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To My Wife



Preface

No living person is sketched in this
story, and if anyone in Indiafinds his
name in it he must please accept my
assurance that it is because | never

heard of him.



An
Indian
Day
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X HE train jerked into another station, gave a few
uncertain jolts, and stopped. For the last two hours
it had dawdled along through jungle. Shrubs that
rarely exceeded eight feet in height studded the inter-
dtices between the taller sal woods, clumps of light-
green trees as stately as flagstaffs and as unstooping,
islands against whose shores the waves of coppice
washed unendingly. Over the crest of this bushy sea
ran a delicate grey spume, the new winter leaves of a
creeper; seen separately, these were white, like poin-
settia in shape and contrast to their green setting, with
an effect as of millions of butterflies perched and with
wings still fanning from flight. Simuls, massively
buttressed with the triple thrust of their mighty roots
into the soil, towered beside pools. Where the red
earth cracked into long fissures, snaky, writhing dhak-
trees clustered, their glistening, black boughs bare
except for a ragged handful of rumpled leaves. An-
other month, and these crowded clefts would be
plumaged deep with their spring glory of ruddy
blossom—the flowers a Mogul Emperor thought so
lovely that a man might never weary of gazing on
them. Date-palms, tamarinds, mangoes, bamboo-
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copsss fringed the occasional hamlet or the outlying
fields of some settlement.

It was all monotonously and unendingly beautiful,
Hamar thought, and peacefulness took possesson of
him in that fresh spring air. He was glad of every-
thing—glad to have left Suriganj, glad to be going to
Vishnugram. What was this station? What was the
time? Past noon; it could not be much further now.
Suryakonda; three stations more.

As he stood by the window, a flood of sweetness
swept against him, from a mango grove in flower.
Peacefulness quickened into ecstasy as he held his face
full in the tide of that invisible fragrance. He was
going to Vishnugram—"Vishnugram? A rotten hole.
They haven't got a club, there's an Indian collector,
during half the year you can't get a four at bridge.
Good shooting, though; jungles, plenty of bears, snipe,
and that sort of thing." Suriganj had been "the best
station in Bengal, if you have to be out of Calcutta";
there had been a club, with abundance of drinks and
enough men and women to make as many sets at bridge
and tennis as you wanted. Within comparatively easy
reach had been that sne qua non of British bliss,
things to kill. But he had been glad to get away, in
spite of all this. It had not only been the unhappy
finish of his term there, his whole stay had been a
disappointment.

We must digress, and explain this. The War had
made the trouble, or—at any rate—had brought it
out. It had come when Vincent Hamar was new to
the service, and he was therefore among the few who
had been allowed to take commissions in the Indian
Army Reserve of Officers. A mixed horde, of every
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station in life, missionaries, engineers, shop assistants,
planters, Civil Servants like himself, had been "at-
tached" to a regular regiment for training, and had
spent three months in the Khurree hills. The regulars
treated these New Army men, "so-called officers and
gentlemen" —to quote one of the ready-made phrases
which fitted and expressed their stereotyped scorn and
wit—with open contempt. Then—and for three years
more—the W ar was not taken seriously in India; we
should run up to Baghdad presently, and in Europe
finance, if nothing ese, would send the German mob
scuttling back. Meanwhile, the educational chance
was not to be missed; the proletariat might be taught
their place, and some of them even given a veneer of
manners. The Adjutant of Hamar's temporary regi-
ment, a boy of twenty-three, in his inaugural address
took it upon himself to give a deal of valuable advice
not strictly appertaining to war—he told them when
to open the door for ladies, and explained other duties
belonging to their fortuitous status as "gentlemen."
Misled by the attentive hearing given to his kindness,
he had continued the course. When it had gone on for
some time, there had been a gathering of the insulted,
and two of them, one a professor in a Government
college and the other a fellow-civilian of Hamar's, had
been deputed to interview the Adjutant. "I say,” said
the professor, going straight to the point, "in peace
time | suppose | should rank as your social superior,
and so would my friend here. He's the magistrate
in charge of a district as big as the Isle of Wight,
I"m vice-principal of a Bombay college with a thousand
students." The soldier thought a moment, then good-
humouredly conceded the point. "I suppose you
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would," he said. "It seems funny, though. |'d never
thought about it." Subseguent lectures had kept more
closely to military matters.

