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PREFACE.

————

“Up tue CouNTRY’ became so popular a book,
that the authoress was repeatedly urged to
publish more of her Letters from India.

Unfortunately, her health was for many years
before her death, in so precarious a state that
she was quite unequal to the task of preparing
these Letters for the press.

I had indeed begun to arrange them during
her life-time and under her directions, but from
various circumstances was unable to accomplish
this.

My Aunt frequently, however, expressed her
(lesire that I should continue the work at some
future period.

It is therefore, with the feeling that I amr

simply carrying out her intentions, that I offer
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these volumes to the public, hoping that a
sequel to her former work will not be unaccept-
able to those who read and liked ¢ Up the
Country.’

I fear that many mistakes in spelling the
Hindustani words and names may have arisen
from my ignorance of that language.

I have endeavoured as much as possible to
omit all remarks of a personal nature which
might be painful to any of Miss Eden’s former
friends in Oalcutt'a; and in order to render the
narrative more complete, I have inserted
several letters written by my aunt, Frances
Eden, to one of her oldest friends, who has
kindly lent them to me for this purpose.

Some of these Letters, relating to the voyage
out, and the first arrival in Calcutta, have
already appeared in the ¢Temple Bar
Magazine,” but they have since been revise(l
and corrected.

ELEanor EDEN.

BourNEMOUTH : November, 1871,
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LETTERS rroM INDIA.

————

TO A FRIEND.

October, 1835.

T rEALLY am hurried out of my senses to-day ;
so perhaps this will be a short line. We have
just ordered all our linen, and are going to pass
some miserable hours in scarch for coloured
muslins, &c.; and we have got a Hindostanee
master coming to-morrow, as they say a little
teaching before we go is quite enough to give
us the power of asking for the common neces-
saries of life. Otherwise we must have an in-
terpreter constantly tagging after us. :

We all went down to look at the ¢ Jupiter’
yesterday morning, with our captain, and gave
our final directions about our cabins—a shelf
here and a hook there, and more means of
thorough ventilation, and better beds for the

VOL. I B
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maids, and so on. It is all, I dare say, as com-
fortable as a ship can be; but it has been
painted, and has got its regular ship smell, and
so, of course, before I had been there ten
minutes I was dead sick, and Mary Eden was
not much better. Very shocking, indeed !|—well
meant, but a failure!

I sometimes sit in blank despair, and wonder
—quite posed as to what I am to do without
you all—not to be able to sit down and scratch
off a line to you, &c.; and then I feel as if I
could cut somebody’s throat quite through—a
sort of savage relief; in short, like ¢ the Young
Duke,” ¢ depend upon it, I am on the point of
doing something desperate.” The whole business
is much worse than I expected, and that is say-
ing a great deal.

I have had a beautiful letter from our King,
which T would send you, only there is no time
to get it back again, and it must serve as a
character o our next place. He sent me a very
long message by George, who told me to write
my thanks, which I did in the most abject and
affectionate style; and then, on Saturday, there
came this farewell—really a beautifully-written
letter—seying that, amongst his many other
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amiable qualities, he had always given George
credit for his exemplary attachment to his sisters,
&c. Then there is another whole page of ap-
proval of our not consenting to be separated
from him by fear of the climate or remoteness
of destination, as ‘so affectionate a brother
deserves the devotion he meets with ;’ and then
Le desires us all to be good and happy, and so
on, and assures us his best wishes will follow us
there. I hope for their sakes, poor things ! they
will go overland.
I shall write again from Portsmouth

Ever, dearest, your affectionate
E. E.

I enclose Fanny’s hair. George’s was cut
this morning, but the result was only a little
black dust ; so I must cut off a bit close to his
head when he is busy and not attending.

TO A FRIEND.
George Inn, Portsmouth, Thursday.
Your letter came to me this morning in bed,
or rather to such share of me as is left, for you
have no idea what the antmals are in this inn ;
they have eaten us both up! We have no
B2
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chance of sailing ; the wind is right against us,
and a great deal of it, so we shall probably
cross over to Ryde this afternoon, and wait
there, as a cleaner and quieter place. There
is such a dreadful quantity of people here, all
bursting into the room at all moments; and a
tribe of Sir Johns and Sir Henrys, whom George
knows, and who come with offers of dinners,
which we have declined.

Your long letter is a great comfort to me.
I shall keep it, and study it the first time I am
able to fix my eyes on anything; but I do not
feel at all as if I pursued my wretched way so
evenly as you say I do—quite the contrary.
The last ten days at the Admiralty I think I
was in a fair way to go quietly and genteelly
mad—what with regrets and annoyances, and
one thing and another. I am better since we
have been here, and that the actual work is
undertaken ; and, after all, I keep thinking that
if T had come down to see Geeorge off, and not
to go with him, how very much worse it would
have been. In short, that would have been out
of the question, and there certainly is nothing
that he has not deserved from us. Robert is
here, and a great comfort to us. We have just
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“been down to look at the sea, and you never
saw anything so shocking !—so rough and
white. None of the officers of the ¢ Jupiter’ can
get off, even to dine on board; and we are
obliged to stay here another night, from the
impossibility of crossing to Ryde. I think there
must have been several things I did not tell you
from London for want of time.

I bad such a pretty letter from TLord
Melbourne on Tuesday, with a beautiful copy
of ‘Milton.” He says : * My mother always told
me I was very selfish, man and boy, and I
believe she was right. I always find some
excuse for not doing what I am anxious to
avoid. I cannot bear to come and bid you
good-bye, for few events of my life have been
so painful to me as your going. May God bless
and keep you!’ He then says a great deal
that is very kind, and that he sends me a
¢ Milton, which he has often read in, and marked
what he thought I should like; and he begs I
will write constantly, and he will do the same.
I do not think he is so heartless as he says; at
least, he has been most constantly kind to us,
and puts himself out of the way for it.

I think your journal plan a very good one,
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particularly that idea of a résumé at the top ;
and I certainly shall keep your efusions to
myself, because it will give you so much greater
comfort in writing them.

I do hope you will not go on overworking
yourself, doing a little too much every day, but
keep resting yourself. This is not my last letter
by any means, as we have no chance of going
till the day after  to-morrow, at soonest, nor
much then. Love to all. I never part with
my little cross, and have had a second ring put
to it, for fear of accidents.

Ever, dearest, your most affectionate
E. E.

TO A FRIEND.

Saturday, October 3, 12 o’clock,

This is my last word. I will not write to
another person after I have bid you good-bye.
The wind is fair, and we shall be off in an hour.
It is a hurried job, and the sea looks more
wicked and good-for-nothing than ever; but if
we are really to go, Isuppose there is no use in
puttingit off. Fanny was out sailing yesterday,
and liked it. The servants are all in good
spirits ; and Chance, who went on board yester-
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day and howled all night, will be happier when
he sees us. My health is very much improved ;
and so good-bye, God bless you all!

I hope you will not hear of us again till we
arrive at Madeira.

Ever, dearest, your own
E. E.

This is George’s hair—all I could cut, at its
greatest length.

TO A FRIEND.

Funchal, Wednesday, October 14, 1835.

I must put the date as soon as I catch up
anybody who can give me the day of the week
and month ; but I have a clear idea that we
landed here on the Tuesday week (at three)
after we left Portsmouth-—exactly a ten days’
passage to an hour; and that it is supposed to.
have been one of the most prosperous and quick
passages ever made, without a single check or
accident. But such a job as I made of it !l—as
sick as death the whole way, after the first two
hours; and the last five days I never got out of
bed, nor dressed myself. Oh, dear! what work
it is! The last night I was so ill that I was
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obliged to send for George to come and carry
me on deck, where, as it was quite dark and
the poop quite deserted, I might be asill asI
liked: Such violent shiverings, from want of
food and sleep, for though every ship must roll
more or less in such rapid sailing, yet every-
body on board agrees that there never was such
a rolling, creaking article as the ¢ Jupiter.” You
cannot conceive anything like the constant noise
of it; and when that comes in addition to
sleeplessness and eternal sickness, the suffering
from it is past all belief.

However, it cannot be helped ; putif I could
scuttle that ship, or blow her out of the water,
or swim home, or do anything in a mild way to
get out of the scrape, I would.

George was rather giddy occasionally, but is,
in fact, as happy as a king ; so far the aim of
our voyage is attained. Fanny is perfectly
wonderful at sea. The last three days she was
bored by being kept awake by the creaking of
the bulkheads ; but she is never the least giddy,
nor sick at the worst of times—very active, and
reads, works, and plays at chess; and it was a
positive mercy to me that she was so well and
80 serviceable, as the past two days Wright and
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Jones were knocked up, but rallied wonderfully
afterwards. ’s spirits never fail, and he is
an amazing favourite on board. The older mid-
shipmen (who might be admirals, poor fellows !
in times of war) coax him down to the cockpit,
because they have kept their one bottle . of
brandy as a treat for him ; and he never opens
his lips that they don’t all begin laughing long
before the joke comes. They hold up a cigar
from the farthest point of the ship to entice him
down to them; and the officers are much the
same. He declares his sea-sickness is quite as
bad as mine, only it has taken the contrary and
more alarming line of extreme hunger; so that
it is quite meritorious of him to struggle against
the complaint as he does by going to dine in
the cockpit at twelve, then to come and taste
my macaroni at one, then to luncheon with
Laptain Grey at two; and he thinks he ought
to pick a bit with the officers at three, in order
to be tolerably well for dinner at six.

The men servants have all been quite well.
The ayah has been the happiness of my life, and
is a great favourite with everybody. She is
always merry, and she pokes about the ship, and
gets biscuits and macaroni at odd undue hours ;
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for there is nothing so provoking as the hours on
board ship—the fire is always put out just as
one fancies one might swallow a little tea.

The ayah took advantage of my weak and
defenceless condition to establish herself for the
night in my cabin, and when I looked up in the
night, there she was wrapped up in a heap of
Indian shawls, flat on the ground, with her
black arms (covered with bracelets) crossed
over her head—very picturesque, but rather
shocking, and I wish she would sleep anywhere
else ; at least, I did at first—I am used to it
now. Chance is extremely happy; except one
or two very rough nights, when his little fat
body was rolled off his cushion every five
minutes, and he gave a deep indignant sigh,
and a half-growl, and then gathered his tail and
ears and his dispersed limbs all together again,
and rolled back to his nest. The midshipme
imparted to that they should not lix_}
the captain to know it, but they contrived to.
get Chance down below in the morning, and®
turned out a little rabbit for his amusement, and
had been in a great fright one day that he had
caught it.

So much for the voyage. I feel certain that
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I shall never be brought on board again bu$ by,
a guard of marines. We go on Friday night.
This island is entirely lovely. Nothing is worth
a day at sea, but as that cannot be avoided I am
glad Madeira is our resting-place. We landed
at three yesterday, after visits from the consul,
salutes, &c., and got into palanquins at the
landing-place, and were carried through a long
narrow street with occasional intervals of
gardens, where are palms and bananas and
great orange-trees covered with fruit, and odd
Murillo-looking women taking great care of
each other’s hair—in short, everything looked
tropical, and like a book of travels, and untrue.
By-the-by, that puts me in mind that we went
out of our course one night at sea, to avoid
Cape Finisterre. Can’t you hear poor Mrs.
Mather’s voice teaching us Cape Finisterre ? and
I never believed it was a real thing, or that it
would ever come Cape-ing and Finisterre-ing
into my actual path of life ; but there is no say-
ing how things may turn out, only there is no
use in learning it all beforehand.

Well! our palanquin-bearers trotted us into
the hall of a large house belonging to a Mr.
Stothard, which George had been told to make
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his home by the other half of the firm in London
It turned out that no ship had arrived fron
England for a month, so the letter of recom
mendation was still at sea, Mr. Stothard in th:
country, and Mrs. 8. ill. However, a little cler]
received us, and Mr. Stothard was fetched uj
from the country, and found us four and Captair
Grey, and six servants and a dog, all settled i
his house, mad for food, and intending to stay
with him. He took it all as a matter of course
got some dinner as soon as he could collect hi:
servants, gave us magnificent rooms, with deli
cious large clean beds that did not rock no:
creak, and to-day he has been showing us the
country, and we are all violently attached tc
him.

I never saw a more delightful man, so hos-
pitable and pleasant. To-morrow we are to
dine with the Portuguese governor, who sent in
a guard of honour and an aide-de-camp everv
half-hour to know if we wanted anything ; ar
Madame came to see Fanny and me in the on
carriage that grows at Madeira, for the strec
are so narrow and the hills so perpendicu’
that a carriage is of no use. We took sucl
ride to-day—three miles up these hills! which
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I think incline a little forwards; but that may
be a traveller’s story. It was dreadfully hot at
first, but we rode up into the clouds, through
such hedges of fuchsia and myrtle, with gera-
niums covering the ground, and that great pink
cactus that we keep in hot-houses making the
common fence by the roadside. Each pony has
an odd wild-looking driver, who runs by him
and lays hold of his tail coming down ; but the
descent was awful! It is as says, ¢ just
the case, for ¢ God is good, and Mahomet is His
prophet,” so let us each take the tail of each
other’s pony and slither into the sea. The
. Jupiter ” must send out her boats to pick up
the great man.’

As for my state of mind, the less I say about
that the better ; but it is not cheering to pass
ten days entirely on my own thoughts just after

®e=.ving all of you—a way of life that is perfectly
teful to me. I cannot read to keep myself

-aight. However, I suppose things will turn

.t better somehow ; if not, ¢ the time is short’

+ compared with what follows. And so God
ess you, my dearest friend, and tell the chicks

hat their picture hangs at the foot of my
-7, and is a great comfort to me.
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Of course you never do anything but write

to me?
Your ever affectionate

E. Ebpzn.

TO THE HON. AND REV. ROBERT EDEN (LATE
LORD AUCKLAND).
Funchal, Thursday, October 15, 1835,

My pEAREST. ROBERT,—We arrived here on
Tuesday, the 13th, exactly ten days after we
left Portsmouth, and six days from the Lizard’s
Point. The three last days we averaged 240
miles a day, and it is believed a most excellent
passage. I have no doubt of it, but may I
never know another!

Our captain is more than sailor enough to
take us anywhere; he is quite wrapped up
in his profession, works the ship himself, and
even on shore is occupied the whole de¢jgg™~
taking observations, &c. He seems a thoroﬁha: :
scientific sailor. ——— has set his heartgty
going to Penang, on our way from the Ciy:
and has coaxed the whole ship’s company ing’
wishing it too; and now Captain Grey '
occupied in proving that it will not take us
more than seventy miles out of our course. As
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bad as 700 in that dear coach-and-four we last
met in.  But is mad to eat some man-
gosteens ; he has collected all the descriptions
of the fruit he can meet with, and runs on for
ever about it. ¢ It shows how little of self there
is in me, he says, ¢ for the angels are always
allowed a little taste of mangosteen on Sundays,
so I am sure of eating some at last, but many
of you may never see it. I speak entirely for
your sakes.’

We are staying here with a Mr. Stothard,
a great wine merchant, in such a delicious
house ; such large high rooms, and so clean,
and quite out of sight of the sea and the
¢ Jupiter;’ and the man himself is really quite
delightful. He makes us quite at home, and
we have our palanquins at all hours, and ponies
for going up the steep hills, and he finds us the
best sketching places. I hope everybody will
buy his wine.

George desires me to tell you, with his love,
that he has bought a hogshead of Madeira for
you, and is taking it with us to the East Indies,
for the good of its health ; so you will have it on

the return of the ¢ Jupiter,” as good as wine can
be, he hopes.




16 LETTERS FROM INDIA.

We dine with the Portuguese governor to-day,
and to-morrow have company at home, go on
board after dinner, and get under weigh at one
in the morning; and in about eleven days I
shall be thrown overboard, for I am nearly
transparent now with thinness, and never shall
stand more than another ten days.

Keep writing, for mercy’s sake.

Your ever affectionate
E. E.

TO A FRIEND.
October 28, 1835. At sea (nowhere particular).

But I know we are within ten degrees of the
line, and that the thermometer is at 80° the
coolest part of the twenty-four hours, and that
though they say we have been only twenty-four
days on board, I am quite sure it must be
nearly a year.

