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DRAMATIC HISTORY OF INDIA.
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THE PROMISED LAND.

The Aryans came down to India in the begin-
ming of Time from the highlands of Upper
Asia. They came through the Punjab. They
brought with them their flocks and herds. In the
Rig-Veda we have a collection of their hymns,
and 1t gives us also a few facts regarding their
Jives and their beliefs., Also it speaks of +what
they found in India. The cause of their migration
is not known. One hymn says it was because
the seasons in the high uplands changed, and
there was ten months’ winter and two months of
summer. You can trace the journeyings of the
Aryan race by the Aryan words in various lan-
guages. Duktar is one of these. It is daugh-
ter in Englsh, fochter in German. It means a

milkmaid.



DRAMATIS PERSONAL

A Risi A AMILRMAID
A RUNNER 15T SHEPHERD
D SHEPHFRD

SCENE

The end of « muwuntmn pasy THE RISHI (an
old white bearded blind man) seated on a  project-
eng roel which oterlonke t1e platne of Indin below
Beside him < mmde n marlen { THE AILKMAID)
carryihg o pal brimful of mddh

RisHt “Would I have my vamshed sight once
more! Tell me, daughterhhg How looks this
oromised Yand towirds which we have been
journeying these months and years?

MILkMAID [ Setting doun her pod of milhk anl
shading her eyes nwith her hand 1 It seems to have
no end grandad' Further and yet further it
stretches ull the purple edge of 1t 15 lost In
the purple mists

RISHI Canst see water, daughterling? Water
for the flocks and herds?

MILKMAID There be five silver snakes cury-

Mg southward through the land, they must be
rivers
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RisHi, Good! And the tand looks fair and
rich?

MILRMAID. Ave! There should be pasturage
cnough and to spare for our flocks and herds.
They will forget their long journeyings from the
Roof-of-the-World., [ Histfulfy.] But who can ever
forget the upland meadows they have left, where
the spring fHowers —

RISHI. True, my dauchter, they were beaunti-
ful; but the snow lay too long, the summer was
all toon short., So the Word came to wander.
{ Bestiessfy] Sure it is time news came of the
advance party. They promised to send back to
siy  how they fared.

MILEMAID. | Zooleng  indently.) Methought 1
saw something on the upward path—Yes! it is
a man running. The news comes, grandad!

RISHI. Now Agni and all the gods send it be
rood news!

[ Enter the RUNNER who falls aof the RISHI's
feet and touches them with his forehead.]

RUNNER. Hail, Wisest of the Wise! 1 bring
cood news! Qur party hath advanced many miles
into the promised land, and found 1t even more
than they expected. They have vanquished the
enemy —

RisH1. Then it is an inhabited land?—

RUNNER. Inhabited?—[ He squats down, and
furns to the MILKMAID.] Lo! Sister! If I have
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to tell alt 1 have seen I requre breath and
my mouth 1s dry! Prithee 2 driught from thy
malk potl
FSle rees o H O f les 1 lony pull and com
e v Drre ) H v lim the SHEPHERDS
F o e n ni stinl Listenir )

RUNKER EKnow O Most Waise! the land 1»
full of peoples but not all one knd There
be two the black and the rol The blach are
Dasyas or robbers They have no noses

13T SHEPHERD Say you so’* Wih VYah!

IND SHEPHERD Wah \aht! Say you <o?

\ T7 4 strofe tar b ostru pht roses uffer
! tet 1]

RUNNER Not that they have not nostrils set
as i{ were a3 button bwt they have no nose
to spenh of [ He #r hes s o fertionutely ]

ZND SHEPHERD Say you sa? Wah! Wah!|

15T SHEPHERD Wah! Wah! Say you sob

RISHI Enouch of nosest What lanpuage do
these people speal ?

RUNNER. ‘ost Wise! They utter fearful yells!
But they shoot well with bows and arrows Sull
wWe prevanl and dnwve them from their woods
angd forests

RISHI That s well' After these long mights
of journeyings the dawn comes at last— praise

be to Thes WUshsas! Stuning robed Maiden of
Laghtl And what of the red negnle ?
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RUNNER. They be of a different kidney; not
so easy of conquest. They have iron cities.

RISHI. Iron!

RUNNER. Ave, Most Wise. And they till the
eground with iron ploughs and sow seeds so that
their flocks may feed.

" 1sT SHEPHERD. Wah! Wah! Say you so?
2ND SHEPHERD. Say vou so? Wah! Wah!
RISHI. So can we learn to do 1f need be.

Go on, Runner.

RUNNER. And they have temples; not the
open sky as we have, but carven buildings—

RiSHI. [ Quickly.] And their rites are doubtless
different from ours. They are accursed.

RUNNER. And they are rich beyond compare!
‘Their women —

MILKMAID. [ Eagerly.] Then there be women?

RUNNER. WJMany, my sister, and most beautiful;
all covered with gold and jewels!

| The two SHEPHERDS and the MNILKMAID
give a sigh of confent.] "

RisHI. [ Rising.] It is enough! [ He stretches his
liand out over the distance he cannot see.] Yea!
My children, the news is good! We have tra-
velled far hoping always for this day. It has
come at last and though my outward eyes be
sightless, with my inward ones I see a day far
off in the wyears when the flood of my people
shall have filled this promised land. So here,
O Milkmaid! let us pour a libation to the gods,
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and sing the Sacred Hymn of the Bacred Soma
The Drnink that makes men as the gods

[ [he MILEMAID pours mulk upon the ground

they stand wu} uplifted hands and chant
the Sacred Hymn uwhtle the Iight dies and
the net moon sheus tn the Hearens )

CHANT

Soma ! Barn of the mountains ! succulent pgolden
Sweet-smelling plant and fair growing ' All swworship be thine !
In the draught of thy healing are lmdden and helden
The things men desire and covet to make them divine
Plucked 1n the moonhght and pressed with nght charmings
Free us from sorrow and grief from fear and alarmings
Forward and straight let us go mspired by Soma,
Forward as deed-doers wver the followers of Soma
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THE MAHABHARATA.

This is the great epic of India. So well known
is it to the Indian people that its words and its
wisdom are part and parcel of their daily life.
It is not historical, but it is the only record we
have of the time which came after the Vedic or
Aryan times. Most people see in it only an ac-
count of a war that i1s supposed to have raged
between two tribes called the Kauravas and the
Pandavas; but it is more than that. It is amongst
other things the story of a splendid knight-errant
by name Bhishma, or The Terrible; a knight who
takes worthy place beside those of the Round
Table; for justice, honour, bravery a knight of
whom every Indian boy should be proud.



DRAMATIS PERSONA

BHISHMA 2 hero

ARJUNA the th rd Pandu Pr nce
VUDISTHIRA the ellest Pandu Pr ace
BHIMA the secon | Pandu Pr nce
DURYODHEANA the el lest haurava Pr nce

RAENA a yompg neble attached to the ha rvas
DROVA tler Master of Arms

SCENE 1

A Garda I o ftle alleys a t rget 1 s bec
get p alacr d fbos lagl jad slot
are oot ng af t  H lous anl arre s Tle bogy
eall Fird e e D paledie Bodpe oo
son of deal A 5 Pa d aniile tu fred sons f
bl nd K ng Dhrit raslta Bl slwna tier g e t t nels
anl tutor o t ! lund ome an @ 1 a gra e fucs
Tase }a 15 streahked 1} grey sits walel ng He

boys from tle steps of < er 1o se

YUDISTHIRA Now s Arjunas turn

DURYODHANA IS eer o} Arjunal! Always Ar
mual One would th nk the world held no shily
but hs karna can beat hm at s ngle stck any
day Canst thou not karna?

KARNA [ Settny 71e Ips] We shall see newver
fearl 1 challenge hm! 1 challenpe h m!
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BHIMA. [ Wiuh a loud guffaw, stretching his huge
muscular arms.] And me at wrestling, mavhap!
But look wyou, cousin, I back Arjuna to shoot or
do anything clse against the whole lot of you
Kauravas~—so there!

DURYODHANA. [ Fiercely.] Do you? Hark 1o
what the bull-necked beast saith, boys! Shall
he insult us?

BOYS. No! No! | They gather round.]

BHISHMA, | Calling.] Boys! Boys! Remember you
play a game! If it be Arjuna’s turn let him
have it. To be just is to be as the gods.

| The tumult subsides. ARJUNA shoots and the
arrow quivers in the very centre of the mark.]

ALL THE BoOYSs. Wah! Wah! Well done! Well
done'

ARJUNA. Stop a bit! I can beat that, I think.

{ He draws again and the second arrow hits
and splits the first.]

ALL. THE BOYS. Wah! Wah! Arjuna is in-
deed the victor. Well done! Well done!l

V ARJUNA delighted at his success, throws aside
his bow, and runs to BHISHMA for sympathy.
He climbs on BHISHMA’s lknee and fings
his arms round his neck.]

ARJUNA. Didst see? ‘I did it! I did just as
thou and Master Drona didst teach me, O my
father!
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BHISHMA [ Rises anl sefe doun the boy quretly |
I am not thy father O Bharital
[ ARJTUNA wnatches hun surprised as he walky
me 1y then tirns to the MASTER OF ARMS |
ARInS  Wherefore did he say that so <adly?
And whose son am [ if not s we ail call
him Grandsire?
| THE BOYS rather round }
DRONA Ye be all sons of kings
YUDISTHIRA Ave! but thew father [ He paunfs
to the RKaurart praces ) 15 hiinmd and blind men
1re not kings by right
DROMA Have a care young =iy What you
spit at the <Ly falls on your face Thy {ather,
s0 they say was a white {eper But both through
no fault but by heavens chance It 15 1 goodly
Storv
ALL THE BOYS Tell 1t us
DRONA Well the game being over it might
cool your muinds and bodies and Knowledge pre
sents folkh from guarrelling Lke guails 1n A cape
Well see you! Ay Lord Bhashma was his
fathers only son and heir to the throne But,
so0 dearly did he love and hoaour his father,
that to enable him to marry a beautiful girl he
foved my Lord Bhishma took an oath never
1 marry, and never to claym the throne That
“as 1o belong to his fathers son by the beaun-
Il gl And all these vears my Lord Bhushma
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has kept his oath, though many a fair damsel
has wanted him. All the three maidens he
brought from far to be brides for his half-bro-
ther, the King, wanted him, but he held fast to
his oath. One went away and died of grief.
Thy grandmother, O Kauravas! wanted him too.
She refused to look at the husband they brought
her, and wept so much that her son-—thy father
-~was born blind. And thy grandmother, O
Pandavas! for desire of him, looked at the hus-
band they brought her with such loathing and
turned so pale with fear that thy father was
born a white leper.

But to all my Lord Bhishma gave the same
reply: “I will renounce the three worlds, and
all that may be greater than these, but my oath
will I not renounce.” And all these years hath
he been guardian of the Kking, and the princes
and the land and all have flourished. ILo! the
wheel of wvirtue having been set in motion by
my Lord Bhishma, all are brave, learned, honest
and happy. It is a golden age!

[ THE BOYS sit thoughtful, till BHISHMA re-
turning from his walk aside rallies them.]

BHISHMA. What—all silent and glum! VYouth
should have no cares, and brave men need but
to fight their best and let victory or defeat come
as please the gods. But, mark you, boys,
they must fight with honour. Remember the
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mle—*‘ With one who has thrown away his
swordd with one fallen with one fiying for his
Iie, with one ywelding with woman or one bhear-
iig the name of woman or with low sulgar
feflows no gentlzman ever fights Come say ot
after me Doys lest vau forget

[BOXS 7 je ¢ efter Iam  chanting )

With one who hath thrown away ns sword
YWith one fvin., for has Life

With one fallen with oie vicldine
Vouth woman or one with v.oman s name
With low or vulgar fellonws 1 do no battle

BHISHMA Boys'—dear to me all as sons!
That 15 the true soldiers rule! So now to games

once more! Warna hath challenged the Pandava
it single stick

ALL THE BoySs THorrdh' Hurrah®




DRAMATIS PERSONAE.

KING DHRITARASHTA, the blind King.

YUDISTHIRA, the Pandava Prince lately appoint-
ed heir-apparent.

DURYODHANA, the disappointed Kaurava Prince.

DRAUPADI, wife to Yudisthira.

SHAKUNI, King of Gandhara, an expert gambler.
Uses loaded dice. Desires Draupadi.

BHIMA, brother to Yudisthira.

VEDURA, a wise counsellor 2

BHISHMA, the Grandsire Desirous of peace.
DRONA, the Preceptor j
Nobles, Princes of Pandu and Kuru race,
etc., etc.
SCENE II.

A crystal arched Hall. It has a thousand pil-
lars ecach inlaid with gold and lapis lazuli. The
floor is covered with many-hued carpets, bordered in
gold. It s filled with a splendid assemblage of
princes and kings seuled separately or i pairs on
costly seats of beautiful shape and colour. In the
centre 1s a gaming table with dice ready on it. |

BHISHMA. Hearken, oh, my children. Let not
strife come between you. The Kauwravas and the
Pandavas are brothers, have been brothers since
bovhood, should be brothers till death!
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DURYODHANA | Sne ;] Brothers oh Grand
¢ re should ha e equal rights vet Yudisthirs
hath the he rsh p to the kingdom

VeEDURA TS iy} Because he s of all most
vse nost patent nost 3 t Such choce s of
the gods so ease 1 om )ealousy D ryodhana!
Ani thou O Y lsthra Dbeth & thee Gambhng
s nfar Renenber thou w It be k ne

YUDISTHIRAY [ do remember t 3Most VWise for
that reason 1 actcept my cousns challenge No
monarch can do less

SHAKUNI | Impatientl; | The assembly s set
and 1 Prnce Duryodhanas proxy am prepared
| prithee begin  unless thou art afraid

YUDISTHIRA (Sezt gtledce bor 1 Ivot 11 See
fiere J cousn  This far strng of pearls wosn
from the ocean 15 mv first stake —and yours =~

DURYODHANA Ths row of priceless eme alds

SHAKUNI Daone! [ They throun | Good fortune
waits on me~—see | have won

YUDISTHIRA, [ Begnn g tounar tar 1 ] Not so
fast my friend! 1 stake the moumey n my tren
sury —and yoir{

DURYODHANA [ Co temptio sly | Thesame and

w th thy pearls thrown in

| They throv SHAKUNL wt! Jus load d d ce
TR

YUDISTHIRA [ Becoming 1 s bly excited ] 1 stake
my armes and my serving men
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DURYODHANA. The same, with all that thou

hast lost, thrown in.

{ They go on staking and throwing wntil
YUDISTHIRA ruined, sans money, sans
kingdom, sans men, covers his face with his
hands.}

BHISHMA. [ Withemotion.] Honour remains, my
son — with that a brave man counts himself a
king. Thou art thyself, remember.

DURYODHANA. [ Evilly.] He hath himself to stake
if he wills 1. \?th;t say you, Yudisthira? Thy-
self as King?

YUDISTHIRA. [ Wildly.] If all else is lost, why
not myself? Yeal! 1 accept.

[ They throw-——SHAKUNI wins. ]

VEDURA. | Protesting.] Ah Duryodhana, naught
is gained by this. Wealth, kingdoms, power are
nothing. These men will soon regain what they
have lost: for they are heroes. Win them to thy
side by love and kindness. They will be more
to you than all the wealth they have.

DURYODHANA. [ With a laugh.] A good idea.
Come, my cousin—you have something left to
stake. Your brothers.

YUDISTHIRA. My brothers! Never!

BHIMA. Bethink thee, brother! Thou hast given
thyself as king to these gross robbers. Give us
at least the chance of rescue. Done, Shakuni,
done! OQOurselves 'gainst all that he has lost.
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| They throuw and loce The v awsembly 19
Jitrdod Ietween pledsire el pain g
fmuuruu; the Rgwraceas, sone the Pandaras ]

THIRYODITANA 1 Huhhmq fiv ML ] T h1t
ciinches 1t

YUDISTHIRA [ Tn wlter  despondence § That
chinches it Brother, forgive me

SHAWUNY Y Lecntng tner und whespering 1o Y UDIS-

THIRA | Afl s not fost! Thy Queen remains —
fair Drauvpady

YUDISTHIRA | Skuting up | My Oueen ! Never.
e Hids e sohe my Ouaten, my waie—

[ The assembly thriils  farnt cries of " Shame |
Shame ("}

BHISHMA (Jn & bmlen teice ] Oh, =on most
wise, forhear!

VEIDURA This 1% rangk infamy

DRoNA  Send thy steel through his heart  thou
knowest the way!

YUDISTHIRA [ Slowly ] Yet if by her [ won my
brothers back, «f by her 41 these robhers were
undone, weould she not weliome 11?2 Aye! Draue
pach against the world' I back her to the last
drop of my blood

| The a<sembly sings with cries of * Forbear.
forbear™  Eiery man hanys on the rerdict
as SHARUNI attles the dice  Then utler

stlence sthhy ny SHARUMN RAYS In 4 shul-
tg torce,  Fuwer Dvanpade s otry 11
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[ YUDISTHIRA sinks back overcome with shame,
grief, remorse. DURYODHANA laughs cruel-
ly, SHARUNI puls aside the dice box with
trembling hands. ]

DURYODHANA. We have won the Queen, and
now will take our prize. Bid her come hither,
Chamberlain.

YUDISTHIRA. [ Feebly.] Not here, before these all.

DURYODHANA. She is won by dice—therefore
a slave; and slaves cannot object.

CHAMBERLAIN. [ Refturning.} The Queen refuses
to obey, but sends this message to her lord. " Who
was thy master when thou lost me at the dice,
thyself or someone else??”

[ YUDISTHIRA s foo prostrate fo reply. ]

DURYODHANA. [Angrily.] Let me put her ques-
tion for herself! Bring her hither! If she come
not peaceably, by force.

{ Murmurs of shocked surprise and dissent
from the assembly.]
| Enter DRAUPADI, dragged in by quards. ]
DRAUPADI. [ Indignant.] Shame on vye all to drag
me here, a queen, like any slaged “Buat }{ere before
ve all I ask my lord this estion —only one:
“Wert thou free man when t au didst stake thy
wife, or hadst thou lost thyself zfritl‘ so become a
slave?” -
| DURYODHANA looks hurriedly at SHAXKUNI

and SHAXUNI af DURYODHANA.]
2. D.H. 1.



18 DRAMATIC HISTORY OF INDIA

WM

For, 1f thou wert a slave how didst thou dare,
being slave, to stake a free woman on the hazard
of the die? Afy lord! My fords! This 1s unheard-
of infamy! 1 claim the nght of freedom! I, the
Queen cannot be bought or solid by any slave
Ah Duryodhana! Thou'rt too cunming to be wise
1 and the Pandu princes have esciped thee

{ The aszembly carried wway by her words
breaks mnto appluitse and assent |

DHRITARASHTA. | Rising from s throne 1 Qb
first of all the daughters my sons have hrought to
me, most wise most virtuous thou art nipht No
slave can barter a free woman Thou art free, and

free to ask of me what favour thou desirest as re-
ward

DrRAUPADI The favour that my son may never

say, DMy father was a slave ’ Set Yudisthira {ree
(O Rapgld

DHRITARASHTA. Lo! He i1s {reel

DURYODHANA 1 clasm my night of thance
Once more the dice shall say whether we princes
unc.the Kuru race, go into exile for a dozen years,
padi & w” =17 hlood Shatunmii the dice!
dro IBHMA [Implonug 1 No net againl Evil will

me from this and quarrels without end 1 bid
ou all bewarel

YUDISTHIRA Grandsirel  Lat be—my honour

13 at stake 1IN tale no favour from these mis-
LICA N

| He throws and {oges ]
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Come, my brothers! come my Queen. We go—
but we go fighting to the end. Aye and the fight
will last until we win,

[E’:re?mt fo martial music.}

H



DRAMATIS PERSONA,

BHISHMA, the Grandsire

ARJUNA a Pandu Pnnce,

YUDISTHIRA, a Pandu Prnince
CHIKANDIN, a Prince.

DROYA, the Preceptor

Nobles, Soldiers, BHIMA and the Twins

SCENE IH

A wede pln, mostly snd Heavy clouds, slorms
of ruin thundoa b jhtming

[ BHISHMA oapd DRONA  enfer followed by
therr escort |

BoisiiMAa  Time passes and the conflict that
began twelve years ago with Prnince Shakony's
loaded dice will never end until I die  Yet death
15 not for me becaiunse the tie of duty to the
Kuru race binds me to hife Yet my heart 15 sad.
i would not war agammst the Pandua heroes —are

they not my sons as well as the Kaurivas?
DRONVA  Most true, O mipghty onet! my skl
it was that strung Arnjuna’s bow  Welll the die
15 cast-—we mmst ficht on as brave men fight
for duty —for our cause [E.rﬁmf]

{ Enfer ARJUNA and YUDISTHIRA follow-
ed by SOLDIFRS )
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ARJUNA. But for the words the Holy One spoke
even now, I could not war against our Grandsire.
Think how good he was of old. How well he
fathered us poor {fatherless boys! Yet as the
Great One said: “Life is not slain, Life cannot
slay; the Spirit lasts for ever.)! So let us on.

YUDISTHIRA. Nay! I must seek for counsel
ere I fight.

[ Kxeunt all. ]
[ Re-enter BHISHMA, SOLDIERS and ¢ HERALD.
They seat themselves.)
BHISHMA. Let us rest ourselves and seek good
counsel of the gods.
HERALD. My Lord Yudisthira craves an audi-
ence of Great Bhishma.
BHISHMA. Let him come.
[ Enter YUDISTHIRA. ]
YUDISTHIRA. I come a suppliant on the eve of
war to beg thy blessing, Grandsire, and thy
leave, to battle with the best, the bravest of all
men — thyself, whom all revere and love!

BHISHMA. Thou hast it, O my son!

Bound am I to the Kurus by my salt.
But ye do I love also. Blest indeed
Are ve for coming thus. Had ye forgot
I must have cursed you. Now—

Battle excepted, what dost thou desire?

YUDISTHIRA. Wisest of men! None dare to
ask of thee, aught but fidelity. Yet if we slay
you not, defeat i1s ours. How shall we compass

F .
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Biisiva None of the race of men can van

quish me and for my death?—

That only comes to me of my free will

0t fi.ht on bravely g1in the sviclory

v 111 Anuna keep his arrows sharp

Y u have my blessing, ™ow I must go hence

| Execant different ways ]
[ Norse of firhtingy SOLDIERS run (n und off
Lot1 criex elashing of suords anl <pears )

ARIUNA [ Runnmng o1 treafthlese [ dlowed by
CHIKANDIN YUDISTHIRA «n! SOLDIERS | Foiled
again! Theres something n his eye that makes
me quanl [ think hon oft Ive sat upon lus
lkan i1y hnee Ah  Bhishma' Bhishma! Fate s
hard wdee | \ Rune off finkting )

YUDISTHIRA Yet f the Grandsire fives we
Pandus are andone! Gangt him we canndt win

CHILANDIN Most trye my pnince! and yet—
Thou Lnowest my sory how my mother Tid even
from my father she had borne a boy and
Drovpht me wp a gl She was e Princess
Amva sire nd had a grudpe against Great
Bhishma in the past e bore her off and
would not marry her He had some oath of
celibacy Then when 1 grew to mans estate she
chanped my name to Chikan in from Chtlandin:

seal me forth a warnot and here I am ready to
40 my part Great Bhishma oft has said With

Womankind o©r oune who bears or who has borne
Meir name I do no battle Let me iry my luch!
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YUDISTHIRA. [ Thoughifully.l 1 like it not; and
yet, the battle must be won!—Hark! Here they
come again. Go thou and help!

| Noise of fighting as before. Exit CHIKAN-
DIN. }
| Fxit YUDISTHIRA. |
{ Re-enter BHISHMA breathless. }

BHisHMA., Halt! I will rest awhile! Arjuna’s
shafts strike home, Ha! who come here, unar-
moured and alone? VYudisthira, Bhima, Arjuna and
the Twins. Welcome, my sons~—a thousand wel-
comes! Wherefore do ye come?

YUDISTHIRA. To ask thy guidance, wisest of
all men. How in this battle we shall conquer
thee; without it we are lost!

