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THIS MEMOIR
OF HER BELOVED INDIAN FRIEND
TORU DUTT
1S AFFECTIONATELY DEDICATED TO
MARY E. R. MARTIN
IN GRATEFUL RECOGNITION OF

HER TENDER SYMPATHY



Mais elle étoit du monde, ou los plus belles choses
Ont le pire destin ;
Et, rose, ellc a vécu ce que vivent les roses,
L’espace d’un matin.
MALHERBE.

Mourn rather for that holy Spirit,

Sweet as the spring, as ocean deep ;

For Her who, cre her summer faded,

Has sunk into a breathless sleep.
WORDSWORTII,

Nor blame I Death, because he bare
The use of virtue out of earth :
I know transplanted human worth
Will bloom {o profit, otherwhere.
TENNYSON,



FOREWORD

THE subject of this volume is an Indian girl who,
dying at the age of twenty-one, has left behind her
a legacy in verse and prose which, quite apart from its
true and delicate poetic quality, constitutes an amazing
feat of precocious literary craftmanship. Toru Dutt was
a poet with a rare genius for the acquisition of languages
not her own. In her all too brief life she mastered
Sanskrit and wrote in French and English with a grace,
a facility, and an individual distinction which have
given her rank among the authentic voices of Western
literature. Her ear, indeed, sometimes betrayed her.
On points of diction she was not always beyond reproach.
Here and there in the Ancient Ballads and Legends of
Hindustan or in ber amazing renderings from the French
poets, we come across a word, a phrase, a discord, which
remind us that the poet was not of our race or speech,
and much the same has been said of her French prose
romance by those best qualified to judge of it. Yet
when every deduction has been made for unessential
blemishes, this child of the green valley of the Ganges
has by sheer force of native genius carned for hersclf
the right to be enrolled in the great fellowship of
English poets.

I do not think that there was ever a mystery about
the character of this frail and sensitive Indian lady.
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Even were nothing known of the external facts of her
life, we should have been able to infer from her published
writings the essential qualities of a nature, pure,
innocent, religious, alive to beauty in all its forms, and
capable of a wide range of appreciation in the field of
poetic literature. The pious labours of Mr. Das have
now added some welcome and altogether attractive
touches. They show us how devoid was Toru of the
foibles often attaching to the literary character, how
exempt from ostentation, vanity, self-consciousness, how
childlike and eager, with how warm a glow of affection
she embraced her friends, how free was her composition
from all bitter and combustible elements. They enable
us also to realize how much she was helped by the fact
of her Christian training to an appreciation of certain
aspects of Western literature (her love of Paradise Lost
and Lamartine are illustrations) not usually congenial
to the Indian mind, and how personal friendships
formed during a girlhood spent partly in France and
partly in England united to strengthen her hold upon
the essential soul of the two languages in which she
wrought. It is pleasant too to learn more of that
garden home in Calcutta which is described in ‘ Qur
Casuarina Tree’, one of the loveliest of the lyrics con-
tained in the Ancient Ballads and Legends of Hindustan.
Here is a vignetie taken from one of her letters :

‘ The night was clear, the moon resplendent, one or
two stars glimmering here and there ; before us stretched
the long avenue bordered with high casuarinas, very
like the poplars of England, dim in the distance the
gateway ; around us the thick mango groves; the tall
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betel-nut trees, straight “ like arrows shot from heaven”’;
the cocoanut palms with their proud waving plumes of
green foliage, and all wrapped in a sweet and calm
silence.’

Yet it is characteristic that all this tropical loveliness
never completely contents or confines her. Home, after
all, is in part exile. She cannot forget the beloved West,
the enchantments of frost and snow, the delicate land-
scapes of France, the vivid, eager College life at Cambridge.
In comparison with the stir and bustle of the West, the
days in India seemed monotonous and without event.
So in the midst of the profuse splendours of the East
her thoughts continually reach out to that other home
beyond the Ocean, which travel and study had made so
dear to her, as, for example, to the world (known only
through books) of the Bronté sisters, living  among the
loncly wild moors of Yorkshire, all three so full of talent,
yet living so solitary amid those Yorkshire wolds,” or
to the days which stood out with such cameo-like dis-
tinctness in her memory, when she enjoyed the free life
of a student by the banks of the Cam, passing  nice
cosy evenings ’ with her friend, and on Sundays drinking
deep draughts of music from the College organ. In the
long history of the contact and interfusion of East and
West, I doubt whether there is a figure more encouraging

or significant.

H. A. L. FISHER.
April 3, 1920.






AUTHOR’S PREFACE

Brograruy is a subject which until recently Indian
writers have somewhat neglected. The whole trend of
India’s history and philosophy has been against it. This
is of itself sufficient to account for the fact that,
although it is now forty-three years since Toru Dutt’s
death, no biography of her has yet been written.
But now that India is beginning to recalize her own
solidarity as an Empire, along with the birth of this
consciousness she bas begun to cherish the memory
of those who have added to the literary wealth, not
only of India, but also of the world.

I feel, then, that no further apology is needed from me
for this attempt to do honour to an Indian maiden, in
truth an °inheritor of unfulfilled renown ’, in view not
only of what was lost to the world through her carly
death, but also of the comparative oblivion into which
her name has sunk.

It was during boyhood, in my native village at
Sidhipasa, that I first heard the name of Toru Dutt
from a student in whose examination text-book her
poem ° Buttoo’ was included. After reading these
verses a desire to know something of its author was
immediately born in me—a desire that was for several
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years to remain unsatisfied. Then, on glancing through
a Bengali book, which contained sketches of famous
Indian women, I found one of Toru Dutt. It was,
however, so incomplete that it merely served to whet
my appetite for still further knowledge.

A few years later, on scanning the titles of the books
in my father’s library, I found a beautiful volume
entitled 4 Sheaf gleaned in French Fields by Toru Dutt.
Seizing it eagerly, I found in it a prefatory memoir
written by her father. Even this was not full enough to
allay my thirst for a thorough acquaintance with the
biography of my heroine, and at this juncture the
idea of writing myself what I could not find elsewhere
began to take shape in my mind.

In December 1911, I began the task of collecting
materials for the biography, and was fortunate in
oblaining an introduction to some of Toru Dutt’s
relatives in Calcutta. Through them I was placed
in touch with Miss Martin, who had known Toru
intimately in Cambridge. In reply to my request for
reminiscences, she wrote, ‘I am much interested in
hearing that you are wishing to bring out a memoir of
my dear friend, Toru Dutt; I have already begun my
notes for it. It is very wonderful after these many
years of silence, that people should be beginning to
think of her again.’

Miss Martin’s visit to India in the winter of 1913 gave
me an invaluable opportunity of gaining the information
I sought. Through her kindness I am able to publish
Toru’s letters, which had been treasured with zealous
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care for so many years. My indebtedness to Miss Martin
for her unvarying kindness in giving me access to all
the available material in her possession, in addition to
her constant and stimulating encouragement, cannot be
over-estimated. Suffice it to say, that without this help
the biography would never have been written. The
correspondence between Toru and Mlle Bader concern-
ing her La Femme dans I’ Inde Antique has been translated
and added to the appendix.

I should like to thank my friends, Mr. and Mrs. Barun
Chunder Dutt, and other members of the Dutt family
who have supplied me with useful information. Grate-
ful acknowledgements too are due to another friend,
Principal E. J. Thompson, B.A., M.C., of the Wesleyan
College, Bankura, Bengal, who has revised the MS. and
written the supplementary review which appears in
this book. Mr. P. C. Lyon, C.S.1., sometime Member
for Education on the Bengal Executive Council, the late
Bishop Lefroy of Calcutta, and my friend Mr. G. C.
Ghose, President, Christian Convention League, Bengal,
have also laid me under a debt by their kindness in
giving advice, encouragement, and many valuable
suggestions.

I have also to thank Mr. Edmund Gosse for per-
mission to quote from the Introductory Memoir to
the Ancient Ballads of Hindustan, and the following
publishers for permission to quote from the books
mentioned after their names: Messrs. Longmans,
Green & Co. (The Dutt Family Album); Messrs. Kegan
Paul & Co. (Ancient Ballads of Hindustan); and
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Messrs. T. Fisher Unwin, Ltd. (Mr. R. W. Frazer’s
Literary History of India).

‘ Read no history: nothing but biography, for that
is life without theory,” said Disraeli, and I venture to
commend this Memoir to my readers, in the hope that
they may find in it an illustration of the truth of

that maxim.
H. DAS.

LoxDpoN.

January 20, 1920.
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CHAPTER 1
THE DUTT FAMILY

AMmona the poets whom the gods have loved there are, surely,
few more remarkable than Toru Dutt. Writing in a foreign
language, seeking her models in a foreign literature, interpreting
a foreign religion, she built up in three years an eternity of fame.
In an Introductory Memoir prefixed to Toru’s Aneient Ballads
and Legends of Hindustan, Mr. Edmund Gosse wrote in 1881 :
* If Toru Dutt were alive, she would still be younger than any
recognized European writer, and yet her fame, which is already
considerable, has been entirely posthumous.” The great French
critic James Darmesteter saysofher: ‘ This daughterof Bengal,so
admirably and so strangely gifted, Hindu by race and tradition,
an Englishwoman by education, a Frenchwoman at heart, poet
in English, prose-writer in French ; who at the age of eighteen
made India acquainted with the poets of France in the rhyme
of England, who blended in herself three souls and three tradi-
tions, and died at the age of twenty (sic), in the full bloom of her
talent and on the eve of the awakening of her genius, presents in
the history of literature a phenomenon without parallel.’

It will interest the reader to learn something about the family
from which the poet descended, more especially as genius must
derive much of its form, if not its force, from the environment:
in which it has been nurtureddy The following summary will
show that Toru Dutt owed something to her ancestry, and that
the gift of poesy may have been inherited from her father
Govin Chunder Dutt, who with his brothers had embraced:
Christianity under circumstances that will be described in their
due place. Govin Chunder was a man of large views, great
sympathy, and freedom from prejudicé, and possessed a remark-
able command of the English tongue. He contributed a great
number of his own verses to the Dutt Family Album, and of him
it might almost be said that ‘ he lisped in numbers for the
numbers came ’. Toru Dutt thus breathed in her infancy an

B
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atmosphere in which lofty thoughts naturally found rhythmical
expression.

{ The Dutts of Rambagan are an old and well-known Kayastha
Hindu family of Calcutta.! > The early home of the family was at
Ajapur in the district of Burdwan, where Nilmoni Dutt, one of
the patriarchs of the family, was born on the 8rd January, 1757.
We do not possess any reliable information as to the time when
the Dutts left Ajapur for Calcutta, but we know that while one
branch of the family went to Burdwan, Nilmoni Dutt’s father
migrated to Calcutta and finally settled there. Nilmoni Dutt
was a distinguished%esident of Calcutta during the latter part
of the eighteenth century, that is, shortly after the foundation
of the British power in Bengal. It is said that Nilmoni threw
his house open to all sorts of guests and was famous far and wide
for his hospitality. Pious Brahmins and others who went every
day to perform their ablutions in the sacred stream of the
Ganges gathered at Nilmoni’s house on their return and
received a warm welcome. The foremost citizens of Calcutta
regarded him as one of their chief friends. Maharaja Navakissen
of Sobhabazar and Maharaja Nandkumar were constant visitors
at his house. His opinions were so liberal and he himself was so
sympathetic that many prominent Englishmen even among the
Christian missionaries were his friends. When the missionary 2
William Carey was destituté and without a home, harasSed by
his wife’s insanity and his children’s illness, Nilmoni gave him
a home in his garden-house at Manicktollah, Carey never forgot
thedeed, and long afterwards, whenhisbenefactor wasin poverty,
returned the kindness. A well-known, honest, hospitable,
and kind-hearted man, he lived the blameless life of a Hindu
of the highest class in the eighteenth century. Orthodos in his
principles, he never omitted to perform the usual Pujas and
ceremonies enjoined by the Hindu Shastras, and spent money
lavishly in alm® and charities. He died in the early part of the
nineteenth century. .

In tracing the various influences which help to form people’s
1 For this and other facts about the Dutt family see The Life and Work
of Romesh Chunder Dutt, by J. N. Gupta, M.A,, L.C.S. (Dent, 1911.)

* See p. 83 of the Life of William Carey, by George Smith, LL.D.,
John Murray, London, 1885.
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characters in this world, it is sometimes necessary to go far back
in order to estimate the value of the forces acting on future
generations. In the days of the East India Company and after-
wards, when the knowledge of English was in its infaney, it would
have required a prophet’s foresigh't to predic?ﬁ the extraordinary
revolution in Indian thought and literature which was to result
from the general disseminatightof the English language. It was
the failure to estimate the influences of the future which caused
the controvers}“between the Orientalist and the Anglicists,
resulting as every one knows, in the triumplf’of the latter in
18388. The latter party were clearly of opinion that, in order to
ensure progress in the Arts and Sciences, to build up national
greatness and to keep abreast of the enlightened peoples of the
West, it was necessary that linglish should be made the vehicle
of instruction in the East ; and teaching on the lines Jaid down
by the master-minds of England would assuredly tend to bring
about the much-desired result in India. A study of the writings
of the great Sangkrit and Arabic authors was looked upon as
merely subsidiar')\r to the real end of cducation. It was in con-,
nexion with this controversy, that Lord Macaulay wrote his
famous minute of 1835 in which he said : ‘ What Greek and
Latin were to the contemporaries of More and Ascham, our
tongue is to the people of India.” Sir John Seeley referring to
Macaulay’s minute says, ‘ Never was there a more momentous
question discussed.” But even before the publication of Macau-
lay’s Minute advising the use of the English language for purposes
of higher education, other influences tending in the same direc-
tion were already at work. David Hare founded the Hindu
College in January 1817, and so gave an impetus to the study of
English literature in Bengal. Carey founded the Serampore
College in 1818 mainly with a view to Christian enlightenment.
But it was reserved for a European missionary, in the person of
Dr. Duff, when establishing his schemo for the education of the
youth of Calcutta in 1880, to set forth the effect that the English
tongue would have on the religious atmosphere of India.
Dr. George Smith? remarks that Dr. Duff had argued years

' The Life of Alexander Duff, D.D., LL.D., by George Smith, LL.D.,
Hodder and Stoughton, London, 1879.

B 2
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before that ¢ what the Christian Reformation did for Europe
through the Greek tongue, the Roman Law, and the Bible in the
vernaculars, it would similarly do for India and TFurther Asia
through the English language and the British administration. It
is difficult to say whether he showed more genius in instinetively
seizing the position in 1830, in working out the parallel down to
1885, or in influencing the Indian Government and the British
public by his heaven-born enthusiasm and fiery eloquence.’
Moreover, apart from the ideals of higher education as con-
ceived by Dr. Duff and others, the growing trade of Calcutta was
causing the practical importance of the English language to be
felt in commercial and Government circles. ‘ Interpreters, clerks,
copyists, and agents of a respectable class were in demand,
alike by the Government and the great mercantile houses.’
Among the leading Bengali gentlemen in Calcutta at that time
were Raja Ram Mohun Roy, founder of the Brahmo Somaj, one
of the earliest fruits of the new educational movement, who had
gained a first-hand knowledge of the Bible by the study of Greek
and Hebrew ; Dwarkanath Tagore! and his cousin, Prosunno
Kumar Tagore ;2 Ram Komul Sen;® Ram Gopal Ghose ;?
and Rasamoy Dutt, at that time °‘Banian’ to Messrs.
Cruttenden, Mackillop and Co. The last mentioned was
the most distinguished of the three sons of Nilmoni Dutt,

1 Dwarkanath Tagore was the father of Maharshi Debendranath Tagore
and grandfather of our poet, Dr. Rabindranath Tagore. He was among
the most enlightened Indians of his time and a friend of the great Raja Ram
Mohun Roy. He was well known for his princely and charitable disposition.
He died in London in 1846, and was buried in Kensal Green Cemetery.

2 Prosunno Kumar Tagore was a big landholder and lawyer. It was he
who founded the Tagore Law Lectureship in the University of Calcutta.
His statue now adorns the portico of the Senate House of the University.

3 Ram Komul Sen was ‘ Dewan ’ of the Bank of Bengal. He distin-
guished himself as the author of the English and Bengali Dictionary which
was published by the Seramporo Press in 1834, and dedicated to Lord
William Bentinck.

4 Ram Gopal Ghose was a partner of the firm of Messrs. Kelsall, Ghose
and Co. He became famous rather as a public speaker than as a literary
man. He obtained a seat in the Council of Education through the influence
of Mr. Bethune, and was an influential member of the British Indian
Association,
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great-grandfather of Toru Dutt. All these personages were
great friends, and, being conversant with English culture,
were amongst the most active in spreading English educa-
tion among their countrymen. The British Government
welcomed the participation of such influential Bengalis as
these in spreading English education and in the adoption of
other measures calculated to promote it, and soon came to
appreciate the brilliant abilitics of Rasamoy Dutt. He was
appointed Honorary Secretary to the Hindu College Com-
mittee and afterwards Judge of the Small Cause Court, then
a position of the highest trust and responsibility. Later, he was
made a Commissioner to the Court of Requests. He led the
way in all public movements during the first part of the nine-
teenth century, and was a staunch advocate of the causo of odu-
cation at a time when few pcople in Bengal recognized that
in that dircetion lay the line of most useful service to the mother-
land. He had a rare and choice colloetion of English books, and
created in his children that remarkable dovotion to English
literature which distinguishes the family to this day. He was
catholic in his views, and opposed the extravagance in connexion
with Hindu Pujas and ceremonials which had involved his father
in pecuniary difficulties. He wasg consequently in bad odour
with the Brahmins and other orthodox people. The life of
Rasamoy Dutt constitutes a landmark in the history of the
transformation of Hindu society under the influence of the
English. He died on the 14th May, 1854,

Rasamoy Dutt had five sons—Kishen Chunder, Koilash
Chunder, Govin Chunder, Hur Chunder, and Girish Chunder,
of whom Govin Chunder became the best known. In de-
scribing the early life and times of Govin Chunder we should
say something about the English professors who moulded in
a large measure the character and aspirations of the rising
generation and who made India the land of their adoption.
Govin was a pupil of the celebrated Professor Richardson of
the Hindu Collego. )

David Lester Richardson, better known as Captain Richardson,
came out to India in the service of the East India Company in
1819. Although he was a soldier by profession, his natural
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inclinations were towards literature. He soon severed his con-
nexion with the army and devoted himself to the cause of
education. In 1836 through the influence of Lord William
Bentinck, at that time Governor-General of India, he joined the
staff of the Hindu Collego, Calcutta. He had already made some
mark as a man of letters by publishing poems and contributing
to the literary periodicals of the day. Richardson’s works,
particularly his Literary Leaves, exerted a more profound in-
fluence on the immediately subsequent generation in Bengal
than those of any other contemporary writer. His poetry and
the polish of his style elicited admiration from all interested
in literature and were largely responsible for the efforts of the
Bengalis of his day in the direction of English scholarship. He
excelled as a teacher. All the leading artists connected with the
theatres of Calcutta made a point of taking lessons from him in
the recitation of Shakespeare, and even Lord Macaulay is re-
ported to have said to him, * I can forget everything of India,
but not your reading of Shakespeare.” Like Mr. Henry Vivian
Derozio, one of his predecessors at the Hindu College, he aimed
at developing the minds of his pupils. But there was an cssen-
tial difference between the methods of these two great teachers ;
Derozio sought to stimulate the thinking powers of the students
committed to his charge by discussing social, moral, political,
and religious questions, whereas Richardson confined himself to
the literary aspects of education and attempted to awaken the
dormant energies of the mind by creating in his students a true
literary taste, which would enable them to appreciate graces of
style. Both, being poets and thinkers, were well calculated to
inspire their young pupils with noble and lofty thoughts.

The teaching of Professor Richardson exercised a wholesome
influence on the future life of Govin Chunder. Among his con-
temporaries signally distinguished in the ficld of literature and
other callings, were Michacl Madhusudan Dutt,! Peary Charan

1 Michael Madhusudan Dutt, born at Sagardari in the district of Jessore.
He was educated at the Hindu College and afterwards at Bishop’s College,
where he was baptized. He became early known to the world of letters
by an English poem ¢ The Captive Ladie ’, and later on by that marvellous
creation of fancy The Megnadh Badh, the first successful attempt at
Bengali blank verse. He is sometimes called the Milton of Bengal.
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Sircar,! Ganendra Mohun Tagore,? Bhudeb Mookerjee,® Bhola-
nath Chunder.* Govin Chunder was a proficient linguist, and he
added to this a talent for poetry. (A small volume of English
verses composed by him at an early age received an appreciative
review from Blackwood’s Magazine.) The Calcutta Review for
December 1849, in a critical notice of his poems and those of his
brothers and his cousin Shosee Chunder, singled him out for
special commendation. These early productions of his, with
additions, and others by his two brothers and a nephew, were
published in England in 1870 in a handsome little volume under
the title of The Dutt Family Album. (He married Kshetramoni|
Mitter, daughter of Babu Brindaban Mitter, a son-in-law of the
well-known Dutt family of Hatkhola. She knew the vernacular
well and was well versed in Hindu Mythology, and although at
the time of her marriage her knowledge of English was very
limited, in later years she translated from English into Bengali
a book, The Blood of Jesus, which was published by the Tract
and Book Society of Calcutta. Her philanthropy was well
known, and after her death in 1900 she left a handsome contri-
bution towards the building of the Oxford Mission Church at
Barisal, one of the finest in Bengal,,

Govin Chunder held a high post under the Government of
India and was afterwards promoted to the position of Assistant
Comptroller-General of Accounts, which he soon resigned,
owing to his claims not finding recognition at the hands of
the superior authorities, for at that time they hardly did
justice to the merits of their Bengali subordinates, being
obsessed by the notion that the latter were unwilling to trans-
plant themselves far from their place of birth. But Govin
Chunder was a man of independent spirit, and offered to serve
the Government anywhere they pleased to appoint him. He was

1 Peary Charan was a Senior scholar of the Hindu College. He was
Editor of the Education Gazette, and was for some time a Professor of the
Presidency College, where he distinguished himself as a teacher.

