






































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































MY THREE YOUNGER SONS,
Jit, Victor, and Hitty,
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never make yourselves look common by painting
your faces. God gave women their good looks.
Don’t use Art.”

This ruler, whom so many envied for his wealth
and worldly state, was at heart the simplest soul.
He was perfectly happy when we were alone in Cooch
Behar. In the hills we often cooked together on
Sundays in our special kitchen. My hushand made
vegetable curries, while I was busy with the sweets.
My boys and girls also cooked. Sundays were
eagerly looked forward to by all of us.

After dinner we had music and played cards.
Had any one dropped in then they would have found
our house was not that of a Royal Monarch, but of
a happy father and hushand surrounded by his loving
wife and children.



CHAPTER XI

EDUCATION OF THE BOYS

RajEY’s education was at first entrusted to
governesses, but in Lord Lansdowne’s time, when
he was about eleven, we had to settle where he should
go to school. There is a college in Rajputana, founded
by Lord Mayo and known as Mayo College, where
only the Rajput and up-country Princes were edu-
cated ; no Bengal Prince had the privilege of going
there, whether the Maharajahs in that part did not
wish it or whether there was any caste prejudice I can-
not say. However, Lord Lansdowne kindly arranged
that Rajey should be sent there, and Colonel William
Lock, the principal, gave my son a cordial welcome.
Mr. B. Ghose was appointed Rajey’s private
tutor. Oh, how I felt that first parting! I knew
that Rajey must be trained for the duties of his
position, yet 1 dreaded giving him over to others.
As I bade him farewell at the Calcutta railway
station, I was amazed to see how * grown-up” he
had suddenly become. He was self-possessed and
quiet, yet how loving. As I kissed him, trying to
be calm and cheerful, I felt the child was taking his
first real step in life. I see him now, the dear face,

the loving eyes, There was such perfect under-
168
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standing between us that a look was sufficient to tell
me of what Rajey was thinking, and it is the mother’s
trinmph over death that the love between us still
exists and that he is nearer than ever to me now.

1 heard that on the night of his arrival Rajey felt the
cold exceedingly and was quite ill. “ Won’t you go to
bed ? ** asked Mr. Sen, the late Dewan who went with
him. “No...no..."” replied the child firmly, “ it
might hurt Colonel Lock’s feelings.” Rajey was so con-
siderate. He never liked to inflict pain upon any one.

Rajey was very popular at Mayo College. He
studied well, and entered into all kinds of sports with
zest. His hobby was engines and engineering. He
wag wonderfully clever in anything connected with
mechanics ; he used to say: * When I am grown up,
I will be an engine-driver. I will get Rs.20 pay and
I will give Rs.18 to Hookmi (a favourite servant)
because he is so much older than I, and I will keep
Rs.2 for myself.” Ie was also very fond of playing
at fighting and building forts. He built one in our
Calcutta Palace garden and another in the Cooch
Behar Palace garden which still exists.

In 1894, Rajey was removed from Mayo College,
and I knew I had to face a longer separation from
my first-born. It was very difficult at the time of
my son’s education to know how the young Kumars
and future rulers of India were to be trained and
where. Some said an English education would not
be good for these boys. Others said everybody
under the British Empire should learn English and
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be educated in England if possible, as it fitted them
for work of any sort in life. There was much dis-
cussion on the subject. The Maharajah decided on
education in England, because he had great faith in
the discipline of the great Knglish public schools.

When I heard that it was decided Rajey should
go to England to complete his education, I thought I
would speak about it to the Lieutenant-Governor Sir
Charles Elliott. I opened my heart to him and said
that it was not right to take young Raj-Kumars away
from their country and people. “I believe in
home influence. I do not like the idea of Rajey’s
going such a great distance away from all of us;
and he such a homely boy.”

But Sir Charles Elliott told me: * There ig no
college in India like an English public school; it will
do your son good, and you will not regret having
sent him.” T told him: “ It will be very hard for
the boy when he returns from England to be content
with the people of Cooch Behar, who are so backward.”
And I also said : “ How can you expect the bay to
keep well in the Cooch Behar climate after being out of
it for so many years? It may not agree with him
when he comes back.”

Somehow nobody took much notice of my remarks
and suggestions. But strangely enough when Lord
Curzon was Viceroy I heard remarks made by him
“that the Cooch Behar boys were too English,
and 1t was hard on them to have been sent away from
Cooch Behar when they were so young.”
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1t was disappointing that such a remark should
bave come from a clever Viceroy like Lord Curzon.
If he had made inquiries he would have found it was
from a Lieutenant-Governor that the advice had come.

I have often thought what a pity if is we have no
Indian Eton, where our boys could be educated with-
out being cut off from their home life. For our
boys love their homes and can have no home-life in
England. Many Indian mothers have a horror of
an English education and think that ruin is bound to
overtake their children once they set foot in London.

I am of opinion that my people do not require a
Western education. People seem to forget that
thousands of years ago India produced astronomers,
poets, and sages, when most of the European races of
to-day were cave-dwellers. 1 feel hurt when I
hear or read remarks about the bad taste we are
supposed to display in cur rush after English ideas.
Boys who are educated in England do not always get
the chance of seeing the right and bright side of
Englisk Society, and perhaps get married to girls
who are not of their class. I do not blame either the
Indian students or the Government for the troubles
that have arisen, but as a mother I beg of the English
people to go thoroughly into the whole matter before
they judge the students.

Rajey was, I think, the first Maharajah’s son
to receive an English education. “I want my sons
to be brought up just as ordinary boys, not as Indian
Princes,” was my hushand’s often-repeated wish,
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and I think he imagined that England would do the
best for them. InMay, 1894, Rajey and his father left
India and I did not see my son again for nearly four
years. On their arrival in England, the boy was sent
to Mr. Carter’s Preparatory School at Farnborough.

If Rajey was home-sick he did not say so, and I
was happy to know that he made some very nice
friends, amongst them Prince Arthur of Connaught.
The Duke and Duchess were most kind to the little
exile, and often invited him to spend his holidays
with their Royal Highnesses at Bagshot. From there
Rajey wrote: “1T have a room to myself, a table of
my own, a penknife, & pen and pencil on the table.”
I shall always be indebted to them for their kindness,

Rajey entered Eton in 1897, and was in Mr,
Durnford’s * house. He became very popular with
the boys. An old Etonian told me that my son
possessed the most beautiful character, and that
““ no boy was ever more beloved than Rajey.”

From the age of twelve till he was sixteen my son
. was separated from me. I think it was most unkind
the way in which the State officials prevented me
from going to England to be with my boy, Every
time the question was raised, they made the excuse
of money difficulties, which I know for certain did
not exist. I beg of all Maharani mothers in India
that, if ever they are confronted with the same
trouble, they will be firm, uphold their own judgment,
and not allow the officials to interfere with their

* Now Bir Walter Durnford, Provest of King’s College, Cambridgo,
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home-life. It is cruel to part the heirs when they
are so young from their mothers. Now 1 think it
was perhaps a waste of time to educate a ruler’s
heir in England. The Maharajah did what he and
the Government thought best at the time by sending
our boys to England for a thorough English education,
but afterwards the boys felt their lack of knowledge
of the Indian languages very much. They returned
home knowing Greek and French, but they did not
koow Banserit or Urdu and found it difficult to
speak freely and fluently in the Cooch Behar language.
I think there should be Sanscrit teachers in England
as well as teachers of Urdu and Bengali; Sanscrit
is the most ancient language, and with a knowledge
of it one can read and learn much that is most helpful.
The heir to a State should have a more general
education than the other sons; he should have some
knowledge of law, engineering, accountancy, and
agriculture, otherwise he cannot improve his State
nor help the officials. The education of a Maharajah’s
younger sons, too, is a difficulty. A Maharajah is
not allowed to buy any lands in British districts.
I do not know what the reason of this is, but I think
I once heard that if the sons of a ruler or his servants
commit any crime they cannot be tried by British
law because of the Maharajah’s own laws, which may
account for it. This comes very hard on the younger
sons ; they can never make themselves rich nor inde-
pendent. They have to live on their father’s estate
on whatever allowance the heir is pleased to give
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them after their father’s death. I do not see why a
Maharajah’s younger sons cannot buy lands in British
districts and be independent.

We lost our dear mother in 1898, and 1 do not
think she was sorry to go. The time of separation
from my father had been a period of continual sorrow
to her, and Death was a friend who re-united them.
Her beautiful face wore a smile and she looked like
one asleep dreaming of happiness. We could not
wish her back again, although our hearts were aching
at her loss.

After my mother had passed away my unmarried
sisters lived with my brother Saral at Lily Cottage.
Saral said : “ Unless my sisters marry I shall remain
single, and I shall not accept any post that will take
me away from them.” Although he was younger
than my third sister he took care of them like a guar-
dian. He simply lived for his sisters and they one
and all adored him. Eventually he married a Miss
Sen of Rangoon and built a little house in the grounds
of Lily Cottage. This brother of mine nursed my
hugband i his last illness, for which I shall ever be
grateful to him.

The question of Girlie’s marriage came up in 1899,
and we realised for the first time what difficulties
might arise over it. No Maharajah except my
husband was a professed Brahmo, and as our rulers
have more than one wife, it was impossible to find a
husband of her own rank for our daughter. Bub
Mr. Jyotsna Ghosal, of the I.C.8., a member of one of
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our best Bengali families and a grandson of Maharshi
Tagore, proposed for her and was accepted.

As Jyotsna is a civilian, he could not get leave
long enough to go to Cooch Behar, so, to the great
disappointment of the State people, the wedding had
to be at Woodlands, our Calcutta house. Invitations
for the wedding were sent to a great number of
English officials and friends, and the ceremony took
place on the 29th November, 1899, in an enormous
tent in the grounds of Woodlands, and three of our
missionaries married the young couple. Girlie wore
a red and gold sari and was literally covered in jewels .
from head to foot. She was nearly sixteen, a lovely
young girl with the sweetest disposition ; the brides-
maijds wore white and gold, and my husband and
the bays locked splendid in their national costumes.

Jyotsna locked very nice in eau-de-nil Benares
silk, and every one remarked how picturesque Girlie
locked, and what a happy future seemed in store for
her, Cooch Behar was illuminated in honour of
the wedding; prisoners were released ; life pensions
were granted, and remissions of revenue. In the
tent there were thousands of seats and hundreds of
our English friends sat there, while on the raised
platforms the bride and bridegroom, the three
missionaries, the Maharajah, and the boys were seated.
Girlie had numerous wedding presents; hundreds
of beautiful saris, English and Indian silver sets
for dinner, tea, and toilet, and lovely jewels from the

Maharajah and friends. After the wedding was over
M
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about eight hundred guests had dinner together, even
the drivers of the carriages each and all had dinner
given to them in an earthenware pot tied up with
muslin, and next day Girlie went to her father-in-
law's house. The parting was sad, but she was so
young and pretty we all expected her to be happy in
her new home. On the third evening was the flower
ceremony and we sent presents, carried by about
five hundred men. Girlie’s mother-in-law had been
one of the most beautiful girls in India; she is very
clever and is one of the younger daughters of the
Maharshi Tagore and sister to Sir Rabindra Nath
Tagore. Girlie has fwo sisters-in-law, but Jyotsna is
the only son and adored by his parents. They wel-
comed Girlie with great rejoicings and all her new rela-
tions are very proud of her. We knew Jyotsna to be
absolutely trustworthy, and after twenty-two years I
can still say that I could not wish for a better son-in-law.

In 1900 Rajey was at Oxford, and the younger
boys at Eton and Famborough. All my boys, while
in England, made numerous friends. Had it not
been for the kindness of these friends, I should have
been more unhappy and anxious about my boys being
so far away from their home. Rajey was much
admired, and had he not heen so reserved in character
he might have been quite spoiled.

Those who knew them at the Preparatory School
and Eton have been their best friends. I can never
express my gratitude to some of these friends. Long
before I had the pleasure of knowing any of them,
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they used to ask my Rajey to go and spend the
holidays with them. Mrs. Nicholas Wood is one of
these friends, she has been kind to all my boys.
Jit once said : ““ She is my adopted mother.”

Lady Amir Ali, whose husband was a judge out
here, asked Rajey once to come from Fton to lunch
with her in London. Rajey had leave to go, dressed
himself nicely, and came up to town; but when he
arrived in the street, he found he had forgotten the
number. He walked up and down the street several
times, stopped at several houses, but in vain, and had
to return to Eton, disappointed and hungry.

Aifter a short time at Oxford Rajey returned to
India ; he was growing up and the Maharajah was
anxious to have his son with him, to help in adminis-
trative work and to take a prominent position in
the State. It was a splendid idea. It would have
brought father and son together in close comradeship
with a common interest, and Rajey could have
assumed a definite position in Cooch Behar. To
my great disappointment, I found that the Viceroy
wished Rajey to join the Cadet Corps. This Cadet
Corps was started by Lord Curzon ; no commissions,
no prospects, and no position were attached to it;
it could not even be called the Army, The Maharajahs’
sons lived in some ordinary buildings like a barrack.
Oune day Rajey, who had been thus forced to join,
was out walking when he passed the General and
the Commanding Officer. Afterwards the C.0.
was much annoyed with him because he had not
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made a proper salute to the General. Rajey answered :
‘“ But, sir, I could not make a military salute because
the General was not in uniform.” The C.0. was,
I believe, in a rage, but he was wrong and my son
was right ; evidently the C.0. did not know the Army
regulations, Later, Jit and Victor followed Rajey
into this corps.

Most unwise remarks were made by the Dewan
and Superintendent about Rajey learning adminis-
trative work. The Dewan said bluntly that there
was nothing for the Maharaj Kumar to learn. The
Superintendent told me the Viceroy wished Rajey to
devote himself to the Cadet Corps until he was
twenty-six years of age, and then he might return
to the State. I was amazed and could not under-
stand why the heir should be made to stay away
from his State and parents so long! But the State
people seemed to know more about it. They
thought : “ The Maharaj Kumar is too clever to
be with his father, who is surrounded with such
officials ag we.” One day a major remarked fo me:
“ Well, Maharani, you've sent Rajey into the Cadet
Corps. What will he learn ? Nothing. You might
as well send me.” This outspoken comment was the
optuion of many.

I wonder why no Viceroy of India has ever
given any of our young Princes a place on his staff.
It would appeal tremendously to our people and
prove that the much-discussed English training
meets with its reward. Our Princes mix on terms of
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equality with Englishmen at the public schools
and universities. Yet, in their own land, they are
denied positions of honour !

Queen Victoria was loved by the Indians more
than people in England have any idea of, and we
often expressed the belief that our happiness was
due to the reign of a Queen. She was known, and
will ever be known, as the “ Good Queen.” Indian
women appreciated the fact that she was a good
wife, a good mother, and & good woman all round.
When the news of her illness came every one spoke
of it with grief. “ What shall we do if anything
happens to Queen Victoria 2’ Although they never
had the honour of seeing their Queen, all Indian
women admired and respected our late Empress,
and I well remember when the news came and the
guns were fired, how all the ladies said : “ We have
lost our Mother.” How I wished I had seen her once
more! My dear friend, Miss Minnie Cochrane, told
me that Her Majesty had several times expressed a
wish to see me again, and my great regret is that
I did not have the honour and pleasure of showing
my Victor to his godmother. When I came over in
1902 I went to see her mausoleum at Frognal, and
I wrote a few lines in Bengali, tied them to a wreath,
and presented it. I had brought the children with
me on this visit, and first of all rented Moor Hall,
a country house between Battle and Bexhili; but
the place disagreed with us, and the slow train service
completed our disenchantment. We came up to
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town, and in the winter I went to Switzerland with
the girls. We stayed at Territet and Villeneuve.
The latter I thought was pretty, and some of the
old villages were rather like India with their brick
buildings and stone steps ; but no scenery in Europe
ever appeals to me like that of my own country.

