -— bowed
themsclves — or knceled, in unison — as the various
changes of thc Moslem liturgy required. When the
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service was over, all, wishing cach other peace, with
the blessing of God and the Prophet, separated for the
night.

“Come into my tent,” said the Khan to Pabar
Singh, “thou art welcome. What of the work?”

“I am ready,” he said; “l have two hundred of
my best people with me.”

“And T am not behind thee; my people are ready
also, and wait thy pleasure,” replied the Khan.

“Who is this, father?” ecried Fazil, who now
entered, having remained to speak with some friends.
Iazil had not recoguised the Fakeer of the King's
Durbar, nor the Jogi of the temple; but therc was a
vague impression on his mind that he had scen the
face under other circumstances.

“Pahar Singh, son; dost thou not know him?” he
replied.

“A brave youth, the worthy son of a brave sire,
may not object to receive the offering of an old soldier,”
said the chief, putting out his sword-hilt to IMazil, who
touched it courteously; “and he shall have his share of
the work if he may, Khan Sahib.”

“What work? what is this?” whispered Fazil to
his father, and taking him a step aside. “Do not trust
Iim — he is oue of them — all men say so. He is
not true.”

“Ile is a truc as [ am,” replied the Khan. “I have
already proved him, and thou wilt know all by-and-by.
He has received the King's pardon, and confirmation
of all his possessions. Do not doubt him, for he can
render important service.”

“Enough, father,” said Fazil aloud; and, turning to
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Pahar Singh, “Where you go I will follow; but who
will lead us?”

“I will lead one party, and my son here another.
Come thou with me, Khan, and send thy son with
mine,” replied the chief promptly.

“Where are we to go?” asked Fazil.

“We cannot say till we are on the road,” said the
chief smiling. *‘Thieves,” they say, ‘have longer ears
than asses.’ I have one of my trumpeters here; and
when it is time to move, a shrill blast will be blown:
till then, eat and make your preparations, as I will
mine;”” and saluting them, Pabar Singh and his son
walked to their horses, and, mounting them, rode
away.

“And do we go with them alone, father?” asked
Fazil, following the chief with his eyes, and in a tone
of apprehension.

“No,” said the Khan, “the order I gave for the
Piégah and the Abyssinian horse to march to-night
to Sholapoor is for this service, and we shall lead
them.”

“Excellent,” cried Fazil joyfully; “then I fear no-
thing; but who is this Pahar Singh? Surely 1 have
seen him before.”

“Certainly, in the Durbar at Nuldroog, when the
deed of confirmation was given to him.”

“I was not there, father: I heard of it.”

“Ah, true! Well, then, dost thou remember the
Kullundur Fakeer of the King’s Durbar?”

“Protection of God!” cried Fazil; “ay, and the
Jogi of the temple. Strange, I thought 1 had seen

Tara. H. 16
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those cagle eyes somewhere. I had not forgotten them.
Now, father, I will go with him; but tell him not that
T was at the temple. He might rcsent the death of
his follower, and recede from us.” *

“An excecllent caution, son; no, he shall never
know it.”

“What are the Abyssinians getting ready for?”
asked the Peer, who came up at that moment. “Some
secret service at Sholapoor, as Ibrahim Khan tells me?
There is no mutiny, no disaffection, Khan?”

“It is a secret service, my friend,” replied Afzool
Khan smiling, “and Fazil and T are going with them;
but there is no mutiny, or cause for any, and we do
not go to Sholapoor.”

“Where, then?” cried the Peer. “Let me come;
nay, I will take no denial: whither thou goest I will
follow.”

“It were better not, Huzrut,” replied the Khan;
“it will be a rough ride, and perhaps some rough
work at the end of it; nevertheless, as thou wilt.
Come, sirs, we had need to cat first. Come, Bis-
milla!”
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CHAPTER XXIX.

“A pARK night, my lord,” cried Pahar Singh, as
the Khan and his son, accompanicd by the Peer, rode
up to a large fire which, kindled by dry thorns from
the hedges, sent up a ruddy blaze high in the air as
some loose fodder was thrown on it, displaying the tall
form of the chief, as he stood there with his nephew
and several others, “and ye are welcome; and here are
the rest, too,” hc continued, as the foremost men of
the body of cavalry crowded up, the strong light re-
vealing the dark faces of the Abyssinians and the noble
horses on which they were mounted. “Bismilla! as
ye say, let us mount and depart.”

“I have not kept you longer than I could help,”
said the Khan, “and the men are divided into bodics,
as you directed, under their own leaders. With me
are some of my people, and the noble Ibrahim Khan
himself with his; and I will remain with you as you
proposed. The rest of my men go with my son.”

“When we get ncar the place, Khan,” said Pahar
Singh, “I will give directions. And now, beat the
drum, Lukshmun, and do you and Rama look after
the guides — you know the road; go on, and beat the
drum occasionally to let us know where you are.”

“T would it were daylight, father,” said Fazil; “it
will be no easy matter guiding all thosoc men in the
dark.”

“Fear not, my lord,” cried Pahar Singh, “we shall
see better when we are away from those fires, which
only blind us. The roads are dry, and your Beejapoor

16#
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horses don’t fear stones. In three hours or more we
shall be near the place, then a rest, and some arrange-
ments; and after that you can give your own orders,
and we, your scrvants, can exccute them. Come, sirs,
we can strike into the road at the end of the field by
the trees.”

“Shall we have no torch on this unsainted errand?”
said the Peer, rather pecvishly.

“Huzrut,” said Pahar Singh, “this is hardly work
for a man of God, and the roads are rough. No; we
must manage with what light the sky gives us, for
we have to deal with wary people, and ’twerc a pity
to take the Khan so long a night ride and show
him no sport. If you are afraid the road will be
too rough, do not come: but ride with the force to-
morrow.”

“Afraid!” cried the Peer contemptuously. “I, a
servant of God, afraid! Astagh-fur-oolla! If there is
any work to do, thou shalt sce whether a priest cannot
strike as hard a blow as a layman. The Khan can
bear me witness that wherever he goes I am ever be-
side him.”

“Pardon me,” cried the chief laughing, “I will
doubt no longer. 1 only fear that, in catching thieves,
there may be less need for our swords than for con-
trivance to outwit them.”

“And may not we know how, father,” cried Fazil,
riding to his father’s side, as they rcached the end of
the ficld, “what this contrivance is, and where we
go?ﬂ

“T'o Tooljapoor, my lord,” replied Pahar Singh in a
low voice, so as not to be heard by the Peer: “a nest
of traitors is assembled there, and we need to take

)
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them out of it. Keep together, now, I pray ye, gen-
tlemen; I must ride before all for a short distance, and
will rejoin ye by-and-by.”

“Toolfapoor!” ‘exclaimed the Peer, when Pahar
Singh had disappeared, “a nest of idols and thieves,
indecd. The haunt of a devil in the shape of an old
woman, whom they all worship. I know her, with her
red eyes; and when I have scen the idolatrous Kafirs
bow down before her by thousands, 1 have longed for
the sword of our lord the Prophet to be among them.
‘Inshalla!” when —"

“Teace, Huzrut,” said the Khan, in a soothing tone,
interrupting him. “I have promised that the temple
and the idol come to no harm, on condition of taking
none who are there, and —”

“Well, well, Khan,” returned the Peer impatiently.
“1 am not a Roostum, to slay all the unbelievers my-
self, or to overturn that abode of devils! Do as thou
wilt, friend; do as thou wilt. I will not strike till thou
dost -— till T hear thy war-ery; after that — ‘Futteh-i-
Nubbi’ (Victory to the Prophet) say I!”

“Ameen!” said the Khan dryly, “but I trust there
will be no need of it. Come, Fazil, let us turn into
the road and keep it, before the main body comes up.
Listen,” continuned the Khan, as they rode on by an
open pathway among the ficlds of tall corm. “His
plan is for the town to be surrounded above, and a
ravine below to be blocked up. Ile would give thee
the latter work, son, as the people will try to escape
thence.”

“By the Prophet, an excellent plan,” said the priest,
—“no better could be devised. A few horsemen across
the mouth of the glen will catch all that come out of
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the temple like fish in a net. I know the place well.
No one could get up the sides of that glen at night,
— no, not one.”

“I would rather go with thee, father,” said the
young man; “my place is with thee; surcly any one
could manage below, and if there be danger —”

“There will be no danger, son,” he returned: ‘“these
people will be caught in their own trap, worshipping
their horrible idol, and will be wnarmed. I shall keep
outside the gates, and watch for the fugitives. Pahar
Singh knows the men he wants, and will take his own
people and some of the Abyssinians inside. If needs
be, we can meet in the temple, but there must be no
question in regard to this arrangement, which even the
Peer ratifics.”

“Surely, my loxd,” said the priest, “it is the fittest
in all respects; and Pahar Singh, considering that he
is a infidel and robber, seems a man of some pro-
priety of manner, and is doing our lord the King good
service.”

“Dost thou remember the ery, ‘Ulla diliyd to
léonga!” and the tall Kullundur who brought the
Wuzeer's papers to the Durbar?” asked the Khan;
“that was Pahar Singh.”

“Ulla dilayd to ldéonga!” exclaimed the priest.
“Yes, I remember. ‘Puna-i-Khdda!’ (protection of
God) was that he? Then the night before there was
the same cry in the fort as I left the King; could that
have been he also? I thought it might have been some
drunken Kullundur, as they said it was.”

“The night before Khan Mahomed was killed?”
cried the Khan and Fazil in a breath.
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“Yes, why do you ask?” returned the priest; “it
was near morning.”

“It was curious enough,” said the Khan carelessly,
“but those Kullundurs are very early; they like to be
on foot when the women are grinding at their mills,
to get a handful of flour.”

“Yes, it was about that time,” said the priest un-
suspiciously, and the conversation dropped.

It was almost impossible to reunite again; for the
road, which was pretty broad and free from stones at
first, shrunk to a marrow path, through cornfields on
each hand, and it was difficult for more than two to
ride abreast with comfort; and sometimes, indeed, that
even could not be managed. They passed several
villages at irrcgular intervals, and procecded without
check or halt. Pabar Singh, for the most part, rode
in front of his own troop; but returned occasionally to
the Khan and his son, who, being between the ad-
vanced guard and the main body, were unimpeded by
the crowding which elsewhere unavoidably cxisted.

Whether it was that their eyes had become more
accustomed to the darkness, or that the gloom of the
first part of the night had relaxed in some respect, it
hardly signified; for, without betraying their presence
at any distance, therc was light cnough to distinguish
the path: and to follow, without much inconvenicnce,
the men who preceded them. These were, as we know,
ignorant of their destination: and most believed it
might be Puraindah, or somewhere on the western
frontier, where disturbance had occured.

Those in advance, however, halted at length; and
the rushing sound of the trampling of the heavy body
of horse, which had continued through the night like
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a dull hoarse roar behind, gradually grew fainter as
the mass of men collected and stood still. The Khan
and his son, with the Pecr, were spcculating as to
whether that was to be the place ¢f divergence, when
Pahar Singh and his nephew rode up, and at once put
an end to the doubt.

“We separate here,” he said; “and this, Mecah
Sahib, is my son who will lead you; you will find him
true and intelligent. Do not go to Sindphul,” he
added to Gopal Singh; “Lukshmun knows the high-
road to Rutunjun by Uljapoor, and that will take you
close under the pass between Sindphul and the town.
Keep in the hollow near the river, and when you hear
our shouts above, turn into the ravine, and get up as
far as you can. We will give you time before we
ourselves move into the temple.”

A few words of farewcll, as father and son dis-
mounting, embraced each other; a commending of each
other to God and the Prophet; and Fazil and his father
separated.

The ground on which they had halted was level,
and covered with thick corn-fields, which extended,
almost unbroken on their left hand, to the south; but
on their right, small watercourses and ravines rendered
any passage between the road westward and the hills
impossible. Where they stood, the hills were low, and
a passage or gap in them to the right was pointed out
by Pahar Singh as the direction of the main body: in
front, they appeared to grow higher, and a bluff ter-
mination of one bay, which stood out, a dark gloomy
mass against the sky, was pointed out by Pahar Singh
to the Khan as near the town, and a light which
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seemed at times to glow in the air about its brow, as
the illumination of the town and the temple.

Ibrahim Khan, and several other officers of minor
rank, had now jdined the group, and in a few words
Pahar Singh explained how they were to act. One
body would turn to the right close to the town, and
guard the roads towards Little Tooljapoor and Biree;
another party would spread to the left, on the plain
which led to the top of the pass; the third, which
would be commanded by Pahar Singh and Ibrahim
Khan, would enter the town and seize the temple-gate,
where there could be no cgress for any one except
through it, or the postern below. Up the precipices
of the glen, and over the high walls of the temple,
escape was impossible.

“Come, sirs,” said Pahar Singh, after a delay
which, to the Khan, appeared intolerably long; “they
arc now near cnough: follow me;” and, turning his
horse up the pass, thé men, taking the direction from
those in advance, moved after them as fast as the
stony nature of the ascent would allow.