This is to be the beginning of a letter to you,
and if the ship does not roll always, I will try
to turn it into a journal, and you must keep
it, as I cannot write another for myself, and
should like to know in after-days how much I
endured on board this monster. I shall never
believe it when I read it.
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I have not been half so sick since we left
Madeira, and there are only three days on
which I have not dined upstairs; but still it is
a detestable life. I am always more or less
giddy, and never can read or occupy myself
for five minutes without growing worse ; so
that makes the days long, and the nights are
long of themselves, for the noise and heat
make it impossible to sleep much. The creak-
ing of the bulkheads and staircases grew so
intolerable, that Captain Grey was forced at
last into taking seme active measures; and it
was really true that, except a next neighbour,
no two people could hear each other speak in
the same cabin. Now, the creaking is not
more than is agreeable, so as to harmonise with
the other noises of the ship. I wonder whether
George would have come if he had known the
full extent of the horrors of the voyage. I
make a point of asking him constantly, ¢ Do
you give it up?’ and though he has not said
yes, yet I think he must at last, and let us
go home again. The whole thing is such a
thorough take in! Sometimes the wind is
favourable, and then everybody goes fussing

VOL. L c
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about. ‘Well, now we have got the trade;
those trades are quite surprising—such luck !’

Then the next hour there comes a dead
calm, which I like; for I am not sick in a
calm, and by all accounts Calcutta is no plea-
santer than the ¢ Jupiter,’ so I like it better than
tearing along till one is shaken to pieces; but
everybody else gets into another fuss, and they
go about, ‘Well, we have lost the trade. I
don’t feel sure we ever had the real trade. I
believe we are in the variables.” Just as if it
signified the least ; ¢ the windsbloweth where it
listeth,” and it is a mockery calling any item of
our monotonous life by the name of variable.
And the shocking thing is, that though I take
great relief in pouring out my complaints to
you in unmeasured language, yet I believe we
are making an uncommonly prosperous voyage,
with ten times as many comforts as most people
have at sea; so what must a sea life be in
general ?

We are all talking eternally of those stupid
ceremonies about crossing the Line; there are
112 victims, and the horror with which they
look to it is not to be told ; particularly some
of the young ones, and also some of the un-
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popular characters in the ship, who are likely
to be very roughly used on that day.

The midshipmen are going to get up a play
too, which is a good amusement, as it gives
them something new to talk about. Wright
and Jones are very busy making dresses for
Mrs. Sneak and Mrs. Bruin. Neptune and
Amphitrite have begged a great many of our
things, and have riven the ribbons off half my
caps and bonnets.

I hope you have read Sir James Mackintosh
—just the book you will like. I have seldom
been more interested. Such extracts! and do
you observe what good quotations there are
from Bacon? I think we don’t study Bacon
half enough.

Sunday, November 8, Lat. 7° South, Long. 30°.

I forget what happened to the weather—the
weeks are so long I cannot remember a whole
one; but I know there are five days that the
ship pitched so much I could neither eat, nor
speak, nor stir. It is so tiresome of me, and
nobody else is the least ill, and I thought I
had got over it too. However, we are now in
the ¢south-east trade’ (such humbugs!); but,

c2
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at all events, we have sailed very smoothly the
last ten days, and moreover we crossed the
Line at ten on Friday night. It is a great
rope, you know—mnot one of the lines that are
sent by post. Neptune hailed the ship, &ec.,
and yesterday we all went out to see the pro-
cession, which was very well got up. Am-
phitrite, a very tall sailor, looked quite hand-
some in one of Wright's gowns and my cap.
Neptune made a speech to George, and begged
to introduce his wife to us with the two babies
—*the precious pledges of our affection ;’ and
he gave a letter to Fanny and me, saying the
weather had been so bad he could not catch
us any fish, but he begged to present us with a
couple of snow-birds—two white pigeons; and
we all said our say, and made our little jokes,
and then got out of the way as fast as we
could before the shaving and ducking began.
As far as sea-water is concerned, I do not see
much objection to the business, if it amuses
them to be tossed into a sail and half drowned,
and to have engines playing on them from
below, and buckets emptied on them from
above ; but the shaving is a horrid process,
and the two or three obnoxious individuals
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were nearly choked with pitch, and very much
cut with a razor, jagged like a sharp saw. It
is a savage-looking process, and I wonder the
captain did not stop it.

Mondeay, November 9, Lat. 9° South.

Till we get to Calcutta (a physical impossi-
bility, for we shall be dead of old age long
before the Cape), I must go on making my
journal into single letters; and even then, you
will probably think them extravagant amuse-
ments; but I don’t think you will either,
judging by myself. I would give 5/ at this
moment for the smallest three-cornered note
from you; and though in England you cannot
guess the mad desperate yearning after friends,
and home, and letters, that eats one’s heart out
in this floating prison, yet I know you will he
so glad to see some long letters from me! I
know it—

by this conscious sign,
The deep communion of my soul with thine,

It is one of the worst parts of this business,
that when we could understand each other so
well, there are no means of our getting at each
other but by these vain longings and regrets.
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Friday, November 13, Lat. 17° South.

We had the sun right over our heads at
twelve o’clock to-day, and ought all to have been
as shadowless as Peter Schlemihl for once in our
lives, but it happened to be a cloudy day. I
must own the hegt is not that annoyance we
were told to expect ; it was troublesome a fort-
night ago, for a few days, but it is really very
nice weather now; and we have been going on
since Monday a good steady pace, which pro-
mises to bring us to Rio on Monday or Tuesday,
if we get over the danger of a calm off Cape Frio,
which is a common event. We make Iotteries
for each place—Madeira, the Line, Rio, &ec.;
and seven of us put in a dollar apiece and draw
a day of the week ; in fact, there is nothing we
do not do to try and seem amused, but we
make sad failure of it. takes horrible
fits of bore at times; George hardly ever, ex-
cept when the wind falls and we cannot make
seven knots an hour, and then he fidgets and
groans. I have not seen Fanny in such good
health and spirits for ages. The servants are
all very contented. Rosina (the ayah) is a
good merry old black thing. Chance is the
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only individual amongst us whose happiness has
been actually improved by the voyage. He
has a little window of his own, with a netting
over it, in the after-cabin ; and there he sits all
day, making his oddest sobs of pleasure at the
foam, or Mother Carey’s chickens, or anything
that he can see moving. It is supposed that he
keeps a log for the benefit of the other dogs.

TO THE COUNTESS OF BUCKINGHAMSHIRE.
Saturday, November 14, Lat. 19° South.

My DEAREST SISTER,—As they say we are to
arrive at Rio on Tuesday or Wednesday, I was
inclined not to write till then ; but it is a horrid
business to survey and sketch a new quarter of
the globe completely in a few days, and leaves
little time for writing. Besides, I have vague
notions of the dignity of ¢ crowing from one’s
own dunghill,’-so I write lying on a hard couch
in a close cabin of a rolling ship, and at an hour
when what they call ¢ exercises’ are going on
—five in the afternoon—when 250 men begin
stamping about, just overhead, dragging ropes
and chains and blocks after them; all the
officers screaming, and all the petty officers
whistling—so pleasant! It only lasts an hour !
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which I take for my writing time, just to try
my powers of abstraction. I cannot tell you
what a ship is, particularly when one has been
several years on board, which is our case.

and I were agreeing that, without any
exaggeration, we should say it was two or three
years since we left Portsmouth; and what is
more odd is, that it seems much longer since
we left Madeira. That is so long ago that we
cannot remember the names of the people we
saw there, nor anything about it distinctly. As
you are never likely to come and judge for
yourself, allow me to rectify several errors into
which we have all been led by our easy credulity.
In the first place, there is nothing so little sub-
lime as the sea ; it is always tiresome, and very
often dirty and soap-suddy. Then, it is not
true that ¢ there are as good fish in the sea as
ever came out of it ;* there are hardly any fish,
and those few are not to be caught. We en-
trapped a small shark, and that is all ; the flying-
fish are rather like grasshoppers, but without the
pleasing accompaniment of grass, and dolphins
we have never yet seen. Then, a tropical sun
is not that fiery furnace we have always supposed
it to be. On Friday, when we were actually
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under the sun, and ought to have stood piump
in the midst of our own shadows, we were very
glad of our warm gowns; so never think of
pitying ¢ the naked negro panting at the line;’
if he pants, it must be for some clothes. As to
the tropical skies, they are, as old Rapid says,
¢ a shame to be seen —miserable drab-coloured
creatures, with a dirty yellow look towards sun-
set ; and as for thunder and lightning, I should
be ashamed if I could not make a much better
storm out of a sheet of tin and a tallow candle.
I mention these circumstances merely from a
love of truth, and not as a matter of complaint.
I can imagine that travellers who have not seen
the sunsets we have let off from the Temple
Walk at Eden Farm, or the terrace at East
Combe, may be satisfied with what they see in
the tropics ; but that is no reason why we, who
know better, should put up with such an inferior
article.
Rio, Monday, November 16.

There—we have discovered America! just
like Columbus and Americus, and all those
others. We hunted about for it all yesterday,
and found it to-day, and so I suppose the country
will promote us all. We might have come in
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yesterday, I believe, only it was very hazy, and
they could not see the land, and it would have
been a pity to have wrecked us. It is well
worth a little trouble to see this harbour : there
are as many islands in it as there are days in
the year—wooded, and rocky, and mountainous,
and, in short, beautiful ; but you will not care
much about that, and would probably rather
hear our personal history, which has not, how-
ever, been eventful. ~George and Fanny are
particularly well, and, except that George is in
a particular hurry to arrive, he is not much
bored on board. is sometimes worse than
I am about the ship, and does not care what
he says when he sets about it.

The night we came aboard from Madeira, he
was lying on the poop, saying, ¢ Well! they
may talk of “Les Derniers Jours dun Con-
damné,” but les derniers jours d'un shippé are
much worse.’

Captain Grey seems to be an excellent
officer, and it is impossible to mistrust our
safety under his care. We all like him very
much, and are in luck to have so pleasant a
man. He is learned in navigation, and is
always taking observations with his sextant and
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chronometer. He is particularly fond of
‘taking lunars,” which process is conducted by
observations on the moon and a certain star
called Aldebaran; and the captain does not
like to have Aldebaran sneered at.
begins, ¢ Well, Grey, after you had shot at that
wretched moon -with your bit of smoked glass,
I heard you send for the master ; and he was
coming up the hatchway, forty miles an hour,
with his sextant under one arm and his Junars
under the other, and dragging Aldebaran in a
string after him, when he slipped, and his head
came smack through my venetians. I hope
Aldebaran was not hurt.’

As these sort of things give you a better
notion than a regular description, I write them.
I meant to make a single letter, but I cannot
cram it all in; and, after all, it will not cost you
more than a series of 3d. post-letters, which
we might be writing ; but it is no use think-
ing of those things. I should not like to die
now, though I do not love my life as I have
done—but I should die now in such a woeful
frame of mind ; and, besides, I cannot, as the
Irish say, ‘make my soul’ on board ship—it is
all such confusion.
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Rio, Tuesday, November 17.

We arrived here at eight last night, after a
tedious day of working into the harbour, with
a doubt to the last whether we should not be
becalmed ; but the beauty of the place makes
up for a great deal. It far exceeds all the
amount of praise that has been lavished on it.
You can read an account of it elsewhere, in
any book of voyages.

Sir Graham Eden Hamond, who was my
father's godson, and is the admiral of the
station, came on board as soon as we had
anchored. He is full of civilities to wus.
There is no possibility of sleeping on shore
—first, because there are no hotels, and then
the mosquitoes and all sorts of vermin would
make it impossible; but the ¢Jupiter’ at
anchor is very different from the ¢ Jupiter ’ at
sea, and makes a very good hotel. Then
‘His Excellency’ (as we all sneeringly call
George, when we are bored) has a beauti-
ful barge of his own on board; belonging to
the ship, of course, but it is independent of
the captain’s gig and the officers’ barge, &c.,
so that we can go out in it and come in as we

like.
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The harbour is full of shipping, and the
English, French, and Brazilian admirals all
hoisted His Excellency’s flag this morning ; and
they saluted and we replied, till I am nearly
as deaf as the Admiral. George and Captain
Grey glided gracefully about in the barge,
paying visits to the authorities; and then
George fetched us, and we walked about the
town, which is flourishing, and though very
dirty is much more amusing than Funchal ;
but there is not even a common café in it
where they can cook a bad luncheon.

More than two-thirds of the population are
slaves, and there is hardly a pure whiteleft. It is
odd how short a time surprise lasts. The streets
swarm with slaves wearing the same quantity
of clothing that Adam did when he left Para-
dise, and they are carrying weights and drag--
ging carts, and making an odd hallooing noise,
rather a cheerful one, and are totally unlike
anything we are in the habit of seeing, and yet
the sight of all these undressed creatures is not
startling after the first moment. They have
come out of the pictures in ¢Stedman’s Suri-
nam,” and I have seen them all before. The
children are too monstrous. Tell your
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that I have not seen ‘a pretty boy’ amongst
them. The Admiral gave us a very early
dinner on board the ¢ Dublin,” and then landed
us and some of his officers; and we went off,
in two hired carriages, to the Botanical Gar-
dens, through some magnificent scenery.

November 19.

We have dined twice with the Admiral, who
is as deaf as a post, but very civil—too kind.
We are just come back from such a hot dinner
on board the ¢ Dublin,’ where we met the French -
admiral and all his officers, and twenty others;
and there we arrived in our barge, with our
hair blown all nohow; and having scrambled
up an immense companion-ladder, we were
clawed on board by a strange lieutenant, with
all our own officers struggling after us—such
figures! And to-morrow, by way of making
us quite happy, the Admiral gives us a ball.
It is the oddest thing that, wherever we go
they fancy that a ball would be the greatest
pleasure we could have ; and (poor old things!)
we really cannot hobble about unless they pay
us for it. However, we must do so many
tiresome things for the next five years, that



LETTERS FROM INDIA. 3l

there is no use in kicking against the pricks.
I wish to snatch one day from the general
wreck, and to observe that yesterday was very
pleasant indeed — one of those days that go
far to make up for the faults of a voyage. We
avoided all the authorities, and landed at a
little quiet bay, where George had ordered five
horses to meet us ; and Captain Grey took us a
ride that he had known in former times, up
one of the high mountains, and back by the
aqueduct; and we were all satisfied that Na-
ture can do no more in the way of beauty—
clouds, mountains, trees, butterflies, atmosphere,
water—such a combination! I shall never
forget that ride. We sail at four on Saturday
morning, and may, possibly, be at the Cape in
three weeks. God bless you, my very dear
sister ! It is no use saying how much I should
like to see you: that is a subject that will not
bear talking of.

Chance desires his love to Dandy. I see
your. dressing-box in constant cmploy in
George’s room.

Your most affectionate
E. EpEx.
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Thursday, 19th.

We have just had a most satisfactory day of
riding, and sketching, and walking; and any-
thing equal to the beauty of this place I never
dreamed of. We are all charmed with it.
Good-bye, dearest! TLove to all. We sail at
four to-morrow, and expect to be at the Cape
in three weeks. God bless you !

Yours ever affectionately,
E. Epew.

TO THE HON. MES. EDEN (NOW LADY AUCKLAND).

¢ Jupiter,” Sunday, December 7, 1835.

My pEAREST MAaRY,—I wished very much for
time to write to you from Rio, but could not
make it ; and, besides, we are all very shy of
writing a quantity of letters home, because it is
past the wit of man to make variety out of a
sea voyage. There must be a great sameness
in our letters, and when you are all assembled
within reach of each other, you must all be
bored with our repetitions.

It sounds comfortable to be ¢ within reach of
each other.” Itseems to me that I am in reach
of nothing (God help me!) but the pole of my



LETTERS FROM INDIA. 33

cot, or an albatros; which is not much better
than a gull. We got out of Rio harbour with
wonderful celerity. It is generally a tedious
job, but we made eighty miles the first day,
which was Saturday, the 22nd of November,
and went on with great success till Thursday
the 27th, when all went to wrongs. There
was what they called ‘a heavy swell, which
turned everything topsy-turvy, and that went
on till Saturday afternoon, when there came on
a regular gale of wind, which made the sea ten
thousand times worse, carried away two of our
sails, filled all the cabins with water, and, in
short, was just what a gale of wind always is—
the most awful and unpleasant thing in the
world. And yet it was impossible to help
laughing at times from the ridiculous things
that happened.