BHISHMA. Oh! Ye my sons! My blessing on
you rest, that you do seek such counsel. Yet
have I none to give save this. Remember when
you think of me the rule I gave you when as

yet ye were but boys,

With one who hath thrown away his sword,
With one flying for his life,
With one fallen, with one yvielding,
With woman or one with woman’s name
I do no battle.

Yea! 1 will bare my bosom to the shaft of
such as these. That is my answer. Farewell! 1

go to fight.
| Exit. ]

| The five brothers bow their heads silently
and go out. |
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HEzALD To arms! To arms! The enemy is
nighl
[ Aqain confusetd sounds of fighting  S0L-
DIERS paew aud repase |
[ Enter ARTUNA wnd CHIKANDIN ]
ART™A There 15 no way but thss  Go thou
before me ®ithout fear O Chikandin! Greit
Bhushma will not strike thee?

CHILANDIN My sword 15 sharp I will avenge
my mother!

| Exeunt ]
L Frphtony s hemrd behind the scenes )
BHISHMA S VOICE These arrows cutnng like

the cold of winter! they are not Chikandins
“‘"*ﬁey pierce me (o the very heart for they are
Arjunas  Yet Chikandin stands there before me
and T willi not stnhe Gainst women and ’gainst
those who bear their names, I do no battle
| Cries from behind scenes |
CRIES Bhishma falls! Bhishma has fallenl
BHISHMA S VOICE [ Fant yet distinet |

Yeal I have fallen pierced by many shafts.

And yet 1 die not 11l the sun shall rice

From its declension to the brave asvent

Towards highest Laght I will lie here

Upon my bed of arrows and the world shall learn
From me the secret that has kent me Pare

A spitit cannot die— 1t hives for ever!

{ Sfou music



3
THE PARRICIDES.

The Sesu-naga kings lived on the outside edge
of reliable Indian history. The line began about
600 B. C. At first their capital was Rajagriha.
Afterwards it was removed to Pataliputra, which
was built by Ajatasatru about 419 B. C. Very
little is known of them, save that their reigns
were contemporaneous with the lives of two of the
greatest men who ever lived, Gautama Buddha
and Mahavira the founder of the Jain religion.
Of Ajatasatru this is kpnown that he killed his
father; legend says by starvation. It also asserts
that the four kings after him followed his ex-
ample and became parricides.



THE PARRICIDLES
DRAMATIS PLRSONE

ATATASATRL kg of Magadha

DEVADATTA the Buddhas first cousin and bne-
terest encmy

DARSARA the Kinp s son aged four

A CHAMBERLAIN

4 VW ASNDERING MENDICANT

SCENE

A Palace The remtins of ¢ feast sel tn the
wrde hall A low conch on nhich rechines o man 2An
older man wth a cunning face 13 scated on  the
carpel beside him  IE 19 nmeght

DEVADATTA Ay lord the King seems of law
spints to-night, Wherefore? Has not all gone
well? The kingdom of Kosala s subdued Even
the mighty Persian Darmos has checked s vie-
torions march before touching Your Majesty's ter
Ttones And round this fort bult at the junce
ton of the fivers will prow 1n time a town un-
nvalled throughout afl India for magnificence A

Wwn far finer than New Rajwgnha which your
father hyit—
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AJATASATRU. [ Turning pale and starting.] My
father! Mention him not, O Devadatta! Even to-

day in all the mirth and revelry that rang through
these walls—because I, Ajatasatru, had overcome
all mine enemies—1I seemed to hear those groans
that drove me from Rajagriha — Rajagriha that he
built —

DEVADATTA. My lord! be calm—the prize is
worth the price.

AJATASATRU. | Wildly] Worth it? Oh, curses
on your lying tongue! Is it worth it to see as|
do, if I take a moment’s thought, the old man in
his dungeon dying slowly, dying of starvation —

DEVADATTA. I say that it is worth it. You
were born to rule and make your subjects happy —
Were you not the King, where were they?

AJATASATRU. [ More calmiyl There is that in
it, no doubt. And the old man was past his
prime, He could not have gained what 1 have
gained, or ruled as I have ruled. And so I told
the Blessed Buddha when 1 confessed my sin to
him—1 said, “Sin has overcome me, Lord, weak
and foolish and wrong that I am, in that for
the sake of sovereignty I killed my father.” And
the Blessed One granted me pardon.

DEVADATTA. [ With an evil smile.] If Buddha's
pardon comforts my lord, so be it! This slave

does not need such poor stuff. He contents him-
self with realities —such as this —1!

o
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[ CHAMBERLAIN enters leading the King$3
Itle s n a fne bay of four, who leaps fo
the hainj s breast)
DARSARA 1 have c(ome to say good mght
father
AJATASATRU [ F ndiy] Yes! Eye of my hearts
core of my nmost soul You would not sleep
well without your fathers blessing would you?
{ They embrace )
CHAMBERLAIN | Returning] An aped mendicant
15 at the door
AJATASATRU Give him alms

WENDICANT | Pushing aside the CHAMBERLAIN |
I peed no alms I would not touch one crumb
ithat fell from your nich table paymodel Lond
years ago | saw thy father thus His son was
in his arms as yours s naw He called down
blessings on your head and now a wasted ske-
leton done to death hy greed he lies while you
feast proudly in his place Welll so be 1t1 This
fate that you have conjured into 1ife shall hinger
i your rzce That little lad shall hunger
for your hfe—ayel take it too His son—-your

grandsonl—with the poison of your deed born 1n
his veins—and his son too—

AJATASATRU [W:Id!'y clasping his son] En
oughl Enough! On 'me may fall the pumishment
but not on tum! 1 tell vou he 15 innocent.
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MENDICANT. Yet must he die because you once
" forgot your duty to your father. ILearn, O King!
e’en the forgiveness of a righteous man-—yea, even
of the Buddha, cannot change the courses of a
crime. From age to age it bears its fruit until the
harvest comes. So shall yvour race be called Par-
ricides in this world's history.

[ Exit, leaving the KING prostrate on the couch.]



4
A GREAT CONQUEROR

In 327 B C Alexander the Great invaded India
He crossed the Jhelum niver or as he called it
the Hydaspes and defeated the great army led by
Porus He then crossed the Chenab and came to
the niver Beas bevond which lay by repute 2
brave well equipped more avilized foe than thos?
he bad already conquered Here the spint of his
soldiers began to Hag they refused to go on
50 the retreat began Alexander re passed the
Promees Tniongn wmdn he tah passed Nhe
flaming sword with bent head embarked with
all his troops 1n boats on the nver Jhelum and
after a hbation to his gods and the great niver
Indus whom he trusted to bring him to the se?
started for Macedonia He died on the way bachk



A GREAT CONQUEROR.
DRAMATIS PERSONZ.

ALEXANDER THE GREAT.
PORUS.

TAXILES.

MEROES.

KOINOS, a Cavalry leader.

SCENE.

A BATTLE-FIELD.

ALEXANDER f#s standing beside his chariot. Around
him are officers of his staff. He has a roll of script

in s hand and pornts with his finger to something
tnseribed on .

ALEXANDER. So far good! Dripping, half-drown-
cd, my legions have yet prevailed so far in this,
the first great battle between East and West, By
Jupiter! To see those two hundred leviathans of
elephants couped up by the Maccdonian cavalry,
maddened with rage, was a sight to make a brave
man tremble. T felt, myself, the only safety lay
in forgetfulness. Ye Gods! but they fought weld,
those Indians, and their leader Porus. Ah! Here
comes Koinos from his arduous task! Well done!
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Yoinos! Next to those who stole the passage of the
rnver your fe1t of leading two regiments of caval-
¢y across the van of the enemy deserves reward
How goes 11 now ?

KOMNOS  They fight stdl Great Alexander Fore-

most of them all hghts brave Porus their com-
marntder]

ALEXANDER Aye! 1 saw him a giant 1n sta-

ture, 1@ Lion for courige holding at bay half-a-
hundred of my piched soldiers Such an enesmy
would make a good friend See here Taxiles,
you are his comrade of his race —or hike {o 11l
Go to him and take 2 messzge of peice You
can tell him we “\acedomians are f{arr
quest as in Gight

TAXILES | Bowing | So have 1 found Greay Alet-

ander! Since | yielded up the Serpent City wils
lnely, L have stll been king 1 el tale the

message [ Ent]
ALEXANDER [ Wuwing] Yeal! | would be

friends with all these penple 1f I could But now

to business Bil the ciptains of the compaples
report, and Koinos ses you

in c<on-

that the outposts

are recalled You AMerogs, look to your Indwan

contingent 1 know not thew ways, but in my

army 1 will have no pillage

It 13 a brave foe
we have defeated
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[ Re-enter TAXILES running. |

TAXILES, 'Tis of no use, Great Alexander! He
1s wounded in nine places and faint with thirst
and loss of blood. But he fights still. Nay, when
he saw me he turned and would have let loose a
javelin at me but that I fled.

ALEXANDER. The more reason to save him. Go
thou, Meroés, and shout at him from far my mes-
sage of peace; then the brave fool must at least
hear it.

MEROES. I go, General. ’Twill not be my fault
if he hears not. I can bellow like any bull

[ Exit, bellowing. |

ALEXANDER. | Laughing.l ’Tis well that we can

laugh. By the gods we are fortunate indeed!

The odds were all against us-—six to one. Yet
not one hairbreadth of my plan has gone a-
stray! I tell you, Koinos, in years to come, great
generals will study my attack and find it good.
[ Re-enter MEROES. ]
MEROES. I have won. He comes anon! I found
him dismounted of his elephant half dead, yet
propped against the beast, his sword still in his
hand. Around him forty foes all thirsting for his
blood. So I bade them desist and stood and bel-
lowed — [ Coughs.] Yea! I bellowed and I bellow-
ed, till he could not choose but hear. And he
comes amain !

J. D. H. 1.
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[ Stands and coughs )
ALBWANDER | Quichly } Charioteers make read)

{ ra to meet him Bravery hike this deserves all
kinoly honwr

[ i mounts las charwof and mores off locly
foliowed ty Ine staff The stuge s empty 1
{ Enter PORLS  He v badly unounded {ul
walks proudly poll nced ol a vegretful dis-
tance by tuo Macednmans  He pauses a ek

loohs bacd at Ris ﬂunrdt]
PORLS MNot so close' Have 1 not miven my

word not to attempt escape? A Dbrave man does
not lie, and I am brave

SOLDIERS Mone braver wne dare swear

PORUS But what is bravery worth 1f the great
gods give not the brams to use 1t} This Greeh
General has fair out witted me and 1 owe him
homape for hus cleverness, but not for courage-—
or for bravery

{ Enfer ALEXANDER in Mz charwd followed
by hia staff He descends )

ALEXANDER By the gods, what 2 man! Mark
you hs stature and the brawny thews and sinews
of his limbs, Look at s face, a veritable
Mars [He adiances and snlufes PORUS.] Great
hing, great enemy, and greater warnior still thy

foe salutes thee Speal! What dost thon require?
Speak freely  Alexander listens

PORUS I would be treated 1n 2 kingly way
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ALEXANDER. Bravo! Bravo! Well said! So shall
it be—for my sake, not thine own, since it is gain
to treat a brave man bravely. But for thyself? I
pray thee tell me what would be most pleasing fo
thee.

PORUS. Great General, thou knowest as well as
I that Kingship holds all things both small and
great. 1 would be treated as a King — no more —no
less.

ALEXANDER. Bravo again! Ah, Porus, thou say-
est fruth, Xingship should hold both victory and
defeat, riches and poverty, yea! even joy and grief
as part and parcel of itself! So shall it be-—I
give thy country back its noble King, And to him
also do I gift, for tove of his great bravery and stead-
fastness, another country larger than his own.
Clerk ! see that the documents be duly writ. Porus)
thy hand ! foes once, in future, we are friends!
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THE RIVALS

DRAMATIS PERSON/L

CHANDRAGUPTA W ng an i Lmperor

CHANMNYA ©s Prme Musier and  devoted
Sorvant

RARAHASA, forner Pr me M p ster of the Nandas

A CLERK

A CHAMBERL AN

SCEMNE

AL Pofip tr the P lar Con tr cled {!f
tnbher t1 {1 d pllar reatfel ¢ jolden Tines
nd set & 1 rinrd It stanis + a de garlen
st ddeil wth fish p¢ Is a { fo tans and planted
1 H a qreat arefy of orna  ital trees sl rubs and
floee 3 1 ode hall open ng to the garde: contains
a huge gotle btl s fct nudthanlo a rchly
carted table e ers and bas 3 ¢f p re goll are
stand nqg Some of them are set with precim 3 stoies

LInG CHANDRAGUPTA 13 reclt ng o a couch
corered vith nich gold £ ssue g d fo r female altend
anty are massag ng him ! ¢bony rollers

CLERW. | Read ng 1 By the orders of the Mlost

M ghty a horse and ox race W I be held at the
fourth watch }
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CHANDRAGUPTA. Good, go on.

CLERK. [ Reading.] The War Office reports as rea-
dy for service at the Most Mighty's command an
army of 690,000 excluding followers. The Admi-
ralty has nothing to report. Transport Commis-
sariat and Army Service, including drummers,
grooms, mechanics and grass-cutters are all effi-
cient and in order. Boards No. I, IV, V, VI,
Infantry, Cavalry, War Chariots, Elephants are in-
cluded in the War Office report.

CHANDRAGUPTA. [ Sleepily.] Good, go on.

CLERK. | Reading.}l The first Municipal Board hath
settled the leather-workers’ strike for wages, and one
Bundranath hath been decapitated for causing
the loss of an eye to an artizan of the first class.

CHANDRAGUPTA. Good —not so hard, slave!
Not so hard. Send her away, toilet-master, and
bring another.

[ The MASSEUSE goes weeping, another takes
her place. | ‘

Go on, scribe. |

CLERK. The second Municipal Board hath de-
cently buried a foreigner from China, administered
his estate and is engaged in similar work with
the many strangers in the capital. The third Board
hath prosecuted one Chrunda Das for failing to
register the birth of his child within the appoint-
ed time, and one Govind for neglecting the death
of his grandmother, such omissions being contra-
ry to law and obstructing the due levy of taxes.
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CHANDRAGLPTA Goud, go oh

CLERL. The Fourth Boird hath been busy in-
specting the merchants’ weights and measures, TeC
tfying errors and duly stampng the royal stamp
A Dbaker hath been fined and fifteen hcences to
trade are 1ssued

CHANDRAGUFTA Good, go on  What hath the
Fifth Board done?

CLERK. It hath supersised the merchandise and

goods separated new from old, thus ading the
Sixth Boaird which hatbh taken the tithe tax duly

The tax not having been tvaded, no punishment
by death has occurred

CHANDRAGUTTA | Riving ond dhsmivning allendr
ants and clerh | So far good —my empire speeds
on its way as steadfast as the stars From the
low partah who sweeps the streets to the Most
High, myself, all 1s 1n order, regulated, settled
¥et but a few short years ago 1 mas a supphant
withan these walls This 15 Chanalva's work, my
counsellor, my friend! I ¢an fight well, my empire
shows a5 much  From the Punijab to close upon the
Eastern sea, from cold Himalaya to far Madura, this
S all mane, and yet the veniest oor of a fat money-
lender could outwit me clean So ’tis Chanakya’s
doing that the late King's men are not 1n arms

agamnst me Here he comes! Chanakvya, thou art
ever welcome

L They embrace }
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CHANAKYA. And I feel welcome when I bring
good news. And what I bring is good. ’Tis some-
what of a story, shall we sit? [ They sit.]

CHANAKYA. Your Honour knows how often I have
balked the schemes of those against you. A year
ago yvou settled you would sleep in the pavilion.
Going there one evening I noticed ants climb
throigh a crevice in the wall, bearing the frag-
ments of a recent meal. Instant I ordered fire
should be set to the pavilion for 1 guessed that
murderers were hidden in some secret passage,
Doubtless they were, since from that very day,
some of the King's most noted foes have not been
seen! [ Loughs.] So with the poisoned draught 1
took and poured into a test goblet, then seeing
the colour change, bade the physician drink!
| Laughs.] Since when, O King, you choose fresh
places to sleep in every night, and drink no drink
save from a golden cup. Now to all this Rakahasa
is the key. He was the late King’s counsellor, as |
am yours. To have him killed were easy; but it would
have fanned rebellion into life. My end and aim
have therefore been to gain him to our side, I
have succeeded in so far as this. He lives and
in our hands. His dearest friend awaits death on
the scaffold. This must be our bribe to make him
loyal. I have bidden the prison guards escort him
hither and I hear them come. [ Rises. ]

CHANDRAGUPTA. Chanakya, your wisdom makes
me cold. If you should turn against me?



40 DRAMATIC HISTORY OF INDIA

T ————

CHANAKY A Sooner the sunn tarn from his order-

ed caurse  Here my lord s Rahahasa the wise!
{ # nter RARAHASA |

RatAHAsA | tscf 1 This must be the man-—the
vile Chanihy: —rither fet me own the wise Cha-
nahyt  an exhanstiess nune of learpuing 2 deecp
ot wn tored with gems Let not my envy SCt
a e s merits

CHANARYA [ 8rdur ] So thoeu art Rakahasa
whose enmity so long has held at bay and doomed
to slecpless niphts the Raings best friemds —and
furnishe 1 me with themes of ceasetess thought 1
am Chanakyt and I ask of youone question ~—1)o you
desire the hife of Chindana yonr dearest friend?

RAKAHASA A needless queshon

CHAMAKYA  Aye but what will say the hang!?

LUHANDRAGUPTA  [8mdiig] \What my preceptor
SAYS

CHANAKYA Nay! then t1s easy He cannot

consent to grant such generous proof of grace
while Ralkahasa still holds aloof and wields the
snord But o he will assume —this weapon-—
[ Takes frorr Vs belt the Mimsterinl dogger | take
office 1n my place as Minister

RAXAHASA Pardon! [ am not fit 1o hear what
you s0 worthily have wielded

CHANARYA [Sternly 1 Lot fithess and unfitness
are as nothing! To be brief The Iife of Chandana

and your acceptance of mimisterial office are congt
trons that cannot be disjoined So you must choose
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[ 4 pause.}

RAKAHASA. I yield me, Chandragupta! From
this day I am your faithful servant.

CHANAKYA. [Laughing and rubbing his hands.]
Wisdom hath won the day!l

CHAMBERLAIN. [ To CHANAKYA.] The execution-
ers await the orders of Your Highness.

CHANAKYA. From Rakahasa must they take them
now, since he directs the state and [—

CHANDRAGUPTA. Remain the guide, the coun-
sellor, the friend!

CHANAKYA. Give my lord Rakahasa paper and

pen. He would fain sign the pardon of his
friend.

RAKAHASA. Chanakya, thou hast won indeed!



6
THE INDIAN CONSTANTINE

The Emperor Asoka the grandson of Chandra-
rupta who began to reign 1n 272 B € 1s nghtfully
given 2 place n the very front rank of the great
kines not only of India but of the whole world
Akbar was 1n some ways the better ruler, but
Asokz saw deeper into the minds of the men he
ruled He began by heing nichnamed The Fur
ous on account of his vile temper he ended as

Piyadasss  the Humane This change was due
to his conversion to Buddhism some twelve years
after he came to the throne From that ume forth
he employed the autocratic power of an LEastern
king i the teaching and enforcing of the Law
of Piety His missionanes went far afield even
in Europe and before he died a wvast proportion
of the known world had been converted to Bod
dhism Asolas lLaw of Piety laid great stress on
the rights of dumb animals as well as of men to

jast, fair honourable treatment. e estabhished hos-

pitals for anmimals as well as for men throughout
his domimions The first hospital known to have
been established in Europe was not founded till
nearly one thousand years after Asokas date He
always wore the yellow habit of a Buddhist monk

"



DRAMATIS PERSONA.

ASOKA MAURYA, the Humane.
A HERALD.
A MASTER OF THE HORSE.
A RICH MAN.
A POOR MAN.

Nobles, Crowd, Men, Women, Children.

\t)

SCENE.

A ravine n the lower hills, an wpright cliff of
fine white quartz. A Ulittle way off, a royal tent
stands and under the cliff a dais has been erected.

ASOKA. | Standing alone on the dais, in a soft
voice.] O Herald! read the inscription that all
may hear, and hearing remember.

HERAILD, Listen, ye people. This pious edict has
been inscribed on living rock by His Sacred Ma-
jesty King Priyadarsin. [ Reads.] Here must not
animal be slaughtered even for sacrifice. Former-
ly even in the kitchen of King Priyadarsin, were
thousands of animals slain daily. Now but three
are slain. Henceforward even these shall not be
slaughtered. Everywhere throughout my dominions
have hospitals been established. Hospitals for men,
hospitals for beasts, and healing herbs medicinal for
men and medicinal for- beasts have been planted.
And the Law df Piety is this: Obedience to father
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and mother 1s good Liberality to others 1s good,
respect for the sacredness of Life s good, avoud-
ance of violence and extravagance 1s good 1 have
commanded that immediate reporl be magde 1o Me
of all things at any hour and in any place H-
thertn 1 am not satisfied with my exeruons orf
despatch of business Apd work I must for the
public benefit, and that 1 may discharge my debt
of ife and make all animate beings 1in this world
happy, so that they may gamn heaven in the next
Hear, O peaple' Nothing 1s of consequence save
what concerns the next world, and the whole rool
of the matter 1s 1n exertion | Corfinues 1 Thus

<aith the EKing This s inseribed 1in immutable
rock for all 1ime

| Plaudits from the crowd }
A VOICE Heaven bless our beloved King!

ASOKA Heaven preserve you, O my sons! Now
if there be any here who bath a wrong to be
righted let him come forward and state his case
before me

POOR MAN [Prostrating humself] O Merciful and
Good 1 —this rich man—

| The RICH MAN steps forward superctlious-

{y He holds by the bridle a richly capo~

risoned mule that shous eridence of a hard
hasty ride 1

bought of me that mule and agreed with me for
twenty preces of silver He claimed a wnihing and
flad one made by his scnihe O Most Merciful!
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I cannot read and saw not that the figures were
wrong, that instead of twenty, but two were writ-
ten. Now hath he taken the mule and given me
but two pieces of silver. And Most Merciful, is
that the price of so fair a mule?

ASOKA. [Frowning, to RICH MAN.] And what
hast thou to say? How camest thou to buy this
mule of that poor man for two pieces of silver!?

RicH MAN. [ Volubly.] Your Majesty is wise
above all men! Your Majesty knows how some
folk put extreme value on their possessions.
This poor man had naught else, so he deems the
mule of great value. But it hath a raw upon its
back and for this reason he agreed with me, as
it is written in the paper, for two pieces of sil-
ver. And he was quite content till news of Your
Majesty's gracious coming reached him. Then
without warning he decided to appeal causing me
to ride hard many miles, day and night, in order
to appear before Your Majesty.

ASOKA. [Quietly.] Master of the Horse, appraise
the value of that mule roughly. Is it worth twen-
ty pleces of silver or is it worth two?

MASTER OF THE HORSE. [Looking over the mule.}
A mule that 1s worth two pieces of silver hath
neither tail nor head, neither hath it legs—never
saw I such a one. A mule that is worth twenty
must have good paces, and such from the evi-
dences of haste I would adjudge this one to have.
If so ordered 1 will.try it.
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ASORA Enough! This mule hath four legs, 2
1ai]l and 1 head So much 15 esvident Therefore
it 1s reilly sworth more than t{wo peces of silver
But the writing remmns 15 1t duly signed?

RicH NMan [ FPolutl; kanling o up ] Your Majesty
will see all 15 1n rder

ASORA It stands two meces of silver sure en-
ough | Fodds up paper ani rcturns ] The law
adjudges 1n your favour without doubt and yel~——
[To RICH MAN] Couldst thou not spare yon poor
man something moere? The mule seems good

RICH MAN I am within the law

ASORA Thou art indeed' [ To Poor Mav ]
Brother 1 can do naught for thee save pgne advice
-—Go! Learn to read!