It had been a rare night of enjoyment to the crowds
assembled in the temple, and attracted by the unusual
amount of entertainment, the town itself was nearly
deserted by its Hindu inhabitants, who-— men, women,
and children of all ranks, classes, and ages — had
betaken themselves to the lower court, which was as
full as it could well be packed; the people sitting in
rows, as we have described on a previous oceasion, on
the ground, or perched upon terraces, the roofs of
houses, and upon that of the vestibule.

As the night wore on, and the assembly seemed in
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no humour to separate, Anunda, foresecing the con-
fusion which would arise when the ceremonies should
conclude with the last procession, had proposed to
Tara, as she joined them for a while in their accus-
tomed scat on the roof of the vestibule, to retire be-
fore the crush began; but Tara herself was in the
Lighest spirits: she had no fear of Moro T'rimmul; he
had not so much as saluted her or seemed to notice
her. Gunga and the other priestesses had exhibited a
flattering deference, assisted her to bring garlands, and
danced before her, as the processions passed round the
shrine, singling her out as their object of respect —
almost of adoration.

¥ew who had noticed Tara that night — and who
did not? — ever forgot the triumphant looks and ges-
tures of the scemingly inspired girl as she moved
lightly and gracefully beforc the priests; or the sweet,
thrilling voice, which seemed to rise high above the
rest in the solemn hymns and chants of the ceremony.
She felt secure in the protection of her father, and
even of the other girls, who had besought her to stay
till all was concluded; and the last service, more solemn,
and more meritorious than the preceding, would be at
the sacred hour of the moon's change.

“Do thou and Radha go,” she said; “it will be
well. I cannot leave anything unfinished, else the
Mother will be angry, and I shall regret it. I will stay
near the shrine, and return with my father.”

Anunda did not object, and she and Radha, con-
gratulating themselves upon having left early enough
to escape inconvenience, gained the gate of the temple
unobserved, and made their way through the deserted
streets without interruption. 'There was no one in the
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house; all the women-servants were absent at the cere-
mony. The watchman who guarded the outer door of
the house — one of the hereditary Ramoosees of the
town — sat with ¥wo of his men in the porch, and,
when the women came in, asked leave to go and see
the last procession, which was readily granted; so they
were left alone: but without apprehension.

From the terraced roof they looked out for some
time, for the brilliant illumination lighted up the temple
spires, and from the large oil-cressets, a heavy smoke
arose which, floating above the temple and its glen,
caught the glare below, and ascended high into the
air; and so still was the town, that the measured
cadence of the recitation could be heard, though not
the words; while occasionally a burst of music or
solemn hymn suddenly broke the silence, which was
otherwise oppressive.

Radha heard her brother’s voice when his turn
came, and listening to it, wept silently. When should
she see him again? — would absence cure the mad-
ness that now possessed him?

“Wecp not, child,” said Anunda, throwing her
arm around her, and guessing her thoughts; “it is well
he goes. When he departs, thou wilt trust us the
more, and be dearer unto us.”
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CHAPTER XX)i.

MeanwaiLE the rites proceeded, and the recitations.
Mero Trimmnul was declaiming, with unusually excited
gestures and eloquence, the impassioned passages which
had been assigned to him, often interrupted by the
cries of “Jey Kalee! Jey Toolja!” and the clapping
of hands which procceded from the people whenever a
favourite sentiment or allusion 1o the glorious days of
Hindu power occurred in the text. Before concluding
his part, which was the last of the night’s performance,
he had withdrawn to the back of the tomple, and
beckoned to Gunga, and a brief colloquy passed be-
tween them.

There was no faltering in the purposes of either.
Gunga had noticed the departure of Anunda and Radha
with exultation which she could hardly conceal. She
had gone to Tara after she resumed her position at
the shrine, touched her feet, and thanked her for re-
maining. Other priestesses, too, had crowded round
hor, and, excited as they were, all united in deter-
mining that the last procession should be unusually
remarkable.

“Sec,” said Gunga, as she came to him, “all is
ready. There is no one by the door inside; but try it,
and ascertain who arc outside. Be thou ready only,
and trust to me for the rest. Nay, I will come with
thee — look!"

The place was dark, for there was no illumination
behind the temple, and by its mass a broad shadow
was thrown on the reccss in which the door was
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sitnated. The girl stepped into it, followed by the
Bramhun, and opened the door slightly. A number
of dark forms were sitting without on a small terrace,
from whence descdpded a flight of stops into the ravine.
One rose. “Wagyal” she said in a low voice.

“I am here, lady,” he replied; “is it time?”

“Not yet. When the next procession passes round
the corner yonder, come out to look at it; you will
not be noticed. Have yon the blanket?”

“It is here,” he said, holding one up; “and they
are all ready yonder,” and he pointed to the trees
where there was a dull glow as of the embers of a
small fire — “palankeen, horses and all.”

“Be careful of her as you carry her out,” she con-
tinued. “If she is hurt —”

The man laughed. “There is no fear,” he said;
“she will be carried daintily like a child, and cannot
struggle in this.”

“Good,” she replied; “now be careful, and watch.”

“Art thou satistied?” she continued to Moro Trim-
mul, who had remained behind the door.

“Yes; thou art true, Gunga. I am true also, and
here is the zone; put it on, and let it shame hers,” he
replied, taking the ornament from underneath his
waisteloth where he had concealed it.

“Ah!” she cried, taking it and clasping it round
Ler waist, “thou art —"

“What is that?” he cried, intcrrupting her and
catching her arm; “there is some disturbance without.
What can it be? Listen!”

“I will look,” she said; “stay thou here.”

She turned the corner of the temple, but counld
proceed no farther. Kvery one Lad risen: and there
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was a wild, struggling, heaving mass of people before
her, from among which piercing shrieks of women and
children mingled with hoarse cries of men, were rising
fast in a drcadful clamour: while (several shots, dis-
charged in quick succession at the gate above, scemed
to add to the gencral terror and confusion.

“They are fighting at the gate!” cried a man near
her; and a ery of “The Toorks, the Toorks!” followed
in agonising tones from the women.

Gunga did not hesitate. She, perhaps, of all that
crowd, was the most collceted. Darting to Moro Trim-
mul she said hastily, “Do not move — I will bring
her;” and so passed round to the back of the temple.
As she did so, she met Tara and several other girls,
some screaming, others silent from terror, but evidently,
making for the postern.

“My father! O Gunga, my father!” cried Tara
piteously, “come with me, we will find him. Come;
I have none but thee, Gunga, who dare seek him;
come with me!”

“Yes,” she said, “round this way; I saw him a
moment ago. Come, we will get down the steps; I
know the way up the mountain from below. Come!”
cried Gunga with a shrieck; and seeing that Tara
hesitated, and that people were crowding through the
vestibule into the dark portion of the court and hiding
themselves among the cloisters, she caught her arm and
dragged her forward.

Moro Trimmul saw the action, and, unnoticed in
the confusion, seized Tara from behind and bore her
to the postern. The girl's shrieks seemed to ring high
above all others in that horrible tumult, but they were
quickly stifled in the blanket thrown over her, while
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she was borne rapidly down the steps by those sta-
tioned there, to whom Moro Trimmul resigned her.

“Thou canst not return, Moro,” said Gunga, who
had closed and loyked the door unobserved and flung
away the key; “let us fly for ofir lives. Hark! they
are fighting within, and may follow us.”

“O for my sword to strike in once for those poor
friends!” cried Moro Trimmul with a groan. “They
have been seeking me, and the rest will suffer. What
art thou but liar and murderess, O Toolja! that thou
dost not protect thy votaries? must they perish in thy
very presence?”

“Hush, and come fast,” cried Gunga, dragging him
down the steps. “Fool, wilt thou die with the rest?
Away! mount and ride for thy life; I will bring her
after thee.” .

The Khan and his companions, as they had ar-
ranged, separated into three bodies as they reached the
town; and as they filed off to the right and left in
succession, the Khan, with the Peer and others, rode
into the gate, and secured it. They had met no one
outside the town; inside were a few of the royal
soldiery on duty, who, themsclves surprised, could
have made no opposition, even had the Khan been an
enemy.

Down the centre street, which was also empty, ex-
cept of stragglers coming from the temple, the horse-
men poured, now pressing on fast from the rear; and
a body of them, dismounting in the centre of the town,
rushed forward down the bazar to secure the entrance
to the temple. Then some people, who were advancing,
saw danger, and hastened to warn those in charge to
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shut it, turning back with loud shouts, others coming
on. A party of the Nimbalkur’s men, who were in
attendance with their chief’s horses, and were around
the entrance within, mounted the small bastions at the
sides, while others shat the doors.

Those who recached them first were Pahar Singh
and Ibrahim Khan, with some of the Abyssinians and
other followers, mingled together, each striving to be
foremost.

“Open the gate; we mean no harm,” cried Pahar
Singh in Maliratta; “we are on the King's service, and
if you resist, your blood be on your own heads!”

“We will admit no one,” cried a voice from the
bastion. “Go! ye are robbers, and we will fire on ye.”

“1 say it again,” rcturned the chief, “wec are a
thousand men, and 1 cannot save you if you hesitate.
Open the gate!”

There was no reply, but several matchlocks were
pointed from the parapet above, which was loopholed.
“Hast thou the axe, Rama?” asked the chief.

“It is here,” said the man, drawing a heavy axe-
head from his waist: and, coolly fitting a helve to’it,
lifted it above this head. “Shall I?”

“Strike!” cried Pahar Singh.

Several heavy blows fell on the gate, and a man
called out from the bastion, *“Desist, or we fire.”

But Rama heeded no warning. Again two crashing
blows, struck with his full force, had splintered some
of the 'wood-work, and he had uplifted his arm for an-
other, when one of the men at a lower loophole fired.
Rama swayed to and fro for a moment, and, falling
heavily to the ground, the blood gushed from his mouth
in a torrent.
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Pahar Singh did not speak, but he gnashed his
teeth in fury. Rama, of all his inferior followers, was
the one most devotgd — and was brave to recklessness.
The chief *saw that' the shot must have been deadly.
He might have shared the same fate; but the men
without, his own as well as the Abyssinians, returned
the fire, and distracted the aim of those within.

“By —" and the oath was lost in the elamour —
he cried, putting his sword between his teeth, seizing
the axe, and striking at the door with his whole force,
“ye shall die, sons of vile Malratta mothers. Every
one of ye shall howl in hell for that poor fellow.”

Blow after blow followed; and as the panel near
the lock broke under them, a number of the chief's
men and the Abyssinians rushed against the door,
which gave way under their combined weight and
force, and entrance was effected.

On the noise of the first shouts reaching them, the
Khan, the priest, and others, rushed down the street,
and arrived at the scene of action. The firing was in-
creasing, and several of the Khan's followers and
Abyssinians had fallen. Some were already dead,
others wounded; and, wedged as they had been in a
mass, every shot had told on them, while those who
defended the gate could not be scen. Its being foreed,
however, changed the feature of the contest; and the
Khan, who, in the heat of the excitement, forgot his
caution and warning to the men, now shouted his
battle-cry; while the priest, struggling in with the rest,
cried to the men — “Bismilla! — in the name of God
and the Prophet — slay, slay -— ye true believers!
Ifeed not death — ye will be wmartyrs! Let not the

Tara. II. 11
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Kaffirs live, who have killed the faithful. Send them
to hell, to perish with their devil's idols. Kill! kill!”

With such cries, had men of Iflam been hounded
on by their priests before. Was he to be less? Here,
in the very holiest of infidel temples, should the might
of Islam be felt.

But, in truth, the men nceded but little excite-
ment; what was there before them was enough. Who
did not remember that it was a Jéhad, a war of the
faith, which had been preached to them daily? Who
did not remember that to slay infidels in war carned
the blessing of the Prophet and paradise? So, with
Pahar Singh leading them, his sword between his tecth,
and striking down men right and left with every blow
of his axe, the infuriated soldiery rushed in a body
down the steps and into the large court below.

Who can describe the scene? Shrieking women
and helpless men strove to fly before them, but in
vain; and the bloody work of their enemies, as they
pressed forward, hewing with their long sharp weapons
at the unresisting masscs was quick and deadly. Pahar
Singh saw Nimbalkur and several other chiefs standing
resolutely before the entrance to the shrine, sword in
hand, awaiting the onsct. “Yield,” he cried, “your
lives will be spared; why shed blood? Jey Rao, be
wise, down with your sword;” — and for an instant
the partics stood opposite to cach other glaring de-
fiance. But bloodshed was not yet to be stayed. Some
,of the infuriated Abyssinians again dashed into the
mass of the people with a shout of “Deen, Deen!”
striking indiscriminately at all before them, and the
Malratta chiefs were swept into the temple. As they
were followed, Vyas Shastree, who, remembering his
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old skill in weapons, and unable to control himself,
had scized sword and shield and mixed with tho rest,
— struck at a huge negro who was foremost, and
wounded him seveibly.