As you told me to give an account of a
day every now and then, that Saturday would
be a good one to begin with. I had been
very sick since Thursday, and had not got
up, but was so tired of the noise of my own
cabin that I put on my dressing-gown and
rolled into George’s cabin ‘on Saturday after-
noon, and, by a lucky combination of Jurches,

VOL. I. D
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was pitched on to his sofa.* He came to see me,
and tucked himself up on the other side of_the
sofa by way of steadying us. Just then the
ship took one of her deepest rolls; the spar
that kept in his books gave way, and the books
all poured out on the floor ; two of his heavy
boxes broke from their lashings and began
dancing about among the books, and all George’s
shoes and boots. Chance was jerked off the
sofa into the middle of the room, and began
crying ; George was thrown upon me, and we
both laughed so that he could not get up again.
We made a grab at the bell and Mars came in,
sitting down, which was the only way of moving
that day. ‘Encore un déménagement!’ he
said, as he tried to pick up the books. ‘Eh
bien! c’est une maniére de voyager, mais si
C'est la bonne . . . .?° The next roll brought
sliding in—in the same position—saying,
“More fun! No dinner to-day ; that last lurch
sent the cook into the sheep pen, and the sheep
are too frightened to help him out ; and there’s
the hatchway ladder unshipped as H. was
going down’ (he is an immensely fat young
man) ‘and he fell under it, and four marines on
the top of him.’
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It was quite true, and it was wonderful Mr.
H-—— was not killed.

These sort of things went on all day. Even
in the cockpit (which was supposed to be quite
secure) the midshipmen’s chests broke loosé,
and, as there was a foot-and-a-half of water
there, half their things were destroyed.

The waste of property in a gale is one of the
worst parts of it. This lasted till one the next
morning. Even Fanny could not go in to
dinner, and she and I had some macaroni in
George’s cabin, with Mars sitting on the floor
helping us. Of course the dinner was put on
the floor like everything else. At twelve at
night, when I was in my cot—which grazed the
ceiling every time it swung—the carpenter and
three sailors marched in to put in the dead
lights in the stern windows. There arc no
curtains to the cots, and on shore it might have
seemed odd to have all those men carpentering
in that little cabin; but I could not help laugh-
ing when the head carpenter—after knocking
and nailing for ten minutes—walked up to me
and said he was afraid it was very annoying,
but it was the captain’s orders; and I went
swinging backwards and forwards, and saying

D2
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in my civilest tones, ¢ Oh, never mind, Mr. Nan
Carrol—no annoyance at all; only make it all
safe. It's a shocking night; don’t you think
so?’

¢ Rather rough,’ he said; and then came
another man to say the first lieutenant’s cabin
was full of water, and he wanted the carpenter.

In short, the sea is an ugly customer. But
we had five days’ beautiful smooth sailing after
this; and I hope this gale may count for our
share of bad weather.

I have quite got over my sea-sickness on
common occasions, and have been finishing up
my Rio sketches; and now that I can draw
and read, I am not so unhappy as I was. We
are all very well ; Mars is rheumatic at times,
but is better now.

For fear I should not have time to add it at
the Cape, I charge you to tell me quantities
about the children: If Willy says, <How d’ye
do, Lena?’ I shall like to know it; and men-
tion Miss Ridley—in short, everything. Say
what work you are about. I care about it all,
and get lumps in my throat when I think of
any of you; even that last pat on my shoulder
which Robert gave me at Portsmouth I think
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of with pleasure and pain. I am always think-
ing. I have just finished Robert’s ¢Schwarz,
and have liked it very much. Tell Willy I have
not worn his sash yet, because the sea spoils
ribbons ; but it is safe in my drawer. Mind
you write enough. George bears the sea with
great philosophy. Fanny has taken it in great
aversion. I always hated it, but do not say
much now. is in spirits for a day or two,
then wretched, and then bursts out into violent
abuse, without minding who hears him: ‘I
wish I was second pot-boy at the Pig and
Whistle,” he says to the captain and the officers
who think there never was anything like the
luxury of the ¢ Jupiter.” ¢A man who had the
ofter of two good crossings to sweep in London,
or of good stone-breaking in the Edgeware
Road, must have been mad to come out as I
did.’

T0
Saturday, December 12, 1835, S. Lat. 35° Long. 11° L.
We are so squalled, and rolled, and pitched,
poor things! Not but what those squalls are
very often advantageous.
It was a beautiful, sunshiny, quiet morning
till twelve, and yet the ship rolled so I could
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have cried, and was obliged to get George to
go up on deck with me, I was so headached.
Then the squall began, and the wind howls as
if it were the bitterest English winter’s night,
when we all ¢pity the poor souls at sea,” and
yet the ship is flying on, and as steady as a
church, and the poor souls at sea are able to
fetch out their portfolios and begin their letters
to their poor bodies of friends on shore. It is
three weeks to-day since we left Rio, and we
have had great varieties of weather and amuse-
ments, calms and fine sailing, and these three
horrid days of what sailors call ‘a gale of
wind,” but what, in common English, and speak-
ing correctly, we call a storm, and shocking
work it is! T hope one is enough.

I have written an account of it to Mary, but I
think you will like to know a clever trait of that
little black angel commonly called Chance. All
the dogs on board were frightened, Captain G.’s
dog the worst of any, though he was bred and
born at sea, and Chance was in a great twitter
for a time, but after having been pitched off
my bed, and then off George’s bed, he saw it
was time to act with decision, so he carefully
climbed up to the washhand basin (which is,
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of course, a fixture), scratched one of my shawls,
which was near at hand, into it for a cushion,
and then rolled himself up into the basin, which
exactly held him, and stayed there the rest of
the day. George and Isaw him do it, and
quite wished we had as good a resource for our
wretched selves, but the foot-tub would not
hold us. " The midshipmen acted the ‘Mayor
of Garrett’ the other day for our diversion.
They made a very pretty theatre, and acted
wonderfully well—considering that none of
them had ever acted before; and the officers
gave us a grand supper in the gun-room after-
wards. One of them wrote a prologue, of
which I send you some lines, as you like any-
thing about us :

If such examples fire the sailor’s mind,

Shall a good ship—shall we remain behind,
‘Who, with fair breezes and with sails unfurled,
Convey the ruler of our Eastern world ?

For some slight honours we can claim, at least, .
‘Who plant new Edens in the gorgeous East.

The sailors were so exhilarated by the offi-
cers’ play, that the following Friday they an-
nounced that, in the ¢ Theatre Royal Oriental,’
His Majesty’s servants would perform ¢All the

World’s a_Stage,” with a dance —there is no
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dancing prettier than their reels—¢ perform-
ances by young Paganini,’ the ship’s fiddler,
and songs, &c. The captain of the foretop,
who acted Miss Kitty Sprightly, was really an
excellent actress, and I have seen much worse
actors in the little theatres than some of the
others. Then there are three of them that
sing all the old English glees beautifully, and,.
whenever it is their evening watch, they
always sit and sing and tell long stories to each
other ; and it is one of the few really pleasant
things I know on board ship. I wonder
whether knows a Scotch song about Lady
Gowrie, which one of these sailors sings. I
asked him for ‘ Home, sweet Home, one night,
but I shall not try that again—it is playing
with edged tools. I could not stand the way
in which he sang ¢There is no place like
home.” Tt was so undeniable and so melancholy.

I have done a quantity of sketches at Rio.
If T have a book full before the ¢Jupiter’
goes back, I shall very likely send it to —— to
keep for me, as she likes sketches; but I can-
not finish them up well, as I never can stoop
to my work in this unsteady vehicle, so my
lines are rather of the crookedest. I have got
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a new pet, given me by the doctor ; he brought
me a little paroquet from Rio, about the size of
a sparrow—green, with blue wings. It has no
cage, and is so tame it does not want one, and
it makes no noise; but , who has seen
some of them at Calcutta, says they can speak.
The blacks call them ‘Jemmy Green. So he
stuck my Jemmy Green instantly into the open
breast of his waistcoat, where it made a little
purring noise of delight and went to sleep, and
now, whenever I put it in my handkerchief, it
chuckles itself to sleep. I should have liked to
send it home to you, but these very small birds
always die of cold in the Channel. It is a
great diversion to Wright and Jones. So, God
bless you! Of course you are always writing
to your most affectionate

E. Epex.

T0 —ro.
December 12.

There are three little midshipmen going
their first voyage; one of them, who was to
join another ship, is dying of a decline (poor
boy !), and has not been out of his hammock
for a fortnight; nothing can cqual the care
that is taken of him.
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One of the others is a very little fellow
called Douglas, and he is as like your ——
as it is possible to be, only a little shorter. I
draw no inferences, but everybody calls him ‘a
pretty boy.” He is going to act Miss Hard-
castle, in ¢She Stoops to Conquer.” He is full
of spirits, and insisted on being put into a
watch long before the first lieutenant thought
of it; but in the night watches some of the
older ones always send him off to bed. The
night of the storm, George looked out on deck,
and there he saw little Douglas, in his rough
Flushing jacket and trousers, and oil-skin hat,
trying to stand steady on deck, without shoes
or stockings, as all the officers are in that sort
of weather, and his little feet looked so white
and new amongst those weatherbeaten, brown
sailors. Your mother would be quite satisfied
with the way in which those young ones are
treated.

One of the lieutenants has them into his -
cabin to read every day, and the old ones are
always teaching them something either at the
wheel or at the sextants, and they are rather
spoiled than bullied.

One of the passengers began to bully little
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Douglas at first, but when the boy found out
he was supported by his own officers he turned
upon the man one day and said, ‘I tell you
what, Mr. V. , if you hit me once more, I
give you notice I shall hit you again’ (M.
V. is six feet high), ¢ and whatis more, when
we cross the line I shall pay you off!” They
say he looked so funny with his fist doubled up
at the man,—who never says a word to him

now.

FROM THE HON. F. H. EDEN TO A FRIEND.

The ¢ Jupiter’ at Sea, December 12, 1835.

I'look at your unfortunate picture swinging
opposite to me, and feel remorseful that I should
have placed your innocent, dumb likeness in
such a situation; and then, I don’t know where
you, the real living woman, are.  Nobody can
have been anywhere aslong as we have been on
board this ship. ~ We are not at the Cape yet:
we are to be there, they say, in two or three
days; but I am not to be taken in by anything
any sailor says—you and I, dear, know them
better. Idon’tthink that the marines are happy,
and the troop of engineers we are transporting
to Ceylon, with their military sagacity are not
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to be taken in any more than myself. I saw one
of them just now twisting up a piece of oakum
with a brokenhearted air.

I have reason to think that the chronometer
is all wrong, and Captain G—— looked half
affronted when I offered him my little Swiss
watch, which is just the size of a shilling. We
have not seen a single soul since we left Rio.
We have been in a gale of wind which lasted
forty-eight hours, and which, if it had lasted
longer, would have exhausted me; for it came
at the end of a four days’ calm, when we had
been almost rolled and created into a state of
idiocy. I get so exasperated—if running a pin
through the floor of my cabin would scuttle the
ship, I would not give much for its. chance.
There was I, at the end of four sleepless nights,
peering over the sides of my cot upon the green
baize carpet, turned into a large pool of water
from the rain beating in. Books—chairs—
boxes—Dbaskets—all broke from their fastenings
and splashing frantically about; the bulk-
heads roaring in every possible variety of tone—
(those bulkheads will be found levelled by my
single strength, some day). The waves high
above the windows, and my cot and I swinging
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at every roll within two inches of the ceiling.
I thought it might be better up stairs, and con-
trived to struggle up, to find his Excellency
under the breakfast table (his chair, in spite of
its lashings, having slipped from under him),
empty cup in one hand—his piece of toast
crushed in the other. I would not for ever
so much that Rumm Hy Jeet Raj Singh should
have seen him in such a situation: he would
never have given the proper number of ko-toos,
and there would have been a war.

Quiet! Quiet! How I do long for a little
Quiet! Al my life I have hated noise. I
banished that angel of a grey parrot, because he
made a noise : he has his revenge now. We
have seen three dead whales, seven live ones ; a
porpoise has been harpooned, and an albatros,
which was so gorged with oil from one of the
dead whales that it could not fly off the water :
it measured from nine to ten feet from wing to
wing. Think what the ¢ ancient mariner > must
have suffered when his was hanging round his
neck! We passed within a few yards of one
dead whale; the sharks were gnawing it, and
the albatroses pecking at it. Such an enormous
mass, and neither fish nor bird took the trouble
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to get out of our way : they evidently thought
that man had no right to meddle with the sea
or its inhabitants; and I think so too. He
cannot manage the sea; it heaves and tosses
him about just as it pleases.

I have two great sources of comfort : in
and my great worsted man and horse : they are
both so great, I hardly know which is the
greater. When it is calm, I turn to my man
and horse. Such a horsecloth as I have just
executed! And in the worst of times
always can make us all laugh: he livesin a
state of farcical despair, and goes about
insulting all the sailors with his horror of
the ship; and I heard him, just now, gravely
consulting the doctor, who is rather pompous
and solemn, about his health :—* But, sir, I do
-not exactly see what is the matter with you I'—
¢ Matter enough! I've got the “Jupiters "—
I'm a creak, Doctor, nothing but a creak:
listen to my neck when I turn it!” And there
are times when one feels actually creaking
oneself.

Dec. 14.—And now there’s Africa in sigflt.
I took my first view of it at five this morning.
Then, it looked very much like the Cape of
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Good Hope in a map. Now we are very near,
and there is the great Table Mountain, with
others ranging beside it, rugged, handsome and
dead. TUpon one of the hills, where there is a
pretty drive from Cape Town, a learned man,
who has been at the Cape before, declares you
may see the baboons playing about. Only
think of seeing a real live baboon.

When I wrote to you before, from Rio, I
forgot to communicate the melancholy fact,
that our maids saw hundreds of humming-birds
flying about, and we never saw one; however,
a baboon will do as well: they are so alike.
So now we are perfectly acquainted with
Europe, America, and Africa: when we have
done Asia, we may come home again.

Dec. 16.—1 like this place—it is quite what
I meant Africa to be—so unlike anything clse :
when we went twelve miles up the country,
yesterday, I felt like Montval in the Travels of
Rolando. T have not caught a camelopard yet,
but I'm going; in fact we have all been in
Africa, and know the sort of thing. There
are the stunted trees dyed red by the fine red
sand that flies everyhere; and the great flats,
covered with most of our finest hot-house plants,
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turned into large shrubs; also immense arid,
rugged hills rising up suddenly, and the negroes
wearing a kind of sugar-loaf hat, driving some-
times eighteen or twenty oxen, in long, low
waggons. Then, we went to Constantia to pick
out our wine; and found such a flourishing,
_rich Dutch Boor, with a large whip in his hand,
with which he evidently beats to death many of
E M——'s vagrants. Poor things! The
governor here is upon the frontier arguing with
the Caffres.

'We‘sail again in a few days, and I find there
is an opportunity to send letters by the ¢ Liver-
pool’ in three days, so I must finish this and
write others. There must be an interval of
four or five months before you hear more of us,
after you get this; but remember, for two
whole months we shall be on the sea, and then
in Christian charity you will write.

Tell me how much my letters bore you. I
know they must be very tiresome, but how tire-
some are they? Write to me about every
little thing : nothing can be too little. I have
no time to read this over, and could not if I
had. I think by the time this gets to England,
you will be returning there. T cannot get used
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to not knowing where you all are, and what
you are all doing. I feel quite benevolent to
Calcutta and really fond of it when I think I
may find a letter there, or, at least, expect one.
Mind you keep a sheet of paper always about
you, and write down anything that strikes you,
and when it is full, make it over to Grindley.
God bless you, dearest!
Ever your'most affectionate
F. H. EpEN.

FROM HON. EMILY EDEN TO A FRIEND.

Cape of Good Hope, Monday, December 14, 1835.

We anchored here at two this afternoon.
Came on shore the instant the barge could be
manned—did our bit of firing ; and the band
playing, and our meeting with the military
authorities on the pier, in less than a quarter of
an hour; and then we were left comfortably
by ourselves for the first time almost since we
left England. We have taken a house, all for
ourselves, which exactly holds us four, and the
six servants, and we may squecze in Captain
Grey, if he wishes to leave the ship. We have
taken a long walk, and two sketches; have
moved a second sofa out of a bedroom into the

VOL. I. E
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drawing-room, put some books and writing-
cases on the table, and it feels as like a Tun-
bridge or Broadstairs house as possible, except
that there is a great deal of negro jabber going
on under the windows—a few large cock-
roaches on the walls—and that the windows
are all open in December. I am looking like
a victim to the captain’s severity just set on
shore ; for quite forgetting how hot it would
be—as we were very cold on board ship—I
walked from the shore to the inn without my
shawl, and the sun has marked out in deep
crimson the pattern of my habit-shirt, and
made a large blister on one shoulder. It looks
shocking, and comes from having been brought
up in the belief that December was a cold
month.