[T7e POOR MAN sdoams sorrowcfully  1he
RICH MaN exullanily prepares to gel On
the mule )

{Iz @ 10wce of 1ron ] Hold! Dhdst thou not Say
thy mule had a sore back? Gol! Alaster of the
Horse unsaddie the poor beast and let me Lpow
the wnjury

| The MASTER OF THE HORSE obeys )

MASTER OF THE HORSE. The beast Great Kang
hath signs of an old rub upon the withers long

since healed but from the haste with which 1t has

been ridden recently 1t hath a sore that will

need treatment nay that should a day or two
4go have brought it rest
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ASOKA. [ 7o RicH MAN.] Hearest thou what he
says? (Give thine excuse for riding this poor beast
against the law which says all animals have equal
rights with man to justice and fair treatment.

RICH MAN. [Stuttering.] My lord! My lord!

ASOKA. Bid the clerks fine him eighteen silver
bits and give them of my grace to yon poor man
who needs them sorely. Master of the Horse—
the mule is ‘confiscate., See that it goes to hos-
pital and when recovered is sold by public auc-
tion. Farewell my friends! Remember! Naught
in this under-world can count against what will
be in the world to come.



I
A HOUSE NOT MADE WITH HANDS

When Asoha died and the influence of s
strong personality was no longer felt s Empare
broke up into petty independent stites  From this
date 232 B ¢ to A D 370 when the Gupta line
of kings began Indsa did not exist as a whole
and there 15 little to he set down as authentic

The following lYegend of St Thomis the Chns
tian Apostle and king Gundaphar one of the

indo-Parthian hings 15 however very widespread
Gundaphar or Gondophares 4s the Western wr
ters call him came to the throne of Parthia n

A D 21 He thus forms a landmark 1n the other—
wise somewhnt dark ages



DRAMATIS PERSONAZ.

ST. THOMAS, a Christian Apostle.
HABBAN, a merchant.
AN OLD BRAHMAN.
AN OUTCASTE.
KING GUNDAPHAR.
His MINISTER.
Sick people, children, etc., etc.

SCENE.

A hospital. The patients are lying out on the
verandah, and wn the garden beyond. ST. THOMAS
18 walking about attending to them.

ST. THOMAS. [ Dropping a lotion tnto the OLD
BRAHMAN'S eye.j Thou wilt see clearer, brother,
by and bye! [ Passes to the QUTCASTE who is
propped against a pillar] And thou, my son, [ He
stoops to adjust a bandage on the man's foot.] will be
able to walk where thou choosest, yea! even into the
palace of the King, by and bye. One must have
patience. God’s mill grinds slowly but it grinds
surely. | He passes on to other sick folk.]

4. D. H. L
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tIAEBAN  He 1 a satntly man for sure! Iattle
thought [ when 1 brought him overseas as A fo-
reigner architeet Uy bull His AMlaestyy, Kung Gun-
daphars new gpalire that he was such a fellow.
And wvet it was stranee how he came to mé

OLD Brasvay  Hosy wast brother?

HaREAN See you [ had not drunk any wine
heing vowerd to abstinence but I had a vision—
The Lord out of Heaven sold a min to me fof
twenty preces of silver! Then next dav [ saw the
very man 1n the market place and he sud, f |
would give im twenty pieces of silver he would
come with me as architect to Kine Gundaphar
For I was seeking one  Now, nhether T bought
hnm of he bought me or the Lord ot of Heaven
bought us both 1 hnow not But this [ do know,
he 15 2 saintly man

OUTCASTE., Aye! none in the ety hut owe
him something, though mark you, he doth it all
in the King’s name He feeds the hungry, he
clothes the naked he comforts the sorrowfnl, he
succours the poor~-all, mind you, in the Ring's
name

OLD BRAHMAN  Aye'! the hospital 1s the King's
hospital, the school the King'’s school He must
be 2 nich man to do it all

HABBAN He had nothing when he came ahoard

the ship with me save the twenty pieces of sil-
ver for which he sold himself
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OLD BRAHMAN. He gave that but yesterday as
a festival for his school. See here come the
scholars.

[ CHILDREN troop in; each one, as they pass
ST. THOMAS who stands to receive them,
eries. |

CHILDREN. Blessings on yvou, dear master! Bless-
ings on you!

ST. THOMAS. { Smiling.] Welcome, my pupils!
Seat yourselves!

[ CHILDREN seat themselves in a half circle.]
Now let us begin by singing of the golden palace
not made with hands.

CHILDREN. | Sing.]

There’s a golden palace

Built of loving deeds,

Words that know no malice,
Thoughts that hold no greed!
Each of us can build it
Working at our best,

When with love we've filled it
There will take our rest.

There’s a palace golden
Storm nor strife can harm —

MESSENGER. | Running in.] Peacel Peace! Pre-
pare vourselves! The King comes.

[ CHILDREN rise hurriedly. SICK PEOPLE
crawel and crowd to the front. Cries of
“Heaven bless the King!” “Heaven bless
our kindly King!?” rise on every side.]

[ ST. THOMAS .salutes smiling.}
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[Eit r hIG GUNDAPHAR anl his MIMS-

Ter AT atar fa girprise 1}
GUsDBATHAY A welcome mived and a goodly
sight 1 ats way Bat 1 ¢ame here for blame

not for pruse  Mimister rea ) the indiciment o 1his
geiilemn

AMINSTER LR thes )l Whereas full six months
agn we  be ng siusflie! v u were a foren ar
chitect ppamted you as chied wrchitect 1o our
reilm )l bide vou design wnl erect 1 palace
for us that should have no peer upon this earth
And whereas over since then lurning our absepce
from thas place we have remmMied to you v1st sums
of money fr the e bhul ling of such 2 palace we
do hereby mman) y u 1 show cause why on
our return we hnd not one stone of that palace
placed upon another not one {rundation dug

ST THOVAS [ Qi1 Your Majesty mistabes
The pilice 1s being bult  Its foundations are secure

GINDAPHAR  How so? —Show it me sirrahl

°T Taovas Eye bath not seen n—yet 1t 18
herel | He wares Vix hani o the cirele of the ek
anl the scfolars ) $lark! to what they think of
hang Gundaphar

{Loulerwes of Long live the King!  Bless~

ings on the hang! The Gods protect
the King! }

ST THOMAS | Rending lov | Sirel you bade me

budd you a palace and 1 have built vou one
eternal sn the heavyens!

#*}
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GUNDAPHAR. [ Stands transfized for a moment, then

says slowly.] Thou art right, O Saint!—It is a
palace not made with hands.

[ ST. THOMAS signs to the CHILDREN: they

go on with their song.]

There's a palace golden
Storm nor strife can harm,
Where our love i1s holden
Safe from all alarm.

Day by day we make it,
Not of wood or stone.
None can ever take if,

It is ours alone!



Y - S
THE GOLDEN AGE

The Golden Age of the Guptas 15 the ideal of
most Hindus 1n India Buddhism had passed away,
Bralimanmism wasinits fullest glory  But 1t 1s a curious
fact that the greatest king of the whole dynasty

—a marvellous warrnor, poet and musician~—who
conquered all India 15 quite enknown to the his-
tonnans of that country His lost fame has only
come to hight of late years by the laborions study
of inscriptions and coins  These, however, are
extraordinarily copious, so we can form a wvery

good mind picture of the great Samudragupta, the
Napoleon of India



DRAMATIS PERSONAZ,

SAMUDRAGUPTA, King and Emperor.
HARISHENA, the poet-laureate.
VIKRAMADITYA, the heir-apparent.
THE CEYLON ENVOY.

KALIDASA, a-poet.

DHANVANTARI, a physician.
VARAHAMIHIRA, an astronomer.
VARARUCHI, a grammarnan,

SCENE.

The Audience-chamber. »1It is fuwll of high fune-
tionariecs. The utmost magnificence prevails. Lo the
right and left of the throne stand the " Nav-Ratan”
or nine learned wmen for whom the Court was famous.

SAMUDRAGUPTA. Bid the poet-laureate tell the
tale of my glory and renown.

KALIDASA, [ Aside.] How many false rhymes and
halting lines shall we hear from Harishena, I
wonder ¢

VIKRAMADITYA. [ Reprovingly.] Thou canst not
expect a hero like my father—for all that he is no
mean poet himself —to be so particular as to prosody
as I.
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SAMUDRAGUPTA Yet stay ! Before we go on 1o
recount past deeds of glory there 5 an envoY
from Ceyion to be received Bid him stand forth

| /e CEYLON ENVOY enters luden wrth renm’
¢tc |

CeyLov ENvVOY Ah most renowned ! ConquerP!
of Kings! Uprooter of many Rajahs! Foe of th€
forest tribesl My master great King Meghavarnd
of Ceylon sends these with a request The Bud-
dhist pilgnms to Bodh Gaya find 1t hard to houst
themselves 1 comfort He would ask leave 10
build a monastery close to the shrine where they
could live wn peace It shall be one worthy the
realm of Great Samudragupta —full three stori®s
high three towers shall adorn 1t and the whele
be set in gold and vanous precious stones TG
favour do 1l askh as humble servant almost as fIl
butary o the Fing | Presents fas qtﬁ'ﬁl

SAMUDRAGUPTA [ Giatified | The request s gratt
ed Harnshena! Add this name to those the pane-

gyric holds already [To BNVOY ] Vou will tell

your master Samudragupta and s hew apparent

—where 71rt thon Vikrama? Stand forih a moment
~~s¢nd honourable greetings
of our Court

men —

You wall tell lum
Of the nine gems—stand forth wise

[ KALIDASA and the rest step forward |

wha ghsten 1n my crown of wisdom Poets they

are  philosophers grammanans and such ke —
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physicians and astronomers, for Samudra holds
there are more kingdoms to be won than war can
conquer. Ask of these nine what question you

may choose and they will answer it.
DHANVANTARIL God send, O King! the gentie-~
man does not need the aid of a physician!

VARARUCHI. Or a grammarian to disentangle

the meaning of Your Majesty’s most clear and
gracious message to his master, which we as loyal
subjects do approve.

VARAHAMIHIRA. And sure the stars that guide
his embassy are all too fortunate and clear to need
astronomers to make the dubious plain.

SAMUDRAGUPTA. Well said! Well said! What
says Kalidasa?

KarLipasa. What shall I say save this? Samu-
dra’s sword, friend of his trust, oft tried in times
of peril, bright as the heaven’s clear azure when
the clouds disheartened wvanish, and whose keen
edge bites remorseless when the whet of battle sets
its sharpness, now 1s laid aside. No worlds are
left to conquer and the Sacred Horse has returned
unhaltered from its trespassings.

SAMUDRAGUPTA. Bravo, sir Poet. You must
have a care, O Harishena ! for your laureate-ship. Let

me have more of this Horse sacrifice, I pray thee
Kalidasa.

J——

¥
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KALIDASA | Pecstn g |

Blessed an ! anointed for his master’s fame

Went the rrey staihwon forth whom none could tame,
For months and vewrs he ranged the country side
Pasturing. at will while close biinpd lm nde

A band of heroes ready ts defend

I{s nicht 10 come and po They made swift end
Of tnv nho dared question thewr kKing s nght,

So w due time there damned that day so brnight
When still unhaltered the brave horse returned
Its fery vye with pnde and loyalty burned

And as 1t paced the flower strewn temple way,

1t tossed 113 flow ng mane as f twould say —
Now O Samudragupta’ thou art Xing

And I myscdf as sacnfica [ bring,

To the Groat Gods who gave me this employ

To make kings or unmake ! I d e with joy

[ fle bawx Loud plaudds |

SAMUDRAGUPTA [ Takumg «F s ring und giung
it to Kahdasa ] Most excellent! Write the verses
down and 1 will set them fawr upon the tina
They are wotth the sweetest music So we will
defer the panegyric Harishena made unti]l another
time Thy mcture kalidasa of the brave horse
that gave his Life for me excels the tale of all

the many kings | have uprooted with my Axe of
Death Yet here I am Samudra

Emperor of all
the world



I
THE GIFTINGS OF THE KING.

Good XKing Harsha, as he is often called, was a
very remarkable man, if only because he was the
last Hindu King of India who is of any account.
After his death A.D. 647 the annals become con-
fused. The country was broken up into petty states,
each quarrelling with the other, until A. D. 1001
when the Muhammadan conquerors appeared. Har-.
sha, who was a son of the Rajah of Thanesvar,
fought for five and thirty vyears before he con-
sidered he had been sufficiently victorious. After
that he set himself to imitate Asoka, in preaching
peace and succeeded outwardly. Buddhism was de-
éaying. Luxury was at its height, religion was
almost lost sight of in ritual, and ceremonies over-
laid all social life.

The following sketch of the Giftings of the King
should show this.



DRAMATIS PERSONA

HAarsHA the Rang

Ram ASHRI his widowed sister
LUMARA Raja of kamarupi
HuleN TsanGg 1 Chinese pilgnm
THE LORD HIGH TREASURER
THE CHIEF BrRAHMAM

THE CHIEF PRIEST

THE BUDDHIST PRIEST

THE JAIN PRIEST
BanA Court panegynst

“usicians Dancers Attendants

SCENE

The <ands gt the confluence of the Ganges and the
Jumna neur Aflahabad They are set out as for the

Maqgh Vela whieh s still celebrated 1n the same place

The assembly has been qoing on for days  In one por

tion an wmage of Buddha 19 set up i another one
of Sita ond so on  Buddhist monks and Brahmans

Josile one another wn friendiy fashion All 13 good-
humoured jolluy and popular freedom

HARSHA. | Wko 15 holding a canopy oter the head
of a golden Buddha that 1 being carrted in pro-
cegwton and who 13 dressed as the Sun-god heat
ing a sigh as his ta<h ends ] Sol that thank the
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powers that be, is over. Truly piety of that sort
needs thews and sinews for its penances; but it
pleases the multitude.

KUMARA. [ Attired as the god Siva with a fly
whish with which he diligently fans HARSHA's face. ]
True, O King! Your subjects are well off. You
give them their choice in deities.

BANA. And they take —none!’Tis better fun than,
reading Your Majesty’s last play to watch the fashion-
able families of the court, making certain of divine
support by offering pennyworths of sweets to every
supreme Being in turn ! Look vonder at General Skan-
dagupta. He wants Your Majesty to give him a com-

mand and see how he prostrates himself before every
god in the show! He should have a care of his
nose! 'lis as long as Your Majesty’s pedigree.

HARSHA. [ Laughing.] Wilt leave no one alone,
Bana, with thy tongue?

BANA. | Bowing.] None—save Your Majesty: and
there human tongues are unequal to the task.

HARSHA. Peace! Peace! Thy quips become weari-
some. See Huien Tsang! Yonder arrives my sister,
so the last act of this drama may begin. Hast
found it interesting?

HUIEN TsaANG. All things in this wonderful
India of yours are worthy of a place in the record
I keep of my visits, and this Gifting of Kings most
of all. Yet do I fail so far to see the reason of it.

HARSHA. Simple enough! The whole revenues

Af tRhic Attt ettt et coammpttrhnat vtoh ATMMEO ———
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LORD HiGH TREASURCR A very nich one, Mighti-
ness come straight to the hings hand He distne
butes them fairly ¢r unfairly depends upon the
king

BasA  This king - both' Fair to hus subjects,
most unfair to himself?

HAarsHA [ frrihfied ]| Peace! Peace! So see you
cir Traveller he 1s as it were the State pump
that pives water to the admimistration Now 1o
the process some small or large portion must Té-
main —or —or stick to the pots or hands! Hal! Hal
You take me? So to avoid over richness 1t has
been enacted since ancient diys that once every
five years an Indian king must strip himself to
the skin before his people as I am going to do
to-day As you have seen [ have already given

away all else on the previous days, but this 1§
the crowning one So now to business

[ Goes out to welcome his sister ]

HUIEN TSANG [ To KinfARA | Most wonderfull
Does the hing indeed gmft aly?

KUMARA. [ With o« wink | That question had

best be ashed the Lord Treasurer! The Crown jewels
are cunously ahke

[ Enter RATYASHRI ]
RAJYASHRY Welcome gentleman! Your servant

and the servant of the Sun, whom I worship every
day, offering to him a bunch of red lotuses set

1D a pure vessel of ruby, tuy heart tinged with
the same hue [ Sighs ]
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BANA. Beautiful, most beautiful!

RAJYASHRI. Peace be on you, Huien Tsang! After
this ceremony is over we adjourn to see my brother
the King's last operetta, " The Neckiace.” It is
full of songs and dances and most entertaining. You
will be interested.

HUIEN TSANG. All things, Madam, in this won-
derful India of yours—

[ ATTENDANTS entering. ]

ATTENDANTS. Peace! Peace! Here comes King
Harsha to his gifting,

[ Enter HARSHA 1n robes of sfute. He salutes
his sister theatrically, raising her as she falls
at his feet.}

HARSHA. At times like these all human beings
are equal. [ Addresses the multitude.] Ah, my peo-
ple! I vour king renounce all riches —poor as the
poorest must I be before fit worship can be paid
to all the Buddhas of all time. { He tears off lhis
tiara.] Lo! this, my crown, I give to the Chief Brah-
man for the use of his most holy temple—

CHIEF BRAHMAN. Great Siva receives it and
will surely bless the giver.

HARSHA. And these [ Takes off his meckiace and
ropes of pearls.] I give to the great Blessed One
whose follower 1 am.

BUDDHIST PRIEST. And he who lived a life of
poverty will take it for religious use.

HARSHA. And these [ Removing earrings, bracelets,
efc.] poor trifles do I gift to those who hold the
sacredness of life as first of all —the Jains!
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TalN PriesT [ do recene them thankfully

HARSHA Now there remain but these, | He fonch-
ee fus of thes 1 but how can [ without ndecency,
appear betore you 1l siny clothes?

RAIYASHRT | Vodestly | Brother! I have here 2
mendicant« robe well worn—the man was holy

BAaNa |4+ | So 1s hus garment !

RAJIVASHRI If this suffice ?

Barsa | Efusaely 1 My more than sister ! Baer
sinice [ Yay upon my mother’s Lreast and thon dear
one dhdst jown thy voiee 10 hie rs i sweetest lolinby —
[Asde | Winite thit down Ban 'twill do fur my next
verse—ever since then my counsellor and best pro-
tector! Nothing more suitable could sure be found
Lot 1l am mendicant on all the world for alms

| They romore s royd robes and atbire Inm
in the mendic int 1 dress musicrns play the
populace applaud, efe, cfe )

[ Pompansly | Now 15 the sacnifice accomplished
and I stind 2 man amongst my people

[ Loud plaudits )
S0 now to worship at the shrine and then, Huien
Tsang to supper that will interest you

HUIEN TsanNG | Followwg | AW thangs, site 10
this wonderful India of yours-—

BANA At}d this most of all «f thy stomach be
a5 empiy 45 mine!
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THE IDOL-BREAKER.

Sultan Mahmud of Ghazni in the year A.D. 1001
began the campaigns of the Crescent which were
to last for two centuries. He raided India no less
than twelve times. He was a great general and a
successful warrior, but the love of gold had grip-
ped at his heart. When he was dying he sent
for all the gold and caskets of precious jewels in
his treasury and wept because he could not take
them with him.

It was of him that the poet Saadi wrote:—

The King of Khurasan saw in a dream
Mahmud the son of Sabaktagin

Dead for this hundred years or more;
His head, his heart, his arms, his thighs
Dissolved to dust, only his eyes

Moved in their sockets and saw

His gold, his empire, everything

He loved, in the hands of another King.

A terrible punishment, truly even for such a man!

. D, H, 1.



DRAVATIS PERSONE

SLLT AN MapviD  of Ghazm

His GEMERAL

A CAPTAIN OF THE GUARD
AMASUD KHAN the Sultan’s son
MABOMED WHAN, the Sultan’s son
A MOHUNT

THE CHIEF BRAMAN

A BRAHMAN

AN ACOINTE

Soldiers etc  ete

SCENE

The Temple at Somnath It stands on the dge of
the <ea the tides of uhweh «as Htf_’y rise aftid fﬂ”
are supposed to be adoring the great lingam in the
Sanctuary wihin  This 13 arched and has fifty-six

pilars curonsly carced and qult and richly orng-

mented with precious stones 1t hus no lLight, except

that which streams from the doorvway and the feeble
ficker of a lamp hung by u golden chain that
werghs fifteen hundred pounds and which also sup-
porfs a huqe golden bell The lingam 13 realiy a
blach upright <tone pillar such asz 18 seen n many
temples now a~days but o 13 cased in qold and
rises ten feel above the floor The temple 13 emply
but there 13 noise of confused fighting without
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ACOLYTE. [ Running across.] We are lost, we are
lost, the enemy is at hand!
CHIEF BRAHMAN [ Entering calmly.] Peace, boy!
{ He takes hold of the golden chain and clangs the
bell. It echoes out, drowning the noise of battle.] Great
Shiva! Giver of Life and Death, hear —oh, hear!
Protect Thy temple and protect Thyself! [ He pass-
es to the door and looks out. Exultantly.] See! He
hears, the battle slackens. Ah! thanks to Thee,
Great Shiva! Yonder are the pennants of Anhalwara.
The reinforcements have arrived! The impious Mus-
sulmans waver. Ah, great Shiva! To Thy shrine
I vow a thousand golden ingots. [ He stands waich-
ing.]
| Suddenly a loud raucous wvoice is heard.]
VOICE. Allah-hu-akbar. Allah-i-hu! Smite down
Thy foes. Destroy the idolaters! Lo! Prostrate be-
fore Thee I call for victory. Din! Din! Futteh
Mahomed ! Futteh Mahomed!
[ The noise of fighting grows louder. ]
MOHUNT,. | Entering hastily.] All is lost, the
outcast dogs win. Let us save what we can. [ He
advances to the golden lingam, then holds back for
the foe darts through the door. They stand amazed. ]
CAPTAIN OF THE GUARD. By God and His Pro-
phet, saw I never the like. Look at yon chain—'
solid gold P'll warrant me! [ He spits.] Curses on

the idolaters!
| His men prod the chain with their pikes.]

*l
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SOLDIERS Ay ! sohd gold! [ They spit ] Courses
on the 1dolaters! And this— [ They prod the lingam |

think. you 1t s solid gold!
CAPTAIN OF THE GUARD  Hands off§ The Sui-
tan comes' Hinds off I say’
| Enter MARMUD und staff The temple ﬁ”-‘?
up on one wie HWassulmnns on the other

Broahmans |
\AHMUD [ Solemnly smitting | Stand aside, 1do-
latrous dogs! and let me see the rdol So thal
18 your ¢god 1s 1it? By the Prophet what fools men
be! And all this wealth [ He looks round ) wasted,
—on what? Bih' There i1s no world that we can
touch save this and here gold 15 alll
BRAHMAN | Husfify 1 It 18 not real gold, 'tis
Dt stong paly over
MAHMUD [ Scoeling 1 Gold or gilt 1t shall be
destroyed Bid the mace men hither They sbhall
smite at 1t and one piece shall go to Holy Mecea
and one will [ tread upon as threshold to my palace
at Ghazmi So much for thy god
| He spurns with lus feet the pile of jasmine
and marigold chaplets that lie at the jfool
of the hingam }
CHIEF BRAHMAN | Prostrating humeelf] Hold!
1 beseech thee might‘j’ Cﬂﬂquernrl LD! thou hast

overcome Us 1 and my god lie 1n the dust hefore
thee ‘What 15 gained by further sacrifice ! Surely
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naught. But if thy hand will spare this stone at
which thou mockest, we, its priests, will pay two
maunds of solid gold.

MAHMUD. Of solid gold! Stupendous —but I will
not —

BRAHMAN, Say not so! Bethink thee, conqueror !
This stone to us is even so as thy God is to
thee, as holy, sacred! Leave it, O great King!
to us and to our worship!

CAPTAIN OF THE GUARD. | With subdued deference. |
‘The man speaks well. God is above us all, the
one, the same—we see Him different., That is all.

BRAHMAN. Oh, thanks, my friend. Thou voicest
my thought, Our God, as yours, bids you have
mercy.

MABMUD., No! No! Idolatrous fool! Here, mace-

bearerst

CHIEF BRAHMAN. | Adside.] Peace, Govind —he
cares not for that God —his god is goid! [ 4loud.]
Sir! If thou grant this mercy all the gold—nay
fifteen maunds—shall be delivered here.

MAHOMED KHAN. Father! Bethink thee! Fifteen
maunds means much-—’tis more than a king’s
ransom, and thrice over more than that poor stone.