A few months later, release had come. Hamar
was attached to a Gurkha regiment; he spent two
years in Mesopotamia, was invalided to Bombay, re-
joined his regiment late in 1917, and went with them
to Palestine. But he never saw Palestine, for, after
a short sojourn on the Suez Canal, he had been sent
to the Lowland Division as a staff-captain and had
gone with it to France, where it was smashed in the
dreadful fights of early 1918. He had been wounded,
he had been down with deadly sickness, he had suf-
fered all the sinking of heart which comes from know-
ing that one's name has gone forward for a decoration
and from finding it omitted from the list of awards,
he had been wretched in mind and body, he had
endured shell-shock. It was to this last experience
that the more charitable of his colleagues attributed
his errors, which to the rest of his countrymen were
merely a welling up from seething depths of natural
turpitude. When he returned to India in 1921, he
was out of touch with his former life and former
colleagues. His experience had knocked him aslant
from sympathy with official lines of thought, and he
was hungering for an existence that had a real hold on
the land where it was passed. As everyone knows, he
came to grief over the famous Conspiracy Case of
Lambertgarh; and the Secretariat, recognizing the
fierceness of public opinion, had transferred him now
to Vishnugram.

Even so, he had compensations. "You've been an
ass, of course," he had been told by Headley, the Chief
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Secretary to Government. " But you did your job in
the War. | met your colond, and he said you ought
to have been decorated before half the chaps who got
ribbons. That's good enough for me. 1'd have gone
as a sweeper, gladly, and been proud to do my bit."
Headley meant this. The W ar had troubled him, and
it came out irrelevantly and harmfully in his admin-
istration of peacetime justice. One man "had done
hisbit,” another had not; it went hard with thelatter,
if Headley had anythingto dowith it. Hamar wished
the War had been left out of the reckoning; he was
not content to be acquitted on wrong grounds. He
said 0. Headley—no poalitician, but a man who genu-
indy loved the Indian people and was loved back by
them; his fearless championship of their rights had
log him no friends even among his own nation—
listened to him, and caught a glimpse of his point of
view. " | daresay you'reright,” he said at last. " Any-
way, I'd rather have you than the next nine men,
who've never hashed a cae No, no, of course not" —
he waved Hamar's protest asde, for he was rushed
for time, and really could not argue the matter out—
"1'm not saying you have hashed this cae You're
right to sick up for Indians; it's their country, it
doesn't belong to a clan of jutewallas from Dundee.
Only keep your head next time."

Consecutive thinking was not Headley's long suit;
but he prided himsglf on his ability to keep his head.
His method sometimes involved violence to the heads
of others; only the previous day, he had smacked his
durwan's hard, in full sght of his crowded office The
mog virulent daily of the province, a paper which
pecialized in leaders headed " Brutal Assault by an
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Englishman," had passed the incident over with playful
mention—the indulgence recognized as due to the
fieriest, most generous, best-loved man in India. Pos
sibly some memory of his most recent feat of salf-
control rose now from Headley's subconsciousness,
and gave him the metaphor of his concluding admoni-
tion to Hamar. "We've got to clout anyone who's in
the wrong, Indian or British. Remember that. I'm
putting you in the jungles for a bit, to think things out
and get rested."

That was after things had gone wrong. But for
Hamar they had never gone right. Suriganj was not
Calcutta, where something was always happening; nor
was it the jungle, where nothing happened except the
eternal processes of God. It was just an untidy mofus-
sil town, with a population bursting through its deeves
of streets and tenements. It was a place of half-baked
babus, cringing, insolent, seditious, wholly unprimitive
except in their personal habits and sanitation; and a
European station that chattered and quarrelled, quar-
relled and chattered. Hamar, even after three years
of Suriganj, still hoped and sometimes longed to meet
something that could be called the Indian mind—
thought unembittered by eating of the fruit of the tree
of political knowledge. There was a glamour about
the name of Vishnugram. The shallow stream of
pettish contempt passed him by. His countrymen
tested everything by their own sterile pleasures, as a
tourist tests Jerusalem by its hotels and Athens by its
cocktails. " A vile little hole—a damnable place." Yes;
but its forts and temples witnessed to centuries when
it had been a wall against Mogul and Mahratta, and
both shield and lamp to the simple folk of these
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uplands. He was going to get back calm and strength
of spirit.

"Excuse me, Sir. There'sroom in here, isn't there?"

He apologized, and stood asde. That mango
fragrance had intoxicated him, and he had been appar -
ently deliberately blocking the door. Two English-
men wished to enter; the younger loudly justified his
disurbance of Hamar's privacy.

"Sorry," he said. "But there are some niggers in
the only other firg."