As the Maharajah was coming over shortly for
King Edward’s Coronation, we returned to London
vid Paris, and I rented Ditton Park, a lovely place
between Slough and Datchet. The King had given
a house in Lancaster Gate to my hushand as his
guest and aide-de-camp. That summer is one of
my happiest recollections. The children were all
+ growing up. Two of the boys were at Kton, and
the youngest at Farnborough. Rajey was the dearest
companion, and most devoted son that ever gladdened
a mother’s heart. What more had I to wish for ?

I remember a wonderful toy railway, lines,
tunnels, hills, and everything in miniature, which
the boys constructed in the park, and I opened this
“ Ditton Park Route ” with great ceremony. Then
came the mania for cricket, when every one played
most of the day, and a cart conveyed lunch to the
teams. The boys’ friends often came from Eton
without leave on Sundays—luckily they were not
expelled—and revelled in curry teas. It was all
light-hearted merriment and one perpetual romp.
They had to fly back to college; sometimes it got
late and my third brother had to drive them .back,
and they always sang: “ Good-bye, Sally, I must
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leave you.” How happy Jit and Victor were! How
I had struggled to avoid parting with the boys when
they first went to school, but seeing them so happy
with so many nice little friends my heart bowed down
with gratitude that they should be Eton boys. Even
now when they meet their Eton friends they speak
happily of their college days. My poor darling listle
Hitty was the one who most wished to stay at
home ; not that he was unhappy at school, but he
loved being with me. When he came home for
the week-ends, every time I saw him off in the
train big tears would roll down his cheeks and make
‘my heart ache till I saw him again. And now he
has gone and left me to weep over those days of my
happy past.

When news came that, owing to the King's
illness, there would be no Coronation, London wore
a most miserable aspect; I don’t think I have ever
seen anything to equal it. But when our beloved
Monarch rallied and recovered, the sad time of
doubt and danger through which the nation had
passed, was quickly forgotten.

When I was having my bair dressed to attend
the Coronation ceremonies the attendant said to
me: ““ Perhaps some day the Kaiser will be King
of England.” I asked her why, and she said:
“ Because he is the son of the Queen’s eldest child,
and ought to be the heir.” I could not help laughing
at the idea, and said: “ England can’t be Germany ;
it-will always be England.”
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I went to the Coronation with Rajey, who had
a very unsuitable seat among the tradespeople,
owing to some regrettable oversight. He looked
beautiful in white with many jewels, My husband
rode in the procession as one of King Edward’s
AD.C’s. We were invited to the party at the
Foreign Office, and Rajey was in attendance on the
present King, and wore British uniform. His com-
plexion was fair, and I remember some of my lady
friends in the gallery did not at first recognise him.
He had recently been appointed to a commission in
the Westminster Dragoons.

I stood between Princess Frederica of Hanover and
Princess Henry of Pless, and people remarked on
the contrast between us, as Princess Frederica had
the loveliest grey hair and Princess Henry of Pless
beautiful fair hair, and my locks were raven black.
I heard that my tiara was voted the prettiest there.

The review held at Buckingham Palace was a
wonderful sight. Three times a message was sent
that I should take a position near Her Majesty. 1
hesitated, thinking there must be some mistake.
As we waited on the terrace, the King came up and
shook hands with me, and Queen Alexandra asked
me to follow her to the tent in the grounds. When
we entered I was directed to sit near His Majesty,
and felt most nervous all the time. I was thinking
somebody had made a mistake when they put me
in that seat of honour.

After the presentation of medals to the troops,
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His Majesty rose and handed me something, saying
a few words as graciously as he alone knew how to
speak. The * something * was the Coronation Medal,
and as I was the only lady to whom one was given,
I was touched and very much overcome, as I curtsied
and expressed my gratitude. I remember how
amused the Prince of Wales (now our King) was
when the colour came off the red-covered boxes of
Coronation Medals which he was giving away, At
the finish his white gloves were stained vivid crimson,
and he and the Grand Duke of Hesse regarded the
effect of the faulty dye as a huge joke.

The Court was gorgeous. I had a handsome
dress made by a French milliner for the occasion.
The heavy gold embroidery was unique ; it was very
like the Delhi embroidery and was much admired.
I believe I looked rather nice, as an old friend said :
““The Maharani looked her best.” The Princess
of Wales, our present Queen, liked the dress very
much, and thought it was a piece of Indian work.
Both Their Majesties spoke graciously to me when
I made my deep curtsies. A message was sent
from Lady Lansdowne, who was next the King,
that Their Majesties wished me to stand in the front
line so that I might have a good view of the ladies
passing. I was most grateful and impressed by the
kind thought of Their Majesties. I often wondered how
their royal minds remembered so many little things.

At the grand State Ball after King Edward’s
-Coronation one of the ladies, very handsomely dressed,
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had forgotten to fasten her waistband ; I felt most
uncomfortable seeing this, and longed to tell her
but did not like to. Her .appearance was magnificent,
but to my mind quite spoiled by the two strips of
ribbon with hooks hanging down.

We lunched with Their Royal Highnesses, the
Connaunghts. It was one of the most enjoyable
parties to which I have been asked.

I went to a party at Lady Warwick’s and stayed
the night, and I found her as clever as she is handsome
and a most charming hostess.

We went to one review, at which we had secats
somewhere right away. I was touched when some of
the Princes saluted me in the distance. It pleased my
Rajey. Ialsowent to the Duke of Westminster’s dance.

Shortly after, a polo team was to go from England
to Trouville. My husband could not get away from
his duties as the King’s A.D.C. and Rajey was to
play for his father in the team. I am not usually
superstitious, but I had misgivings aboust this journey.
The morning Rajey was leaving for Trouville it was
cold and foggy. When he came to say good-bye I
told him that perhaps the crossing would be very
rough and unsafe. He only laughed. Within a
short time after he had started 1 heard his voice on
the stairs, and he came in and said : *“ Mother, 1
just missed the train,” Then I exclaimed: * Oh,
darling, don’t go ; your missing the train shows you
are not to go to-day.” But he would not listen to
this. He started by a later train. And that day’s
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dark fog brought him ill luck and from that trip his
health was never the same.

One day, when I was walking in the garden at
Ditton, I received a telegram from a friend who was
at Trouville that Rajey was * getting better.” Why !
I did not eveni know that Rajey was ill. What did
the telegram mean ? Then my husband broke the
alarming news that my son had had a dreadful fall
at polo, but luckily the pony stood still and he had
escaped worse injury.

I shall always be grateful to our kind friends, the
Hays, for all they did for my Rajey while he was at
Trouville,

The French doctors’ treatment has always been
incomprehensible to me. For days during Rajey’s
period of unconsciousness they kept him on nothing
but champagne. When he was able to be moved,
my gon was brought to London, and the specialists
whom we consulted gave their opinion that he had
not sustained any injury to his head, but my husband
was not satisfied and felt something was wrong.

We went to Lowther Castle to stay with Lord and
Lady Lonsdale. It is a fine castle with very pretty
gardens. I admired the rock gardens. One thing
I saw there which I shall never forget and I am
grateful to Lord Lonsdale for having shown it to me,
and that is the blue lotus. It blooms in the evening
and closes in the day. It is an extraordinary thing
that in the Hindu mythology it is written that when
Ram Chandra went to Ceylon he worshipped his
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goddess with the blue lotus, and since then it has
never been seen or heard of in India. When I told
my people in India that I had seen the blue lotus
they were so interested and begged me to try and
bring it to them. Lord Lonsdale said he got it from
America, and promised to send me a plant, but it
has not yet come. Rajey, who was with us, was too
1l to enjoy the visit, and our friends declared that his
proper place was a darkened room and a rest cure.

After a stay of a few weeks I had fo return to
India for the arrival of my first grandchild, and to
make preparations to take part in the great Durbar
at Delhi. When I arrived in Calcutta I found
Girlie suffering from a very high fever; Woodlands
looked like a nursing home; nurses and doctors
were everywhere, and it was a depressing atmosphere.
I watched my child, and instead of getting better she
grew worse. One day, I do not know what made
me think of it, but I suddenly determined to take
my child away to the hills. It was very cold, and
the doctors were horrified at my suggestion, but I
took Girlie, first to Kurseong, which is not so high, and
afterwards to Darjeeling, which was quite deserted,
and I am thankful to say within a few days she got
better.

I now began to think about the Durbar. I heard
that all the Maharanis present were to be in purdah,
and I decided to follow their example, but my husband
told me, unless I was given my rightful position by
his side, he would not take me.
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Rajey, who was seriously injured internally, had
such a wonderful constitution that he looked neither
ill nor sad, although he was in the hot sun for hours
at the Durbdr. It was a magnificent sight, and 1
shall never forget the display of jewels worn by our
Princes. There were emeralds of a wonderful deep
green, priceless pearls, rubies like blood, and diamonds
dazzling in their brightness; in fact there were
jewels everywhere, even the elephants were decorated
with them. I saw a Maharajah whose gold fan was
fringed with beautiful pearls. I shall never forget
the elephant procession; it would have been a
perfectly joyful occasion but for a misfortune.
Mrs. H. M was staying with me in our camp
at the time, and as I had not received a card
the Maharajah did not wish me to go. Mrs.
M , on hearing this, said she would make it all
right for me, she was certain to be able to get a card
from Sir H. Barnes, who was an old friend of hers, and
I must go. When the morning came, however,
there was still no card and I said I would not go,
but Mrs. M pressed me hard; she was bent
upon my going, and against the Maharajah’s wishes
I set out with her. The result was that in the end
we made quite a sensation among the crowd. My
coachman was directed by BMrs. M——, and we
drove on and on and turned from one road to another
and often drove back, as after a time on certain
roads no carriage was allowed to pass. Mrs. M——
stopped the carriage dozens of times to ask the
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mounted policemen where Sir H. Barnes was, but
no one gave her satisfactory answers; we went past
the same places over and over again. Many of my
friends, relations, and acquaintances saw me and
wondered what had happened. It got late and the
policemen said we must alight as carriages were no
longer allowed to be there. Several times I told
Mrs. M—— I wished to return to camp, but she
would not hear of it. We went near the Masjid—the
place where English ladies gathered to see the pro-
cession. Mrs. M—— wanted me to wait till she
found Sir H. Barnes. The sun was hot, and 1 felt
frightfully insulted and hurt. Some people who
were there asked me to go up the steps, which I did.
When I got inside I tried to smile, but I felt more
like crying. 1 met some of the Viceroy’s A.D.C.s
and told them that I had gone there without a card
and felt nervous. Instead of offering me a chair or
saying something to ease my mind they walked away.
Thus that most enjoyable sight, the elephant proces-
glon, is stamped on my mind as ““ a sad experience.”

Lady Curzon looked very handsome in her
splendid dress. The cheers with which Their Royal
Highnesses the Duke and Duchess of Connaughs$
were greeted can never be forgotten. Lord Curzon
made a grand speech, really I felt that I could scarcely
tire of listening to him, he is such an eloquent speaker.

In 1904 Rajey was taken ill. Our own doctor
diagnosed the complaint as remiftant malaria, a
complaint ‘of which I had not heard. He became
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rapidly worse, and in despair I wrote to my husband,
who was in Darjeeling, and told him that I thought
Rajey ought to have the best advice in Calcutta.
When consulted, the Calcutta physicians declared
that the opinion of a London specialist was necessary,
as Rajey’s heart was affected. He was ordered to
England at once, but needless to say he was not
allowed to go until he had received leave from the
Cadet Corps. It was monsoon time and my poor
boy went alone. Afterwards I found out to my
intense annoyance that our Superintendent had
written privately to the Calcutta doctors, asking if
the Maharaj-Kumar were actually ill, or merely gone
to Iingland to enjoy himself. The doctors were
furious at this, and did not mind telling the Superin-
tendent so. One of them said : “ Does he think I’'m
open to a bribe?” This trivial incident shows
what used to happen when our personal affairs were
in question, but I am happy to say this state of things
18 gradually being changed. My darling son was
not allowed to go in search of health without being
exposed to the insult of suspicion, and mud thrown
in this manner sticks, Jt is impossible not to feel
some bitterness over the many cruel rumours which are
entirely without foundation. Let a ruler or prince
have but the slightest failing, it is instantly magnified
fourfold and discussed unmercifully, without a single
attempt to counterbalance it by any remembrance
of the victim’s better qualities.

1 have been obliged to sit and listen to falsehoods
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about princes who were our friends which almost
took my breath away, as I realised their cruelty and
injustice. I remember one Maharajah in particular
who was a very kind man, very “ English” and
very sporting. He knew us well, and T remember
my husband telling me how this Maharajah once
saved the honour of an officer. The latter had had
a bad day at the races and was thousands of rupees
in debt. He was a hard-up, smart Army man, and
could not lay his hand on such an amount. What
was he to do? The honour of a British officer was
at stake. Suddenly he remembered the Prince and
sent a despairing message telling him of his plight.
The kind Prince paid the debt of honour without a
moment’s hesitation. When the Prince died later
people spoke of him most unkindly and hailed his
death as the best thing that could have happened
to him.

I always think of that poor Prince in connection
with a certain old Sudan legend :

A little village far away in the jungle was smitten
with cholera, and the panic-stricken people wanted
to put the great stone image of their god into the
Ganges until the plague was over. One of the
villagers dreamt that the god appeared and told him
that his image could only be moved by a man who was
pure in heart and loved God. The villager related
his dream to the priests, and orders were issued that
the people should assemble on the morrow and try
to find a man who could carry out the instructions
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of the god. All tried, the so-called best men, the holy,
the strongest, the bravest. But fo no avail! The
stone image smiled its inscrutable smile in the scented
gloom of the temple, and the priests were in despair.
At last a thick voice broke the stillness, and the
villagers saw a man, whom they all knew to be a
hopeless drunkard, come reeling unsteadily into the
sacred precincts of the temple. “ What’s all this
I hear about the dream ? ” he demanded, propping
himself up against a worshipper’s unwilling shoulder.
“T tell you it is quite true. The great god knows
who loves him and who loves him not. There’s
none here who loves him better than I do. 8o
mine shall be the hands to give him to the care of
Mother Ganges.” He swayed towards the huge
image as he spoke, and the horrified crowd thought
that some dreadful punishment would fall upon him
for such sacrilege.

The drunkard approached slowly ; for an instant
he pressed his drink-swollen face against the marigold-
wreathed breast of the image ; then clasping it in his
arms, he lifted the idol from its recess as if it were
light as a feather, and carried it forth to the bank
of the river.

The awe-stricken throng were speechless with
amazement that a poor drunkard should be chosen
to show them how, under the cloak of failings and
frailties, there existed a heart which remained pure,
and wherein was to be found “ the invisible kingdom

of God,” which is all truth and all love.
N



CHAPTER XII

SAD DAYS

Lire went on very much as usual year after year.
My children, my duties, and my social interests filled
up most of my time. In 1906 I went to England
with Jit, Pretty, and Baby, and Rajey joined us later.
We lived near Englefield Green at Park Close, where
there was a luxurious Roman bath. One day after
luncheon I had washed my hair and was sitting
drying it when the children came running up : H.R.H.
the late Duchess of Connaught and her daughter
were in the drawimg-room. It was Just like her
gracious dear self to pay so delightful a surprise
visit. I twisted up my bhair and ran down and
expressed my delight and thanked the Duchess. It
was wonderful how she had remembered me and
found my address. This kind action perhaps was
little to her but it meant much to me,

Qur Life was peaceful and untroubled, and I was
glad to have my children with me. The two girls were
growing exceedingly pretty, and I was proud of the
admiration they received. I have often been playiully
accused of over-indulging my girls, but I was so proud
of them that I loved to see them wearing pretty

things. Pretty was like a gorgeous damask rose just
182
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unfolding to loveliness, but perfectly simple and sweet.
Once in Calcutta she was felephoning to Lord Bury,
one of the A.D.C.’s, who asked who she was. Pretty
sald : “ Don’t you know me? I am Pretty.” Lord
Bury, whose manners are just what an A.D.Cs
should bhe, said: “Are yon?” One evening at
Lily Cottage there was a “jatra.” I left Pretty on
the terrace, and my sister Bino said to me: ““ That
daughter of yours is beautiful ; she looks as if a fairy
had dropped her from heaven.” Pretty is musical
and loving; her weakness is she can never say
“1no.” When she has a grand wardrobe, if any one
comes and admires anything, she feels she must make
a present of it to her. If she goes to buy a dress,
perhaps the dress is unbecoming to her, yet she
buys it because the dressmaker wishes her to have it.
She keeps her room beautifully tidy, but as far as her
dresses go I do not think any girl can be more careless.
Once in Simla, when we were there for a few weeks,
Lady Minto asked us to a dinner and dance. Pretty
was expecting a new dress that evening; as it did nof
turn up, I told her to put on one of her old ones. She
was disappointed but obeyed me. ILady Minto
kindly sent her brougham to drive us to Government
House, and when we went in to the brilliantly lighted
drawing-room an A.D.C. whom we knew very well
asked Pretty if she Lad not any other dress; it
looked so old and untidy.