MASUD KHAN. My brother speaks the truth.
Had I the choice, I'd choose the gold and leave
" the fools to their own folly.

MAHOMED KHAN. Yea! so would I—{for see
you, virtue might be gained by breaking the wvile
idol, but far more by giving of the gold to those
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who need 1t To my mund us one poor idol
out of milhons 1n this lind aganst the succour
ol the Faithiul poor

\[AHMUD [ Frewmas § What you say s true, the
eold 1= great [ Hewtates | and yet were I to make
this bargain with the priests my name would stand
Mahmud the idol seller! Better far—| He raises
firs hand whieeh Toldy @ mace ]

MOHUNT | Hadly ] Beware'! O man of blood,
beware! He who punves hife can take 1t!

NAHAMUD [ Froreefy ] What? Thou defiest me ¢ Themn
away with thoughts of traffict 1 shall be called

Mahmud the 1dol breaker ! [ He smites the lin-
gam tnce twwee thrice |

[ The outer shell of qold breaks and a hoard
of perfectly priceless jewels rolls ont and
heaps itself at hig feet |

{ Cries of Bismillah  from the Vussulmans)
| The Hindus stand sfupefied |

[ Sanctunoniously | The most Merciful hath protected
His own These must be worth at least one hun-
dred maunds of gold  Praise to the All nowerfull
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THE RESISTANCE OF THE RAJPUTS.

More than a hundred vears after the Idol-breaker
had clutched at India, Mahomed Ghori followed
his example and came down like a whirlwind
from the Western Mountains, But the first time
he came he found the Rajput princes united and pre-
pared, and met with smashing defeat., He re-
turned, however, to the charge after two years
and was successful, defeating Prithvi-Raj and the
flower of Rajput chivalry. The story of Prithvi-
Raj and the fair Princess Sunjogata is a wonder-
ful ‘romance, and the words with which she sent
her husband out to his last fight with the Maho-
medan conqueror should be learnt by heart by
every Indian boy and girl. They would make them
understand the part they are severally to play in
the Great Drama of Life. For this purpose they
have been jntroduced into this playlet.



DRAMATIS PERSONE

PRITHVI RA]

CHAWAND RAO Prnithwis brother

THE RAJAH OF KANAUJ Prithwis brother
THE RAJAH OF ULWAR Pnthvis Cousill
THE RAJAH OF BianA Prthwis ally

CHAND 2z Bard
Rajput Nobles a MNessenger Soldiers

in 2w

SCEMNELE

A tet oulstie the mnh and white fortress al
Bhat nda It 13 rteming

[ PRITHVI RAJ sealed CHAWAND RAO stand
tnq §

CHAWAND RAO Thon art dalt brother! YWhere
fore s0? Is not our army nmigh ten times strongel
than 1t was when we drove the infamous outcaste
from Hindostan list time Have we not a bach
ing of a hundred and fifty brave Rajput Rajahs
and over 300000 horsemen to say nothing of 3000
elephants and a large body of infantry? Where
15 the cause for fear?

PRITHVE [ Sntling ] Fear? Tis well 1t 1s my
brother Chawand who nses that word to one who
knows 1t not Nay brother! Prithvi i1s no Cow
ard  Bat see you? What time you a mere lad
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.Jost your front teeth in that encounter with Shahab-
ud-din himself, we Rajputs were as one. They
followed my lead and asked no other., Now itis
otherwise, FEach day an army council sits, and
1 scarce seem to know what goes on at the four
corners of this vast camp.

MESSENGER. The Rajah of Kanauj craves audi-
ence !

PriTHVI. With all honour!

[ Enter KANAUYJ. |

Welcome ! brother-in-law — what news/?

KANAUJ. Only the old tale about Biana's kettle-
drums that must go first. These old traditions and
old accoutrements hamper us much.

PRITHVI. They do. Yet with them come the
old honour, the old devotion, the old chivalry,
the old truth. The Rajputs could not wish it
otherwise.

MESSENGER. The Rajah of Ulwar craves audi-
ence.

PRITHVI. With all honour!

. | Enter ULWAR. }

All hail, cousin. How goes it?

UrLwaR. Well! Only Biana’s kettledrums stand
in the way.

CHAWAND RAO. | Laughing.] Let them stand!
Were I my brother I should get rid of them.

* MESSENGER. The Rajah of Biana craves audi-
ence.
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PrRITHV: With all honour?
CHAWAND R0 Mo hrother! You will have

to ~ettle the hettles
PRITHAS Pewe! i~ n liughmg matier
[ Enter BIANA ]

Priny I have « ne to ask why —

PRITHVI By your lcnwe frniend there 15 maticr
more important  Two hours ago w¢e held an army
councll You were not there so you may like 12
know that by covenant seewng that our forces SO far
outnumber the enemy 1 despatched a letter 10 their
leader calbing on him to surrender It seemned the
only honourible course The letter ran thus

To the bravery of the Rajputs you 11e no strange’
To our vast syperiority 1in numbers your eyes bear
witness If you yourself are weary of lfe, havt
“Puy on your troops who may sull desire 10 Ive

Repenphiherefore of the rash enterprise you have
undertakeke and we shall permut you to retreat i
safety

ULWAR BiNRNA AND ALL  Well done! We could
do no less Vell done!
ULWAR  And

PRITHVI 1 exNect it every moment

camp of the eEnemy
PRITHVI Bid hyy, § nter
L Enter ENvoy Juith nobles and soldiers He
presents letteyy PRITHVI tahes it ]
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CHAWAND RAO. What does he say, brother?

PRITHVI. [ Reading.l From Mahomed Shahab-ud-
din, Generalissimo of the Mussulman forces. Being
but the General in command I dare not retreat with-
out orders, therefore I crave a truce till such time
as I can receive instructions from my brother the
King in Ghazni.

BIANA., A fortnight's truce at least~—it will take
more than that to get reply.

ULWAR. We shall lose in number by it. The
men are keen on fighting. If disappointed they will
go.

PRITHVI. And little loss. Such fellows are bad
fishters. We had better accept. What say you,
gentlemen ?

RAJPUT NOBLES AND ALL. Ayel a fortnights
truce, ‘

PRITHVI. [ Standing up.] So be it. Send word that
we accept the terms, Chawand,

CHAWAND RAOQ. It shall be done forthwith, and
then for the best night's rest 've had for days.
No fear of night alarms.

ULwAR. | Going.] My men will be glad of one
at any rate. How they will stand fourteen is an-
other matter.

[ They all go.]

PRITHVI. [ Calls.] Chand! [ The BARD appears. }

CHAND! I am weary, and yet sleep seems far from
me. Sing me of old kings, old times. It may soothe
me, [ He flings himself on a couch.}
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{ CHAND !/ es a mipa and strihes « few chards,
then beiyns to of ant )
Hark hist!
To the hist

Of the Rings who have died

In their pride
To the wide— wide world

Chand Singh he drcamt he was King
But he died 1in s pnide

Jat Sangh he dreamt he was hing
Tl ke died 1in s prnde
To the wide —wide world

| The muste becomes fouder ]

But the dreaming of Kings has no end
It lives and 1t never dies

The spint of Kings lives for ewver

*Tis the spinit of slaves that diesl]

| PRITHVI sleeps CHAND bends orer him )

CHAND Sleep on master! Thy memory will,
never el

[ He stenls away §
PRITHVI [JIn his sfeep | Wife dearest one, mY
counsellor my friend! What didst thou say? Say

it againl Shall I go forth to fight? Yea! Yea!

Bind on my sword dearest! What didst thou say?
AVOICE | From behind }

What fool asks woman for advice? The world
Holds her wit shillow Even when the truth
Comes from her lips men stop their ears and sm:le
And yet without the woman where 15 man?
We hold the power of Form —for us the Fire
Of Shiy s creative force flames up and burns
Lol we are thieyes of Life and sanctuaries

Of Souls  Beloved! we share your lives

Your falores your guccesses gnefs and jovs
e ¥
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Hunger and thirst, if yours, are ours, and Death
Parts us not from you; for we follow fast

To serve you in the mansions of the blest.

Sun of the Chauhans! Who hath drunk so deep
Of glory and of pleasure as my lord?

And yet the destiny of all is death:

Yea!l even of the Gods — and to die well

Is life immortal.-——Therefore draw your sword,
Smite down the foes of Hind; think not of self —
The garment of this life 1s frayed and worn.
Think not of me— we twain shall be as one
Hereafter and for ever.— Go, my King!

PRITHVI. [Sleeping.] Yea—I go—| A pause—
mutters ]| and yet the destiny of all is—death —
| A pause] 1 go—wife!l—1I1 go.

[ A long silence.]

| Suddenly a bugle call, drums beat — confused
notse. |

| PRITHVI starts up, his hand on his sword.]

CHAWAND RAOQ. | Rushing in.] They are attack-
ing all along the front-—Quick!

PRITHVI. But the truce?

CHAWAND RAO. What care the circumcised dogs
for honour? Not that it matters —| Laughs gaily. ]
I go to avenge my teeth!—

[ Rushes out. ]

PRITHVI. [Stands.] The cowards! The liars! [ Draws
his sword.] Sunjogata! Wife!I go to avenge Truth —

{ Rushes out.}
[ Confused drums, bugles, sounds of fighting.}l
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THE BUILDERS

The “Mahomedan conqueror Mahomed Ghor, left
his favourite siave as hang Governor of Delln  His
real mame was Libuk but he called himself Kutbe
ud din and 1t was he who ordered the building of
that marvellons monument the Kuth “Minar, which
stands fourteen wmles from Dell It 1s counted
as one of the wonders of the world but the chef
wonder about it 15 too seldom realised, namely

that 1t should have been built as 1t was by Hindu

architects out of the rmns and {ragments of

Hindu temples The following playlet shows what
must have been in thetr minds while so cccupied



DRAMATIS PERSONA.

EIBUK, king and slave.

GHIASS, his minister.

THE HINDU ARCHITECT.

1ST STONEMASON.

2ND STONEMASON.

JRD STONEMASON.

AN OLD ENLAYER.

AN APPRENTICE.
Workmen.

b4

SCENE.

4 narrow yard. At one side slowly rising in all

\£)

its massive Geauty the plinth of the Kutd, cranes for
lifting stones. Stonemasons at work, elc.

1ST STONEMASON. [ Singing as he chips away. ]

Good stone and good steel
Aid me in my task;
Fair and square, for woe or weal,
Shaping as I ask;
House and temple both will bring
Flash of fire as hammers ring;
Fire from the great Unknown,
Good steel and good stone.

AND STONEMASON. 'Tis a good old song doubt-
less—but ’tis not house or temple now-a-days—
’tis mosque or temple —curse them!
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1rD STONEMASON Yet do they pay us fair 0
work fair so work we must

D STONEMASON  God knows!] Sometimes when
I shape one ot the temple stopes to fit yon minafék
of a mosque—so they call it—1I feel inchned 10

hammer up and haie at it once and for all *11s
sacrilege

OLD ENLAYER [ Gently] 1 know mnot, friend
See, here 1 sit with my blach and white marble,
as I sate with the red sandstone of old —but U5
the same work ’'Tis 1n praise of someone hefterl
than I and the architect knows his worh S¢€e
here he comes and with him he whom they call

King now a-diys Hait Hail there be many kiDE3
an, thug earth

IST STONEMASON  Peacet
there wall be trouble

| Enter EFUTB-UD-DIN, GHIASS
ANAND the archifect ]
Then thou art sure 1t will be beautiful —

that the proportions are correct
ARCHITECT | am sure

(Cease chalte;:ng or

and ORI

KUTER

I can see 1t nging,
a lance shaft into the clear blue of Heaven. 29

l dreamed 1t, so 1t will be for ever, and ever and
ever-—beautiful exceedingly

RUTB | Gratified 1 And I shall be remembered —
[ who built it!

ARCHITECT. {Smuing ]

Memory i1s not shorl
for Kings, Your Majesty

wh
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GHIASS. [ Angrily.] What meanest thou, slave?

ARCHITECT. I am no slave of thine, Sir Minister!
Thy master set me this task and I have done
it well. The world will forget me, but they will
wonder who dreamt the dream of beauty.

KUTB. Leave him alone, Ghiass! He means
well —and it looks well what he has done. Truly
yon lettering is fine.

ARCHITECT. It will be finer when ’tis finished.
It needs now but one stone in its place and the
storey i1s finished.

"KuTB. Ha! Could it not be placed now?

ARCHITECT. I will see. [ Crosses to the OLD
ENLAYER.] Hast finished thy task, O artificier?

OLD ENLAYER. [ Beaming.] Master! ’Tis done,
line for line, curve for curve to the design. Yea!
though I know naught of what I do, it is true to
what [ sec—is it not, O master of arts?

ARCHITECT. It could not be better.

OLD ENLAYER. Giver of Life! All praise for
gifting me with deft hands! Now am I satisfied!

ARCHITECT. Here, you there! Overseer, set
men to work and heave this stone to i1ts place.

| The WORKMEN heave and lift, set the crane,

etc. As they do it they sing.]

Each to its place,
Hil-lil-lo !

So it shall face,
Hil-lil-lo !

6- Dl‘ Hi lt
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Close 1o its neychbour,
Pivrsy there ! our libour
Must net be slow,
VO Had Wi !
(Bh r stones are Teads
YW atbing us ) "}’-':'-!de
it 5o fast bejow

i 4 lo?

| The stone fullx to its place amid plandity ]
RUTB Aye that perfects it If afl goes as well
15 that 51 Arthident men will not forget me
[ Gors. ]
ARCHITFCT [Sftly ] And the world will ngl’
forget bheauty
{ GIIASS v gorng when the QLD EANLAYER
wtops b |
OLD ENLAYER Sir, 1T am old and 1 am not
learned in your tongue Yet have | written 1t yon-
der i fair lettering and good stone | pray you
tell me what 1t means

GHIASS [ Carelessly ] There 1s but one God
and —

KUTB | Without 1| Ghiass, I say Ghiass —
GHIASS I come, my lord

&

[ Exit hurriedly )
OLD ENLAYER [ Erultanlly sctting to vork on €
fresh slab | Said I not so, brothers? There 1s but

one Gnd, and we praise him when we work faw
and truly! -
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[ Sits and sings in an old cracled rvoice

as he works.}

One are they alt!
Ears that hear aright,
Eves that see the light,
Hands of power and might,
One are they all —
Light, and might and right!
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THE STRATEGY OF PADMANL

The great sack of Chitore 1n 1303 15 one of the
most stnking episodes of Indian History 1t shows
us the martial Rajput race driven to bay by supenor
forces sacnificing wtself the flower of 1is chivalry,
tts very women sooner than accepting efeat And
one of the finest incidents 1n the long strugele
which ended in the <upreme sacnfice of the Johar
1s the trick played by Queen Padmam by which
she rescued her hushand from the clutches of Allah-

ud din the Mahomedan Commander in Chief, aftes-
wards hang



DRAMATIS PERSONA.

RAJAH BHIMSI, Padmani’s husband, Regent of
Chitore.

ALLAR-UD-DIN, the Mahomedan Commander-in-
Chief.

A MAHOMEDAN OFFICER.
Rajput Nobles and Soldiers.

SCENE.

A tent outside the fortress of Chitore. A guard
stands at the door. It is wnight.

{ BHIMSI and ALLAH-UD-DIN. ]
BHIMSI. Yea! I am in your power. That I
admit. But why?! Have I not faithfully fulfilled
the contract made between us? Aye to the letter!
Am I not a Rajput? Is not honour dearer to me
than life? I bartered safety to my ward the young
King, safety to his people, for what to me was
oufrage horrible. You, having heard of my wife's
peerless beauty, asked for a sight of her, and I
refused. I had no choice! Death was preferable
to dishonour.
ALLAH-UD-DIN. [ Nonchalantly.] Surely I have
heard this before.

Ehe
L "‘f-tq.
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BHIMST [ Veh mentiy ] And you shall hear 1t
aglin! Then you asked to see but the reflection
of her dear face 1n a mirror 1 bud her decide
and she said Yea' God s light will come between
me and lustful eyes that 1s sufficient screen for
virtye S0 1t was done You looked your fill
And then dead to all honour you bade your minions
overpower me and carry me off g hostage

ALLAH UD-DIN [ Wik tlaugh | A very efficient
ong too! Your wife—fawr Lady Padmani— her
beauty was not exaggerated —she 1s peerless— has
consented to rescue you the Regent of Chitore—
the man without whom defence 1s impossible — by
placing herself 1n my hands
good for me and good for Chitere and you-—
Well!  the lady has made her fair choice and
there 13 no more to he sayd

BHIMSI Were my hands not tied ! would have

a2l you most infamous! saye that 1 would scarce

soil my Rajput hands with the blood of such
chrrion

The exchange 18

ALLAH UD-DIN Easy! sir easy! Or I may not

keep my word n tetting you go when the lady

Comes and I would fain do that since she comes
1o me of her own free will

BHIMST I refuse to helieve 1t }

ALLAH UD-DIN [&/ rugginy heg shoulders) I await

her even now She and her maidens — fifty llttEIS\

fuli —afl with due privacy —Ah! I will treat her
well —you need not fear
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 BHIMSI. [ Groaning.] Ah! for my sword!

ALLAH-UD-DIN. You will have it ere long. The
litters take you back.

[ Enter QFFICER. ]

OFFICER. Sire, the torch-bearers show on the
outskirts of the camp.

ALLAH-UD-DIN. Good. See that the passage is
clear of all men, and the troops have been sent
{0 quarters.

OFFICER. Avye, sir, all is private.

| Erit. ]

ALLAH-UD-DIN. Come, my friend, it will soon
be over, Hark to the jingle of the litters — they
are in the court—{ Starts up.l Hist! What is that?

[ Confused shouting, then silence.}

OFFICER. [ Running in.} My lord! My lord! The
litters have belched forth armed men —they have
overpowered the guards and gagged them. They
are here—save yourself while there is vet time.

ALLAH-UD-DIN, [I—1~—

| SOLDIERS appear at the door, there is a
short struggle with the GUARDS, then silence. ]
| Trying to escape at back of tent.] Curses
on the woman-—she has outwitted me.

BHIMSI. Padmani! My peerless wifel

THE RAJPUTS. [ Surronnd him.}] Quick, my lord!
To the litters—to the litters! *All is arranged —
we will fight our way back if need be-—Quick!
Quick!

[ Exeunt, leaving the GUARDS gagged. ]
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THE INVASION OF TIMUR

It was about the vear A D 1200 that Eibuk the
Slave founded the first \{ahomedan dynasty in Dell
For close on two hundred years ane dynasty fol-
laned the other Dis=ension became nife governor
ouatrelled with governor provinces were split up
and the time was ripe for rehellion or invasion
The litter came Timur the lame firebrand of
the world a descendant of Chengis Khan the
Tartnr who 1 hundred and fifty years before had
swept like 1 scorching flame over north west ASIa
saw his opportunmity and took 1t He writes 1in his
memoirs  Learnt that the people of Indin were al
vanance one with the other Their conquest appeir-
ed o me e1sy Resolved to undertake tt ind mtke
myself master of the Indian Empire Ihd so’

This laconic summary 15 absolutely true He de-

vistated India took from 1t untold plunder and
tetarned Yeavinz it desolale



DRAMATIS PERSONE.

TIMUR.

CAPTAIN OF A TROOP.

18T VILLAGER.

2ND VILLAGER.

JRD VILLAGER.

AN OLD GRANDMOTHER.

JAIMUL, a herd boy.
Troopers, ete.

i+

SCENE.

A wvillage hut a few wmiles outside Dellii, It s
empty save for an old grandmother stirring the embers
of a fire with « stick. A pile of chupatties is keep-
g warm by the fire, the pot of dhal sz'mmfrs gently,
a ghurre of fresh water stunds on the floor. 1t is-
evidently nigh dinner time.

GRANDMOTHER. { dumbling and chanting. }

When 1 was a lassie I mind me,
"Mother would say, were 1 over-bold,
“The Toork, the Toork he will find you
If ye don't do as you're told.

If you don't do as vou're told,

The Toork, the Toork he will find you!”

Aye! Aye! That was a long time ago, but it
serves to frighten the bairns still. Mercy on us—

what is that?
[ Running footsteps outside, two men burst in. ]
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[ The door opens and in walks a lame man,
clad as they are, in trooper's dress. There
1s yreat consternation and they all fall to
atfention.

TIMUR., [ With a sharp qlance round.] What!
guzzling when your orders were to pillage as far
as Amarkot. This will be remembered against you,
Sir Captain,—I forget your name-—

CAPTAIN, IFateh-din, Sire.

TIMUR. There will be little victory for the Faith
with such as you. Consider yourself degraded.
March and obey your orders.

{ Exeunt all.]

[ TIMUR looks in the pot and in the ghurra.l

And not one crumb or drop left, curses on them!
But I would have done the same myself had I been
they, and thought nothing of my master being starved.
[ He seats himself and stirs the embers as the old
grandmother had stirred them.] Well!l my task is nigh
done. The Toork has come with a vengeance
to Hindustan once more. These miserable pagans
will not forget it for a hundred years, not they!

[ The door opens and in comes JAIMUL, a lad
about ten, bearing in his hand a lotalt full
of milk. ]

JAIMUL. Here is the milk, grandam. [ Starts
and makes to run away.]

TIMUR. Didst say milk, jackanapes? DBring it
here !

JAIMUL. [ Hesitating.] It 1s not mine to give.
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THE PLEDGE.

The founder of this dynasty was Baber, whose
real name was Zahir-ud~din Mahomed. His grand-
father gave him the nickname which means “Tiger-
cub,” because, being a rough and ready old Toork,
he objected to his grandson’s high sounding names.
Baber is one of the most lovable characters
to be found in any history. He ascended the
throne at eleven years of age, and until his death
led the most adventurous life it is possible to
ymagine. He was the first Western to make India
his home, Other conquerors frightened at the ex-
treme heat left it more or less to the hands of
viceroys and agents. Baber governed it himself.
He was a tall handsome man, no mean poet, an
excellent musician, and his Autobiography is one
of the most interesting books ever written. It tells
the truth, no more, no less.

The following incident took place just before
Baber's last great battle with the Rajput General
Rana Sanga, which left him master of Hindustan.



DRAMATIS PERSONAL

BABFR the hinsk

HUMAYON the Rhing s ann

TARDI BFG 1 soldier dervish

ASAS the heaviest drinker 1in cmp

MAHDI KRWAJA Babers son-in-law
MAHNOMFD SHARIF 10 astroloper

Sentries soaldiers

SCENT

A enmy wear Fatehpur Sihry In front the King's
temt It 1¢ closed  Tuo sentrus quard i It 1 don

Ist SENTRY [ Youning ] Hat It grows chill in
the dawn 'Twill be good when the watch 18
aver

dnd SENTRY  ’Twill not be lonr now. There
goes a nahareh  The parade 1s for five of the day

Ist SENTRY Aye! What for? I wonderl—to
roast us for listentng to the astrologer, mayhap

nd SENTRY Tor our pood anyvhow Never was
such a man as Baber for heartening up courage
Mind you when we were all for goung back Kabul-
wards and he up and spoke to us? [ see hum
now, his eyes all ablaze, *f Let none who calls
himself my friend ever talk of turning tail, but
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if any lack the courage to stay, let him go! I
want him not!” And see you! Not one of us
stirred; we were all his friends!
" [ The tent *opens. BABER and TARDI BEG
come out .}

BABER. [Saluting.] You have leave! Baber de-
fends himself when he is awake!