“Dog of a Kaffir,” cricd the man, grinding his
tecth, “get thee to hell!” and had not his arm caught
that of a fellow-soldicr who was ncar, depriving the
cut of its force, Vyas Shastrec had spoken no more.
As it was, the blow descended upon his bare head, —
he fell senseless among the crowd of dead and dying,
— and those who entered the temple, trampled over
him as one of the slain.

Pahar Singh’s object was to save the shrine if pos-
sible, but he felt himself helpless against the crowd of
Moslems who, headed by the priest, now filled the
vestibule, shouting their fanatic ery of “Deen, Deen!”
Life was dear to him, dearer than the idol, for which,
iu truth, he had no particular veneration, though he
had dread. “If thou canst not save thyself, Mother,”
he muttered, “I am not going to die for thee,” and,
stepping aside, the men of Islam pressed on.

The priest was among the foremost to enter the
sanctum, where two old Bramhuns, cowering beside
the altar, were instantly slain; and, scizing the neck-
laces of pearls and precious stones, he tore them away
from the neck of the image, with one hand flinging
them out among the people, while with the other he
overthrew it, and, trampling it under foot, spat upon
the face in scorn and contempt.

If the men in the temple courts, impelled by reli-
gious fury, showed no mercy, and, hunting unresisting
*men and women into dark corners, slew them indiseri-
minately till the areas were filled with dead and dying,

17%
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lying in Leaps as thoy had fallen by the sword or had
been trampled down; those who had remained outside
were, in their turn, no more humang. Under the cry
of “Deen, Deen! — for the faith, fur the faith!” more
cruelty was perpetrated in Tooljapoor than it has ever
since forgotten; and daylight revealed a scene of
plunder, rapine, and destruction, such as may be con-
ceived — but hardly described.

Anunda and Radha were safe at home, as we have
already related; when, after an indistinet murmur, for
which she could not account, the shots at the temple
gate were suddenly heard; and, looking from the
terrace, they saw the confusion in the court commence.
Both were brave, but the terror of Anunda for her
husband and T'ara, was fast paralysing her senses.

“1 will die here,” she said; ‘“take the wealth and
Jjewels and leave me. Hscape as thou canst, Radha;
hide thyself, Moro will come and seck thee.”

But Radha would not leave her; and, descending
to the lower apartments, they sat cowering in their
chamber, shivering at every sound, and, having extin-
guished the light, remained in utter darkness.

“Lady, lady!” cried a man's voice in the outer
verandah; “where art thou?”

“It is Jdnoo Niiik,* the Ramoosee,” said Anunda
in a whisper. “God reward him for coming; he is
true; Radha, let us go with him!”

“Lady, lady! the house is not safe! come, come,”
continued the man carnestly; “leave all — my people
will guard it— only come. Your honour is more than
wealth, and you can only save it by flight.”

* Chiefs among Ramoosees are ealled Niik,
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The terror of violence brought them forth. “Follow
me,” hLe said; “here arc twenty men to guard the
house — no one will molest them.”

The women P;)llowod silently, sobbing as they
went.  The Ramoosee led them northwards out of the
town to the edge of the great ravine, and descended a
stecp path, which they knew led to a spring in one of
the broad steps or ledges of the mountain, near which
was a recess in the rock familiar to both. “Stay here,”
he said; “no one can sve you. I must return: here, 1
should only betray you.”

“At least, take away our ornaments,” said Anunda;
“we dare not keep them. Keep them thyself, or hide
them somewhere;” and the women hastily took off all
they wore, and laid them on the ground before him.

Jdnoo sat down on his hams, and counted them
deliberately. “There are thirteen picces, large and
small, gold and silver together. Yes, they are safe
with me. Now, take my blanket, though it be a
Mang's;* sit in it till daylight. Ye can bathe after-
wards and be clean. I will come carly if I can, and
take ye down the hills to Afsinga, or eclse send my
son.”

So saying, and without waiting for a reply, he left
them, ascended the path rapidly, and disappeared over
the ledge of the mountain; and the women remained,
shivering with fright and cold, and listening in terror
to the shots, which rose above the confused roar of
screams and shouts proceeding from the town.

On the other sidg, in the ravine, the progress of
the band who carried off Tara was but a short one.

* Many — the lowest caste among Dekhan Hindus,
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Struggling vainly with her captors, she found resist-
ance hopeless. Borne in the arms of two men, others
held her hands and feet; and over her ome of the
thick coarse blankets of the commfn people had been
thrown, which prevented cry of any kind. Tara felt
that the men were gentle with her, and in spite of her
terror, she retained her senses completely. She was
aware that she was taken down the steps, and hurried
along rapidly at a run; then therc was a pause, and
she was thrown into — rather than placed in — a
palankeen, the doors shut to violently, and kept closed.
They were carrying her away. Who could it be but
Moro Trimmul, that was to leave that night? Even
now her father might hear her screams, and terror lent
strength to her voice; but in vain — succour from him
was indeed hopeless. ’

As may be supposed, nothing had prevented the
progress of the party under Fazil and Gopal Singh;
and the latter, a pleasant companion, had amused the
young Khan with anecdotes of his uncle, and of their
border life. 1Ie knew the ground perfectly, and they
soon reached their destination; and while part of his
men were drawn up between the rivulet and the pass,
and some cven ascended the pass itself, he conducted
Fazil into the temple glen, which turned to the right
out of the main ravine. At its mouth was some level
ground, and the horsemen had just occupied it when
the attack began above.

It would have been impossible for the bearers of
Tara’s litter to carry it over that rough path in the
dark; and as she had been put into it, a torch was
lighted, which was instantly seen by Fazil and Gopal
Singh.
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“Not a word from any one,” cried the latter; “some
one is escaping. They cannot get away from us. Now,
Meah, be careful.”

“Strike, if any one resists,” said Fazil to the men
about him; “butyit is better to take them alive.
Look, ’tis a litter — who can it be? Peaee all of you;
be silent!"

The gloom of night and some bushes concealed
them, and: the advancing party saw and suspected
nothing. Moro Trimmul was riding in front, Gunga
following him. The palankeen was behind with the
Ramoosces and servants around it on all sides. The
baggage-ponics had already gone on before.

“8top!” eried Fazil, as he laid hold of the Bramhun,
and held his naked sword over him. “Who art thou?
— nay, struggle or attempt to escape, and I will kill
thee. — A Bramhun? Who art thou?”

Moro Pundit had had no time to dress himself for
the journey. His clothes were in the palankeen.
Naked to the waist, with his hair strcaming about his
shoulders, he had come as he had been reciting. He
had no weapons, nor means of resistance; and, though
a powerful man, was no match for Fazil, who held him
like a vice.

“Moro Trimmul, by the Gods!” exclaimed Gopal
Singh, who recognised him as the light from the torch
fell upon him. ‘“Ah, Maharaj!” he added, “you don’t
know me, but T have seen you before.”

“Then we are indeed fortunate, friends,” said Fazil
joyfully; “and who is in the litter?”

“My wife,” said the Bramhun sullenly; “do as ye
will with me, but let her and the servants go on.”

“Then thou hast married only lately, Pundit?” said
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Gopal Singh dryly; “thou hadst no wife three days
ago. We had as well look at her, at all events, Meah,
and prevent her screaming.”

“Open the door! release me! rplease me!” cried
Tara from within in piteous accefits. “Leét me go!
et me go! Ah, sirs, for your mothers’ honour, re-
lease me!”

“Art thou his wife?” asked Fazil, dismounting and
opening the door of the palankeen; “if so, fear not,
we have no war with women.”

“Not so; I am not his wife,” cried Tara hastily,
disengaging herself from the litter, and throwing her-
self at Fazil's feet. “O sir, save me! Noble sir, by
your mother’s, by your sister’s honour, save me from
him; he would have carried me away. Nay, 1 will
not rise till you tell me you will take me to my
father. O return with me and rescue him, clse he will
be slain! Come, I will lead ye back; he is a pricst
of the temple!”

“It cannot be, girl,” said Fazil, more disturbed by
Tara's beauty, and more agitated than he cared to
acknowledge to himself. “It cannot be till daylight,
and no one will touch your father if he be a Bramhun;
so sit in the litter and fear not. And thou art not his
wife?” and he pointed to Moro Trimmul.

“O no, my lord,” said the girl trembling; “you
have been sent by the Holy Mother to deliver me, else
he would have carried me away by force. Do not
give me to him, I beseech you.”

“Fear not,” said Fazil; “no harm shall come to
thee here. There is more in this matter than we can
now find out, friends,” he continued to those about
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him; “but bind that Bramhun on his horse, and tie it
to one of your own.”

“Ah sir, I will do that beautifully,” cried Lukshmun,
“and with his own waistcloth too. But, friends, see
that my wife does not run away, while I am busy for
the master there — to my miud she is the handsomest
of the two.”

It was Gunga who, knowing the path, had turned
from it when Moro Trimmul met Fazil, and, slipping
from her horso, had tried to escape among the bushes;
but the quick eye of Lukshmun had detected her, and
he had scized and dragged her forward.

“May earth fall on thee, dog!” cried the girlp
struggling with him, “foul hunchback as thou art, let
me go.”

“Not so,” he said, “I know thee, Gunga. My
lord, she is one of the Moorlees of the Mother up
yonder; and are not all women taken in war, slaves?”

“Peace,” cried Fazil; “sit quict there, girl; move
not, else I will have thee tied. Ah, that will do,
friend,” he continued, as Lukshmun finished his
careful binding up of Moro Trimmul; “you have not
hurt him?”

“Master,” replied the man, wagging his head, “it
is a plan of my own, and while ho is Lelpless to move,
he is in no pain. Is it not so, Maharaj? Now sit
quiet on your horse, Punditjee, while I look after my
wife; she has a noble gold belt, which she has promised
me. Is it not so, O lotos-face?”

“My lord,” said Gopal Singh interrupting, “the
disturbance above grows worse — had we not as well
send the women and others to the rear? If there is
any rush this way, they may come to harm.”
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“A good thought, friend,” replied Fazil.

“It is no use,” said Gunga, ‘“the door is locked,
and the key was thrown away: no one can escape from
thence by this road.”

So they remained, while the tvmult increased to a
roar which filled the glen, above which shots were
now and then heard; then fell to a dull murmur, and
finally seemed to die away in the distant town. The
temple lights became dim, and went out one by one,
and the ravine grew dark. Then the stars shone out,
and after a while dawn broke, and the mountain, and
the rugged precipices of the glen and town above,
«were gradually revealed in the grey light.

CHAPTER XXXIL

A wEeAry delay and suspense had been endured till
the day broke. Tara had been told, in kind and re-
spectful tones, by the young Khan, whose protection
she had claimed, to rest in the palankeen, and he had
considerately shut the door to prevent annoyance to
her by his men. So she sat undisturbed, but listening
to the fearful din from the town and temple, shudder-
ing at every cry and shrick; and when all was at last
silent, speculating upon the probable fate of her father,
and of her mother and Radha, in a dreamy uncertainty,
mingled with extreme terror.

What had happened? That the town had been
surrounded by the King's troops there could be no
doubt; yet why the violence? Who could the young
leader of the party be, by whqm she had been arrested,
who spoke her own Mahratta tongue so softly and so
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well? A strange thing, for he was evidently a Ma-
homedan of rank. He had looked so grand and
beautiful as the torchlight flashed upon his bright steel
morion and silvery coat of mail. She had never seen
aught like him before. Ile might rescmblo the God
Ramchunder, she thought, when he went to battle with
the demon Rawun; and she shut her eyes at a vision
at once so beautiful and so terrible. Her gentle mind
was all confusion, mingled with dreadful and undefined
anticipation of misery; yet onc thing was clear, she
had becn saved by that noble youth from Moro Trimmul
and Gunga’s united design — saved from worse than
death.

The torch carricd with her palankeen had been
extinguished in the surprise, but the torchbearer had
been detained, and she could see him sitting near the
litter pouring a drop or two of oil upon it now and
then to keep it alight, yet without flaring. Once it
did blaze up, and revealed for an instant the faces of
the bearers sitting on their hams in a group, and the
horsemen with Fazil in his bright armour standing
around them; but all were strangers, else she would
have spoken again — anything to divert her brooding
thoughts and misery.

As the grey light of dawn increased she could see,
through the small Venetian blinds of the litter, that
the royal horsemen stood in groups at a short dis-
tance, all with their swords drawn. One party watched
Moro Trimmul, who, tightly swathed in a cotton sheect
so that he could not use his arms, sat upon his horse,
which was tied to’another. Gradually she could see
his features, gloomy and stern; savage, indeed, as he
writhed in the bandage which he was powerless to re-
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move. Near him, on a strong pony, sat the girl
Gunga, covered with a coarse white sheet, which had
been thrown over her. A short stout man was holding
her pony’s head, and his own horse stood beside her.
Around were the soldiers, all mounted, and apart from
them their young leader, on a powerful white horse,
which stood still, tossing its head, and champing its
bit occasionally.