2 Ganendra Mohun Tagore was the first Bengali barrister, and also
Professor of Bengali language and Hindu Law in the University College,
London, from 1860-6.

3 Inspector of Schools in Behar and North Central Divisions, Bengal.

4 Well-known as the author of T'ravels of @ Hindu.
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accordingly transferred to Bombay ; but this not bringing him
the promotion he had been led to expect, he threw up his post
the very same year. Being now free to follow his own inclina-
tions, he devoted himself to the cultivation of letters and to the
prosecution of religious studies. Later in life he was an Honorary
Magistrate and a Justice of the Peace in Calcutta, and was also
made a Fellow of the University. His disposition was gentle,
and his erudition and literary attainments place him in the
front rank of Indian writers of English in those dayg)He became
a Christian,‘together with all his family. As a fulter account
of these conversions to Christianity may be of interest, we quote
the following extract from a letter sent home by Dr. W. S,
Mackay dated Calcutta, 29th June, 1854 : 1

‘ Strange events arc passing around us; and though our
fears exceed our hopes, no man can say what the issue may be.
You may have heard that Rasamoy Dutt is dead ; and you
know that the family had always a leaning towards the
Gosp,el- Na@.(’ LA;- Fi"s ‘J¢~§.

* While attendingxhis father’s burning, the ecldest som,
Kishen, was taken 1ll of fever, and died also after a few days’
illness. The next day, Girish (the youngest son) wrote to
Ogilvy Temple, asking me to go and visit him. I was very
ill at the time, and confined to bed ; so I got Mr. Ewart to
accompany Ogilvy; and they saw nearly all the brothers
together. They conversed with Ewart long and seriously,
and begged him to pray with them, all joining in the Amen.
It gradually came out that their dying brother had a dream
or vision of the other world ; that he professed, not only hig
belief in Christianity, but his desire to be immediately baptized,
and desired me to be sent for. Objections were made to this,
and then he asked them to send for Mr. Wylie. This also was
evaded ; and at last, Girish offered to read the baptismal
gorvice, to put the questions, and to baptize him ; and thus
the youngest brother (himself not yet a Christian) actually
baptized the other in the name of the Father, the Son, and the
Holy Spirit of God ! The dying man then called all his family
around him, and, in the presence of Mr. Naylor, borc dying
testimony to Christ, and besought his family to embrace the
Gospel. It appeared that old Rasamoy himself had been a
careful reader of the Bible, and that he had made all the

1 See pp. 248-50 Vol. II. of the Life of Alexander Duff, D.D., LL.D., by
George Smith, LL.D,
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ladies of the family write out the whole of the Psalms in
Bengalce.

* We found that all the brothers and most of their sons were
50 far belicvers in Christianity that they were making prepara-
tions in their families, getting their affairs in order, and con-
versing with their wives, with a view of coming over to the
Lord in a body—their cousin, Shosee Chunder Dutt, with
them. The wives were willing to remain with their husbands,
but are still firm idolaters. We have had several interviews
with them since of a very intercsting nature, and Lal Behari?
has been particularly useful. . . . If the whole family are
baptized together, you may suppose what an excitement it
will produce ; for, take them all in all, they are the most
distinguished Hindoo family under British rule. Their ideas
of Christian doctrine are vague, but sound on the whole. Their
guide in reading the Bible has been Scott’s Commentary ; and
they seem to acquicsce in his views of the Trinity and Atone-
ment. But alas, our dear friend Wylie hangs between life and
death, and I fear the worst. He went to see the Dutts at my
request on Wednesday week—was eagerly interested—and as
soon as he got home, began a letter to one of them. While
he was writing the fever struck him, and he had to lay down
his pen. The half-finished letter, with a few words added by
Milne, and a note from me, describing the circumstances in
which it was written and Mr. Wylie’s desire that it should be
sent as it was, have all been sent to Girish.’

Dr. Duff writing in October 1854, speaks of the case as

‘ one of the very rarest, if not the rarest that has yet oceurred
in India. The old man,? the father, was the very first of my
native acquaintances. Many a long and earnest talk have
I had with him. From the first he was singularly enlightened
in a general way, and superior to native prejudices. His sons
were wont to come constantly to my house, to discuss the
subjeet of Christianity and borrow books. I need not say how,
in my sore affliction, the tidings of God’s work among them
has tended to let in some reviving beams on the gloom of my
distressed spirit. Intelligence of this sort operates like a real
cordial to the soul, more especially now as I am slowly emerging
from the valley of the shadow of a virtual death. Praise the
Lord, O my Soul !’

1 Dr. Mackay here alludes to the late Rev. Lal Behari Dey, author of
Bengal Peasant Life and Folk T'ules of Bengal.
? Rasamoy Dutt.
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After further instruction all the families were baptized in
Christ Church, Cornwallis Square in 1862.

From private sources we learn that the German missionary,
the Rev. C. Bomwetsch, C.M.S., was also of great spiritual assis-
tance to the Dutts. In a letter from Professor E. B. Cowell ! to
his mother, dated Calcutta, June 26, 1863, we read :

“Dr. Kay is coming to dine with us next Monday, and in the
evening those Hindu converts, the Dutts, are coming to meet
him. You will remember the Dutts and our being sponsors
for two of their children.? We met them at the Bishop’s? at
tea not long since. They are a wealthy family in high position.’

Mrs. Barton, widow of the well-known C.M.S. Missionary, the
Rev. J. Barton, who knew the family intimately in Calcutta
from 1865 to 1870, writes :

‘ They were all Christians and highly respected by their
townspeople. All spoke English well and were educated in
European literature far above the average of other Bengalis
of their generation. These Dutt families were the backbone
and mainstay of the Christian Church and congregation which
was in Cornwallis Square. I am told by Mr. Joseph Welland
that hoe learned from these cducated Dutts, that they always,
even among themselves, made use of all the theological terms
needed, in the English language, even when conversing in
Bengali. Govin Chunder was a delightful man and most
highly educated ; he spoke excellent English, and was an carnest-
minded and religious Christian in faith.’

The wives of the Dutt brothers, though they were baptized at
the same timo as their husbands, were still idolaters at heart.
Govin Chunder refers to this fact in his touching poem in which
he appeals to his wife to follow him in his admiration and worship
of Jesus Christ. We give an extract from this poem which is
entitled ‘ The Hindu Convert to his Wife ’ :

1 Professor Cowell was for some time Principal of the Sanskrit College,
Calcutta, and afterwards Professor of Sanskrit in the University of Cam-
bridge and well known as an Orientalist. He was a friend of the Dutts for
many years.

* The children of Hur Chunder Dutt.

3 Dr. Cotton. See p. 187 of the Life and Lellers of E. B. Cowell, by
George Cowell : Macmillan and Co., London, 1904,



THE DUTT FAMILY 11

Nay, part not so—one moment stay,
Repel me not with scorn.

Like others, wilt thou turn away,
And leave me quite forlorn ?

Wilt thou too join the scoffing crowd,

The cold, the heartless, and the proud,
Who curse the hallowed morn

When, daring idols to disown,

I knelt before the Saviour’s throne ?

1t was not thus, in former hours,
We parted or we met ;

It was not thus, when Love’s young flowers
With hope and joy were wet.

That kindling cheek, averted eye,

That heaving breast and stifled sigh,
Attest thy feelings yet.

It was not thus, reserved and cold,

Like strangers, that we met of old.

In a sonnet Govin Chunder fondly describes his family as
follows :

Most loving is my eldest * and I love him most ;
Almost a man in seeming, yet a child ;

And may it long be thus ! I would not boast ;
But of his age who taller ? less defiled ?

My next, the beauty of our home, is meek ; 2
Not so decp-loving haply, but less wild

Than her dear brother ;—brow and blushing cheek
Her nature show serene, and pure, and mild

As evening's early star. And last of all,?
Puny and elf-like, with dishevelled tresses,

Self-willed and shy, ne’er heeding that I call,
Intent to pay her tenderest addresses

To bird or cat,—but most intelligent,

This is the family which to me is lent.

The companion sonnet which refers to his son Abju shows his

firm trust in a future life. To those who are familiar with

Indian thought and aspirations, a father’s anguish on the
1 Abju, who died July 9, 1865.

2 Aru.
3 The reference is to Toru.
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death of a son iy not surprising; but such anguish, touched
with a Christian’s hope, is indeed an object lesson to all
Indians :
To me is ‘ lent '—was rather—one is gone,
Gone where the ‘ many mansions ’ glorious rise ;
The one most loving, in whose innocent cyes,
As in a mirror, his pure nature shone ;
And I am loft heart-broken and alone
With weary mind to count the weary days.
Oh happy hours ! when dwelt with me minc own ;
Your very memory half my grief allays,
Whispering, what matters if we part awhile ?
Love never dies, and there no parting’s known ;—
The hour approaches, soon the morn must smile,
And I shall stand before the awful throno
With him my loved one, when the ransomed raisc
The never-ending hymn of prayer and praise.

We give here a few other quotations from Govin Chunder’s
poems. Of nearly two hundred pocms in the Dutt Famaly Album
many are written by him. They are mostly didactic in character.
Amongst those more purely descriptive are some containing
beautiful poetic imagery and lessons of morality. His intense
love of nature, imbibed from the inspired writings of Wordsworth,
distinguished him as a fitting disciple of the great English poct.
The reflective poems and sonnets deal with the mysteries of
birth, death, and the after-life, written from the Christian point
of view, and abound in scntiments both truly poetical and pro-
phetic. His vindication of Lord Canning is dictated by his love
of justice and fair-play. We need hardly dwell on the intrinsic
beauty of the ‘ Lines’ which mirror the troubles of his heart and
his pious resignation to the Will of God in bereavement. These
poemas speak for themselves and do not require any cominen-
datory notes.
... We have on earth
No city for continuous stay ;
As children of the second birth
We seek another far away ;
Nor, with our hands upon the plough,
Dare we look back and break our vow.



MRS. GOVIN CHUNDER DUTT
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The following is quoted from a poem addressed to Lord Canning
during the Mutiny of 1857 :

And the next life ? is there not one when God shall judge us all,
The peasant from his cottage and the ruler from his hall ?

Then who shall justified appear, and who shall win the crown ?
The man that strove for duty, or the man that sought renown ?

The following two stanzas are extracted from Lines in a Bible :

I sought for Fame—by day and night
I struggled, that my name might be
Emblazoned forth in types of light,
And wafted o’er the pathless sea.
But sunken cheek and vision dim
Were all I had from that vain whim.

I sought for Wealth—the lust of gold

Sucked my best feelings, seared my heart,
Destroyed those aspirations bold

That formed my nature’s * better part’ ;
And at the last, though seeming fair,
The prize I clutched was empty air.

Mr. and Mrs. Dutt during their latter years became associated
with the Oxford Mission to Caleutta, which more than any other
Mission carries on Dr. Duff’s ideal, though on different lines.
In concluding our account of Govin Chunder, we refer the reader
to a letter written by the late Mlle Bader to Toru’s English
friend, Miss Mary E. R. Martin, who corresponded with Mr. Dutt
after his daughter’s death, till his own death on Good Friday,
1884, Both these friends shared in the great privilege of com-
forting a heart bruised by sorrow.

The following is the letter translated from the French :

Paris, rue de Babylone, 62,
May 30, 1884.

Dear MapemoiserLne,—There are strange coincidences in
life. The day before yesterday, when you were writing to me,
I was reading over again the letters which you did me the
honour of addressing to me in 1880. I found them in the
great heap of letters received from our poor Calcutta friends,
letters which I was reading over again with deep emotion
since receiving the Indian mail which brought me the dreadful
news. Without ever having seen Babu Govin Chunder Dutt,
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I rogarded him as one of my dearest friends. The father of
our dear Toru Dutt had a deep affection for me, and this, he
used to say, mado him always associate my name with his
daughtor’s memory. His groat soul, warm heart, and high
mind, revoaled themselves strongly in his letters, and above
all, his firm and valiant faith, which on his death-bed was the
support of his last moments as it had been during his life.
The Attorney-at-Law,! who in Mrs. Dutt’s name wrote to
announce our friend’s death, deseribed with eloquent brevity
the religious beauty of that supreme moment: ‘A word or
two, indicative of firm trust in God, an assurance, twite
ropeated, that he departed in charity with all, and everything
was over.” You are right, dear Mademoiselle, he is happy,
happy in having at last rejoined the dear and well-beloved
children whom he was longing with such courageous patience
to see again. In endcavouring to console his widow, I could
only quote from himself the beautiful words of resignation
found in his letters. It seemed that thus she might hear again
the beloved voice, for ever silenced on earth. . . . May the
memory of our dear Calcutta friends now passed away form
a link between us, dear Mademoiselle.  'With my best sympathy,
. CLARISSE BADER.

/

The life of Govin Chunder Dutt and the history of the Dutt
family would be incomplete without a brief reference to the
careers of the other members of hig family. Hur Chunder his
fourth brother and Girish Chunder his youngest brother shared
his inheritance of literary taste and his poetic gifts. Hur Chun-
der was a regular contributor to the pages of the Bengal Magazine
and the author of two beautiful works entitled Writings, Spiritual,
Moral and Poetic and Heart Experience or Thoughts for Each Day
of the Month. Girish Chunder’s best work is his Cherry Blossoms.
Having been the chief instrument in bringing the whole Dutt
family within the fold of Christianity, the name of Abraham was
bestowed on him by his niece, Toru. Mrs. Barton has written
a few lines from her recollections, for the present memoir, which
bear testimony to the literary and spiritual attainments of both
Mr. and Mrs, Girish Chunder Dutt. ‘Girish Babu was such
a cultivated man, and taught his wife both French and German.
One day Mr. Barton called and found them both reading Schiller,

1 Mr. N. C. Bose, a second cousin of Toru—the well-known attorney-
at-law of the Calcutta High Court.
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Girish Babu said ¢ God has denied us children, so these are our
children . And, turning to his wife he said, ‘ Show Mr. Barton
how many of these classics we have read.”” She got up shyly and
ran her fingers along a shelf containing twelve or twenty
volumes.’

The cousin of Govin Chunder, the ‘ estimable > Rai Shosee
Chunder Dutt Bahadur, was a voluminous writer in English.
He continued to be a voracious reader almost to the last moment
of his life. His Historical Studies are his best-known work. Of his
minor works, The Reminiscences of a Kerani’s Life are the most
interesting. Shosee Chunder’s work bears the impress of an
original and independent mind. His  Vision of Sumeru’ and
‘ My Native Land ’* are two of his best poems. Mr. J. N. Gupta
tells us in his Infe and Work of Romesh Chunder Dutt that ‘ the
success of Shosee Chunder as a writer lay, said the Indian Echo,
in the extreme ease and felicity of his style, directness of narra-
tive, brilliant anecdote, quiet humour, and chaste sentiment ’.
His services for thirty-four years as Head Assistant in the
Bengal Secretariat were recognized by successive Lieutenant-
Governors. On his retirement the title of Ra: Bahadur was
conferred on him, a mark of distinction bestowed in those days
only on the most distinguished men.

Omesh Chunder Dutt, also well known as a French and German
scholar, was a nephew of Govin Chunder. He wrote original
verses in English and made metrical translations from some
of the French and German poets. The major portion of the
poems in the Dutt Family Album is his work.

The literary mantle of the Dutt family latterly fell on the
shoulders of Mr. Romesh Chunder Dutt, C.1.E., one of the ablest
members of the Indian Civil Service, and also one of the greatest
administrators that Bengal has ever produced. His literary
abilities were unquestionably of a very high order. Romesh
Chunder’s first Bengali novel Banga-Bijeta, a tale of the times of
Akbar ; Madhavi-Kankan, which he afterwards translated into
English under the title of The Slave Girl of Agra; Rajput Jivan-
Sandhya ; and two social novels Sonsar and Somaj, the first
of which he translated into English as The Lake of Palms:—
all these works have passed through several editions in Bengali,
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and all combine to place him in the front rank of Indian novelists.
In consequence of the love he bore to his mother tongue, he was
reluctant to accede to entreaties to translate his works into
English, although he was as facile with his pen in English as in
Sanskrit and Bengali. His translation of the Rig Veda into
Bengali, and those invaluable works, The History of Civilization
in Ancient India, The Literature of Bengal (in English), besides
his translations from the Ramayana and the Mahabharata into
English verse forming part of the published collection of the
Temple Classics, afford evidence of the spirit of research into
ancient literature which pervades his later writings.

Enough has heen said to show that the Dutts of Rambagan
far excelled the other aristocratic families of Bengal in their
intelligence and literary culture. They did not share in the
general belief that English education served only to undermine
the deep-rooted ancient faiths and the ideals of life cherished
by the Indian people ; they saw in it the hope of a new intellec-
tual life and a means of gradually uplifting the whole nation,
Poetry secemed to be as natural to them as song to birds,
Indeed, it was a happy expression of Professor Richardson’s
when he styled them ‘ The Rambagan nest of singing-birds °.

The following is not a complete genealogy of the Dutt
family, but it shows the connexion between Toru and Romesh
Chunder Dutt, the two members of the family best known to
the English reading public :

Nilmoni
| I O
Ra.sTmoy Harish Pitamber
PSS S e e N By
Kishen  Koilash Govin ur  Girish Ishan Shosee

;‘ ROMESH

|
Al|>ju Aru TOIRU LTy



CHAPTER 1II

EARLY LIFE, VISIT TO EUROPE, AND
PREPARATION FOR A CAREER

Toru, the youngest of the three children of Mr. and
Mrs. Govin Chunder Dutt, was born in her father’s house in
Rambagan, 12, Manicktollah Strect, inthe very heart of Calcutta,
on the 4th of March, 1856. ‘ The childhood shows the man,
as morning shows the day ’ is peculiarly true in her case. The
intelligence shown in her early years, while going through the
alphabet and the rudimentary parts of education under the
eyes of her loving father, foreshadowed her astonishing literary
achievernent. Her mother cxercised great influence over the
formation of her children’s characters, and the old songs and
storieg of the country recited by her had an irresistible attrac-
tion for Toru and fired her youthful imagination. At the same
time Mrs., Dutt inspired in her heart a deep reverence for
Christ. The glimpses wo get of Toru in those early years
gave promise of those Christian graces with which she became
80 richly endowed in after life. The intense reality of religion
to children is not always appreciated. The following anecdote
brings us face to face with one of the difficult problems of
Christian ethics : When Toru was five years old, one day
as they were playing together, her elder sister Aru said to her,
‘ You are a Christian, are you not ? It is written in the Bible
that, if any one smites you on one cheek, you must turn the
other also. Now, supposing any one struck you on one
cheek, would you be able to turn the other to him ?’ Toru
replied, ¢ Yes, I should.” Aru immediately gave Toru a hard
smack on her cheek, Toru burst out crying, but did not
retaliate.

As the young Dutts grew older, the seeds of education bore
an abundant harvest, and later on, their studies were continued
under the care of Babu Shib Chunder Bannerjea, an elderly
man of exemplary Christian piety and character, who enjoyed

c
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the love and confidence of his pupils. Toru, in describing her
recollections of these early days, says :

‘ He used to teach us English when we were quite young. As
children, we were very fond of him ; and older, that affection
grew, mixed with esteem. Ile was gentle, yet so firm, during
lessons. He is such a truly Christian man and sympathizes in
all our joys and sorrows. How we used to try and wile away
lesson time, by chatting, talking about trifles! But he never
allowed us to chat long. We used, I remember, to ask one by
one about the health of every one engaged in the Financial
Department. How interested and anxious we used to get all
at once, about Mr. So-and-so’s doings, health, and affairs. We
used to read Milton with him latterly ; we read Paradise Lost
over and over so many times that we had the first book and
part of the second book by heart.’

Here were two Bengali sisters deep in the beauties of Paradise
Lost, and appreciating its wealth of imagery ‘ far more com-
pletely than do most English girls of seventeen ’.* Toru learnt
the art of singing under the care of a European singing mistress,
Mrs. Sinaes, and soon grew proficient in it.

Toru’s early years were spent in Caleutta and in the country
house at Baugmaree—an extensive garden in the suburbs of
Calcutta, covering many acres of land and shaded by fruit-
trees and having in the centre a comfortable and spacious
house, a perfect place for repose and a fitting place for poets.
In after life Toru Dutt deseribed the country house and its
surrounding garden in a beautiful sonnet. It was the delight
of Toru’s childhood to spend her holidays there and to shave
rural sports with her brother and sister.

The photograph facing this page represents Abju standing
between the two sisters. Toru, somewhat short for her age,
hardly coming up to Aru’s shoulders, is gazing with all her
might at the camera.

In 1868, the family went by sea to Bombay, in one of the
Peninsular and Oriental Company’s steamers, there being no
railway in those days between the two cities. They returned
to Calcutta in 1864,

On July 9, 1865, Toru’s brother Abju died at the age of

1 The Englishwoman in India, by Maud Diver.
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fourteen years, and the two sisters were then left the only
hope and solace of the bereaved parents. Mr. Dutt never left
his daughters, taking them always with him, either to the city
house in Rambagan or to the country residence at Baugmaree.
This continued till 1869, when he decided on taking his wife
and daughters to Europe. They were, in fact, the first Bengali
ladies to visit Europe. Mr. Dutt and his family landed at
Marseilles and spent a few months in the south of France,
at Nice, where Toru and her sister went to school, at a French
pensionnat. This was the only school to which they ever went,
and there was laid the foundation of that proficiency in the
French language which afterwards distinguished the younger
sister. At Nice they stayed at the Hotel Helvétique. Toru
at this time wrote a letter to a young cousin, Arun Chunder
Dutt,! in Caleutta, describing her experiences during their stay
at Nice.

Hotel Helvétique,
Rue de France, Nice.
March 7, 1870.