TARDI BEG. God send it may be so ever! yvet
this astrologer says-—

BABER. | Kindly but quickly.] Nay! Nay! Not
from you, best of friends. Leave that to the igno-
rant. Truly God’s stars war against no man who
does his duty. [ He pauses.] And therein lies the
gist of the matter! See you, Tardi Beg —friend of
how many years as dervish or soldier— when the
astrologer began frightening my soldiers with tales
of the opposition of Mars I was full angered and
calied him a villainous soothsayer-—as he is., Then
thought came; and thought brought wisdom. I ask-
ed of myself, Am I doing my duty?—and lo! the
answer was, Lhou art not! Art thou not often
half drunk~—nay — whole drunk — what gain is there
1n untruth — with wine? Dost thou not eat drug-
ged comfits? Are these the actions of a pious
Mussulman? And granted thou hast excuse—and
God knows I have some-—didst thou not promise
thyself to give up the habit when thou wast forty

years of age and art thou not five and forty,
O Zahir-ud-din Mahomed Baber? And so, in a
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cecond friend  hke 1 flash of God's lLightning—I
saw [ saw that [ hal been cheating myself — that
I had been cheating my ol So now there must
be truth between us uttermost truth  This day that
comes sc fast | «tpeted o hie hand out ]—see how
yon drift of spent rose leaf «louds les between the
lightening eirth ani the lightening shy —see how
thesr curled petals catch the underglow of the uns

fisen sun—i1s 1t not wonderful?--This day ma¥

bring defeat or it may bring victory But it shall
hring truth and (ourage

{ Enter HunAY ON They salute was deir
frien iz )

HUMAYON  The troops are massinge for the parade,
father  What news 1 the nipght? [s there chance
of attack?

BABER The outposts are quet Rana Sanga 15
cautious We have 1o do with a wily old fox, m¥

son Lo' Humayon the very sight of thee mahes
my heart open ke - rosetyyd

| Enter \TAHDI KWAJA, FHe salufes |
MAHDI KWAJA  Good morrow most Beloved!

There 15 word from thy daughter my wife She
prays for victory and Prosperity

BABER  Little Ma rsuma | Well, she shall have 1t

i these hands caq compass 1it! And now to mahke
readg

[ Retires to tent ]
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{ Enter ASAS.]
ASAS. God be thanked I am in time for this

parade; but half a skin of good* Shiraz at mid-
night makes one drowsy at the dawn. And where-
fore is 1t called? I fain would know that.
| Fnter MAHOMED SHARIF  Defween  Two
senfries. |
MAHOMED SHARIF. Wherefore? Because 1 read
the stars; because I gave the warning, Baber will
punish me before his army. But the truth— the
truth will show with time.
TARDI BEG. Peace. fool —if ’tis the truth, twill
come without thy telling.
HUMAYON. There come the troops, Asas, bid them
form a half circle there on the plain before us.
[ it ASAS. |
MAHDI KWAJA. Rana Sanga can have no finer
troops than these.
HUMAYON. True, but he hath three to our one.
TARDI BEG. | Softly.] Were we all as thy father,
O my prince! that would be more than even. Are
they all assembled? Then I will call the King.
| [ 4 pause, brug;fes’:, drums, nakaras. ]
[ The lent - opens anci BABER appears 7 a
plain white robe, in his right hand a crys-
tal drinking cup.]
BABER. Noblemen! Gentlemen! Soldiers! All who
sit down to the Feast of Life must end by drink-
ing the Cup of Death., Therefore it behoves each

of us to be ready for the last draught by repenting
7. D.H. L
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him of the evil he has done Lol 1 repest
me of my sn! 1 repent me of my broken pro-
mse Now wth the salvation of a nipghteous
death close to me 1 cast away my great templa
ton [ He f1 133 avay the erystal cup ] Lol 1

repent  Who follows me?

[ A menutcs pause |
ASAS 1 do Sre

BABFR That makes 1t the less hard Asas old
boon companian  Tho 1 hast more to renounce than L

TARDI BEG 1 also O Most Clement 1 follow
fa r wherever Baber goes

BABER Thunks! best of fnends
BAHDI RWATA Ani |1
HUNMAYONY  Anl 1

A conf s sotng And I And 1
And | fro He tlousands of t nseen sol

dvre Tle off rs prese formrd holding

tters o lstmio a ¢ General ent! isiasm}
BABER [Joyf ;] L 1 We are a5 one now

And a one man wvill we firht the foe Gods

“tars do not war aga nst a nphteous ciuse Lol
the Most Hpegh will be merciful to us  So let us

sveir that none of 13 wli turn his face from

Death or Vetory t11 his soul be separated from
bis Dody As the poet SAYE —

Wth fame even f [ de } am content
Fare shail be m ne though my body be death sl

LA roar of assent fitl the asr }
{ The sun rises |
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A CHILD'S MEMORY.

Humayon, Baber’'s son, was through his own
faults— he was an inveterate opium-eater — ousted
from his kingdom for years. His son, afterwards
to be the Great Akbar, was born in exile. The
following incident, which is strictly historical, shows
both these facts distinctly.



DRAMATIS PERSONA

Hiatyyon  the Rmpiror
ARLBIR Mis hittle son aged four

AIRZA HINDAL, Humnayons brother
MIRZA Y ADGAR NASIR Humayon's brother.

BATRAM KHAN Generil and Manister
NADIM LHAN AbLbars foster {ather

CHAMBERLATY

SCENE IN KABUL

The dns <ol for a garden fosfutly as vewed from
the andience  Draperus colourcd lamps, carprls elc

[ NADIM KHAN and CHAMBERLAIN ]
NADIM KHAN [t the child knows not his mother
'twill be small wonder He was but fifteen months

old that dreary nmight 1n the desert when my lady
Queen Hamula her face Bathed 1n tears, left hum
to our chirge Aye'! Aye! A weary dreary days
and a weary drezry three years since then
CHAMBERLAIN But now all goes welll DMly lord
King Humayon 1s m}.turmua over all his enemies
And the years of disgrace and wandering seem 10
have passed him by e 15 merry and handsome
as ever, and as full o\ quips and cranks Who
but he would have thought of setting a little lad
. of four to the recugmﬂng of his mother, and
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having thought of it, have devised such a festivity
as this? Lo! It will be like the Day of Resurrec-
tion! Yonder wide balcony that will be filled with
ladies of distinction all veiled in green!—the birds
in cages among the trees that will set up a piping
if the little prince’s memory be good enough to
choose his mother aright!—and the Emperor him-
self, and the musicians!—Lo! my brain grows
crazy with the thought of all that has to be
arranged !
[ Flusses off.}
[ Enter MIRZA HINDAL and BAIRAM KHAN.]

HINDAL. Good morrow, foster-father! We would
be alone.

NADIM KHAN. At your pleasure, sirs. [ Goes.]
What schemes are they up to now, I wonder?
Truly, after one has been on edge for nigh four
years, guarding an infant life from wicked men,
one learns to suspect all things on God’s earth.

| Exit listentng. ]

HiNDAL. So far, so good. My brother’s star is
in the ascendant—for the time. And it behoves
wise men to accept the decrees of Providence.
But if once more Humayon’s fortunes shounld follow
his wild wits— what then?

BAIRAM KHAN. With all due detference, Mirza
Sahib, I leave that for time to answer. Here comes
the Emperor and his son. By the Prophet, a
most likely lad! Look at his grave eyes—his

L L ol
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firm mouth My lady Khanzada Khanum was right
when she said he favoured his grandfather maré
than his father I mind me, when a lad mysell,
seeing Just thit same stealdy gaze when Baber
came to andience \ost Clement and Afercifoll
your seruint ,
{ They bow to HUMAYON «and litle AKBAR
who are followoed by standnrd-bearers, quards,
nobles and NaDIMt KHAN  HUMAYOY seats
himwelf on throne Lutle ARBAR shouws ab
inclination to tale his fosfer-father's hand |
HUMAYON [ Launghoe ;) Nay! Nay! Stand of thy-
self, sonbng  So nght in the middle all alone
quite alone  Thou'lt find Amma-jan before long,
'l warrant $o here we qre gentlemen, as conr
fortable as 1f the past vears of firhung were 2
drexm 1 and my brathers — [ He Jooks affectionates
Ly towards HINDAL ind Y ADG AR NASIR ] reconciled
[HIE juee efuueds [ only I{'lmran and Askari abﬁﬂﬂt!
Bit they wil come n and my beloved father's
wish he realised thiy we beothers should not quat-
rel S0 now to busipes Akbar. my son! Thot

seest that row of ladiec of the highest distinchiof
discreetly verled 1n green

thou mu~t chogse thy mnther
AEBAR [ I'n ﬂ\h:-u! resonant qraie 1”'“3] But
I d3 not see ﬂny"\fﬁlﬂ"-‘- {ather, the veils are all

From amongst them

alike
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*HUMAYON. | Laughing.}] So wilt thou see thy
bride in the future, sonling. But these ladies will
raise their veils when I give the order. Artready,
son ?

AKBAR. [ His lips trembling.} Father! I would
rather not. *

NADIM KHAN. ’'Fore heaven it is 2 shame! How
can a child remember all these years?

BAIRAM KHAN. Peace, fool! Pl back the chiid.
Look at his eyes!

HUuMAYON., Come! Be brave! Ladies, 1 pray
you raise your veils! Now, my son —

AKBAR. [ Pauses, hesitates, then like an arrow
from a bow runs forward with the cry.} Amma!
Amma-jan |

BAIRAM KHAN. [ Adside.] I backed the boy—
and I will back him to the end!
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AKBAR'S RESOLVE.

Akbar came to the throne at his father's death,

when he was tuelve years of age. Bairam Khan
was his tutor and guirdian and rieht well had

he kept his promise of backing the httle lad's

fortunes But he was domineerning 1nd arrogant,

and from the very begmning his methods of
government ran counter to those of the boy-king
who from the first realisedd the responsibslities of
kingship far more keenly than any of s con-
temporaries i iny part of the world So at the
early age of eighteen he dismissed his minister,
and from that time ruled his people on entirely

new lines and with a wisdom seldom equalled and
never excelled



DRAMATIS PERSONA.

AKBAR, Emperor of India.

BAIRAM KHAN, his Prime Minister and past
gnardian,

MAHAM ANAGAH, Akbar's foster-mother.

ADHAM KHAN, Akbar’'s foster-brother.

PIR ManOMED KHAN, Akbar's old tutor.

CHAMBERLAIN.

SCENE.

A private room n a palace «f Delhi.

 MAHAM ANAGAH and AKBAR alone. ]

MAHAM, [ Weeping.] After all these years that you
should flout me, set my wits at naucht—you whom
I nursed and cherished as my own, nay more than
that, more by a thousand times!

AKBAR. [ Gravely.] My more than mother, canst
not understand ? A man can only do what seems him
best, if —as you sure must wish —he sets the good
of many as worth more than that of a few. Bairam
hath been my friend but from the first —{ He shi-
vers.] Why, the mere memory disgusts me. After
the battle when he brought to me—to me a boy of
twelve, new come to kingship—that wretched Hemu,
bleeding, wounded, ill, and bade me cut him down,
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giwing me 4s vhet to such base deed my f2

thers swort Boy! prove yvour mettle on this i
fidel antwhen [ satl [ would not when [ cried

I strihe no woinded man [ will not whet mY¥
kingly sworl on aupght but strength ind sense he
took the sworl my fathers sword! and cut hum
down h mself—Ah! Savage Brutalt Infamousl—ever
Since then kini thoigh he 11 sagacious 1n his way
lve felt hm as a drag on  hat | dream No! he
must gol It 1s not that he sent without one refer

ence to me tle lear old P my ancient titor 10

most unneedel ban shment 1t s because th every

w1y he thwarts me n my Iream of perfect toler
ance

MAHAM ANACAH IStll ! ; rag] Aye dreams

and Ireams an | dretms Yo id 1not get them from
my mlk 111 swenar

AKBAR [ Fro o n ] No ant that rem nds me—

[ﬂﬂps e Fa ds er t ppec 5] B 1 Adham
khan come h they

\Tle srrt & 1 tiret |
[ AKBAR ¢

s fo MAHAN \NACAH ] My more than

mother [ would fa N not h rt vo r L ndly heart
but Adham 1S your snn

; S0 I wll speak to hm
whEN yo c(an hear erch vor 11 say ant hnow t 1S
deservec
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You must not presume, because you are my foster-
brother. From afar come tales of wanton wicked-
ness, of reckless pride. My subjects are outraged,
my people’s peace disturbed. I will not have it. If
these tales recur you shall be punished were you
fifty times my foster-brother, and your mother there
had done for me a thousand times what she has
done — though that were beyond thought since she
has left undone no single thing.
| He takes MAHAM ANAGAHW's hands, raises
them to his forehead und then gently conducts

her to the doorl.
[ Enter CHAMBERLAIN.]

CHAMBERLAIN. Pir Mahomed Khan,

PIR MAHOMED. Most [llustrious! hearing that for
my sake yon Hwould dismiss Bairam, I come to beg
you to consider. You are young; the times are
difficult. His wisdom —

AKBAR. [ Smiling.] 1 have some too, although you
saw small trace of wit or wisdom in my schoolboy
days. And Bairam has been dismissed already. The
message that [ sent him was writ fair— but not by
me, my iutor! Never would I learn to be a scribe,
as thou knowest well. I told him that till now, my
royal will had been that he should rule, but now
my mind had changed; that it was my intention
in future to control all things and by my judgment
unaided, uncontrolled, to govern as I chose. He did
not take it well. He tried to breed dissension. He
has failed. He sent last night to ask for mercy.
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PIR MAHOMED “fost Clement! Thou will nardon!
He meant well  he—

ARBAR [ terrepfrry] 1 sent at dawna guard of
hono 1t eqial t mine pwn 1o bnny him hither with
all d Lmity Hark —1tecomes!

{ Eter 1 arl «f honor tn chargeof BATRAM ]

{ARBAR «¢ps for cari to meet the old Mumsier
a1l <tlutes b 1 { ferentially and leads At
o tle place of honnar |

BAIRAM [Falling 1t Tis feet] O hang most
¢lement—you are Kk ng in leedt 1 1m not wo thy—

ArBAR Tch ! No word of that In this strangt
world all men must take their place and do theu
best as best (t seems to them You have done well

in that old world where might was everything and
where each fellow had the right to cintch at what

his sword would get for him  But to my eyes 2

fawrer world unfolds —a world of peace and toler

ance where man and child and woman shall have
nght equal and fawr to serve themselves and God
as best they can S0 leave me to my dream old
friend?! If thou shouldst wish a military life be Gov
ernor of halpy 1t should hold enough ambition fof

advancing years But if, the Court would better pleasé

thee why then favc}uer::l honour shall be his who

ived for us and nursi Yet if he choose devotion
he shal)

have due esCort of hs rankh to Meccd s

*-'E'.fhrme with ample penbion Choose thou then old
nend-—but leave me itu my dream?
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THE FIRST FOOTHOLD.

Ralph Fitch, John Newbery and William Lecdes
were the first ambassadors from Great Britain fo
India. After many adventures by the w-y, they
turned up about the beginning of ¢ hot wea-
ther in the year 1585 at the Gre ! Akbar’s Court
at Agra, and delivered to *™ @ letter from
Queen  Elizabeth of Er’mnd addressed 1o
“Yellabdin Echebar, King I Cambaya, Invincible
Emperor.”

It asked only for safe conduct through the
Empire; and this was gra -ed.

-
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DRAMATIS PERSONAL

AEBAR the Great Mogul
ABUL-FAZL, his Prime Shaister

BiRBAL, Akbars great friend
RALPH FITCH a cuuren and  trader {rom
London

\y VOHN NEWBERY 1 Britsh trader from Aleppo.
A SO AM LFEDES an Faghsh jeweller

PURSS-BEAR:
LN
nles et

S]:h.
EN
The Duran ~«m o o E.

BAR v on ks throne L-”-"H‘i Coirt ot Apra  Ak-
cnedl v and courtiers beud?
tebef o the dme stund three
d mil worn I 1 early
t
Wwmorcue qmex ] Read the
[ ns letter once more
1 <ingular report of Your
use the fewer and less
Ottt that these our subjects
td and received  And thal
¢ j4urney 1t would please

him  and in the eentr.
Farpshmen froved-stame
Mmer i)}

ARBAR [ M a loud
last portivn of the Que

AL L-FAZL. Bv the
Maj sty s humanity we
words and only reque
may be honestly entreate
it respect of their hare
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Your Majesty with some liberty and security of
voyage to grant them such privileges as to yvou
shall seem good—"

AKBAR. Enough. Write down their names, scribe,
{ Addressing the Enylishmen and pointing to one. ]
Your name, sir?

JouN NEWBERY. John Newbery, of Aleppo.

AKBAR. Your purpose!?

JOHN NEWBERY. Trade-—and travel.

AKBAR. [ Looking keenly at him.] Ha! more of
the latter than the former, I'll warrant me. But
you, sir, are trader born.

RALPH FITCH. Avye, Sire, Ralph Fitch of London.

AKBAR. Aid vou?

WILLIAM LEEDES. A jeweller. I cut gems like
this, my Liege.

[ He draws from his bosom a large rose-cut
diamond. The nobles press forward. AKBAR
Lolds it between finger and thumb. It flashes.]

AXBAR. Beautiful indeed! See, Abul! How many
faces it has and each reflects the sun! It is like
a perfect life. [ 70 WILLIAM LEEDES.] You could
cut such gems here?

WILLIAM LEEDES. Aye, my Liege.

RALPH FITCH. [ Eagerly.] And we could bring
India gold too—

AKBAR. [ Haughtily.] We have no need of gold.
Purse-bearer! bring forth the immortal money and

show these strangers we need no gold.
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RAaLPH TFiTCcH, Our law is different, 1t leaves
cach free. But by the {ame {or justice of our

.

Queen and of our country we engage to do naught
unbecoming of cither.

AKBAR. [ Sharply.] And to abide by my laws?

JOHN NEWBERY., And to abide by the laws of
this land. [ Aside.] So long as they shall last

AKBAR. Scribe! Write out a sunnud of safety
while they are in my realms. Who injures them
is responsible to me. Gentlemen, vyou may go!

{ They make obeisance and go.}

JOHN NEWBERY. [Aside.] We have gained a
faothold: let others see that they keep it. I am
more for travel and to see the world as the Great
Mogul said. Lo! he has eyes to pierce through a
‘man.

RALPH TITCIL. Yea! the path is clear. Saw you
ever such riches—such diamonds?

WILLIAM LEEDES. [ Dreamily.] The one on his

turban was as large as an egg. Yet, were it cut it
would lose—much.

RALPH FITCH. [Joyously.] And gain more! My
masters! what tales shall we not have to tell when
we return? How mouths will water and fingers
itch to touch the untold wealth of India! {.He rubs
iis hands and laughs gleefully.] But as we said,
“Free, fair trade. Aye! free, and fair!”

8' , . Ht I-
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JAHANGIR AND NURJAHAN

ihe ¢ 1y I the Emperor Jahangirs love for the
beautiful Persian “Nurjahan s toeo well known to
need re telling He <iw her first at his father’s
court bmt L1 ont su ceed n inducing her to marry
him tll taenty years hud passed He was then fast
gowng  (downhill  drunken dis<elute, the end must
have come sxn  She bv her influence restored him
to some measure of hegnity  nd self-control, and
for sixteen years was practically joint ruler with
him of Hindostan  Miny were the cabals against
her but she won her way through all and confuted

the cnitics who smid her actions were H;E outcome

of personal ambition by retiring absolutely from

public tte 1t her husbands death and living &3
a wil w eniaged solely 1n chantible works
[te ry of how she once nearly tost her hold
over th F Ipernr 1s told i1n the following playlet
whatchh ~h v~ Viow ]ahanglr was Litln'lppEd, held
to sign Nurjahan's death-wagrant,
sight of her was sufficient 10
¥ antd confound the plotters

prisoner 1rdg e

and how the n

restore her ascend



DRAMATIS PERSONA:.

JAHANGIR, Emperor of India.

NURJAHBAN, his wife, Empress of India.

ASAF KHAN, Nurjahan'’s brother.

MOHABAT KHAN, Governor of Bengal and rebel.

BIRKHARDAR, Mohabat's son.

FEDAI KHAN, an adherent of Nurjahan.
Nobles, Messengers, cup-bearers, etc.

SCENE L

A tent on the bank of the Jhelum river. If 1s
date at wmight. JAHANGIR reclines on a couch.
ASAF KHAN sits beside him. Two or three other
nobles form the group. They are all drinking.
JAHANGIR. [ Raising his ruby cup.] One more
cup, gentlemen. What shall the toast be?
A NOBLEMAN. To the fair one’s eyes! ,
JAHANGIR. | Frowning.] Fool! Thou art drunk
indeed —who cares for your mistress’s eyes?
FEDAI KHAN. [ Holding up his goblet.] May
‘Heaven give long life to the Empress of India!
JAHANGIR. [ Molltfied.] Come, that is Dbetter.
We will have another cup to that!

{ The cup-bearer fills the goblets.}
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\(ESSENGER  Sire!  Her Highness the Empress
of India craves aulience and cannot watt sifce
it 15 past twelve ot the cloch

TAHANGIR [ S ly ] 1 dreamed 1t not SO jate
Gentlemen wd mght 1 must to my hed

{ Evonnt FEDSI KHAN and NOBLES ]

ASAF RHAAN With vour permission, Sire | will
remain anl see my stster | owould haive a word
with bter

JAHANGIR | Sdemaly  he o shightly the worse

for drinh ] And with none hetter She is marvel-

lous sunply marvellous Her wits—[ Shakes A
head fonlshly |

| Erter NURJABAN <he stlaamy i courtly fa
«h s Hien goes to stand bewide Ja.’mnqlr‘]

NULRJAHAN My lord ’us later than you thought
and fully time you rested from the dulties of the
day [c-morrow too will be most tining  We
must cross the piver and that tthes time  Ahl
Asaf s that you? \What news of thi- Mohabat
Khan?

A5AF hHAN [They say he lingers on our 7éir
with more than fOfteen thousand men, mostly Raj-
puts

NURTAHAN Trator and rebell! He shall meet
s match when once my lord & cafe and well 1n
Kabut [ 7o JAHANGIR 1 Has tfe cough troubted
much to-day, my lord?

JAHANGIR. Somewhat— it would be bettered
by ansther glass—
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" NURJAHAN. Not after twelve, my lord, your
wont is otherwise. See [ will  call for your at-

tendant.
{ Claps her hands. |

| Servant enters. }

May soundest sleep attend my lord, and plea-
sant dreams be his until the dawning of the day!
{ She fulls af the EMPEROR's feet and lLisses then.
In ¢ low roice.] Your stave bids you good-night.

JAHANGIR. [ Leaning on Ins attendant's arm.]}
There's but one woman in the world, my Queen.

Good-night.
[ Bxit. ]
NURJAHAN. | Rising.] That makes it worth the
while! He's more a king when | can stand be-
tween him and his faults. Ah Asaf! How I miss
my father's shrewd old wit! 1 often think how
well he shaped the course even from the time
when those quaint Englishmen came asking grants
for this and that. “See vou, speak fair!’ he said.
“In times to come our India will owe much to
these same merchant-men. We hoard our gold too
close. They spend it and so make God’s earth
mote fraitfal.” * Ah! had I a free hand, I'd make
this country learn a lesson.: S
ASAF. You‘have not taught Mohabat his as yet.
- 'NURJAHAN. [ Frowiing.] Nol but I 'will, He's
backed, see yon, by Khurram, once-the one of all
the Emperor’s sons I favoured most. I thought him
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ke great Akbar  but [T trust him not—1 think

he hilled his brother  Anyhow [ have to get Lhe
King +«afe antn kabul {he cool air, the joyous
quiet Life will cure him of his asthma

VMESSFAGFR Fe lu Rhan would fan fase audl-

enee 11 %

BURIAHAS A Imit b ’
[ Mowsenger qocsd ]
NURJAHAN 1t must be | nrave import 50 fate
A% this
[ Fater TEDAL RIHAN  He s aceontred JOT
a mbch |
FEDAI KHAN My Jady liepe [ crve tn be

allowed to keep my compiny this side the riddue,

tll dayhight comes [ like 1 not the royal tenis
should stind so prar protected If the word 18
gnen T1l halt my men who even now pass DbY
to tahe position on the further stde
NURJAHAN  But whence this fear? Hast heard
of any plot against my lrmd?
FEDAL WHAN None! but devotion dreams of
til where none evists—mavhap
NURJAUAN Then *tis devotion’s part to give
up dreams 1nd do 1ts daty There 15 no leal
Fedar thou best of friends!? .
FEDAI KHAN Sco be it lady!
[ Gixs bugles sound, tramping of feet oué-
stde |
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NURJAHAN. | Smiling.l Poor Fedai! How often
does he dream of ill to me, his mistress! Never
was a servant so devoted! Well, good-night.
God’s blessing go with you!