Past this figure, upon which her eyes rested won-
deringly as the growing daylight revealed it more
fully, she looked up to the glen, and temple, and town,
where all was still — a silence she thought like death.
The usual sounds of waking life, the music at the
temple, which always played as daylight broke, the
carliest morning hymns, and clash of cymbals, were all
wanting. They were at the mouth of the glen in a
small paddock, near an old temple; she knew the place
perfectly, and many a time had wandered there with
her mother, or, with other girls, in secarch of flowers,
and pieces of frankincense from the ancient trees which
grew among somec ruined walls. 1f the service in the
temple had not been interrupted, it would have been
proceeding at this hour, and the sound would come
clearly to the place where they were; but the stillness
was not broken. The men about her occasionally
conversed in low tones or in whispers, but were for the
most part silent.

It was now light enough to move, and the young
Khan, calling to the bearers, bade them take up the
litter and proceed. They were about to do so, when
Tara again renewed her piteous appeal to him.

“O do not take me away!” she eried, “O release
me! I can find my way up the mountain. My father
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was in the temple; my mother and all my people look
for me. O noble sir, what am I to you? let me go; by
your honour do nof deceive me!”

“Not vo, lady,” said Fazil, stooping from his horse
towards the litter. “It is not fit for thee to go alone
after last night's disturbance; and there are rough folk
up yonder, for whom I will not answer with one so
tair as thou art. No one ever relied in my honour that
was deceived. Still trust, lady, and 1 will see thee
safe amongst thy people; fear not.”

“Q mnoble sir,” said Tara sobbing, “T do trust, 1
will trust; but O, give me not to him yonder, who is
hound. He would have carried me away, and dis-
honoured me. O sir, you have been my preserver
from this danger, and 1 kiss your feet. My father is
Vyas Shastree, the chief priest of the temple, and we
are well known. Take me to him, or send for him,
and he and my mother will bless you. O noble sir,
deceive not a helpless girl!”

“Vyas Shastree!” cried Gopal Singh, who had
overheard the latter part of Tara’s passionate appeal;
“then this, Meah Sahib, is his daughter Tara, the
strange new Moorlee; so beautiful that they say she
bewitches all men who see her.  Art thou not she, ()
girl? art thou not Tara, the Moorlec? Speak truly.”

“I am Tara,” she replied, “but no Moorlee. 1
serve only in the temple.”

“It is a lic,” cried Gunga sharply; “she is a
Moorlee, and one of us; do not believe her. Was she
not dancing in the.temple when the disturbance be-
gan? He carry her off, Meah Sahib?” she eried to
Fazil Khan, pointing to Moro Trimmul. “I tell you
we had all arranged to go together, and hecause she
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is more dainty than I am, he got a palankeen for
her.”

“Peace, girl,” cried Fazil; “be not shameless.”

“O noble sir,” cxclaimed Tara, ‘interrupting him,
“heed her not; what matter what she says? only
take me to my father, then you will know the truth.
Indeed, indeed, I am no Moorlee like her; and forgive
me for saying so much, but you are kind, and so 1
speak.”

“Who is this girl?” said Fazil sternly to Moro
Trimmul. “What art thou doing with her? Is she
Vyas Shastrec’s daughter?”

“I give no answer; find out for yourself. Why do
you ask of me?” replied Moro Trimmul sullenly.
“Cut me to picces, but you get no speech from me.”

“It is no use, Mcah, asking him,” said Gopal
Singh; “let us take her up into the town, and see
after her people.”

“Not yet,” returncd Fazil. “My father will most
likely encamp at that village yonder, among the trees.
Let these persons remain here, and we will go and see
what they have been doing in the town. Stay thou
here, Shdére Khan, with the men. See that no one
disturbs this girl; keep the others apart, and wait for
us by the trees yonder. Fear not,” he continucd to
Tara; “I will bring news of thy people; keep close
within the palankeen, and no one can harm thee;”
and so saying, he turned his horse in the direction of
the pass. ,

“Fear not, lady,” said Shéré Khan, a fine old
soldier, “he will bo as good as his word. Ay, look
after him; the bravest, gentlest, most faithful master
that ever men served under. Yes, trust to his honour;
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he will not deceive thee, he is too brave and too in-
nocent for that.”

For the timesit was a sweet assurance to Tara,
and one utterly unexpected; for Mussulmans — or
Toorks, as the Mahrattas called them — had hitherto
been terrible people in her imagination; but the dread
for her father lying at her heart had as yet no relief,
and her suspense and terror continued.

Leaving Tara with his party below, Fazil Khan,
with Gopal Singh, and others, rode up the pass, as
soon as the rugged path could be safely traversed.
‘What had happencd in the temple? It was clear there
had been some fighting — that Fazil had expected
from the Mahratta chiefs; they would hardly be taken
without resistance, and there was an undefined dread
lying at his heart, that if the fanatical spirit of the
men had been aroused by the Peer, some evil might
have been done to the Hindu people or to the temple.
Again and again he regretted that that holy person
had not been sent on to Sholapoor with the main body
of the force, and blamed himself for not having fore-
seen mischief.

Fazil Khan by no means shared the grim detesta-
tion of Hindus as infidels, in which his father gloried;
and he had been no willing listener to the denuncia-
tions pourcd out against them by the Peer and other
preachers, in the sermons on the Jehad or religions
war, which had been precached at the capital and in
camp. True, his father and the Peer, as well as others,
resented the mingling, under the green banner of the
Faith, of Mahratta infidels with Moslems; but Fazil
knew them to be good and true soldiers; and his
friendship for Bulwunt Rao, and experience of his
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devotion, had changed the young Khan's feelings very
materially. Perhaps, also, Bulwunt Rao’s character
had, in some respect, softened the.Khan's dislike of
“infidels,” *“Kaffirs,” as he called, them; but on oc-
casions, the old fanatical spirit would break through
all restraint, and urge him to deeds for which he had
but little remorse. 'T'oo justly, therefore, Fazil feared
this might have been such an occasion.

They gained the summit of the pass as the sun’s
rays, rising through lines of cloud which hung over
the eastern horizon, spread like a rosy fan into the
blue and yellow sky above, tinging the lower lines of
cloud with tints of scarlet and gold, against which the
dark purple masses of mountain stretching into the
plain stood out in bold relief. About the space between
the town and the edge of the mountain, some of the
Abyssinian horsemen were distributed in groups; while
further on were other bodies of men, some mounted,
others leading their horses up and down. The Nagar-
chees, or kettle-drummers of each body, were beating
the assembly vigorously, and single men were rapidly
arriving from other quarters and joining their divisions.
Fazil rode on with his companions, looking for some-
body he knew, who might give him news of his father,
when, from behind a mass of buildings which formed
the corner of a street outside the town gate, a cavalcade
approached, led by men of his own Paigah, and in the
midst of which rode his father, the Peer, and Ibrahim
Khan, the leader of the Abyssinians, accompanied by
the tall, martial figure of Pahar Sicgh.

A hearty greeting ensued from all, and Fazil saw
that his father and the Peer were flushed with ex-
citement, while in the severe threatening aspect of
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Pahar Singh, there was an expression whieh he could
not define, which might be cither hiabitual — the result
of the night’s fatjgue, or something more —— perhaps
grief. .

“Come on, my' son,” cried the Khan cheerily; “we
have ordered up provisions for the men, and can rest
here in the Gosai’'s Mutt, before we ride on to Shola-
poor, and get some kicheri cooked, which our friend
Ibrabim Khan has promised to sec after. Inshalla! we
sent many a Katfir to hell last night before his time,”
he continued, twisting up his mustaches, “and Toolja-
poor ‘will long remember firing upon Afzool Khan's
wmen and killing true bhelievers! but we did not get
that Bramhun of Sivaji’s, --what was Lis name, Pahar
Singh? -— though he was there when we came, and
that was a pity. M - M-—M—--7

“Moro Trimmul,” said Pabar Sing interposing.

“Ay, that was it — thanks, friend; and what hast
thou done, my son?”

“l have taken him! — that Moro whom ye¢
sought,” returned Fazil, “with two women and their
servants.”

“Now Alla be praised!” cried the Peer, “that he
fell into 'thy hands, Meah, for that crowns our work;
.and alive?”

“Alive and unhurt, Huzrut.”

“Are you sure it is he?” asked Pabar Singh.
“There are as many Moro Trimmuls as there are
Tannajee Maloosrays!”

“Your nephew gays it is. e, and a humpbacked
servant or retainer of yours, both knew him,” returned
Fazil.

Tara. II. 18
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“Yes, uncle,” cried Gopal Singh, who now joined
the group, “it is the true man; but he is sullen, and
will not speak. We have left him below, safely
bound; Lukshmun is watching }um ‘a4 a dog watches
a rat, and there are all the young Khan's men and
ours with him.”

“Go, bring him up,” said Afzool Khan; “let us
cxamine him, and take his statement.”

“Good, my lord; my nephew will go for him, if a
Hindu may be trusted,” said Pahar Singh, as Faazil
thought, with a sneer.

“Certainly,” replicd the Khan, “let him be
brought.”

“And the women, Meah?” asked Gopal Singh.

“Not yet,” he replied; “let the Bramhun come
first;” and the young man, turning his horse, galloped
towards the pass.

“What women?” asked the Khan carelessly.

“Two who were with him,” replied his son. “I
will tell you of them afterwards.”

The house they were going to was only a few
yards distant; Ibrahim Khan rode on, saluting them as
Le passed, and theysdismounted and cntered. “Em-
brace me, son,” said the Khan, before he seated himself,
“and give thanks to Giod for the victory. Alla has
been merciful, and has ”

“Yes, he has permitted his servants to do vengeance
on the infidels,” said the Peer, interrupting Afzool
Khan; “the idols of Satan have been overthrown, and
their alta.l sprinkled with the blood of their infidel
priosts.”

“Protection of God!” cried Fazil; “the temple has
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not been harmed, nor its people, I trust? We had no
war against priests, father.”

“Not the temple, Meah — not the temple,” returned
the Peer; rubbing, his hands together complacently.
“It would take a good deal of gunpowder to blow it
up, and we have none; but for the rest, the work was
well done. Inshalla! they will not be able to renew
their devil-worship; and when the King, on whom be
peace, gives permission, T — 1, Peer Syud Bundagee
—will come and destroy this house of idols, and build
a mosque upon it; and true believers will be feasted
with cow’s flesh slain within its precincts. Ul-humd-ul-
illa, who hath given us the victory!”

“Father,” said the young man gravely, “is it as
he says?”

“Even so, my son, and thank God for it; and 1
have vowed to give a thousand rupees to the work, in
memory of the victory,” replied Afzool Khan.

Fazil turned away, sick at heart. What evil might
not have been done? more, even, than his fears had
anticipated.

“And thou hast no congratulation for thy father,
Fazil?” asked the Khan, in a tone of disappointment.

“QO father, a thousand that thou art safe through
last night,” cried Fazil, “and —"

“No rejoicing for victory over the infidels?” asked
the priest, with a sneer. “Thou hast a rare sympathy
with them, I know, Meah Salib; is this seemly in a
Mussulman?”

“Not with rebeds, not with the King's enemies,”
returned Fazil quickly; “but I never warred against
priests and women yet, nor did he. 'What hath been
done, father?”

18%
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“Well, son,” replied the Khan, “they would not
let us in after those Mahratta rebels, and Pahar Singh
there broke down the door; meanwhile some of our
men had beeén shot, for they fired first, and Huzrut
there cried ‘Deen, deen!' and we all rushed in pell-
mell and cleared the court; that is all” He said
this apologetically, Fazil thought, and feared to tell
the rest.

“Will you come with me, Pahar Singh?” said the
young man; “you know the place; 1 would see it.”

“Yes, T will come,” said the chief rising, and sighing
as he replied; ‘“perhaps it could not be helped, and
yet some things were done which will stir Hindu
minds sorely throughout the country. Come, Meah
Sahib; it is not a pleasant sight, but I will go with

ou”

“Keep the prisoner till T return, father,” continued
Fazil; “I would fain hear what he says for himself.”

“If thou wilt go, som, return quickly,” replied the
Khan, “but I had rather thou didst not. What is the
use of it; what is done is done;” and Iazil thought
his father sighed.

“1 would rather, see the worst with my own eyes,
father,” replied Fazil, “than hear lies from others.
Come, sir,” he added to Pahar Singh, who waited for
him, “I attend you.”

“Ie will be vexed at what he finds,” said the
Khan when Fazil was gone; “and it will distress his
young heart. He has never seen the like, and it re-
quires older eyes, like thine and mine, Huzrut, to
look on such sights unmoved.”

“Ay, true,” replicd the Peer; “but one or two
battle-fields will be enough to cure him, and methinks
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e is over-tender to infidels.  Well, we shall sce what
he advises about this Bramhun, for he is clear in
council. The man ought to die.”