"No, I'm sorry,"” said Hamar. He wondered what
the niggers next door—one of whom he knew by sight,
an Indian scientig with some reputation in Europe—
thought of this reference to themsdves. Obvioudy
his new companions were in the Army; only the Army
and the rougher, lesseducated dass of boxwalla
referred to Indians as "niggers,” and these men were
not of the latter type, "I didn't notice | was stopping
up theway."

The coolies were paid. As they-ooked at the coins
in their palms, any discusson was foreclosed by an
imperious wave of the hand, and an order to jao.
"And jao jeldily, and be choop about it. Wonder
what they're doing with all these gacks of wood?"
the speaker continued, as he shut the door. " They
don't look like railway deepers”

"They are, though," the other drawled. " It's about
all they're good for, thee sas Lordl what a
country!"

He looked about him with a sulky fagidiousness
which Hamar found faintly amusng and not unat-
tractive; he had lived with the type once, and had got
pas initial didike, to something like warm respect.
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Having settled himself in a corner and taken a Tatler
which the younger man handed to him, the last speaker
gazed at Hamar thoughtfully. Then he spoke—again
as if he were probing a misdemeanour which the land
was trying to conceal.

"Do you know that place we've just run in to?" he
asked.

Hamar did not, except by name.

"Rummy corner, miles from any sort of decency.
Not a saheb within twenty miles."

"It's an out-of-the-way district,” said Hamar
weakly. He was plainly defending the indefensible,
and by his action was drawn into complicity with a
very guilty place.

"1 rather liked it, though." Hamar felt that
Suryakonda had been let off, but with a warning. The
judge proceeded to give the extenuating circumstances.
They were the usual ones. "We've just put in a week's
shooting here."

"Jolly good shooting,” corroborated his fellow
justice. "1 say, sir, it's a treat to find such a place
nowadays. It hasn't been shot out, and you don't find
every native running about with a gun. They oughtn't
to be allowed to have guns." He warmed to his theme.
"You can get stacks of peafowl and jungle-fowl. Up
inthe U. P., where my regiment is," —thisto Hamar —
"you can't shoot peafowl. The natives make such a
row."

"Damned row," his companion agreed.

"You'll never get me to understand these people.”
He spoke defiantly, as if he were up against a chal-
lenge. "They don't like you shooting monkeys. And
peafowl you mustn't touch." He ruminated. "| was
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sort of lost, the first day here. Took some time to
realize that you could pot as many as you liked. We
bagged about thirty; and other things galore. Top-
ping!"

How repellent and how attractive he wasl
Hamar, seated opposite, felt himself carried back to
those first days of army training. How they had
loathed that handful of regular subalterns who lorded
it over them, and looked down the end of their super-
cilious long noses! How maddening their patronage
had been, their ignorance and complacency! He
remembered a scrap of talk he had accidentally over-
heard, about one of his own group—a man of thirty-
five who had travelled through the heart of unadmin-
istered lands in Burma and beyond the Bhutan-Tibetan
border, and had made himself a name in science and
geography. "l say, you know," one child had told
another, "1've been talking to that fellow Shelmerdine.
He's quite an able sort of chap, in his way. Knows
a lot of things." "What sort of things?" had piped
back the voice of "Baby Roscoe." "Price of ribbons
and things?" It was understood that the I. A. R. O.
wallas had all been sacked from the millinery shops
of Bombay and Calcutta. And here were those far-off
memories of 1915 back with Hamar; clean-shaven—
except for the light down of the caste moustache—
clean-limbed, insolently handsome, the British Army in
its bright, ignorant youth sat opposite him. But he
had other memories than those Khurree ones. The
comradeship of many a bitter Mesopotamia!! dawn
returned, and he remembered how generous and pa-
tient had been the boys he had seen die at Hanna and
Sannaiyat and in the hand-to-hand struggles for the

B
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loops of the Tigris, when Maude struck for Baghdad.
Shopwalla and regular had known one another better
then. This youngster in the carriage——

"They've got some astounding heels here"—the
elder soldier was speaking. "One must be a couple of
miles across. The place must have had a history of
sorts, if one could get at it." He looked inquiringly
at Hamar.

"1t had," said Hamar. " | t was the frontier fort of
Vishnugram, when it was an independent kingdom.
I've been reading it up in our Gazetteer." He rose,
and reached for the book on the rack. " It doesn't say
much, though. But there are a lot of yarns about."

"Yarns?" The subaltern yawned. "About a tree
turning into a bull, and that sort of thing?"