{ Exeunt different sides, hwhis are lowered. }

[ 4 long pause. A gong sounds ovnee, then
tiwice, then three times. Three hours are
supposed to elapse, )

| Suddenly the tent flap fifts. a man steals
in. |

[ VOICE from behind.] Hush! Man, hush!
This must he done in silence!

| Four or five men slip i, also MOHABAT
and BIRKHARDAR. }

MOHABAT. [ In a whisper.] The Emperor sleeps
within. The guards are gagged and there remain
but the two watchmen. Kasim! you take one,
Rai Singh the other. Now! Quiet as mice!

| Exeunt to the sleeping ilent within.}
[ Fuint sounds are heard. }

MOHABAT. [ Conting in again. He holds one arm
of the BEMPEROR who 7s in his night yarment, BIR-
KHARDAR fhe other.] My Liege, you are our pri-
Soner.

JAHANGIR. | But holf awalke.] How? What?
Where am 1?

MOHABAT. : In the hands of {riends who fain
would give you freedom.

JAHANGIR, Mahabat! Is it thou-—and this thy
son ? *




DRAMATIS PERSONA.

JAHANGIR.
" NURJAHAN.
FEDAI KHAN.
MOHABAT.
1ST MINISTER.
AND MINISTER.
Nobles, Messengers, Cup-bearers, Acrobat, etc.

SCENE Il

A royal room ; everything magnificent. Qbsequious
cup-bearers. JAHANGIR reclining on a couch. 4 boy
playing anfics before him. MOBABAT looking on.

JAHANGIR. Go away! I am tired!

[ BOY crestfallen goes. ]
Slaves, another cup of wine—
[ Holds out the ruby cup.}

MOHABAT. What further does my lord desire?
A1l that this country holds of joy or wealth is his
and none dare say, "Forbear! Forbear!”

JAHANGIR. [ Heaving a sigh.] Yea! Yea! I am
free. [ Holds out the ruby cup.l Another cup of wine
—dost hear?
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MOHABAT | Guili fully ] ot yours alone 1S free-
dom All the country rings with joy that the arch
mischief makers pone Yet twas not her fanlt
that matters went awry  What else could one
expect? —She was but a2 wominl

JAHANGIR  True! I was a fool to trust her [ To
CUP BEARER | Fill my cup agamn’

MOHABAT No fool my lord your wis lom has
no flaw Guiven but freedom from a womans gule

youd shine the wisest monarch upon earth
JAHANGIR [ Slakvig 1 ¢ herf ] Most true — most

true! T am but a fool wlere women are)concerned

MOHABAT  Say not so! Where but ]I:nr: womah

IS concerne] my lorl [lat  nman mrist be sent
where she can 1o no msch ef

JAHANGIR  Eviled o

VOHABAT Aye—1o the Land of D l:lth
JAHANCIR | Feebl; ] ot that! ?

MOHABAT  Nau ht else 1 11 I'
you hr e heard has civen
g sh I b1 e ¥ 1f

Bl s ntl
3y on

e Quecn a5
herself pf being van
s rf
la £ buat 1) vn
‘e 0 W there wi ts heloy g

your tratel Monisters [ wy 1}
MESSENGER | Go! b d the M

depuialion {rom
tihem Up [ To

siérs gppral
IST NMINISTER VMot Mighty ve (hy senants
humbly pray to be seat free f 1 e or f4 the thrall
of womanhoo ! 1n matters fur bﬂynnd = Aris of
W OMaAn

S1En this varrant of death o 1 thy T&

nown will nise beyond the realms of 1h ght



i g
- - M -

JAHANGIE AND NURJAHAN. 123

IND MINISTER. Bethink thee, Merciful! 'Tis one
against a million. One poor soul sent unto Para-
dise, a million men here on this earth at peace. The
exchange is good, my King!

MOHABAT. Here is the paper—but a scratch and
the thing’s done. Have courage, Jahangir! Thou
didst not lack it when we charged the foe together

in the olden days.
JAHANGIR. No. I'm no coward—here, the pen!

[ Writes hurriedly, flings the pen away.} Another cup
of wine!l

MOHABAT. [ Turning away aside.} Go-—give him
ten—it matters not now he has signed. Go—give
the warrant to the Commandant and bid him do his
duty. Quick! [ Turning to JAHANGIR briskiy.] And
now Great King, to business. 1 have news of much
importance. Rhotas is taken. Asaf Khan has retired
to further shelter.

JAHANGIR. That is good!

MOHABAT. F¥rom the Dekkan comes great news
of great success. On every side is victory. Ere
the year's out, all India will admit Jahangir's rule,
And wherefore not, since, as his name implies, he
girds the world?

1ST MINISTER. Aye! So he will, not India, but

the world.
[ Enter FEDAI KHAN. ]

FEDAI KHAN. I come, O King! burdened with a
request, from one you once held dear; not a request
in truth, but a demand: a claim in short that
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cannot be demied Queen Nurjahan, your wife,
bege erc she dies  dies willingly, matk you Dy
your tommand —1hat she m1y once more hiss your

feer She buds me sy thiat you cowntd trust her
not 1o make a scent

{ JAHANGIR fonks from e to the olher dubis
enesly )

MOBABAT [ Quackiy | Why should the King —1
FEDAI KHAN | Quicker | She bade me beg you

to seeh counsel from your heatt wmy Liege, not
from men’s tonpues

[ & moment g PrIUEL ]
]&Hﬁ'HGIF‘ [ Iﬂ'  hrokin 1 M ] ﬂ“t Her COmMe [ To

the MINISTERS | It can do no harm

MOHABAT | Concertdan | hys 1 exation 1 WNo harm at
all--meanwhile let us proceed to

husiness more m-
bortant

FEDAT KHAN Nay! My mistress waits without—
[ 7o ]AH&NG]R] Shall she come in, my Liege?

JAHANGIR [ Weally otercome  To himself.] S0
close! [E.Ifﬂud] Ay, let her come |

[ Enter NURJAHAN closely verled tn white She

walhs quietly to JAHANGIR, falls at ks feet |

NURJAHAN [ a low votce | Good-might, my lord,
rood night

[ As she riscs JAHANGIR catohies at her hand
and holds Rer fust ]

JAHANGIR  {1n a lond y1oice ] No! Nol This shall

not, must hot bhe —[—T cannot-—no, I will notl
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NURJAHAN. [ GQently.] If my lord wills my death,

I die with joy-—if life, I live to be his slave,
| She stands proudly beside the EMPEROR seem-
ing to defy all present. ]

JAHANGIR. [ Still holding her hand.] What can 1
say? Ah men! she is my friend—1I cannot let her
go—have pity on us both. I beg—1I pray—

MOHABAT. It is not for the Emperor of India to
beg in vain.

[ Tears up the death-warrant, goes.]
[ Bceunt oll. |
| MOHABAT. as he goes.] We must find some

other way to clip the witch’s wings.
[ TAHANGIR and NURJAHAN are left standing
together. She lifts her vell and looks around.]
}NURJAHAN. Cup-bearer! Take the wine away.

My lord desires no more.
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A SURGLON'S TFEE

Shahjahan was the most magmficent of Indian
Emperors In his ume the wise tnactions of s
grandfither the great Albar bore frnt, and he
himsell was wise enough not to interfere with the
great scheme of Lmpire that Akbar started He

was therefore tich beyond compare, and being of
artistic inteliectua] najure

artistic ways  Amonpgst
the T1) stands supreme

he spent his money 10
ther beautiful buldings,

It 1» a memortn] to Af)o-
mand Banu Shabjahan s belnved wife who bore him

thirteen chuddren  In later Life Shahjahan was
shamefully used by his sons 1nd spent many Years

imprisoned 1n the palace At Apra Here s de-

voted and much beloved companion was his daughter

Pad shah or Jahanara Bepgum TIrom the affection

he iav shed upon her we judpe that she must have
closely resembled her mother the dead Arjumand



DRAMATIS PERSONA.

SHAHJAHAN, Emperor of India.

LORD HIGH CHAMBERLAIN.

GABRIEL BOUGHTON, an Enghsh ship’s surgeon.
1ST HAKIM.

AND HAKIM.

MESSENGER.

L4

SCEN:

A room in the palace at Agra. A balcony opens
on to the curve of the river. The Taj s seen
the distance.

SHAHJAHAN. [ Alone wallang up and down.]
Patience —go they bid me! patience, when my one
ewe lamb, my only one, lies at death’s door! Her
brothers do not care: they keep me here a pri-
soner for their ends, and I—{ Goes to balcony.} Ah
Arjumand! Dear Arjumand! you lie at peace—your
sons torment you not—|[ Covers lis face with his

hands. ]
[ Enter LORD HIGH CHAMBERLAIN. ]

CHAMBERLAIN. My lord —this is not well. God
will be merciful! He will save for you the sweetest

lady ever the sun shone on.
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S AHT A HA " ' the sweetest——she lies
there a2t re t 40 1 v { SeemY 50 inseless, fncﬂﬂ*‘*
{ capn tthink | e 1t ee the fire catch at her
cdothes 1) why w1 | n t there 10 crush them

out’ Wi thre n nan to fling hts strenpgth
tween 1) ath o 1 th tw 3 helpless f!‘lﬂhiﬂﬂfﬂ
FIT)s
CHAMBERLAIN The pr o e<s Jahanara dud her best
to save her fnead They were both dancing Sire—~
the flimsy robe «2ught nthe lamp the Princess swft
as th u ht flung herself forward caught the scréeam-
ing mirl ands cru hed the bre yut  Too brave atas?
A cunming, flame hal 1 1 hel her ALy verll 1t
flared the Prin e 5 n thing lapnted tried to cast
mwoff and | § <o 1 1t the hire fled to her dress
SHAHIAHAN My poor poor child"
CHAMBERLAIN  Ant there was none to help-
The ther women were not! brase as she SINCE

then Your Majesty s physicians skill has d1y and
nizht been hers

SHAUIAHAN [ Fenortshl; } They bring no belp-
D'-'l'!r 1f er I-']"l thE‘ r fﬂ[‘:ﬂ-ﬂ lﬂnnhlhen ‘i-vhf.'n thlﬂk

you Il the Englishman be heret Their doctors

have some brawns  so may bripg hope

CHAMBERLAIN  Your messape went post haste
antd he may come 4t Aty moment , for ijElf |

deem ther \Vesterp hnowledge poor | would
rely —
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SHAHJi\.HAN., [Bringing his hands.] It is a
chance, man! Canst not understand, a drowning
man witll catch e'en at a straw? Ah! Here come
the doctors. What is your report?

IST HAKIM. Your Highness must have patience,.
God will send recovery.

IND HaAxiM. Death, O Most Highest, brings
to all men peace.

1ST Hakiy., She suffers not at all, that is one good.

SHAHJAHBAN. | Sfaggering.]  You mean— you
cannot mean there is no hope!

IST HARINM., | Echotng.l] No hope in mortal
man, but God remains.

IND HAKIM. Avye, He remains.

1ST HariM. And patience, Sire, patience!

SHAHJAHAN. Ah Jahanara! O my all! My
ink with the beloved past!

MESSENGER. Sire, the ship’s doctor sent . at
your request from Surat has arrived.

SHAHJAHAN. Show him in here at once.

| Enler GABRIEL BOUGHTON who baws. ]

GABRIEL. Sir, your servant. The case is ur-
gent, I am told. Y'd better see, without delay, the
patient; and I pray there be no veilings; for
such silly shams give Death advantage which he
shall not have, with Gabriel Boughton.

SHAHJAHAN. Sir, you are welcome. | To HaA-
KIMS.] Go with him, my friends, and on the way
explain to him the treatment she has had.

9. D'. Hi Iﬁ



130 DRAMATIC HISTOPY OF INDIA

iy mlekeer i s se—— e il p—re —'-.-_"—.—.#l—. -

GABRIFL | fluntfy | St By jour leane I'd
rather ¢ abine My oyes are my best tutor and
the it «f  tf re mayv wonfuse them  Hunve 1
{eqve

SHAHIVHAN MMy Tord Hagh Chamberlamin con
furt | t the 1 3 where Princess Jahanira
e a2 100 th trewwmen 1 do as he desires

lFr 0 ¢ AIRIT BOLCHTON oni CHAM
BEPLALN |

ST HARIM | 07 /] St [ take my leave
My servee v« ont one o) '

AND HARIM N r mine -0 with sour  permis
ston 1 ret re

SHAHJAHAN [ 1/ | Have | done nuht? Ta
woulid these tearn I nen outrage the laws which
for fong yeuwrs hive h 1l my women fast n
sinciest oy Y [T o oy low 1 O Ar]umﬂnd
mv Queen have | dor nght? She was as much

your child as mine Huve 1 done right® It s at

st 1 chance LFitie w 74e frees |

[ 7 ecnter GaBRIEL BOLGHTOMN |
L SHARJAHAN  furts up and cemes hastily fr
wards Jyp

GARRIEL. The gl will ive Your Highness 1i
she gets no more ginper and such filth She suffers
fr m the shoch and must hate beef tea brandy

mill I saw her take the brandy and she seemeil
better at once In fact with

should do well

decent care she

v 3
\
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SHAHJAHAN. | Orvercome.} With—decent —care—
| Bursts out.] Sir, vou have put new life into my
veins. Yov've raised a weight of care from my
bent shoulders. What can [ give you in return?
Ask all- I have to give and you shall have it
Naught in my realms that I can give shall be
denmied to vyou.

GABRIEL. [ Simply. 1 Sir, Pm very glad to be of
this small service. All the way your embassy has
fed me like a prince, treated me like a king.
Will doubtless do the same on my way back.
Therefore I ask no more than common surgeon’s
fee—a gold mohur.

SHAHJAHAN, One golden mohiur for bringing
Hope from Heaven! Nay, good sir, you must ask more.

GABRIEL. [ Laughing.} More than a mohur? { Becomes
sertous.] Yeal I wijll! I ask Your Majesty for what
means nothing to myself, but much to those who
work for England’s empire in the world. Give
them, O IKing, the right to trade without restric-
tion through the length and breadth of Hindustan.

SHAHJAHAN. I grant it. [ Calls.] Here! Send
for a scribe at once; the sunnud shall be duly
signed and sealed without delay.

GABRIEL. I thank Your Majesty —though I doubt
me much, if 1n the future any one will know that
England gained her first real footing in this land
because a p;aor ship’s surgeon asked for this as
his fee. . And now, great King, [ go to see my patient
and nurse her back to life.
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SIVAJI'S STRATAGEM.

Sivay, the great Mahratta chief with whoin be-
gan the rule of the Mahratta power 1n India, Was
a fair mawh for Aurungrebe 1n artfuiness and
cunning  More than once he faurly outwitted the
Mahommedan Emperor and the story of one€ of his
exploits as related helow giwves 2 prood lea of
the sort of man he was, gay, rechless, unscrupi
lons, with a perfect genis for conspiracy He was

a little it of a man, so his plan ot escaping In
a Iarge bashet was quite {easible



DRAMATIS PERSONA.

SIVvAJL, the Mahratta chief.

SAMBHAJL, his son, five years old.

HINDU PHYSICIAN, in reality Stivaji's confederate.
MAHOMEDAN PHYSICIAN.

RANJT \ qioco0 L 1
BHANII J Sivaji's confidential servants.
AURUNGZEBE, the Mogul Emperor.

A JAILER.

SCENE. -

A prison. Sivaji, apparently wvery i, lying on «
truckle-bed. 1Ilis little son Samblhaji is playing be-
side him: a Hindu jogi and a Blahomedan fakn
st motionless in the corner. Two very large boshefs
stand between them.

| HINDU PHYSICIAN enfering with the MABO-
MEDAN.}

HINDU PHYSICIAN. Possibly he is conscious—
possibly not. He varies much.

Sivajl. | Mutiering.l Never again shall [ see
the blue hills of my beloved coast country! Never
again shall I ride my charger along the rocky
path that leads to Pertabghar! I am worse to-day
than I was yesterday. I shall be worse to-morrow
than I am to-day. There is nothing left but to die.
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HinxDU PHYSILIAN P r fellow! He <eems al
most at t1 lat pasp

1
AMAHOMED AN PiHYSICIAN Yet his votce 16 strong
HINDU PaYSICIAN |+ caely ]| That often oc

t¥s 5 t b fore it enil | tilrecary tle patie f

My trd' Ths s the Mal melin phys chn tie
Emperor Aurunezebe |as

your health

SIVAIT [ Tery fr ;] He 1s —welcome But
it 1s no goo i

vnt to enqgnre after

I tave 2 ven 1lms ind sweelmeats—

o every Hindt o wnd VMlahomedan fakir The)

all pray for ne bit [ m donmed !

MAMOVEDAN PHYSICIAN [ Fel ; tle pilel
Say not so my frien! y ur p lse s stil quie

HINDU Puvsicia | Hustily | That s an es

But hadf uw  hour age it trembled
l 1ke not these unstead

MAHOMFDAN PHYSICIAN Anl h s eye s bright
HIN © PRYSICIAN Ay | y th fever

MAHO SEDAN PHYSICIAN  H. feels not hot to
my to ch

HINDE  PHYSICIAN [Sepercl 1] Likely notl

But there re nt rnal ae well a5 external fevers

MAHOMEDAN PHys AW 1 Offe ded 1 1 do not
need the tell ng

HINDU PHys1 [ | Flutt } 1 How shoull youl

when I learnt 1t trom your mosy 1 imirable treat <€’
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MAHOMEDAN PHVSICIAN, { Flattered.] Ah! so you
have read my poor effort. Now, tell me, has the
patient anv other symptom of danger?

HINDU PHYSICIAN. [ Thken aback.] I—1 am not
sureg —1—think —er~-

SIVAJL. |In a hollow wvoice.] Doctor, [—1 have not
spoken of it— 1 --1 know its import too well — but
~but—since yesterday I have noticed a black spot
over —my heart —

BOTH PHYSICIANS., | Surprised.] A black spot!

{ They lool: at each other.]

Hum, indeed! A black spot! { They proceed to exa-
mine the mark and shake theie heads.]

MAHOMEDAN PHYSICIAN. What it is I do not
quite diagnose; but that it is serious. | Shakes hts
head. ]

HINDU PHYSICIAN., 1 fear, very serious!

MAHOMEDAN PHYSICIAN. Well, I will go to the
Emperor and tell him that the patient’s condition will
not admit of a personal interview with him.

Sivayl. [ In a hollow voice} I want to say good-bye.

MAHOMEDAN PHYSICIAN. 1 trust, not so bad as
that, my friend. {[As he goes out, he notices the bas-
lets.} Surely they are large.

HINDU PHVYSICIAN. Very large; but every day my
patient has increased his offerings. See — there

walt the jogi and the {fakir ready to distribute
them. But up till now it has been of no use—

whatever. { Sighs.]
[ Exit MAHOMEDAN PHYSICIAN.]



e —————
room SIVAIL

136 DRAMATIC HISTORY OF INDIA

{ The nstant he 13 oud of the
Jumps ot of hed iﬂﬂt‘?htﬂﬂ]
SIVATL  The black mark did you bot
had 1t since | was bora! So far good! Now 10 busi-
ness, Is all prepared Ranjn?
Ranyl | Revngl All my lord <o far as the city
gates We need the pass
SivAjl  That will come How ' are those the
baslets?
BHANE The largest we could pet my lord
SIVAJL  Small ennugh  They re full of sweets of
course !
RaNIE No my lond
SIVAR  No! Fool' [ bet my life Aurungzebe loohs
in - Quich' Stuff them fult of anything! So——2
rerchief  now those few swents on the top Put
them 1n that dark corner where the light 18 bat
Noa Sambhaj on to the bed! \y child s eyes danct
o much with thoughts of cscape Remember 1ot
me worl sanhing!
SAVBHATIN Not one word, father! Ah isn't it fun?
S1vAatl Haz I think you had hetter pretend to
“leep Sy ur Rtee buned in the quitt Now for
L S O £ ST S S

h—and I've

} docr] 1 hear the Empetot
{ Bt

qﬂh‘mﬂfy 1 [t 18 well —50O doe

1ipprad ok

HisnDl PHYSICIAN
the enl
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[ Enter AURUNGZEBE. He s wery diguified
and sanctimonious, but his czmnéng eyes are
everywhere.]

AURUNGZEBE. [ Afier looking af SIVAJL for some
fime.] Can he not speak?

HINDU PHYSICIAN, At times, Most Noble! [ Sfeps
{o bed.] My lord! the Emperor is here!

Sivajl. | Faintly.] Nay! doctor, no more medicine.
"Tis useless! Why does the Emperor not come? I
cannot die in peace—

AURUNGZEBE. The Emperor is here! What dost
thou want of me?

SIVAJL. [ Trying to salute,; thenm laying his hand on
SAMBHAI.] This child—out-wearied with grief: he

is no foe of thine. Let him go hence when I am
gone,

AURUNGZEBE. Whither?

SivAajl. To his mother at Muttra. "Tis a last
request, great foe: but Death —makes —all —folks
— friends. | Seems cxhausted. )

AURUNGZEBE, A goodly sentiment, It shall be as
vou desire,

SIVAJL. [ Faintly.] But the paper —the pass. |
want it now—1 cannot die in peace without it:
as Auarungzebe would have all men die.

AURUNGZEBE., [ 7o PHYSICIAN.] What does he
mean ?

HINDU PHYVYSICIAN. He has been wandering, Most

Mighty, and hath had a paper prepared. This is it,
Most Excellent. [ Hands paper. ]

gl - ol
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So!l that will deceive them for a while. Now!
Sivaji for smailness! Ye gods, what a tight fit! No
room for sweets, Ranji, arc you ready?
RANJI. Ready, my lord!
[ Takes up the baskel and trots oul,}
HINDU PHYSICIAN. [ At ke door.] Farewell ! Good
luck.
SIVAIL. [ From within the baskel.] We meet to-
morrow at Muttra.
[ A pause and silence.}
HINDU PHYSICIAN. He has passed the prison
guards by now: so far all is welll
| Blows out lamp and exit. ]
{ Another pause.}
[ Someone with a light opens the door gently
and steals to bed. He is followed at a distance by
another, |
A MUFFLED VOICE. He is there in his bed,
alive or dead. Send word fo the Emperor, all is
well this first hour!
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A TYRANT'S DEATH-BED.

Although a very clever man, Aurungzebe undoubted-
ly caused the destruction of the Moghul Empire
Jahangir began 1t by flouting the great Akbar’s
scheme of rehigious unmity and restoring the Mahe
medan formula of faith to the coins of the realm
Avrungzebe continued it with the result that the
monarchs who came after him can scarcely be called
the Great Moghuls Aurungzebe was a despot and
a tyrani of the first water and the imcident most
worthy of chronicle n his reign 1s his death-bed.
which gives 1n all wts horror, the picture of a dying
man beset by remorse for the evil deeds he has
done  Yet he Uways affected pety

What was really the matter with him was this

He had no heart The only person of whom he
was fond was himself



RAMATIS PERSONA..

AURUNGZEBE, Emperor of lndia.
ROSHANARA, his sister.

A DOCTOR.

A SCRIBE.

Attendants.

SCENE.

A verandaht room. 4 bed set with silhen coverlets.
A singing bird 'm a cage. Il 1s night.

AURUNGZERBE. [From his bed wearily.] What time
of the night is it?

ATTENDANT. Nigh dawn, my lord.

AURUNGZEBE. Will the night never end? Scribe!
bring out the folios of my many letters. |

SCRIBE. | Bringing out a greal pile of half-bound
volumes.] They are here, my lord. Which does Your
Majesty require?

AURUNGZEBE. [ Restlessly.] Which? Who knows!
They are all the records of me. And I—{ More
feebly.] Old age has arrived. The instant which has
passed in power has left only sorrow behind it—
Ayel and fear, fear of my actions. [ Speaks louder)
Still, come what may, I have launched my vessel
on the waves. God knows I have worked hard, I
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never spared my<elf  And I bumlt the mosque at
Lahore i memnry f Dara I had to kit him—
bill 3y breth v he was o the way, and these

others [ dil t fr the best Bult with bleod
mongy bl dm ones

[ Fnter the DOCTOR |

DOCTOR [ ¢ ¢ ] If the Most Ihgh thus

thistres«es himself he w 1 dn himeelf much harm
ALRUNGZEBE  What harin? Am ] not dying®

Do 1 not know 117 151 nt fecl 1t? And { have

left so many things und n¢’' Ah' f I had a few
more yeirs «f hie

DOCTOR | Sn ¢ oo fy ] Most of us Most

Noble feel there are things we would rather have
left undane

AURLNGZERE | B 0 «u fden frerceness } Not I
I “-UIIII[.}I ll'..'.'l 1t ..']]i,! TN rl"d man-—-ﬂnd I'I'lﬂl'ﬂ
[ Relapues nlo quiet |

DOCTOR  He May sieep now Let him be me-
dic nes are of no use

[ Exit ]

[ Enter PRINCESS ROSHANARA )
[ ALRUNGZERE sty She stands and loohs

ROSHANARA Wil he wake | wonder? And to
what® Poor miserable old man !