“He will not gare about the men,” said the Khan
musing abstractedly, “but about the women who are
dead; and that loving heart of his mother’s which she
gave him, will be grieved.  God knows I would not
have had it so.”

“Ameen!” said the Peer, “nor I, Khan. But they
were only Kafirs after all, and did not Ferdze Shah,
of blessed memory, make a pile of infidels' heads be-
fore the gate of Gulburgah fort?”

Afzool Khan did not answer - - he appeared ill at
case: and the priest, taking his beads from his waist-
band, settled himself on his heels, with his eyes shut,
assuming an  attitude of  complacent meditation on
things divine, as they passed rapidly through his
fingers.

CHAPTER XXXIIL

Fazin and Pahar Siugh went out together into the
street.  The latter Ted the way through the gate and
along the main streets of the town to ity centre, where
a busy, motley scene now presented itself.  The Amil,
or local civil officer, was sceated in his Cuclierri, or hall
of audience, surrounded by a crowd of people to whom
he was giving orders for flour, grain, butter, sheep,
forage, and the other countless necessities of the foree
which had so suddenly come upon him. They did not
pause there, but turned down the main street leading
to the temple, the gilded spires and other portious of
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which appeared at the end of it, the craggy sides of
the glen, and, beyond all, the precipices of the Ram
Durra, which were veiled in the bluwe morning vapour.

Now there was no doubt of what had happened.
The pavement of the bazar, worn smooth by the naked
feet of thousands of pilgrims and devotees in centuries
past, was stained with blood which, as they advanced,
was still wet and.slippery in many places. Already
had the town scavengers begun to wash it away, and
were pouring vessels of water on the flags and sweep-
ing them with brooms. A few shops only, were open
for the sale of flour, butter, and groceries, the owners
of which sat within, with scared faces, evidently in the
direst terror.

“They lay thick here,” said Pahar Singh -— the first
words he had spoken, “but have been removed, and
they are burying them yonder, outside, all together —
infidels, as your father would say, and true believers.
But stay, Meah Sahib, there is one of my poor fellows
lying here in a shop. I thought him dead, but he is
alive as yet; let us look at him. A poor fellow,” he
said, repressing a sob; “a poor hunchback, but he was
like a dog to me — not a man. Perhaps he may know
me now, or he may be dead; let us see.”

Pahar Singh turned to the right into a small court-
yard, in an open verandah of which several rough-
looking men were sitting beside a body laid on the
ground, and partly covered with a bloody sheet. They
rose as the chief advanced, and saluted him.

“How is he now, Nursinga?” ‘asked Pahar Singh;
“will he live? Rama,” he continued, bending over
the man, whose eyes were evidently glazing fast,
“Rama, dost thou know me — the master?”
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The man looked vacantly around, hearing the
words, smiled, and felt about with his hands, as if to
clutch what it Wﬁs denied him to see. Suddenly, and
as the chief put his own hand into that which sought
it, the dying eyds brightened, and met those of his
master in a scared, wild gaze at first, but one which
softened tenderly into a look of rapt affection. He
tried to speak, but it was hopeless; to raise himself
by drawing his master’s hand to him, and clasping
that he had in both his own -— hut in vain. The lips
moved, and Pahar Singh bent his head down to listen.
The bystanders could hear nothing; but Pahar Singh
said in his car loudly, “Yes, it shall all be done —
all; fear not.”

It was cnough. Perhaps the man might have
lingered a while if he had not been excited; but the
old chief’'s words had suddenly rallied the flickering
lamp of life. It had sparkled for a moment, and fell
back, dull and smouldering, into the socket; the eyes
again glazed, and the clasped hands relaxed their
grasp, tried once more to recover it, failed, and fell
powerless beside him, and the rugged bronzed featurcs
were fast growing into the strange majesty of Death.

“Tt is no use staying,” said the chief, drawing away
his hand to brush the tears from his eycs, “he will not
know me again. Come, Meah; I, too, am growing a
fool. Sec to him all of you. If his brother come, well and
good; if not, bury him decently, and not with the rest.”

“Have you any retainer who is loved and trusted
as you would trust a faithful hound?” asked Pahar
Singh, suddenly turning round as they were walking
out of the court. “Ah! I forget, dogs are impure to
you Mussulmans,” he continued; “forgive me.”
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“Nay, no forgiveness is needed,” replied Fazil.
“Yes, I have onc as true and faithful to me as that
poor fellow was to you.” ’

“What is he?” asked the chief a.bruptly — “Mus-
sulman or Hindu?”

“Hindu," replied IMazil; “a Malratta.”

“A Mabratta,” cried the chief; “one of the enemies
of your race? I marvel, and yet am glad.  Yes, be
true to him and he will never deceive you; he will
give his life for you. Only be true, as I have been
to mine. Two in a month,” he muttered to himself;
“one there, one here; my hest and truest.  'What
matter, M(-all‘? he wntmuml aloud; “sooner or later
the message reaches us all. Mine might have come
last night, yet 1 am here.”

Was this the old Jogi of the temple of Beejapoor?
the sordid lover of gold, the pitiless robber and mur-
derer? A strange contradiction in character as in
acts; and now, sobbing as he walked out into the
street, Fazil could sece that tears were wet on his
cheek, and glistened on the grizzled mustache where
they had fallen.

“He was shot here,” said the chief, pausing at the
gate, “while breaking it in with his axe, and the shot
came from that loophole. When I got in, the man
who fired it died with a blow where he sat, so thou
wert avenged, my poor hound. But what use is it,
Meah, now my slave is gone? Come; you have al-
mldy seen cnough of thlS misery, and what is below
there is worse. Will you go on?” *

“Yes, I will go,” returned Fazil. “1 would know
if one Vyas Shastree was slain, with others.”
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“Vyas Shastree, Mcah!” cried the chief. “Why,
he was in the temple. I saw him. Ah, the poor
Shastree, 1 hope yot, for I knew him well -~ a Jearned
T'undit, sir; indeed come, scarch for him is at least an
object.” ’

It was a terrible sight as they advanced. Why
dwell on it? Many bodies had been removed, and
all the wounded; but many still remained, men and
women together, as yet wunclaimed, and there was
blood everywhere, glistering and drying in the sun.
Near the temple poreh were several bodies in a heayp.
Pahar Singh looked at them all narrowly, but the
Shastree was not among them.  One,of the temple
attendants was sitting in the vestibule, weeping in
stupid grief; the chief shook him roughly, roused him,
and he got up.

“Didst thou se¢c Vyas Shastree?” he usked; “was
he hurt last night?”

“He was killed,” said the man, “there,” and he
pointed to the entrance. “He was fighting, and a
negro killed him.  Ere day broke, they took him up
and carried him away.”

“Dead?” asked Fazil.

“Dead,” said the man, - - “quite dead; I helped to
put him upon the litter they brought for him, and
they have burned him by this time.”

“And his wife?” asked the chicf, “Anunda Bye?”

“Seek her at her house,” said the man, turning
away. ‘“She was not here, nor Radha Bye either.
His daughter Tara was here, but no one knows what
becamé of her.” .

It was enough. The Shastree was dead.  Another
man who advanced from behind the shrine said the
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same, and Fazil need ask no more. He looked around
— the place was slippery with blood, and dark, ex-
cept for a dim lamp in the shrine. ; He looked in, —
the altar was bloody, and the image, its rich clothes
torn and dabbled in blood, lay btneath, on its back,
as it had fallen. The dim ray of the lamp fell upon
it, upon a few gold ornaments still about its neck and
arms, and upon the weird ruby eycs, that scemed to
him to glow with a fiendish expression of malice.

“Evil spirit,” he said turning away, “if thou art
in being among the devils, thou art at least helpless
to rise, or to avenge thyself — lie there for ever.
Why- does the_blessed Alla suffer thy abomination!”

“Come away,” cried Pabar Singh to the young
man. “Faugh! the place is evil; come — go not near
the Mother, she may hurt thee.”

“Do you believe in her?” asked Fazil.

“I fear her,” was the reply; “she is very greedy
and very terrible: she takes life for life, and more be-
sides. Come — we will see after these women: I
know the Shastree’s house.”

Life for life, and more besides! Those words came
back with a strange vividness upon Fazil's memory
in after times. Then, they but excited a shudder of
regret at the superstition which suggested them.

“0O that I had come up here, instecad of going
below!” said Fazil to his companion. “Had I but
known the place, I would have done so. O my father,
why was this done?”

“It could not have been stayed, Meah. As they
say in Persian, ‘Shooduni-Shooduni’ — what i8 to be,
is to be,” returned Pahar Singh; “nay, for that matter,
why did I bring your father and his men at all?
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Some of those pig-headed servants of Nimbalkur's
began it by shutting the gate, and killing my poor
Rama; and after ¥he Peer Sahib’s ery of ‘Deen! deen!’
you might as we]l have tried to stop the Beema in
flood as the men. "All I could do was to save Nimbal-
kur and others, while the Peer was pulling down the
Mother from her altar, and spitting on her. Aha!
holy priest! we shall see who is strongest, the Mother
or thee. Bless God for it Meah, that thy father had
nothing to do with that; and when the Peer proposed
to send for cows to slay there, he would not have it
done.”

Fazil sighed. It was not that hodeared the God-
dess Mother, though of her power then, as now, there
was an undefined drcad among Mahomedans, and
ceremonies of propitiation, and deprecation of evil,
were often performed privately cven among the most
strict in religious matters; but he dreaded the effect
on the Mahratta people at large. No one could know
of the true reason of Afzool Khan's advance on the
town; the plunder and desecration of the temple,
would scem to all to have been the actual purposc;
and the deed would produce a shudder of execration,
he well knew, from onc ecnd of Mahardstra to the
other.

Thus conversing, they reached the upper gate,
where one of the men in attendance on the dying re-
tainer met them. The tears on his face needed no
speech to explain them. “He is dead,” said the man;
“he never spoke afterwards.”

“My poor fellow!"” exclaimed Pahar Singh. “Ah!
Meah, the best swordsman, the best rider — hunchback
as he was — the best at all his weapons of all that I
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have; and the truest heart too, rough and faithful
Well, no matter now. Is Lukshmun there?” he con-
tinued. /

“No, master, he is not. We have sent for him.”

“Do not delay. Bury Rama ht once. 1 do but
accompany the young Khan; and then the horn will
sound. Be quick.”

They passed on, turning to the left, into a street
which ascended to a higher level in the town. As
they proceeded, evidences of plunder and violence were
but too visible. Here a patch of blood on the pave-
ment still wet — there portions of cloths, — brass and

copper vessels dropped in flight, — doors broken in
with axes, and the interior courts of such houses as
were entered in dire confusion -— women and men

alike, weeping and wailing Dbitterly.

“This is the Shastree’s house, Meah,” said Pahar
Singh; “enter and see.”

There was no onc in it. 'They went to the end of
the courts, even to that in which was the temple and
Tara’s garden, all so trim and ncat. 'The body of an
Abyssinian was lying among the flowers, and another
of a Mahratta near him. The sacred fire was still
smouldering on the altar, and Pahar Singh reverently
lifted some logs of wood, and put them on it. Here
and there about the rooms were splashes of blood and
marks of violence, but nonce of the room doors were
open.

“Their property is safe, Meah,” said the chief;
“but who are alive, and who dead? Thlere is no one
here. Let us ask the neighbours.”

They inquired of several. One man said that
Janoo Niiik and the town Ramoosees had defended
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the hounse and beaten off plunderers; but they knew
nothing of the women.

“Come,” said\Pahar Singh to Fazil, “we lose time
here. Tet us~ seck Janoo Niiik. I know him. He
will be at the Cdeherri, and will know;” and they
went.

Janoo was found, but he had no idea of telling
Pahar Singh the robber chief, and a good-looking
Malhomedan, where he had hidden Anunda and Radha,
who, now safely delivered from their night-wateh on
the ledge of the rock, had been guided by his son at
carly daylight over the hill to the village of Afsinga,
where they were in safety.  Janoo bad returned to
his post; and if Fazil and Pahar Singh had opened
the kitchen door they would have found five of his
men in it, who had watched them narrowly, and were
on guard over the house.

To their united inquiries Janoo had but one an-
swer, -— the Abyssinians had attacked the house, car-
ried off the women, and murdered them. *“Alag, alas!™
he said, pretending to weep bitterly, “they had not
even Bramhuns’ rites. They were flung into the trench
without, and buried with the rest.  Alas, alag! and so
beautiful as they were. Do ye doubt? Look, here
are some ornaments of theirs which T am going to give
to the Sirkar,”~ and he showed a small bundle tied
up in a bloody cloth, the contents of which chinked as
he handled it.

“We can do nothing more, Meah,” said Pahar Singh.

“My lord, I ate their salt ~— why should I tell a
lie?” he returned, with a real expression of sorrow.

* St har — Ut. Government; the representative of aathority.
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“Go and sece if they be in their house.” “They are
after no good,” thought Janoo; “and if I could only
find Tara Bye, the Shastree would/give me a gold
kurra.* At any rate, I have prevented them asking
more questions, I think.”