My pEAR ARUN,—I received with gladness your letter of
the 8th Febrnary yesterday evening as wo were dining. I knew
it was your letter before I opened it, for in one corner of the
envelope I saw your initials,

When the letter arrived we were dining at the ‘ table d’héte ’,
as I said before, and two musicians were playing on a harp
and a violin in the room, to give us a bon appetit. This is the
French way. We went to see the ‘Carnival’ here ; that is, the
people wear masks, and colour themselves, and throw bonbons
at people, and are very merry just before Lent, for in Lent
they are kept very strict, being Catholies, and they want to
be very jolly just before Lent. Mr. Elliott said to Papa, that
he must take us to see the Carnival, and Mr. Elliott said he
would wait on the Terrace to take care of us.

1 He afterwards graduated from Corpus Christi College, Cambridge,
and spent the remainder of his life in England, where he married, dying
in January, 1912, at Hull, where he was a well-known and respected member
of the medical profession.

o2
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The roads were very muddy, and Mamma, Aru, Papa and
myself walked a little, which made our clothes a little dirty.
Papa hired a carriage; it was a very bad and broken one,
I think the worst that can be had in Nice (for almost all the
hired carriages here are as good as the best in Calcutta). We
went in the carriage and it rolled on ; Mamma said the cover
of it was going to fall off (horrible idea), for then we will be
very much pelted with bonbons. Papa said, * Just wait a few
minutes and you will see the cover and the windows and doors
come off and lie in the street.” At last we went on the Terrace
without such mishaps as were predicted by Papa. Mamma and
Papa waited in the carriage, and we went with Mr. Elliott to
see the Carnival on the Terrace, There were crowds of people
on the Terrace, and we stood upon chairs to sce the Carnival
pass. They threw lots of bonbons, and the spectators threw
at them too. There were crowds of people and soldiers below
the Terrace too. The soldiers to keep order, and there were
other soldiers who played on the trumpet and drum and other
musical instruments. We came back to our hotel and saw
that many people, who lived in our hotel, had also dressed
themselves in character at the Carnival ; some of them tried
to throw bonbons at our window, but did not succced, we
were very high on the third storey. Madame Lahuppe, the
doctor’s wife, is very fond of us; she does not know English,
only French, and she makes me talk to her in French, and be
it ever so bad, cncourages me, saying ¢ Trés bien .

We have found many friends here, among whom are many
Englishmen. We went to-day to a shop of curiosities in mosaic
woodwork, and bought some fine books and other things.

We do not go to the school now, we have left it, and we
read French with Madame Schwayer, Papa’s French teacher.

We go to take long walks on the ‘ Promenade des Anglais ’.
Aru had recovered, but is ill again. We are all well except
Aru. And now, my dear cousin, I have come to the end of
my paper, so I must close it. Please kindly show this letter
to Omesh Baboo. I hope all of you are in good health,—
Yours very affectionately,

Toru Durr.
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Mrs. Barton furnishes us with the following information
about the education of the two sisters and their days in France :
Q They [the parents] were determined to give their two
clever girls the best possible education. They took advantago
of our cscort to come to Europe that winter, as we were return-
ing home. By my husband’s adviee, they came with us to Nice,
where my parents were then living, and the Dutts spent three or
four months there, if I remember aright. We introduced them
to several residents at Nice, and they all soon learnt French.’

The anccdote that follows is also obtained from tho same
source :

‘ Their knowledge of history and of art was extraordinary,
all taught them by their father. I remember once day we took
them all four to Canon Childer’s house at Nice, to introduce
them there, before we left ourselves. On the table stood
a good-sized bronze reproduction of the ““ Dying Gladiator ™.
Mr. Barton (or their father) touched it and looking at the two
girls said, ““ Do you know who that is 2”7 Without a moment’s
hesitation both said, ““ It must be the * Dying Gladiator*!”
We were astounded, for they could only know it from books
and had never been to Rome. I never saw such a bronze or
marble in India, and I am sure they had not.’

England at that date had little to offer to young travellers
from forcign countries, and the Higher Education of Women
had hardly begun. It was perhaps a period in which the
insularity of Britain was most marked. We are not surprised
to read that I'rance, the France of the Second Empire, had
much more to teach the Dutt sisters and left decper and more
fruitful impressions on their minds. ‘One would like to have
fuller details’, says M. James Darmesteter, ‘of their brief
gsojourn in France, which had a wonderful influence on the
ideas and imagination of Toru. Irench became her favourite
language and France the country of hor election.’?

"After several months Mr. Dutt went to Paris with his family,
Twenty-five hours of continous railway travel had so com-
pletely exhausted his companions that he resolved to make
some stay in what he has called ‘ the capital of the World—

1 Essais de Littérature Anglaise, p. 271,
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for Paris is indeed, gainsay it who will, the greatest of all
cities in point of beauty, comfort, climate, and cleanliness,
taken all in all >. After a prolonged stay in Paris, they started
for England, via Boulogne, in the spring of 1870. Mr. Dutt
determined this time to travel in a more leisurely way.
Boulogne, too, was a place worth stopping at for a while;
a quaint old place, of which Thackeray wrote so often.

When they arrived at Boulogne—in Mr. Dutt’s words—‘ on
the one hand it appeared such a wretched little maritime town
with houses apparently built for sailors only, and on the other
hand, the sky scemed so cloudless, the sun so bright, and the
sca 80 calm, that it was unanimously resolved not to delay
there a moment, but to cross over at once to England, and take
the train at Folkestone for London.” On arriving in London
they stayed at the Charing Cross Hotel, and afterwards took
a furnished house at Brompton. I was hore that Toru began
to develop a taste for translating poetry and later wrote poetry
Lerself,  MiR-€—Dutt;who wasg then in Lngland préparing
for the Competitive Civil Service Examination, describes the
times spent with his relatives: ‘It is ncedless to say that
I often visited them there, and spent many pleasant hours
with my young cousins. Literary work and religious studies
were still the sole occupation of Govin Chunder and his family,
and they made the acquaintance of many pious Christians.’

In London they knew Sir (then Mr.) George Macfarren, and
his wife was their singing mistress. Sir Bartle Frere ! and his
family they also knew very well, and ‘ many a merry day did
Aru and I pass with them at Wimbledon’. Another friend
the Dutts knew very well by correspondence was the Chevalier
de Chitelain, a friend of Victor Hugo, and a well-known
translator of several of Shakespeare’s plays and Chaucer’s
Canterbury Tales.

In 1870, The Dutt Famaly Album was published by Messrs.
Longmans, Green and Co., with the following preface :

‘ The writers of the following pages are aware that bad
poetry is intolerable, and that mediocre poetry deserves perhaps

1 Sir Henry Bartle Edward Frere, Governor of Bombay from April
1862 to March 1867,
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even a harsher epithet. There is a glut of both in the market,.
But they venture on publication, not because they think their
verses good, but in the hope that their book will be regarded,
in some respeets, as a curiosity. They are foreigners, natives
of India, of different ages, and in different walks of life, yet of
one family, in whom the ties of blood-relationship have been
drawn closer by the holy bond of Christian brotherhood. As
foreigners educated out of England, they solicit the indulgence
of British critics to poems which on these grounds alone may,
it 1s hoped, have some title to their attention.’

Mr, R. C. Dutt wrote: ‘ When the Dutt Family Album came
out, Govin Chunder presented mo with a copy, marked out
the poems which were his own, and read, almost with tears in
his eyes, the verses he had written on his deceased son.’

The sisters passed their days happily in London in reading
books and in intercourse with earnest-minded Christians. Of
Toru her father wrote: ‘She had read more, probably also
thought more, and the clder sister generally appeared to follow
the lead of the younger ; so that I have often been asked by
strangers, which of the two is Miss Dutt ? . . . It secmed
perfectly natural to Aru to fall in the background in the presence
of her sister. The love between them was always perfect.’

In another place he says?:

* Let me recount two scraps of conversation out of a hundred
that come crowding into my memory. The scene is in London,
and not very long after our arrival there.

‘G. C. Dutt. *“ Isay, Aru, you wanted much to 8€o Lord L.2
when in Calcutta. Here is Lord L. as our visitor.” Lord L.
*“Did you want to see me—well! and what do you see?
(rather pathetically)—an old, broken, weary man. What book
i8 that you have n Imnd 2" Aru. “ One of Miss Mulock’s
novels, John Halifax.” Lord L. * Ah'! you should not read
novels too much, you should read histories.” No answer from
Aru, Toru answering for her sister. * We like to read novels.”
Lord L. ** Why ! ” Toru (smiling). ** Because novels are true,
and histories are false.””’ T o
AC fustones are !

With regard to the latter part of this conversation, Mlle Bader

1 See The Sheaf gleaned in French Fields, Calcutta edition.
3 According to surviving members of the Dutt family this refers to

Lord Lawrence, Viceroy of India 1864-9.
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observes in the memoir prefixed to Toru’s Le Journal de
Mlle & Arvers : ¢ Toru Dutt, in replying with such a paradox,
proved a true daughter of this poetical Hindu race who prefer
Logend to History.’

Another conversation is quoted as having taken placo
between Sir dward Ryan ! and the sisters :

*Aru. 1 often wish, Sir Edward, we had made your
acquaintance some years ago.”  Suw Fdward. ** Why ? 7
Aru  (hesitating). “ Well ! Toru (taking up the word).
“ Because then you could have introduced us—that is Aru’s
thought, I amn sure—to Mr. Justice Talfourd, the author of Ion.”
Sir Kdward. ** Ah yes! I should have been so happy ;s Ion
was played at his house, and there was such a literary company.
Tverybody of any note in London. DBut how do you kuow
I was a friend of Talfourd 2  Toru. “ He mentions you in
Ion, in the preface, and speaks of your walks together, when
life was young, between Ross and Monmouth, or in the deep
winding valleys indenting the tableland above Church Stretton,
“or haply by moonlight '—those are his words, I think—*in
the churchyard of Ross’.” Sir Edward. *“ Ah, yes, yes.”
Toru. ** And he mentions you again in his Vacation Rambles,
when he met you on the continent quite by chance.”  Sar
Edward. *“ Ah, yes (looking pleased), yes, you scem to have
read a great deal.””’

Both sisters had been assiduous novel-readers.

¢ It was ever thus’, wrote Mr. Dutt, ‘ that Aru walked under
Toru’s protection and guidance. The fostering wing of the
younger was stretched forth hom earliest childhood to protect
the more gontle élder sister.” With touching pride in her
achievements, Mr. Dutt delights to acknowledge her superi-
ority, laying asido the authority of a father, and deferring
to her judgement as one scholar to another. He writes:

‘ Not the least remarkable trait of Toru’s mind was her
wonderful memory. $She could repeat almost every piece she

t Sir Edward Ryan was Chief Justice of the Supreme Court, Calcutta,
from 1833 to 1843, when he retired. He became a Member of the Judicial
Committee of the Privy Council, 1843, and Vice-chancellor of the Umvemty
of London, June 1871 to June 1872.
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translated by heart, and whenever there was a hitch, it was
only necessary to repeat a line of the translation, to put an
end to it, and draw out of her lips the whole original poem in
its entireness. I have already said, she read much : she read
rapidly too, but she never slurred over a difficulty when she
was reading.  Dictionaries, lexicons, and encyclopaedias of
all kinds were consulted until it was solved, and a note taken
afterwards ; the consequence was that explanations of hard
words and phrascs imprinted themselves, as it were, in her
brain, and whenever we had a dispute about the signification
of any cxpression or sentence i Sanskrit, or French, or German,
in seven or eight cases out of ten, she would prove to be right.
Sometimes 1 was so sure of my ground, that I would say,
“ Well, let us lay a wager 7. Thoe wager was ordinarily a rupee.
But when the authorities were consulted, she was almost always
the winner. It was curious and very pleasant for me to watch
her when she lost.  Tirst o bright smile, then thin fingers patting
my grizzled cheeck, then perhaps some quotation {rom
Mrs. Barrett Browning, her favourite poctess, like this : *“ Ah,
my gossip, you are older, and more learned, and a man ”’, or
some similar pleasantry.’

Here are some more personal recolleetions by Mr. Dutt
in the Bengal Mugazine, July 1878, of the time when he
and his daughters were all on their way to Sir Edward
Ryan’s.

‘Very pleasant is the journey from Onslow Square. Past
Holland House with its glorious reminiscences of Lord and
Lady Holland, and Sydney Smith, Macaulay, and Rogers.
One beloved child says she had seen the very snuffbox which
Napoleon gave Lady Holland—at the British Museum, a few
days ago—and repcats, in her sweet soft voice, the verses
which Byron ridiculed, and which Archdeacon Wrangham
translated into Latin so beautifully :

Lady ! reject the gift, "tis tinged with gore,
These crimson spots a dreadful tale relate.
It has been grasped by an infernal power
And by that hand which sealed young Enghien’s fate.

Lady ! reject the gift—heneath its lid
Discord and slaughter and relentless War,
With every plague for wretched man—Ilie hid,

Let not these loosc to range the world afar.
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Think on that pile, to Addison so dear,

Where Sully feasted, and where Rogers’ song
Still flings its music on the festal air,

And gently leads each Musc and Grace along.

* Aud another beloved child pulls her father by the sleeve
with “Won’t they let us see lolland House, if we stop a
moment 2"’ Then on, along the road through fields of cabbages
and turnips and mangel-wurzel until : * Here we are—Addison
Road—this must be 1t.”” * Not at home. Sir Edward Ryan
has gone out.” * Ah, what a pity ! Lect us leave our cards—
we shall call again.”

* Next day, just as wo had done our breakfast, rat-lat-tat
goes the knocker. Sir Edward. * I am so sorry I missed you
yesterday. You must come again. Will you now come with
me in my carriage and see my oftice, the place where the Civil
Service candidates are examined ? Would you like to sec the
Duke, the Secretary of State for India ? Not to-day ? Well,
never mind ; but I shall expect to sec you at my house very
soon.” Then long conversation about old times and Indian
friends—and then Sir Kdward takes his leave.

* A few days after we are in Addison Road again. Sir Edward
Ryan iy at home and we have a warm welcome. In the
vestibule there is a beautiful marble bust of Dwarkanath
Tagore. There is an exact copy of this bust in the Town Hall
at Calcutta. In the dining-room there is an engraving of
Rasamoy Dutt, from the painting by Charles Grant ; an oil-
painting of Lord Macaulay—the hair combed back, thick,
bushy, Walter-Scott-like cyebrows—and a portrait of Lord
Auckland. ** But you must come and see my library first.”
So we moved onwards out of the dining-room.

‘I think it is Sir John William Kaye, the historian of the
Afghan War and the great champion of the late East India
Company, who said in an essay in the Cornhill Magazine that
he had never seen any place more suitably fitted up for the
work of a literary man than the library of Lord Macaulay.
Was Sir Edward Ryan’s library fitted up in imitation of that
of his friend, the great historian ? I do not know, perhaps it
was ; certainly it looked a paradise for a literary man. A table
near the window—large, clean, free from litter, with a few
bundles tied in red tape upon it ; another table opposite, with
sundry articles thereon, which we did not notice at first, but
which were afterwards shown to us by the owner. Book-cases
all round the walls rising up to the ceiling, filled with books,
and on the top of them, rolled up inside wooden frames, maps
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which when pulled out would cover and conceal the book-cases
and form a sort of geographical tapestry. One or two globes
and telescopes, I think. Not many picturcs, one only I remem-
ber—an oil-painting of Mr. Babbage (of the calculating machine),
who was a relative of Sir Edward Ryan. Glancing over the
books I thought the collection complete. Not a history, not
u poem, not a novel of any celebrity, wanting ; and the whole
so beautifully arranged. Sir Bdward Ryan let us look at his
books for some time. There were many presentation copies
from recent authors, living and dead. A copy of Henry Sumner
Maine’s Village Communaties was open on a small table in
a corner. Sir Edward Ryan, who had evidently been reading
it very recently, spoke very highly of it. Then he took us to
the table with the mysterious objects to which I have already
made a reference. What do you think they were ? Masks,
a erown, daggers, a sword, false beards, periwigs, and all the
small paraphernalia of the stage. There had been amateur
theatricals in the house lately. Sir Edward was always stage-
struck when in Caleutta, and was one of the warmest patrons
of the Chowringhee and Sans Souci theatres, though 1 do not
know that he cver acted himself. Perhaps the office of Chicef
Justice which he held was the obstacle in his way. Members
of the Board of Revenue, like H. M. Parker, or Secretarics
thereof, like Henry Torrens, might wear the buskin—but
a Chief Justice! He put on one of the masks and donned the
crown, to the great amusement of my young ladies. *‘ Had they
been to any of the London theatres yet 277 “ Yes.” “ Where
had they been?” * Drury Lane, the Queen’s, the Gaiety,
Covent Garden.” ‘“ Well, and what had they seen ? " ** Shake-
speare’s Midsummer Night's Dream.” *‘ Ah, that was very
good ; it had been got up magnificently. What else?”
" Amy Robsart.” ** Ah, had they seen Amy Robsart at Drury
Lane ? I was just going to recommend you to take them there.
Sir Walter Scott’s plot has been altered—1I cannot say for the
better. It is Varney who falls through the trapdoor and not
Amy. Did you enjoy it ?” * Yes, Sir Kdward, we enjoyed
it immensely.”’” Then there was talk of Talfourd and Dickens,
and Thackeray, and what not besides. ‘‘ You at least know "—
to the youngest lady in the room—"' that Talfourd was a friend
of my youth. Dickens I knew.” * Yes, he dedicated Pickwick
to Talfourd, and as Talfourd was so much your friend, we
thought you must have known him also.” * Oh yes, I knew
him, but Thackeray was a very intimate friecnd.” *‘ Thackeray
was born in Calcutta and was a relative of Mr. Ritchie, our
Advocate-General in Calcutta.” * Do you know Thackeray’s
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daughters ? they are living in your neighbourhood ? * “‘ No.”
[We did not then. But afterwards we made the acquaintance
of Miss Thackeray at the house of the Master? of Trinity College
in Cambridge.] *“ Which of Thackeray’s novels do-you like
best 2 * Oh, Esmond, of course.” ‘ Which do you like ? ”
“ Pendennis.” ‘‘ Pendennis is the most popular novel. DBut
surely Esmond is far superior as a work of art.” ‘I think
it is the best novel that cver was written—Dbetter than the
best of Scott’s—and that surcly is high praise.” ** Ah, you
aro young, you will modify that opinion by-and-by—but
Thackeray himsclf considerced it his best work, and Trollope,
no mean judge, thinks very, very highly of it. Have you
read The Small House at Allington ? ” ** Oh yes, and I like it
very much. There is nothing sensational in Trollope, that is
what I like best in himn. His novels are so like ordinary life.”
“ I that praise or censure 2’ ““ Well, that is as you take it ;
ordinary life is dull and insipid often, so are the novels of
Trollope; sensational stories ean only please the young.” ““And
what arc you ? are you not young? I consider your father quite
a young man. I have seen him when he was younger than you
are now. I have got the silver vase still, which you students
of the Hindoo Collego gave me when I came away from India.”
Some of the ladies in the house, Sir Edward Ryan’s daughters,
having taken entire possession of my womenkind, Sir Edward
and I had some conversation on serious subjects—religion,
social progress in India, Civil Service Examinations, and the
like. He was surprised that myself and all my brothers had
become Christians.  *“ Prosono Coomar Tagore’s son too”, he
added thoughtfully ; ““as to social progress”, he continued,
‘“ you have brought such evidence with you, that I can hardly
believe my own senscs. It is a very great credit.”’

Toru was very fond of children, and wrote a charactoristic
Bengali letter from Brompton, London, on September 26,
1870, to a little cousin in Calcutta. It also shows the poor
knowledge she had of her mother tongue, even to tho extent
of mis-spelling her own name.

1 Dr. Thompson.
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The following letters were sent from the same address to Arun
Chunder and another cousin in Calcutta.

No. 9, Sydney Place,
Onslow Square,
Brompton, London,
October 7, 1870,

My pEAR ARUN,—I was very glad to receive your letter,
but very sorry to answer it, for, really there is great dearth of
news. I had not been able to go out for nearly two weeks, on
account of having got a rather bad sprain in my foot. I am
now quite well.

We have now hired a new house, and came to it on Tuesday
night. It belongs to Mrs. Murray, who, now being married to
the clergyman of our Church, is very glad to let it. Itisa very
nice little house, not as large as our other house was. Wo
have no piano in this house, so Papa is going to-day to
hire one. .

The cat which we brought from the Square is still with us,
and the kitten is very playful now.

Does Mrs, Sinaes come to teach Saccoon?! And if she does,
what piece is she learning now ? I suppose by this time she
has finished Hamilton’s Instructions.

You ask when we are coming back, When Plato’s year
comes round, eh ? But really I know as much about that
subject as you do, We will go back some day, or perhaps we
shall not go back any more, for man proposes, but God
disposes.

May God keep us all in His holy keeping, and bless us,

My love to you, and my respects to my uncles and aunts,—

Yours very affectionately, Toru Durt

November 38, 1870,
My peAR ArRUN,—I have just come in from my walk, that
is, from my six turns in the Square. It is densely foggy and
cold to-day. We went to the Mildmay Park conference. We

1 A sister of Arun,
D
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heard Saphir, who is the translator of Auberlen from the
German, deliver a speech, He spoke English very well. When
coming out of the Hall we saw a Highlander standing near the
entrance. Mrs. Barton was here to-day with Arthur, and her
brother, Mr. Elliott, a Punjab Civil Servant.

The trees are now quite bare, except a few. The square
looks quite desolate with the naked trees. We see robins
every day when we go to the square, hopping about the ground,
or sitting on the bare trees. They are very pretty little birds,
as you know.

We are now reading Extraits Choisis with Mrs. Lawless.!

How is Saccoon getting on with Signor Nicolini ? We are
getting on capitally with Mr. Pauer. I am now learning with
him Schmetterlinge or Butterflies. It is a very pretty and easy
piece. Aru is learning a Sonata by Mozart, edited and revised
by Mr. Pauer.