I sate beside humn
Great Sea] for

was 1t for this
all those days guarding the
him when ’lung ago he was soO 1il?
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How' changed from what he was in those old
days! No! I dare not think of them. The shades
of Dara, of Murad Baksh and Shuja—all my
brothers too!—rise up and mock me: yet [ loved
Aurungzebe best of them all. For his sake 1 said
no word to stop his treatment of our father-—.
For his sake—1I—

AURUNGZEBE. [ Wakes.] Who and what are
you ?

ROSHANARA. Thy sister, brother, she who sat
beside you when long years ago vou lay helpless
and speechless! She who held for you the Seal
of Office lest your foes should wrench it from your
helpless hands!

AURUNGZEBE. I have forgotten. { Ta Aifen-
dants.,] Take that bird away. Its gilded cage
reminds me of my father whom [ prisoned. But
he deserved it—and then I was' young and strong
and he was old—buat now I am old too! But
he deserved his fate——and I his son—his son -
{4 pause.] 1 too have a son —nay! sons such as he
had; but they will not work as I have—and I
have worked so hard—so hard., We plotted.
We planned. [Long pause.] Scribe! paper, ink. I will
write a letter to my som, to—to Azam. In my
will I've left him little. A letter may be useful—
keep him quiet mayhap.

[ Dictates. ]
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“Son, neirest my heart The agomies of death

come upon me ! am geing  Whatever good or
evil 1 have dope, it was done for you. Farewelt!
Farewell! Farewelit”

ROSHANARA He sleeps agmin —and sleep sufles
remorse  but only for 1 ume—only for a uma
[Qoes weepnn |
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CALICO.

In 1498, just four vears after the Emperor Baber
came ta the throne of Ferghana, an event occurred
which was to change the whole fatare of India.
One Vascoe da Gama, a Portuguese master-mariner
of good family, succeeded in reaching the town of
Calicut on the western shores of India., He was
led to the dangerous adventure of trying to cross
the Indian Ocean by the sight somewhere on the
east coast of Africa of two webs of cotton cloth
which the owners said had been made in a land
over-seas, ‘a land where there were all sorts of
spices and precious stones, a land with all the

riches of the world.)”” This was the beginning of
Western trade in India.

10, D. H. I,



DR ANMAT S PERSONA

Y ANC DY GrAMA | ortionese adventurer and

IMI1TIner
DiAz s mte
15T AFRICAN CHILET
5D AFRICAN CHIFE
PEDRO 1 satlor

Sailers Nahives
MAz { B 11y dus /e 17 ] Pipe down the sails

and you Pelro ste ¢ the inchor The Captaid
will rest the mirht nigh the river ~ mouth

[Wiithing ani Yoh hyrho From outstle e ief
PEDRO |

PEDRO They | se no titne on the shore mister
'here be two boat loads of the g~yages onh their

wav alrendy but | can see no 1rms
D1ry7  Nathless us as well to be read) Call

up the guirds Pedro and bid them bnng thel!
matchlacl .

[ Exit PEDRO |
| £ fer VASCO DA GAMA « Lery handsome

e with ] ‘JF dreamy eyes |
VASCO DA GAMA {l 7o humeelf } So! anchored
once more ! The coast ° this great continent seems
endless and as the goc p takes it, bay by bay:
point by poiwnt, the co , > shows ever due North
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And 1 would go East. | Scans the }mrfzon.] No-
thing but sea, wide sea. Does land lie over there,
I wonder? Ho! Diaz, any news?

Diaz. Two boat-loads of natives, unarmed ap-
proach. Your orders, please. I have sent for the
matchlock-men.

VASCO DA GaMma. [ Quickly.] Send them back
again. How often do I tell thee, Diaz, that we
are here not for bloodshed but for commerce.

Diaz. [ Doggedly.} Mayhap the one will not
come withont the other.

VASCO DA GAMA. Then will Ineither! Lower the
ladder, see you, and bring them hither with all honour.

DIAZ. Aye, aye, Sir,

[ BExit.

VASCO DA GAMA. Shall I gain aught from these
ignorant folks? God knows. Yet there must be some-
thing over yvonder. [ Looks eastuards.]

[ Enler DIAZ, escorting tiwo AFRICAN CHIEFS,
ery stalely and  dignified. PEDRO follows
with natives bearimg baskets of fruits. The
visitors seat themselves in reply to signs.)

VASCO DA GAMA. [{Politely.] Gentlemen, you are
welcome. Now I wonder if they speak the same

language as they do at Sofalal! Pedro, try them -—
you know a word or two of the lingo.
PEDRO. I know how to ask for a drink.

1ST AFRICAN CHIEF. [ Solemnly] 1 speak liftle
Portugee.
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VASCO DA C AavMs Heaven be praised! how |

may £ ¢ 1. A\l n  Noble Chiefl Much
plea cl 1) vt T will give lnm one
Noth ¢ [ f 1 nliwe 2 snages tonguel
Ani AL pot o] the hatch yonder

Wi ¢ CHIEFS ulo catch with

-
See 3 vl that [ ]} h ot <ol [lpﬂﬂf”"]

SRV r1sof 1o der VASCO
Dy 7y 1 frr enlsgistnd t + CHIEF
{) LH1F v fr a moment thet

! t i H e procd wee t1e bashef®
I { c ! ng two wel 3 f fi

f IS1 AFRICAN CHICF pufs latter of
DAY GAMA s ¢ ¢ f A s st i 15 €X

h b3 f pti)
INDY ATRIC AN CHor
I ink YO 1

VASCO DA GAVA [ r  o;) What have we

2w I tever the lhe The »inff 15 <oft as
A sel ts not s (k!

Divz i ity 1 to lond |} Nay! tis not stlkl God
Pnows  jat ts!

IST AFRICAN CHIEF [g jn 11 Calico calicol

[ T/« SAILORS ? tg} an?echo calico calico ]

VASCO Da Gam Calico calicot But where 18
it made

Fank vod Tank ot

te

ND AFRICA CHIEF Calicut Calicut!
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[ The SAILORS laugh and ccha ‘Calicutd’
‘Calicut!’] |

VASCO DA GAMA. [ Laughing.] Calicut! Calicut!
Where is Calicut?

1ST ATFRICAN CHIER., [ Rising and poimting cast-
ward.] There!

VASCO DA GaMA., [ Starting up.l There? Over the
sea? JCHIEF nods.] They make it? { CHIEF nods. §
Big country? [CHIEF signy to show biguess.] Rich?
{ CHIEF {ouches his gold earrings and signs to show
greal weallh.} Very far? [ CHIEF signs not so very far.

VASCO DA GaAMA. | Flings ont his arms.) At last!
at last! Ho!l! You there Pedro, up with the anchor,
and Diaz. pipe all hands to the sails—but stay;:
ere we start—\ He strides to the figure head of the
Virgin, doffs his cap and kneels,} ANl thanks to thee,
most Holy Mary. Guide us, we pray thee, as thou
hast guided us so far on this most perilous ad-
venture. | Rises, fuces about.l] So now for the East!
Farewell, good chiefs! Someone see them to their
boats. Diaz! is the anchor up?

DIAZ. Aye, aye, sir!

VASCO DA GAMA. Then set her on her course
due ILast! Due ‘East!
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ff the ¢y, § Liglaind had been on Indiz
with 1+ v¢  t 171l vith her, so tiad the ecyer
of Trewr A~ Lhal bt=n the case 10 1'*.:!11"!'.15117'*'*i
ope © upiny of tierchants after another had been
formed for the puipase of exploiting the East.,
until tn A D 1719 some of the older companies
joined together and business began in real earnest
Thenceforward the rivalyy between the French and
the English grey 10 | hecame acute 1n 1741, whenthe
French appomte ! a- Governor one Joseph Brupless
They were luchy in their chowce, for he was an
extraordinanly ahle man To begin with he hatl
spent 41l us life in [ndia where he had amassed
a huge fortune e was thus well acquainted with
“e manners and customs of the East., and s
wife a verv clever woman who helped fum 1 all
s wofk, had Leen barn and hrgﬂ; in Inr;lm The
next ten years therefore were one long record of
piots and counterplots an ntuch the French had
1 deduded advantage over the English, untl one
Robert Chive appeared on the <ude of the latter
He was quite a youne man, but syccess went
with him everywhere and after a series of S1€ges
engagements ind intncues, he completely brokt
the French power in India Ae 2 sort of proof
that he had dene this, he utterly destroyed the

memonial column whiwch Dypleix had erected 1
celebrate his victones



DRAMATIS PERSONA.

ROBERT CLIVE.
A CAPTAIN.

A SERGEANT.
Servants of Nazir Jang, the Nitzam-

MUBARAK ul-Mull: of the Deccan, who had
BAHADUR been assassinated by prder of Du-
pletz,

18T CITIZEN,.

PN CITIZEN,
Soldiers.

SC!

NE.

\A)

The City of Dupleix-Fattehabal (or the City aof
Dupleix’s Victory). The market-place; in the cenire
a column of four sides with an tnscription on ecach
in HEnglish, French, Persian and Tamil.

| The SERVANTS of Nazir Jang and the CIiTI-
ZENS are seated smoking and talling.}
1IST CITIZEN It is a fine tower|

MUBARAK. Mayhap—but it was built with bload-
money. My master lost bhis life close to here by
foulest assassination.

AND CITIZER. Call you it that? He was at the

head of hig army, and they say he commanded
?00,000 soldiers.
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BAHADULR And if he did, what then? I am
n1oght but 2 bliat soldier but [ hold that to sign
t treaty one diy ind artackh without warning the
next 15 not far play

MIPARAN  That 1t wis not and who Lnows
but the Prendh were behind the Nawal of Kurnool
who did the e I I ! | =¢r 1t now ! Iﬂ} rmasicr

nsmg 1in s howdah 1t <alute the Nawab! It was
2 foul deed?

15T CITI?F\ "I!d'ﬁh:_’ln hu[ lht‘ Engh{;h {if] nol
Play far always though ey do say there 15 &
Captain Sahib called e

MUBARAR  Ye1' Yeq!' He 15 = t1er amongsl

men My cousin s servant 1o hm angd tells many

Ttak He ught wul another Sitab not Jong since

Mer cirds  He saud the other cheated  Then Chine

vatubs piarl *nipped and the other holding lns 9

the Td 5 hevd bade tnm beg for Life  And he did
IST CITIZEN  He (il Lo' that was not hrave
BAHADLR  Harlh to 1he end?

MUBARAR  Sg the fellow gave 1t him  But when

demind was made that the accusation should br

withedriw  (lyye 33hib sud coolly “Not It 1 smd

¥ G fh{’llﬂl im i } did ™ S0 yOU see he hﬂ'lfj
him<elf ¢he (per than

IND CITiZEN  Wel]

4 forthnate 1in war The
new victory to-day o the
that ]l care QOne master
they leave us alone In

north over the Frepeh i
15 9% good as another

PCACE~as they w

-1
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BAHADUR. But Clive Sahib may come here.

1ST CITIZEN. Not he. ’Tis miles out of his way.
He goes to Arcot.

[ Bugle sounds.]

OND CITIZEN. [Jumping up.l What's that?

A VOICE. | Ouiside] Halt! Mark time till the
main body forms up.

BAHADUR. Soldiers! Which side I wonder?

MUBARAK. English! 'Tis all the English now !

BAHADUR. [Running off.] I'm for either side so
long as there is fair fighting.

[ MUBARAK follows him.]
MUBARAK. [ 4ds he runs off.} T am for fighting
both sides.

1ST CITIZEN. Hai! Hai! War is upon us once
more. Will it pever end!?

2ND CITIZEN. Hai! Hai! Why can the strangers

not {eave us in peace?
| Enter CLIVE followed by his CAPTAIN, SER-
GEANT and four SOLDIERS. The CITIZENS

salaam. He returns the salute dut looks
straight ahead.]

CLIVE. So that's the column—the column of vic-
tory which Mons. Dupleix has thought fit to erect.

Hal Hal Sergeant! go, prod it with vour bayonet,
Tell me of what it is made.

SERGEANT. Yes, sir. [ Marches his four off.}

CLIVE. No Englishman cowld ever have built a
thing like that!
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CAPTAIN No wir and on the very place where
he was party ty a f ol murder, for it was just here —
wasnt it sr that the Nizam ul-Molh was shot

CLIVE That < t anfle It 1s the bombast of 1,

the ntolerabd arrogaince  Pah?! it makes me sich
Well Sergeant ?

[ SERGFANT re enters ]
SERGEANT  Puhkt 5 [ tnam outside, sir, much 1n
CLIVE. Aost appropriate' It will be muck [2e¢

CAPTAIN ] Bring your compiny up sir, and nd
Captain Green bring his poneers

CAPTAIN | Saluting | Sar! | Goex ont |

CLIVE [Adlresang CiTizEnS | Now you shall
see what that fox Dupietxs wvictories are worth
Look at them blazoped up there 1n four lInnguages
I am only gomng to geo one for mine Dust and
1shes!  Are you 1} formed up over there? [ Speahs
foud anl txt i, sEraraht thered nf him J Now men !
We have by the grice of God and the valour of
SUr rms beaten the Trench off the field They
have not  ne leg lefy upon which they can stand

AR we are not going 1 tilow this column 1In
seribed with all ther 50-C1lled victories to have onc

either Pioneers torwar( ! Hatchets and plcksl ]
bave marched you Iwenty miles out of your way on

purpose tor this aff1ir gg my whole army may Joul
i af 1t chooses

[.A. toaring cliver tnvinds of falling hrichs
mortar  General haeblaly |
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{CLIWVE listens a moment, a smile on his face.l

They enjoy their task. It is a regular game to
them, and it ends the game of the French and
English once and for ever. So now to get some
breakfast. { Exit. ]
| Nowse continues. Finally silence. Then a

chorus of " God save the King" from be-
end the scene. ]
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COOTE By Inding the dice, sir! You Rave

your opmicn  firet instead of last as uspal The

majonty could not choose but follow Sabat Jung

15 the =epcys cill you

CLIVE | Wrwn; ] BPamng i War’ eh® Not 2
bad name 1n int~ ¢ountry  where audacity counts
frr « mueh VYet vour arguments nearly shook
me Coote 1 spent twe hours of solitary thought
aver them afterwards befrre 1 accepied the riskh

COOTE A grewt nsh  Suray ud-dowlah h?s
50 000 infantry  neswr 18000 casalry and 50 guns
aganst our force 3000 2l told

CLINE | Drdy ] Py use me He has more You
hase forgotten the Trenchman Sindré and his
contingent It 1s as well to be accurate when ORE
1S CcOuniing up one's enemies [szi'r-,g -::uddeﬂfyl
But 1t has to be Coote 1t has to be If Surd}
ud dowlth was a real man —even such a man
as the peasints are about here-——I mmught hesiait
hefore attacking  but the younp man 15 simple
brute 2 monster hoary i wvice, and he will 10"
ple over like a house of cards =t the first touch
I assurc you And tren logk you Coote! I hare
other work to do when this 15 over [ have 10
settle Englands hold on India on decent and bho-
nourable hnes 1 haye :ﬁ\clean the Aungean «table

of the sennices Even the Army, Coote, 15 1Ot
immaculate —

CoOTE [ Hufiiy]l I fail to see, 1y, that we 2
any worse —
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CLIVE. Worse! Good Heavens! no, that is im-
possible. Why! there is hardly one official high or
low, but has his fingers in the purse of some petty
rajah or another. And that must be stopped if we
are to hold India. And we must! So to-day de-
cides it! ¥ I hold over till to-morrow Mir Jafar,
the Nawab's uncle, who only waits to see which
side the cat will jump, will decide against us. He
is absolutely untrustworthy; bhut if we win he can
be bribed to do his duty. Omichand is hopeless—
also absolutely faithless. I consider him the biggest
rascal in the world! Yet 1 must play with him too!
[ 1Walks ubout restiessly.] But of that by and by. Mean-
while I so far fall in with your caution, that 1 will not
attack il nightfall, That will hide the smallness
of our force. So now to rest.

COOTE. Good-bye, sir, and I wish I were as con-
fident as wyou.
CLIVE., Confident? Good Heavens, sir! who can

be confident when they risk all on the ha:rard of
a die—1 hope—that is all.

| Zxit COOTE]
CIAVE. | Looking out over the mussed enemy. ) If

this miscarries all the blame will be laid on me
not an the fools who have brought about the -
posse. Well, so he it

[ Lays himself on a couch aud falls asleep in
a second.]

. L Enter MAJOR KILPATRICK in g hurry, |
KILPATRICK. Sir! Sir! '



160 pRAVATIC HISTORY OF INDIA
M

CLIVE [ Younen g | Well what 15 t?
LILPATRICR The enemy 1o retlnngf--wh?. God
toama!  withowt the exchainge of 1 shot S&1210g
the aoportumity [ hawe ordered an attack on the
tank occupiel by the French
CLvL [ S ririg ) Vou have ordered! What the
devil do vou mean by actng on your own I
ponsibifity sir? 11l have you cashjered It must be
stopped At onct  There s to be no dtach till mightfall
[ Rudlescut § I efly NAJOR KILPATRICK]
1 4 powuse desultory firtng <houts ele. )
| Re-enter CLIVE )
\ To hims if ] I\llﬂitr ch was right The cpporm
mty had come  Yes! he was nght He has bramns
f must remember mm [ Buelles on s anord 1 S0
now for the cast of the die Victory or defeat
before sunset
{ £)ter 1ST ORDERLY OQFFICER
15T ORDFRLY OFFICER The tank 1s taken, S
but a Iirge sechion of the enemy 15 detaching itself
to the south east and 1s adyancing agawnst us
CLIVE Tell Captain Coote ta send a dEtﬂﬂh'ﬂ‘lEﬂt
to oppose 1t at once [ will he there mysell 10 2
few moments
[HIH"FLE’I“HU ;HIH paper tﬂﬂ'i‘fht’r nt tﬂbff.' fmﬂ.g
Jir a second & two at the map |

{ Enter 2ND ORDERLY OFFICER.]
2ND ORDERLY OFFICER The advancing roohs

sir, appear to be friends Mir Jafar 1» at thelr
head

F—
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CLIVE. [ Bursting wnlo « laugh.l Mir Jafar!
Prince of rats! The ship must be sinking indeed
or he would not leave it! So, let me think. Yes!
send orders for general attack all along the line.
Now it our chance. We nmst push it home,

[ Re-enter 1ST ORDERLY OFFICER.]
[CLIVE sits down al the fublzz, wrifes hurried
orders and hands them to the fwo ORDERLY

OFFICERS who exeunt hrriedly.)
[CLIVE, still <itting and biting his nails.]
Why did the enemy retire? Is it possible that it is
a trick? No, for Mir Jafar—
[ Re-enter 28D ORDERLY QOFRICER. ]
2ND ORDERLY OFFICER. This man, sir, brings a
message firom —
MESSENGER. Mir Jafar Sahib Bahadur.
| Presents u lokter. )
CLIVE. | Tears letter open und reads, then flings
it aside.] The double-dyed traitor! Upon my soul
1 feel for the first time in my life some pity for
that miserable villain of a Nawab! To have such
men about him! Scoundrels who can advise =
general retirement, then send secret letters coun-
selling attack to the enemy! By Heavens! I will
have my revenge on them when the time comes.
’Bu‘t that is not yet-—not yet! England comes first
Iis only the first part of her victory that has
been won at the fHeld of Plassey! The rest re-

mains for other hands, and yet other hands than

mine 10 do. And it will be done {

- 11.
N W
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PRINCESS RRISHNA KUMARI

While the Eutopeans were founding settlements
on Indias coral «trind the centr1l portions of

the greal peminsulr remuined quite untouched DY

Western influence  Rajputnina especinlly hetd to 1t

old traditions <o that 1t was possible for the fol
lowing incident to occur so Jate as the beginning
of the nineteenth century when the coast line of Indi2
was furly civiized  Yet even here Rana Bhims

wction shows that the fine okl Rajputs creed of

Honnur before Life was weakeming



DRAMATIS PERSONA.

BHIM SINGH, Rana of Udaipur.

AMBASSADOR from Jaiput.

AMBASSADOR from Scindiah.

PRINCESS KRISHNA KUMART, Bhim Singh’s daughter.
HER MOTHER, Bhim Singh's wife.

HeErR BROTHER, Bhim Singh's son.

SAGWANT SINGH, Chief of Karradur.
Attendants, Chamberlain, etc.

SCENE.

The private andience-hall at Chitore, the chief fown

of Udapur,

BHIM SINGH. [On his throne.] But I am bound
by my word to my cousin of Jaipur.

JATPUR'S AMBASSADOR. Aye! and [ claim fulfil-
ment. Yhe Princess Xrishna Xumari must be forth-
with wedded to my master, or instant war will fol-
ijow to avenge the insult,

SCINDIAH'S AMBASSADOR. And if my master’s re-
quest—nay! seeing that he is overlord, his order—
be not acted upon, his armies will soon enforce

tt. She must marry the Rajah of Jodhpur,
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Riiy SiNGEH 1o ether ¢y emys lint » de oiate
my p ofle oven hef1et We aunot pe vith you

{rentiemen tor 3n ni oy our ter >  See! L
yton € that feaq t sl 2 h well w ittt be
{ ¢ tter [ Drarve 0 y 3 ohter tall nl
g, ve h 1 elt loany min Ol [ 1 red o IS
SUINDIAKM S AMBASSADIR ! 1 wht
nmul ATy s have » |
JAlPLR S AuBas ADCR - Sh I T A A ¢
garement t 1
QUINDIAL S AVBAS ADCP i v AT
| 2t
JAUIPLR 5 AMBASSADOP ar tte hp fo
{ Fred

BHivtSisenl L o la wdope Or il 10
ferore u  ronnf rilesahe ofapretty oo s F @

PRINCESS RRISHVA RUMARY St s d o
t Fft f lael Nay nt so my father Lo
I have hieard alt Anl nesver through me shall My
beioved country be wnastel n war { Ske i eely
tf fer fafl r1 Father sere 1 a2 boy youd
Live me fenve to figlt for Ldaipur Now  since
L arbiapoot ptiful ;i) Jet me but de for
her  What cont my )fe against « smart or

hurt of the e poor patent people who have al
retdy stood fong years of war ani dread adversity ¢

La! my beauty b ds men F_oht for ne They |l

sheath ther swords when 1 g0 cold and dJead
Brother! thy hmfe here 1 my breast

{ She & res Ter bovom |



PRINCESS KRISHNA KUMARI 165 -

amin,

ra—ry
nlnle My —l g

BHIM SINGH. Krishna! my child. What! thou
wouldst die for us?

KRISHNA. There is no other way to peace. When |
am dead, these princes will not quarrel to possess
my corpse.

MOTHER. | Rushing out.] No! No! this shall not
he. Heart's darling! come. Lo! I will hide thee
safe. No man shall find thee.

KRISHNA. They will find other victims, mother.
Let me go where peace dwells ever, where no man
can vex my heart or mind. [ Turning to her fuather.}
Think for a moment, O most revered, most beloved!
t1s onec small life against the valued lives of manyv

innocent folks who cling to life—as [ do not.
Father, let me die!

BHIM SINGH. Her words strike home. These
men backed by MNahratta force may make myv
realm a desert,

KRISHNA. Thou seest the truth, my father. I must
die. Yet let me die with honour by a noble hand.
Brother! the task is thine. Draw out the dagger
sacred to our creed of truth and faith, and drive
it home. Here! in my heart!