“Poor girl,” thought Fazil, “she is desolate indeed
-— father, mother, all dead. Ilad they any relatives
here?” he asked of the Ramoosee.

“None, my lord. The Shastrec’s elder wife came
from Wye in the Concan, they say; and the last one,
Moro Trimmul's sister, also from thence. Here there
is no one; and I would not tell them if there were,”
he added to himself. “What do they want with
them?”

“We had better go, Meah Sahib,” said Pahar
Singh.  “I will but tell Boorhan-oo-deen the Niib to
seal up the house of the Shastree, and guard it from
plunder, and join thee at thy father's. Do mnot wait
for me.”

Fazil went on sadly. The state of the girl whom
he had already rescued from violence, affected him
deeply.  So beautiful, so strangely beautiful to him,
unaccustomed to see the higher classes of Hindu women.
“0 that Zyna was here,” he thought. *“She might be
a sister to her, and soothe away that grief. Who can
break to her what has happened?”

As Pahar Singh had predicted, Fazil found his
father and the Peer in the act of dismissing the Mah-
ratta sirdars, apparently with respect; for there was a
silver bottle of uttar standing upop a salver, and a
tray with betel leaves on it, on the floor, in the centre

* Ring for the arm.
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of the room. Ibrahim Khan and several other officers
were sitting around, and the priest had apparently re-
laxed from his deyotional position. A servant took up
the salver and tray as Fazil entered, and the chiefs
prepared to rise at &he signal, as did also the Khan.

“Have we leave to depart, Khan Sahib?” said an
clderly man, with long white mustaches.

“Depart in peace,” replied Afzool Khan. “1 think
you all understand now, that it happened inadvertently.
‘Shooduni-Shooduni,” you know — what was to be,
was to be; and what is done, is done. 1Iis Majesty
shall hear favourably of your visit to me. Inshalla!
he will be satisfied; and all intended fines and con-
fiscations will be averted.  Only for that Bramhun
intriguer ye had been safe.  Did the royal troops
ever interferc with ye before? Mashalla no!  Ull-
humd-ul-illa. No! Astagh-fur-oolla! No! and never
will again.”

“And the bounty for restoration of the temple,
Khan Sahib?” said the old chief inquiringly.

“Ahem! Good. 1 will sec about it; yes, | have
no doubt the King will be merciful.  Go in peace,”
said the Khan decidedly; and, saluting them again,
they passed out.

“You see they are satisfied, son,” said the Khan
quickly; “we have told them it could not have been
helped, and they agree.  Well, what didst thou see?
Did Pahar Singh tell thee how they fired first?”

“He did, father; he told me all, and T have seen
all. T pray the merciful Alla never to show me such
a sight again. O father, how muny houses are de-
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solate and in misery which were happy homes last
night before we came!”

“Ameen! my son,” returned txe Khan sighing:
“yes, we all say so now. Do we not, Huzrut? But
they fired first, and what was to be was to be!”

“And the idol was uverthrown; that image of the
devil's mother,” eried the priest grimly.  “Didst thou
see that, Meah?”

I did,” said Fazil, “and rejoiced, though those
devilish red eyes haunt me will”

“1 spat om them, Meah, while they glared at me
from the ground,” said the Peer savagely; “and I
too, see them still, flashing through the priest's blood
which gushed out upon them  But what fear, Mealy,
what fear?  What sayeth the holy book, chapter
twenty -second, *Verily the idols which ye invoke, be-
side God, can never create even a single fly;’ no, nor
hurt one cither, my son. Wherefore there is no fear -
no foar; be comforted ™

Fazil thought the priest shnddered as he shrugged
his shoulders, and, shutting his eyes, settled himself
onee more on hin heels, and began telling his beads
with great devoutuess. So a general silence fell among
them.
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\
CHAPTER XXXIIL
'

T silence was oppressive. The Khan was smoking,
and the dull, monotonous gurgle of the hookah went
on incessantly, almost irritating Fazil, and provoking
him to speak again; but his father had shut his eyes,
and puffed wechanieally, emitting the smoke through
bis nostrils, aund the priest was evidently absorbed in
devotional contemplation.  Any interruption would be
welcome.

“They have brought up the prisoner,” said Thrahim
Khan, a strangely silent man, but good soldier, who
rarely spoke to any one. “He is now cntering the
court door; shall he he ordered in?”

“Ay!” said Afzool Khan, “let him be disposed of
before our breakfast. That Kichiéri, Khau Sahib!™”

“Inshalla, it will soon be ready: T will go and see
to it,” he replied, and he got up and went out, as Go-
pal Singh, Lukshinun, and some others entered  Moro
Pundit was bound as before, with a turban round his
neek, the end of which was held by Lukshmun with
one hand, while the other grasped a heayvy naked sabre,
The girl Gunga followed them.

Afzool Khan, the priest, and Fazil looked at the
Bramhun from head to foot; hut he did not quail, or
betray any emotion whatever e¢xcept that his broad
chest was heaving junder the bandage, and his hands,
which just appeared below it, were tightly clenched.

“This is Moro Trimmul,” said Gopul Singh; “we
all know him. He used to lodge here with the Gosais,

Tovw, 1T 19
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and they are all here to speak to bim.  Is it not true,
() Bawas?” he continued to some of the household who
crowded in. ¢

“It is he, my lord, sure enough,” cried several of
the Gosais in a breath; “it is Moro Trimmul, who
lived here.”

“Iave ye got his papers?” agked the priest.

“They are most likely in the panniers and bags on
the ponies,” said Gopal Singl, “or in the palankeen.
What matter? — here is the man himself.”

“Ask him, my son, if he has aught to say. Ask
him in his own tongue,” said the Khan. “We would
not destroy him unheard.”

Fazil put the question.

“I did not intend to speak,” said Moro Trimmul,
“for I am in hands which know no mercy, and I need
none.  All who take work like mine are prepared to
die at any hour. All I ask of ye is to let this girl go;
she is a poor Moorlee who was faithtul to me. Let
her go, Khan Sahib, with the gold I gave her. As
for me, as you have slain many mmocent Bramnhuns, I
am not to be spared, for I have done all I needed, and
my mission is ended.”

“IWhat hast thou done?” asked the priest.

“Thou art a priest of thy faith,” answered the man,
“1 one of mine; what thou dost and wouldst do for thy
faith, T would do and have been doing for mine. Does
that content thee?”

“Enough!” cried the Khan, “he confesses. What
shall we do with him?"

“Let him die, father,” said Fazil solemnly. “He
was contriving more cvil than you know of, as his face
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tells, — now look at it as T speak, — yes: and he
would bave done it too. T.et him die.”

As Fazil spoke, a grey ashy paleness overspread
the Bramhun’s face, and a shudder passed through him;
but he did not answer, and taking, as it were, a long
inspiration, drew himself up to his full height, closing
his fingers convulsively.

“Fazil,” asked his father, “dost thou say death, my
son?”

“I do,” said Fazil, “in justice for this man's evil
deeds, which have brought misery to hundreds, and
will yet cause more.”

“Shabash,” cried the priest, “Ul-humd-ul-illa! there
is good stuff' in thee yot, Meah. What sayeth the holy
book, chapter forty-seven? *‘When ye encounter the
unbelievers, strike off their heads, until ye have made
a great slaughter”  Yes, let him die.”

Afzool Khan mused for a while. The priest’s quo-
tation was correct, and his own fanaticisin confirmed
it. Was he, however, so appalled by the recent de-
struction of innocent [indu lite, that he hesitated as
to this onc? or was it in regard to the fact that Moro
Trimmul was a Bramhun, and the popular objection to
putting such men to death being great, that he now
hesitated? Both causes probably combined to influence
him.

“T am not going to do it, Punditjee,” said Luksh-
mun to Moro Trimmul in a whisper, “because thou art
a Bramhun; but there is no harm wishing thee as
sharp a sword as thib is. Sce!”

Moro Trimmul looked askance at the hunchback
as he would have donc at a reptile, and shrank in-
stinctively from him. They saw his eye wander

19%
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along the edge of the bright blade from hilt to point;
but though he shuddered perceptibly, he said mno-
thing.

Afzool Khan took his chin and beard in his hand,
leaned his clbow on his knee, looked furtively once
or twice under his bushy eycbrows at the priest and
TPazil in turn, but did not speak, and again resumed
his position. The prisoner’s large bright eyes were
fixed on him with an intensely inquisitive and earnest
expression; and drops of sweat gathered on his brow
and temples; but though his life hung on a word,
there was no fear visible, and Fazil could not repress
admiration of the man’s calm bearing and contempt of
death.

“1t cannot be, Huzrut, yet,” said Afzool Khan at
length; “we have much to learn from him, and, after
all, son, he was but doing his duty truly and faithfully.
1f I had sent thee on such an errand, or the King had
sent thee, wouldst thou not have done the same? Take
himn away, put irons on him. e must be sent to the
King, and judged at Becjapoor.”

“Where thou wilt die under the Goruk Imlec tree
like Jehdndar Beg,” said Lukshmun. “Ah, yes, that
was a clean stroke of Rama's; and they don't care for
Bramhuns there.”

At that moment Pahar Singh entered. “Yes, that
is the man,” he said, looking intently at the Bramhun.
Then turning to his follower, “Go, Lukshmun,” he
said, “they seek thee. Rama is dead, and thou shouldst
go and pour the water at his burial.”

“Dead!” cried the man, starting back, and drop-
ping the end of the turban. “Decad! O no, master,
not Rama!”
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“Go, and thom wilt see,” said the chief, turning
away.

Lukshmun speke no word. They saw his broad
chest heaving. and he gasped for breath. The shock
was too sudden and great, and he fell senseless against
the wall. In doing so the gold zone which Le had
hung over his arm rolled away.

“It is mine,” said Gunga, picking it up, and clasp-
ing it about her waist. “lle gave it me, ask him;”
and she pointed to the Bramhun; “ask him; and that
fellow would have stolen it. May I go?” she con-
tinued, addressing the Khan; “I am only a poor Moor-
lee of the temple? you do not need me.”

“Surely,” said the Khan, “we want no women.
(Go!” and she made a humble salutation to him, and
turned aside.

“Is he, too, dead?” asked Pahar Singh, turning to
Lukshmun. “They were twins, yo see, sirs,” he said
to the bystanders, “and his spirit may have gone after
his brother’s.”

But it was not so. Lukshmun had fainted, and
revived as water was poured down his throat and a
man fanned him with a cloth. He looked about him
dreamily; then some one raised him up, and led him
away.

“And he?" asked Pahar Singh of the Khan, point-
ing to Moro Trimmul. “Is he to die? what will ye do
with him, Khan Sahib?”

“Not yet; he will go to Beejapoor,” returned the
Khan, “and answer, for his deeds to the King.”

“It is just,” replied the chief; “he has only done
what a good servant should do. He tempted me for
his master, as I could bave tempted him —
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“That is just what I said,” said the Khan inter-
rupting.

“And he took no man’s life,” continued the chief,
“and the law will spare his.”

“The law,” interrupted the prigst scornfully, “the
blessed law is not for infidels, save for their destruc-
tion. For what is written in chapter forty-seven —"

“Peace,” cried the Khan, who dreaded a dispute
between them, “let it pass. 1 have spared him. Take
him away—keep him with the standard of the Paigal,
and let no man or woman have speech of himj he can
cook his own food.”

They led Moro Trimmul away. He said nothing;
but Fazil saw a smile of triumph, be thought, flash
over his grave features. When they looked for the
girl Gunga she had gone also, and was not to be seen.
Fazil, too, had disappeared. As the Khan's break-
fast was brought, the kicheri and kabobs he loved so
well, he washed his hands, and waited awhile for Fa-
zil's return; but able to contain himself no longer,
drew necar to the smoking dish, and erying Bismilla!
he, the priest, and those present, after the necessary
ablutions, plunged their hands into the pile of rice,
and ate heartily.

Fazil could no longer restrain himself. Ile had
promised the girl he had left below the pass, to get
news of her people for her; and, taking advantage of
Pahar Singh’s entrance, and the confusion occasioned
by Lukshmun's fall, had slipped out unobserved. It
was but a short distance, his horse was still saddled,
and he mounted and rode as rapidly as he could down
the hill.

The men were where he had left them, under the
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trees by the rivulet. Shére Khan was on foot, standing
by the palankeen, pointing to the road and to Fazil
as he descended. Some of the men were on horse-
back, others lying in the shade holding their horses'
bridles. N

As he neared the palankeen, the old man slowly
advanced, and Fazil eould see there were tears on his
furrowed cheek.  1le saluted the young Khan respeet-
fully, and put his hand on his saddle-how.

“1 never saw grief like hers,” he said, *“‘nor such
fear, nor misery, at your delay. ‘Why did he go?’
was all she could say at first —- and sinee 1 soothed her,
she has cried the more — ‘Why doth he delay?’ Once
I persuaded her to go and wash her face at the river
and drink water, and she did so, and was the better of
it. And, O Meah! she is so beantiful! Even our rough
men say she is a Peri, not a woman, Speak gently to
her, Meah.”