"Not that kind. There were battles here with the
Portuguese.”

"The jolly old Portugooses! | say, sir, that must
have been topping funl The Major" —he explained to
Hamar—"had the Portugooses on the right of his
crowd, when he was in France. And twice as many
British troops as they needed to hold the line anywhere
glse” The Major nodded, smiling. "It must have
been damn funny, seeing a battalion of Portugoose
generals charging a fort full of babu M. A.'s|"

"They believe that Akbar himself came here once"
Hamar interjected.

The Major, keenly interested, raised his hand as
he bent forward to listen. But the gesture, like
Hamar's remark, was merely a rock in a brook; it
jetted the flood of full-blooded, healthy ignorance into
another direction, that was all.

"Akbar! I've seen his Taj at Delhi. Why didn't
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he do another here? | say, sir, that is a top-hole bit
of work, isn't it?"

"Shut up, Tommy. You let the Raj down, every
time you speak. A happy barbarian"—the Major
smiled at Hamar—"he's not deep in anything but polo
and shooting."

"Oh, | say, sir!"

Hamar joined in the general laugh; in that moment,
all three men liked each other. M aj or Hender son, tak-
ing the Gazetteer, leant across—the train was jolting,
and it was hard to hear—and introduced himself. His
pose dropped from him, and his manner was pleasant
and cordial.

He was about a couple of years older than Hamar
—was thirty-four or so. His face, furrowed with
quizzical lines, was attractively discontented. Keen on
a score of things, and finding life full of interest every-
where, Major Henderson amused everyone he met
by keeping up a slightly pained, querulous tone about
everything. He spoke of Indians, and of everything
Indi an, as if their presence on the planet distressed
him physically. Y et he bought every book about India,
he read largely about Indian history, customs, religion,
even literature, he patiently went on pilgrimage to
even the lesser gdites, and he returned after every fur-
lough, in spite of offers of excellent billets at home.
"No one has a steadier grouse at life than Hender-
son," said his colonel. "But | never met a chap who
enjoyed it more. He's like our quarter master-ser geant,
who curses the canteen beer, but sups up all he can lay
hands on."

Hamar looked at him, and then at the athletic
Philistine opposite. He knew both types; the former
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naturally generous and sympathetic, but warped by
long listening to mess politics and mess philosophy—
the latter stupid, self-satisfied, energetic, and kind.
Both of them impossible people, of course, whatever
the Major had once had it in him to become—impos-
sible in their talk, incredibly circumscribed in attitude
and opinions, ill-informed, and bigoted in training and
ideas. But in practice often queerly tolerant, and
breaking out in unexpected ways. You never knew
where they might not shame you by some instinctive
decency, when your careful thinker and scrupulous
official would be ineffably mean, in his just, righteous
fashion.

"Warren, of my regiment, the Norsets," the Major
continued. "My nephew. He's going back to Fort
William, after he's seen me settled in my new quarters.
Fve been told off to inspect the I. D. F.* in these
parts. Duties more exhilarating than arduous, | under-
stand. Mostly peg-drinking. You don't take soldiering
over-seriously in the mofussil, do you?"

"About as seriously as they do in the Calcutta or
Bombay Light Horse, | expect,” said Hamar. He had
not told them his name yet.

" Ah!"

"We reckon to pass our shooting tests; and we
always turn out for one sham fight during the cold
weather."

"Quite so," said the irrepressible Warren. "And
when the real fight comes with these damned Swara-
jists, | suppose you'll all turn out then?"

He swore hard for a minute or two. Indian poli-

! India Defence Force—voluntesrs
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tics were a deep sorrow to him, as to most people of
his sort. It was all so simple; a dozen rounds from a
machine-gun, a few executions, and everyone would be
happy again. And yet we went on talking, and, what
was worse, letting these blighters talk.

"My name's Hamar," said Hamar, seizing his
chance when Warren had finished consigning to hell
all babus, swargjists, seditionists, C. R. Das, Mahatma
Gandhi, C. F. Andrews, the late Mr. E. S. Montagu,
and the Labour Party.

Major Henderson was startled from his languid
annoyance, and looked actively vexed. "Are you the
Hamar who's going as Judge to Vishnugram?"

Hamar nodded. In a moment, he was aware of
his companions withdrawing a thousand miles away.
The air in the carriage suddenly seemed to grow arctic,
even in that warm afternoon of an Indian February.
Warren was staring at him open-eyed; he became open-
mouthed, too, before he knew what he was saying.