We have been just twenty-three days from
Rio—much the usual length of passage. We
had three days of heavy swell, ending in a gale
of wind, which is a nautical term for expressing
the extreme of human discomfort and bodily
misery, to say nothing of fright ; for, though I
know there is no danger, I am always in a
regular state of fear when the ship goes fast
through the water. I should like to have
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what some play calls the ¢trembling exies,” and
make more noise than the waves, if possible.
We are all in very good health, I should say.
George grown fat—Fauny has quite lost her
headaches. I am very well, and Dr. Drum-
mond has nearly cured of that sort of
Jiay fever he has had for two years, and which
grew much worse during the early part of the
voyage.

Will you tell Mr. M that Chance has
been the finest invention for a long voyage that
ever was heard of? Captain Grey and
began by hating him, partly out of respect to
the feelings of their own dogs, and partly be-
cause they owned they were jealous of his
attachment to me, when compared with the
cool conduct of their own hardhearted ani-
mals ; and now they are both devoted to him
and his whims. His temper is worse thau
ever, and he will never let anybody touch him
but me, except when he wants to be lifted off
the poop, or to be put into the hammock net-
tings, where he sits for hours looking at the
albatroses, and licking his lips at them; and
on these occasions his servility to all the mid-
shipmen exceeds his general rudeness; but

E 2
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these little moral failings make him invaluable
at sea. —— always calls him ¢Sir Mungo
Malagrowther,” and he certainly is like him in
some of his ways. He discovers land always
two days before we approach it, which, they say,
is very common with dogs; and, moreover, it
piques Captain Grey that Chance should know.
more about the latitudes and longitudes than all
his chronometers. The Cape is much the least
picturesque station we have made yet, but the
rocks are rather grand in a rough way, and the
town looks white, and Dutch-like, and clean,
which is, I believe, 2 most deceptious appear-
ance. I shall leave the rest of my paper for
the chance of something to tell you which is
not about the ‘Jupiter,” and, besides, I always
feel low the days we land.

It seems that we have gone so far, and been
through so much, and only to come amongst
strangers at last ; and we cannot even hope to
find a letter, or a word about anybody we care
for, but are still to go farther and hear less. It
is horrid, and makes me feel utterly desperate
at times. It is clearly not quite so good as being
dead, as that is a separation without oblivion ;
but, luckily, these fits of lowness cannot last,
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or at least they must be gulped down and kept
out of sight. I hope you have sat for your
picture again, and I wish would devote
7s. 6d. to me, and send me out his picture. 1
never did a wiser thing than carrying off those
little sketches.

I shall always think of dear, sallow, little
with affection, and have an idea of sending
him home two prettyish Hindoo wives, who
shall be bound to burn themselves in Fleet
Street, whenever 1s gathered to his fathers.
I should send him some very pretty wives, only
that he drew such a shocking object, which he
chose to call you. I feel it would distress me
to look at it, but I cannot destroy it, so I keep
it, with its back to the others. George and I
were looking at Mr. s picture last night
with the greatest satisfaction. He looks very
sensible still, though he is at the Cape.

The Cape, December 15.

We landed here on Monday the 13th. Have
hired a house; were much bitten the first
night, but made a change for the better last
night; have had plenty of apricots, straw-
berries, green peas, young potatoes, &c., and
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like the Cape very much, though it is less
pretty than Rio or Madeira.

Wright and Jones went out riding yesterday,
attended by six bdeaux, and rode to Con-
stantia, and at the public-house where they
baited, they found a landlady who had come
from Bromley, and knew dear Eden Farm, and
all about all of us. Tt is very pleasant to have
friends in Africa. We have only Asia to do
now, and then may go home, having seen the
world. George has bought some bulbs, which
are going home in the ¢Liverpool, and one
box is intended for and Mary to divide
between them. There never was anything like
the beauty of the ixias here, and the bulbs look
like good ones.

Good-bye—God bless you all!

Your affectionate
E E.

0 ——.

The Cape, December 16, 1835,

We landed on Monday afternoon, all well.
We are lodged in a tolerable house, but are
much ‘devoured by every species of animal. It
is very hot, indeed, till the afternoon. Wehave
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had some nice drives into the country ; live on
new potatoes, peas, strawberries, apricots, &ec.;
are a little oppressed with visitors, but have
found some old friends in Lady C. Bell and
Mrs. Wauchope, and, altogether, it is a great
rest, and the last we shall have till we get to
our long home—~Calcutta. I wish you could
see some of the flowers, &c. George is sending
home a lot of bulbs for you. We are writing
ten letters apiece to go by ¢ Liverpool,” and there
will be a frightful interval between your receiv-
ing this and my next. Love to all.
Your most affectionate
E. Epen.
0 ——.
December 16,

We have had some very nice drives; our
house is very good in the daytime, but alive at
night ; it is the general complaint of Cape
Town, and very unpleasant. However, they
have sent us two brass bedsteads from the
*Jupiter,” so that I am much better off now.
We drive to-day with the Bells. She has been
very civil and is very pleasant, I think_ with
great remains of beauty. They sent for Ann
Wauchope from Simon’s Town, and she was
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with us all yesterday. It is pleasant to meet a
friend at this distance. She has such a funny
little boy—six years old. My heart warmed to
this boy, because he is like all Robert’s boys
mixed up together; in looks, a mixture of
Willy and Ashley. To-morrow we are going
to dine in the country at Protea, with a Sir J.
and Lady Bryant—pleasant people, who have
passed their lives in India, and are now going
home.

George is buying several horses here, as the
Cape horses are much better, particularly
for ladies’ riding, than the Arab horses; and
Captain Grey has been persuaded into finding
room for four in the ¢ Jupiter.” We sail Mon-
day morning, and look with some dread to
this long stage of the voyage, and it will be a
dreadfully long time before you can hear of us
again; but you must go on writing all the
more, as it is not our fault. Our letters are to
go this afternoon by the ¢ILiverpool.’ I have
so many to finish, I cannot write any more.
George is sending you some bulbs. The
flowers here are perfectly beautiful. Love to
all. Yours most affectionately,

E. E
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TO A FRIEND.
January 24, 1836.

There is just a chance of our meeting a
homeward-bound ship in these latitudes; and
as, at all events, we shall probably be at Cal-
cutta in a fortnight—some sanguine people say
in ten days—it is time to be beginning the
letter I shall want to send you from there.
Our voyage has been most prosperous, and
though it seems tedious, yet it has given us
little to complain of. We have never had
more than twenty-four hours of foul wind since
we left England, and few ships have such luck
in so long a voyage ; sometimes we had a day’s
calm, when George is fit to hang himsclf, and
sometimes a very fresh brecze, when the ship
shivers away at the rate of eleven miles an
hour, and that makes me sick and sorry; but
we have generally, since we left the Cape,
sailed along very smoothly and pleasantly.
We are all in excellent health, and I am grown
fat, and now that I can read, and draw, and
work, and eat in a natural land-like fashion,
the days go off very well, very much better than
I thought possible at sea.
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The nights are cruelly hot. I cannot think
why they are so much worse than the days, for
we leave all our doors and windows open, but
nothing will make a draught.

Fanny and I have been on the lee-side of the
ship almost the whole way (which means the
side on which the wind does not blow, not the
weather-side), and we have generally thought it
great luck, as it allows us to have our windows
open without any danger of shipping a sea ; but
it makes our cabins very close now, and I should
think gives us a good foretaste of Calcutta.
s greyhound has added three small
puppies to the population, and one of the horses
has been ill, and a tame hawk fell overboard
and was drowned, and these are the chief inci-
dents among the live stock.

I bought an album at the Cape, to be called
the ¢ Jupiter’s Album,’ and invited all the officers
to contribute to it, and the idea took their
fancies, and’ set all the ship’s company off
drawing.. Most of them can draw more or less,
and out of the twenty-four drawings they have
sent in, there are ten, at least, really very good,
some tolerable, and those that are the worst are
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amusing from the immense pains bestowed upon
them by the midshipmen.

It answered as an amusement for ten days,
and pleased Captain Grey excessively. Their
theatricals have gone on, too; the sailors have
acted twice with great success, and the officers
twice, and the theatre is to close the first cool
night we have, with ¢High Life below Stairs,
" and ¢ L’Ours et le Pasha,” done into English by
his Excellency, and consequently it is got up
with great care. Mr. is the stage manager,
and we flatter ourselves, though he is particu-
larly precise and serious, that he has formed
an attachment (perfectly correct and Platonic)
for Wright, he and she are in such constant com-
munication about the ladies’ dresses for these
plays.

I have made the dresses myself for the
Sultana and her attendant in ¢L’'Ours et le
Pasha,” and that little Douglas looks so pretty
in his Turkish costume! And I made, too,
a turban for another, who is to be the
Sultan. He looked so horribly shy when he
came to try it on, sitting before the glass in his
midshipman’s dress—a long false beard, and a
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mass of muslin and scarlet beads twisted round
his head.

January 27.

We had an adventure yesterday; a sudden
squall carried away our maintop-mast. It was
just after breakfast—the finest possible day, and
no wind, apparently; but it happens constantly
so near the line, that a sudden puff of wind does
a great deal of mischief up aloft, and is not
felt on deck. You may guess what a ¢ stramash ’
they made, with all the ropes and yards attached
to them. The mast was four feet in circumference
where it gave way, and it was cut off almost as
clean as if it had been cut with a knife. The
wind turns out a very active, clever fellow of an
element when you live much with him ; does just
what he likes, and in an authoritative way. At
first there was a horrible cry of ¢ A man over-
board, which always puts everybody in a fever ;
but it was only a hat, and the owner was happily
caught in one of the lower sails ; and though he
was carried down stunned and bruised, yet he
was not at all seriously hurt. It was a great
mercy, for all the officers who have ever seen a
similar accident with a topmast say they never
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saw it without a great loss of life, besides serious
wounds.

As nothing of the kind happened here,
we are all glad to have seen once what
sailors can do on an emergency, and Captain
Grey’s presence of mind (which is always very
striking) was quite remarkable. Before we
could go from the cabin to the deck, he had
given the order, ¢ All hands clear wreck,” which
brought every human being up from below, and
every man was in his place working away at
disentangling the ropes, furling sails, &c., not
two minutes after the crash. Except on these
occasions, you never see more than half the
crew and one-third of the officers at a time;
but everybody works in these cases, and it was
a curious scene. :

We were saying that if any ship had passed at
that moment not within speaking distance, they
would, with the little exaggeration that attends
all disasters, have given you all such a shocking
account of our dismasted look ; for several smaller
sails were carried away by the strain on,them,
and you would have heard of us as a wreck on
the water. It was supposed that twelve hours
would suffice to put us to rights, judging from
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other ships ; but in five everything material was
in its place again, and the sails all set.

It was a great triumph to the ship, and
says that the midshipmen, who are not given to
praise their captains in general, all talk of
Captain Grey’s seamanship and readiness with
great praise. It was a curious sight altogether,
and I made a nice sketch of it, for as the ropes
were all out of their places, it was just the time
to draw them—nobody can detect any mistakes.

Sunday, January 30.

All our hopes of a quick arrival are at an
end, we cannot cross that tiresome line; we
have been within 100 miles of it for four days
without being able to advance a step, but are
going tacking abolit with great trouble and
.bother, quite contented, after a fashion of con-
tent, if we do not lose more by the current than
we gain by the wind. We now do not expect
to arrive till the 14th, the day that George
originally named when we left Portsmouth, so
that we shall not have much to complain of ;
but it would have been better to have had
something to boast of.
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Saturday, February 6.

We crossed the line last Wednesday, but
have not averaged thirty miles a day the last
ten days. You have no idea how tantalising it
is to waste ten such precious days, for the very
hot weather begins at Calcutta the middle of
March, so George was very anxious that we
should have two or three cool weeks to break
us in to the climate. If we could have a fair
breeze we still might be there in ten days; but
many pecple think we may be 2 month or more.
We tack about first to the east and then to the
west, trying to screw a little northing out of
them—so like people who can’t get to sleep,
and try first one side to lic on and then the
other. However, we are in our own northern
hemisphere again, which I mention that I may
twit Mr. with what he said onc day at
dessert, that I should not sce the Great Bear
again.  Dear old beast! he came in sight again
the night before last, looking handsome and
friendly, worth all the Southern Crosses and
Scorpions. I like to be in the same hemi-
sphere with you; it is the best we can do for
ourselves now. ¢Hem, sweet hem, there is
no hem like ours,” is the nearcst I can come
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to ¢ Home, sweet home,” and at all events it is
something to know my own stars again. What
will you bet that we shall have a fair wind by
Tuesday? I think we shall, merely because it
must come at last. If not, I must eat Chance
on Wednesday, for fear other people should
want him the next week.

‘Wednesday, February 10,

You have lost that bet about the wind ; you
owe me a shilling, and you ought to make it
two, in consideration of our wretched state.
This is the fourth day of a dead calm, the sea
actually as smooth as this paper, and not a
breath of air—and the heat! Few people have
ever seen such a dead calm at sea: the master,
who has, was detained by one three weeks in
the same place; we are now only 160 miles
from the line. I shall stick this letter in a
bottle soon, and you will know where to look
for us when it comes to hand.

Day after day—day after day,

‘We stuck, nor breath nor motion;
Asidle as a painted ship

Upon a painted ocean.

It is just what we are—and then the sea—

Still as a slave before his lord,
The ocean hath no blast;

His great bright eye most silently
Up to the moon is cast.
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I believe every word of the ¢ Ancient Mariner,’
even to the slimy things that crawl on the
slimy sea, for the first sea snake was wriggling
about yesterday. Swimming is the only amuse-
ment for the officers and men; they caught
a shark yesterday afternoon, and five minutes
after, sixty of them were in the water to get a
good bath before another shark came. Hot as
it is, I have finished a sketch of little Douglas,
which is so like your boy that I was sorry to
give it away; but he is charmed with it, and
has shown it, they say, to every creature in the
ship, and the first lieutenant is having a frame
made for it. I gave it to him to send home to
his mother, who is a widow ; and he is dread-
fully puzzled between his wish to send it to her
and a desire to offer it to Mr. Julian, one of the
mates, who has adopted him, and takes care of
him, and teaches him his profession.

I always rather expect to hear that the
¢ Liverpool,” by which we sent our letters from
the Cape, went down at sea. She was manned
by Arabs, and in a wretched state, and if our
letters go to the bottom you will not know
half the allusions in our subsequent valuable
epistles. . I think the little tortoises I sent

VOL. I. F
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C may - arrive alivee. W—— had some
that buried themselves the day they left the
Cape, and theysare alive. It is not a bad way
of doing a voyage. I think I bear the tedium
of ours with more outward .philosophy and
cheerfulness than any of them—at least, I take
it more quietly; but if I had known what it
would be, to be away from all of you—so far
and hopelessly away—and without anybody at
hand with whom I can talk over old times and
old feelings, I do not think I should have come.
George is very kind, and he says it will be
easy to make new interests. It will for him,
who has more to learr and to do than the twenty-
four hours can hold—and he has no time for
regrets. But, at all events, it must be some
time before I can care about Calcutta; and
there, too, he will be so busy that I shall lose
him again as a companion, and then I shall, if
possible, long more for a talk with you. I do
not think it unwholesome to be driven by loss
of other ties to depend more on the only Hope
that never fails; but sometimes it is difficult
not to grope about in this dark world for some-
thing to hold by, instead of looking wup, and
altogether I want you and a few otheys.
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If all too worldly pant my heart
For human sympathy,—

O’er wayward feelings unexprest
Too oft if I repine, )
And ask for one whose kindred breast
‘Will'judge the wants of mine,—

If sometimes on my soul will press,
‘With overwhelming force,

A sense of utter loneliness
All blighting in its course,—

if all this is the case (and it is), I sometimes
think that I might have remained in England;
but there is no knowing now, how that would
have been.

February 14. N. Lat. 6° 40'.

There! after three more days of a burning

calm, a sudden breeze sprang up yesterday ; in
half-an-hour the ship was running eight knots
an hour, and has continued so ever since. The
night was quite cool, and we are all beginning
to count on arriving this day week, though that
is being very sanguine. Everybody was grow-
ing melancholy about that calm; the officers
had come to an end of their fresh meat, and the
midshipmen to an end of their clean clothes, and
they were put on a shorter allowance of water;
quite enough as yet, but it was to have been
shortened again at night.

F2
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‘Wednesday, 23rd.