Fazil dismounted and walked on. A large space
had been left about the palankeen, and no one had in-
truded upon Tara. Towards the rivulet the doors
were open, and she was sitting on the edge of the
litter, but with her feet on the ground without, and her
face buried in her knees. She did not look up till the
young man was close to her; then, with irrepressible
ecmotion, she threw herself at his foet.

“( take me to them!” she cried piteously — “take
me to them! they are waiting for me, they are looking
for their Tara! O sir, they will not rest, or eat, till
they know I am sgfe. Let me go-—take me to them.
Why am I detained? [ have done no evill”

“Rise,” said Fazil, “rise — 1 may not touch thee
to raise thee up; but Alla has laid a heavy hand on
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thee, and thou must listen to true words, though they
bring thec such affliction as thou hast not known in thy
young life.” .

Tara raised herself to her knees and looked up. O
the misery of those great eyes in wkich were no tears
— red, dry, and glistening: while the sweet features
quivered under bewildering anticipations of what was
to follow. Fazil could not bear to look on her, and
turned away, “Would there were any one else to tell
thee but me,” he said, “it would be well.”

“Speak,” she replied calmly, “there is no deceit
in your tongue — he whom you left with me says
503 he told me you would not deceive me, and this
suspense is terrible, do not prolong it —speak. I will
listen.”

“Nor will I,” returned Fazil; “sit down as thou
wast, and may God keep thy heart, as 1 tell thee of
thy misery. Yesterday there were a father, a mother,
another wife, and thyself, in a happy home. Now three
are gone, and thou art here.”

He saw her, as he spoke, clutching nervously at
her throat which was heaving convulsively, and trying
to swallow; and ere he could complete the sentence
she had fallen sideways from her seat against the
door of the litter, and lay there, powerless, for an in-
stant. His habitual respect for women would have
prevented his touching her, but she was so helpless
that he raised her up, and, taking a pillow from the
inside of the palankeen, placed it behind her, supporting
it with his arm.

Gradually she scemed to recover a little. “Dead,”
she said gently, “all dead! O Holy Mother, why is
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this? «Why am I not taken too?” and she shuddered,
and cowered down, shrinking from him.

Fazil thought the truth might rouse her, and he
was right, Hc dreaded ler becoming insensible.

“Yes, so it haspleased God,” he said. “'T'hy father
was killed, fighting in the temple; and in the confusion
afterwards, robbers attacked the house where your
mother was and the other, and they also died.”

“No — no, it could not be!” cried Tara, quickly
and eagerly. ‘“Janoo Niiik would be there; he would
fight for them and protect them.”

“Janoo himself told me this: he told me he saw
them dead —two women, very fair, the clder Anunda,
and the younger wife, Radha Bye. Some of Janoo's
people are killed in the house, and he could not save
them. Thy father?” he continued, as he saw her lips
apparently moving, though the word was not spoken.
“Yes, two men, pricsts in the temple, Khundoo Bhopey
and Rama Bhopey —1I asked their names — who lifted
him upon the litter in which he was carried away, said
he was dead and alrcady hurned. What can 1 do with
thee or for thee now?” he continued. *“Speak, and 1
will do it, lady, truly and faithfully.”

“Ts it true?” she asked dreamily, and with a rough
husky voice, and staring at him with those great scared
eyes. ‘““The Bliopeys would not tell lies.”

“T swear it by the dead, it is true,” replied Fazil.
“I have neither rested nor caten till T found out the
truth. Had there been any one, cven a servant, 1
would have sent fgr thee. Janoo told me there was
no one belonging to thee in the town, no relatives; —-
and the Bramhuns are all fled. Men say they will
not return to a polluted shrine, and Janoo Niik and
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others said you had relatives at Wye, where ye are
going.”

“Yes,” she said calmly, and as if echoing his words,
“there are relatives at Wyce. Sukya Bye ig there —
and — no matter. Yes. 1 will go there — let me go.

“My mother and sister will be with us,” added
I"azil, “come to them. Zyna will be a sister to thee,
and no harm shall come nigh thee. 1 would use no
foree —~ it must be of thine own free will; but the
town yonder is filled with dead and dying, the temple
is desolate, there is no one of thy people alive, and
thou wouldst dic of fear and sorrow. Cowme with us;
Shére Khan will take care of thee, as of a daughter,
till we reach my sister. 1 will not come nigh thee,
but he will tell me of thee. O lady, I am not false!
1 am a stranger to thee; but Alla threw me in thy
path, when clse, dishonour was before thee. From that,
at least, 1 saved thee, and thou knowest it.”

“Who art thou?” she said gently; “yes, I was
saved from worse than death - - who saved me?”

“I, Kazil, the son of Afzool Khan of Beejapoor,”
he said.

“They say Pathans respect women'’s honour,” she
returned, rousing herself. “A poor orphan girl will not
be without pity in your sight. Abl! sir, 1 am sorely
bewildered now,” she continued, beating helplessly
with her hands on her lap. “l cannot think or speak,
and my leart is dried up; but he told me — that old
man — that you were true, and they loved you, all
of them!— and so be kind to Tara, and do not deceive
her; she will die soon, and go away, and will trouble
you no more.”

“By Allal by my sister’s honour! I will be true
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to thge, O lady!” cried Iazil carnestly; “truer than
thou canst now think. Enough; when thou art with
Zyna thou wilt know all; till then thou wilt not see
me.  Call the bearers,” he continued, to Shére Khan;
“take her on to cymp, wherever it is; get guides from
the next village yonder. Procure her food by the way,
if she will eat. Ilere are twenty men with the litter;
they will take thee into Sholapoor. 1lark!” he continued
to the men as they approached, “take this palankeen
into Sholapoor at once, and ye shall have fifty rupees
from Afzool Khan. Fear not, lady!™ he said once
more to Tara; “thou wilt be Shére Khan's daughter
till thou art with my sister.” "Then, mounting bis
horse, he rode rapidly up the pass.

Tara followed his figure with her eyes, and her
heart went with them. He was so kind, so gracious,
and so beautiful. She could not realise the fact of her
sudden misery and desolation, and yet she could not
doubt it. As he disappeared behind a turn in the
road, the sense of that desolation became more acutely
painful.  But she had no time for thought. Shére
Khan rode up, bid her shut the doors of the litter,
and told her he should not leave it; and a moment
afterwards she felt it was taken up, and carried forward
at a rapid pace, while the old soldier caracolled by
her side, and the horsemen spread themselves around
her, to screen, as well as to protcct the conveyance in
which she lay.
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CHAPTER XXXIV.

Fazin Knax rode rapidly up the pass, for he knew
his father would await his coming ere he gave the
final orders for the march. Truth to say, he was
hungry enough, and a breakfast upon Ibrahim Khan's
kicheri and kabobs would be very weclcome. As he
reached the top, a husy scene presented itself. Where-
ever he looked, little fires were lighted between three
large stones, upon which the small cooking-pans used
by the men, and carried in their saddle-bags, werc
placed; and the savoury smells which issued from them,
and pervaded the air, proved that the stews and curries
within were in very satisfactory progress, and were
certainly very provocative of appetite. While one
member of a small mess watched the pot, others were
kneading dough, or patting out ‘“chupatees” or un-
leavened cakes, with their hands, and baking them
on their “towas™ or iron plates. Hundreds of these
operations were going on simultancously in every
direction; for the force had a long day’s march before
it to Sholapoor. There would be no midway halt, and
men and horses must alike be fed. Everywhere, too,
the merry laugh, the broad joke or banter incidental
to camp life, resounded among the yude soldiery, and
the cries of sellers of milk-curds, firewood, and fruit,
mingled with them pleasantly.

Already was the scene of the night before forgotten.
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The Mead for the most part had been buried out of
sight; and if grief and misery sat at the heart of many
a household in the town — mourning for relations
slain, or property plundered or destroyed, — in the
camp without, ne such feelings existed among the
fierce and fanatical men. A grim satisfaction prevailed
at having defiled one of the holicst shrines of the
Dekhan, plundered its property, and slain its priests.
To all, the night's events had been those of ordinary
skirmish and excitement: forgotten with the next petty
cares of life, and anticipation of new scenes of adven-
ture, — and possibly of new plunder.

“Where hast thou becn, Meah Sahib?” cried one
of a knot of his own men, whom he met almost as he
reached the plain above the pass. “The Khan Sahib
has been scarching for thec, and is anxious. Ah!
when wilt thou learn caution, and take some of us at
least with thee? Remember this is not Beejapoor, and
the people are not in good humour after last night.
Any fellow with a gun behind one of those rocks "

“Thanks, {riend,” said Fazil, interrupting him. “I
did but go to Shére Khan and the rest of them below,
and tell them to precede us; but thanks for the cau-
tion nevertheless. Now get ready soon, for 1 shall
not be long away from ye,” and he cantered on to the
town.

Giving directions for a led horse to be accoutred
for him, in leu of that which had carried him through
the night, Fazil gntered the Mutt where he had left
his father, and found him girding himself for the
journey.

“Where hast thou been, son? we could not wait;
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but they have kept the kicheri hot for thee, afd the
kabobs are good; only they have too much pepper and
garlic in them. The Khan's cookery is not refined,
my son: not like thy mother's. Inshalla! 'she will
have a famous dish ready for us this evening, for I
am going to send on a camel. Hast thou any mes-
sage?”

Fazil knew by his father’s volubility that he was
in good humour. The flurried, anxious expression of
his face had departed, as well under the influence of
a hearty breakfast as owing to the feeling that, under
the circumstances, he had really done Lis best to smooth
over the events of the night. It was unfortunate,
certainly, that they had happened; but it could not be
helped now. A donation from the King would soothe
the Bramhuns. So he had again sent for the local
Niiib, and charged him to assure all of his sympathy
and sorrow. Afzool Khan had taken advantage of the
Peer's absence to do this, for in his presence he would
have feared to commit himself by expression of any
consideration for infidels.

“I did but ride down the pass, father,” replied
Fazil, “to speak with Shére Khan, and send him on
to camp. They will halt by-and-by, and refresh them-
selves. Yes, truly, something to eat will be welcome;
therefore, sit down and rest. We have a long ride
before us.”

“The camel is ready,” said the rider of it, entering.
“What are your orders?” .

“Write a line from me to thy mother, Fazil” said
the Khan, “to say she is to have kicheri and kabobs
ready for us, and that we have won a victory with
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little lwss. That will cheer her, and put her in mind of
ol days, and we shall have a glorious dish. Tnshalla!
we shall be hungry, son!”

Fazil wrote what was needed to Lurlee, and added,
on separate paper, & few lines to Zyna, to take care of
Tara on her arrival. There was no time to write her
story, but she would hear particulars from Tara her-
self. “Take this at your best speed,” he said to the
man. “Give it into the hands of Goolab Daee,* and
tell her it is for my sister only. You will overtake
Shére Khan by the way. Tell him to stop where he
likes, refresh the men and horses, and push on. It is
of moment that he should arrive before us, and he is
already far beyond Sindphul.”

“Good,” replied the man; “your orders are on my
head and eyes, and shall be done.” In a few moments
more, the clash of the bells of the animal he rode
were heard as he started, and then died away in the
distance.

What was best to be done? -— to tell his father of
Tara’s being sent on under escort of the men, or to
leave explanation about her till they reached Shola-
poor? Fazil thought over this as he ate, and he ate
heartily what was brought, and did justice to it; while
his father sat and looked on approvingly, or told his son
of what had been done to assure the people, and what
he would do, in spite of the Pecr, to obtain a donation
for the temple. Yes, it will be better to tell him,
Fazil thought. He will not object, as he is in this
complacent humour, and we are alone.

* Nurse,
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“I had no opportunity of speaking, father, before,
else I would have told you,” he said, after he had
washed his hands and sat down.

“What!” interrupted the Khan, who detected a
tone of embarrassment in Fazil's woice — “what has
happened? Didst thou lose any men? Who is
dead?”

“No, no, father, we had no fighting,” replied Faszil.
“All I had to say was, that I sent the lady we took,
with Shére Khan. She had a palankeen, and the
bearers said they would take her to Sholapoor at once.
There were twenty of them, and it is only twelve
coss.”

“A lady, son! Who?” he answered in an indifferent
tone.

“A Bramhun girl, father, of rank. She was escap-
ing in a palankeen, and we took her, when we took
Moro Pundit.”

“Indeed! His wife perhaps?”

“No, father; she said not. She has nothing to do
with him; but she was in such grief at her people
being killed in the town, that I could only make out
she had relatives at Wye, and 1 sent her on under
Shére Khan. As she was richly dressed, and had
valuable jewels on her, 1 feared to send her back, and
she was willing to go.

“Poor girl, poor girl,” said the Khan sighing; “and
she is young, you say. Alas, alas! to be so soon a
widow!” .