"D o you mean that you're the jolly ass who let off
those swarajist scoundrels who were in that bolshevist
plot?"

Hamar went hot. "That's a newspaper lie. No,
it's a club lie. They daren't put it in the newspapers.
There never was a shadow of proof that they had
anything to do with it."

"You let 'em off, anyway."

"The prosecution broke down. Government couldn't
prove that those letters were authentic. | did my job.
I dismissed the case."

Major Henderson's good manners came to the
rescue; they had no right to bait a man they had just
met. Also, the way Hamar stiffened up in his own
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defence won his respect. And, in claiming that he
"had done hisjob," the accused had, all unconsciously,
flung up the one flag that an Englishman accepts; by
using that mystic formula he had somehow got home.
If he'd done what he thought was his job, well, hang
it, he had done his job, hadn't he? It might be a
rotten job, but a man had to do hisjob, anyway, what-
ever it was. You couldn't get past that; you'd have
to begin again. " Of course, you had to do what you
felt was the right thing," Major Henderson admitted.

But Hamar was too indignant to see that he had
escaped. " The right thing! The legal thing as well,
in this case! Excuse me, Major, but you wouldn't
discuss your conduct of an orderly room with me, a
man outside your service!"

This also helped him; he had claimed a place in
the freemasonry of the Army, had appealed to its
traditions and custom. For a moment the prejudice
between the Army and the Civil Service broke down.
The Major nodded.

"Then why've you been sandbagged and shipped off
to Vishnugram? Everyone knows——" Warren
caught his senior's eye, and subsided. Henderson
spoke, hurriedly and soothingly.

" Of course, we have only the newspapers and com-
mon gup to go by."

"Exactly. And nowadays every European believes
that all Indians have bombs in their dhutis somewhere
—just as our newspapers tell us that all Americans
carry whisky-flasks in their hip pockets!"

"Well, but is there a single nigger who's still loyal,
anywhere?" Warren was not to be denied any longer.
"There were two of them got into afirst-class carriage
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in which | was travelling to Calcutta the other day.
They refused to turn out. Said they had a right to
travel there, and that the train was full up 1"

Hamar waved his hand despairingly. He was
about to speak, but thought better of it. What was
the use? He saw now what he was up against—utter
confugon of thought, a miasma of preudice, false
history, secondhand report, memory of personal
annoyances or fancied dights. When such an argu-
ment began, men ingtinctively aligned themsdves by
nationality. Neither from Indian nor from English-
man could you expect sanity. Henderson offered him
his cheroot case

"It's too hot for politics" he said. " Anyway, what
do they matter?"

He lit another cheroot for himsef; as he did s,
he allowed himself one bitter flicker of resentment. " | f
there's one good thing the War has done, it's this. It
showed us once for all that a sngle company of white
troops, if you give them a couple of machine-guns, can
walk acrossIndia.”

" That wasn't my impresson, sr,"-said Hamar.

"You were in the War, then?" said Warren. The
Major suddenly remembered Hamar's reference to
the conduct of an orderly room.

Hamar nodded. Both soldiers looked at him with
respect. There were far too many civilians in India,
especially in the Government services, who had man-
aged to keep out of the biggest mess of our time.

"1 was with the Gurkhas in Mespot,” he went on.
" The crowd who got cut up when we crossed the Tigris
and took Kut. The Norfolks got over, because we
were shot down.”
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"Ah, Gurkhas! They're different.” It was Hen-
derson who spoke. Hamar felt disappointed and sur-
prised. Yet why? Wasn't this what every regiment
outside the Indian Army said? Why should he expect
a man to be untinged by the orthodoxy of his own
creed?

"In what Way—different?"

Henderson reflected, doubtfully. Warren did not.
"Why, the jolly little Gurk's a first-class fighting man,"
he assured Hamar.

"He's a better man than the Indian," said Hender-
son. "He's more dependable, he has self-respect, he
can carry on when his British officers have gone.”

"Exactly," Hamar snapped. "He comes from a
country that's its own master. His crowd aren't under
our thumb."”

He realized his mistake as soon as he had spoken.
As an officer of Gurkhas, he had risen to a plane where
he was accepted as every inch a white man; they were
even prepared to find that behind his errors were
reasons which had some perverted decency in them.
Now nothing that he could say would convince them
of his essential sahebdom. He was "pro-native"; then,
by easy steps of argument, he was anti-British, he was
seditious, a public danger, a traitor, a socialist, a com-
munist, an atheist, a bolshevist.