During this second visit to England I was invited
to a family luncheon at Marlborough House, at
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which I was the only guest It was a happy simple
meal. Some of the Royal children were at table,
and I remember a dear little boy who played with a
book on the floor and ran up to his father now and
then to show him a picture, The baby came in with
the sweets, and the Princess and I talked about our
children to our hearts’ content. I shall always
remember that happy scene of Royal home life : the
Prince of Wales all kindness, the Princess, the ideal
young matron, handsome in her fair healthy style,
and happy in the possession of her beautiful children,
I only wish my counfry-women could have seen that
picture of happy home life, it would have impressed
them deeply. We talked about India and the Indians,
and H.R.II. told me she liked everything Indian.

The Prince and Princess of Wales visited India
in 1905. During their visit my husband met with
an accident at polo, and His Royal Highness sent
frequently to ask how he was.

The Princess went to a zenana party at Belvedere,
which was attended by ladies of the highest rank.
Every one was charmed with their future Queen and
she presented us with medals in commemoration of
her visit.

Their Royal Highnesses graciously homoured us
with their company at luncheon. We had only a few
friends present, among them Sir Patrick Playfatr,
who told me afterwards that the Prince of Wales
gsaid they had enjoyed their lunch. :

In honour of their visit there was an enormous
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Indian reception, at which my daughter Baby, locking
very pretty and graceful, presented a bouquet:
and at the laying of the Foundation Stone of the
Victoria Institute both Sir Louis Dane’s daughter
and Baby presented bouquets to Their Royal High-
nesses. I remember an old Xnglish gentleman saying
afterwards to me: “ What a beautiful little girl
your Baby is, and how beautifully she made her
curtsy! T shall have to wait until she grows up and
marry her.”

The Cadet Corps was, of course, well to the front
on the occasion of Their Royal Highnesses’ wvisit,
and I must say that for the first time I was glad it
was so ornamental. My boys looked very handsome
on horseback in their white achkans, blue belts,
and turbans of white, blue, and gold.

The Maharajah, who was in the prime of life, now
suddenly lost his splehdid health. He had become
very thin, and began to look ill, which alarmed us
very much, and we decided to go to England and
consult the best specialists. In May, 1910, when we
arrived in Bombay, the papers were full of startling
rumours about the health of King Edward; we
already knew from private sources that His Majesty
was ill, Just as we were going on board the steamer
the news arrived that our beloved Sovereign was
dead. We were filled with dismay and sorrow, and
1 feared the effect the blow would have upon my dear
husband in his weak state. The Maharajah had
been so specially honoured with the late King's
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friendship that he lamented his Sovereign more as o,
beloved friend than as a great King,

The harbour at Bombay looked most solemn and
funereal with the flags all half-mast high, and as I
said farewell to those left behind I felt terribly sad.
The voyage was most gloomy, and I remember that
every one discussed the fateful Halley’s comet which
it was supposed might destroy the earth about the
time we should be approaching the coast of Ifaly.
I, womanlike, was nervous at the prospect when I
heard it so definitely announced. “ My goodness!”
I gasped, ““ we shall all be burnt to death.” The
Maharajah turned to me with his loving smile:
“ What does it matter, my dear ? 1I'll hold your little
hand and we’ll die together.”

As we neared the end of the voyage, we dlscovered
we should not be in time to attend our Emperor’s
funeral, The Maharajah {felt this very much, as he
had been most anxious to be present and pay his
last fribute of respect to his beloved Sovereign.
When we reached London how sad everything was;
although the funeral was over the shadow of loss was
still there. The sight of a nation’s grief iz over-
powering, especially when, as in this case, it is truly
sincere.

We stayed at the Hotel Cecil, and my husband
received an unofficial intimation that he might go
to-Windsor and see the last resting-place of the late
King, I cannot be thankful enough for the kind
thought or sufficiently gratetul that we were allowed
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to pay this last tribute of respect to our friend and
Sovereign. My husband and I, my brother Profulla,
and one of the AD.C.s went by motor. It was a
sad journey. As I saw the grey towers of Windsor
Castle my mind went back to that bright day, years
ago, when I paid my first visit there. Time brings
changes, and I realised it then. We were received
by a dignitary of the Church, whose name escapes
my memory, and he led the way to the Royal vault
under St. George’s Chapel. We descended a flight
of stone steps. A door was thrown open and we
entered. King Edward’s coffin was lying on a raised
stone slab in the middle of the vault. A prie-dien
stood near it. I kmelt down and burying my face
in my hands offered up a fervent prayer. My hus-
band knelt too, and as he prayed he wept. It was
touching to see the big man grieving for his King.
We placed on the coffin the wreath of orchids we had
brought with us. I had written a few words in Bengah
on the card attached to it, which translated were :

““With tears of sorrow we present you this, our so Beloved Peace-
maker. Your work is accomplished.”

The journey back to town was sad. We hardly
spoke, for our thoughts were of our dear King in his
last resting-place ; never again should we see him.

A few weeks later, I received a message that Queen
Alexandra wished to see me at Buckingham Palace.
The late Lady Suffield welcomed me, and after a
few minutes the Queen entered the room.
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She was in deepest black, and I thought she
looked more spirituelle and lovelier than ever in her
mourning. The Queen kissed me and told me to
come and sit near her. I felt I could have fallen at
her feet and wept as I listened to her simple sad words
about her great sorrow and her love for ber husband.
There was no bitter rebellion against Fate in the
Queen’s words, but resignation, hope and perfect faith,

“T hardly realise even now that the King is gone,
never to come back again,” Her Majesty said to me,
her large eyes full of tears. “‘ At first I felt as though
any moment he might come mto the room.” I could
not speak for tears. ‘“‘I want you to accept this
souvenir from me,” and, as she spoke, the Queen
handed me a brooch with the entwined cypher,
A. and E. “ Keep it in memory of our friendship.”
Her Majesty also gave me a ruby scarf pin which had
belonged to the late King and his cigarette case for
my dear husband. ‘‘ He wasso fond of the Maharajah,
and I hope your husband will wear the pin, the King
often wore it,” Her Majesty told me.

I am sure Queen Alexandra would be pleased
if she knew how much she is beloved by the women
of India. I often speak to our ladies about her.

We lost no time in consulting specialists about
the Maharajah’s health. Dr. Beasley Thorne advised
a course of Nauheim treatment in a private nursing
home. Luckily the Home in Inverness Terrace was
not one of the abodes where sufferers experience
discomfort as well as illness. The only complaint
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my husband made was that he felt lonely. He wrote
me that unless I went and stayed with him he would
not finish his course of treatment, nor remain in the
Home. 8o I went and stayed there until the treat-
ment was finished.

Dr. Beasley Thorne was like a father to my
husband. Even when in great pain my husband’s
face brightened when he saw the doctor. The
Maharajah had perfect faith in this kind man, who was
with him till the last. After the treatment the
Maharajah went to Whitby, but he had misgivings,
“1 don’t feel really better, although the doctors say
I am,” he wrote.

Troubles followed us in rapid succession. Baby
bad to undergo an operation, I lost a very faithful
Indian servant, and in October my husband developed
pneumonia. We were then living at 28, Grosvenor
Street, but- afterwards we moved into 2, Porchester
Gate. Rajey had arrived in England, and his state
of health worried me to distraction. 1 seemed beset
with difficulties and dangers, and did not know what
to do for the best,

In February, 1911, I took a small house, 6,
Lancaster Gate, where I was ill. As soon as I was
able to move I returned to Porchester Gate. Pretty
was ill; in fact, it seemed to me that thick clouds
were hanging over me and made my path very hard
to travel. How difficult it is to smile when one’s
heart is breaking !

My husband was ill during the Coronation festivities
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and I did not at all want to go out to parties,
but he would not hear of my staying away and had
beautiful dresses made for me. It was so hard to
have to attend grand State parties when I longed to
be at home with him. On the day I went to the Abbey
I took my Jit with me, and as my hushand was ill
both he and I hoped that little Jit would be given a
seat near me. Instead of this he was put right
away somewhere and I had to sit with all the other
Maharajahs, Although this was a great honour, my
heart was sad and I longed to have the boy with me.

My husband rallied a little about this time and
we went to Court, but his altered appearance excited
every one’s sympathy. Shortly afterwards pnenmonia
again set in and he was dangerously ill.

As the Maharajah’s medical advisers were of
opinion that change of air might work wonders, we
decided to go to Bexhill, where we rented a little
bungalow facing the sea. The day we left London
was marked by an ominous accident. As I waited
ou the landing, I heard a sudden fall. I rushed up
the stairs and found my husband sitting on a stair,
he had been coming down when he slipped, missing
about five steps. There was a great mirror at the
end of the stairs. Had he gone through, the accident
might have been a fatal one. “ An omen, an omen,”
said our Indian servants to me. “ Why do you
take His Highness to-day? it is an unlucky day.”
It can easily be understood what a shock I received
from this mishap. When we first went to Bexhill
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we were in great hopes that the change would do my
husband good. We went for one motor drive, but
after that he looked worse and did not care to leave
his room. A new doctor was recommended by Dr.
Beasley Thorne, a Dr. Adamson, whom my husband
appointed civil surgeon of Cooch Behar. He was
with uws in the bungsalow. 1 was frightened to see
how sure my husband felt he would never get well,
He was quitc prepared to go, and his world seemed
rapidly fading away from him. “ Let us be happy
together. My journey is almost at an end. Why do you
fear death 2 were remarks he often made at Bexhill.

As I saw him getting more and more ill I spoke
to Dr. Thorne and sent a cablegram for my eldest
girl and youngest boy to come.

1t was a gentle journey towards the Unknown,
and the traveller, who had to pass alone, was the
least concerned. After hours of pain, my husband’s
greeting to my brother was: “ Hallo, Nirmal, I
don't feel very bright to-day.” At the answer:
“Yes, sir, it’s been a brave fight,” my husband’s
face lit up ; he loved to feel the victory lay with him,

Neither my children nor those with me realised
my agony. They were losing a father and a friend,
but I was losing all that made the crown and glory
of life, the love of my girlhood, the beloved husband,
They understood nothing of this, but he did. I saw
it when he looked at me, I felt it as his hand clasped
mine, but T knew he wished me to be brave and not
hinder his passing,
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My sister’s son-in-law, Dr. Banerjee, was our
family doctor. My husband was very fond of him,
and he nursed the Maharajah all through his illness.
His wife, my niece, had often coocked curries at Por-
chester Gate, which my husband had greatly enjoyed.

My boys and my brother Saral and the staff nursed
my husband day and night, but it was of no avail.
My youngest brother, who had just taken his medical
degree, and of whom my husband was very fond, also
nursed him, This pleased my dear husband.

One night he was very 1ll, and I said to my nephew,
who was attending him: “ You are the one who
must save him,” and he did give the Maharajah
something which kept him for a fortnight or more.
Another night the Maharajah talked so affectionately
to Jit that the boy left the room and had a good
cry outside. On another occasion I went in and found
my husband with Rajey on one side and Dr. Beasley
Thorne on the other. Looking at me, he said:
“I am most happy, and want nothing more.” He
used to listen for my footstep, and though in great
pain and sickness his face always beamed when I
came into the room, but he could not bhear to see
tears in my eyes. My children always said : *“ Mother,
you must not shed any tears before father.” It
was very hard always to wear a smile when all I
longed to do was to fall on the floor and weep, but
I had to look cheerful and talk brightly.

He liked having my sister Sucharu near him, and
when no one else could persuade him Baby would
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make him drink barley water or take his food. Once
on seeing his father in pain, Rajey cried and said :
* 1 shall not come again, it is too painful to see father
in such agony.” Perhaps these young people realised
then what the loss of their father would mean to
them, for his influence had dominated them when
my affection had made me weak, and I think he
understood them better than I did.

The last words that the Maharajah wrote were on
a slip of paper. They were only two words:
“Baral . . . household.” Most likely he wished this
brother to be always with us. Saral’s wife was very
good to me.

We had a very good male nurse, Francis. I
shall ever be grateful for all his devotion to my
husband. DMy eldest girl and my youngest boy, my
brother, and the late Dewan P. Ghose, who was
personal assistant to the Maharajah, arrived in Bexhill
about a fortnight before the end. This Dewan had
been his personal assistant for years,

There was a big picture of my father in my
husband’s bedroom at Bexhill, and looking at this
one day my husband said: “ I am a real follower of
his.” Just a few days before he passed away he
said to me: * Sunity, what are your plans?” [
said: “ My plans are your plans. When you are
better we shall return home.” Gently he answered :
X1 know my plans and I would like you to make
your plans.” At this answer my heart sank, Once
he sent for the boys and spoke to them, saying his
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journey was finished, and told them what he wished
them to do. He looked round with such loving eyes
just before he breathed his last at all his children,
his brother-in-law, and staff ; held my hands, calling
me “poar girl ”; and after saying a prayer, with
a smile he quietly passed away. There was no mark
of suffering on his face. Suddenly the notes of
“The Dead March” of the Rifle Brigade sounded
close by. It was in the evening of the 18th September,
1911, at seven, and the band had been playing, but
when the news reached them they ended with that
sad tune.

I cannot remember much except the agony
through which I passed. I heard asone in a dream
that messages of condolence had been received from
Queen Alexandra, King George and Queen Mary,
and hosts of our friends in England and India. But
I was overwhelmed with grief. In spirit I was trying
to overtake my beloved upon his lonely journey.
Naught else troubled me.

I saw my husband lying in his coffin, and I bade
him my last farewell alone, before he was taken to
London.

Profulla said the Maharajah’s funeral ought to
be military, as he was a Colonel, and not that of &
Maharajah. He sent a message to the Government
and His Majesty ordered a grand military funeral.
The Coldstream Guards played the ““ Dead March”
and the ° Last Post,” and both at Bexhill and in
London, from Victoria Station to (Golders’ Green
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Crematorium, people came in throngs. Eyen the
relations in India said H.H. could not have had a
grander or more impressive funeral. His Majesty
was most gracious, and for this kind act of his, one
and all in Cooch Behar, family, friends, and subjects,
will be for ever grateful. The many flowers received
with the sympathy of friends, for which I regret to
say it was impossible to thank every one individually,
were greatly appreciated by me in my hour of darkness.

I remained with my grief at Bexhill, and the duty
of committing his father’s body to the flames fell
upon Rajey. He walked to the head of the coffin
ag 1t rested n the Crematorium and mastering his
emotion with a great effort, raised his hand: “In
the name of God, Almighty Father, I commit these
last remains of my beloved father to Your keepmg
That in him which is immortal will always live, the
mortal dies and perishes in the flames. God, keep
and bless him in Your holy care.”

The Rev. P. Sen conducted the last service, which
I heard was most impressive ; and some of my English
friends told me afterwards they had never witnessed
such a solemn and touching ceremony.