Mrs., Macfarren, our singing governess, is coming to-morrow.
She has a beautiful contralto voice. We are now learning to
sing a duet ‘ Hame never cam He’, a very pretty and touching
Scoteh song. Aru is learning for a solo, ¢ Sunbeams of Summer,’
and I am learning ‘ My soul to God, my heart to thee ’, a very
pretty French song. I have now exhausted my news-bag, so

adieu.—Yours very affectionately,
Toru Durr.

November 22, 1870.

My pear CousiN,—I have hardly time to write any letter,
as our time is entirely given up to study. First we practise on
the piano from seven to half-past seven, when we have our
breakfast, then we have our Bible reading. It is generally
over at half-past eight. Then we practise again on the piano
till half-past nine. After that I read The Times, for I take
a great interest in the War, and I am sure I know more about
it than you do. At ten, Mrs. Lawless comes. She goes away
at half-past three. Then we generally read with papa at four,

! Toru Dutt’s governess, a lady of birth.
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and on Fridays, Mrs. Macfarren comes to teach singing, and on
Mondays we go to have our musie lessons from Mr. Pauer.
We then practise again on the piano.

We are going to meet Dean Alford at dinner at Mr. Bullock’s,
who is his son-in-law,

We want to speak French more fluently than we do, and for
this purpose we speak in French with our servant, who is an
Italian, and knows French very well. I hope to speak-it much
better than I do, in a few months. -

I am now learning with Mr. Pauer Souvenir de Collonges
and Schmetterlinge No. I. I have learnt No. II, and am
going to learn No. III.

I think my letter will be worse than yours. I have given
all the news I could muster to ma cousine, and I cannot think
of anything to write to you.

I hope that England may not embroil itself in a war. The
Times of to-day says that Russia’s intentions are very pacific.

There is something the matter with our bath again. Mamma
went to sce to it, but it was nothing.

We have taught Isabella to cook some Indian dishes, and
on our table, with mutton cutlets and roly-poly, comes up
hot Kuchooree or cabbage Churchuree or ambole of eels, Isn’t
this nice ?

My love to all of you. Hoping you are all well,—Yours very
affectionately,

Toru Durr.
To Omesh C. Dutt, Esq.

December 11, 1870.

My pear CousiN,—I did not yawn while reading your
letter as you predicted ; on the contrary, like Dr. Johnson
after reading Robinson Crusoe, I wished it were longer.

We had a great deal of snow on Monday and Thursday last.
On Monday we went to Mr. Pauer’s to take our music lessons.
The streets and the front steps of our house were o0 slippery
from the snow that at the outset I got a fall on the doorsteps
in the snow. Was not this pleasant ? In this cold weather

D 2
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too ? On Thursday I got another fall in the snow. But,
oxcluding the falls that I got, it was very pleasant (though I am
sure Papa did not think so) walking on the snow. It was very
funny to see the street boys snow-balling one another, first in
play, and then in real earnest, many a foot-passenger getting
his share of the snow-balls. We too made some snow-balls,
Our balcony was quite white with the snow. We threw our
snow-balls at Mamma’s conservatory, or at the chimney—not
having anything better to throw them at !

You ask why we do not go to any theatre. Well, we are
going to the Drury Lane Theatre next Wednesday to see
Amy Robsart acted. I am sure we shall enjoy it very
much.

Tt is sure, as you say, that the Rev. Mr. has long passed
the noon of life. His now wife has long passed hers too. You
ask if she is pretty. Well, she is what English people call sweet-
looking, and what I consider plain enough. We did not go to
church to-day, for the newly-married Reverend gent holds
forth so long, that he realizes what that hymn says :

Where congregations ne’er break up
And sermons never end.

We are now reading with papa Shakespeare’s Midsummer
Night's Dream. We have finished Waverley. 1 like Ferguns
MacIvor so very much. I like Evan Dhu too. Waverley is
all very good for a hero, but he is rather too sentimental.
Is not he ?

You seem to be quite a Republican, and very much against
the Emperor. I am not, though. The Evening Standard calls
Gambetta, Shambetta, for generally all his news about French
vietories are fabulous, I will give you a pun of Shirley Brooks
in lieu of the bon-mot of the Pope. What is the difference
between a certain agile animal of the Alps and the present
war ? Do you give it up ? Because the one is a Chamois
(Sham war) and the other a real war.

I am learning with Mr. Pauer a piece called Miuthenbliithen
No. III, Tt is very pretty, soft, and melancholy, We are
learning to sing the duet ‘ I know a Bank * with Mrs, Macfarren,
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‘I am very glad that you like the Dutt Family Album’s
exterior. . . .

My dear cousin, I think I must stop here, for I have had
my lunch just now, and it is not very pleasant t6 do anything
after one has had a very good repast.

I must apologize if my letter is dull, but I hope you will
not find it so, My love to all of you and my respects to my
aunt. May God guard us from all kinds of danger and sin !—
Yours very affectionately,

Toru Durr.

To Omesh C. Dutt, BEsq.

Toru was a good singer. Aru also could sing, but she was
greater as an artist. ‘ In the performance of all domestic
duties Aru and Toru were exemplary. No work was too mean
for them. Lxcellent players on the piano were they both, and
sweet singers with clear contralto voices.’

Toru was an enthusiastic admirer of France, and had deep
sympathy for her misfortunes of 1870.

*Toru Dutt loved not only our language and literature,’
says Mlle Clarisse Bader, © but also our country, and gave proof
of her affection when France was dying.” The following account
will give us somo idea how deeply Toru was stirred by the
contrast between the magnificence of Irance as she first knew
it in 1869 and the sufferings and ultimate defeat of 1870,
The ‘ child who was barely fifteen at the time, the Asiatic
girl has drawn and written our patriotic sufferings’, says
Mile Bader, ¢ with an anguish worthy of the heart of a l'rench
woman.” Toru was in London during the Franco-German
War, and the unfortunate plight of the ¥rench made a deep
impression upon her. She recorded in her diary at this time :
¢ 29th January, 1871, London, No. 9, Sydney Place, Onslow
Square. What a long time since I last wrote in this diary!
How things have changed in France since the last time I took
this diary in hand. During the few days we remained in Paris,
how beautiful it was! what houses! what streets! what
a magnificent army ! But now how fallen it is! It was the
first amongst the cities, and now what misery it contains!
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When the war began, my whole heart was with the French,
though I felt sure of their defeat. One ovening, when the war
was still going on, and the French had suffered many reverses,
I heard papa mention something to mamma about the Emperor.
I descended like lightning, and learnt that the French had
capitulated. The Emperor and all his Army had surrendered
at Sedan. I remember perfectly how I ascended the stairs,
and told the news to Aru, half choked and half erying.’

Toru was an earncst Christian, and she thought that the
misfortunes that befell France at this time were due to the
depravity of the French people. She remained unshaken in her
love for the French in spite of their defeat and of her Christian
education, which caused her to consider the downfall of I'rance
a punishment for irreligion.

‘ Alas ! thousands and thousands of men’, says she in her
diary, ‘ have shed their hearts’ blood for their country, and
yet their country has fallen into the hands of their enemies.
Is it because many were deeply immersed in sin and did not
believe in God ? There have been, however, and there are still,
thousands among them who fear God. O France, France, how
thou art brought low! Mayest thou, after this humiliation,
gerve and worship God better than thou hast done in those
days—DPoor, poor ¥France, how my heart bleeds for thee!’ She
had hoped for a long time, and hoped till the end. Here is
a posthumous poem, one of her carly attempts, which refers
to the disaster of 1870, and expresses a ray of hope for the
future.

Not dead,—oh no,—she cannot die !
Only a swoon, from loss of blood !
Levite England passes her by,
Help, Samaritan ! None is nigh ;
Who shall stanch me the sanguine flood ?
Range the brown hair, it blinds her eyne,
Dash cold water over her face!
Drowned in her blood, she makes no sign,
Give her a draught of generous wine.
None heed, none hear, to do this grace.!

1 Ancient Bullads and Legends of Hindustan, amongst the Miscellaneous

Poems.
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The_family went _to Cambridge in 1871, Here Toru, with
her sister, sedulously attended the Higher Lectures for Women,
with great zeal and application. Toru knew that her know-
ledge of French was defective, but now in Cambridge it was
ably directed by the late M. Boquel, in his French lectures,
and also afterwards privately by M. Girard at St. Leonards,
during the last part of their stay in England. Mr. J. C. Dutt
tells us, in his article in the Twentieth Cenlury on Toru Dutt,
that she and her sister had had their first lessons in French
from his father, Mr. O. C. Dutt. In a letter referring to this
time at St. Leonards, Toru says: ‘Mr. Girard, the French
teacher, used to come twice or thrice a week to give papa and
me lessons in French. Aru, of course, did not read with us.!
He is very fond of poetry and translated some two or three
pieces from the D.F'.4.%2into French verse.” Later on he spoke
with warm admiration of the Sheaf gleaned in French Fields.
When they were girls of sixteen and eighteen respectively
Miss Arabella Shore® met them in Cambridge. She records
the impression made upon her mind by their excellent
command of English and especially by their wide knowledge of
European life and thought. The photograph of Aru and Toru
taken together at St. Leonards shows Aru sitting, still suffering
from the effects of her recent illness, and Toru standing beside
her, in an attitude of affectionate protection, beaming and
vivacious, with abundant curly black hair falling over her
shoulders, dark eyes full of fire, the picture of health and
strength. In September, 1873, the Dutts returned to Calcutta
in the P. & O. steamer Peshawur.

Toru wrote two letters to Miss Martin on their return voyage
to India, dated respectively, September 29, 1878, Gibraltar,
and October 3, Alexandria. Before the original letters were
destroyed, the following résumé of their contents was taken.
Both the sisters had suffered from sea-sickness during the

1 This was because of her recent illness, when Toru tended her most
affectionately.

2 The Dutt Family Album.

3 Author of ‘ Fra Dolcino’ and other poems and editor of tle ¢ Journal
of Emily Shore’.
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somewhat rough weather, which had now passed away, and
they were both enjoying tho present beautiful weather and the
sunsets. The pets, guinea-pigs, &c., were doing well so far, and
Toru’s father visited them every day and reported on their con-
dition to Aru. In the second letter it was mentioned that one
of the birds had died. The Dutts had made friends on board,
but they were too shy to join in the singing and playing, and the
time was passing pleasantly but idly. Toru had been reading
some of Erckmann-Chatrian’s stories from the Conites et Romans
populaires and also some pieces of Shakespeare translated
into French by the Chevalier de Chatelain, Mention was made
of a very nice service held on deck one Sunday. Porpoises had
boen seen and birds had alighted on the deck.

We have referred already to Toru’s English friend, to whom
this volume is dedicated, and whose life and work are so
inseparably connected with the name of Toru. Miss Martin
is the only child of the late Reverend John Martin, M.A., of
Sidney Sussex College, Cambridge, and vicar of Saint Andrew’s
the Great, in the same town, from 1859 to 1884. 1In 1856 he
marriod Sophia Jane Rodd, youngest daughter of the Rev. Dr.
Rodd of St. Just, in Roseland, and later of Trebartha Hall,
Cornwall.  After Miss Martin grew up, she shared with her
mother the ordinary duties of a clergyman’s family, and in
consequence of her friendship with Toru she early grew to
love the missionary work of the Anglican Church and became
an ardent student of the problems connected with the spread of
Christianity and education in India and elsewhere. Miss Martin
left Cambridge after her mother’s death in 1894 and has since
resided in Bournemouth. She takes a keen interest in English
social problems and in Indian affairs generally, for she loves
the Bengali people, and sympathizes with their hopes and
aspirations, Two visits have been paid by her to Calcutta in
1910 and 1918.

Miss Martin says of Toru :

‘ There is no note of our first meeting, but it must have been
in the summer of 1872, before my fifteenth birthday. The
Dutts lodged in my father’s parish, at Regent House, in Regent
Street, overlooking a large open space called Parker’s Piece,
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the latter word being a corruption of an old Saxon name for
‘““ open space ”’, a term very familiar in Cambridge. The family
did not attend St. Andrew’s the Great, but St. Paul’s Church,
which was perhaps one reason that their acquaintance was not
made as early as it might have been. Anyhow, it was not
until some cousins who also attended St. Paul’s said to us one
day : ““ Why have you not called on the Dutts ? ” that we
went. They were naturally a familiar sight in Cambridge, and
the two sisters were often scen walking on the Trumpington
Road and elsewhere. After we becameo friends, no notes were
kept of our conversations or meetings, but, fortunately, many
years after, some entries were found in an old diary of my
mother’s. None of us at that time had any conception
of the fame to be connceted with the name of Toru Dutt.
Many friends were made by them during their stay in Cambridge
and clsewhore, and though, owing to my absence at school at
Malvern Wells, others had more opportunity of intercourse, yet
we, from the first, claimed friendship from cach other. During
the school terms we wrote weekly.,  Her letters were always
received on Tuesday mornings, and the eagerness with which
they were expected is still vividly remembered.

‘My mother’s diary from December 1872 to April 1873
contains references to almost daily intercourse between the
Dutts and ourselves, to walks with Toru and teas at 11, Park
Terrace. The last entry is dated April 29, 1873 : * The Dutts
left for Hastings.” We never met again, and perhaps our
correspondence beeame the more intimate in consequence.’

Alluding to thesc happy mecetings, Toru wrote as follows in
one of her letters from India :

* I remember some of our walks so vividly. Do you remember
the visit we paid with your mother to Addenbroke’s Hospital
and how on our way back your mother stumbled in Downing
College, while we were coming through that building’s grounds ?
And that long walk, when you showed me the Gog Magog Hills
in the distance ? It seems all so far off, dear, does it not ?
And those nice cosy evenings, when I took tea with you, dear,
only you and I; once we had A. L. with us and papa used to
come at nine or ten to take me back to our lodgings. Do you
think we shall see each other again ? I do not think we shall,
but we shall meet in that happicr world. I long to see our
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darlings again, and each day past but brings us nearer to the
happy goal,
A day’s march nearer Home.

And again: ‘ How is Mrs. Babington’s Orphanage getting
on? I well remember the day when we visited it.  You were
with me and the J.’s, our fcllow-lodgers. You said to me in
a whisper that * You would have better liked the walk alone

Y

with me .



CHAPTER III
RETURN TO INDIA

TuE four remaining years of Toru’s life after her return from
Iiurope were spent partly in the city house at Rambagan and
partly in the Garden House at Baugmaree, where

The light green graccful tamarinds abound
Amid the mangoe clumps of green profound.

Mr. Gosse has told us ‘ she was born to write, and despairing of
an audience in her own language, she began to adopt ours as
a medium for her thought ’. The story of these later years is
best told in her letters. Toru’s letters written in England con-
tained constant references to Irench and English literature.
These letters were destroyed many years ago, a source of great
regret, as they would have thrown additional light on a life of
which the slightest detail 1s precious.  We believe, however, that
they were neither so well written nor so interesting as the later
ones from India.

In July 23, 1874, Ler only sister, Aru, died of phfhmb at the
age of twenty, the seeds of which were sown in her constitution
wﬁgn in England, and Toru, now left alone, engrossed herself
in her literary pursuits. Her proficiency in the French language
was, as we have scen, acquired in Burope. Her departure from
Europe interfered with her studies for a time, but she never lost
sight of the object on which she had set her heart. Shortly after
her return home, when she was barely cighteen, she published
her first essay, on Leconte de Lisle, in tho Bengal Magazine,
December, 1874, containing some translations from his works
into English verse. Of this essay, Mr. Gosse tells us that the
subject was ‘ a writer with whom she had a sympathy which"
is very easy to comprehcnd’. In the same number of the
Bengal Magazine appeared her essay on Henry Vivian Derozio.
This was followed by occasional translations from French
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poetry. Her knowledge of French literature, especially of
contemporary French poetry, as we shall presently see, was very
unusual for a girl of her age. * To the end of her days,” says
Mr. Edmund Gosse, ‘ Toru was a better French than English
scholur. She loved France best, she wrote its language with
more perfect elegance.’” She was soon to complete also the
translations contained in The Sheaf gleaned in I'rench Iields.

" Toru Dutt commenced the study of Sanskrit in conjunction
with her father, who remained to the last her constant
companion in all pursuits, literary or otherwise. To her rich
store of Western learning there was now added a good acquaint-
ance with Sanskrit literature. Unfortunately, her failing health
prevented her from plunging into its depths, and her study of
Sanskrit lasted not quite @ year. During that period she made
several translations.

Let us add that a few months before Toru’s death, a book
written by the late Mlle Clarisse Bader, a French authoress of
repute, La Iemme dans UInde Antique, fell into her hands.
Toru was 50 charmed with it that she asked the writer to allow
her to translate it into English for the benefit of Indian readers
lesy informed than hersclf. The correspondence ensuing therc-
from ripened into a warm friendship between minds which,
though widely separated by race and language, were united by
similarity of sentiments.  Toru’s letters to Mlle Bader, written
in French, have a charming simplicity. It begins with Mlle
Bader’s response to Toru’s request.

Paris, ce 16 Février 1877. Rue de Babylone 62.

CHERE MapEMOISELLE,—Eh quoi! C’est une descendante
de mes chéres héroines indiennes qui désire traduire 'ovuvre
que j'ai consacrée aux antiques Aryennes de la presqu’ile
gangoetique !  Un semblable veen, émanant d’une telle source,
mo touche trop profondément pour que je ne 'exauce pas.
Traduisez donc La Femme dans UInde Antique, mademoiselle ;
je vous y autorise de tout mon cceur ; et j'appelle de tous mes
veeux le suceds de votre entreprise.

Je montrai hier soir votre lettre et votre charmant recueil
a un illustre indianiste, dont la réputation doit vous étre
connue, M. Garcin de Tassy, Membre de PInstitut. C'est un
ami de¢ votre savant voisin, Rajendralala Mitra. M. Garein de
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Tassy fut si émerveillé de votre généreux courage qu’il prit
votre adresse pour vous envoyer aujourd’hui méme I'un de ses
ouvrages.

Vous étes Chrétienne, mademoiselle: votre livre me le dit.
Et, en vérité, votre role nous permet de bénir une fois de plus
la divine religion qui a permis & une Indienne de développer et
de manifester cette valeur individuelle que le brahmanisme
enchaina trop souvent chez la femme.

Si, comme historienne de la femme, je suis charmée de
féliciter en vous une émule, je ne suis pas moins touchée comme
Francaise d’avoir & remercier en vous 1’élégante traductrice des
poétes, mes compatriotes. Votre beaulivre m’apprend que vous
aviez une sceur qui, elle aussi, partageait vos golits poétiques.
Le Seigneur a rappelé auprés de Lui I’dme qui avait si fidélement
interprété le chant de ‘ La Jeune Captive’, et qui cependant,
parvenue & I’heure supréme, n’a plus redit :

The world has delights, the Muses have songs :
I wish not to perish too soon.

Lorsque vous aurez publié dans I'Inde votre traduction de
La Femme dans UInde Antique, je vous seral reconnaissante
a8 vouloir bien m’envoyer deux exemplaires imprimés de votre
version. Je serais aussi trés-heureuse de recevoir votre photo-
graphie si toutefois vous la possédez déja.

Laissez-moi vous redire, en terminant, combien la sympathie
d’'une enfant de I'Inde m’est précieuse. Depuis les heures
délicieuses que m’avaient fait passer vos ancétres, j’ai suivi
la femme, chez les Hébreux, chez les Grees, chez les Romains.
Quatre volumes ont ainsi succédé & La Femme dans Ulnde . . .
et cependant il y a peu de jours encore, comme mon second
pére, le grand Evéque d’Orléans, me demandait chez quelles
femmes j’avais trouvé le plus de beauté morale, je répondais :
¢ 8i )’en excepte les femmes bibliques, ¢’est chez les Indiennes
que j’ai trouvé le plus de pureté et de dévouement.’

Croyez, mademoiselle, & mes cordiales sympathies.

CLARISSE BADER.
Chez son pére, officier supérieur en retraite, officier de la
Légion d’Honneur, attaché au Ministére de la Guerre, rue de
Babylone 62, a Paris.

P.S. Ainsi que vous me I’écrivez, mademoiselle, ¢’est dans
V’'Inde que sera publiée votre traduction anglaise. Ce ne serait
P
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que dans le cas ol cette version serait publiée en Angleterre

quelintervention de mon éditeur serait nécessaire. Mais, comme

il me I'a dit lui-méme, il ne voit aucun inconvénient a ce que

;{ftre traduction paraisse dans une région aussi lointaine que
nde.

Miss Toru Dutt to Mlle Clarisse Bader.

Calcutta, ce 18 Mars 1877.

CutrE MADEMOISELLE,—Je vous remercie bien sineérement
de votre bienveillante autorisation de traduire La Femme dans
UInde Antique, et aussi de votre bonne et sympathique lettre,
qui m’a causé le plus vif plaisir.

Je suis désolée de n’avoir pu commencer la traduction encore ;
mais ma constitution n’est pas trés forte; j’ai contraeté une
toux opinidtre il y a plus de deux ans, qui ne me quitte point.
Cependant j’espére mettre la main & 'ceuvre bientdt.