Still tacking about : a foul wind (little of it),
current, everything against us; and though
we are now within 200 miles of Sandheads,
we may yet bea week reaching them. We
shall have been ten weeks on Monday with-
out seeing land, which is an unusual thing,
even in a seaman’s life. I was telling George last
night that when children learn their Indian
history they will come to—Sir C. Metcalfe
began to reign in 1835, preceded by William of
Bentinck, succeeded by George of Auckland,
who was surnamed the Navigator, from the
very remarkable fact that he never made land
during the five years his government lasted.’
That will probably be the case. I shall not
write any more till we anchor ; you will never
be able to read it ; besides, Iam very busy about
a set of little drawings on small cards that Tam
doing for you from my sketches. I think I
shall finish twelve before we arrive.

‘Wednesday, March 2.
At last we are in sight of land off Saugur;
and, what is more, the steamer is in sight bring-
ing us heaps of letters; that dear steamer and
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the smoke look like the Thames and home,—
and then, all the letters! The pilot came on
board at two this morning, and says we were
given up for lost at Calcutta (which I am afraid
may by ricochet have given you a fidget in
England) ; that the steamers have been looking
for us for three weeks; that John Elliot was
tired of waiting, and is gone home; and, above
all, that there are quantities of letters for us,
some that left England the 11th of November,
five weeks after us. Only conceive the pleasure
of it!

We expect to be at Calcutta to-morrow
evening. The steamer has got the “Zenobia’
in tow, which ¢Zenobia’is to take our letters.
There is a boat full of Hindoos in sight, with
vegetables. We are in great want of fresh
provisions. Rosina is in such a state of de-
light—poor old thing! I had finished a pan-
orama of Rio for you, that was the admiration
of the ship, so much so, that two days ugo it
was stolen out of the cabin, which is provoking.
George is quite unhappy about it; it folded up
like & map. Perhaps in time I may finish
another for you.
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TO A SISTER.

February 10, 1836, 3° N. Lat., E. Long. 91°.

MY DEAREST ——, Here we are becalmed,
the sea looking like a plate of silver that has
been cleaned by a remarkably-good under-butler.
He has not left a spot on it. The sky is nearly
as clear, and the thermometer is at 88° under
the awning, and the nights are as hot as the
days. Rather bad! but that is what we came
for partly. We had great luck on our voyage
till within the last sixteen days, and during that
time we have not made 300 miles ; still as long
as we had any wind, even though we could not
do more by constant tacking than keep our
own ground, it was not so hot as in this stag-
nant calm ; and this heat will have prepared us
so well for Calcutta that we might almost be
allowed to go there now. We are within six
days’ Tun of it all the time, which is provoking.
However we are all remarkably well, even to
Mars, who has been very seriously ill since we
left the Cape, but has rallied completely.

We do what we can to vary the days: try to
catch fish, in which we never succeed, except
that two days ago we ¢aught a great shark ; and
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five minutes after half the ship’s company
jumped overboard for a swim, and took Chance
with them. He little thought when Mr. M.
transplanted him from the shades of Windsor
that he should sgvim twice a day in the Indian
Ocean ; that it would be a bet that the third
lieutenant should jump off the chains with him
under his arm, and that one of the midshipmen
would bring him up the ship’s side n /is mowth,
which was the case yesterday.

We have had some very good theatricals ; the
theatre closing with a song by Mr. Pelham,
“Here’s a health to Lord Auckland, God bless
him!” and ending with cheers from all the
sailors.

Drawing is my chief occupation, and working
Fanny’s, and she plays at chess with ; and
we all read and grumble and cannot find
enough to drink, and so on; and then whenever
I can get to sleep I dream without ceasing,
chiefly of Eden Farm, but very often of Langley,
and I have walked with you over the Cross
Walk and down the Hedge Walk quite as often
the last three months as ever we did in our
dear, happy, young days; and sometimes I
wake up crying and sometimes arguing, and I
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was determined to write to you to-day, because
last night you were so obstinate about the key
of the gate; and I burst out laughing, because
you came back quite angry and hot, and said
a paper key was of no use. , George says he
dreams quite as much and as childishly, and
that he sees the Grenvilles coming in their
great green coach, and Mrs. Wickham gets out
of it and pursues him into the shrubbery. It is
very odd, but the instant one’s mind is left to
its own control it rushes back to young days
and childish interests ; they have made so much
more impression than all the graver realities
since. )

Well, I never expected that on February 15th
I should be sitting writing to you 14,000 miles
off, and writing with great difficulty, because I
am so very hot, though I have taken off my
gown and am sitting on a pile of cushions in
the stern window of George’s cabin, and with a
large fan in one hand. George isin his shirt
and trousers, without shoes, sitting on the other
half of the sofa, learning his Hindoostanee
grammar, and we neither of us can attend to
what we are about, because Chance keeps yap-
ping at us to look at a large shark that, with
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two beautiful pilot fish, is swimming under the
window, much nearer to us than the organ-
man now under your window is to you. When
we sat giggling for days together on the lawn
at Langley, we never expected to be parted so
entirely and in such an outlandish or outseaish

way.
February 13.

We had a little breeze two days ago that has
advanced us sixty miles, but it has been a dead
calm again the last twenty-four hours. There
is a brig in sight, and if it should be homeward
bound this will be packed up and forwarded.

‘Wednesday, February 18.

‘We never saw any more of that brig, but we
got into the N.W. monsoon on the evening of
the 14th, and have had three days’ excellent
sailing, 150 miles a day, and the sea as smooth
as-the Thames. We are now only 350 miles
from the Sandheads, and had expected to be
there on Saturday evening, but the wind has
fallen very light again, and we shall hardly
have the pilot on board before Monday. The
time of the pilot’s arrival decides all our bets
and lotteries. We shall not come to an anchor
for twenty-four hours after that, and in the
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meanwhile Sir C. Metcalfe will hear per telegraph
that we are coming, and will have time to pack
up his little goods and tidy up Government
House for us. If he is wise, he will send down
a few armed boats to take and sink us. If he
is civil, he will send one steamboat to take us
and part of our baggage up the river; if he is
very civil, he will send two steamers who will
tow the ¢Jupiter’ up with all that it contains,
which I hope will be the case, as the officers
are all anxious to take us right up to Calcutta,
and to have the fun of the first arrival ; and if
he is very civil indeed, he will order in half a
pound of tea and a pound of sugar, and a loaf,
&e., for our refreshment, otherwise it will be
very unpleasant to roam about that great bar-
rack the first evening, with 200 strange servants
langhing in Hindoostanee at us, and nothing to
eat. That is my notion of our arrival. Or if
we arrive the 24th we shall find the ball for
the Queen’s birthday going on at Government
House, and shall have to begin skipping about
in our old ship dresses.

I have nothing to say, as you may observe,
but I must mention that everything that was
given us when we came away has turned out



LETTERS FROM INDIA. 75

useful, more especially your six bottles of arrow-
root. I should not have survived the voyage
without them. As long as my sea-sickness lasted
arrowroot was the only thing I liked, and since
that I have gone on with it regularly for
luncheon, as I never have taken to meat at all.
When anybody has been ill I have made a
civility to them of a little arrowroot, but other-
wise none of our party like it, so I have
actually devoured the six bottlesful myself.

Monday, February 22.

Still a foul wind, and we are not much nearer
than we were four days ago. We tack every
four hours, but gain very little by it. How-
ever, it is delicious weather—the nights are
almost cold. 'We have come to our last sheep,
and have but one pig and six geese left—uo
coffee, no marmalade, and no porter ; and, as I
said above, my arrowroot is at its last spoonful.
Shocking hardships! We are all put on a
short allowance of water, which is much more
than we can drink; but next week, when we
come to salt meat, and a still shorter allowance
of water, the hunger and thirst will just match.
Nobody now presumes to say when we shall
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arrive, and they are all becoming impatient.
In the midshipmen’s birth the freehold of two
dirty shirts for one clean one has been offered
and refused, and the instant it grows dusk, they
all appear in their hot blue clothes, white
trowsers are become so scarce.

To recur to what I was saying of useful pre-
sents—I thought Mr. C.’s ¢ Pompeii ’ a beautiful
book, but that it would appear only on state
occasions, whereas it has been in constant use.
The captain wanted me to paint a large flying
figure for the steerage—we found a pattern in
¢ Pompeii ;” a figure of Jupiter was wanted—
there he is in ¢ Pompeii;’ some of the officers
who dine with us are too shy to speak in the
evening—they all look at ¢ Pompeii.’ 'S
¢Schiller " is my constant study. The sailors
sing Scotch songs in the evening, and I found
them in Burns.

Wednesday, March 2, 1836. Off Saugur.
At last, dearest , here we are, after
seventy-two days out of sight of land. We got
up this morning with a lovely jungle in sight.
However, we are not particular about the
quality, so as it be land; and now every
moment is interesting. Last night the fun
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began. We fired a gun, and burnt blue lights ;
an hour after, the man at the masthead saw the
light vessel; at two in the morning the pilot
came on board. This morning we saw land, and
now the steamers are in sight, not only coming
to tow us up to Calcutta, but bringing the
¢ Zenobia,’ Whic}a is to take our letters to
England ; and also, best of all, bringing us heaps
of letters, which the pilot says are waiting
for us, some of as late a date as November 11.
Only conceive the delight of it—it brings such
hot tears into my eyes l—we shall have news
of you all five weeks after we left you, and
that is about twenty-one weeks ago. We are
all well, and all writing like mad people. The
pilot says we had been given up for lost at
Calcutta ; the steamers have been looking for
us for three weeks. John Elliot waited some
time to see us, but gave it up, and has gone
home.

God bless you and yours, I and only
keep writing. Tell me quantities of stories
about all the children, who will otherwise grow
up, and I shall know nothing about them.

Yours most affectionately,
E. E.
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TO A FRIEND.
Diamond Harbour, March 4, 1836.

We have just sent off thirty letters by the
¢ Zenobia,” which is passing us,-and amongst
them there is an immense parcel for you—
sixteen pages at least; but there is an oppor-
tunity of sending a letter overland this after-
noon, and, as we have made such a long
passage, you will be glad to hear of our arrival
by the earliest way.

We anchored off Saugur two days ago,
having been seventy-two days out of sight of
land, a circumstance that has happened to but
few sailors in the ship. But our voyage was
rather calm and uneventful, but we are all
quite well, and for the rest I refer you to my
large packet. As I sealed that two days ago, I
have the delight of your first long letter since.
I never shall forget the delight, the absolute
ecstasy, of the arrival of what they in their
lingo call the dawk boat, and when ten fat
letters came out of the parcel for me. I locked
my cabin door, flumped myself down on the
bed, and absolutely wallowed in my letters like
a pig. You cannot write at too great length,
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it is such a delight. I got into one of those
good laughs we used to have together, till we
cried together, at s ¢ Simple Epitaph * over
her hen ; but it is no use commenting on letters
that will have been written eight months by
the time you get this, only go on writing in
the same way, and I shall make mine a daily
journal now we have got out of the monotony
of a ship life. Yesterday we gotup to Diamond
Harbour from Saugur, but I must take up my
life where my long letter left off.

Besides our English letters, Geeorge was met
by a very civil letter from Sir C. Metcalfe, and
I had a very nice friendly one from Mrs.
Robertson (John Elliot’s daughter), who says I
was very kind to her in playing at ¢ cat’s cradle’
with her at Minto (virtue always meets its
reward), and so I shall find one friend at
Calcutta. There is something pleasant in finding
anybody who is disposed to be kind in a land
of strangers, and for the future I shall play at
“cat’s cradle ’ with all the little girls I mect.

We had a great deal of telegraphic commu-
nication all day with Calcutta. Found we
could not arrive till very late last night if we
went on, and we must then have gone in a
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steamer, and the ¢Jupiter’ people had so set
their hearts on taking us right up that we
agreed not to desert the ship. TLast night
another steamer came down to help us, bringing
the ¢Soonamookie’ (I have not an idea how
it is spelt), George’s own yacht, manned by
Hindoos in such lovely dresses, and bringing
also Captain Byrne and Captain Taylor, one of
Sir Charles’s aides-de-camp, and the military
secretary. They gave us all the programme of
to-day’s landing, and George has made Captain
Byrne (who was at the head of Lord ‘W.
Bentinck’s establishment), one of his aides-de-
camp ; so that he will be our companion, our
friend, our confidant, for the next five years.

George is very mervous this morning, and
indeed we all wish it well over. The troops
are all to be out, and we are to be met on the
landing-place by the whole establishinent, and
it is so hot for a calm demeanour and so
difficult to be smart. George and William will
be in full dress, and I hope, after the first
moment, Fanny and I shall be bundled off into
one of the carriages. Georgeis to walk through
the line of the troops. Sir C. Metcalfe gives us
a great dinner at Government House, and leaves
it Zo us in the evening.
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I have just been in George’s room, assisting
him to make speeches to Mr. Byron and some
of the officers; and we have been giving
presents to Captain Grey’s servant, who is a
jewel of a man, and to the quarter-masters,
coxswains, &c. I shall always have a great
regard for the ¢ Jupiters’in general, th8y have
been so very kind to us. I think I shall leave
a note of thanks behind me.

George had one long letter overland, of as
late a date as the 1st of December, giving us
heads of news—Lord Salisbury’s death, Lord
Milton’s, &c. ; and there was a line from Lord
Stanley, by which it is obvious that nothing
has happened to anybody we care about up to
December, so we shall receive the next letters
without any nervousness.

Oh dear! how I do live at home : but I must
go and dress now. We are very near Calcutta.
God bless you, my dear ! Thave been so
happy since we had those letters. If this comes
about the same time as the ¢ Zenobia’ you will
be sick of my writing.

Your own most affectionate,
E. E.

VOL. 1. G
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TO A FRIEND.
Diamond Harbour, Friday, March 4.

My birthday, which nobody knows or cares
about except myself, who would rather be a year
younger each time than a year older; and I
cannot help thinking that would be a worthy
reward for each year passed in India. The
steamer began to tow us up the river at nine.
Finished our letters and sent them to the
¢ Zenobia,” which met us in the river, homeward
bound. Between twelve and one, when we were
going eleven knots an hour and growing fidgetty
for fear we should arrive too soon, we came to
a brig at anchor. The steamer stood a little to
the left, to leave room ; was caught in an eddy,
and drove the ¢ Jupiter * and the other steamer
aground. The ‘Soonamookie’ (George’s yacht),
which was towed astern, of course ran against
the ¢ Jupiter’ and broke some of its railings—
in short, it was quite a collision ; and after two
hours’ delay and work, we were obliged to take
to the steamer and give up the ¢ Jupiter.” It
was the greatest mortification to all parties:
Captain Grey had set his heart on landing us at
Calcutta ; the officers and midshipmen had
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volunteered to man the barge and row us ashore.
We had wished them to see the fun of the land-
Ing, so 1t was a great disappointment, besides
the annoyance of arriving too late at Calcutta.
Whatever may be the discomforts of a long sca-
voyage, the extreme kindness with which we
have been treated on board is the strong point
in my recollection, and I shall always think of
the ¢ Jupiter ’ with gratitude.

We had a tiresome voyage up the river
against the tide, and feeling all the time that
somebody would be waiting dinner at Govern-
ment House. No arm-chairs or sofas, the heat
very great, and the steamer very noisy. Arrived
at Calcutta at ten ; landed, and were met by M.
Prinsep, Captain Higginson, &e., with the car-
riages, a guard of honour, &e. ; they drove us to .
Government House. Went through the great
hall, where we left George. Sir H. Fane and
Captain Higginson showed us to our own draw-
ing-room, which is very English-looking, only
beyond the common size of rooms. We had
some dinner, and the mosquitoes took their first
meal of us—handsome to begin with—and then
we went up to bed. George was sworn in, ten
minutes after he arrived.

G 2
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Sunday, Maxch 6.

Went to church at ten. When George goes
out with us we have five guards to ride by the
carriage, and two when we go out alone.
There are three velvet chairs in the middle of
the aisle in the cathedral, with an open railing
round them and a space railed off behind for
the aides-de-camp.  All the pews are made
with open railings. Some of the ladies come
without bonnets, and they all fan themselves
with large feather fans unceasingly, otherwise it
was much like an English church. Great part
of the service very well chanted. Quiet after-
noon. George drove out with us.