When the sad news of our great loss reached
Cooch Behar a procession was ordered in which
officials and relatives walked barefooted to honour
the memory of the ruler. The State elephant, of
which he had been so fond, accompanied the mourners,
and all the while tears rolled down the animal’s
cheeks, just as if he knew the beloved voice was



196 SAD DAYS

hushed for ever. The dumb beast’s sorrow touched
all those who witnessed it, and I always like to think
that elephant by some wonderful instinct shared our
grief.

We left for India after a fortnight had elapsed,
and what can I write about the saddest of all our
home-comings ¢ There is nothing more melancholy
than the places which our loved ones have deserted
and which cry aloud m their desolation.

We had been so happy, I felt that even in Paradise
no one could be happier, and I had dreaded the
thought of death. But timely or untimely Death
had come, and he did not heed the anguish of my
heart, he did not hear my cry, nor see my tears;
. he carried away my dear onc and left me behind ;
my happy days were gone, the future was dark and
gloomy, the path of life’s journey was thorny and
hard, My children were still young, not one of
my sons was married, and they clung to me, afraid
now that they had lost their father they might lose
their mother too. Almost every minute they came
into my room to see if I were alive. On my birthday
they gave me beautiful flowers, and 1 sat alone with
them, perhaps longer than the children liked, for
suddenly Rajey came and called me: *° Mother,
mother, are you there ¢

Life was a blank, the world seemed empty, 1
felt as if I had no right to be here, as if there was
nothing left for me to do. My life, my light, my
streugth, everything was gone. How could I live

v
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without him ? Hand in hand we had worked, we
had travelled, and now I was left alone with my
children. They were loving and dutiful indeed.
When I took off my bangles and they saw me in
widow’s dress they cried : “ Mother, will you never
wear bracelets again; will you never wear these
beautiful ear-rings ? > ““ Yes,” I said, “ I will when
I meet your father in the next world.” The boys
missed their father more than I can say; he had been
more like & brother than a father to them. He had
played with them, sung with them, helped them as
a friend, and been devoted to them.

Widowhood in India is different from what it is
in the West ; it is a far harder life. Caste, religion,
and custom make it very hard and sad for the
widow, whether she be old or young. If a widow
laughs loudly or dresses in a way that could possibly
be called gay, cruel remarks are made on all sides,
and if a Hindu widow gets at all a bad name she
suffers greatly at the hands of both her own people
and her late husband’s. But in spite of all this her
undying love for her dead hushand brings her closer
to the unknown world every hour and every day;
through suffering and darkness she knows she is
drawing closer to her beloved. My husband made
my life like bright sunshine ; there were no clouds,
no storms, and for the many dear friends I made
in the West I shall ever be grateful to him. His
trust, his love, his admiration for me were without
compare. When I lost him I felt that I had lost

0
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all. Women of all nations and all countries envied
me once, but now I feel that 1 shall have to travel
alone for the last part of my journey. Once so high
I held my head, but now the blow of widowhood
has bent it low.

For a few years I felt I ought not to appear before
any one or do anything, but my darling children
would not have it so.
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CHAPTER XIII
ANOTHER BLOW

A ¥Ew days after my husband had passed away
news of Rajey’s succession to the Gadi of Cooch
Behar arrived from the Government of India. I
was scated on the landing at the Porchester Gate
house when my boy came downstairs, knelt by me,
clasped his hands on my knee and sobbed. Perhaps
he felt his father’s loss most at that moment. We
had a service in the evening, conducted by my
cousin, the Rev. P. L. Sen, at which Rajey’s short
prayer was most impressive.

He had all his father’s effects sealed and brought
over to Cooch Behar, and he carried out his father’s
“will ” to the letter.

When Rajey came out to India one of his younger
aunts said to him : *° You have succeeded your father
and you will be like him.”

“ Like him,” was the quick reply, ‘‘that is
impossible, I can never dare hope to be like my
father,”

Rajey’s attitude towards me in my widowhood

was one of sbsolute devotion. He referred to me
199
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in everything, although he treated me like a child
and took great care of me. He would not allow
any alterations to be made in his father’s house-
hold, and he always answered when he was taxed
with keeping too large a staff, “I cannot dismiss any
of them, they were with my father.”

His budget was kept unchanged, as he often
said he would not live to be thirty-two years of age.
I tried all T could to laugh him out of this strange
idea, but it was to no purpose. Rajey’s belief was
founded on his horoscope, which ceased to say any-
thing after thirty-two years. Several fortune-tellers
told him the same thing, that he had not a long life
written on his hand. I asked a woman palmist to
read Rajey’s hand and tell me when he would get
married. She said: ““ He has no marriage line on
his hand.” At Dehra Dun a fortune-teller said the
same thing, and an English clairvoyant also foretold
his fate at a garden party at Calcutta. I do not
think my son allowed his mind to be influenced by
these predictions. His melancholy presentiment was
due to his ill-health, for I know that he suffered more
than he allowed any one to guess.

From the moment of his accession Rajey tried
to do his best for Cooch Behar. One of his first acts
was to mtimate that the Dewan’s services were no
longer required. ““ He was never a true friend to
my father,” was his only comment when the over-
joyed natives of Cooch Behar called down blessings
on his head for this display of authority.



BETEL LEATF, ATTAR, AND FLOWERS 201

Rajey also showed the priests that he possessed
decided opinions and meant to retain these opinions
even m the face of custom and tradition. Before the
installation of a Maharajah, it was usual for the
priests to perform a Hmdu ceremony known as the
Abhishek. Rajey declared the 4bhishek should not
take place. “I1 do not recognise caste,” he said.
“ But it must be done,” declared the State officials.
“\Vho comes next to the priest in my household ? .
he asked. “ Your mother,” was the reply. * Then
my mother shall act as my priest,” he answered.
I did the priest’s work, for my son would not hear
of any one else assisting him.

There was a complete religious ceremony according
to the tenets of the New Dispensation at the Instal-
lation, and I shall never forget how splendidly Rajey
behaved at his Durbar when the Revenue was brought
in, and he was acclaimed Maharajah by his subjects.
As he sat on his throne, he received symbolic offerings
of betel leal, attar, and flowers. * Take them to my
mother,” he commanded, and two A.D.C.s brought
to me my son’s tribute.

At the auspicious hour I was waiting on the
balcony with other zenana ladies to see the State
procession pass. The elephants were in their gala
trappings. The strains of our National Anthem
fell on my ears. The troops were in brave array.
Suddenly a tall young figure, gorgeous in Raj
costume, fell at my feet and paid me homage. It
was Rajey! He had actually thought of me in the
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supreme moment of his life. The grandear and
pageantry were all forgotten. I was the mother
whom he delighted to honour, that was the one idea
in his mind.

At his second Durbar, while he was dressing, he
suddenly looked very grave and said: “ This is my
last Durbar,” and so it proved to be.

I like to recall how my son respected my
prejudices. Once, when my husband ruled, I heard
that there was a vulgar show at one of the Hindu
festivals. I spoke to the Maharajah about if,
and he gave orders it should be stopped. Years
after Rajey found that the show was again going on,
. and be was very indignant. 1 heard that he expressed
a wish that “ Her Highness’s orders should be
carried out.”

Rajey had no favourites and always sought to
do justice. Quiet and dignified, he spoke little and
gave few commands, yet all his subjects bad the
deepest respect for him and tried to avoid his dis-
pleasure. Though he was particular about Court
pageantry and dress yet his tastes were simple.
How thoughtful he was, how loving, how devoted,
and yet there was always something sad aboub
him. He seemed more like a prince out of some old
legend than a modern young ruler.

Once I was rather annoyed with an Knglishman,
and remarked to Rajey: “I don’t think I can
ever forgive him; he is really unpardonable.”
Rajey locked-quite sad, and said: *° Oh, mother, I
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am sure you don’t mean it, you don’t think it
impossible to forgive any one.”

I was never relegated to the position of Dowager,
but kept up the same state as I had done during
his father’s lifetime. Rajey was influenced by the
advice of Lord Carmichael, who had always been our
best friend. “He is a godsend,” declared Rajey,
and I certainly can never be grateful enough for the
help and sympathy which Lord Carmichael always
gave fo me and mine.

I felt disappointed that Rajey was not given a
decoration at the Durbar. Both he and my brother-
in-law, the late Maharajah of Mourbhanj, were
omitted, which I think was surprising as Rajey was
the first ruler in Bengal, and my brother-in-law
was the first territorial ruler in Orissa. If it had
not been for the latter there would have been no
pageant at the show in Calcutta, and it was the
pageant which made the show such a success. Their
Majesties said it was the best show in Bengal. And
Rajey deserved recognition if ever any young ruler
did; if the Government had troubled to look into
the management of our State they would have
found no flaw in its administration. How can young
rulers be expected to have any heart to work if
their efforts do not meet with encouragement ?

Pretty’s wedding lightened a little of our sadness
ab this time. My second girl was engaged to Lionel
Mander, a young Englishman who appeared devoted
to her. She was just like an English girl, although at
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home she lived as an Indian Princess. I gave my
consent to the marriage, as I had long ago deter-
mined to let each of my girls marry the man she
loved, and I quite realised that, owing to caste and
creed, there would be many difficulties in the way of
marriage with any of our princes,

Rajey still scemed very ill and I felé very anxious
about him. He seldom complained, but the change
in him was painfully apparent. I sometimes begged
him to marry, but his answer was always: * No,”
and once he added: “I have no marriage line on
my hand.” “ What nonsense, darling!” 1 said.
He smiled: “ Where shall I put my wife 2” “ My
rooms are quite wasted, Rajey,” I answered. He
replied : * Mother, your rooms will never be given
to another woman while I live. They are always
yours, and if ever I marry, I’ll build a new palace.
Your rooms shall never be taken away.”

Rajey went down to Caleutta for a Masonic
meeting, but developed ptomaine poisoning and
became dreadfully ill. I begged the doctor in
attendance to have a consultation, but was told:
“Oh, he’ll be all right.”

I sent for Colonel Browne, but as Rajey had his
family doctor (an Englishman) with him, Colonel
Browne could say little except that Rajey had
better stay in Calcutta as he was too weak to travel,
The family doctor, however, insisted on Rajey going
to Cooch Behar. Though ill and weak, he started
on the trying journey. 1 was very worried about
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him, and following him after a couple of days was
told that my darling Rajey was anxiously waiting
to hear of my arrival. The poor A.D.C. did not
know for certain if I had left Calcutta and kept on
sending messages to the stations asking if I were
coming.

The lives of rulers are in the hands of the doctors
appointed by the State. As Rajey was getfing more
and more il every day, Jit and Victor in despair
besought Colonel Browne to see into things, as they
declared their brother’s life was in danger. It is
strange that the doctors did not think it necessary to
have a consultation, but Jit insisted on it, saying:
“ He is my brother and I shall have doctors from
Calcutta.” Rajey rallied end was able to entertain
Lord and Lady Carmichael at our shoot in April.
They thought Rajey seemed in better health and
spirits. After our friends had left, Rajey asked what
were my plans for the summer. “ You are going to
England,” 1 said, ““let me come with you.” That
pleased him. I went down to Calcutta a few days
before he did. His officers told me that the day he
left Cooch Behar the expression on his face was
solemn, yet not sad, and that when the National
Anthem was played at the station, he stood with
clasped hands and eyes bent down. Perhaps he
heard the call from above in the musie.

Rajey and I, accompanied by his personal staff,
arrived in England on the 1st June, 1913. It was a
cold morning, and Rajey looked very pale as he
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entered the special train at Dover, where we were
met by my son-in-law, Mr. Ghosal. At the station
we found my three girls and a few friends. All
thought that Rajey was looking very ill, although
they did not say so at the time.

Rajey went to the Curzon Hotel with his staff
and I to the Cadogan Hotel, where I stayed with
Girlie and Baby for a few weeks, I went to see
Rajey almost every day. I was much distressed
to find him on the ground floor, and near the telephone,
which rang from morning to night. I seldom got
news of him. I do not know whom to blame for
this, but it made me miserable at the time.

I suppose Rajey was taken to the Derby to
brighten him up. I¥ was a cold day and raining.
The servants were so careless as to forget to take a
great-coat or any wraps, and there he caught a chill
and high fever set in. My third brother, who was
Rajey’s secretary, was anxious to take him away to
3, Palace Court. He was removed there, and the
. change made him a little better. It was a nice house
and Rajey was very pleased with his rooms; but
the noise was too trying, as the traffic was constant.
To the disappointment of all, Rajey’s health did not
Improve.

Dr. Risien-Russell, who had been called in, begged
Rajey to go to a nursing home ; he was wonderfully
kind to my boy, and Rajey went to a nursing home,
where he stayed for a fortnight.

I spoke to him about taking a country house
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“ My days are numbered,” he answered. “I know
my time has come. Do you remember, mother
dear, how all the fortune-tellers have said I shall
not live to be thirty-two ¢ ”

Rajey returned to 3, Palace Court from Ascot.
This was the beginning of the end. Something in
his face forbade me to hope, but I tried to be brave
and not let him know how much I suffered. He
often had pain which the worn-out frame could
hardly endure, and the noise of the traffic prevented
much rest when the paroxysms had passed.

He was getting thinner and thinner, and I felt
that the case was getting more serious. Still I could
not give up hope. One day when he was very
ill and could hardly walk, my younger brother
helped him to sit down ; Rajey put his hand on his
head and said : ““ God bless you, you are a good boy.”
Another evening when he was very weak, and they
feared that he was sinking, he called this brother
of mine. “ Bodey, sit down by me; I shall soon be
starting on the last long journey.”

He sometimes said: “ Why does any one fear
to die? I am not a bit afraid to go.” My Rajey
was quite ready for the long journey to the unknown
country, where he was going to meet the father he
loved so dearly. Once I asked him: * Rajey,
don’t you wish to live 2 He answered : ‘* Mother,
I don’t wish to die, but if my call has come, if God
has sent for me, I shall go, and if I am to go, don’t
say it is an untimely death. I may be young, but if
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God sends for me you must believe, mother, that it
is a timely death.” Another day he said: “1
have only one wish, but I don’t know whether it will
be fulfilled ; if only I could die in Cooch Behar.”

All sorts of kind messages were sent by our
many friends. “ Rajey is to live and take care of
you,” Lady Minto told me.

On the 14th August Rajey was removed to Cromer.
It was the end of his sad pilgrimage. As he was
lifted out of bed he remarked to his head chauffeur :
“Davison, you're taking me away to die.”” T hid
myself in my misery, and as I looked from an upper
window I saw Rajey put into the ambulance. I
had been asked to go, but I could not as my eyes
were too red and I could not hide my feelings. I
followed him to Cromer and stayed at the hotel.
I used to go to Rajey’s house, which was nice and
clean and had a pretty little garden. To my eyes
Rajey did not look any better, but the doctors
thought he was getting on nicely. He had nurses
who were good to him, and I shall always be grateful
to them,

Just before this Jit had come over from India,
as he was going to marry the daughter of the first
Hindu Maharajah, the Gaikwar of Baroda. They
had been fond of each other for some years, but
the Princess’s parents were against the marriage
because we were Brahmos and they were Hindus.
The Princess came with her parents over to Europe,
and Jit followed. It was a most romantic story,
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ag the young couple had seen very little of each other.
Yet their love was so strong and true that they
promised each other they would marry no one

else. )

On the 25th August Jit and Indira were married.
The ceremonies, civil and religious, took place at
the Buckingham Palace Hotel and the Registrar’s
office. I could not help ackmowledging the truth
of my father’s words that the hand of God is always
manifest. In this seemingly impossible union, beset
throughout with opposition, I again saw the trinmph
of the New Dispensation, for my daughter-in-law
gave up riches and caste to follow her husband,
for love of him. Indira is very clever and very
prefty. She knows several languages and has
travelled & great deal ; for years I had been wanting
her to be my daughter-in-law, and I was as fond of
her as of my own daughters.