Major Henderson turned the subject, and then
excused himself. For a while, nobody spoke; Warren
studied the Sketch, Henderson and Hamar the
scenery. The train rumbled along, the shadows of
the forest lengthened. Cool, mango-fragrant breezes
solaced Hamar, defiantly watching the waving scrub
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dance slowly by. Changing his sky, he was keeping his
soul; unfortunately, he was keeping his reputation as
well. Suriganj was still travelling onward with him.
He had not escaped.

2

N|XON, Police Superintendent of Vishnugram dis-
trict, was waiting at the station for Hamar's train; a
tallish, slender man, with an air of decent but not
extravagant efficiency about him. A quiet, patient
face—it seemed to say: "There are fifty things to
worry one. But it's no use talking. Better get on
Vvith the next job, and trust to getting through every-
thing somehow." He had a small corps of coolies,
whom he turned on to Hamar's kit. As the train was
the mid-day express, it was in no hurry; it had the line
clear to itself for the next half-dozen hours, and could
hang about the station indefinitely.

Hamar introduced Nixon to Henderson, and heard
him invite the latter to stay with him when he came
to inspect the Vishnugram volunteers. Then Nixon
handed the luggage over to a constable, and took
Hamar to his car.

"He means all right, | dare say,"” said Major Hen-
derson, as he watched Hamar leave the station. "Full
of sympathy, and all that sort of thing—very keen to
do what's just, and so on. Pity those chaps can't see
straight!"

"It's just those fellows who do all the jolly mis-
chief,” said Lieutenant Warren sagely. He felt very
statesmanlike, as he leant back and studied Blanche's
letters.
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3

TORTUOUS, dirty streets, flanked by a mixed
architecture of mud, brick, wood, stone, stucco—size
and shape of every variety. One side would suddenly
seem to fall away, disclosing a superb tank; or a tawdry
tiny temple of Siva thrust up, with a pair of para-
keets clinging screaming to its dome. Dogs in the last
stages of decrepitude, a horror to the sight, crawled
out in front of their wheels. A blue bee-eater rose
from the road. Two women far advanced in elephan-
tiasis stopped, water-pot on head, to gaze at the car.

"You've not much of the magnificence of old
Vishnugram left," said Hamar.

Nixon did not catch what was said; he was shout-
ing at a child who ran without warning right across
the road. He turned his face inquiringly.

"Where are all the temples—the forts—the old
city?"

Nixon waved in front, to the right. "Buried in
jungle. All this tumble-down rubbish is modern. M od-
ern and ancient. | suppose there was always some sort
of inhabited filth here."

"ls there no one left in the old town?"

"The Rani still lives in what they are pleased to
call the Palace. She has a kid of sixteen with her,
whom they call the Raja. They get a pension from
us—sixty dibs a month."

"1t doesn't sound very princely !"

"1t pays for dusting a couple of rickety chairs she
keeps for visitors. Supplies her with umbrellas. She
needs them. Her roof leaks in a five minutes' shower."

"Good Heavens|"
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"Well, she's not the real Rani. The line finished
twenty years ago. They claimed the right of adop-
tion; that's all the right this boy of hers has. And
she's just his mother. | don't see that we've any obliga-
tion to pay her anything."

They had cleared the bazaar now, and were moving
in what might almost be called wooded country. The
trees were taller, and there were plenty of them. A
magnificent banyan occupied half of a considerable
maidan, hiding all but glimpses of large buildings.

"There's your court," said Nixon. "Isn't that tree
a whopper? Fairly squats on the place. Hell always
have a grip on India, whatever happens to us. My
thana's to the left—there, behind that gold mohur."

Hamar commented on a dampness in the air.

"All these tanks. They make the plase reek with
malaria. We ought to drain them."

Hamar was horrified. "India'd never forgive us.
These tanks are like a Westminster Abbey to these
parts."

"1 wouldn't mind seeing them all buried in their
Westminster Abbey, as you call it." Then he smiled
at his own truculence. "Perhaps you're right. Not
that what India'd think matters a damn. But they
make too good snhipe-shooting in the cold weather.
Here we are! You'll stop overnight, of course. My
wife expects you to."

They had entered a compound which seemed like
every other compound in this land of repetitions. The
only difference that Hamar could see was that a
straggly cactus hedge took the place of the usual low
white wall.

"My cowsheds," said Nixon. He pointed to some
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stately erections on the left. "Used to be a bibikhana
in the good old days. The place belonged to your
predecessors then; the district has some fine yarns
about them."