Je ne peux dire, mademoiselle, combien votre affection—car
vous les aimez ; votre livre et votre lettre en témoignent assez—
pour mes compatriotes et mon pays me touche ; et je suis fiére
de pouvoir le dire que les héroines de nos grandes épopées sont
dignes de tout honneur et de tout amour. Y a-t-il d’héroine plus
touchante, plus aimable que Sita ? Je ne le crois pas. Quand
J’entends ma mére chanter, le soir, les vieux chants de notre pays,
je pleure presque toujours. La plainte de Sita quand, bannie
pour la seconde fois, elle erre dans la vaste forét, seule, le déses-
poir et I'effroi dans I'dme, est si pathétique qu’il n’y a personne,
je orois, qui puisse I’entendre sans verser des larmes. Je vous
envoie sous ce pli deux petites traductions du Sanserit, cette
belle langue antique. Malheureusement j’ai été obligée de faire
cesser mes traductions de Sanserit il y a six mois. Ma santé ne
me permet pas de les continuer. Je vous envoie aussi mon
portrait et celui de ma sceur. Dans la photographie elle est
représentée assise. Elle était si douce et si bonne. La photo-
graphie date de quatre ans, quand j’avais dix-sept ans et elle
dix-neuf ans & peine. Moi aussi, mademoiselle, je vous serai
reconnaissante de vouloir bien m’envoyer votre photographie.
Je la garderai comme un de mes plas grands trésors,
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Il faut que je m’arréte ici, je ne veux plus empiéter sur votre
temps. Comme M. Lefévre-Deumier il faut que je dise

Adicu done, mon amie, que je n’ai pas connue,

car, mademoiselle, je vous compte parmi mes amies, et parmi
les meilleures, quoique je ne vous aie pas vue.
Croyez, mademoiselle, & la nouvelle assurance de mon amitié.
Toru Durr.

Chez son pére, M. Govin C. Dutt, Honorary Magistrate and
Justice of the Peace, Calcutta.

P.S. Jai retardé jusqu’ici de faire remettre ma lettre & la
poste ; j'espérais recevoir le livre que M. Garcin de Tassy
voulait bien m’envoyer. Mais je ne I'ai pas encore regu, et la
poste part demain. Je crois que peut-étre j'aurai bientdt le
bonheur de vous serrer la main. Nous espérons quitter I'Inde le
prochain mois. Mon pére veut absolument partir pour I'Europe.
Il dit qu’il y a en France et en Angleterre des médecins plus
savants que ceux de Calcutta ; et de plus, nos médecins nous
conseillent de changer de climat ; cela, disent-ils, me fera plus
de bien que toutes les drogues d’une pharmacie. Ce changement
de nos projets m’oblige de vous prier de ne m’écrire qu’aprés
avoir recu encore de mes nouvelles.

Miss Toru Dutt to the same.
Calecutta, ce 18 Avril 1877.

Ma cHBERE MADEMOISELLE,—Ecrivez-moi, je vous prie, 3
I'adresse que je vous ai donnée dans ma lettre précédente. Je
suis trés malade au lit depuis une quinzaine ; votre lettre et
votre portrait me feront du bien. Tous nos plans sont changés ;
nous ne pourrons pas aller en Europe en Avril. L’homme pro-
pose et Dieu dispose.

Voulez-vous bien avoir la bonté, mademoiselle, de remercier
M. Garcin de Tassy de ma part pour sa Revue ? Elle est trés-
intéressante. Je lui écrirai quand je serai plus forte.

Croyez, mademoiselle, & la nouvelle assurance de mon dévoue-

ment et de mon amitié trés-sincéres.
Toru DurtrT,
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Mlle Clarisse Bader to Miss Toru Dutt.

Paris, ce 11 Mai 18717.

CHERE MADEMOISELLE ET GRACIEUSE AMIE,—Quelle décep-
tion m’apporte votre derniére lettre! Je m’étais fait une
véritable féte de vous voir, et de vous offrir verbalement
Pexpression de la vive sympathie que m’inspirent non-seulement
vos ceuvres si remarquables, mais vos lettres, qui révélent une
ime délicate et charmante, et aussi votre portrait si vivant et
si expressif ! Je prie Dieu qu'il vous guérisse bien vite, et
eroyez que dans ce voeu il y a aussi une part d’égoisme, puisque
c’est de votre rétablissement que dépendent vos projets de
voyage. Vous étes jeune, et la jeunesse est si puissante en
ressources, surtout quand elle est doublée de la belle constitu-
tion que révéle votre charmant portrait! Savez-vous, chére
mademoiselle, que ce portrait et vos lettres font des conquétes
dans mon entourage, & commencer par mon pére et par ma
mére 2 Ma famille et mes amis partageaient mon vif désir de
vous voir, et aujourd’hui, hélas ! ils prennent grandement part
4 ma déception !

5’il m’avait 6té possible de me faire photographier en ce
moment, j’eusse recommencé & votre intention de tenter une
épreuve qui ne m’a jamais réussi. Il parait que la mobilité de
mes traits fait le désespoir des photographes. Mes portraits
sont tous plus laids les uns que les autres, et si j’étais coquette
je ne les donnerais jamais, surtout & ceux qui ne me con-
naissent pas. Mais je ne suis pas coquette. Je vous envoie
done sous ce pli deux photographies qui remontent & 1872.
C'était peu de mois aprés les terribles épreuves patriotiques
que nous avions subies pendant les deux siéges de Paris, et
Javais encore les traits fatigués par de cruelles émotions.
Ces portraits ont été faits & la campagne par un amateur, un
officier supérieur de nos amis. Mon pére est auprés de moi
dans I'une de ces photographies. Lui aussi a été singuliérement
vieilli par cette épreuve.

Quand je poserai de nouveau je vous enverrai le résultat de
cette tentation si celle-ci est couronnée de succés. Je ferai mon
possible pour seconder le photographe par ma tranquillité.

Je suis bien touchée d’avoir la douce image de votre regrettée
soeur, qui partageait vos savantes et poétiques occupations.
Je vous remercie de tout cceur de m’avoir envoyé ce pieux
souvenir de famille.

Quand je verrai M. Garcin de Tassy je m’acquitterai de la
mission que vous me confiez auprés de lul.

Je vous écris dans le petit oratoire qui est aussi mon cabinet



RETURN TO INDIA 49

de travail, et ot je prie le bon Dieu de vous rendre force et
santé. Je confie cette priére & la sainte Vierge.
Croyez, chére mademoiselle, que vous avez en France une
amie qui serait heurcuse de presser votre main.
Toute & vous,

CLARISSE BADER.

The next letter to Mlle Bader, written on the 80th of July,
1877, is pathetic in its simplicity, and shows that almost to
the very last she was curionsly unconscious of the approach-
ing end.

Miss Toru Dutt to Mlle Clarisse Bader.
Ce 80 Juillet 1877.

CHERE ET TRES-AIMABLE AMIE,—Voild bien quatre mois que je
souffre de la fidvre ; cela m’a empéchée de vous éerire et de
vous exprimer plus tot le grand plaisir que votre lettre et les
portraits m’ont causé.

Cette bonne et sympathique lettre, arrivée dans un temps ol
je souffrais beaucoup, m’a fait plus de bien que tous les remédes
du médecin.

Je vous prie, chére mademoiselle, de vouloir bien m’excuser
la briéveté de cette lettre ; je ne suis pas tout & fait rétablie
encore ; et je ne puis aller de ma chambre & la chambre voisine
sans sentir de la fatigue.

J’ai été bien malade, chére mademoiselle, mais le bon Dieu
a exaucé les priéres de mes parents ; et je me rétablis pen & peu.

J’espére vous éerire plus longuement avant peu.

Toute & vous,

Torvu DuTr.

Mile Clarisse Bader to Miss Toru Dutt.

Ce 11 Septembre 1877.

CHERE ET CHARMANTE AMIE DE L’INDE,—J’ai manqué le
dernier courrier de Brindisi, et jo regrette d’autant plus ce
retard involontaire que votre bonne et affectueuse lettre
m’apprend que vous avez été malade et que vous étiez encore
convalescente an moment ot vous m’avez éerit. Eh quoi!
la maladie a pu atteindre cette vive organisation que révéle
votre portrait 2 Ces beaux yeux pleins de feu ont pu s’alanguir ?

B
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Oh ! mais alors, cela n’a pu étre qu’un choe aceidentel 2 Vous
6tes tout & fait rétablie, n’est-ce pas, & I'heure actuelle ? Et,
a I’époque de I'Exposition, vous viendrez dans notre doux pays
de France, dont les tiédes brises vous feront du bien, vous qui
avez souffert de votre ardent climat. Des cceurs amis vous
attendent avec une joyeuse espérance. Mes parents et moi
nous vous aimons beauncoup — sans vous avoir jamais vue ;
mais vos lettres et vos ceuvres nous ont révélé la bonté de
votre ceeur, la candeur de votre 4me. Venez done, mon
aimable amie, sceller de votre présence une affection qui vous
est déja acquise.

Un véritable torrent d’occupations ne me permet pas de
prolonger cette lettre, écrite d’ailleurs sous I'impression d’une
extréme fatigue nerveuse. Je me ressens encore d'une indis-
position qui n’a assurément rien de grave, mais qui vient
d’ébranler ma forte santé. Cette indisposition m’a été amenée
par un surcroit de travail que je me suis réecemment imposé pour
continuer & défendre la grande cause religicuse, qui malheu-
reusement est toujours attaquée dans mon cher pays, mais qui,
griices en soient rendues & Dieu, trouvera toujours des défen-
seurs parmi nous. Qu’importe si, dans ces luttes ot nos seules
armes sont la foi et la charité, nous ressentons quelquefois
Patteinte de la fatigue et de la souffrance physiques! Ce sont
13 les blessures du combat, et ces blessures nous sont chéries.

Dites & vos dignes parents combien nous les félicitons de
votre retour & la santé. Mon pére et ma mére ont été particu-
lisrement émus de cette phrase si simple et si touchante qui
termine votre lettre : ‘ J’ai été bien malade, mais le bon Dien
o exaucé les priéres de mes parents, et je me rétablis peu & peu.’

Et moi aussi, chére et intéressante amie, je demande au
Seigneur de vous conserver la bonne santé qu’'ll vous a sans
doute déja rendue, et, en faisant ce veeu, je vous embrasse avee
effusion.

CLARISSE BADER.

P.S. Je dépose sous ce pli une fleurette de mon pays.
C’est ma plante favorite. On I'appelle rhodanthe. Cette jolie
fleur rit toujours, méme desséchée. Je trouve que par cela
méme c’est un vrai embléme de 'affection. La fleur que jo
vous envoie provient de ma petite chapelle domestique.
Puisse-t-elle vous apporter une douce bénédiction du Seigneur
en méme temps que mon fidéle souvenir !

! This correspondence first appeared in a memoir of his daughter,
written by Mr. Dutt, in the edition of A Sheaf gleaned in French Fields,
published by Kegan Paul & Co., in 1880,
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It Toru’s life had been spared, the acquaintance thus begun
would have ripened into a deep and lasting friendship. But
no sooner had it begun than it ended, and Mlle Bader had
only the melancholy satisfaction of seeing Toru’s French
novel through the press. ‘ Without ever having seen Torn,
I loved her,” says Mlle Bader, in her preface to this novel, Le
Journal de Mlle d’Arvers, to be noticed hereafter. * Her
letters revealed a frankness, sensibility, and charming good-
ness and simplicity, which endeared her to me, and showed
me the native qualities of the Hindu Woman developed and
transformed by the Christian civilization of Europe. And
how could I rest insensible to such spontaneous and ardent
affection evinced for me, across the distant seas, by a deseendant
of those Indian women who had inspired the work of the twenty-
second year of my life ?’ The late Dr. A. (. Dutt of Hull,
whilst on a visit to Paris, called on Mlle Bader. This was the
only opportunity afforded her of personal intercourse with any
member of the Dutt family.

r2



CHAPTER 1V

LETTERS TO MISS MARTIN
DrcEMBER 1873-DEcEMBER 1875

Tur letters of any well-known character are of twofold
interest : the one biographical, the other literary. In many
cases, the literary interest is but secondary, for the main
purpose of a letter is never to produce a literary creation,
but it may be an cquivalent to talking with a friend. They
should be, in fact, more or less ¢ Table Talk ’. ° Letters must
not be on a subject ’, says Mackintosh ; ‘ conversation is relaxa-
tion, not business, and must never appear to be occupation ;
nor must letters.” There is, then, as much difference hetween
the author’s * works * and his * letters * as between the truthful
snapshot and the pose of the professional portrait ; and the
severely critical point of view is as out of place in the one as
it is right and necessary in the other.

Letters, therefore, very rarely can (from the nature of the
case) rank as classies (although where the writer is an author,
literary style becomes more or less of a habit). The letfers
of Chesterfield, Cowper, Charles Lamb, Coleridge, Shelley,
and Robert Louis Stevenson, for instance, may fairly rank
among their authors’ * works . In the case of Toru Dutt, too,
we have reason to believe that, if her genius had been allowed
to reach maturity, her letters might have ranked as English
classies.

The beautiful colouring of a dish of Indian fruit, the strong,
sweet-scented flowering shrubs of the garden, the personalities
by whom she is surrounded, all are visualized by her graphic
pen before the eyes of her English friend. The artist’s soul
reveals itself even in the sick chamber, as the invalid watches
the wonderful effect of the patterns woven on the floor by the
sunshine falling through the window bars.

Apart from the keen artistic sense, which the letters of
Toru reveal, their prevailing characteristics are naturalness
and sincerity, and in these they remind one of the letters
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of Cowper. Like his, too, is the quiet vein of humour running
through them, which is touched, sometimes, into a pathos
caused by physical weakness—like his, too, is the deep religious
feeling, a piety natural as breathing.

T'rom a biographical point of view, the letters of any literary
character are invaluable. The main purposc of any biography
is to throw light on the personality of the individual concerned.
Without actual letters, however, this light is apt to becoms
artificial, the unnatural, stecady glarc of the limelight, rather
than the natural play of sunlight and shade.  Biographers’,
says Cardinal Newman, * varnish ; they assign motives, they
conjecture feelings, they interpret Lord Burleigh’s nod—
but contemporary letters are facts.” In letters written to
intimato friends, if anywhere, we may expect to find a man
at his best, because most at his case. In reading them, we
become unseen visitors in his home, and wateh him at his
relaxations. Wo gain some idea of him in his most intimate
relationships, and also see his attitude towards the world at
large.  Sometimes, it may be, we are privileged to read his
very soul. In short, we have before us the living, breathing
man. So it is with Toru’s letters. Their chief value for us lies
in the revelation of her character, and before attempting to
sketch that character, we would first of all leaveo the reader to
study them and then form his own judgement.

The first letter from India is dated December 19, 1878, and
was ‘ most cagerly looked for’. This was written from the
loved Garden House, ‘ the scene of many family reunions and
the favourite playground of all the younger gencration .
The letter gives a charming description of the young people
she had last seen as little ones, four years ago, and who were
now fast growing up.

Buaugmaree Garden House,
Calcutta.
December 19, 1873.
My pear Mary,—I got your welcome and very interesting
letter some days ago. I could not answer it before ; the reason
is, we were very busy settling ourselves for the first several
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days. I hope you will excuse this delay in writing on my
part,

All at home were so glad to see us back. Old Maja, our
tavourite cat, is as pretty and well mannered as ever ! Everyone,
especially the children, were so changed. We hardly recognized
the little toddlings we had left four ycars ago, in the big boys
and girls who stood to welcome us at the gateway. The children
were at first rather shy and silent, but now they are fast
friends with us; at any mention of our return to Lngland,
they immediately cry out that they will never let © Aunts Aru
and Toru ’ return to England !

Our voyage all through was very pleasant ; only after we had
passed Madras, we had two or three days of rather rough
weather and some rain. We all landed at Ceylon and spent
a very pleasant day there. Unfortunately, our steamer was
detained at Galle, for four days—that was very tiresome ;
while we were in harbour there, our steamer bumped three
or four times pretty strongly against the sunken rocks, which
are rather dangerous around Ceylon. The captain took our
steawer out of harbour every night, for he was afraid sho
wight sustain some injury from these rocks. Many of the
passengers, about two hundred, left us at Galle and went in
another steamer, The Bangalore, bound for Australia. Among
these, there were some very nice and agreeable people, and we
were sorry that they left us so soon. There was one very
interesting little girl—one of the Australian passengers—who
was both deaf and dumb; but she had such high animal
spirits, never quiet, always laughing and playing. We used
to speak with her in signs ; she, her elder sister, and her father
were all very agreeable acquaintances. There were also
Mr. Layard, the brother of the celebrated Nineveh explorer, who
was going out as Governor of the Fiji Islunds ; his wife and son
were with him, the latter as the Consul of the Iiji Islands.
They too were very nice people. Mr. Layard and his son
were very fond of shooting, and used to land at almost
every place where the vessel stopped, with their guns and
accompanied by Lisutenant Brewer of the Royal Navy ; they
used to bring on board lots of seagulls and other birds, which
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Mr. Layard used to stuff. He would sit stuffing them a whole
day without being tired. Lieutenant Brewer was a very nice
fellow too, not given to much reading, but knowing his own
business thoroughly. He would insist on talking French with
us, which he knew very imperfectly, and he went away with the
idea that he had improved himself thereby highly in that
language ; he had a high opinion of our French; he was
a thorough sailor and seemed ‘ to have come out of a book .
He left us at Ceylon to join his vessel, The Pearl, in Australia.

We stuck two or three times in the Suez Canal, but only for
a few minutes. We went at a very small rate through the
canal, and at night we had to anchor at Ismailia, The canal is
very narrow, and you see land all the way on both sides ; the
salt lakes aro very pretty. The land on both sides is very
arid and sandy ; we hardly saw any trees or houses near, only
at Ismailia there is verdure and houses, the French engineers
having settled here.

Aru is progressing pretty well, her general health is much
better, but she has still got a very bad cough. I hope by next
summer she will have got rid of it. Her birds, those that are
left of the thirteen she brought, are thriving well ; but five
of them died, three linnets in the canal because of the
heat, and one goldfinch and canary here. She bought some
very pretty birds at Ceylon ; they were not love-birds, but
they were very like them ; three of them are dead already and
only one is left.

Last Saturday one of my cousins caught a very large fish
from the * jheel ’, or the little lake, that 1s in our garden. That
was the only fish we ate of our own garden since our return,
and didn’t we relish it! Aru and I angle or play croquet in
the afternoon. 1t soon becomes dark here after six o’clock ;
there is hardly any twilight.

I am now reading Histoire d'un Puysan, by Erckmann-
Chatrian. It is very interesting, and relates the Revolution
of 1792. I have been reading lately some of De Vigny’s works.
Have you read any of them? Grandeur et servitude militaires
is very good.

We are very comfortable here in our own garden-house. The
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Calcutta residence is so hedged in, as it were, by other buildings,
that there is hardly room enough to walk about. The Garden
is all that can be wished in that respect. Though it is December
now, there are roses, hibiscus, marigold, asters, &e., blowing
plentifully. While you are in decp winter, with snow on the
ground, and the roads hard with frost, we are enjoying a cool
summer ! For here the coldest winter is like an English summer.
Mamma has planted many English flower plants in our Garden.
she brought a packing case, full of bulbs, roots, and sceds
from England. The hyacinths are just beginning to grow.
1 hope Mamma will succeed in her attempt to introduce
English plants in India. Our {anks look very pretty with
white water-lilics and blood-red lotus !

Aru’s guinea-pigs are thriving. Mamma has bought one
pair of geese, very large and white, which she means to give
to Aru; I am going to have a pair too in a few days ; as we
have got three or four tanks, it is very convenient for keeping
ducks and gecse, &e.

We get plenty of fresh fruits now ; guavas which are some-
thing like the English pears, plantains, oranges, of which you
can never get the like in England, Batavian limes (you may
have scen the latter in Covent Garden), and other kinds of
Indian fruit. In summer we shall get mangoes, juinrools, &e.
Aru and I long to tuste a mango of our own garden. Our
garden is famed for its mangoes.

We have got a piano, a rather old and cracked one, but Papa
says he will get us o new one as soon as possible ; the present
one answers pretty well now, but I am afraid that in a year or
two it will become quite useless. We have also got a harmonium ;
it has now gone to be tuned.

All our books have been removed from the town house to
the Garden, and T read to my heart’s content. What with our
own library and the Calcutta library, of which Papa is a share-
holder, I have no lack of books. .

The other day we killed a snake in our garden; it was a pretty
large one, about four feet, but it was not very poisonous.
We see plenty of wild monkeys; it is very pretty to see the
young ones play with each other ; their mothers are very fond
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of them, and embrace them as affcctionately as any human
mother! Some of the males are very big, almost as tall as
papa, my papa I mean, not the young monkey’s papa ; these
large ones are rather dangerous; but they will all run away
at the very sight of a gun. We never shoot them, for they
stanch their wounds with their hands and act like a human
being, and it seems as if you had shot a man. They are very
destructive to young plants, and sometimes cat up all the young
leaves off the rose plants.

I have been some time writing this letter. 1 began it on
the 19th and T am finishing it on Christmas Day. A merry
Christmas and a happy New Year to you, dear Mary, and
yours. We hope (D. V.) to return to England and settle thero
for good ; wouldn’t that be jolly 2 Please give my love to A. L.
and remind her of her promise to give us her photograph.
To-morrow the mail goes off carly, so I must send off my letter
to-day, if I wish to post it this week. Your letters you may
be sure will be always welcome, and I answer themn with the
greatest pleasure,

My best love to you and your mamma, in which Aru joins,
and with kindest regards from us all to your father,—Believe
me, yours very affectionately,

Toru Durr.

Baugmarce Garden House.
Maxrch 10, 1874.

I was so glad to receive your two letters dated respectively
the 30th December 1878 and 3rd February 1874. You must
forgive me for not answering them sooner, for I have been
ill with a bad fever and cough. I was laid up in bed and could
not go a step beyond my bedroom for more than a month;
for the last four or five days I am fecling much better and am
allowed to stir about a little. The hot weather has set in, and
I hope to be quite well in a few days. Aru is getting on very
well, her cough is much better, and she is, 1 hope, gaining ground.

You will, I am sure, sympathize with me and Aru in the loss
of Maja, our favourite cat, which died on the 23rd February,
1874. When I received your first letter, she was quite well,
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a few days after she gob a kitten, and eleven days after she
left her poor babe an orphan. Fortunately another cat of
ours (Maja's grown-up daughter) had also just then presented
us with four Lits ! We placed the poor orphan under her care ;
she loves it as any of her own little ones. Maja was buried
under the shadow of some South Sea pines in our Garden near
our little lake. Papa and Mamma attended the funcral ; I was
unable to go, being laid up in bed then. Aru could not go, she
was 50 sorry. You must be told that Maju had lived with us
for more than cleven years, so no wonder everybody is sorry
she 1s dead ; her illness was acute asthma : for the last seven or
cight days of her illness she refused all food and drink, she
got so thin, poor thing! she used to search out the quietest
corner and would sit there for hours, her mouth open, gasping
for breath ; death was a relief to her, she suffered very much.