I motored down to Cromer with a friend of mine,
Miss Scott, and on our return, the doctor who was
attending Ra,]ey gave me hopeful news. He said
Rajey was enjoying his food, and in three weeks’
time would be out and about. He assured me that
we could return to India at the end of October. He
even added : “I don’t see why His Highness should
not play polo again.”

On Iriday I wenb to tea with Lady Carmichael’s
brother, and after dinner I went back again to ask
how Rajey was. The doctor said he had a little
pain but not much, and he hoped he would be better
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the next morning. Unfortunately Dr. Russell had
to go to London for a few days. Rajey loved him
as a friend and had great faith in him.

Very early on Saturday morning a note came
from the doctor asking me to go over at once. Over
my nightgown I tied on a sari and put over all a
thick coat, and in my slippers walked from the
hotel to the house with Miss Scott, who was an angel
to me that day, and stayed with me in those hours
of anguish. I don’t remember how, but I managed
to get to the door of the house. In the hall, where
I met the doctor, I fell. They helped me into the
drawing-room and gave me some tes which I could
not.drink. The doctor asked me if I could be brave
and quiet as my son wanted to see me. When
Rajey felt the pain, the only thing he had said was:
“Nurse, I am in great pain, I want my mother.”
I kept back my tears and followed the doctor up-
stairs to the room where Rajey was lying. Never
shall I forget my anguish when I looked at him.
His lovely eyes were unchanged, but his voice was
very faint. °“ Mother,” he whispered, as I bent
over him, “I am sinking . . . I know it.”

I too knew it, and oh! how bitter was the
knowledge ! ‘“ Darling, darling,” I said, hardly able
to speak. He clasped me in his arms, and his face
was close to mine. “ Raj Rajendra . . . you know,
mother . . . even the King of kings must die.”
The long morning passed. I was with him the whole
time. Once he said: “I'm leaving you behind,
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mother.,” He asked me about Jit and his wife, and
also if his youngest uncle were there.

_Dr. Risien Russell and my daughter arrived late
in the morning. Rajey was pleased to see the doctor,
and when he saw my youngest brother he caught
hold of his hand tight as if it were the last grip of his
friendship. I felt that if Dr. Russell had not been
there, I should have had no friend in my great
trouble. He was a godsend to me.

On Sunday, at midnight, surrounded by those
who were near and dear to him, Rajey breathed
his last, Thirty-one years ago this boy had brought
me every possible happiness. Now the world is
dark and gloomy, and I do not know how I
shall travel the last part of my journey, so heavy-
laden am I with my grief. Rajey was not an
ordinary son to me, His birth had made every
difference in my life. The Cooch Beharis would never
have been so friendly towards me had it not been
for my Rajey’s coming ; neither could I have had
so happy a home had Rajey not arrived. God
gave him to me and God has taken him away. He
was the most precious gift I had; but I know, I
believe that I shall meet him again in the Land
of Everlasting Happiness. These pangs of my heart
will cease when I am called to be with my two
precious ones,

Rajey was dressed in his chupkan and a sacred
coloured shawl was thrown over him. Wreaths
of flowers were sent by kind friends, and his room
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looked no longer like a mourning room but like a
paradise.

My Rajey had put on the garment of immortality.
His painful journey was ended, and in the heaven
whither his spirit had flown, he had already been
welcomed by his father, and together they await me
there.

But what remained for me? I had to suffer
the long days and the misery of the hours when
sleep forsook me and grief kept a watch by my
pillow. I had to live and think that to live is some-
times the worst torture that can be inflicted on
mankind. How often have I proved to myself the
truth of those lines :

**Tia hard to smile when one would weep,
To speak when one would silent be :
To wake when one would wish to sleep,
And wake in agony.”
Now was repeated the sad ceremonial of two years
ago, when my husband’s body was committed to
the flames. Only two years and the Ideal Ruler
and the Child of Promise had both vanished from
our eyes. Surely we shall never understand the
workings of Divine Providence. All that our sad
souls can do is to trust in the infinite wisdom of
God.

The blank his loss has left in my life will always
be there, but he must have gone to do a greater work,
and the thought of this is the only thing that gives
me comfort.
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Countless were the telegrams and letters of
sympathy I received, and the kindness of all my
friends touched me very much. The late Duchess
of Connaught sent word from Bagshot: “ We all
deeply sympathise with you in your great loss.
We look back with pleasure to the time when Rajey
used to stay with us.”

We sent the ashes of our beloved back to Cooch
Behar, and they rest beside those of his father in
the marble mausoleum which has been built in the
rose garden. This old garden is a peaceful spot.
Long ago the Maharajah learned his lessons in the
ruined summer-house which still stands on the
borders of the lake, where in bygone times the
Maharanis used to bathe, and many legends are
connected with the place. The scented stillness is
now unbroken save for the music of the birds, and
the mournful whisperings of the frees when the
wind speaks to them of the sleepers.

This rose garden is walled in on three sides, and
from it can be seen the spow hills far away. There
are masses of rogses and lilies, and it is impossible to
describe the fragrance of the flowers. Rajey and his
father are surrounded by Peace. Prayers are offered
there every evening, and sometimes the boys go there
alone in the moonlight.

My love is so strong that I think Death has
opened the door of Eternity a little way for me,
and my dear ones are nearer to me than ever. Long

ago 1 saw the roses of youth blooming at Belghuria.
P
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Later, the crimson flowers of love were mine, but the
sweetest of all flowers to me are those of remembrance,
which shed their petals year after year over the ashes

of my dear ones who wait for me on the radiant
shore.

“Take them, O Grave ! and let them be
Folded upon thy narrow shelves,
Ag garments of the soul laid by,
And precious only to ourselves.

* Take them, O great Eternity !
Our little life is but a gust
That bends the branches of thy tree
And trails its blossoms in the dust.”



MAHARANI SUKNITY DEVEE, fhote o Leafayelte,






CHAPTER XIV
VICEROYS I HAVE KNOWN

Lorp LyrroN knew me as a little girl in India, but
we did not meet again until 1887 when I was visiting
England. 1 went with my husband to the Foreign
Office party one evening. It was a grand affair and
. I had a very nice dress. We were all standing in
a line waiting for the Royal procession to pass when
Lord Lytton saw me. He came and stood by me
and putting his arm round my waist said: ““ You
have grown, and look so pretty, but so grown-up.”
I felt very uncomfortable and kept on saying: ““ Oh,
Lord Lytton, but I am so old. Do you know I am
the mother of three children ? Do please remember
that I am an old woman, over twenty.” In his
kind voice he said; “ It was only the other day I
saw you at your father’s school, a little, little girl.”
Lord and Lady Ripon were very kind to us. In
his time the Ilbert Bill was passed, which made a
great sensation in India and the English spoke against
the Indians and Lord Ripon. One English lady said
to me: “ Why was such a man as Lord Ripon sent

out to India? he goes against his Queen.” I am
215
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sure the lady did not know what she was saying, as
Lord Ripon was a friend to India and thus served Her
Majesty the late Queen well. When my darling little
Rajey had typhoid fever in Simla in 1882 both Lord
and Lady Ripon constantly made kind inguiries and
offered their doctor Anderson, a clever and charming
man.

Lord Dufferin is supposed to have been the
cleverest Viceroy in India; I was so ignorant about
politics I cannot say much about his administrative
work, but I do know that he was a very kind personal
friend of mine. Lady Dufferin was the most clever
and capable Vicereine that has ever been out in
India. She once came to one of my “sari” dinners,
when we all wore saris, sat on the floor, and ate with
our fingers. One of the A.D.Cis remarked that
Her Excellency locked like a goddess.

Lady Dufferin wrote a book on India in which
she said a great deal about my dear mother, whom
she greatly admired. I think she was amazed to
see how cheerfully mother gave up all the comforts
of life after she lost my father, Lady Dufferin
showed the greatest interest in all my father’s institu-
tions, and we were very proud when Lord Dufferin
presented a medal to the Victoria College. Lady
Dufferin founded the Delhi Hospital, where Indian
women are trained to be doctors and midwives.
When Lady Dufferin agked me about it and if it would
be a success, I said, “ Yes,” but did not quite
understand about it or realise the difficulties. It
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is difficult to make my Western sisters understand
about caste prejudice in my country. When Lady
Dufferin first began this fraining much discussion
went on all over India. To begin with, women of
high caste could not do work of the kind as they
thought it lowered their position ; secondly, zenana
ladies, however poor, did not wish to be trained or
study with men, therefore in the beginning only very
common women took up the medical profession, but
now many advanced women have taken it up and have
studied hard and taken degrees, thus serving their
country, for which we owe much gratitude to Lady
Dufferin. Lady Wenlock told me not long ago that
the idea was originally Lady Ripon’s, but she was
unable to carry it out before she left India.

Lord and Lady Lansdowne were the greatest
Viceroy friends we ever had. We all, the whole
family, loved and admired them and their children.
The Maharajah was treated as a personal friend of
theirs, which made the other Maharajahs very jealous.
When I was very ill once, Lady Lansdowne used to
come and see me, and they were most kind to Rajey.
Once H.H. the Begum of Bhopal gave a strict purdah
party and I was invited to meet Lady Lansdowne.
I do not guite remember, but I think the Resident
wanted to know who should sit in the next highest
seat to Lady Lansdowne, and he was informed that
I was to sit next to the Viceroy's wife, which the
Resident did not like at all. When 1 heard of this
I thought I would not go, but kind Lady Lansdowne
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on being informed of it sent I do not know what
message to the Begum’s official. Anyway the whole
tone of the letters changed, I was begged to go, and
on my arrival at the party I found that H.H. the
Begum had placed Lady Lansdowne in a chair on
her right hand and I was to sit in a chair on her
left hand ; these were the only seats, all the other
guests came and shook hands with the Begum while
we were seated.

Lady Lansdowne was kindness itself to my children.
She never made any distinction between English
and Indians at her parties, and her tactful considera-
tion made her very popular. I think her charming
mind was reflected in her beautiful face.

I was at my happiest in Lord Lansdowne’s
reign ; everything seemed to be so bright in my life
at that time, and I often think now of that happy
past. Lord Lansdowne once said: “My house is
not half large enough to hold all the people you and
the Maharajah entertain in camp.” T did appreciate
those kind words.

Lord Elgin was a kind Viceroy; I don’t know
whether he did much as a statesman, but he was a
very kind easy-going man. Lady Elgin gave some
very cheery children’s parties. At one of these my
Jit kept on having so much ice cream that T am sure
all the AD.C.s and servants must have longed for
us fo leave the table. I went to Calcutta once for
a few hours, the Viceroy heard of it and asked me
if T would dine with them quietly; it was no party,
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only a family gathering, This was a great honour.
I did not think I could have a maid with me, so I
sent for a hair-dresser. He was told not to be long,
but perhaps he felt artistic that evening, for he went
on making curls and waves and using hundreds of
hairpins. 1 was most impatient and kept reminding
him of the time, but it had no effect. The consequence
wag that 1 was about half an hour late, a thing I
shall never forget, When 1 arrived, I found the
two A.D.C.s in despatr, sitting on the steps watching
the gate. One of them was the late Captain Adams.
I did not know how to make my excuses and had to
tell the unpleasant truth, that it was the fault of the
hair-dresser, but all they did was to pay nice compli-
ments. I was so nervous when I went up into the
drawing-room that I felt like running away, but
when Lord and Lady Elgin came in and I made my
apologies, Lord Elgin said : * Please don’t be sorry;
I am grateful to you for being a little late. You know
it is the English mail day, and you gave me a little
extra time to write a few more letters, for which I
have to thank you.” This made me forget all my
troubles and only remember what a proud and happy
woman I was.

There was much splendour in the time of the
Curzons, but I don’t believe that Lord Curzon was
ever really in sympathy with us. He is a very clever
man ; but, may I be forgiven for my frankness, I
found him shghtly interfering in private matters.
He was too unapproachable, which was most
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regrettable. 1 consider that he missed many golden
opportunities. Lady Curzon was handsome and
charming, but to my great disappointment I had
neither the pleasure nor the honour of knowing her
well.

Lord Curzon did a lot of good to the country;
and tried to revive the old industries, the saris,
cashmeres, etc. Also he put up tablets on great
men’s birth-places and homes, which was much
appreciated ; but he interfered with the future of
the  Indian Princes’ young sons. Whether the
fathers were willing or not he did not wait to find
out, but forced them to send their boys into the
Cadet Corps, and by so doing many boys lost their
opportunities of learning admuinistrative work. Of
course, we had to submit because no one wishey to
be in the Viceroy’s bad books.

Lord and Lady Minto we admired and liked very
much. Lord Minto was so kind a friend that although
he was Viceroy he helped a zemindar at the cost of
much trouble to himself. Lady Minto was the
first to ask the purdah ladies to Government House.
She gave parties for them regularly every year while
she was in Calcutta and the ladies enjoyed them
enormously. I remember a Hindu lady remarking
of Lady Minto: “1I do like her smile so.” My
gister and the Maharani of Burdwan and I joined
together and gave three parties to Lady Minto at
Woodlands, and I got up some tableaux which
both the English and Indian ladies enjoyed. On
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one occasion I dressed Lady Minto in a Bengali
bridal dress, scarlet and gold, and she looked lovely.
Lady Minto told me afterwards that when she returned
to Government House she sent a message to the
military secretary that a Maharani was wailting in
the hall, and when he came and found Lady Minto
in the bridal dress for a moment he thought it really
was a Maharani.

I remember a Bengali gentleman of high position
telling us once: “ Lord Minto is a thorough gentle-
man ; when I and my friend went to call on him he
was so nice and made us feel quite at home, What
struck us most was that at the close of the visit,
when we were going away, Lord Minto, instead of
calling an orderly or an AD.C., walked up to the
door and opened it himself. We felt uncomfortable,
but it was a gentlemanly action; by opening the
door he lost nothing, and we gained so much.”

I feel it my duty to allude to something that
happened in Lord Minto’s reign. A rumour was
circulated that a most loyal British subject was
disloyal to the Government. 1 was horrified when I
heard the lie; it reached the highest circles. Even
Sir O’Moore Creagh, then Commander-in-Chief, may
have credited it. Perhaps it was some fellow-country-
man who started this unpardonable lie; but how
could the Government believe such an impossible
thing ¢ I only hope that whoever did this great
wrong will confess his wickedness before he leaves this
world.
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Lord Hardinge did a lot of good to many people,
but he was never very kindly disposed to the Cooch
Behar Raj family. Soon after I lost my husband we
came back to India, and as I had received nothing
but kindness from the Royal Family and from so many
Viceroys, I expected that Lord Hardinge as Viceroy
would be kind to me. But on the contrary he did
not seem to take any trouble to be kind to my son.
When our present King was at the Delhi Durbar
Lord Hardinge paid many visits to the other
Maharajahs, but never thought of leaving his card
on the Maharajash of Cooch Behar, which was not
only an insult to the Maharajah but to the whole of
Bengal. Lord Hardinge also interfered with onr
private affairs, at which I was surprised because we
liked him and thought him clever and never
opposed him.

Here I might mention that at this Delhi Durbar
a certain Political Officer visited the Maharajah’s
camp in ordinary lounge clothes, a thing which even
H.M. the King would not think of doing. Such
Englishmen should have attention drawn to them and
their manners corrected.

Lord Carmichael, when Governor of Bengal, was
o most kind friend to my Rajey and to me. Words
are too poor to express my gratitude to him.

Some years ago a branch of the London National
Indian Association was opened in Calcutta, where
Western and Kastern ladics met. ¥For a few years
the Association did wonderful work. Many strict
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purdah ladies came to it, and many of us gave parties.
Lady Jenkins gave a fancy-dress ball and all the
purdah ladies were in fancy costume ; it was a brilliant
sight. Lady Holmwood took great trouble for the
Association, and we all hoped soon to have a permanent
building for it. Then one of the members spoke
against others and the whole thing nearly fell through.
But Lady Carmichael with her kind heart and tact
managed to gather the ladies together again and make
them work hand in hand for our soldiers during the
war. Very few, I fear, take interest in the Association
now.