The officers of the ¢Jupiter’ dined with us
again; a horrid account of the mosquitoes on
board, though they can hardly be worse than on
shore." Chance has taken to his own servant and
will not come near me, which I call ungrateful.
We have all our separate establishments of ser-
vants now. My particular attendant, who never
loses sight of me, is an astonishingly agreeable
kitmagar, whose name I have asked so often
that I am ashamed to ask it again, and cannot
possibly remember it; but he speaks English,
which none of the others do. He and four
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others glide behind me whenever I move from
one room to another; besides these, there are
two bearers with a sedan at the bottom of the
stairs, in case I am too idle to walk, but I have
not trusted my precious person to their care yet.

There is a sentry at my dressing-room door,
who presents arms when I go to fetch my pocket-
handkerchief, or find my keys. There is a tailor,
with a magnificent long beard, mending up some
of my old habit-shirts before they go to the
wash, putting strings to my petticoats, &ec.;
and there is an ayah to assist Wright, and a
very old woman, called a metrannee, who is
the lowest servant of all, a sort of under-house-
maid. Of all these, only one can speak English.
George never stirs without a tail of fifteen joints
after him. William has reduced his to three,
but leaves a large supply at home; and Fanny
has at present three outriders, and expects .
more; but it is rather amusing when by any
accident we all meet, all with our tails on.
By an unheard-of piece of tyranny, George is
the only individual who is allowed to have his
mosquitoes driven away by two men, who stand
behind him with long fans of feathers. We are
not allowed this luxury in his presence; and of
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course have, besides our own mosquitoes, his
refuse troop to feed. Nobody can guess what
those animals are till they have lived amongst
them. Many people have been laid up for many
weeks by their bites on their first arrival.

Monday, March 7.

We had a great many visitors immediately after
breakfast, both male and female. The aides-de-
camp hand in the ladies and give them chairs,
and if there are more in the room at once than
we can conveniently attend to, they stay and
talk to them; if not, they wait outside and
hand the ladies out again. The visits are not
long ; but I hope they will not all compare notes
as to what we have said. I know some of
my topics served many times over. Visits are
all over at 12.30 A.M., on account of the heat.
We luncheon at 2 p.M. (the people will call it
tiffin), and then all go off to our own rooms,
take off our gowns, and set the punkahs going,
take up a book, and I for one shall generally go
to sleep, judging from the experience of the
last three days. At 5.30 P.M. everybody goes
out. We drove to-day to Garden Reach to visit
Sir C. Metcalfe, and found George and Captain
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Byrne withhim. Captain Grey and went
-with us. The house and garden are very much
like any of the Fulham villas, only the rooms are
‘much larger ; but thelawn is quite as green, and
rivers are rivers everywhere.

Tuesday, March 8.

George held his first levee—about 700
people;; we had fewer visitors in consequence,
and a quieter day. Drove to the Chowringee,
which is the Regent’s Park of Calcutta, to
leave a card with the Fanes, who give us a
ball to-night; dressed after dinner. All our
things were unpacked to-day, and except one
or two gauze ribbons, everything is as fresh as
possible. After fancying we had bought too
many gowns in. England, we find we have not
enough, it is such constant dressing. Coloured
muslins for the morning we are particularly
deficient in, and, after all the boasted supply of
French goods, it appears that after the rainy
season in particular, and occasionally at other
times, there is not a yard of silk or ribbon to
be had. At all times they say that rupees are
charged for shillings (which is 2s. 3d. for twelve
pence), and I should think it is true. I gave
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four rupees for a little handbell, which would
not, have cost 1s. 64. in any London toyshop. I
am shy of saying ¢ Qui hi’ when I want a
servant, so I have got this little dear bell. We.
went to the ball at 10 p.M.—an immense pro-
cession! Ten men with lights ran before
George’s carriage, besides the usual day ac-
companiment of servants, guards, &c. The ball
was much like a London ball in look, only
the uniforms make it look more dressed, and
there is more space for dancing. They dance
away as if they were not in a furnace, and
instead of resting between the dances they walk
round the room in pairs. There were few young
ladies, but some young brides, and they all
seem to dance on to a most respectable old age.
Several mothers of grown-up daughters never
missed a quadrille or waltz ; they were all very
well dressed, and seemed to take pains to be
so. Came home at 12 .M.  Our new aide-de-
camp, Captain ——, mentioned that he was not
going home with us, and I believe he slunk
back, after putting us in our carriage, to have a
good dance. It cannot be such a bad climate,
or the old gentlemen who were figuring away
at this ball would not be so active.
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Wednesday, March 9.
We had rather more than sixty visitors
between 10 and 12 a.M to-day—most of them
ladies; the day was intensely hot, and the
fatigue of so many fresh people is very great.
Drove to Garden Reach to visit Lady Ryan, the
wife of the chief judge. She is a nice person
and fond of her garden, and has contrived to
rear some violets and sweetbriar; therefore has
probably many other good qualities. We
dined at Sir H. Bains’, to meet what they call the
‘heads of departments and their wives.” The
mosquitoes were worse there than at Govern-
ment House. 'When we came howme, George, it
appeared, had made the same resolution that
I had, which is never to dine out again.
There is so much to do at home that no coun-

stitution could bear engagements abroad too.

FROM THE HON. F. H. EDEN,
Calcutta, March 9, 1836.
I shall begin a letter to you, dear, though I
do not know when it will go; but I may as
well give you my first impressions.
I know you will be glad to hear that my
Calcutta impressions are more cheerful than I



90 LETTERS FROM INDIA.

expected. Through all the gorgeousness of it
which you write about, I see a great deal of
positive comfort scattered about, ready to be
piled up into something solid. I write this
after having been here only four days, so I may
“perhaps contradict myselfin half I tell you now
before I end. T am writing at the quiet hours
of the day, from luncheon at two o’clock, till
going out to drive at five. The delight of these
quiet hours after having had almost the whole
of Calcutta to see us this morning, nobody can
tell. This is the time that we shall go to sleep,
when we get up to ride at five in the morning.
I have a week’s respite from that, till the horses
are rested from the voyage.

I wrote to you a week ago, before we landed.
Just after I wrote, the pilot got us aground, and
our arrival was delayed till late at night ; so we
missed all the formal reception; but at the first
moment of seeing this house, I thought I had
never fancied anything so magnificent. The
moonlight is almost as bright as day.

Sir C. Metcalfe had meant us to dine with
eighty people who were still there when we
arrived. All the halls were lighted up ; the steps
of the portico leading to them were covered with
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all the turbaned attendants in their white muslin
dresses, the native guards galloping before us,
and this enormous building looking more like a
real palace, a palace in the ¢ Arabian Nights,’
than anything I have been able to dream on the
subject. It is something like what I expected,
and yet not the least, at present, as far as ex-
ternals go: it seems to me that we are acting
a long opera.

I am now in my boudoir; very much the
size of the Picture Gallery at Grosvenor House;
three large glass doors on ene side look over
the city, three more at the end at the great
gate and entrance : they are all venetianed up
at present. Three sets of folding doors open
into the bedroom and two bath-rooms at the
other end; and three more on the other side
into the dressing-room and passage that lead to
this suite of rooms, for everyone here has their
suite. Emily and I are in opposite wings, far
as the poles asunder, and at night when I set
about making my way from her room to mine,
I am in imminent peril of stepping upon the
bales of living white muslin that are sleeping
about the galleries.

Our whole Indian system strikes me now,: as
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a wonderful arrangement for human creatures
to have given in to. «In a week, I suppose, I
shall think it very natural, but the subserviency
of the natives to the handful of white men, who
have got into this country, shocks me, at this
moment. Young officers driving fast through
the streets under the burning sun, with their
servants running after them, just for show.

In this climate, it is quite necessary to have
every door open, but I am making a clever
arrangement of screens to screen everybody
out ; though it seems to me that people push
to an extreme the arrangement to prevent
having the slightest trouble, even of thought.
I can already feel what the Janguor is that this
climate produces. We have arrived upon the
verge of the hot season, and at this hour, with
the windows and blinds closed, and the punkahs
going, the slightest exertion, even of moving
across the room, is a real fatigue. Keeping
very quiet, there is, as yet, no suffering from
heat, but in a month it will be much greater.
Till half past nine or ten in the morning, the air
is cool that comes in, but next week, when we
begin to ride, we must be out at five in the
morning, so as to be in before the sun has any
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power. We go out to drive, now, at half past
five, and then, it is very cool and pleasant.

" As to society, I can as yet tell you nothing of
it. 'We have had hundreds of people to see us,
and very fatiguing it is; but after first arriving
we need only receive visits twice a week, and
all visiting is over at two o’clock, which is a
blessing. I am so confused by the numbers we
have seen, I do not in the least know one from
the others: they all looked very much better
dressed than ourselves, and not much yellower
than we shall be in a week. We have dined at
Sir H. Fane’s, the Commander-in-Chief, and
need dine out no more. Next week we are to
give a ball and a concert.  All the representa-
tion part of our lives must be very fatiguing in
such a climate ; but for five days in the week,
I think we shall make it much more of a home
life than I had dared to hope when we left
England. '

Taking a drive is as yet a very surprising
operation to us. There are numbers of
carriages, with their turbaned postilions and
coachmen. Now and then, a very handsome
European one; and one looks inside to see
perhaps four natives sitting: two yards of
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muslin would handsomely suffice for the clothing
that is on them all. Every figure one passes
looks strange and picturesque. There are
moments when a feeling of desperation comes
over me to think that I must dream this dream,
so distinet from ail my past life, for five years,
with, I opine, very little of real interest in
them ; but T mean to make the best of it. At
this time, it really does seem like the dreams
one used to get up, in nights when one could not
sleep ; the houses, the people, the very trees,
all unlike anything real that one has seen
before.

We are to go to Barrackpore in two days,
and I suspect we shall like to live there much
better than at Calcutta. The green of the grass
even here, surprises me; much greener than
the grass near London in summer.

It was rather shocking as we came up the
Hooghly tosee all the dead bodies floating past,
with the birds pecking at them. Ihad rather be
burned than pecked at, I cannot but think.

Barrackpore, March 12.
I find T can send this to-morrow by the
‘Robarts;” so I must finish it off first. Yes!
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this is certainly the place to live at. George
must find out that he can Governor-General
here, as well as at Calcutta. The house is the
perfection of comfort, and, moreover, only holds
us three: the aides-de-camp and the waiters
live in little bungalows about the park, which is
a thorough English one, with plenty of light
and shade. The gardens are very pretty. We
have our elephants to ride here. Emily has
not begun yet ; but with the greatest presence of
mind and dignity—frightened out of my life,
but feeling that the eyes of the body guard
were upon me—I, yesterday evening, scrambled
like a cat up the ladder, which is necessary,
though the creature kneels down : took a ride
with George round the Park, being, I guess,
at least twenty feet above the level of the sea,
a thing that seldom happens in Bengal.

There are little hills in the Park, but they
rose in the days when Lord Hastings said,
¢ Make a hill) and one was made. There is a
billiard table, pianofortes, chessboards, every-
thing as if we had always lived here. No ser-
vants are kept here, but all the establishment
that is left at Calcutta is established here before
we arrive. There is even the tailor squatting at
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the door with his spectacles on, just as I left
him squatting there.

I hope we shall be here at least four days of
every week. We have only Captain Grey and
some of the midshipmen here, and what the
mosquitoes have left of us is very comfortable.
Sir C. Metcalfe, who has been here for thirty
years, says they bite him, now, as much as they
did the first day ; and many people seem to be
confined for months after they first arrive, from
the inflammation of their bites. Emily and I
are going to take a quiet airing on an elephant
this afternoon.

There are myriads of fireflies and paroquets
liere—beautiful | Jackals noisy and bad.

Believe me, dear, yours most affectionately,
F. H. Epex.

FROM HON. EMILY EDEN TO

Thursday, March 10.

Got up with half a headache for want of
sleep ; the Brahminee kites and the crows and
the pariah dogs all croaked and cawed and
howled all night. George held a durbar, which
means in common sensible parlance, that the
native princes and noblesse came to see him.
They bring him offerings—some of them he
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sald offered him what looked like two half-
sovereigns, which he touches, but is not allowed
to pocket, and he gives some of them a dress of
honour, and they go out and put it on and
come back, and then he gives them pawn to
eat and pours a little attar of roses over their
hands, and then they go. There were so
many who came that he said Captain ,
who acts as his interpreter, whispered to him
not to tilt the bottle of attar of roses quite so
much, for fear it should not last. I think the
East India Company must be charmed with
such economy. We never got a sight of the
durbar, though oftgn half-way down the passage,
being always turned back by fresh arrivals.
We had above 100 visitors this morning,
sometimes as many as thirty at once in the
room. Captain Macgregor was quitc tired of
announcing them, and almost as much puzzled
as we were with some of their names. I
actually cried with fatigue and headache after
it was all over.

At 3r.M. we embarked in the ¢ Soonamookie’
for Barrackpore; therc was some air on the
river, and it was pleasant to be going into the
country ; but, by way of passing a quiet day,

VOL. I 1
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we took with us Captain Chads of the ¢ Andro-
mache,” and a young Wilmot Horton, one of
the midshipmen, Captain Blackwood of the
¢ Hyacinthe,” Captain Grey, and three of his
midshipmen, which, with our own household,
made up a party of sixteen. However, I went
fast asleep the instant we got on board, so they
did not hurt me; but I saw nothing of the
river in consequence. Our own servants, in-
cluding the bargemen and the kitchen-servants,
were all either in the steamer that towed us,
or in the state barges, and they were rather
more than 400 people—such a simple way of
going to pass two nights in the country. We
arrived before 5 .M. Barrackpore is a charm-
ing place, like a beautiful English villa on the
banks of the Thames—so green and fresh ; the
house is about the size of Cashiobury, to all
appearance, but it just holds George, Fanny,
and me, the rest of the party all sleep in
thatched cottages built in the park ; the draw-
ing and dining-rooms are immense, and each
person requires two or three rooms besides a
bath in this country, so as to be able to change
rooms from the sun. We were carried round
the gardens, which are delightful, and Isee that
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this place might console me for half the week
at Calcutta. The elephants were brought out,
and most of the party got on them, but they
looked so large I did not like it. Captain
Chads is a very pleasant man, so simple and
straightforward, which is a merit here. Captain
Chads has a young Disbrowe with him, and we
have sent to ask him to dine with us on
Saturday and go with us to the Opera.

Friday, March 11.

George held a military levee, and all the
field-officers came on to wus afterwards; but
they were not above thirty, and it was soon
over. Wrote up my journal. Mr. Pelham
arrived to luncheon on his way to Benares—
a hurried journey he is making while the
¢ Jupiter ’ is refitting, and which all old Indians
look upon as madness at this time of the year.
He is very delicate, and it will be lucky if he
has no illness on the road. Captain Grey is in
despair at hearing that the regiment he is to
take from Ceylon, and which he thought would
consist of 250 men, is 400 strong. Altogether
the officers and their families amount to forty-
six people without counting their servants.

E 2
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George and I had a long ride on an elephant,
and it was much less rough than I expected.
Captain Byrne told me the housekeepership of
our house was vacant, and recommended its
being given to Wright, who is to have charge
of all the linen and furniture, and is paid
rather more than 100/ a year. I offered it to
her, and at first she refused it, and cried a
great deal, and said she was not in want of
money, and had come out solely on my account ;
and if this was to prevent her taking charge of
me, she would rather have nothing to do with
it. And I promised she should take as much
charge of me as she liked, and that nobody else
should dress me; and for all the rest she can
give her own directions as to my gowns and
frills, and will soon be glad enough to have the
labour taken off her hands.

Saturday, March 12.
Got up at five in the morning—the jackals
made such a noise all night. They very often
walk through the passages of the bungalows,
but never attack anybody. At six we were all
on board the ¢ Soonamookie,” and it was really
a cool, delicious morning. Breakfasted at
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Government House; went up to dress, as
Captain Byrne had had notice of various intro-
ductions—and from that time till luncheon the
room has been full, and now I am come back
to put up this letter and go to sleep.

We give a great ball on Monday night, to
which the whole English society is asked, and a
concert on Wednesday, to which the native
princes will come ; and we mean to refuse all
visits that week and the following week, and to
have two days regularly advertised for receiving
anybody who likes to come. To-night we make
what the newspapers call ¢ the first public ap-
pearance of the Governor-General and his family
at the Opera.’ The heat, I take it, surpasses all
description; but I hardly see how it is to be
worse in one place than another.

Sunday, March 13.