T am obliged to drink milk (the doctors being very peremptory
on that head), though I dislike it very much. A week ago our
cow calved, and in a day or two 1 shall be able to drink fresh
home milk every morning. Aru wants to try once to milk
the cow herself ; unfortunately that is not very feasible, for
our cow is very obstinate, and kicks everybody who tries to
milk her, except the man we keep especially for her. The calf
is not very pretty. Aru and 1 hoped it would be a whitc one,
but it is a light brownish colour.

We have caught a very large porcupine ncar our garden ;
I have not seen it yet (for I am not allowed to go out yet), but
Aru and Papa say it is a splendid animal.  Unhappily in the
struggles which it had made to get out of the trap when caunght
a great many of its quills had fallen off, and it has got some
rather deep scratches here and there. It takes every kind of
fruit greedily ; plantains and potatoes it is very fond of.

We caught yesterday a very large fish from our small lake ;
it is called the Rohit in Bengali and is the Indian salmon, We
have caught another to-day, which Papa weighed and found to
be fourtecn pounds; we caught besides many small fishes of
the stickleback and whitebait specics.

I wish you could see the basket of beautiful owers, roses
especially, which Papa gathers for me from our Garden every
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worning : they are so lovely and fragrant. There is very
little fragrance in English flowers compared with ours. Mamma’s
English flower plants have grown and budded, hyacinths,
nasturtiums, crocuses, &c.

We have got a big poullry yard ; just now Mamma sent up
a bevy of chickens newly hatched for me to see; aren’t they
pretty little creatures 2 We get fresh eggs every morning for
breakfast.

12th.

I could not write any more of my lctter yesterday, firstly
because grandfather and grandmother came to spend the day
with us, secondly, I had a slight return of the fever. To-morrow
the mail leaves for England, so I must try and finish mny letter
to-day. Yesterday also we caught another largo fish from our
jheel (that is the Bengali name for the small lake in our Garden).
It is generally one of our servants who catches these fishes.
He has been long in our service and is a good hand at angling.
Aru has not yet tried to catch any fish of size ; she says she
will wait till sho is o little stronger, as she is afraid that the
fish when hooked, might, in its attempts to get off, drag her
into the water! I abstain from angling for big fishes, for theseo
same excellent reasons also! The fever has rendered me rather
weak.

T way glad to learn that Mr. Bose?! took such a good place
in the Mathematical L'ripos ; I hope his success will induce
many of my countrynen to enter the Engish Universities and
try to win University Honours.

The doctor who attended me in wmy illness, Mr. Day, has
a son at St. John's; he is going up for the Classical Tripos,
T hope he will succeed. 1t is indeed surprising that the Senior
Wrangler should be of Caius this year; I am glad of it, though,
for after I'rinity and St. John’s, Catus is the one I like best.

The wmonkeys in our Garden are very mischicvous; they
destroy so many young plants ; they are very fond of the
tamarind fruit, and there arc always many of them to be seen
on the tamarind tree opposite our window ; they arve very bold,
and sometimes even come into the dining and bed rooms !

1 The late Mr, A, M. Bose, barrister-ut-law, first Bengali Wrangler,
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I was so glad to receive Miss A. L.’s photograph; I will try
and write a note to her this mail.

The other day we killed another large serpent. Now that
the summner has come, I am afraid they will be getting out
from their winter quarters to bask in the sun. The kittens
have become very playful now ; and it is very interesting to
sce them at their gambols. Maja’s kitten is the most active
one among them all, and runs about the whole room.

I have not been downstairs for a long time, and so have
becn unable to touch the piano for weeks.

I have been lately rveading Carlyle’s History of the I'rench
Revolution. It is very interesting, and I am sure you will like
it when you come to read it.

I am so very, very glad you have done so well in the xam-
ination.

I have not read the book you mention, Voyage sous lu terre.
Is it by Jules Verne ? T am now reading Valentine, by George
Sand. It is very interesting.

Many thanks for the Christmnas cards. I necd not assure
you how prized they will be.

Have you read M. Hue's Souvenirs d'un voyage ? 1t is very
interesting. I have not read it myself, but Papa has and likes
it very much.

Aru’s guinea-pigs are doing well ; lately they added three more
young ones to their number ; the little ones are very pretty and
active ; there are altogether six of them now.  Aru wants to get
rid of some of the big ones, for they quarrel with each other
very much. The birds are flourishing. How are your doves and
canary ? You do not speak a word of them in your letters !

Many thanks for your kind wishes for my birthday.

We hope to go to England, I do not know if we shall be
able to go; this time Papa says he will sell all we have here
and go to England and settle there for good.

I hope to be able to write to you again soon. Papa and
Mamma send their kindest regards to your father and mother,
in which we join.

Best love from me and every one to yourself. The Lord
be with us all wherever we are.
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Baugmaree Garden House,
May 9, 1874.

Your welcome and long-looked-for letter came to hand this
evening. I was rather anxious about you at not getting any
news from you for some time. I am glad to learn from your
letter that you are all quite well, and that you are enjoying
your holidays to your heart’s content. Your letter is very
interesting and I read it aloud to Papa, Mamma, and Aru.

You will be glad to hear that I am quite well now ; my
cough is almost gone, 80 is Arn’s—but I am afraid that Aru
does not make the progress she ought to: she is suffering now
from a slight attack of fever and her stomach is out of order,
which makes her weak and thin. I hope she will soon be better.

It is dreadfully hot now here ; the heat is quite unbearable
during the middle part of the day. No noontide walks here
as in England ! If you walk even a mile or two, you are sure
to have cholera! We do so miss our country walks in England.
In the evening it gets cooler and pleasanter, and then it is
very refreshing to sit out on the verandah. The rainy season
will be soon upon us and then we shall have to move to our
town residence, for the Garden gets unhealthy at that time.
It is very jolly, though, during the rains, when the tanks over-
flow in our garden, and the fish come out on the grass. It iy
such fun catching them with a piece of rag or even with your
handkerchief ; one is sure to get numberless shrimps and
Indian sticklebacks and whitebaits. We had a hailstorm
gome weeks ago ; the hailstones here are fifty times larger than
the biggest I ever saw in England.

The leechies, mangoes, water-melons, dates, and other kinds
of fruits are now in season. The two former are the hest fruits
in the world. They are so refreshing, cool and juicy. We have
let out our fruit trees to husbandmen, and we buy from them
daily what we want. It is difficult to keep the fruit trees our-
selves, for then the fruits are sure to be stolen, so the best way
is to let them out—and it saves trouble and expense. I wish
I could send you a basket of our fruits of the season. It would
gladden your eyer ! Yellow or vermilion mangoes, red leechies,
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white jumrools and deep violet jams ; this last resembles the
plum. How I wish you were here or that we were all in England !
But that is impossible.

I am now reading Histoire de la Révolution Francaise, by
Mignet. It is very interesting, as you may well conceive,
but I find the subject rather stale, for I have read three or
four histories of the Revolution, including Carlyle’s. I have
been lately reading another of Erckmann-Chatrian’s stories,
Les Deux Fréres. It is very interesting. I like Erckmann-
Chatrian’s tales very much, for they are always healthy and
amusing. I have also been reading some of Corneille’s and
Moliére’s plays. I like the latter’s comedies very much, but
I have not read his Le Bourgeois Gentilhomme ; I mean to read
it whenever I get hold of his works. I like Shakespeare
immensely—I have read all his plays except five. I read in
some French book that Lord Collingwood, the great English
Admiral, wrote to his daughters to read Shakespeare ¢ tant
qu’il leur plaira’. Papa often says that when he sees me
with a copy of the Bard of Avon in my hand. I must stop
here for to-night.

11th May.

Maja’s (our late heloved cat) kitten is doing well ; her
elder sister (‘ Missus ’ is her name) has now only one of the
four kittens she had ; we disposed of the three others to some
of our friends. The remaining one Aru kindly gave to me
on my last birthday. It is a great favourite of mine and has
no rival in my affections, as I have no other pets! It is very
playful, and I call it ‘ Baguette’. I often address to it the
lines of the French song:

‘ Baguette,

Si bien faite,
Donne-moi ton ecur,
Ou je vais mourir !’

It is * Rojette * in the song, but that is all the same.

We have got a number of ducks now, seventeen, and all
except three are home-reared—is it not satisfying ? We have
also got a turkey chicken : some turkey’s eggs were given to
us by our grandfather, our hens sat upon those eggs, and



MISS MARTIN IN EARLY GIRLHOOD






LETTERS TO MISS MARTIN, 1878-5 63

hatched five young turkeys. One has been, unhappily, carried
off by a kite, and three others have died. The one that is
living has grown big and strong and is likely to live. Aru’s
guinea-pigs have had young ones again, five this time; one of
the little ones is very pretty, all white like snow with ruby
eyes. Her birds are flourishing ; they seem to have got aceus-
tomed to the Indian climate. We have got two squirrels,
which we caught in our Garden some time ago. They are not
of the reddish-brown colour of the English squirrels, but are
striped on the back. They are very frisky and amusing. We
keep them in a large cage.

I have not heard from the Miss Halls since our return.
Mary (the eldest) was inclined to be very tall always. I suppose
Reginald, their brother, is gone to school, as there was talk
of his going during our last visit to Cambridge.! Please give
our best remembrances to old Mr. and Mrs. Baker,? if you see
them. Are the Joneses still lodging there ?

We all want so much to return to England. We miss the
free life we led there ; here we can hardly go out of the limits
of our own Garden, but Baugmaree hapypily is a pretty big
place, and we walk round our own park as much as we like.
If we can fulfil our wishes and return to England, I think we
shall most probably scttle in some quiet country place. The
English villages are so pretty. But before we go, we have to get
quite well, and then sell our property here, for it is very expensive
keeping up two houses here, we being in England in another.

I practise pretty often on the piano now ; the instrument
we have got is rather an old and cracked one, but it answers
our purposes for the present ; no use buying a splendid piano,
if we do not mean to stay here. We have also got a small
harmonium ; we used to play it in our Church before we went
to England.

Please give Aru’s and my love to A. Is she going to leave
school soon ? It is a pity that you are not in the same class
with her, for it would have been so much nicer. When are

! The son and eldest daughter of the late Rev. H. Hall of St. Paul's
Church, Cambridge.

2 The proprietors of Regent House, where the Dutts lodged in Cambridge.
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you going to leave Cambridge House ?' I do so want to see
your dear old face again! ‘ Oh, to be in England now that
April’s there !’ sing I with Robert Browning.

12th May. I was rather too hasty in saying that I was
quite well—for the last two days I have had a very bad cough,
with spitting of blood ; Aru has still got some fever. At
nights the fever generally comes on very strongly, but during
the day she feels better. T hope she will soon get well. My
cousin, Charoo Chunder Dutt, who went to be a barrister,
to England, has come back. He came ouly a few weeks before
the end of April. His wife and children ave very glad to have
him back again. He also wants to go back to England. My
uncles and other cousins are quite at a loss to find out what
there can he so attractive in England. as to make us all long
to go back there! We assure them that if they went once to
TFngland, they would very soon be of our opinion. The other
day, Unecle Girish (Papa’s youngest brother, his sonnets are
very good in the D. F. 4.), invited us to lunch at his house,
He had a freezing-machine, and he made a delicious ice-cream
in our presence. We enjoyed the day immensely. Uncle is
so hearty and aunt is so kind. They ave talking of accompany-
ing us to Europe on our return to England, but we have no
more faith in Unecle’s ever going to England: he has been so
long talking about it, for the last four years ! It would be nice
though, if he could go. Our grandfather and grandmother
never can hear of our return to Furope ; the latter weeps at
even the mention of it. I wish you knew her s she is, I am sad
to say, still a Hindu, but she is so gentle and loves us so much.
She had many children, but now only Mamma and Mamma’s
brother are living.

The other day one of our geese was killed by a snake:
it had been bitten on the beak and near the eyes; the beak
had become quite blue. It had been bitten during the night.
All the poultry are shut up in a room at night. There
were some holes in the floor of the room, and the serpent,
no doubt, came out from one of them ; the goose very likely

1 The school at Malvern Wells where her friend Miss Martin was.
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pecked at the reptile and so was bitten. This morning, one of
our servants saw a very big snake in the room where we keep
our fire-wood ; it was very likely the same serpent which bit
the goose. All the holes have been filled up, and I hope there
will be no more deaths by snake-bites among our poultry.
A large cobra was killed the other day at our town house. If
the small piece of ground there is to be infested with cobras,
I do not know what we shall do. This is the third cobra that
has been killed there.

I shall write to you again as soon as I can. I often think of
you, dear, and long to see you again. If we ever go to England,
we shall be sure to find you out the first thing. Your letters
give me great pleasure, and I look out for them every mail.

We think of going on the banks of the Ganges for a change—
it would be very pleasant, especially at this time of the year.

How gay Cambridge would be during the whole of this
month. I should like to be there now. I hope you will enjoy
all the gaieties of the May term. Our kindest regards to your
father and mother and love to you, especially mine. God
bless you and be with ug all.

12, Manicktollah Street,
Calcutta.
September 19, 1874.

I could not write hefore to you. The Lord has taken dear
Aru from us. It i a sore trial for us, but His will be done.
We know He doeth all things for our good. She left us on the
28rd July last, at cleven in the morning. She was very peaceful
and happy to the last, though she suffered intensely from
fever, dyspepsia, and great debility during her last illness.
She lies beside my brother in our little cemetery beyond the
bridge. We feel lonely without her, who was the life of our
small family. She was so cheerful and happy always. Think
of us sometimes, dear.

I have received your letters. One, I received during Aru’s
illness, so I was unable to reply to it, the other I have got
this morning by the early post. I thank you sincerely for it.
Please write to me as often as you can, for your letters are

F
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a source of great pleasure and enjoyment to me. I have to
thank you also for the photograph ot Cambridge House, which
you enclosed in your last letter but one. I penned a letter to
you some time ago, but could not send it on account of
Aru’s illness. I will try and write oftener and more interesting
letters.

I am glad to hear you are well and enjoying yourself. West-
moreland is a place where Papa longs to live, for it was by
the Windermere Lakes that Wordsworth lived, and you know
he i3 Papa’s favourite poet. Southey used to live at Keswick,
and Coleridge and Professor Wilson of Blackwood’s Magazine
had their homes there too. The latter (Professor Wilson) had
a small sailing boat of his own on the lake, and he used to be
on the lake whenever he pleased in his own little boat ; was not
that jolly ?

I hope you will have better weather by and by. I believe
it rains a good deal up in Westmoreland. The items in your
letter are very interesting. I remember Miss Pullen very
well ; she used to attend the French lectures. Mr. Jebb?
too, you say, is to wed an American widow—he is such a shy
man, he dared hardly deliver his lectures to us with his face
towards the class ; he used almost to have his back towards
us while he was at his desk delivering lectures on English
Literature. I do not remember to have seen the lady he is
going to be united to.

To-day is Sunday, but we were unable to attend service in
the Old Church as it is undergoing repairs. The services are
held at St. John’s, but at such an unreasonable hour, 7 a.m.,
that we can hardly get ready to be in time ; it is also a great
distance from our place. Mr. Goldsmith, curate of the Old
Chureh, is a Cantab, and we like him very much. Mr. Welland,
the pastor, is an old friend of ours ; he went to England with
us in the same steamer four years ago; he returned here
gsometime before we did. He is a very pleasant man, an Irish-
man ; his sister has just been married here. The poem in
the Appendix of the Dutt Family Album is from his pen ; it

1 Afterwards Sir Richard Claverhouse Jebb, Public Orator; Fellow of
Trinity ; Professor of Greek, Cambridge.
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was written in answer to one of Papa’s poems. I should so
like to go back to Cambridge and have a look at you all.

20th.

In May last a dreadful thing happened in our Garden. One
of our gardeners, while going round the jheel (lake) found
a man hanging on a tree, stark dead, just between our garden
and a neighbouring field. Papa immediately sent notice to
the police station and soon two policemen arrived and they
were quickly followed by the police sergeant. Nobody could
identify the body. Papa was asked by the police officer to
come and see the body. Papa went, though he did not like it
very much. He said the man must have been ahout fifty, and
was of course a native. The police officer ordered the body
to be taken to the station that same night—all this happened
about four in the afternoon. The case was investigated and the
body examined but no clue was found to the mystery, as to
whether the man had been murdered or had committed suicide,
Our Garden becomes very lonely at nights, for there are very
few houses round it and our grounds are very extensive, We
heard of a dacoity having been committed very near it when
we were in England. The servants said that the robbery was
committed by night, and in the morning they gathered up some
weapons which the dacoits had thrown in our Garden after
they had done their work, This makes it rather unpleasant,
and Papa bought a good revolver a few months ago in case
of need. I was so frightened after that affair about the dead
man, found hanging from the tree, that I could not sleep the
whole blessed night !

Aru’s was such a lively and merry disposition, that she
seemed to fill all the large Garden House with life and anima-
tion.—Now, without her, the place seems so lifeless and
deserted that Mamma can hardly bear going there. We are
thinking of disposing of it, if we go to England ; for if we do
go, as we all wish to, again, we shall settle there. The free
air of Europe, and the free life there, are things not to be had
here., We cannot stir out from our own garden without
being stared at, or having a sun-stroke, And the streets are

F2
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so dirty and narrow, that one feels quite suffocated in them.
Ot course not all the streets, for there are a few broad and clean
stroets newly openod.

Aru’s pets are getting on very well : her guinea-pigs have
increased wonderfully their number ; they are now eighteen,
although we have given some away—dear Aru would have
liked to see them come and take their breakfast of bread and
milk. It makes one sad looking at her pets though, she is so
far away ; God have merey upon us. Her pet kitten, Peenoo,
is now hecome pretty big, so is Baguette, the kitten she gave
me on my last birthday. Baguette has now got three kittens of
her own. I am in a great perplexity how to dispose of them.
Baguette and Peenoo are very fond of each other; Peenoo is
the sharper of the two, she catches butterflies and brings them
to Baguette to play with ; is not that friendly of Peenoo ?

I am now brushing up my arithmetic with Papa. I am rather
backward in it, so I am now going into it heartily. We are
lovking out for a German master : it is hard getting a good one
here; I wish we were in Cambridge under the teaching of
Herr Steinhelper.

Papa has disposed of our piano, ag it was a very old and
jingling instrument : he means getting a new one soon.

21. To-morrow is mail-day, so I must try and post this
letter to-day.

I am now reading from the volumes of the Revue des Deux
Mondes. The magazine is conducted very ably, and its contents
are always very interesting and instructive, we get the volumes
from the Caleutta Public Library, of which Papa is a share-
holder—we can get as many books as we like at a time and
keep them as long as it pleases us—unfortunately there are
not many French works, I mean readable French works, in the
Library, but the volumes of the Revue des Deux Mondes make
ample compensation for this defect. The library possesses all
the volumes of the Revue from the beginning, I had also
been lately reading a tale recently published from the pen of
Vietor Hugo—Quatre-vingt-treize is its title. It is a very interest-
ing work and treats of the French Revolution of '98, I liked
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the book exceedingly ; some parts of it arc highly poetical ;
it is a very big book, three large volumes: but I never got
tired in getting through it. I was also reading a criticism of
his poom ‘ Les Chéitiments’ from the Revue. I should like to seo
the poem itsclf very much ; the extracts I read of it aro sublime.

I am so glad of your succoss at school—I knew you would
be first in ¥rench, for you are a great scholar in I'rench. I con-
gratulate you heartily. . . .

We see very few people here, except our own relations and
friends—indeed we seldom go out of our own housc and garden.
Oh, for the walks in Cambridge with you !

Baguette is here interrupting me, coaxing me for a caress
and a loving pat—Dbreakfast is also ready, so I must stop here
for the present ; I shall finish this letter after breakfast. Ishall
post it to your address in Cambridge.

There has not been much rain this year, and the famine is
beginning to be felt in Lower Bengal ; alrcady famine-stricken
people are coming down from the up-country. Ihope that this
time it will be not so great as it was some years ago, while
we were at Caleutta. I remember then, there used to come
to our garden, women, men, and children, thin as skeletons,
all their bones sticking out : when food uscd to be given them,
it was painful to see how they fell greedily to it. Mothers
would snatch out of their children’s hands. They used some-
times to stay in the garden for a few days for the sako of the
simple rice and dal they got every morning.

The weather is very hot now, especially at nights—Papa
does not allow me to sleep with my window open on account
of my cough ; this makes me very uncomfortable in bed. I am
quite well at present, though I have still got some cough.
Mamma has had very few attacks of her pains since she has
been in India ; Papa thinks it is from the change of diet, that
she has mecessarily undergone, from meat to rice. She is now
suffering from a persistent rheumatic pain in her left foot.
I hope as soon as this damp weather is over she will be quite
well. Papa has had two or three attacks of fever lately, but
he is pretty well now,

I am sorry to hear of your father’s indisposition, I hope
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he is now quite well. I suppose you will leave Cambridge
House soon. Did you not write sometime before that you will
leave it by next May ?

We have got a large turkey now; it was hatched by a hen
from a turkey’s egg that my grandfather gave us—he gave us
several, and seven young turkeys were hatched, but they all
died when young (two were stolen), except this one. It has
grown a fine-looking bird now. The ducklings I wrote to you
about some time ago have grown into very beautiful ducks
now, of varied and sleek plumage,

I must close hore. Papa and Mamma send their kindest
regards to you all, in which I join. With best love to you
from me.

P.S. T enclose a small flower and some leaves from the
Toru-Lota plant. They have not been pressed and dried very
well, but I know you will like to have them.

12, Manicktollah Street,
Calcutta.
November 17, 1874.