Lord Ronaldshay, the present Governor, we like
very much; he is very popular in Bengal and a
brilliant speaker. He is clever, and has studied
India well, and I do not think there are many subjects
on which he cannot talk ; 1t is a treat to get a chance
of speaking to him on serious subjects. I did not
know Lady Ronaldshay until she came out to Jit’s
shooting camp in Cooch Behar. She is a sweet and
good mother and just like an ordinary lady when
surrounded by her children.

Of all the wives of the Lieutenant-Governors in
Bengal Lady (Charles) Elliott was the cleverest,
Sir William Duke was a kind personal friend to
us all,

I have not known many Americans, but among
the few I have met some were very nice; a Mrs.
Perrier was charming. 1 know one American lady,
when she was out in India, spoke very angrily to an
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Englishman whom she found treating an Indian
gentleman as if he were a porter or a servant. Yet
another American woman once refused to sit in the
stalls of a London theatre because an Indian lady
was seated close to her. Some Canadians are like
the latter, and I hope they will never come to India,
to disgrace their country and sex. Such women
could never belong to or understand wuniversal
sisterhood.

I never had the pleasure of knowing any Australians
until a few months age when I returned from England
by P. and O. Mantua. There were some charming
Australians on board. The ladies were smart and
clever, with delightful manners. If really was a great
pleasure to me to meet them. One lady in particular
1 found most pleasant.

I had the pleasure of knowing Lord Kitchener
well. One could hardly believe that such a fine
big soldier could be such a charming host; his
parties were always successful. When the Prince
of Wales (now our King) was out in Calcutta we were
talking about Lord Kitchener, and H.R.H. said to
me that he had given a perfect dinner-party. I
answered that perhaps it would have been more
perfect if he had had a Lady Kitchener there. But
the Prince said: “ There 1 do not agree with you.
Lord Kitchener is a perfect host even without a
Lady Kitchener.”

I hope-I shall be forgiven if my readers do not
find much about politics in this book, but I have



GOVERNMENT OFFICIALS 225

never been interested in politics, and I think it is
better for women not to take part in political work.
It is another thing though for the mothers and
wives of ruolers in India to complain of the Govern-
ment if they find it interfering with them. There
are mothers and wives of rulers in Bengal and the
Punjab who know very little or no English and cannot
approach the Government direct but have to be
represented by the Anglo-Indian Commissioners or
Political Agents. And 1 regret to say that the Govern-
ment officials now are often of a different type
from those in olden days, and this causes trouble in
the country. Some of these Englishmen do not
know how to talk or to write to Indian ladies, neither
do they know how to address gentlemen. Most of
these civilians are sent out simply because they have
passed the Civil Service Examinatfion; how can any
polite manners be expected of them? Yet whoever
visits England once wishes to go there again, and the
chief reason of this is, that the HEnglish are much
nicer to Indians in England than they are in India.
I always say that as long as the Government respect
and consider Indian women the throne 1s safe;
history itself shows that when women are ill-treated
no rule is secure.

Once I wished to see Lord Curzon, and had he seen
me some very great unpleasantness might have been
avoided. I fully expected to get a letter written by
his own hand, instead of that Mr. , the secretary,
replied to this effect : * H.E. wishes the Maharajah
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to write him if there is anything wanted.” If Lord
Curzon only heard and knew how Mr. H—, our
Superintendent, treated matters in connection with
my private life and things I hold sacred I am sure
he would not have hesitated to see me. Some
of these officials seem to enjoy calling us untruthful.
Well, Mr. H should feel happy to know that
his official “ confidential box,” which he left in
the care of the late Calica Das, containing papers
against the Mabarajah’s family, has been found and
is now public property. Mr. L. was once our Superin-
tendent ; he gave the idea to Government that the
Cooch Behar Raj family was most extravagant, and
unfortunately the members of the family never
had the chance to inform the Government what the
Superintendents themselves spent. I asked Mr. L.
to have a little bamboo shed built at Woodlands,
which would have cost perhaps about £2; the
Maharajah was away in England at the time. Mr. L.
said he must get the sanction of His Highness; the
cablegram would probably have cost him £2; and
if I remember rightly in the same year Mr. L. expended
£8000 on a house in Darjeeling which, though not
sanctioned, H.H. had to pay ; such can be the power
and folly of a Superintendent.

When Victor was doing well at Eton and becoming
quite a grand cricketer to the great satisfaction of
the Maharajah, Lord Curzon was appointed Viceroy,
and we were all anxious to know what to do and how
to please him. It was known he did not like Indian
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boys being educated in England, and as a Maharajah
himself cannot always approach a Viceroy about
family affairs, and 1 happened to know one of the
high officials well, I asked him for advice. By his
advice I had dear Victor brought back to India
and thus all his future career was spoilt as he was
sent to the Cadet Corps. This Corps ruined the future
of many young lives; it was a waste of money and
time. After it had failed the Maharajah sent Vic
to Cuba for agricultural fraining, to learn some-
thing about tobacco, which grows all over Cooch
Behar. When Vic returned home after a few years
the Maharajash had machines brought out from
America and a nice piece of land prepared for the
tobacco, but because of Mr, H——, who was then
Superintendent, the whole thing fell through.

Our religion of the New Dispensation teaches
loyalty to the Throne. This loyal feeling is a
sacred duty to me, and in the whole of India no
family is more loyal to His Gracious Majesty than
the Cooch Behar Raj family.



CHAPTER XV
LATER YEARS

My dear Jit has begun his work well and is doing
his best to make the State prosperous. His love
for his people is deep and he takes great interest
m administration. He works hard and sometimes
sits at his table and writes till midnight. He looks
into every detail himself, and I often wonder how he
can do so much: a boy who was never brought
up as the heir. How I long for my dear husband
to come and see his Jit working for the good of the
State. He built a hospital in Lord Carmichael’s
name, and has done many things to improve the
health of the people, but unfortunately during his
reign we have had the dreadful Western War from
which the country has suffered much. Such things
as rice and potatoes have been sent out of the State,
and jute could not be exported. Everything has
been very high in price, more than double. Jit has
increased the salaries of the officers, and the pay of
the servants, besides giving numberless subscriptions
and donations, and helping in the War Loan; but

he does things quietly and no one knows of them.
228



-VICTOR AND JIT 229

He has five children, three girls and two boys;
they are all lovely, especially the eldest girl. Jit is
a clever man and has written some charming poems
and books. It is hard for him that all the old
officers now are either dead or retired and he has to
work with new and untried men, but he takes it
quite coolly.

One day he said to me: “ Mother, if we believe
that God is all-merciful, we shall never ask Him
‘Why 2’ We may think father has gone too soon.
He was young and strong and many lives depended
on him, but God is merciful and God knows best.
1f God loves us he would not do anything that wounld
hurt us. It is all for the best, and we must believe
1.” Jit has been one of the best of sons to me, so
loving, so kind and thoughtful, and he often treats
me as if I were the same age as his little daughter,

Victor is a wonderful brother. I do mnot think
in the wide world any one could find a more un-
selfish and affectionate brother than he is to Jit.
Anything that Jit says is law to him. He would
give his life for his brother ; he would go to the ends
of the earth to get anything that would make his
brother happy. In his life Jit comes first. Victor
has married the daughter of a distant cousin of mine,
a pretty girl. They have two children, both boys.
Victor’s wife is called Nirupoma ; she is of the same
faith as we are, a Brahmo. She is well educated
and edits a magazine in Bengali. She is devoted to
her husband and children.

Q
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Baby has married Alan Mander, the younger
brother of Lionel. I did not wish her to marry so
young nor to part with her so soon, espectally as it
was only six months after I had lost my Rajey, but
now my life has come to that stage that I must not
be heard, my love must pray silently for the happiness
of my children. They are very precions and their
happiness is my happiness. Baby wished to marry
this boy; he iz fine-looking, and has travelled a
good deal, and as he was anxious to have the wedding
gsoon I did not stand m the way, and they were
married at Woodlands on the 25th February, 1914,
During the War he was in the Army and now they
are in England. Alan has been a very good son-in-law ;
I don’t think T could have had a better, even in fancy.

Among the Maharajahs of India I know but few.
The Maharajahs of Bikanir and Gwalior call me
““ Mother ; ”” the former was at school at Mayo College
with Rajey. The Maharajah of Kapurthala was like a
brother to my husband ; the Maharajah of Idar I know
very well. In India there are very few Maharanis, per-
haps none except myself, who come out, so it is difficult
to get to know them, and without a special invitation
one cannot visit their States. Some of the Maha-
rajahs could do much for their country. Surely
there is enough money in India to revive its ancient
history and search out its ruined palaces and temples ;
but the Maharajahs seldom meet together to discuss
these things, and that is perhaps why our Western
visitors do not know much of our ancient India.



A HINDU PILGRIMAGE 231

During the last few years I have travelled a little,
and would like to tell my readers something about
my country. Once I went on a Hindu pilgrimage
to a place called Hardwar, In my book “ Nine Ideal
Indian Women,” there is a story about Sati; near
Hardwar is Sati’s birthplace, an old palace now in
ruins, and this I and my third sister went to see.
Among the ruins are said to be dozens of cobras, but
they do not hurt any one. We sat on the steps
that led down to the river and had a little service.
There was a feeling about the whole place, even
after these thousands of years, as if it had been the
home of a beautiful soul and was near the spiritual
world. We gazed upon the beautiful scene: the
wonderful old ruined palace with its flights of steps
leading down to the deep blue river, and in the
distance the pure white snows of the Himalayas.
We noticed a strange thing as we sat there; in the
middle of the river was a tiny island, and on this a
tortoise was playing with a snake ; one would never
have thought that a snake and a tortoise could be
together, yet here they were like two friends.

In that same book of mine is the story of
Harischandra and the burning ghat; that ghat still
remains in Benares. We sisters went there to
see 1t one day after sunset in s boat kindly lent
to us by the Maharajah of Benares. Down the
stream floated hundreds of little lights; it looked
as if the Ganges had rows of necklaces round her
throat. It was an impressive sight; on the banks
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and down in the water were thousands of men and
women with clasped hands and down-bent heads,
saying their evening prayers near the ghat where
the Maharajah Harischandra worked disguised as
a chandal.

Nearly two years ago I came from Simla to meet
my sister, who was waiting for me to go with her on a
pilgrimage to Sarag-duar (the Door of Heaven), We
planned to go by train to a station near the place, and
as there was no passenger train abouf that time a
railway carriage had fo be attached to a goods frain.
When we arrived at the station some of our party
went in tongas and for my sister and me a friend
sent a carriage, the best that could be had, but
very ordinary in our eyes. We started off happily.
It was a very rough rocky road, but our hearts were
full of the Sarag-duar and we were longing for the
end of the journey. My sister’s two little children
who were with us behaved wonderfully, and did not
complain of either hunger or fatigue. After several
hours we arrived at the river-side. It was early
in the morning, the sky was bright blue, at our feet
the Ganges flowed between high banks, and tall
trees guarded the Door of Heaven. Two boats
were waiting and we crossed the river. As we went
over I felt as if I must say to the river: “ May you
take me on my last crossing even as you take me to
the Door of Heaven to-day.” We arrived at the
Sarag-duar; 1t was still beautifully cool and fresh,
and as my sister had brought fruit and sweets we
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sat there and refreshed ourselves. While we were
eating, a message arrived from one of the holy men
that he would like to see us, and after a few minutes
he came. What a good and handsome face he had!
He was dressed in an almond-coloured (sacred) robe
and brought fruit and fowers for us. His good
words dropped on our hearts like cool water on an
aching brow. When he saw my sister’s children
he said he must send some milk for them, and soon
after he had left us warm milk came. In this little
land of peace there is one house in which food is
cooked once a day for the hermits and the pilgrims,
of whom there are thousands in the summer months
and hundreds in the cold weather. In the fields
are splendid cows. Gifts of money are made by
some generous friends and this pays for the food.
It is a wonderful place, so peaceful, so beautiful ;
whoever visits it, whatever his religion, must feel
that it is indeed near heaven. Far away are blue
hills, and nearer great plains over which herds of
wild elephant, tigers, and leopards roam, but do no
harm. Some of the hermits live among the roots of
the big trees, and even in the winter months when
the cold is very severe they bathe daily in the river,
No women are allowed in that holy place, nor any
families ; we were allowed to halt there a few hours
as a special favour because we were my father’s
daughters, There is no smoke of cooking, no
shouting, no ery of children; sall is peace; even
the river is calm and quiet.
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From there we went to the place where Harischan-
dra’s brother Lachman spent his last days, and had to
cross the river by a bridge of planks which shakes all
the time one walks. As we went we saw jutting out
into the stream the piece of rock on which Dhruba,
when a little boy, knelt one day to pray to his God
and was much disturbed by the loud noise of the
waters, So Dhruba addressed the river and said:
“ Mother Ganges, how can my prayers reach the feet
of God if you disturb me so; how can my mind be
quiet while such loud sounds go on?” And it is a
curious thing that just where Dhruba sat the river
is perfectly calm, while a few yards off on the other
side of the rock the water boils and rushes. We
bathed in the river ; it was icy cold but it gave us new
strength and new hope. -

1 should so much like my Western sisters to see
some of these peaceful holy spots. Unfortunately
there i3 no history of India in which all the old
stories are told; they would make the country so
much more interesting to the traveller. India is
not the country some Western writers make it out
to be. Ifisan ancient land and a spiritual. Modern
ideas, to my thinking, often make young people hard
and perhaps selfish. If we do not love each ofher
can we do good to any one ? In the old history of
India unselfish love was given to one and all, and the
crown of India waslove., We are lucky indeed to be the
children of such a country, but are we worthy of that
love, have we forgotten what our ancesters did?
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Learn all the good you can from other countries, but
remain an Indian still is my poor advice. Hurting
others cannot make us Indians happy. 1 am so
proud of being an Indian. Let the world know how
beautiful and good India’s daughters were, and let
us try and follow in their footsteps; in their time
Love and Peace reigned. Love will bring us all
together and make India once more happy and rich.
A pumber of Western authors make great mischief
by writing things that are not true. One lady,
Maud Diver, I know has written many untrue
things about us, and I am afraid people who do not
know ug will believe the worst, It is a great mistake
to write such things; one by one we shall all go,
but our letters and books will remain for the next
generation to read.

I often feel that if Her Majesty would include a
Maharani among her ladies, she would get to know
the Indians much better ; she is so fond of anything
Indian and takes so much inferest in India that it
would help her, especially at such a time as this.
Her Majesty might take a lady from each Presidency
in turn, changing her every four months; and if
His Majesty also would choose an Indian of noble
birth from each Presidency, changing him in the
same way every four months, I am sure i6 would keep
Their Majesties informed of the state of feeling
throughout the whole of India, and they would gain
first-hand and correct information. Much mischief
is often done because things have to go through so
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many channels. I might mention here that some-
times the representatives of His Majesty are not very
sympathetic nor tactful with the Indians. Indians
do not get asked to parties as they used to be, and it
is only natural they should expect to be invited by
the high officials in India who represent their Emperor.

The last time I visited England was in order to
be with Baby for the first arrival in her family. 1
got there on the 13th June, 1920, and went to Baby’s
house, where I was very comfortable. Her Little
gir] was born on the 8th July at 7, Lyall Street,
a house which Baby had rented. The dear newborn
delighted our hearts. We thanked God for her safe
arrival. It is our custom to have a children’s feast
on the eighth day after the birth. On the following
week we had all the children from the garage next
door and some others to tea. Each of them and every
member of the household staff received a little
souvenir of our happiness,

When Baby was strong enough to be moved she
refurned to her house at Kingston and I visited her
there. Suddhira and Alan gave up their room to
me and occupied the drawing-room, which was not
at all comfortable for them, still we were all very
happy at being together.

In September I moved up to town to Grosvenor
Street, where I had rented a house from a rich lady.
Our stay there would have been a happier one had it
not been for the continual annoyance of receiving
unpleasant imessages from the owner. Oh, what
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A
a worry the house problem in England is nowa-

days!