I finished and sent off, per ¢Robert, my
Journal up to *March 12th, last night. We
went to the old church, to hear a charity sermon
from Archdeacon Dealtry for Mrs. Wilson’s
Native Orphan School--a very good sermon—
and, as all the punkahs were put up, the church
was not so hot as I have felt it in London.
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Our new coach has come into play and looks
very handsome. (Some of the servants are sneez-
ing so while I write. I hate that pretension of
catching cold in this climate.) A quiet day—
we gave up our evening airing in consideration
of the day; but I think that is a good habit we
must give up, as it is difficult to live here with-
out that hour of air, and there is no other
means of getting out. George tried to walk
with us to the stables; but we were all tired
before we reached the entrance-gate, at least
two hundred hot yards off, and when we got
there the sentry would not let us out. Where-
upon all our tails began screaming at him for the
indignity of not knowing the Burra Sahib, and
of not letting him through his own gate; to which
the sentry replied that he knew him very well,
and that he expected the Burra Sahib would
make him a corporal for being so strict upon
guard. However we got out, and then found
such a crowd of natives with petitions to present,
that we were very glad to get in again, and
would have given the sentry a lieutenant-
colonelcy, if he had asked it, to let us in. We
had no strangers at dinner. Visited George in
his room, and he rehearsed the speech to Sir C.
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Metcalfe which he is to make to-morrow, and I
acted Sir Charles, and stood steady to have the
red ribbon put on me.

Monday, March 14.

After breakfast we all made ourselves as
smart as we could, and and Mr. Colvin,
as military and private secretaries, went, with
all our carriages, to pilot Sir Charles and his
suite. We did not ask anybody to the morning
ceremony, but asked what they call the ¢ Govern-
ment House List’ to a ball in the evening, and
advertised that any ladies or gentlemen who
wished to be present in the morning would Dbe
admitted. The immense ball-room was com-
pletely filled by ten o’clock in the morning.
Weall met in my sitting-room and as soon as Sir
Charles was in sight, stalked solemnly off in a
grand procession of aides-de-camp, silver-sticks,
peacocks’ feathers, &c., with Captains Grey and
Chads tacked on. George took his place on a
sort of a throne, and we on each side of him with
a circle of other ladies, and Sir Charles was
walked up the room, looking ready to hang
himself, and then.George got up and began.
He said, ¢Sir Charles Metcalfe,’ in rather a
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tremulous tone ; but after the first six words he
seemed quite at his ease, spoke loud enough to
be heard all over the room, and really made a
beautiful speech. Several ladies near us, friends
of Sir Charles Metcalfe, were crying, and there
were two or three attempts at applause, which
were soon checked as highly incorrect.  Sir
Charles’s answer was shorter, but remarkably
good, though he was really so much affected by
the whole thing that he could hardly speak. In
short, we all began the day thinking it would
be a ludicrous ceremony, and it turned out very
interesting, and moreover had an excellent
effect for George, as we heard from all quarters.
It was rather good fun, the officers of the
¢ Jupiter,” who were dispersed in different parts
of the room, coming with the remarks they had
overheard. I heard one man saying, ¢ But why
the d—1 is he not always speaking? It is so
pleasant to listen to him.’

We had a rest from twelve o’clock till dinner-
time and dressed after dinner for the ball. We
had the floor chalked with Sir Charles Metcalfe’s
arms. There was a sitting-down supper for
650 people, and about 1,000 came to the ball.
We went in after they were all assembled, and
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then the dancing began directly. I 'never sa
such a ball-room as that at Government THereee,
and the banqueting-rooms below are just as
fine. The ladies were all well dressed, but
there is very little beauty amongst them ; still,
what they want in looks they make up in
activity. I suppose it was a gay ball; and, in
point of decoration, George, who was quite
proud of it, said it would have been talked of
for a year in London. The supper was so very
well arranged. It was all the merit of that
excellent Captain Byrne. Sir C. Metealfe ad-
vised our not retiring till everybody was gone,
and the consequence was that I grew very
tired, and began to feel ill before I went to
bed.
Tuesday, March 15.

Awake all night with violent pains, and at
six o’clock wrote to George to send for a doctor,
I wanted to have Dr. Drummond, from thoe
¢Jupiter,” who is an excellent doctor, and
suited us all so well that George would have
made him his private physician, which would
havegiven him 1,4001. ayear; but unfor tunately,
by some rule about the Company’s service,
we may not have him, so George sent for
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a Dr.——, a little man, like Moore the poet,
who had been dancing about at the ball, and
we are to see if we like him. He gave me
calomel and opium and came to see me every
hour, an attention which is paid to the Governor-
General’s family, and is particularly incon-
venient, as it seems but civil to invent a new
symptom every time he comes. I think my
illness was precisely like what I had at Langley,
and have had five or six times in my life—very
painful spasms, but easily accounted for. How-
ever, Wright has had the same sort of thing,
and that young W. Horton, who was staying
with us; and, in short, it was called ¢the pre-
vailing complaint,” and so on, and Dr.
seemed to treat it very well; but it is horrid
work being ill in this country. If the punkah
ceased for a moment I felt in such a fever; but
they hardly ever do stop.

George went in state to the play. Fanny
had so many people in the morning, and was
tired and did not go. It was very hot and dull
they said.

‘Wednesday, March 16.
Still poorly, though better, but stayed in my
own room ; the heat is awful, and they say
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unusual for the time of year.  George went to
the opening of some medical college. It is the
oddest thing, and shows what he was predestined
for : but he never feels tired, and docs not
mind the heat, and the mosquitocs don’t bite
him, and he goes on working away, filling all
the hours fuller than they can hold, and sleeps
like a top at night. It is curious!

To-night there was the concert, at which the
natives came, besides all the same society that
was at the ball.  Fanny said there was nothing
very splendid about the rajahs. I heard the
music in my bedroom, and it did not sound 1ill.
Our own band is a very good one, and plays
every evening when we have company. The
singers are a Madame St. Nesoni, imumensely
fat, with a cracked voice—she is their Tasta;
there is a Pozzeni, very like Lablache ; and a M.
Goodall-Atkinson, whom I remember as Miss
Goodall, singing away at Drury Lane, but she
is a good singer herc; and they all ask their
twenty guincas a night, as if they really were
prima donnas.

We have done now with great fites for some
time, I think till the hot season is over, six
months hence. The climate is much more
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detestable than I expected, and the evening,
which ought to be better than the day, is rather
worse. It is not cool, and it is thick with
mosquitoes.

Thursday, March 17.

George went to see the Botanical Gardén,
which is on the other side of the river. It fell
to s turn among the aides-de-camp to
attend him, which amused me, as he happens
not to know a flower from a leaf ; but he does
these sort of things very well.

Fanny and I took an airing quite late. It
shows how this climate subdues one to all its
ridiculous habits, for I should have been ashamed
to be carried upstairs in England, and never
hesitated about it here. There are always two
men with a sort of sedan at the bottom of my
stairs in case they are wanted, and my attentive
jemadar (how you all live without a jemadar I
cannot guess, I think I always must have had
one) had them ready at the carriage-door, in
consideration of my weak state of health. For
the first time since we came, there were only
four at dinner—George and Fanny, and Captains
Byrne and Macgregor. I went down for an
hour in the evening.
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Barrackpore, Friday, March 18,

The fleet of boats got under weigh at 2.30,
when the tide served, and the whole party
went, except , who stayed with me, and we
drove down late in the evening. Mr. and Mrs.
Robertson and their two children, Mr. and Mrs.
Colvin (George’s secretary) and their children,
Captain Grey and three of his officers, and our
own household, all went by water. The drive
down was curious: we went through the native
part of the town where the pcople are so
thronged that it is difficult to drive through
them. Such odd groups squatting at the doors
of the huts, and sometimes such handsome wild
countenances; then every now and then a
Chinese, with his twinkling cyes and yellow
face and satin dress, stalking along amongst
those black naked creaturcs. I believe this
whole country and our being here, and every-
thmcr about it, is a dream. When we got out
of the town the road was straight and shady,
and a few scattered savages at the doors of their
little clay huts, with their boys climbing up the
cocoa-trees, were the only human creatures we
met. Then we came to a camel by the road-
side—the first I had scen, then to two jackals
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fighting ; then, on the road, we saw a very
pretty English britscha, which at first
feared was as good as ours; it was drawn by
beautiful horsesin silver harness, and a footman
running before it, and sitting cross-legged on
the front seat was a rajah, dressed precisely as
he was the first moment he came into the world
—he had not even a turban on, but his long
black hair was hanging on his shoulders. He
was smoking his hookah, and seemed to be en-
joying his airing very much. I rather envied
him, he could not have felt half so feverish as
I did with my clothes on.

The life of ladies in India is a wearisome one
for them—so many hours in which the house
must be shut up, nothing to do, and no strength
to do it with; and then most of the mothers
are either parted from their children, or feeling
they are doing wrong by keeping them here.
The children show the climate much more than
the grown-up people, for at a year old, they
have not a tinge of colour in their lips and
cheeks, and it grows worse as they grow older.

Saturday, March 19.
Much better, and the air is really fresh. We
have no trouble with our visitors here. They
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come to breakfast and go back immediately to
their bungalows utterly exhausted, poor things!
with the trouble of eating their bread and
butter. The breakfasts in India are excellent
—fish, curries, omelettes, preserves, fruits, &e.
After luncheon we assemble in my room for a
little while.

George and I took a drive to Futtyghur,
through some pretty lanes. Fanny and
went on one of the elephants, and the rest of
the society had the other elephants and their
own carriages. We had six officers at, dinner
from Barrackpore.

Sunday, March 20.

The chapel at Barrackpore is under repair, so
‘he service is performed now in the large
lining-room. There are seven regiments quar-
ered here, so our congregation was very red
wnd clanking.

George and I went out on an elephant, and
ode through the cantonments, which are
wurious to see. The natives make fine-looking
oldiers, and, as by their religion and habits
hey cannot get drunk, they never get into any
crapes. Indeed, the only punishment now is
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to turn them out of the army, and that
seldom necessary.

There was a thunderstorm in the evening
which cooled the air very much, and the par
here is always nice.

Calcutta, Monday, March 21.

Got up at 5.30, and we were all packed u
and on board the ¢Soonamookie’ at 6.30. Has
coffee, and a nice cool voyage up. Georg
always goes down in the cabin with Mr. Colvi
on these occasions and gets through a grea
deal of writing, and we do not think ourselve:
bound to be pleasant at these odd hours, bu
take our books and read. We are two hour
going up against tide, and an hour and a hal
with it. It is all very well managed ; our whole
household is with us so entirely that our rooms
at Calcutta are locked up when we come away
and yet, ten minutes after we arrive at Govern-
ment House, everything is in its place. A hot
breakfast (more like a dinner) for eighteen
people is on the table, and the servants are as
quiet and composed as ever—the immense
number of them would only make a confusion
in England, but here everyone takes charge of
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only one thing, and does it thoroughly and
exactly to a minute. They have cleared up one
doubt I have always tacitly felt ; I had an idea,
from the noise English servants make, that their
feet creaked as well as their shoes—that it was
part of a servant’s privilege to have creaking
feet, but it is not so. These men have no shoes
and stockings, and their feet are quite silent.
We had a dinner of forty-four people.

Tuesday, March 22.

Quantities of visitors till one o'clock. Mrs.
Robertson went with us to see Mrs. Wilson's
Native Orphan School. It was a pretty sight,
and it is impossible to look at Mrs. Wilson, in her
widow’s dress, with her plain, intelligent coun-
tenance, without the greatest respect. She has
collected 160 of these children ; many of them
lost their parents in the famine some years ago ;
many are deserted children. She showed us
one little fat lump, about five years old, that
was picked up at three-months old, just as two
dogs had begun to eat it; the mother was
starving, and had exposed it on the river side.
She brings the children up as Christians, and
marries them to native Christians when they are

VOL. I. I
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fifteen years old. One of the little girls pre-
sented me with a bunch of flowers she had
worked herself, with my name at the back of it.

We dined alone to-day, which means that we
were twelve at dinner; but, somehow, that is
not the trouble that it would seem to be. It is

only for strangers that you are bound to speak
and dress.

‘Wednesday, March 23.

Forgot to mention yesterday that I got up at
5.30 for our first early ride. George, ,
Captain Magregor, and I were on our horses
at six. One of the horses has not yet arrived,
so Fanny and I can only ride alternate days,
which is as well to begin with. My horse seems
to be a very nice one. Fanny went out this
mcrning. It is dreadful work getting up so
early, but the air is really cool then, so we
mean-to keep it up.

A quiet day. At 4 p.M. George and I set off
to the Botanical Garden ; it is the other side of
the river, and four miles offf. Our own boat
met us at Sir E. Ryan’s, and Lady Ryan went
with us. We went to see the Amhersiia, a new
plant, and quite magnificent. It has flowered
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for the second time—immense tassels of crimson
flowers. I did not see much of the garden, as T
was tired, and we are to go again. We had a
delicious drive home. Charles Cameron is just
as fond of cricket as he was in Eden Farm days,
and he and Sir E. Ryan (the Chief Justice) have
established'.‘ a cricket club, and when we drove
through their gardens the Calcutta Eleven were
playing the officers of the ‘Jupiter’ and the
¢ Hyacinthe.” It looked pretty and English, and
brought back visions of Prince’s Plain.

We had another dinner of forty-six people
to-day. Mr. Macaulay came to my share at
dinner. Just as we were assembling for dinner
there came on what they call a ‘ north-wester’
—a most violent storm of thunder, lightning,
and wind, which is at its height in a moment.
There were hundreds of white-muslined servants
rushing about the house, catching at the blinds
and shutters, but everything was blown off the
table in an instant. I never heard such a row.
Tt cools the air for three or four days; half our
guests were shivering, and borrowing shawls;
I thought it charming.
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Thursday, March 24.

The Hindoo College examination, immedi-
ately after breakfast, in the Marble Hall at
Government House—prizes for the boys; and
then they recited English poems, and acted
scenes out of Shakespeare. There are forty-five
of them, some of the very highest caste, and
every respectable native in Calcutta comes to the
show. The great shoe question makes a great
heart-burning in society. Sir C. Metcalfe never
allowed the natives to come with their shoes on.
There is a large class here, who say the natives
are now sufficiently well-informed to feel the
degradation very sensibly, and who wish the
natives to adopt European manners as much as
possible.  George has taken up that opinion,
and the charm of being allowed to come before
the Governor-General in shoes brought an
immense concourse together—such quantities of
new stiff European shoes, and many of the men
seemed to find it difficult to walk in them.
There were some splendid dresses among them,
and some beautiful turbans, that would have
made Madame Carson’s fortune, but most of
them were in white muslin dresses. It was
much the prettiest sight I have seen in Calcutta,
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and the newspapers observed, ¢it was delightful
to see the intense interest the Miss Edens
evinced in the recitations” I am so glad we
were intensely interested.

There are constantly little paragraphs about
our manners, habits, and customs in the papers,
and I cut some out that were very ridiculous to
send the children, but I cannot find them.

At 2.30 p.M. we were obliged, by the state of
the tide, to set off, but it was not very hot on
the river. There had been a great deal of rain
in the night—that made a great difference.
Mr. Colvin and three of the ¢ Jupiter’s’ officers
went with us. We all went out on the
elephants as soon as we arrived : George and I,
and Fanny—two on each. A delicious
evening; the contrast with Calcutta more
striking than ever.

Barrackpore, Friday, March 25.
George and I, and Captain Macgregor and
Mr. Lay, went out riding. The horses saw the
elephants for the first time, and were very frisky
and disagreeable. Captain has the charge
of the stables, and George requires twenty
horses, but we have not been able to find more
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than thirteen yet, and he is in such a fuss when
the horses are frisky and disagreeable.

Sir Edward' and Lady Ryan, and their two
daughters, came to stay till Monday. We had
six officers from the cantonment at dinner.

Saturday, March 26.

Had a long talk with George about furnish-
ing this house. It is in a wretched state, and
Mr. ——’s armchair, which I intended for my
own room, I have actually been obliged to lend
to the drawing-room, where everybody makes
a rush for it, it is so soft ; indeed, the sofas are
so wretchedly hard. Had afterwards an hour’s
talk with Captain Champneys on the same
subject of furnishing, and. about our servants’
liveries, and I think I shall have things
smartened up in a little while. The furniture
herg is worse than that of any London hotel ;
but everything in India is so perishable that
one year of neglect may reduce a house to the
worst state.