BROTHER. [ Drawing his dugger.] Noblest of
women! Lo! my pride leaps up to join your courage.
-In long vears to come, the Rajput maidens shall
sing songs of you and tell how Princess Wrishna
died. [ He advances to strike the blow but his couraqge
fails him. He throws wup Jus hand and lets the

£

’ /
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frgaer Iry the euer 1 s Fue tth his hands ] 1
cannot oh { cannot? Sister forgive me—thou art
&1 oo tur tor death

Krisuny { Turngto h r n #her } Mother, I crave
fr m you the F[ist piit that a Rajput mother gives
when ber daughter s honour s in danwer  \ine1s sore
beset These princes clam ur for me and 1 will
not wed tor threats of murder nl of pillage Give

ne the poison draught that Lills a5 1t 15 drunk
Quick! mother quick!

VIOTHER  Hearts darling sk me not

KRISHNA [Pr H;] Lo I do askh 1t Vea I
ash of thee my mother to lefend the body thon
f ast borne

MOTHER | Gotiy v etf t v « } \o mother CAR Ie
e that last request

[ Goes ]
RRISHNA  [Smit 1 ) Look 1t an satl father! And

v 1 100 Dbrotherling' Remember how n days long

“nce we women di 1 bravin, the fire rather tham
allt1g inte hands we hated

BROTHER Bat that was hifterent We men died

Lo sell ng each Ryput life for teenty of the
ty Hecd Now —

{ Enter \lOTHER beartng a cup ]
mother! [Takes 3 potde 1 up ] To
ut soldier of the Syn and to the Sun

Thanl
every Rag
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himself, I drink it. | Drinks—stands for a second.
Then turns to her mother.l Mother! thou hast de-
ceived me. This is not the poisoned draught of
death. What matter? 1 will go and for myself
prepare the sweet lasumba drink which buys soft
sleep that never wakens. Farewell!
[ Goes, MOTHER follows weeping. ]
BHIM SINGH. | Gloomily.] She is full set on
this, and ’tis a way out of our difficulty. And I
would rather see her dead than wedded to the
minton of that low-bred hound.
BROTHER. And fighting we would have but

little chance.
| Enter CHAMBERLAIN, ]
CHAMBERLAIN. The Chief of Karradur, Sir Sag-
want Singh, demands an instant audience. He hath

ridden hard.
BHIM SINGH. Let him come in.
[ Enter SAGWANT SINGH breathless with huste.]
SAGWANT SINGH. My lord, my lord—the Princess?
Doces she live?
[ BHIM SINGH and BROTHER lool: ai each other
and are silent. |
For I have heard vague rumours that she means to
kill herseli rather than {rust herself to our good
swords; and that must never be said. What! shall
a Rajput maiden choose the help of death while
there remains a man who owns a sword? Old as 1

d1m -
| ATTENDANT and MOTHER enter weeping.)
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MOTHFE Lo!' she has chosen On her bed she
ies as f asleep But she will never wake! Ahl
woe 15 me'

SAGW ANT SINGH  The Princess then s dead?

MOTBER  She will not wahe agtn

SAGWANT SINGH | Teorne paveonakly to BHIN
SINGH 1 o BRISHNA s BROTHER tho tnuer benealh fus
crath Tlen unfuckhfes hrs <« crd] My ancestors O
Ling have served yvours for thirty generations and
of blame I dare s1y nothing  but of this be sure my
sword will neer agun be driv n for you or yours
1 lay 3t here down in the dust of hangs! Farewell
for ever!

(Hedapxmlat He £ & ¢f the threne anid
el ]
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From the date of Aurungzebe's death the dynasty
of the Great Moguls and the Empire founded by
great Baber, and handed on intact through greater
Akbar and his descendants, Jahangir, Shahjahan,
and Aurungzebe, had sunk lower. Still by name the
Emperors of India, they ceased to have any power,
until in the nineteenth century one Shah Alum i,
old, miserable, blind, keeping up a ragged royalty
in those incomparable palaces at Dethi which
neither time nor treachery could touch, placed
himself voluntarily under British protection.

He was quite a good man, but helpless—almost
imbecile; briefly the degenerate outcome of a long
line of men who had forgotten kingship in luxury.
He lived for a few years, more or less a pri-
soner, Then his son reigned as Akbar II. and
finally his grandson Bahadur Shah, by his treachery
to his protectors, forfeited their support and died
in Burma. Thus the Mogul dynasty which began
so marvellously came to an end.
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SHAH ALV the Momt 2gel 85 bl nd decrepit
WVBEZA AERAR SHAU hs son agel 27

ViRt BAHADUR SHAH h s prandson aged 26
\MIRZs MOULL hs preat grandsin apged 8
THF DIVW W

GENERAL LALRT

His A b C
Ul ers
~CL\E
T D Al t DI SHAH ALUM old Wend
t | j10f F  « y ler o small taltered
tnsl ¢ py = f 1dles ft n fne

el il < o/ or f{; n tao € £

SHAH ALt t W) ok 2] WHE he be as
~ool thnlh vy s P opn Salbh?®

MIRZA ARBAR Wh ¢4 say but it has to he!

The Englisch h e ) n the Trench 1n<d Perron
Sahib was 2 Fren h 1

MIRZA BAWADLR | Hhoo!
Aye i we are t

y ¢ his hiftfe son ]

b pYthe throne of our ances
tors for our sons e ne Y1 protechon
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SHAH ALUM. | Widmpering.] Protection! Who
needs it more than I, the Emperor of ail the

Indies? Lo! how the wicked have troubled me,
poor scervant of God, whose life has been spent
with saints and sacred books., Hat! Hai! Hai.
When I remember -] Nods his hewd qarridowsty. |
How did it begin? [ forget., Always the same!
Always being asked to sign papers or pay arniies,
with scarce a pice in the palace to pay for the cook
room. Then when Gholam Kadir the Rohilla —
Hai! Hai!

MIRZA BAHADUR, [ T his Uttle son.} Mogl,
ro quick to grand-dad and caress bhim—that may
make him calm.

MIRZA MOGUL. Grand-dad! See [ have on my
best clothes —do [ not look smart?

SHAH ALUM. | Fondly.l Thou lookest what thou
art-——a prince of Timur's race. But is not the gold
upon thy sarposh a trifle tarnished? It feels fray-
ed. But I am blind, blind! "T''wvas Gholam Ka-
cdir did it.

MIRZA AXBAR. Forget it, father.

SHAH ALUM. Never! He was there down by
the scented baths and he asked for hidden trea-
sure and I knew of none, Then said he I was
of no use and should be blinded; but [ begged
him to spare the old eyes that for sixty years had
grown dim with the daily study of God’s Word
and he spared them.
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MIRZA BAHADUR | Sicdhangly 1 Yeal Yea'! He
spared them grand-dad so let be—the Enghsh-
MR 15 COnnL  Afor

SHAH ALIM [ {whecelinr i Lot It 15 ever be-
fore my mind -~ eve Akbar my son! thy groans
will bl me  How they torlured vou, my sons,
my srimidsmns to fing out where the treasure was
mdden —and there was nonpe' ¥ otell you there s

none  We hive no tre isare Oh take my sight,
viru fiends of thy n thorm st hel)l rather than force
my eves trseesu b oenes suchoinhuman croelnes ™

With that be oot wpon me [ feel the hnife in
my eves now b SETR

meres ' [ Beey

Have mercy! Harve

{ .1 bugle <ound= ]
MIRZA AKEAR  Father!' for the honour of our

House be calm The Faphish eniay comes Let
him not fined 1he Emp r ¢ of Indin

dant of great Baber in beirs

SHAH ALUM { W r quetly ) And wherefore
not? Is not a2 prisuner < hie ever full of tears?®

For how long have | been slave ip the Mahratias!
nd now this Englishman —

MIRZA BAMADUR  He wyl) p1y better, 1 think

. SHAH ALUM [ﬂrgun; ftis eye | Mavhap! Mas-
apt And we need meney serely  Sure 'tis time,
Mirza Albar. that YOu went to escort the Enplish-

nai hlther, and Duwanp! 20 ton and see thatl all
5 of the sirictest etiqueite

the escen-
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DIWAN. As the Most High commands.
{ Bows. Eaxit after MIRZA AXBAR.]
SHAH ALUM. Mogli, bring thy club and ball, it

may pass the time.
MIirRZA MOGUL. Yea, grand-dad!

[ They play. Bugles. ]
[ Enter GENERAL LAKE escorted by MIRZA
AKBAR ond DIWAN and followed closely by
AIDE-DE-CAMP, who {takes the GENERAL's

iat. ]

AIDE-DE-CAMP. Glad to get vyou here, sir.
What a crowd and how strangely they looked at
you !

GENERAL LAKE. [ Pompously.] They were anxi-
ous to look at the deliverer of the Sovereign from
a state of degradation and bondage.

[ Suitable salutations pass. GENERAL LAKE
is Sseated on a chair fucing the MOGUL.
Attar and pan are handed round.}

GENERAL LAKE. The affair having been previous-
ly settled by which the Most Illustrious Monarch
Shah Alum, Emperor of all the Indies, does, for
due consideration, as mentioned, place himself and
his heirs—

MIRZA AKBAR. Huzoor!

GENERAL LAKE. Under the . protection of the
British raj, all that is necessary i1s to affix the
signatures to this document. You have it, I think?

AIDE-DE-CAMP. [ Producing deed.{ Yes, sir.
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GENERAL LARE. 1 will sizn first s token of
gpod fauith
U t uriting ~dab e drounht wrth pen und inh 1
{ £ ~ome ] Now Your Majesty
SHAH AvtM [ Lowpweffy ] My ~eql 15 here
Taihe it my ~on
{NIRZA ARBAR draws the ring from his
Pither s« finger inhy d ard stpus
GEMNERAL LAkl So that s done and we trust
in the future
| Riers )
SHAH ALt | Puses ey anid biw ks af hiy sons
fwhﬂﬂ'-tfu] D vy net tell me there was <omes
thing more
Diwan | Onefe usdy | Yea! Most \ighty sn con-
sideration of thus piece of paper | Tosecdice deeed )
it 1s Your Ihpghne «s pleasure ty bestow on Generild
Lake Sahuib Dahador the tiles of  Sword of the
Stde T the Herm of the Land  the  Lord of the
Age” and the Vactorous wn War
| COLRTIERS Wah! Wah!}
GENFRAL LAKRE. Oin behalf of the preat Company

I serve 1 thank %Your Majesty for this markh of
favour, and [ trust o the fulure

| Bous and tales Mos lente )

MIRZA ARBAR. Whbhat allowance did they pro-
mis¢ 1 the deed?

Prwan It s not mentioned  Only  that due

regard shall be pavd to the comfort and consemence
of Your Royal Highness
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SHAH ALUM. [ Leaning on fhis staff.}] 1 would
like to see it once again before I die.

MIRZA BAHADUR. See what, father?

SHAH ALUM. The legend on the wall. [ He
looks up.] Canst read it. Mogli? See it goes
round and round-—always the same. Read 1,
chitld.

MIRZA MOGUL. | Reading stowly. ] ' Agar Firdus-
i-Zamin ust, hamin ust, hamin ust, hamin ust.””  What

does that mean, grand-dad?
{ The old KING weeps. The PRINCES, COURT-
IERS Dow their heads sadly. |

* If there be a Paradise upon Earth, it is this, it is this, it is this !
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\ BRFATHING

A vast nunber f the {n ban peowpltes cafl the
Great Mutiny ot 1837 by the name aof bawa™
th4t 15 1o a3y 1 wint r breath

A smnt 1n ther wor s swept throuch the Iand
(dryvine men il er ni tf vther

VWhat the el e fothe Muniny was it s
useless 1o enpmre Vv lunes have beun wrhitten
about 1t wathout firit ¢ resuft than to show that
nine {enths of the po ple f Indi hhew nothing
whateser of 1 pur 1y 1 ity satingy

What they weutl b lon had they known

11 15 useless to enpre 1 one 15 hHeter spent n
showing what they | {



DRAMATIS PERSONA.

FAIZU, the householder.
ADHAM, his son,

JEWANI, his wife.

FATIMA, his daughter<in-law.
NANNI, his old mother,

IMAM, his brother, an old servant of the Sahib-
logr,

SCENE.

The village hut of a Ranghar family in the Rokh-
tak district. Tt s night.

The householder, an old man, is eating his supper.
His son, a man of middle age, has just come {n and
ts smoking his chillum. A very old woman sgquatls
by the fire stirring a pot of milk. A young woman
sits v a corner veiled. The house-mother 13 bustling
about over the supper.

FAIZu. When | was watering the fields to-day
[ saw a great body of horsemen on the horizon.
T wonder who they were!

JEWANIL. The Toorks, mavhap. Nanni is always
talking of them. She says she saw some when
she was gathering radishes at the well the other
day, but they had white faces like the Sahibs.
Shé hid herself for fear. [ Bewling.]l Didn’t you,
Naﬁni? ‘

12, ' D, H. 1.



NANND b Atirpiag the midh ) Ayel Ayel The
Coort. woes 1nd he tomes but they should be
17 dead by now  The last came just after [ was
hare  Miv mother ewught me up and fled to the
wilderness  And her nanns told tales Aye! Asel

| Fuis to anming 1 The Foorh? The Toorkl He
will find yeu’

ADHAM [ Buwhing | Perer, graotdim | know
not {1ther who they might he, but at the marlet
to-day, folk~ were sayving there was 4 lLreath
the Iand

FATIMA [ Swulleaty trealing tn fer rowce full
ef foary 1 Whit cxre | now that the only breath
I cared for has censed! Has! Hul my baby, my
httle baby my little <on!

Jewast  Peacet Peace! daughier in-law?! disturb

not the men with thy gnef Lo' [ wept full sore
when my firsting went. But God <ent another and

I was comforted
NAYMNL [ To herwelf ] Ayet Ayel ie sends the
children sure encugh ~—they be tis children ever

FAIZU  What wer they saving at the marlet,
Adhim?

ADHAM  “Nothing for certam father, though some

said there was to be a new master and that the
Sahibs were to be turned ot

FALZU Allah' Wherefore? Did not the burrg Sahib

sive jushice in mv e1se 1nd | pard naucht for it?
What more does one want in 2 law-court?
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ADHAM, And one—he was a stranger-—said the
Sahibs made their servants Christians by force.

Faizu, That s a 1lie. Thine uncle Imam hath
served the Sahib-log for fifty years and if ever
there was a pious one ’tis he. [ Speaking emplats-
cally] Yea, Imam Khan is a saint and a pilgrim
{oo.

NANNI. Imam Khan! Aye, he was my eldest born,
a2 goodly godly lad. Faizu! why does he nnt come
home and till the land like his fathers?

FAI1zU. [ Bowling.] He hath left the land to my
care, mother. Mind vou he hath no kind of his
ownl.

NANNI. Ave! Avye! he is a saint. He broke his
heart when Zuleika and her babe died. Imam, my
little lad! 1 should like to see him again.

FATIMA. | Bawling.] Was the child old when it
died, Nanni?

NANNI. As thine child, suckling. Nay weep
not! §f thou art patient God will send another.

FAI1ZU. Yea! Yea! I should like to see Imam
again. We were right fond of each other as boys;
but see you he grew restless and went to serve

the Sitrkar. And now that he has grown old, he
serves them still but not in the regiment. So it

is a lie that they force people to be Christians.
Imam knows the Holy Book by heart—
| Someone tries the door.]
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ADHAM  Hist! There 1s someont a1 tht door
Retire, wormenn 1l 1T «oe who "iis
{ The tuo women huddle o a curner OUd
MNANSNT romains ~tirroig Hhe o smidh ADHAM
upens the door 4An old man  spent uand
Howd-wtaaned carrmhg a bundle  daggers n
and gues 1o the fire
} Ere he rcaches ot b stumbles, half folls and
the bundle he earrux fullt on NANNDUS fap
The man wils bk on v Aneexs foce o
face atth NANNL  She peere of him, then
triev |
NANMN  Imym!' Jmam' My son, my Lttle son!
See he 15 blood stiined  See 10 him, Jewam |
£aNnol Nse
IMAM, | Fawntly § Nay! Nay! 1t 1s naught Iam
but outeweaned A drinh of water for Heaven's
sake
FAIZU. [Loudly | Quick! Give him water
[ NANNL swtft as thougit, {ifts off the milk-
pol, pours some wmto a lotah and grves it
him |
NANNIL, [Zenderly ] As in the old days, O my
son{ Now art thon safe at home with Amma-
jan.
LIMANM drirle, «cts down the fotah with o
rtleep siqh of conlent |

| IMAM Yeal God and Tas propher be prawsed?
We are safe
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FAIZU. But Imam, tell us what -~

IMAM. God knows what! It came in a moment
hike a breath from Hell maddening all. [t was
the hour of prayer: ‘Then in a second the sepoys
were shooting. They killed the Colonel Sahib -
but it was not my Colonel Sahib, he found free-
dom years ago; but my Captaia Sahib was his
son and 1 served him and the haba -for lo!
the hittle wmew-sahih died when v was bormn.,  So
as the Captain Sahib lay wounded to death there
was content in his eves as he said, " There is
only the child, fmam, only the child, Save him!”
So T ran like a hare, and gave 1 a pellet of the
dream-compeller to stop s cries.

{ 4 pause. |

ADHAM. And then?

IMaM. | hid in the cane-brakes by day and
csave the babe the sugar water to drink, and at
night I ran on and on and on. 1 thought—|[ His
voice grows a little weak, § of finding you my mother.
Then the child— [ 7le leans forward and undocs
the bundle o Hitle so that no owne but NANNU can
see.] Lol he sleeps well, the chote Sahib.

NANNIL [ Arms close round the bundle in a moment,
murmuring.) A child -——a little child —

[ The other women crowd round and peer.}

IEWANIL. Lo! how white it is!

FATIMA, Tts hair is as gold.
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IVAM  lake ecare of 1t mother, sa shall 1 not
bave caten of my master's sait in vain

NAWKL | fAvees tafl and upstanding and puts the
buntile 1nto FATIMA's orme | Did 1 not tell thee,
child, God would <end another? Nourigsh this one ax
1line own

FAIZY ami ADHAW But the nesghbours?
{ The #lirer women Iangh |
Jewanl { Wl o suporor airl Bullaht Hast
never heard of dyc--tufl«? Go guick, Adham, to the
village <shop and buy o penny worth )
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THE EMPIRE.

In 1911 for the first time in the History of India.
an Emperor of all the Indias, not only of a part
of 1if, sate on the throne of the Empire in Délhi.
Asoka, Akbar, Chundragupta., even the half mythi-

cal King of Kings of whom we catch faint glimpses
in the dark ages of Indian History, never held the
sceptre over so large a portion of the earth a<
does George V., Kaiser-i-Hind. After the mistaken
mutiny of 1857 Queen Victoria abolished the old
East India Company and undertook the Govern-
ment of India herself. In 1872 she proclaimed
herself Empress of [ndia. but it was left to her
grandson George V. to travel out from Eng-
land and once more give his Indian subjects the
pleasure and privilege of seeing their own Emperor
seated on the throne where so manv Emperors
have sate. Time brings many changes, but though
the form is altered the spirit remains the same.
for 1t is the spirit of slaves that dics, the spirit
of kings lives for cver. So the wisdom of Asoka
and the wisdom of Akbar spoke in the words ot
the Great Emperor who sate on the throne on
that fateful day of the great Fmperial Durbar.

And that wisdom is this. That true Government
can only exist through justice and charity, truth
and purity, kindness and goodness.



DR AMATIS PERSONE

MASTER N
GinGgy 1 lhindun schoolboy  Bunya caste
hRISHNA o Hindu sthoolboy  Brahman cast® !

FaTTEH
2 a2 i ‘“fahomedan schoolboys

Bl DDHA 7 very old Hndo
AN AND 7 samtly old Hindu {blind }

[*1 3t i

}IL*'*E&E‘\; | kS ihl-'lmf" fan \1”1Eﬂ EItiEf‘:

SCENE.

1y 4 N Fole Dl A 1flage carl drau™
bennf tr line  f <peclotors [ ots crowded with
dlr;  hxibe < At the font of i a group of men

ANAND Nav ! Masterpn thou must go up \We
olil ones h1ie een epou+h in our tiume  AS tor
rve I am bhind <o thy telhn: shall be m} €¥e™

CHORUS OF BOYS  Yer! Mastern, comé up
We shall not understand ﬁ-lthﬂl[ﬁ you

MASTERJT  So be w, boyst [ Climbs up and tand’
e mud He of the eart He lonk< about ] There s
nothing vet but <oldiers soldwers everywher® ]
rannot tompute how many there be

HLSSAIN | Fror: BeJw- ) "Tis not number that

“ountt  dMasterpn' The Nertherners were but 3{_‘}_&!}0
- Panput, yet
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BUDDHA. Talk not of Paniput, my son. There
have been too many battles there to know which’
be which. '

MASTERJI. True, O Baba! It is computed that
ttvo million men be buried beneath the sand of
that desolate plain.

GUNGA. | Fearfully.] Is tt true, Masterji, that
on moonlight nights you can heai their bones
fighting still beneath the sand?

MASTER]IL. Such talk is foolishness

BUDDHA. Yet have T heard it when | was young,
and so—

ANAND. | Inferfering.l Yet, does it matter nol
hm:;r many be dead? For see you as great Asoka
wrote: “Conquest by the sword is not worthy the
name of conquest.”

MASTER]JI. True, most true, old triend! And this,
new Empire of ours stands., as Asoka had it, by
justice and chanty, truth and purity. kindness
and goodness. Come boys, tell me whercin the
areatness of owr empire lies. Give us for and
against as in fair argument.

KRISHNA. There were no schools in old time..

NMASTERJT. Ho! ho! g¢o up one. Is that for or
against ?

| BOYS laugh; some say, © For,” some ™ Against.”}
Lol 1 must ask the elders first. What think you,
Babaji? Are we worse or better?
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BUDDHA "Tis better for old men, for sec yOu
there 15 peace

ANAND And it 15 better for devotion, for +E€
you all have freedom

aaM  Aye, fiend, I am with you there [t 1S the
house of protection
HussAain  And it 1s hetier for comfort See you,

there be postmen and raialway tramns and telegrams<
and aml

GUNGA And matches, Bahan?

FAIZU  And muddle schools!l

KRISHNA  And masters!i!

|4 roar of Iﬂughtffi
MASTERI  “Now, boys, steady! ull 1 make you

vaderstand Qo thote red roacks hefate us the Epg-
Lish <tood to wage a battle for freedom for the
people Babayn, you remember when General Lake
Sahib <ame to agive protection to the Badshah Shah
Altm —how was 11 then?

BUDDHA | Shaking ls head] Ayel Ayel 1 was

there it was a sorry sight and the land so bested
with Mahrittas that there was no room for peaceable
folk

MASTERJI And you, Anand?

ANAND | Shaling his head] It 1s past, Master-
n. what need for praise or blame?
MASTFRIT  And yon, Imam?



r— A g PR p— Fr———, S, - ity iy e o . Pl e B o e el [ ity —ll p——ii bl oy [ S b

YHE KMPIRE, 187

IMAM. [ Sighing.] It would not have been so bad
could one but have had justice: but each man's
bhand was in his neighbour’s pocket.

HuUSsAIN. | Langhing.l To find nothing ! No, Mas-
teryy, there 1is more prosperity now-a-dayvs and it
will go on increasing. We tillers of the soil have
enough four-anna bits fo put them on our cart
wheels.

FAIZU. And to give me one fot sweets.

| Roars of laughter. |

MASTERJI. Silence! Yes, the fight was for free-

dom, to keep us from falling back into the ty-

ranny of the past.
| 4 sudden loud roar of o qun. |

| Holding up his hand.] Listen! that is the first
gun of the Imperial salute. Cheer! boys, cheer!
See there comes the Emperor! In the far far dis-
tance that cloud of dust— '

Bovs. [ Crowd round.| Where, Master? Ob, { sec!
Yes! He is coming. Listen to the roar ol the
guns. Ahl Ah! Abh!

BUDDHA. Tell us when he passes, Masteryt, that
we may do durshan as well as we can.

| The ELDERS rise up in «a rom and stand

eager. }

BOovys. Look! Look!
(GUNGA. That's he——see his crown!
KRISHNA. Oh! laok the orb in his hand!