“Quite young, father — sixteen, perhaps — and very
beautiful. O, so beautiful! 1 never saw one like her
before.”



A MATIRATTA TALE. 305

“Wonderful!” returned the Khan. “Then she let
Wiee see her? ... Ah, Pahar Singh, well, so you
are already preparcd,” he exclaimed, as the chief
entered the room suddenly, and saluted them. * “Have
you eaten? Are your people ready? We go on to
Sholapoor.”

“I am come to bid you farewell, my lord,” said the
chief. “I have done my work with you for the pre-
sent. My daty is not with the army, but on the
marches; and I hear of a raid by the Goleonda people
which I must see to. My nephew Gopal Singh would
fain have accompanied your son, but I cannot spare
him. He is my only stay since — since ... no matter.
My men would be worse than useless to you, and
you will not miss what I could send. Nevertheless,
it‘ B »

“No, no,” said the Khan, who in truth had dreaded
rather than desired Pahar Singh’s company, and that
of his lawless frechbooters; “no, you are better here in
your own country, and I have already weakened the
force too much at Nuldroog to withdraw you.”

“Then we may go, Khan?”

“Certainly; you are honourably dismissed with
thanks, and mention will be made of you, when I write,
as you deserve.”

“I have only one thing to say, Khan Sahib, -— and
I pray you to pardon my saying it, — and that is,
beware of Moro Pundit. Mad 1 been a Mussulman
like you, I had not spared him; but as you have done
8o, it is not for me, a Rajpoot, to be concerned in a
Bramhun’s death. e is faithful to his canse, and he
cannot be true to you.”

Tura 1l 20
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“He can do no harm, friend,” said the Khan laugh-
ing. “I fancy the Nimbalkur and others have ifad
good lesson, and will keep quiet; and, for the rest, ay
I am going to scotch the head of the snake, we need
not fear if its tail writhes a little; it can do no harm:
but I thank you for your caution hevertheless, and
you will see to my people of Afzoolpoor and its vil-
lages?”

“Surcly, Khan Sahib; be under no apprehension —
nothing can molest them. Now, put your hand on my
liead once more, cmbrace me, and let me go.”

“Go,” said the Khan, rising and doing as he wished
— “go; bo careful, friend; remember the royal clemency,
and be true.”

“Will you come with me for a moment, Meah?”
saild Pahar Singh, as he disengaged himself from the
Khan's embrace.

Fazil got up and followed him. As they emerged
from the courtyard into the street, Fazil saw that
Gopal Singh and others, ready and mounted, awaited
their chief, and they saluted him courteously.

“Come hither, Lukshmun,” said the chief.

The man was well mounted, and advanced. Faxzil
saw.that his cheeks were wet with tears, and his eyes
red and swollon. Ifideous as the face now was, there
was a dignity of sorrow in it which was not unim-
pressive.

“Meah,” said the chicef, “this is a foolish slave of
mine, who implores me to send him with you; he
wants no pay, — only food and clothes, and forage for
his horse. He will be faithful to you in all danger
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.and‘trial, and knows no fear. When yon return from
the campaign, send him to me again. Do yon accept
him?” | .

“I do, Pahar Singh, and will be to him as you
were, that I promise,” replied Fazil.

“Then dismount and kiss the young Khan's feet,”
said the chief.

Lukshmun obeyed him, dismounted, and, prostrat-
ing himself before Fazil, cmbraced lus l\noos e
then did the same to his master, lying at his feet, and
sobbing bitterly.

“Get up, fool,” said the chief kindly, drawing the
back of his hand roughly across his eyes. “Go, thou
art safer with him than with me. Go; take him,
Meah,” he continued, putting the man’s hand into
Fazil's, who raised him np.  “Take him; he will be
to you the faithful hound he was to me and my
boy yonder: we can ill spare him, bhut, after what has
happened, he is better away for a while.  And now,
sir, we part. Remember what 1 said to your father,
and that while Malrattas are weak they will he
treacherous. I wish you well; in the words of your
people, ‘Khdda Hafiz.’” ‘

So saying, the chief mounted, caused his spirited
horse to execute several caracoles and plunges, and,
with his nephew and followers, rode off rapidly to the
plain beyond, where ‘the shrill horn and deep drum of
his troop were soundma’ the assembly.

“Had it been'thus if you knew me, Pahar Singh?”
thought Fazil, as the last of the rough troopers passed
round the corner of the buildings to “the plain beyond.

20%
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“Hardly, T think; but it is well as it is, and /'yonr,
goodwill is better .than your spite.” As he turned
round h¢ saw the hunchback beside him. The bridle
of his horse was hooked within his left arm; his
hands, joined together, were raised 'to his nose, and
he had balanced himself on his left leg, with the
sole of the right foot pressed against the calf of the
left. 1lis grotesque features were twisted into a curi-
ous expression, in which grief and joy struggled for
mastery. .

“Your name is Lukshmun?” said Faxil.

“My lord, it is; I am your slave now and for ever:
---till I die, if you permit me to serve you in my own
way.”

“And that is?"

“No matter now,” said the creature; “you will find
ont. If I displease you, 1 will go away of my own
accord and give no trouble; if I please you, let me be
near you, and that is enough.”

“Iow is this? You talk like a woman.”

“Do you know anything of them, master?” replied
the man.  “Perhaps not; it takes a long life to know
them, they say. Do I talk like a woman? Ah no,
sir; to me you are the woman who has bewitched me,
and I follow you blindly for the sake of the love 1
have for you, which sits in my heart.”

“BSince when, friend?” said Fazil laughing.

“Since last night, when you were kind to that poor
Bramhun girl who owes her honour to you, and long
before that, of which I will tell you another time. Can
1 do anything now?”
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. “Hagt thou caten?”

. “Yes; and I have enough here to last me two
days,” and he pointed to a bundle of cakes tied at his
back. *I can glve you one if you like, when you are
hungry.”

“I do net want it -—— I have eaten,” said Fauil.
“Can T trust thee already?”

“Oh, master!” cried the man piteously, as the tears
started suddenly to his eyes. “Do not say that! 1
am a poor hunchback, who cannot say fine words,
what is the use of my talking? If you mistrust me,
bid me go. I will return to him who gave me —
better that, than be doubted. Inough, shall I
go?” .
“No, stay,” continued Fazil; “I will trust thee.
Tic thy horse there, and give him some fodder from
the bundle yonder. ... That is well. Now go to the
Cucherri; say to the Niiib, that Fazil Khan Meah wants
the bundle of things given to him by Janoo Niiik, and
he is to give it.” )

“And what if Janoo is there, master? he will not
allow it.”

“That is why I do not go myself,” said Fazil; “but
if therc is any difficulty 1 will come. Show this as
a token, and it will suffice,” and he took off his signet-
ring.

“I will bring them without this, Meah, and yet I
take it. Tell some one to mind the wmare, else if she
hears the horn shd will break her rope;” and the man,
throwing his coarse black blanket over him, shambled
off at a quick pace towards the town. It was but a
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short distance. Fazil waited there looking at hfs owp
horses which were picketed in the street. He had no
desive to rejoin his father, who was quietly smoking
within.  Fortuunately, too, the priest rode up; said he
wanted a hookah, dismounted, and went into the Mutt.
e would be company cnough.

Fazil watched the street narrowly. Iad he done
right in sending Lukshmun — ought he not to have
gone himself? Ile could yet go if there were refusal,
but there might be no occasion. 1In a little time, less
than he had supposed possible, he saw the hunchback
coming up the street at a sharp run, and as he reached
Fazil, he put into his hand a heavy bundle of what
felt like ornaments of gold and silver, tied in a cloth
whieh was spotted with blood.

“Shabash!” eried Fazil, “it was well contrived.
How didst thou get them?”

“Janoo Niiik is an ass, and the father of all the
asges in Tooljapoor. I know him of old,” returned
Lukshmun. “Tle was there sitting like a scared owl
on the steps of the Cucherri. ‘Come and drink,” says
he to me. ‘I will, said I; ‘wait, I have a message
from the master to deliver.’ 'Then I went in, and said
to a karkoon, ‘Give me what Janoo gavé just now, the
people are come for it.” 1le could not go in there, for
he is a Mang. ‘Take them, says a karkoon, opening
a box; ‘I don't like to touch them, they are bloody.
8o I took them out, master, and here they are. As 1
passed Janoo, I gave him a rupee, and told him to go
to the Kullal's and get some drink ready, while I de-
livered my wessage -—and he is gone. O the owl, the
owl! he will be drunk by this time; but master, that



A MAIIRATTA TALE. 311

anYs as tme as steel, and put these in trust; they
were not loot to him. Wilt thou sell themere? No,
anot here?” v
“Sell them!” cried Fazil laughing; “no, surely —
L]
why?”

“0, the master never does — he always keeps the
gold and silver, and buys them at his own valuation;
but he gives us a share, nevertheless, and I shall miss
mine of last night’s work: — better, however, that the
women have it.”

“Ah! friend, I fear thou wilt have no such luck
with me,” returned the young man. “That is no loot,
however; it will only go to its owner.”

“Ah, Meah, I understand now,” said the man
quickly. “Yes, for her. Poor child! poor child!
and when she sees the blood! — better throw that
cloth away, and tie them up in a clean handkerchief.”

“No,” said Fazil, “keep it. It is evidence of the
worst, and she needs to know it; but let us count them.
Thirteen, you see, gold and silver; and look, there is
blood oun these anklets — let it stay. Yes, now I will
trust thee.”

Just then the Khan and the priest came out of the
court, both accoutred for the march.

“T was seeing to the horses, father,” said Fazil, in
anticipation of his father's remarks, “and questioning
this gift of Pabar Singh's; look at him'-— a strange
being, is he not?”

Lukshmun adVanced, prostrated himself, kissed
the Khan's feet, but said nothing! The priest was
acknowledged by a distant but respectful reverence
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only, and the hunchback seemed to regard hinf with
antipathy.. .

“Strange enouglh, son,” said the Khan, looking a
him from head to foot: “ask thy mother about his
horoscope when we get to camp. He may be lucky
afier all — these hunchbacks often are so.”

“My lord,” said Lukshmun pleadingly, joining his’
hands, “all the Bramhuns like to try their hands on
my nativity, and they all say T am lucky. For I am
a twin, and they never could make out exactly which
of the two was the eldest born; but they believed
Rama was, who was always unlucky, and had a bad
wife and worse children, and he was shot yesterday;
so the bad luck and bad stars —- sun and moon, and
all — went with him; and now your slave is the
luckiest of men, since he is the property of the noble
Afzool Khan and his son Fazil. Surely the stars sent
him.”

“Thou hast a bold tongue,” said the priest. “Peace,
be silent.”

“Ah, Maharaj!” returned the man, “holy men like
you and the Bramhuns think too much upon divine
glories, te mind what a poor fool like me says. 1 too
know my prayers already, and shall become a Mussul-
man, when I have heard a few morc of your reverence's
sermons. (), they are wonderful! Bismilla — ir-rahman-
ir-raheem! —”

“Come,” said the Khan, “they are beating the
Nagaras everywhere, and as all are ready, we need
not delay.” So, mounting their horses, which were
being led about, they rode on to the plain where the



A MAHRATTA TALE. 313

mgn were assembimg fast, and closing in heavy masses
upon their scveral standa.rds In a few mlmltes, the
Paigah of Afgool Khan, Moro Pupdit being in the midst
closely guarded, moved on down the pass, followed by
the Abyssinian cava,lry, and their bright steel morions,
gay scarfs, trappings, and standards, gleamed in the
blazing sunshine. Yet it was not hot enough to be
oppressive: a fresh westerly wind had arisen, driving be-
fore it large masses of fleccy cloud, which, as they passed,
threw broad chequers of light and shade over the plain,
rustling among the tall ripe corn, which bowed before
it in golden wavy ripples, and refreshing the men
who, though few had slept, were as yct unconscious
of fatigue under the excitement they had gone
through.

The people of the town watched the long line, that,
owing to the rough nature of the road, straggled down
the pass, with thankful hearts for deliverance from
further molestation; and as the last of the men dis-
appeared behind a shoulder of the mountain, a faint
shout of “Jey Kalee! Jey Toolja!”™ rose from a group
of men, consisting of the Nimbalkur, and other chiefs
who were assembling at his house. Others clustered
about the edge of the table-land, and when they saw
the long line emerge upon the plain beyond the groves
and gardens of Sindphul, and heard the loud booming
notes of the Nagaras growing fainter in the distance,
many a heart breathed a prayer of thanks for deli-
verance, intermingled with defiance and deep curses on
those from whose violence they had suffered.

In the temple a group of priests were sitting about
the shrine weeping, and the image of the Goddess still
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lay on its back, the ruby eyes flashing in the éla.r.e »f
the lamp: now lighted about it. No one, ‘as yet, dared
to tough it, without some preliminary cerénionies of de-
precation of her wrath. Within, the blood had been
washed away -— but without, in the court, it still lay
in patches, blackening and eracking in the sun.

END OF VOL. II.
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