Fanny rode to-day, and lent his horse
to his friend Mr. Lay, and took a drive with
me. The visitors, between boats, elephants,
carriages, palanquins, all took care of thém-
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selves; and we mean to keep up that practice
of letting our ladies amuse themselves in the
afternoon—it saves so much trouble. We drove
to the Military Burial Ground, where there are
some very pretty picturesque monuments I
wanted to sketch. It was a melancholy sight.
There is poor Jeffrey Amherst’s monument.
We could not find one instance of a death later
than twenty-five. Then the monuments are
always erected by ¢ brother officers,’ or a ¢ circle
of friends,” and never by relations:

By stranger’s hands his dying eyes were closed,

I could not help thinking. We are much too
old to die in India evidently, so do not be
alarmed about us.

TO A FRIEND

Barrackpore, Sunday, March 27,

A very full church; not a good sermon. A
beautiful cool day; and this place is really en-
joyable in such weather, it smells so sweet, and
looks so cheerful. George took Lady Ryan a
drive, so Fanny and I rode with most of the
gentlemen.

We took such a pretty ride through an Indian
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village, which was full of fun. Somehow it
was one of their festivals, and there were crowds
of them buying and selling, and thumping their
drums, the only music they have. I see it will
be easy to make the house pleasant to young
ladies if we can find them. We have such a
foundation of beauz to begin with, who naturally
have to take care of the company. I am glad
they like it. All the ¢ Jupiter’s’ people sail

next week.

Monday, March 28.

All our party went up by water at 6 A.M.
Fanny and I agreed to have a few hours more
of it, and we are going to drive up in time for
one of those tircsome large dinners. However,
we shall be here again on Thursday, and our
life is now laid out in that shape. Mondays
and Wednesdays large dinners; on Tuesday
evening Fanny and I shall receive anybody
who likes to come, and it will be less fatiguing
for all parties than morning visits, and will
leave all our mornings clear, except Thursday
morning, when we shall also be at home to
everybody, and then from Thursday to Monday
we shall always be here.
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I wonder whether you will be able to read
all this trash. I think you will; but unless I
tell you more about myself than I should do at
home you will know less. Now you see the
routine of our life, I can make my next letter
much shorter. This wants annotation and af-
fection, as it is only facts, and not feelings; and
you must not mind my inconsistency if some
Monday morning I write you word I like India.
I generally get used to any kind of life, but at
present this is most detestable to me. I do
assure you it makes me quite ¢sick at my
stomach’ sometimes when the morning comes
(and I wake very early from those tiresome
guns), and I think I have another day to do.
The rooms are so dark I cannot draw, and be-
sides it is impossible to sit up on end long to-
gether, and then there are a thousand inter-
ruptions. We are always dressing, too, and
though we thought we brought out so many
gowns, I have not half enough.

I find it not at all unwholesome to think of
home. I never think of anything else; and as
for those little pictures I brought out, I should
like to know what I should have been without
them. I am having them framed now; but
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have kept them in my portfolio, that I might
light upon them accidentally every time I write.
Has Mr. ever thought of sending me his?

I mean to send you a small souvenir by the
‘ Jupiter,” but will write before, to say what it
is ; there is nothing so difficult to find. We are
all on the search, all day long, and can find no-
thing but English and French goods. Some of
the native ornaments are pretty, but nobody will
wear them here, and I have written up to Dacca
for some, but they will not be here in time, I
am afraid. However, there are five long years
before us. Do you feel as if we should ever
meet again? Sometimes I think it will glide
away somehow, and then it seems as if no
human patience could last through it ; and then,
above all, we have had no letters since the first
day, and may be a month more without a ship
coming in. It is shocking, though at the same
time I regularly cry for half a day after they
come in. There was one stray one from Mary
Eden ten days ago, but of the same date as
yours that we found here.

We drove up in time for an immense dinner
which we gave to the Commander-in-Chief.
Miss Fane is again laid up with mosquito bites.
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Mrs. Fane and Mrs. Beresford were part of Sir
Henry’s party, and the most conversable of the
ladies we have seen—a slight tinge of London
topics about them, or at least of London readi-
ness to talk. After dinner all the ladies sit
in a complete circle round the room, and the
gentlemen stand at the farther end of it. I do
not suppose they would have anything to say
if they met, but it would look better. Luckily
it does not last long.
Tuesday, March 29.

Our day for morning visits. It is doubtful
whether they are not more fatiguing than the
dinners, but it is difficult to judge; they last
longer. We gave a dinner to part of the
¢Jupiter’s” crew—the sailors who had acted,
or who had sung in the evening to us,or who
had assisted the servants, or who belonged to
our barge. They came at five to a magnificent
dinner—Giles presiding and Mars superintend-
ing. We all went down to see them, and the
coxswain proposed ‘Lord Auckland’s health,’
upon which another sailor said, ¢and his two
sisters’, of course, and then some of the others
added, ‘ with three times three, at least,” and
then George made them a little speech, and
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begged that they would not get more drunk
than was quite necessary, at which they laughed
very much and acted upon it. Mars said they
went away, he thought, in excellent condition—
not quite sober—which Captain Grey said they
would think very stupid—and not quite drunk,
which they agreed would be disrespectful. We
had offered them money before, but they said
they preferred dining at Government House to
any other treat. After dinner they got to-
gether and wrote an excellent letter of thanks
to George. I should have been puzzled to
write so good a one before, or after dinmer.
The servants said they disputed very much
as to whether it would be right to say, ¢his
kindness would never be eradicated from their
hearts,” and that one man—their great singer—
said that if they did not put in ¢ eradicated’ he
never would sing them another song.

George and I rode, and were joined by Cap-
tain Grey and Mr. D’Eyncourt.

‘Wednesday, March 30.
Quiet morning. Fanny rode and George and
I took a drive. Itwas a shade cooler than usual.
We had all the officers of the ¢ Jupiter’ for their
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farewell dinner.  Captain Grey left only three
to take care of the ship. The sailors were
heard to say they were glad the officers were to
have a treat ; they had left plenty for them—to
be sure, they would only have scrapings—but
then their dinner was just such a one as the king
would have, so the remains would do very well
for the officers.

Thursday, March 31.

I sent for Dr. Nicholson—the Doyen of the
medical tribe here—to consult with him as to
our private doctor; it is so impossible to find
anyone here who would suit us cxactly, and
old Dr. Nicholson immediately suggested, as his
own idea, Dr. Drummond of the ¢ Jupiter, whom
he heard we had liked very much. I told him
all the difficulties that had been made about it,
which he laughed at as quite ncedless, and
went off to consult the proper authorities, and
came back armed with precedents and proofs,
so then I sent for George, and it seems likely it
will do. It will be a great comfort, we all like
him so much, and he is older than any other
we could have found here.  Dr. Nicholson knew
him very well during the three years Dr. Drum-
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mond was stationed here before, and has the
highest opinion of him, and he is very much
liked in Calcutta by several people whom he
attended the last time he was here.

The tide served to go up to Barrackpore,
unluckily, in the middle of the day, and, like
idiots, we went by water, instead of going up
in the carriages in the evening. Even in the
cabin, with every ray of sun and light shut out,
and men to fan us, it was just like being packed
up in a pinery. We shall never try that hour
of the day again. Captain Grey and two of the
midshipmen were the only people with us, as
we left some of the aides-de-camp behind, and
we expect a large party to-morrow. We found
Mr. Pelham at Barrackpore. He set off a month
before—two days after the ¢Jupiter’ arrived
—t0 see Benares and Lucknow, 600 miles off.
Travelling here goes on night and day, and is
very fatiguing. Everybody who knew anything
about India said it was madness, and that he
would die of the heat and the fatigue, and see
nothing curious, and so on. However, he took
his own way, and is come back in better health
than I have ever seen him, delighted with every-
thing he has seen, and quite charmed at having
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disregarded everybody’s advice. We all strolled
out on the lawn at ten o’clock, greatly to the
horror of the inhabitants of the land, and rather
in a fright of the snakes ourselves. I kept a
strict watch on Chance. Last week, when the
Miss Ryans were here, their little dog was re-
covered from the mouth of a jackal, who had
picked it up as a nice little morsel. Such a
shocking idea! It would hurt Chance’s pride
as well as his little fat person. You have no

idea what a horrible noise those jackals make
at night.

Friday, April 1.

Captain , another aide-de-camp, arrived.
They are all accoutred with the greatest pre-
cision, and like ¢ burnished sheets of living gold.”
Sir H. Fane, and all his staff, came to dinner,
and stay till Monday. Miss Fane has been
again laid up for a fortnight by mosquito bites,
and could not come.

Saturday, April 2.
All called at 5 oM., and dressed as finely as
we could for a review, which Sir Henry has
graciously ordered for us, of seven native
regiments.  Our procession to the plain was a
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wonderful sight, between Sir Henry’s followers
and George’s, and our carriages and the ele-
phants. It would have made a beautiful draw-
ing, only I can’t draw in this country. A great
many people drove up from Calcutta to see
it. An infantry review is rather a dull sight,
but this was striking, for the Sepoys seem to
me to be much finer soldiers than our people,
partly from being so tall and upright, and then
that I am convinced that brown is the natural
colour for man—black and white are unnatural
deviations, and look shocking. I am quite
ashamed of our white skins.

As for the Sepoys’ soldiering I cannot speak,
not knowing what they ought to do; but
Sir H. Fane thinks them™ quite as good in all
their exercises as English troops. We got
home at half-past seven, when it was becom-
ing very hot, and rested for an hour, then
we had a large breakfast, and then Captain
Grey and Mr. Pelham went back to Calcutta
with some of the Calcuttians. Fanny and
went out in the carriage, and I went in
a tonjaun with George, who walked to the
garden, and we sat down there till it was dusk.
I tried to cheapen a beautiful common tame
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bird, which a man had in the park to sell, but
he would not be the least reasonable about it.
We had a dinner of forty people, officers
and their wives, to meet Sir Henry, but it
was all over in two hours.

FROM THE HON. F. H. EDEN TO A FRIEND.
Barrackpore, April 3.

I do not know whether this will turn into a
letter ; I merely wish to mention, that I have
sent you two very ugly Chinese screens, which
they reckon pretty here, because the patterns are
new. The ¢ Jupiter ’ will take them, and at the
same time will take home a regiment consisting
of 480 men, 100 children, and women in pro-
portion: all to inhabit our empty cabins. I
suppose, as the thermometer will not be much
above a hundred in the shade, that the pro-
spect naturally gives Captain Grey the most
unfeigned pleasure.

When we go up the country, I shall send you
something really pretty, to show what our sub-
jects can do. In Calcutta, there are only things

"that one gets in London, and at a fourth of
the price, upon the same principle that nobody
gets good fish near the sea. There is to be

VOL. 1. K
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seen at our jeweller’s a pearl, a single pearl set
as a mermaid, with an enamelled head and a
green tail, which I had some thoughts of buying
and presenting to you. 40,000l was all they
asked for it; very cheap, the man said. A
native prince pledged it for 8300,2001,8007,642
of rupees; that is about the sum he named.
Now I wonder who would give 40,000/ for a
single pearl. If ever there is a foolish thing to
be done, somebody is always found to do it;
but in this case, I wonder who?

I wrote to you three weeks ago all I had to
say of wmy first impressions of the country, and
T am glad that it is done; so probably are you.
I shall not go back in our lives any more, be-
yond two or three days: it is quite enough to
have to go forward. I should not wonder if
you were asleep at five this morning; though
your five in the morning is not ours. If ever
we are active, that is our active time; so, this
morning we got up out of our first sleep to
© review several regiments of Sepoys. The com-
mander-in-chief is staying with us and pre-
pared this little treat. All the black faces,"
relieved by scarlet, look remarkably well.

The up country people are really the finest I
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have seen anywhere, and they look like grander
samples of soldiers than our white people; per-
haps they don’t fight so well.

They wanted me to go to the review on an
elephant, but I knew better than that; for at
the last review, one of them took fright, and
trotted away, with its trunk striking out one
way and its tail another. Now an elephant’s
trot must be like the heaving of an earthquake;
however, our maids went upon one, and I could
not help laughing at the unnatural positions in
which, it seems to me, we are all somehow
or other always placed. There are times, too,
when I could cry about it. Everything is so
utterly strange; so much more strange, even,
than I had expected. Except our own selves,
it does not seem to me that there is one link
between this life and the life we have led. Not
even letters, for no ships arrive.

Female intellect certainly does not flourish in
India. There is a strong confederacy against
allowing them to have any ideas; and it seems "
to me they have ceased struggling against it :
however, at Calcutta we see so many, there is
no time for discovering individual merit. I
have my eye on one or two, perhaps; if we get

E2
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them down here, they may turn out pleasant.
The weather is growing hotter and hotter, and
will for the next two months ; thenit will grow
damper and damper. No milliner will sell silks
or satins during these damp months, because
‘they cannot expose them to the air. The waste
and cost of every article of dress here is quite
wonderful ; but still the climate is not yet worse
than I expected—rather better, in spite of heat
and damp; for the house is not very hot,
thanks to the punkahs. To be sure, the pri-
soners in Newgate have more liberty during the
day, for they can, I believe, walk about the
prison-yard and look out of their grated win-
dows. From sunrise to sunset we are shut up,
‘and the glare is too great to look out ; our cells
are more spacious, and we never stole, or mur-
dered ; that is the great difference ; transported
we were six months ago.

I've got such a paroquet! too pretty, and
tame, and clever ; even when most incensed, it
" does not bite; I'm very much distressed, be-
cause my jemadhar, whom the Europeans always
address as Jemmy Dar, wears a dagger, and no
-other person does. I think he will ¢dag’ me,
which I gently suggested to Captain Byrne, who
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manages the household. He shook his head,
and said there was no use in interfering about
that ; so he means to let me be ¢ dagged.’
Yours, dearest, most affectionately.
F. H. Ebex~.

FROM THE HON. EMILY EDEN TO
Monday, April 4.

On board the ¢Soonamookie’ at half past
six, and it was deliciously cool all the way to
Calcutta. There is no doubt that these early
hours are the real good hours of the day, if it
did not make one feel so hang-dogish in the
afternoon ; but a stifling sleep then—even if to
be had—does no earthly good.

The whole morning, Government House was
like a fairr 'We were buying shawls and
muslins and fans, partly to send to England
ourselves, and I was employed by Captain
Grey and Mr. Pelham and others, to buy for
them presents to take home. There is nothing
tempting in Calcutta, except shawls of forty or
fifty guineas each—out of everybody’s reach—
and a few Chinese things, which are only to be
had occasionally.

Captain Grey and Mr. Pelham dined with us,
and we all went to the play. The house was
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very full, and we were received with great ap-

plause ; but whether that means that George has

begun his government well, or that they were

obliged to us for our punctuality (as we ar-

rived to a minute and kept nobody waiting) is
more than I know. The actresses are profes-

sional people; but all the actors are amateurs,

and not very good. ¢Timour the Tartar’ was

got up with great magnificence. Fanny and I

came away at ten, but George sat it all out.

‘Wednesday, April 6.

Fanny and I went to do our duty to the
Native Orphan School, and listened to all the
classes saying their Catechism with great de-
corum. We gave our own subscription, and
I made over 5/, left by Mr. Pelham for some
charity, to this one as there can be none better
managed.

We all dined at Sir E. Ryan’s. George’s
dining out is a great affair ; and all his people,
with silver sticks and servants to stand behind
our chairs, were sent down in boats some time
before, that they might be ready to-meet us.
Fanny’s servants and mine had even taken the
precaution to bring the footstools we have at
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home, and carried them after us info the
drawing-room, and then in to dinner, as quietly
as possible. It was the pleasantest dinner I
have seen in India; not a large dinner, and Sir
E. Ryan is a very pleasant man.

Thursday, April 7.

The ¢ Jupiter’ could not get out of sight
yesterday, but is fairly gone to-day; I am very
sorry for it. 'We had become really acquainted
with the officers, which is more than we shall
be with anybody here; and if they did not
really like us (you know my system of not assert-
ing that I have a friend), they all said they
did; and for five months, or indeed six now,
they have all been doing what they could to
please us; and now it seems as if our best
friends had forsaken us, as if the carriage had
driven off and left us. It is a horrid place to
be left in. I thought the physical discomforts
of the ship very great, but then I did not know
what this oven was. I would have given any-
thing to have gone home in the ¢Jupiter.” I
could not bear to hear all those people saying
that they should be at home in September—nice
autumn weather, and the month with your
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birthday in it—and several of them asked if
they should go and see you, Robert, &c. They
have no right to go, when I cannot see you;
and to think that we have not yet been here
five weeks! I should think it ought to count
for the whole five years.

The tide served late, and we went up to
Barrackpore by water. We are repairing and.
furnishing, and cannot have much company.
Dr. Drummond came to stay wi