Since 1 lost my dear husband I had lived in a
very retired way. Now in Grosvenor Street I began
to see a few old friends, and this happy intercourse
recalled to me the golden days of my life. I had the
great pleasure of meeting Lord and Lady Lansdowne,
General Birdwood, Colonel and Mrs. Burn, Lord and
Lady Suffield, General and Lady Blood, the latter as
cheery as ever. Lady Hewitt, Mrs. Roberts, Mrs.
Beverley and others. Lady Headfort was as kind
as ever. I had the great honour of going to see
Their Majesties and stayed to tea with them. I
went to see Her Majesty Queen Alexandra. How
sad 1t made me to see her so changed! Thiswas the
first time Her Majesty spoke sadly. H.B.H. Prin-
cess Beatrice was the same gracious and kind Princess.
I had the honour of having tea with her. Miss
Minnie Cochrane, a lady-in-waiting to the Princess,
is a very dear friend of mine and it made me so happy
to meet her again. I also went to see H.R.H. the
Duke of Connanght. How 1t saddened me when I
met him all alone in his drawing-room! In the days of
the past, H.R.H. the Duchess and her children filled
the house with their merriment. My heart went out
tio the Duke m his loneliness. I compared myself
with this Royal Prince. He had lost his life’s com-
panion and his first-born, and my husband and
eldest son are both gone. R.H.H. was most kind
and sympathetic, :
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Just as I was beginning to revive old friendships
and go about a little there came the crushing sad
news of my poor darling Hitty’s last illness. How
ghall I bear his loss! I am no longer young and
sorrows have worn away my strength. I am nearing
the end of life’s journey, oh, why have I suffered this
terrible blow ¢ Why was my Hitty called away so
early ¢ His life was hardly begun and it is ended !
The half-opened flower of his manhood is for ever
closed. Before I left for England I had put aside
jewels and household silver-ware for him, hoping he
would marry soon. I was prepared to go, I thought
that perhaps my ashes would be brought back from
England, but he is gone and I still linger here. How
cruel it seemed to me; what great sorrow I suffered !
Only a mother who has lost her boy can realise the
anguish. If we could but have a glimpse of our
happy departed dear ones in the realms of bliss
what consolation it would be to our bereaved aching
hearts !

Jit was sweet in those dark days. How he tried
to comfort me. He said: ‘“ Mother, be brave, he
brave. Trust in God, mother—God does everything
for the best, Hitty is happier there than he was
here. He is with father and Dada.” Jit said many
kind and comforting words; how I love him for his
gentleness! Indira, too, was very kind and often came
and spoke consolingly. Suddhira and Alan were a
help and comfort to me. I do not kmow what I
should have done at that time had they not come and
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stayed with me. Suddhira often cooked for me, and
she looked after and nursed me as if she were the
mother and I her child. Her loving devotion touched
me deeply. What a sweet true daughter she proved
herself in those days of bitter bereavement! Her
little baby girl was a real blessing, and seemed a
bright messenger from above bringing hope from
our heavenly home.

In February I left England and arrived in Bombay
on the 26th of the same month. Jit and Indira were
there on their way to Calcutta. I arrived at Howrah
on the Ist March, the anniversary of the day when
our mother was taken from us. Victor met me, and
with him were my brother and other relations. How
I missed my Hitty. I went straight to Lily Cot-
tage, where we had a short ““ In memoriam * service.
Monica was there, and after the service I went to my
sister Sucharu’s, where Bino and others were waiting.
One and all wept over my sad loss. They were all
devoted to dear Hitty, and Victor in particular
feels the parting.

Dear Hitty is resting now near his father and
brother in the palace garden, where all is quiet and
still, and the scent of the flowers seems to speak of
the sweetness of heaven. His voice is hushed and
no one will ever again look upon his dear face, but his
soul lives on in the Land Immortal where he has been
called to greater work. I am longing to be with my
loved ones who have gone before, to be where we shall
never part again.
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This sad loss has brought a great change into my
life. I feel the unknown world 13 very near to me
and ¥ must try and finish what I think I have to
do quickly. God gifted me with everything that
was precious, and one thing I wish to leave behind
me and that is Love. I feel my strength has gone
and often wonder why I am lefs. 1 had a house
with four walls like rock and a strong roof that
sheltered me, and now the roof is gone and two of
the walls are down. The happy past is very far
away, and I seem to be living in a different world.
Life goes on, days and months have passed laden
with sorrow and grief, but I am still walking on the
edge of this life. My only wish now is to serve my
family and my people and my Church, the Church
of the New Dispensation.

It is my happiness to know that Jit and Victor
are working hand in hand for the welfare of Cooch
Behar. Jit’s great ambition is to make his State a
model one, and he is always eager to help forward its
progress.

Some of the Governors of Bengal have been most
kind to my school at Darjeeling, where sixty or
seventy children of all castes are taught kindergarten,
and I am glad fo say it does very well indeed. My
technical school for poor Hindu ladies in Calcutta
too i3 a success. The Victoria College was
established by my dear father for the better
education of women.

We often used to speak of a terrible tragedy
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which happened in our own family through a relation
not knowing how to read.

This lady’s son was ill with typhoid, but he got
better rapidly and one day the doctor told the mother
the patient might eat a little solid food. After the
doctor had left, two bottles of medicine arrived.
The happy mother at once insisted that the boy
should take a dose to hasten his recovery. But,
alas! one of the bottles contained liniment for
external use only, and this happened to be the bottle
picked up by her. The boy died in great agony.
The poor mother became almost insane with grief
when she found out that she was the unwitting
cause of her son’s end. This is one of the many
stories of what has happened in Hindu homes
where the ladies are kept from the knowledge of
reading and writing. It is no wonder therefore
that we have tried hard for education for our
countrywomen. But we found it uphill work for
many years.

My father founded other institutions, but they do
not all exist now becanse of lack of finances, but
we do not despair, where there is a will there is a
way and Indian women are not so ignorant as
Western people think. In the zemanas you will
find fine characters, educated up-to-date women,
good nurses, clever accountants, sweet singers,
most loving mothers, and devoted wives, and as far
ag looks go, it is hard fo beat a real Indian beauty.
1 have an ambition, if I live, to have an Asram for
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gentlefolk where they can live in peace and receive
instruetion, and it is my great hope that before
many years have passed Indian women will stand
in their right place and once again India will cry
aloud : “1 am proud of my daughters.”
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ABPROAVENNY, Lady, twin daugh-
tera, 127 ; dance, 127

Abhishek ceremony, 201

Adams, Captain, 219

Adamson, Dr., 191

Albani, Mdme., 123

Alexandra, Emypress of Russia, at
Windsor Castle, 117

Alexandra, Queen, kindness to the
Maharani of Cooch Behar, 106,
115, 121; portrait, 120; at
Hatfield House, 128 ; the Buck-
ingham Palace review, 172;
death of her husband, 188, 237 ;
receives the Maharani of Cooch
Behar, 188; message of con-
dolence on the death of the
Maharajah of Cooch Behar, 194

Amir Al, Lady, 167

Anderson, Dr.,, 216

Anderson, Mary, 123

Asgcot, 207

Asram establishment, 7, 26

BaarreEs, the, 131

Bagshot, 162

Baird, Colonel and Mrs., 150

Banerjee, Dr., attends the Maha-
rajah of Cooch Behar, 192

Raroes, Sir H., 177

Baroda, Gaikwar of, 208

Baroda, Maharani of, 103

Baroda, Princess Indira of, 208;
marriage, 209, See Cooch
Behar
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“ Bart-Auta,” meaning of, 26

Battenberg, Prince Henry of, 120

Battle, 169

Bayley, Lady, 150

Beatrice, H.R.H. Princess, 118,
120, 237

Belghuria garden-house, 7, 29

Benares, Ward’s institution at, 42

Bengal, marriage customs, 34-37

Betcl 1eaves, use of, 75, 04

Bethune College, 15

Beverley, Mis,, 237

Bexhill, 169, 190

** Bhaikota,” festival, 38

Bhopal, H.H. the Begum of, 217

Bignell, Mr., 105

Bignell, Mrs,, 118

Bikanir, Maharajah of, 230

Birdwood, General, 237

Blair Atholl, 130 ; bagpipes, 131

Blood, General and Lady, 237

Bombay, 136, 185, 239

Brahmins, 2

Brahmo or Religion of the New
Dispensation, 2, 8

Brahmo Act, 70

“ Brahmo-Somaj, The History of
the,” 68

Brahmuna, the god, 2

Brighton, 125

British Museum, 123

Browne, Lord Ulick, 74

Browne, Colonel, 204

Buckingham Palace, garden-party,
118; review at, 172



244

Burdwan, 78-80; palace at, 79
zoological garden, 80

Burn, Colonel and the Hon. Mrs.,
150, 287

Bury, Lord, 183

Caper Cores, 167, 179, 185, 220,
227

Caloutta, 67, 136, 144; London
National Indian Association,
branch af, 222 ; Masonic meet-
ing, 204; Presidency College,
77; technical school, 240;
Victoria College, 21, 240

Cambridge, Jesus College, 131

Carmichael, Lady, 205, 223

Carmichael, Lord, Governor of
Bengal, 203, 205, 222

Carnduff, Sir Henry, 136

Carter, Mr., school at Farn-
borough, 162

Caste, meaning of, 2, 8

Chatterjee, Hari Mobhum, 151

Chaurakaran ceremony, 44

Chowdhuri, Sir A. A., 8

Chuckerbutty, Jadeb Chandra,
Magistrate of Cooch Behar, 45,
80 ; letter to Prosonna Babu,
652; lefter from Mr. Dalton,
57-60

Churchill, Lady Randolph, 126

Civil Marriage Act, 42

Cobb, Miss, letter from K. C. Sen,
71-75

Cochrane, Miss Minnie, 169, 237

Colombo, 147

Connaught, H.R.H. Duchess of,
112, 118, 174; at the Delhi
Durbar, 178 ; visits the Maha-
rani of Cooch Behar, 182; on
the death of Rajey, 213

Connavght, H.R.H, Duke of,
174 ; at the Delhi Durbar, 178 ;
death of his wife, 237

Connaught, Prince Arthur of, 162

INDEX

(looch Behar, Church of the New
Dispensation, 90 ; legends, 90 ;
the old palace, 92; the now,
02: Masonic Lodge, 96; cli-
mate, #8; number of flying
insects, 144; the Pilkhana,
146 ; administration, 203, 228,
240 ; mausoleum, 213

Cooch Behar, Dowager Maharani,
80

Cooch Behar, Prince Hitty of,
birth, 143;: attack of pneu-
monia, 144 ; gschool at Farn-
borough, 170 ; death, 238

Cooch Behar, Princess Indira of,
209, 238 ; at Bombay 239

Cooch Behar, Prince Jitendra of,
birth, 90 ; attack of bronchitis,
106; at Windsor Castle, 117;
loyalty, 139; conjuring tricks,
142 ; at Eton, 166, 170 ; joins
the Cadet Corps, 166, 168, 170;
in England, 182; at Bexhill,
192; marriage, 209; adminis-
tration of Cooch Behar, 228,
240 ; children, 229; on ihe
death of his father and brother,
229, 238; at Bombay, 239

Cooch Behar, Princess Nirupona
of, 229

Cooch Behar, Nripendra Narayan
Bhup Bahadur, Maharajah of,
42; the “ Poonyah™ festival,
40 ; education, 42 ; at Benares,
43 ; Patna, 43 ; tutor, 43; at
the Delhi Durbar, 44; pro-
gented with the Kaisar-i-Hind
medal, 44 ; negotiations for his
marriage, 44-53, 05-60; in
England, 46, 50, 67, 103 ; views
on polygamy, 53 ; meeting with
his future wife, 54 ; hetrothal,
54-56; marrisge coremonies,
61-67, 78; at Darjeeling, 67 ;
return to India, 77; joins the
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Pregideney College, 77; recep-
tion at Burdwan, 79; at
Calcutta, 80, 137 ; strict views,
81; installed ruler, 86; de-
velopment of the State, 95;
founds a college, 96; received
by Queen Victoria, 108 ; dressat
the Guildhall, 114 ; characteris-
tios, 116 ; at Windsor Castle,119—
121; G.C.LE. conferred, 125 ; ab
Blair Atholl, 130; death of his
step-sister, 139 ; love of animals,
146 ; elephant, 146, 195 ; shoot-
ing partics, 152-156; sports,
156; simple life, 157; AD.C.
to King Edward VIL, 172;
accident at polo, 184 ; iliness,
185, 188-194; grief ap the
King’s death, 186; at &t
George's Chapel, 187; at Bex-
hill, 190 ; death, 194 ; funeral,
194

Cooch Behar, Princesg Prativa {or
Pretty) of, birth, 147 ; in Eng-
land, 182; appearance, 182;
character, 183; illness, 189;
marriage, 203, See Mander
Cooch Behar, Prince Raj Rajendra
of, birth, 83; nickname, 85;
appearance, 98; attack of
typhoid fever, 98, 216 ; charac-
teristios, 99-101, 141, 202;
in London, 106; at Windsor
Castle, 217; education, 158
160; at 1Mayo  College,
159; school at Farnborough,
162; at Eton, 162; Oxford,
166; joins the Cadet Corps,
167; at Ditton Park, 170;
attends the Coronation of King
Edward VIL, 172; appointed
to a commission in the West-
minster Dragoons, 192; plays
in a polo match at Trouwille,

174; seccident, 1756; at the.

Delhi Durbar, 177; illness
178, 189, 206-211; ordered to
England, 170; in England,
182, 189, 205; attends the
funeral of his father, 195;
sneceeds to the QGadi, 199;
devotion to his mother, 199;
predictions of his death, 200;
dismisses the Dewan, 200;
pays homage to his mother,
201 ; attack of ptomaine poison-
ing, 204; at a nuorsing home,
206 ; at Cromer, 208; death,
211; funeral, 212

Cooch Behar, Princess Sudhira of,
birth, 147; in England, 182;
appearance, 185; operation, 189,
marriage, 230. Seec Mander

Cooch Behar, Princess Sukriti of,
birth, §9; simple life, 141;
acts charades, 145; marriage,
165; birth of a child, 176;
attack of fever, 176

Cooch Behar, Sunity, Maharani
of, 66, 69 ; marriage ceremonies,
61-67, 78 ; return to Calcutta,
67, 80, 136, 144, 176; life at
Lily Cottage, 75; governess,
76; joined by her husband,
77 ; reception at Burdwan, 79 ;
atrict ideas of her husband, 81 ;
birth of her sons, 83, $0, 137,
143; death of her father, 87;
birth of her daughters, 89,
147 ; life at Cooch Behar, 93-
05; death of her mother-in-
law, 97; food, 97; voyage to
Eogland, 103-105, 169, 182,
186, 205, 236 ; at the Grosvenor
Hotel, 105; reccived by Queen
Victoria, 107-109 ; attends the
Drawing Room, 108; at the
State ball, 110; the Jubiles,
111-113; Windsor Castle, 113,
117,119-121, 187; gift to Queen
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Victoria, 114,117 ; at Bucking-
ham Palace garden party, 118
gift from Queen Victoria, 120 ;
at the theatre, 123; the Naval
Review, 123; at Edinburgh,
124; DBrighton, 125; social
funetions, 126-130; at Hat-
ficld House, 128, 120; lost in
the maze, 128 ; at Blair Atholl,
130 ; Cambridge, 131 ; Studley
Royal, 132; wvoyage to India,
135, 196 ; at Malta, 135; Bom-
bhay, 136, 1853, 239; tennis
parties, 139; sons, 141-143;
at Darjecling, 144; Colomba,
147 ; entertainments, 148 ; visit
to 3 Maharani, 149; shooting
parties, 150-166; simple life,
167; parting with her son
Rajey, 158; on the education
of her sons, 160-164 ; death of
her mother, 164 ; marriago of
her daughters, 165, 203, 230;
in Switzerland, 170 ; at Ditton
Park, 170; the Coronation
ceremonies, 172-174, 190 ; pre-
senfed with a medal, 173 ; dress
at the Courf, 173; grand-
children, 176, 236 ; atthe Delhi
Durbar, I177; Marlborough
House, 183; interview with
Queen Alexandra, 188; illness,
189 ; at Bexhill, 190; illness
of ber husband, 190-194 ; grief
at his death, 194-198; mar-
riage of her sons, 209, 220;
death of her sons, 211, 238;
acquaintance with Viccroys,
215-222; dines with ILord
Elgin, 219; “Nine Ideal
Indian Women,” 231 ; pilgrim-
age to Sarag-duar, 232; old
friends, 237