This letter will reach you just about Christinas time, so
I wish you a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year, with
many many happy returns of both.

We are keeping pretty good health here. Papa had an attack
of fever a few days ago, but he has gol over it at present.
I have still got a slight cough, but there is no blood-spitting
with it now. Mamma seldom gets her old attacks of pain here ;
we think that the climate and the diet of this country have done
this benefit to her health.

It is beginning to be pleasantly cold here; the mornings
are often rather chilly like those of an English smunmer. Tho
cold season is very pleasant in India ; it reminds us of English
springs or early summer weather.

We all long to go to Europe again. We hope, if we go, to
settle in England and not return to India any more. I expect
my youngest uncle and aunt will accompany us to Europe
this time; it will be very nice if they do so. My uncle is
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a thorough casanier, as the French have it, and it will be
a miracle if he goes with us; (he says he will ;) he has never
been a whole day from home I believe ! The pets are all doing
well, there are now twenty-four guinea-pigs! We hope to
dispose of some of them soon; the birds are thriving,
especially the canaries, the bullfinch died some months ago ;
our cats had a litter of kittens; we gave them away as
soon as they were old enough; they are all sought after,
on account of old Maja, who was famed, all the country round,
for her hunting powers ! We caught a wild parrot some time
ago ; it must have been very hungry, for it came on the table
to pick some dried peas that we had strewn there to entice it.
We have got two turkeys now ; unfortunately the male one has
lost one eye, through fighting with a cock of the neighbourhood.

I have been reading a good deal lately, French especially.
I finished a translation of Sir Bulwer Lytton’s Last of the
Barons, a few days ago. I have not read the original, but
the translation is excellently done, and the book has high
merits. It treats of the time of Edward the fourth of England,
and the Last of the Barons is the great Warwick, the ‘ King-
maker ’ as he was called. I have also read lately Lamartine's
Lectures pour tous. It is a very interesting collection from all
his works and is very readable. I like the Revue des Deux
Mondes very much ; as the Calcutta Public Library has got all
the volumes of the Revue there is no limit to my reading. The
articles in the Revue are so interesting, and give me so much
information on various subjects. I have lately been reading
in the Revue a description of the inhabitants of the Jura
mountains, their occupations and their ways and manners of
living. The perusal of the article gave me great pleasure. The
articles are written by able writers and the Magazine is con-
ducted excellently well.

Papa has hired a piano for me ; it is a very good one. It is
unfortunate that we cannot get here the small-sized cabinet
pianos which we got in Europe ; all the instruments dispatched
here are very big and cumbrous and occupy a great deal of
room.

A friend of mine wants to send his daughter to England
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and have her educated there. He wants to know the terms of
Cambridge House, and if a child of nine, who hardly knows
any English, will be admitted in your school. He is adverse to
putting his girl in one of the schools of Calcutta, as the instruc-
tion here is far inferior to what one gets in England. Please
kindly let me know all about Cambridge House.

20th. We went to the Garden yestorday. It has become
vory junglified ; we are going to have it cleared in a few days,
ag soon as the rainy season is quite over, It is very pleasant
now in the suburbs of Calcutta. Perhaps we shall spend the
winter in the Garden, but we have not made up our minds
about it yet.

Papa wants to buy a carriage and pair of horses ; but I am
set against it. I tell him if he allows himself to be entramelled
in Caleutta by equipages and gardens, we shall never be able
to go to Europe again. I go usually of an cvening to my
uncle’s garden. He and my aunt are never tired of listening
to the accounts of Furope which wo give them. We attend the
¢ 0ld Church’, of which Mr. Welland iy the pastor. The
Church has Dbeen lately renewed and looks very grand and
magnificent.

Several wecks ago, a large cobra was killed in my uncle’s
garden by one of his servants. My grandfather, who was here
about a fortnight ago, related how they had killed a big alligator
in his tank, inside his garden. He lives at Connaghur, near
Seramporo, on the banks of the Ganges; the alligator must
have come from the river, during the night, in search of prey.
It was killed after a great deal of trouble.

Papa has got a bad cold ; the winter here is the most dry
and pleasant season of the year, still it is very damp and almost
everybody has coughs or colds.

The Hooghly Bridge (a floating bridge across the Ganges)
has created a great sensation here. Street ballads are sung
and written in its honour and that of the builder. Hindu
ladies go to see it, in closed carriages, by thousands. We
have not seen it yet ; my uncles and aunts and numerous
cousing have been to see it, and wonder that we do not follow
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their example. What is a floating bridge to people who have
seen the Suez Canal, and have been through the underground
railway in England ?

The famine is happily at an end, and Government is selling
off the remaining supplies at a very low rate ; the poor people
are very glad at this; the Government is also disposing of all
the horses and mules, which had been required for the trans-
mission of supplies to the parts of India where famine had
made its appearance. The cheapness of rice will make every-
thing cheap.

Calcutta has been very noisy and gay during the past fort-
night in consequence of the Poogjaks. The streets were blocked
up by crowds of devotees going to throw their idols in the
river Ganges ; our ears were deafened by the continual din
of drums, fifes, flutes, violins, &e., all imaginable instruments
of music, playing altogether in exquisite discordance! The
holidays are now over, and Calcutta has re-entered into its
lethargic state. Papa is going out to-day, in the city, for some
little affairs.

Pinoo, one of our cats, is a great bird-catcher ; she is out
all day seeking for prey, and is sure to catch either a wagtail,
or sparrow, or some larger bird. She brings her prey into our
sitting-room, and then I take it from her ; she is very docile,
so she lets me do what Ilike. Often I find the bird alive, then
I let it off, and reward Pinoo with a good bit of fish !

I must now close. Dcar Mary, think of us sometimos.
Forgive this dull serawl.

12, Manicktollah Street,
Calcutta.
December 15, 1874.

I received your very welcome letter two weeks ago, as
also the kind note from Miss A. L. : please thank her from me
very much ; Papa has also reccived the kind letter from your
dear mother, which you enclosed in yours.

We are all well at present, only my cough troubles me ;
I hope I shall soon get rid of it, for it ’s a long time that I have
had it,
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We purpose going to the Garden in the mornings for walking
and exercise ; would you believe it 2 I have hardly walked
one mile at a stretch since we left England ! Mother gets up
at five in the morning and walks about my uncle’s miniature
garden till sunrise. I am too lazy to get up as early as that ;
I find it more comfortable to lie under the blankets at five a.m.
than take exercise in the ‘ trim kept lawns ’ of 18 Manicktollah
Street (vide Dutt Family Album). I go on reading from les
Revues des Deux Mondes: they afford to me a vast field of
amusement and instruction, and the subjects in each number
are so varied : political questions, social questions, geological,
literary, theatrical, and all subjects of interest are discussed
and set forth clearly hefore tho reader. I was lately reading
an article on Voltairo and Shakespeare, and another very
interesting one about Sergeant Hoff who figured in tho last
war. Papa says he will publish our translations from the
French poets as soon as there are two hundred pieces.
At present, I send them to the Bengal Magazine, cdited
by Mr. Dey, a native minister; Papa means to publish
them in a collected form, as soon as the required number is
ready.

Our cat Pinoo caught a bulbul tho other day. The bird
was quite alive and had not even a scratch ; I snatched it
away and we have still got it with our other birds. Pinoo was
rewarded with a good bit of fried fish. Isn’t he a ‘ famceux
chasseur ’ ?

My uncle went some days ago to shoot ; he brought home
only two water-fowls. He is very fond of shooting, and was
in high spirits when he came back, though he had only shot
two birds,

A gentleman of Cambridge, whom we met there several
times, is now officiating in place of Mr. Welland (who has gone
to the North West), at the Old Church. Mr. Clifford has hardly
been yet a month here. He called to see us the other day. It
is so pleasant to us to meet pcople whom we used to know
in Cambridge.
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December 26. It is now more than a week since I began
this letter ; I had an attack of fever which kept me in bed
all that time. I am well now of the fever, but the cough has
not left me. The doctor advised Papa to travel a little and
take me to the North-West Provinces, as it might do my chest
some good. Ah! wo do not mean to go such a little way
from Calcutia as that; when we travel it will bo for a trip
to Nice and St. Leonards !

Christmas passed very quietly with us; I was ill, so we
did not go to Church. My uncles and cousins decked their
houses with garlands of marigolds ; there were no hot Christinas
puddings as in England, but there werc Christmas cakes full
of plums.

Papa is going on the 1st January, 1875, to a College Reunion,
to be held at tho country residenco of a rich native gentleman
whom he knows. He is going there because he is very likely
to meet some of his old college companions. My uncle too is
going with him,

Decomber 81. To-morrow is mail-day, so I must try and
finish this letter to-day.

We went yesterday to the Garden. I walked as much as
I could. The sun had not then gone down, so we walked
under the shadow of the mango trees ; we climbed the small
mound, which is called a hill by everybody, and walked up to
the gate; the afternoon was very pleasant. Oranges are in
full season now ; they are beautiful, we cannot get the like of
them anywhere in England ; they are as large as any of the
English or Maltese oranges and the skin peols off like that of
the Mandarin ones, and they are swect as honey. Then we
have now in season the Batavian oranges; our Garden is
full of them ; they are quite yellow outside and red inside,
they are as big as a large water melon, and look very pretty
amongst the dark-green leaves. The jungle in the Garden has
been thoroughly cleared off, and the place looks clean and
neat.

Our cow, at least one of them, for we have got two, has
got a calf, The milk which we get is therefore very fresh
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and good ; we make our own butter and cream, for it is a very
good cow and gives plenty of milk.

1st January, 1875. A happy new year to you, dear, and
many many glad returns of the same !

We sce from the papers that the winter is very severe in
England this time ; the last telegram said that there has been
heavy snow-storms and severe frosts during the last fortnight
in England. Oh, how I should now like to be there! though
Papa tells me to thank my stars that I am out of all this
govere weather with my cough !

I saw in the Indian Daily News last night the death of
Sir Ronald Martin, an old physician in India. He was in
St. Leonards when we were staying there, and Papa took dear
Aru to him for consultation, and he advised us to leave Iingland
before the winter. The paper says he was seventy-five years
old when he died and that he succumbed to the severity of
the winter.

I was sorry to hear of the death of the father? of the
Misses Fisher ; are they going to leave Cambridge ?

One of our parrots is beginning to learn to speak ; Mamma
hay a kitten called Judy, and Polly calls it so prettily—* Poor
Judy, poor Judy,” and then Polly says—‘Sweet—DPolly !’
Mamma is now teaching it a long sentence—' Toru dear, don’t
cough, take a little milk.” Polly just stutters out my name
so funnily.

We went to my uncle’s yesterday ; he is never tired of
listening to us when we speak about England, and he questions
us on the most minute details; he will talk about England
by the day till my cousin vows that he, my uncle, knows
more about England, though he has never been there, than
we do.

The guinea-pigs are increasing as rapidly as we are getting
rid of them !

Papa promises to post my letter on his way to the College
Reunion. I wonder how many of his schoolfellows he will meet
there.

1 William Webster Fisher, Downing Professor of Medicine,
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I have not done any arithmetic lately. It is optional to
me to do it or not, as I have finished it ; Papa means to go
on to geometry and algebra, but I am afraid I am too thick-
headed for that.

Dear Mary, T must now close. Please give my kindest
regards to A. L. and also to your father and mother. With
best love to yourself.

12, Manicktollah Street,
Caleutta.
January 11, 1875.

I have ag yet not got any letter from you, but as I expect one
soon, I have sat down to pen a reply.

I have had another attack of fever last week, but I am much
better now ; I am happy to say that both Papa and Mamma
are keeping well. Last Monday we took a long drive all round
the Maidan ; we went along the river for a long time ; such
a number of vessels were anchored there ; two or three steamers
were just having their steam up, ready to start for merry
England ; Ihad a great mind to tell the coachman to stop, and
get up in one of these ‘ homeward bound steamers’ !

We met the carriage and six of Sir Salar Jung, a great up-
country dignitary. We saw the magnificent statue in bronze of
Sir James Outram on horseback ; it is the work of Mr. Foley,
the celebrated sculptor, and had been expressly made to be sent
out to India. We passed the Eden Gardens, which are the
admiration of all Calcutta, and the promenade of the fashionable ;
and then the Calcutta Newgate or jail ; it is very large and
surrounded by a high wall ;—sentries were pacing up and down,
all round the building, armed with bayonets. The streets in the
native quarter of Calcutta are so dirty, narrow, and blocked up
that it is a wonder to me how we get through them without some
accident.

The European part of the town is far better; though far
inferior to some of the fashionable parts of London. We had
a drive of about twelve miles that day. Our turkey has hatched
seven of the nine eggs she was sitting upon ; the young turkeys
are so nimble, and it is so funny looking at them, when they
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pick up their rice or grain with their tiny beaks. Two ot the
bulbuls died, so we let go the third one for fear it should
die too.

I have not been reading anything for the last few days, but
I am a regular contributor to the Bengal Magazine. They are
so slow in Caleutta (by they, I mean the printers), Would you
believe it ? the December number of the Magazine has not come
out yet !

A few days ago one of my cousins, who is a Hindu, came here
with his wife and two daughters and his son ; the latter is a very
fine, handsome boy, ¢ like a prince,” as the Bengalis say, of about
ten. His two sisters are younger than me, but they look
much bigger and older—the cldest has a boy of four, she has
just lost her two younger children ; the younger sister has a girl
of about two, so plump and pretty ; I took her on my lap, and
she sat there very quiet for some time, but catching sight of
Papa’s beard, sho burst into tears ; and her mother had to
take her and send her out for a walk in the garden to
calm her.

I hope you will excuse, dear Mary, my dull letters ; they are
a poor return for your interesting ones.

I hope you have not suffered from the severe weather this
winter. The papers are full of the cold that is felt all over
England ; all the country covered under a sheet of snow. Here
the weather is delightful, only in the mornings there is some-
times an unhealthy fog—but by nine o’clock, the sun shines
warm and dispels all dampness and fog.

February Tth. It is a long time since I began this letter; Thave
been very ill, and it is only yesterday that I went downstairs.
I have been ill with a very bad cough, accompanied with a good
deal of blood-spitting and fever. I am glad to say I am better
now, though still rather weak. Dr. Cayley of the new Mayo
Hospital was called in, besides the native doctor. I have had
such a number of blisters put on my chest and back, that they
are quite sore—luckily they heal up in a day or two. Papa
wishes to call in Dr. Cayley again—but I tell him, that one doetor
is enough, for—
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Faut des docteurs ; pas trop n’en faut ;
L’excés en tout est un défaut.

J’ai mis en paralléle

Les coursiers et le médecin :

A son char plus on en attéle,

Plus on abrege son chemin.

Dr. Cayley says that we shall be able to go to Europe in April ox
May—he advises us to go to Italy or to the sea-coast in the South
of England.

Papa has purchased a very nice and comfortable barouche and
a splendid pair of bay mares, belonging to the Government stud ;
the pair are an excellent match—1I have named them ‘ Jeunette’
and ‘ Gentille . They have to go every morning to Dunnett’s to
be broken in ; they are very quiet, and the coachman thinks
they will be ready for us in three weeks.

By last mail we sent for some French books from London,
through Messrs. Hachette & Co. We hope to receive them by
April. My uncle has had a lot of books out from England, both
French and German. It is alongtime since we attended Chureh;
I have been too ill to go anywhere ; I hope next Sunday we shall
be able to go to the Old Church.

One of my cousins has bought a mare very lately—the mare
he had ran off from the carriage somehow or other, and in its
mad course knocked down a woman who was passing, and hurt
her so dreadfully that she was immediately taken to the Hospi-
tal and is not likely to live ; the animal hurt another person, but
not so seriously ; it has itselt got three or four very deep flesh
wounds which had to be sewed up. We have sold off a lot of the
guinea-pigs ; there are only six pairs left now ; we are going to
keep two pairs ; one, the old pair which dear Aru brought from
England, and another quite white. I have not been able to read
much lately. I have neither practised much.

The weather is getting very warm here now ; last night it was
very hot. I must rest a little now.

February 8th. Iam not quite sure about the affair of the little
girl T wrote about—whether she will be sent to England, and it
80, when she is to go. When I shall hear definitely about it,
I shall let you know. It will be indeed very sad for her, if she
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does go, for she has never been from home, even for a day.
Many thanks for the trouble you have taken for me. I shall
write to Miss Fletcher either by this mail or the next ; it is
very kind of her to write to me herself. I am very glad to
hear that it is very likely that Mademoiselle! will come to
stay in Cambridge.

The Rev. Mr. Dey, editor of the Bengal Magazine, to which
I contribute, has very lately published a novel in two volumes,
in English. He got a prize for it offered by a rich Zemindar for
the best novel on humble rural life in India. I have not seen
the book yet ; I hope it will be successful.

We have not been able to go to Church for some time on
account of my illness ; I hope we shall be able to attend the
Old Church next Sunday.

They have just brought into the compound Jeunette and
Gentille. I regaled the pair with some sugar-cane, of
which they are extremely fond. T like to look at them so
much—they are my prime favourites now. They are kept
in the Garden just for the present, till our stable in town
is quite ready.

How are your pets getting on, doves and canaries ? How nice
it is for you to be at home again in Cambridge. Parker’s Piece
must be full of football players now of an afternoon. And the
lectures vont leur train, I suppose; and is M. Boquel still in
Cambridge ? and Dr. Garrett as crusty as ever 2 I shall write
to Mrs. Baker at the earliest opportunity.

February 9th. I began yesterday a very interesting book,
Papiers posthumes de Rossel. You know Rossel was shot hecause
he held some position among the Communes. He was formerly
an officer in Bazaine’s army, but he deserted when Metz capitu-
lated. The last part of his diary is so pathetic. I remember all
the English papers were of opinion that he was condemned
unjustly—1I think so too ; his mistake lay in that he, an officier
de génie of the French army, became one of the leaders of the

1 Mademoiselle Verry, Miss Martin’s French governess, who resided for

many years at Park Terrace till her pupil went to school at Cambridge
House, Malvern-Wells, in 1872,
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Commune ; but if he had lived, he would have been one
of the best soldiers of the day. He was a Protestant; he
loved his country ‘not wisely but too well’. He has written
a book, L’Art de la guerre; 1 saw some reviews of it in the
English papers.

February 10th. Yesterday, I went out for the first time
since my illness ; my unele and aunt were so very glad to see
me out.

I have not yet gone for a drive: as soon as Jeunette and
Gentille are throughly broken in, I shall be able to drive about
comfortably in our own carriage. The cabs here are so bad and
uncomfortable that it is a feat of power and dexterity to get in
or out of them !

The December numher of the Bengal Magazine has at last
come out! The January number has not come out yet, but
it will soon, for they sent me the proof sheets of my transla-
tions some time ago. Papa sometimes gives an article to the
Magazine, but not always.

One of our cats has now got three kittens; we shall
dispose of them as soon as they are big enough, by giving
them to friends.

I hope you will excuse my dull letters, they are but a poor
return for your interesting ones, but

Croyez qu’avec vous de moitié
Mon coeur tout autrement raisonne,
Et qu’il ne redoute personne

Au grand concours de 'amitié.

I have handed the prospectus to the little girl’s father ; as
soon as I know his decision, I shall write to you.

I must now close my letter. Give my kindest regards to your
father and mother.

P.8.—Reading over my letter, I find I have written twice
over about our going to Church, but never mind, you will
excuse all such bétises.

T. D.
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12, Manicktollah Street,
Calcutta.
March 14, 1875,

Iwasgladindeed toreceive your letter, dated the 8rd Febrnary,
this morning. I enjoyed reading it so much. I am very sorry
to hear that you have got a bad cold. I hope you are quite well
by this time. I, myself, am much better now; the warm
weather has set in and we are obliged to have the punkah going
all through the day.

I asked the little girl’s father about her ; she is not going to
Fingland just now ; I do not know if she will ever be able to go.
Thank you very much for the information about Cambridge
House. Please give my very best thanks to Miss Fletcher, when
you see her, for her kind letter.

Yesterday, Dunnet, the horse-breaker, came here ; and we
had the first ride in our own carriage and pair. Jeunctte and
Gentille go splendidly and are very quiet. We had a pretty
long drive.

My cousin’s new mare was tried in his brougham ; she went
very well too. Dunnet is coming again to-morrow, to accustom
our coachman to the horses.

April8rd. Tt is some time since I began this letter ; for the
lagt fortnight Papa has been suffering from strong fever ; he has
now got rid of the fever, but is still rather weak.

I go out for a drive almost every day. Papa is not able to
accompany me every time, because of his weakness. We are
going to spend the day in the Garden and have our luncheon
there.

Last night we had a thunderstorm, accompanied with hail.
It is very fresh and cool this morning in consequence.

My birthday was the 4th of March. Mamma gaveme Dickens’s
Barnaby Rudge, and Papa a beautiful volume of Mrs. Barrett
Browning’s poems. Ihave already read both of themn, and I like
them very much.

We expect our books from England on Thursday next ; I am
looking forward for it.
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April 5th. We went to the Garden on Saturday last, and
spent the day there. My uncle and aunt joined us there in the
afternoon, and we took a walk when the sun had set. Papa and
I are going out shopping to-day. I am now reading Dickens’s
Bleak House. 1 have only just begun it, but as far as I have
read, it is very interesting. We are going to live in the Garden
during the hot season ; I think we shall be able to remove by
the end of this week.

April 6th. We had a great deal of rain last night, which has
made the morning very pleasant and cool.

The delicious mangoes will be soon in season ; unripe ones
are already to be got ; they are very nice boiled with a little
sugar. Pineapples are to be got, but they are very dear, almost
as dear as in England. Then we have now the Rose-berry, with
its beautiful odour of fresh roses, and the Lokut, with its bright
orange colour ; and the water-melon, and the sugar-canc, and
the Bael, which is very good, strained and made into a drink
with ice and sugar.

I continue to contribute translations from the French poets to
the Bengal Magazine; some of the Indian papers review them
favourably, which makes me very happy and proud !