They passed a couple of tennis-courts, where a
squad of servants were already fixing screens and nets
and taking out chairs and tables.

"Our tennis day,” Nixon explained. "l expect you
know we haven't a club. It's the beastliest, dullest
hole in Bengal. Now, when | was at Dacca——Oh,
damn!"

A dog that had been lying under the porch limped
away yelping, a malt accelerating its escape with shouts
and stones. And Mrs. Nixon appeared on the veranda,
against the eternal background of crotons in pots.

Hamar was artist enough to feel, for the first time,
that the detestable plants might have a purpose. Their
polished leaves, dark and flushed as if with southern
blood into a sullen redness, were a foil for beauty that
seemed to spatter them with sunlight. But the Demi-
urge, in bringing to life this human flower, had been
hard, wasteful, unpitying. This entrancing brightness
was born of healthy youthfulness, and would perish
with it. The work had been done supremely well.
But the maker had been technician only, and had left
it untinted by his dreams. There was nothing here
that he desired to keep, nothing that would trouble
men's thoughts, once away from its vision—nothing
that would kindle tenderness long after the physical
splendour had dimmed.

"Oh, why did you come by that dreadful, dull day-
train?" Mrs. Nixon was lavish in emphasis. It gave
her speech a pleasing liveliness; a quick-flitting butter-
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fly, speckling dull flowers with its evasive presence.
"You must be nearly dead. Tea's ready, John. You
couldn't get anything on that train, | know."

They sat down to tea. But in a moment Mrs.
Nixon had sprung up again. Clapping her hands, she
ran out on the back veranda, while a squirrel scam-
pered away. Returning, she said: "We keep the horse-
feed there, and they're at the bags all day long."

Nixon grinned. "I got my wife a catapult, but she
hurt her thumb with it. And hit the cook so badly
that | had to give him five dibs compensation."

The recollection seemed to please Mrs. Nixon. "He
was carrying a dish of absolutely boiling stew when the
pellet touched him up. He smashed the dish, of course!
You should have heard him howl! | thought | must
have hit a jackal. 1'd get a cat, but they grow so
mangy. We're plagued with pests."

A dissertation followed on the meanness of a
Government which sguandered money on the educa-
tion of natives and on pampering them in every way,
but left its officials without a stone wall to their com-
pound. Hamar thought the grievance slight but did
not say so. Later on he modified this judgment, when
he tried himself to raise a vegetable garden in a
district eminent for its capriculture. All he said now
was: "A wall wouldn't keep the goats out—or the
squirrels.”

"It would keep out the cows, at any rate," said
Nixon. "And some of the goats.”

Hamar changed the subject. "I saw a good many
monkeys in the bazaar."

"Monkeys!" exclaimed Nixon. "This town, being
holy, swarms with them. We never get a fruit off our
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mangoes or guavas. They even invade my office. |
found one going over my confidential correspondence
files last Friday week."

"How on earth did it ever get past your orderly?"

"By direct permission. If it wasn't invitation| He
wasn't going to stop the blessed creature—he, a pious
Hindu!"

Mrs. Nixon was thinking hard; her charming face
grew grave.

"Mr. Hamar, | suppose these swarajists couldn't
train a monkey, could they? To get at John's confi-
dential documents ?"

The men laughed. Nixon added: "Anyway, | put
a bullet in this particular swarajist agent. | expect
you heard about the row they made."

Hamar had heard.

"The brute brought down a whole heap of things
with a crash, clearing when | came in. And then sat
on that peepul, jabbering and ripping my letters to
ribbons. They weren't things | wanted broadcast, by
any means. So | fetched him down. | don't se what
edse | could have done."

"1 don't, either,” Hamar assented. His confidential
press-excerpts had shown how much had been made of
Nixon's alleged brutality, but had said nothing of the
provocation received.

"These blightets didn't see that, though."

"Oh, they saw it, right enough."

"Then why've they been tearing me to shreds?
That scoundrel Jegjeewalla was up in the Legislative
Assembly about it."

"That's part of the trouble now,” said Hamar
wearily. "Whatever you do, you're in the wrong.
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They say: All's fair in war; and politics are war. They
believe it's what we do at home—pretend to be
shocked when we aren't, and on principle make a row
whenever an opponent does anything, no matter what
it is. Even their best fellows believe that there's no
room in politics for ethics, and that everyone every-
where so believes."