Coooh Behar, Prince Victor of,
birth, 137; godmother, 137;
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characteristics, 137, 143; de-
votion to his brother Jit, 137,
229 ; at Eton, 166, 170 ; joins
the Cadet Corps, 188, 227; at
Cuba, 227; marriage, 229

Coolotala, 1, 12, 18, 26

Creagh, 8ir O’Moore, Commander-
in-Chief in India, 221

Crewe, Lord and Lady, 106

Cromer, 208

Cross, Lady, 109

Cross, Lord, Secretary of State for
India, 107

Cuba, 227

Curzon, Yady, 220 ; at the Delhi
Durbar, 178

Curzoen, Lord, Viceroy of India,
145, 160, 219, 226; Cadet
Corps, 167, 220 ; speech at the
Delhi Durbar, 178 ; treatment
of the DMaharani of Cooch
Behar, 226; policy, 220, 226

Cutch, Maharajah of, 128

Dawmery, Lord, 106

Dalton, Godfrey T., 44, 49, 65, 74 ;
letter to the Maharajah Sen,
50-52 ; to Chuckerbutty, 5760

Dane, Sir Louis, 185

Darjeeling, 144, 176; school at,
240

Datohet, 170

Delhi, Durbar at, 44, 176; cle-
phant procession, 177; Hos-
pital, 216

Denmark, King of, at the Buck-
ingham Palace State ball, 110

Derby, the, 206

Dhruba, story of, 234

Ditton Park, 170; toy reilway,
170

Diver, Maud, 236

Dover, 206



INDEX

Dufferin, Lady, book on India, 87,
216; starts the Delhi Hoapital,
216

Duafferin, Lord, Viceroy of India,
8, 136, 156, 216

Dugdale, Col. Frank and Lady
Eva, 150

Duke, Sir William, 223

Durham, Earl of, twin brother, 127

Dumford, Sir Walter, Provost of
King’s College, Cambridge, 162

Duth, Calica Dag, the Dewan, 57,
89, 137

EnEen, Sir Ashley, 105

Edinburgh, 124

Edinburgh, H.R.H, the Duke of,
at Malta, 135

Edward VIL, King, kindly tact,
114 ; liking for the Maharajah
of Cooch Behar, 118 ; at Good-
wood races, 125; personality,
126; Coronation, 129, 17i-
174; illness, 171; presents
medals, 173; holds a Court,
173; State Ball, 173; death,
185

Eldridge, Mrs, 93,
marriage, 135

Elephants at Cooch Behar, 146 ;
procession at Delhi, 177

Elgin, Lady, 218

Elgin, Lord, Viceroy of India, 218

Elliott, Lady, 139, 223

Elliott, Six Charles, Lieutenant-
Governor of Bengal, 160

Elphinstone, Lord, 124

Elphinstons, 3r., 150

Englefield Green, 182

Etawah, 12 ; massacre af, 13

Eton, 162

143, 151;
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Franois, 193
Franz Ferdinand, Archduke, 139
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Frederick, Emperor of Germany,
at the Jubilee, 112, 117

Frederick, Empress, of Germany,
at the Guildkall, 115

“ Fullsaya,” or flower ceremony
37

Garroway, Lord and Lady, 150

Ganesh, the god, 33

Ganges, 130, 234

Glanges, the, 103

Garth, 8ir R., 151

George V., King, 126; visit to
India, 184; Coronation, 190;
message of condolence on the
death of the Maharajah of
Cooch Behar, 194

George, King of Greece, at the
Buckingham Palace State ball,
110

Ghosal, Jyotena, 164; marriage,
165 ; at Dover, 206

Ghose, B., private tutor to Rajey,
158

Ghose, Dewan P., at Bexhill, 193

Girlie, Princess, 89. See Cooch
Behar, SukTiti

Glamis Castle, 131

Goodwood races, 125

Gordon, Colonel and Mrs. Evans,
151

Government officials in India
character of, 225, 236

Grosvenor Hotel, 105

Guildhall, party at the, 114

Gwalior, Maharajah of, 230

H , Mr., 226

Hamilton, Lord Frederick, 150

Hanover, Princess Frederica of,
172

Harbord, Capt. Charles, 148, See
Suffield

Ha.r2diuge, Lord, Viceroy of India,
222
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Hardwar, 231

Harischandra, story of, 231

Hatfeld House, 123 ; maze, 128

Haughton, Colonel, Commissioner
ior Cooch Behar, 42

Headiort, Lady, 127, 237

Headfort, Lord, 127

Hemming, Miss, 16

Hermitage, the, 144

Hesse, Grand Duke of, 112, 173

Hewitt, Lady, 150, 237

Himalaysas, the, 93, 231

Hindu women, ignorance, 241

Hitty, Prince, 143. See Qooch
Behar

Holmes, Mdme. Oliver, 123

Holmwood, Lady, 223

Holyroaod Palace, 124

* Heoly,” festival, 37

Howrah, 230

Hyde, Lord, 150

Hyde Park, 106

Ipar, Maharajah of, 230

Ihert Bill, 215

Ilchester, Lord,. 150

Tmperial, Prince, picture of, 124

India, festivals, 38-41; Civil
Marringe Act, 42 ancient and
spiritual land, 234

India Office, party at, 120

Indian women, 241 ; devotion to
their husbands, 13-15, 33

Indira, Princess, 208.  Sez Baroda

Insects, flying, number of, 144

Japae Baswv, 46, 57

* Jamai Tashti,” festival, 30

Jotras, or open-air operas, 18, 40,
183

Jenkins, Lady, 223

Jersey, Lord, 160

Jitendra, Prince; 90. See Cooch
Behar
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Jubbalpore, 13
“Jurini ' ceremony, 56

KaBa Bamy, 12

Kaisar-i-Hind medal, 44

Kali, the god, 33

Kamari, 32

Kandy, temple at, 147

Kapurthala, Maharajah of, 230

Kastogir, Miss, 7

Katnyas, the, 3

Kennedy House, 145

Kinnaird, Mr. and Miss, 114

Kinsky, Prince Charles, 140

Kitchener, Lord, 224

Kneller, St. John, tutor to Maha-
rajah of Cooch Behar, 43, 54

Krishna, the Hindu god, 37

Kurseong, 176

L., Mr., 226

Lachman, 234

Lafont, Father, 85

Lansdowne, Lady, 148, 150, 237 ;
kindness to the Maharani of
Cooch Behar, 217

Lansdowne, Lord, Vieercey of
India, 150, 158, 217, 237

Lakshmi, goddess of luck, 33, 36

Leeds, Duchess of, ball, 127

Lily Cottage, 76, 136, 164, 238
sanctuary at, 37, 76

Lind, Letty, 116

Lock, Colonel William, prinoipal
of Mayo College, 158

London National Indian Associa- .
tion, branch at Calcutta, 222

Longdale, Lord and Lady, 160, 176

Loretto Convent, 32

Lotus, blue, 175

Lowther Castle, 175

Luddhi, Miss, 28

Lumsden, Colonel, 160 -

Lytton, Lord, Viceroy of India, 44,
215
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M , Mrs. H., at the Delli
Durbar, 177

Mahalanobis, Sadhu, 31

Maharajahs, stories of, 10-12, 23,
90, 180; education of their
sons, 163

Maharani, visit to a, 148-150

Maharanis, position, 96

Malta, 135

Manchester, Duke of, 124

Mander, Alan, 236 ; marriage, 230

Mander, Lionel, marriage, 203

Mander, Princess Prativa, 203

Mander, Princess Sudhira, birth
of a daughter, 236; devotion
to her mother, 239

Hantua, the, 224

Marlborough House, 121, 183

Marriage customs in Bengal, 34-37

Mary, Queen, 106; appearance,
107 ; children, 184 ; wisit to
India, 18f; message of con-
dolence on the death of the
Maharajah of Cooch Behar, 194 ;
interest in India, 235

Mayo College, 138, 230

Mazdidi, 84

MeConnell, Dr., 143

Mecklenburg-Strelitz, Duke of, 130

Minto, Lady, 150, 183, 208, 220 ;
fancy dress, 221

Minto, Lord, Viceroy of India,
150, 220

Moghulhat, 91

Monghyr, 9

Moor Hall, 169

Morgan, Rev. Henry A., Master of
Jesus College, 131

Morgan, Mrs,, 132

Mourbhanj, Maharajah of, 30, 203

Muir, Captain, 114

Mukerji, Babu Kasi Kanto, 43

NavaL Review, 123
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Neville, Lady Rose and Lady
Violet, 127

Newcastle, incident at, 133

* Nine Ideal Indian Women,” 231

Normal School, Native Ladies, 20

OaxLEY, 141
Orleans, Princess Héléne of, 128

Pavaa, 139

Park Close, 182

Patna, Government College, 43

Pemberton, Mrs., 151

Pembroke, Lord, 150

Perrier, Mra,, 223

Pigot, Miss, 21, 49, 57

Playfair, Sir Patrick, 184

Pless, Prince Henry of, 151

Pless, Princess Henry of, 151, 172

Polo team, at Trouville, 174

“ Pgonyah,” or ““ the Day of Good
Euck,” festival, 3941

Port Said, 104

Prativa, Princess, 147.  See Cooch
Behar

Prinsep, Lady, 150

Prosonna Babu, 46, 48; letter
from Babu Chuckerbutty, 52

Raur, J., 104

Raj-Kumari, 80

Rajputana, 158

Raj Rajendra, Prince, 83. See
Cooch Behar

Ram Chandra, 175

Reilly, Kate, 148

Revelstoke, Lady, ball, 127

Ripon, Lady, 127, 215 ; at Studley

Ripon, Lord, Viceroy of India, 132,
215

Risien-Russel!, Dr., 206, 211

Roberts, Mrs., 237

Ronaldshay, Lady, 223
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Ronaldshay, Lord, Governor of
Bengal, 223

Rose-bank, 145

Rosebery, Lady, 106

Roy, Rev. Gour Govind, 67

S——, Miss, 76

Sadhankanan, 21

Sadharan-Somaj, Church, 68

Salisbury, Lady, 104, 129

Salisbury, Lord, 129

Salterne, Lady, 131

Sandringham, 134

Sarag-duar (the Door of Heaven},
232

Sasspon, Mrs, Arthur, 126

Sasscon, Sir Edward and Lady,
150

Sati, story of, 231

Scott, Miss, 200, 210

Sen, Bino, 27, 30.  See Sen Savitri

Sen, Karuna, birth, 6 ; education,
15; nickname, 25; religious
views, 28

Sen, Keshub Chunder, 1 ; religious
views, 2-4, 20, 24; marriage,
3; conversion, 6; illness, 6,
86; personality, 7; appear-
ance, 8; gifted with extra.
ordinary powers, 8; stories,
9-12; motto, 20; Native
Ladies’ Normal School, 20;
Victoria College, 21; negotia-
tions on his daughter’s marriage,
46-57 ; Ietter from Mr. Dalton,
50~-52 ; letter o Miss Cobb, 71—
75 ; death, 87; mausoleum, 87

Sen, Mrs. (mother of the Maha-
rani), character, 1; marriage,
3; accompanies her busbhand,
4; visioms, 4, 12; birth of a
son, 6; appearance, 22 ; relates
gtories, 23 ; children, 28-31; on
the marriage of her daughter,
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64; keys, 77; death of bher
husband, 87 ; death, 164

Sen, Miss, 164

Sen, Monica, disposition, 31;

. marriage, 31

Sen, Nirmal, 28 ; marriage, 28;
visit to England, 104; at

Bexhill, 191

Sen, Rev. P. L., 195, 199

Sen, Profullo, 28 ; illness, 29 ; pet
names, 29 ; marriage, 29 ; visit
to England, 104; return to
India, 134

Sen, Saral, 29; characteristics,
29 ; pet name, 29; care of his
sisters, 164; marriage, 164;
nurses the Maharajah of Cooch
Behar, 192

Sen, Savitri, story of, 27; pet
nome, 27, 30:; marriage, 30;
twins, 138

Sen, Subrata, 29 ; pet name, 20 ;
marriage, 20

Sen, Sucharu, sad history, 30;
marriage, 30; death of her
hushand, 31

Sen, Sujata, character, 31 ; mar-
riage, 31

Sen, Sunity, birth, 1; parents,
1-3; childhood, 15-19; educa-
tion, 16; attack of fever, 16,
48; pgrandmother, 17; vows,
19;  religious views, 24;
haunted by cats, 27; brothers
and sisters, 28-31; ambition,
32; negotiations for her mar-
riage, 46-53, 55-60; meeting
with her future busband, 54;
betrothal, 54-56: journey {o
Cooch Behar, 60; marriage
ceremonies, 61-67. See Cooch
Behar

Sen's House, 1, 26 ; haunted, 26

Sergius, Grand Duchess, 111

Serpentine, the, 106
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Shakespeare W., “ Winter's Tale,”
123

Simla, 85, 144

Simpson, Sir Benjamin, photo-
graphs, 155

Sing, 8., 104

Siva, the god, 90

Slough, 170

Soap, attempt to make, 26

Souls of the poor, legend, 101

Strathmore, Lady, 130

Streatfeild, Colonel and Lady
Florence, 150

Studley Royal, 132, 133

Sudan, legend, 180

Sudhira, Princess, 147.  See Cooch
Behar

Sudhras, the, 3

Suffield, Lady, 127, 187, 237

Suffield, Charles, Lord, 148, 150,
237

Sukriti, Princess, 89, See Cooch
Behar

Sutherland, Duke of, 150

Switzerland, 170

TacorE, Mabarshi Debendra
Nath, 3, 5, 70, 166
Tagore, Sir Rabindra Nath, 166

Teck, Duochess of, 106; per-
sonality, 106

Temple, Sir Richard, Lieut.-
Governor of Bengal, 45

Territet, 170

Thakoorma, 17

Thomson, Sir Rivers, Lieut.-
Governor of Bengal, 86

Thorne, Dr. Beasley, 188, 182

Tichborne, Sir Henry, 151

Tigers, 152
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Tilhury Dooks, 105

Tower of London, 124
Trouville, polo team at, 174
Turin, Count of, 150
Tussaud, Madame, 124
Typhoid fever, case of, 241

VARAK ceremony, 63, 136

Victor, Prince, 137. See Cooch
Behar

Victoria College, Calcutta, 21, 28,
240

Yictoria Institute,
stone laid, 185

Victoria, Princeas, 128

Victoria, Queen, proclaimed Em-
press of India, 44; Jubiles,
103, 111-113; receives the
Maharani of Cooch Behar, 107-
109; holds a Drawing Room,
108-110; State ball, 110 ; gift
from the Maharani, 114, 117;
garden-party, 118; godmother
to Prince Victor, 137; the
“Good Queen,” 169; death,
169 ; mausoleum, 169

Yilleneuve, 170

Violin eoncert, 127

Vyner, Mrs., 132

foundation,

WaLpsTEIN, Count, 164; attack
of fever, 165 ; death, 155

Warwick, Lady, 174

Wenlock, Lady, 217

White, Mrs., 77

William II., Emperor of Germeny,
at Buckingham Palace, 113

Windsor Castle, 113, 117, 119, 187

Wood, Mrs. Nicholas, 167

Woodlands, 82, 136, 165, 176
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