I get up early now, at five in the morning, because I have
Jounette and Gentille fed before me, and they come at six, so
I am dressed and ready by the time they come. In the Garden,
they will have plenty of pasture and frec air. Here, of course,
they are kept almost the whole day in their stable.

April 8th. I got your letter dated the 10th March this morn-
ing ; oh, the long interesting letter ! I was so glad to receive it,
but I feel quite ashamed of my own remissness in my correspon-
dence.

I havenot got Voltaire’s Charles XII. T1returned all the books
you kindly lent me. I am very sorry to hear about the Fishers ;
will they stay on in Cambridge ? I see from your letter that
your father sees Mr. Hall very often. Do you meet Mary and
Lizzie sometimes ? If so, give my best love to them. All the
Cambridge news you give in your letter is very interesting.
Mr. George Macfarren (who is one of the candidates for the

G2
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Cambridge professorship) we knew in London ; his wife, Natalia
Maefarren, was our singing mistress during our long sojourn in
that city. Ihope Mr. Macfarren all success with my whole heart.
Many thanks for the little pin-cushion ; I shall treasure it up for
your dear sake. I was so sorry to learn of your illness and am so
glad you are quite well now. Iam pretty well now, but the cough
has not quite left me yet. There is very little chance of our going
to England just now, but still we hope to go soon. My uncle
seriously declares that he will very soon start for England ; but
we have heard this so often that we do not think he will be able.
What a severe winter you have had ! Papa says we are well out
of it ! Here the weather is intolerably hot. We went yesterday
for a drive. Jeunette and Gentille are so quiet, strong, and fleet
that Papa was quite pleased with them. I have such merry tiffs
with my uncle and aunt about the merits of their horse (a grey
and rather small-sized stud-bred) and Jeunette and Gentille’s.
My aunt calls her horse Peerless Roland, but I call him Rosin-
ante, in remembrance of Don Quixote’s famous steed !

I am afraid my letter will be very short and dull this time.
Are you going to leave Cambridge House next May ? If so, you
have left school by the time this reaches you. We have not
been to Church for a long time, on account of sickness amongst
us. To-morrow is mail-day, so I must post this to-day if I wish
it to go by this mail. I am quite ashamed of this serawl.
Please give my love to your dear Mother, and best love to
yourself,

Baugmaree Garden House.
April 28, 1875.

I begin this letter now, so as to be able to make it long if not
interesting. Papa has been suffering very much for the last
week from an abscess in his right leg. The doctor wanted to
make a slight incision, but Mamma is very much afraid of opera-
tions of any kind. Iam glad to say that the sore is now in a fair
way of getting well. You will see by the address that we have
settled down at old Baugmaree for the hot season; it is so
much cooler and pleasanter here than in town. We came here
on the 15th instant.
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The books wesent for from England haveat last come to hand ;
there are only two more to come, Those that we have already
received are : Les Chdtiments, by Victor Hugo, a book which
I have been longing to see; the poems therein are very boautiful ;
if I have time and space, I shall copy and send one of the smallest
picces with a translation by your humble scrvant ! Then therc
are Voyage aux Pyrénées by Taine, Seul!, by Saintine. The
latter is the well-known history of Alexander Selkirk, from which
Defoe made out his Robinson Crusoe. Then we have received
also : Napoléon le Petit, by Victor Hugo ; Les Fiancés du Spitzbery,
by Marmier, ‘ ouvrage couronné par I’Académie Frangaise’; La
roche aux mouettes, by Sandeau ; Histoire d’'une bouchde de pain,
by Macé. This is a scientific book treating of the organs of the
human body and also of the animals, but the whole is so simply
told, and so well explained, that it is most interesting reading.
Then there are two volumes of Charles Nodier’s charming Contes.
I have only read two or three of the whole lot as yet ; I was so
glad to receive them that a whole fortnight was passed in looking
at them and hugging them ! Yesterday our coachman, who is
a good angler, caught a small Boheet from one of our tanks ; he
is going to try again to-day. Two or three nights ago, one of our
servants saw two wild boars in our Garden. We had seen one
before we went to England. My unele is anxious to have a shot
ab them, if they make their appearance again. I saw a weasel
this morning, while I was taking my ‘constitutional’. There are
many weasels in our Garden ; I am going to try and catch one
if possible. Therc has been quite a murrain among our pets :
almost all the kittens have died, only two are left, and Mamma’s
pet cat, Judy, is dead too, and three of our rabbits also have had
the same fate. Isn’t it distressing ?

The leechies will be in soon now, the mangoes will come in later
about the beginningof May. Iam pretty well at present,only the
cough has not left me yet. Mamma is quite well.

I went this morning to see Jeunette and Gentille bathed. They
are so gentle, and are very fond of me ! Igo out driving almost
every day in the evening. Papa is unable to accompany me just
now, and Mamma stays at home for him. My uncle and aunt
came to see us yesterday.
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25th, Monday. Last evening we received a letter of receipt
from Messrs. Hachette & Co., accompanied by the last book of
those we sent for. It is the Scénes historiques, by Mme de Witt,
née Guizot ; it is a beautifully and richly bound volume, with
illustrations. Last night, we had what the English papers would
call a thunderstorm, and which we would denominate a refreshing
shower ! Yesterday, our coachman caught two large fishes ; he
is a lucky angler, indeed he supplies our daily consumption of
fish ; it iy so pleasant having fresh fish from our own tanks.

The mornings are so pleasant in the Garden. Very early, ab
about three in the morning, the Bheem-raj, a little bird, begins
his song ; half an hour afterwards, all the bushes and trees burst
into melody, the Kokila, the Bow-kotha-kow—which means,
‘ Speak, O bride '—the Papia, &c. And the gay little humming-
birds, with their brilliant colours, dive into the flowers for honcy
with busy twitters. Oh, it is so cool and pleasant in the morning
till ten o’clock, when the warmth increases ; from noon to about
four in the afternoon, all is quite still, except some lone wood-
pecker tapping at some far-off tree.  Then in the evening, all the
birds arc astir again, till it gets dark, when, like wisc little
creatures that they are, they go to bed!

Jeunette and Gentille are thriving. I sometimes lead them to
grass in our compound ; they follow me as meck as lambs. 1
must stop here, for breakfast is ready.

Aypril 27th. Yesterday my grandfather came here with one of
his grandsons ; he wished to consult Dr. Cayley about the health
of the boy, who is rather weakly. Yesterday, in the afternoon,
we had a good deal of rain and wind, which continued almost the
whole night.

Of all the English birds that Aru brought from England,
only six are living, two pairs of canaries, one goldfinch, and one
chaffinch. The guinea-pigs increase their number weekly, and
I continue to ‘ drive a roaring trade ’ as Papa says, by selling
them by lots of eighteen or twenty at a time ! I hope you are all
quite well. By the time this letter reaches you, you would have
left Cambridge House for good, I suppose. Where are you going
this summer during the vacation ? What do you think of
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coming out here for a summer-trip ? We should be charmed to
see you and should be happy to bring about this joyous event in
any way, if you will just give a hint that it will suit you !

The weather looks cloudy, and as the Garden gets unhealthy
during the rainy season, we shall soon have to decamp. Write
to me at our Calcutta house, for I am afraid of the letters being
lost if you were to address them here. Papa is pretty well, but
as I said before, it will be some time beforo he is able to move
about. He and Mamma join in sending kind regards to your
father and mother and with best love to yourself.

CHANSON

From Victor Hugo’s Les Chdtiments
(Original)

La femelle ? elle est morte.
Le méle ? un chat 'emporto
Et dévore ses os.
Au doux nid qui frissonne
Qui reviendra ? personne.
Pauvres petits oiseaux !
Le péatre absent par fraude !
Le chien mort ! le loup rode
Et tend ses noirs panneaux
Au bercail qui frissonne.
Qui veillera ? personne.
Pauvres petits agneaux !
L’homme au bagne ! la mére
A I’hospice ! & misére !
Le logis tremble aux vents ;
L’humble berceau frissonne.
Que reste-t-il 2 personne.
Pauvres petits enfants !

CHANSON
(T'ranslation)

The female 2 She is dead.

The male ? The cat has fed

On his flesh and his bone.

To the nest which will come ?
Oh, poor birdlings, be dumb ;

But they moan, the weak things, and they moan.
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The shepherd ? Gone or fled.
The dog ? Killed, and instead
The wolf prowling alone.
He peers n.—Ho, I come !
He may pity, hope some,
Oh poor lambs, the woll’s heart is of stone.

The man ? To prison led.
The mother ? sick-a-bed
In a workhouse is thrown.
It is cold—will she come ?
They cry—ecry for a crumb,
Poor children, look to God on his throne.

From Les Chdtvments of Victor Hugo
(Original)
— Sentiers ou 'herbe se bulance,
Vallons, coteaux, bois chevelus,
Pourquoi ce deuil et ce silence ?
— Celui qui venait ne vient plus.
— Pourquoi personne & la fenétre,
Iit pourquoi ton jardin sans fleurs ?
O maison ! ou donc est ton maitre ?
— Je ne sais pas, il est ailleurs.
— Chien, veille au logis. — Pour quoi faire 2
La maison est vide a présent.
— Enfant, qui pleures-tu ? — Mon pére.
— Yemme, qui pleures-tu 2 — L’absent.
— Ou s’en est-il allé 2 — Dans 'ombre.
— Ylots qui gémisses sur 1'écueil,
D’out venez-vous ? — Du bagne sombre.
— Lt qu’apportez-vous ? — Un cercueil.

Tue PoniticAL PRISONER
(T'ranslation)
—Paths that from trees dark shadows borrow !
Green vale and wood and pebbled shore !

Wherefore this silence and this sorrow ?
—A step that came here, comes no more.
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—Closed window, sign of some disaster !
Garden, where never flowers are seen !
And grey old housc—where is the master ?

—Long in his home he has not been.

—Mastiff kecp watch.—O stranger rather
On Desolation look thou here.

—~Child why weepest thou 2—For my Father.
—And thou O woman ?—For my dear.

~—Where is he gone ?—Ho left no traces.

—Whence come ye, Waves, that thunder loud ?
—We come from earth’s dark cruel places.

—And what bear ye 2—A hammock shroud. D

12, Manicktollah Street,
Calcutta.
June 6, 1875.

I got your long-cxpeeted and welcome letter yesterday. So
you have been to London ! Is this your first visit to it ? Tam
glad you enjoyed yourself ; did you go to the Royal Academy ?
Aru and I were charmed when we saw the Zoological Gardens,
and went there several times. I have never had the luck to see
the elephant processions you mention ; they very often take
place, but I never had the curiosity to go and see them.

I have read all the books we have had brought from England,
except one, Scénes listoriques, by Mme de Witt, which I am now
reading. Our next batch of books will come to hand about the
middle of July ; among them is M. Littré’s Dictionary, in four
volumes. Les Fiancés du Spitzberg, by X. Marmier, is a very
interesting and nice book. It is well worth reading, and I should
recommend you to read it, if it comes in your way.

We are all well now. Mamma lately had a very bad carbuncle
on the neck. We were afraid that it would have been necessary
to cut it, but happily it got well through applying warm poul-
tices and touching it up with caustic lotion.

T am very sorry to hear what you tell me about Mrs. Baker.
Does she understand all one says to her 2 I will write to her and
enclose the letter in yours. Please kindly send it over to her.

I have still got the cough, but have nothing else to complain
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of. Papa is quite well, he had an acute attack of the gout lately,
but is now very well. We have left the Garden House, as the
rainy season has commenced. The mangoes are in their full
geason now, and we arc enjoying them to our hearts’ content.

I am not able to go out driving now, as Gentille is laid up with
a strained shoulder. Jeunette is quite well and is in such exeel-
Ient condition! My cousin, who is very fond of horses, never
tires looking at her, and whencver he calls, he never fails to ask
me to order Jeunctte and Gentille to be brought in the com-
pound of our house. I wanted very much to have a book about
horses, and Mamina gave me one yesterday ; it is written by an
officer of the British army, and is intended for non-professional
horse-owners in India. It is very interesting and gives so much
information ; I have been reading it all yesterday.

9th. Papa has had two rooms built lately over our kitchen
and store-room, because we were hard up for rooms. They are
not quite finished yet, but they will be so in a few days.

Among the list of those who have passed the Civil Service
Examination, there is not one Indian gentleman ; this is very
unfortunate. One of our relations went up for the Examination,
and hag failed ; this is very sad for him. It is harder when
a Bengali fails than when an Englishman has the same mishap ;
the Bengali leaves all his friends and relations and stakes all his
fortune for a successful examination, the expenses of going and
coming are so great. There were three or four natives who went
up this year, but they have all failed, it seems.

My letter will be dull this time, as T have literally nothing to
write about. I get up veryearlynow,at four or half-past four at
the latest, so as to be able to pat and caress Jeunette and Gentille
when they come for their morning feed. Mamma says I am mad
about horses, and gives me a scolding now and then for getting
up so early. One day Jeunette got loose in the Garden, and oh !
didn’t she race ! jumping clean over hedges and quite wild with
joy ! She was caught at last, when the grooms led Gentille to
her. They are 8o very fond of cach other. Now that Gentille is
laid up with o bad shoulder Jeunette was made to go in a pair
with my cousin’s horse, and stayed out some time. Gentille
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neighed and was restless all the time she was absent ! T am get-
ting very tiresome, amn I not ? always horses, horses, horses !
Ah! but if you could see my Jounette and Gentille !

The papers say that the Duke of Buckingham is coming
out from England to be the Governor of Madras. This is,
I believe, the first Duke that has cver come out to India as
Governor.

The papers say that he is very likely to succeed Lord North-
brook as Governor-General of India. 'The Prince of Wales
intends to give us the honour of a visit in November : somo
papers are in the seventh heaven about this visit, others de-
preciate it, saying it will only be an occasion for the increase
of taxes. The Princess of Wales will not accompany him out,
it seems, as then she will have to leave her children in England.
Dr. Fayrer and Sir Bartle Frere are likely to bear him company.
The Flying Squadron will come with him out to India. It will
be a grand affair.

The Indian maize is coming into scason. Papa is not very
fond of it, but I am, when it is young and cuit sous les cendres ;
oh, then it is dclicious !

We want to sell off the Garden before we leave India, as then
we shall be able to settle for good in England. Already we have
had some very good offers for it, but not such as we would wish
to have.

The front of our town house was full of huts and small shops.
One of my cousins has now bought it, and cleared it thoroughly,
which is a great improvement. I believe the ground will be
turned into a nice garden.

Has Miss A. L. left Cambridge Housc ? Give her my best
regards when you see her. By the time this reaches you, you
will have left the old dear school. Where do you mean to go this
autumn ? Are the Fishers still in Cambridge ? I suppose the
usual boat-races in Cambridge between the Colleges took place
in May. Who came out first 2 I am afraid you were in school
then and did not see the boat-procession.

Polly is just beginning tosay : ‘ Toru, dear, give me some bread.’
She is even now squeaking the sentence out in great triumph !
I want to know the date and year of your birth, beeause I want
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to put it in my Birthday Scripture text book ; I have a good
many names in it already, chiefly of our own relations.

The rains have fully set in, and the sky looks as dismal as the
London summer skies. The rainy season will continue about two
months more ; it is the most dull and unhealthy season of the
year.

I enclose a letter for Mrs. Baker and a penny stamp, please
kindly forward the note to her. Give my kindest regards and
those of Pupa and Mamma to your father and mother.

12, Manicktollah Street.
Calcutta.
July 22, 1875.

I have not got a letter from you for such a long time that I am
getting a little anxious about you all. To-morrow we shall
receive letters from Europe ; I hope there will be also one from
you among them.

We are all well here at present. I hope to be able to go out
again soon, as Gentille has got well of her strain in the shoulder
under my own treatment. The weather is not very fine now-a-
days, as the rainy season is in its height now ; the sun neverthe-
less shows his bright face now and then for a day or two. The
weather has become in no wise cooler on account of the rains ;
indeed, it is hotter now than ever. The thermometer, now,
6.80 a.n. in this room, under a punkah, stands at eighty-
two !

The wife of my cousin, Charoo, who went to England to be
enrolled ay a barrister, had a baby, but it died the seventh day
after its birth, of tetanus. The poor young mother (she is only
twenty-two) is sorely tried ; this is the first child she has lost ;
she has four children now, three boys and one girl. My great-
grandmother died also on the Tth instant. We could not go to
see her, as I had an increase of my cough, which again necessi-
tated applying a blister on my chest.

My grandfather and grandmother came here on Thursday last,
to consult the doctor about my grandmother’s eyes; she is
suffering very much from them and can hardly see ; the doctor
says she will get well in a month.
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We got a letter from Messrs. Hachette & Co.; we learn
from it that our books will come to hand by the 1st of August.
They write that they bave still a balance of one pound and odd
shillings in our favour, so we are going to send for some more
books. Our old music-mistress, who used to teach us piano and
singing before we went to England, came to see us the day before
yesterday from Serampore, where she now resides. She brought
her daughter Marie with her. I was so glad to see Mrs. Sinaes
again! She is such a good motherly woman. She was quite
shocked at my not having a piano !

We shall not be able to go to the Garden till November, when
the rainy season will be over. The garden is very unhealthy now,
and one is sure to get malaria if one stays there during the
rains. The two rooms over our kitchen and store-rooms are
quite done now, and we use them. We shall be able to bring
some of our bookshelves from the Garden, as there is more room
here now.

I suppose you have left Cambridge House for good now, Is
Miss A. L. there still, or has she left ?

T am not reading anything now, except articles from the Revue
des Deux Mondes. Thave just got hold of L’année terrible, by
Vietor Hugo; T had written several times forit from the Calcutta
PublicLibrary, but the invariable answer had always been, ‘ Out,
sorry tosay!’ But the librarian got tired of my perseverance,
and I have received the book at last. It is much inferior to Les
Chdtiments. It has for subject the late war of 1870 and its susites.
In one of the pieces, the poet addresses General Trochu thus :

* Participe passé du verbe Tropehoir,’&e., &e.

Some verses entitled ¢ A 'enfant malade pendant le siége > and
addressed to his little grandehild, Jeanne, are exceedingly good.
Have you read Mrs. Gaskell’'s Life of Charlotte Bronté ? It is
a very, very interesting book. I was lately reading a review of
it, in the Revue des Deux Mondes, which interested me very much.

All the bigwigs are still up at Simla. I believe Lord North-
brook, our Governor-General, will go to Bombay in November,
to receive the Prince of Wales there. Our new Chief-Justice,
Sir Richard Garth, has been entertained at dinner by the
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barristers of Caloutta at the Town Hall. He seems to have
pleased everybody by his warm and hearty manner.

Our second crop of mangoes is now come in, and we get some
every day; but they are neither so plentiful nor so good as
those which come to season first. To-day, the durwan from our
Garden reported that a large snake had been seen in the room
whore the poultry used to be kept; but they could not
kill it, as it escaped through a hole. The fruits we now
get are delicious: pineapples, custard-apples, of which I am
very fond; pomegranates, large and fresh, and the native
almonds, very like newly-come-in and green walnuts, plan-
tains, guavas, and the large jack-fruits which we get from
our Garden.

One of my cousins, Varfina, only four years old, is fond of us,
very much. He sometimes comes and stays the whole day with
us. He is very intelligent and has a wonderful ear for musie.
You would be delighted to hear him sing some of Moody’s and
Sankey’s hymns :

‘ Hold the fort ! for I am coming !’

He sings that standing, with his little hand raised in a most
imposing attitude ! He is very fond of firearms! Give him
a gun or a pistol, and he will do anything for 'you. His love
for watches and medicine-chests seems in no wise to have
diminished.

July 28rd. Ireceived your letter, dated the 22nd of June last.
I am glad to see you are well, as I was getting a little anxious
about you. I am sorry to hear about the Fishers. Poor girls !
it must be trying to them to live so far from home. Is Mary the
one who is a little shorter than the other two, and is she the
eldest ot the three ? Where shall you go in September ? I ghall
continue to write to your address in Cambridge. I shall be so
glad to get a likeness of yours, when you are taken in Cam-
bridge. Please do not forget to send me one.

Yesterday, Jeunette was put to harness with a mare of my
cousin’s. As she had several days’ rest on account of Gentille’s
lameness, she was very fresh, and went splendidly, plunging and
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so fiery that Papa was afraid of some accident. She came back
quieter, but still full of spirit and fire. It reminded me of
Browning’s description of a horse in a poem entitled ‘ How
they brought the good news from Ghent’:

¢ With his nostrils like pits, full of blood to the brim.’

Gentille is quite well now, and I shall be able to use her in a fow
days. We sold off some guinea-pigs, keeping only four. As to
the birds dear Aru brought from England, only two pairs
of canaries and one goldfinch are alive.

I was reading some French translations of Henri Heine's
poems in the Revue des Deux Mondes. 1 liked them very much.
‘ Le Négrier,” ‘ Soucis Babylonicens,” ‘ Les fiancés prédestinés,’
are very good, and also some ballads of a lighter vein.

‘Polly’ has learned a big sentence now ; she says ‘ Toru, dear,
give me some bread’ quite plainly now ; she says it to me
whenever she sees me with any fruit in my hand.

I must bid you good-bye now, dear. With best love to your-
self and kind regards to your father and mother,

Calcutta.
September 10, 1875.

Many, many thanks for your very interesting letter, dated the
9th August last, which I received this morning. So you have
left sehool at last ! How glad your dear mother must be to have
you all to herself now! She used to miss you so much when
you went back to school after the holidays. The small piece
from your father’s pen, I like very much ; Papa also was pleased
with it.

Your description of Sir Samuel Wagtail of Wagtail Hall,
Berkshire, or Barkshire, is very funny. I laughed so much when
Iread it

Calcutta is now looking forward to the proposed visit of the
Prince of Wales to India. Preparations are already being made
for his reception. A committee has been appointed by the
native community to consider the best way of showing the
loyalty of his Indian subjects to the Prince. Papa was asked to

1 This was an allusion to a dog belonging to a friend of Miss Martin,
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