Nixon stared, as he listened to this sound doctrine
from so unexpected a preacher. He looked at Hamar
with the beginnings of approbation; after all, the man
might not be so bad. He might have learnt his lesson
—might now realize that you couldn't afford to play
with all this swarajist nonsense. They didn't thank
you, they slanged you just as much as if you had
handled them with the gloves off.

"Quite," he agreed. "The poor old offish gets it
in the neck every time—gets it from Government, gets
it from these swabs. It's best to have no friendly
truck with them, but to go for them bald-headed.
Then, when they do howl at you, you have at any rate
the satisfaction of feeling that you've earned it."

"Another cup, Mr. Hamar?" said Mrs. Nixon
brightly. "John, you can find Mr. Hamar a racket."

A chapras reported that the Aldens had arrived.

4

As  they went out to the tennis-courts, long shadows
were already falling from a row of catalpa-trees
behind the chairs. That core of coolness which even
at noontide lurks in the February air now came out
from its hiding-place and became a definite tiny breeze.
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It wafted sweetness from the mangoes, dainty wisps
of fragrance from the deeply pollened frangipanis.

Alden, tall, broad-shouldered, physically indolent
and powerful, greeted Hamar eagerly. It was noth-
ing; and yet Hamar felt, for the first time, as if
Lambertgarh had fallen from him, or were even
something in his favour. Alden's indolence did
not extend further than those superb limbs of his; he
was an enthusiast where the people of the land were
concerned, their thought and their life. Hamar knew
him by repute, and rather despised him. His sort
were commonly assumed to be good-hearted but
woolly in their thinking. It did not please Hamar to
know that, among the more generous of his country-
men, this judgment was current about himself. But
he was grateful for Alden's friendliness now.

That friendliness in this instance was not due to
any sentimental affection for the Aryan brother, but
was merely Alden's reaction from journalistic abuse
of Hamar. Newspaper criticism did not impresr
Alden. If it is possible to do this, he exaggerated the
cynicism with which Indian papers, of both sides, are
run, and assumed their dishonesty too much as a
matter of course. He knew pretty intimately the
editor of a Calcutta daily which frequently scarified
him for his supposed encouragement of sedition; and
he had often in private conversation heard opinions
the exact opposite of those his friend was obliged to
hold officially. He was prepared to believe that
Hamar had done the right thing at Suriganj, though
he knew little of the facts.

Mrs. Alden came of aline of West Country gentle-
folk that had rarely failed to produce beauty above
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the common in its women. She lacked the air of mild
distress and disappointment that often marks the more
intelligent missionary lady—fretful, resigned bewilder-
ment at the downess with which the Indian Christian
community picks up the ethics of the remarkably
religious populations of England and America. M ar -
ried less than two years, in those two years she had
made little effort to adjust herself to a new life. Her
own circle had been distinctly "worldly," in a healthy
pagan fashion, and her training had been for the
pleasures rather than the enthusiasms of life. Her
movements showed this; there was nothing tense .or
rigid about them, they were graceful with a proud
attractive languor. But in her husband's neighbour-
hood she became vigilant, for her sense of decency,
which was strong, was constantly outraged by his
irresponsible cheerfulness. There were few public
occasons when she could be sure that he would not
play the fool. A meeting convened by the Collector,
a solemn religious service, a stately visit from the
Governor—all such ceremonial events fed his too
abundant snse of the absurd. The Alden who on
occasion leapt so fiercely into the front of bitter con-
troversy, at these functions, as a colleague complained,
often "behaved like a kid at a pantomime."

But Mrs. Alden's watchfulness relaxed now, for
nothing more serious than tennis was proposed. Her
face was its normal restful self as she shook hand9
with Hamar, and saw her husband then draw aside in
company with a man even more disreputable than
himself. Leaning back in a deck-chair, she announced
that Mr. Jacks would be along presently, bringing

with him her sister. Douglas, the College principal,
c
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could not come, he was going over the estimates for
the new laboratory.

Mrs. Nixon sniffed discontentedly. "Haven't you
spent enough money on these natives? Couldn't you
get your Christians at home to do something for their
own flesh and blood out here?"

"They ought to, | know," Alden agreed, over
Hamar's shoulder. "It's perfectly vile, the way we
have treated the Eurasians. We brought them into
existence, and then we tread them underfoot and
despise them. Missions ought to take their case up
more."

Mrs. Nixon shrugged her dainty shoulders. She
had not meant Eurasians, whom she by no means con-
sidered her own flesh and blood. This dreadful mis
sionary had committed a betise by referring to the way
they had come into existence.

"We're building the lab with a Government gra