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PREFACE. xi

day, has attacked the Goshawk with great seve-
rity; the humble judgment of my experience is,
that he has been guilty of scandalum magnatum
against her reputation and good fame. And after
turning over the leaves of many books, I find in
none of them, taken separately or combined, so
perfect a system of reclaiming and manning the
birds as that now practised in the East. Lastly,
the Oriental way of throwing up the smaller
hawks, deseribed in Chapter III., is, as far as
I know, a new, and also a very efficient one.

To obviate, if possible, the dryness of a regular
treatise, I have attempted a narrative form, de-
scribing a visit paid some years ago to one Meer
Ibrahim Khan, a scion of the House of Talpur,
lately reigning in Scinde, and a falconer of dis-
tinguished fame.

In a previous work on the Unhappy Valley,
this gentleman was made the subject of a chapter
or two; he is now introduced to the courteous
reader in a new and perhaps a more favourable
character.

I have not avoided using terms of art when
they present themselves, because they convey a
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far more precise and intelligible meaning than
does the vague language of the unlettered. And
in conclusion, I venture to express a hope that
my readers will not pronounce the death of the
antelope, as narrated in the last pages of this
little volume, * marvellously entertaining and
incredible.,” They have only to ask the veriest
tyro in the art, that ever rode after a falcon in
the East, and he will assure them that such a

wonder is an every-day one.

Lonvox,
15th November, 1851,
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FALCONRY

VALLEY OF THE INDUS.

CHAPTER L

TBE UNTIMELY END OF KHAIRU THE HOBBY.

WEe,—that is to say, my friend Ibrahim Khan
Talpoor, with Kakoo Mall his secretary, and I,
supported by Hari Chand,—were passing the last
of an active day’s hours spent amongst the marshes,
in our reed arm-chairs, under the spreading Neem
trees of the Ameer’s village. Behind us lay my
modest encampment, a tent or two, half a dozen
canvas sheds, tenanted by government Khalassis ; *
horses picketed in their night clothes; camels at
squat, apparently ruminating on many a griev-
ance ; ‘“ Pepper,” the terrier, looking even more
spiteful than usual, because tied up to prevent

* Tent-pitchers, surveying assistants, &e.
B
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his polluting the garments of the Faithful,* and
motley little groups of Scindian beaters, Hindoo
chainmen and rodmen, Affghan ‘horse-keepers,”
and Brahui camel-men, scattered about in all
directions. Conspicuous among them stood An-
tonio the Portuguese butler, in the dignity of a
jacket, and Gaetano, his aide-de-camp, with a
face like a mandril’s, a shirt distended to a balloon
shape by the evening breeze, and a striped calico
pantaloon collant, taut drawn as the wet leathers
into which an Oxford buck of the last generation
used to be shaken and packed by the united force
of his scout and groom.

Directly in front of us, so placed that they
could enjoy a full view of our every movement,
sat a semi-circle of the Ameer’s retainers, smok-
ing, conversing, and listening to the words of
wisdom that fell from our lips, as gravely as a
British jury empanneled on a matter of life and
death.

It was a fine December evening in Scinde, very
like the close of a fine May day in England. The
western sky was blushing rosy red as it received
the sun into its bosom, the gentle breeze felt cool
and sounded crisp, light mists began to float on
the distant horizon, and over the uninteresting
forms of the foreground, lay a veil of purple

* The touch of & dog being impure to the Moslem.
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light and reddish shade, that forced the eye to
linger upon them with pleasure. In fine, the
view before us was a mass of common-place beauty
which the oftener we see the more we learn to
admire and love.

A purling rill, artificial, but to be mistaken for
natural, coursed within a few yards of our feet
on its way towards a little stuccoed cistern, in
the midst of the Ameer’s jujube garden. Over it
stood the Neem trees, throwing thick shades from
their emerald arms, and rustling in the evening
breeze with a sweet melancholy significance.

At such an hour,—in such a scene,—could Ori-
ental gravity fail to fall into pensiveness, pensive-
ness into that terrible habit of moralizing in
which Orientals love to indulge?

“ Ah!” said the Ameer, ‘“ how happily might
not one spend one’s life under a tree like that,”
pointing to a peculiarly tall one,—‘* only, how-
ever, taking care to put mats round it by way of
walls. How long one would last! and how much
one would eat!”

The time was after dinner: the Ameer’s senti-
ment a remarkable one for that time. Hari
Chand and Kakoo Mall (who both had dined)
uttered their ¢ Wah Wahs !”#* but looked at each
other furtively, and, methought, with goguenard

* Bravos!
B 2
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glances. Theidea of living under greenwood was
that of a Jat.*

“The Neem tree ! ” exclaimed Kakoo, who felt
bound to support his patron, * justly is it called
the Azad Darakht,t—the free tree—it blooms
eternally like the doer of good works”—(Kakoo,
remember, was a notable scoundrel);—*and it
bears no fruit, like the man of God whose harvest
is not in this life.”

The Ameer was affected, so was the crowd;
each man mentally comparing Kakoo and his
own picture of the melia azadirachta, detri-
mentally to the former.

“ Verily, yes,” responded Hari; ‘““and it pro-
fits the world in its generation; its leaves are an
antidote to the poison of snakes, even as content
is to the gnawings of worldliness”—(Hari was at
least as bad as Kakoo) ;—*¢ besides, its twigs are
useful as tooth-sticks.”}

“ But not equal to those of the Arak,”§ broke
in the Ameer; ¢ our blessed Prophet used these,

* A gipsey, or wild man.

1+ Hence the botanical name of the tree, melia ezadirachta :
the leaves made up into balls are swallowed as an antidote to
the venom of the cobra.

I Orientals use a stick chewed to softness at one end, in-
stead of the European tooth-brush.

§ A kind of Salvadora, common in Arabia, Persia and Scinde
(where it is called Khabbar), &ec.
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therefore should every true Moslem do the same.
However, ye say truth, the Neem tree is a Fakir.”

““ About which,” pursued Hari Chand, “ the
poet sang—

¢ Man’s nature alters not ;
The Neem remains bitter, though you water it with milk and
honey.”

We were jogging very prettily, I began to
think, along the beaten track of Oriental con-
versation, when our course was arrested by an
unforeseen incident.

Instead of the occasional cawings and croak-
ings of crows, to which the ear of the Indian
traveller by habit speedily becomes deaf, suddenly
arose such a din of corvine voices, such shrieks
and such a clashing of wings above and around us,
that not one of the conversationists or the listeners
but that turned his head.

The crow is a kind of sacred bird amongst the
Hindoos, which fact accounts, in some degree,
for his uncommon impertinence. He is fed at
certain seasons with boiled rice and other deli-
cacies, so that he never, at any time, can witness
the operation of cooking with the slightest attempt
at patience. I have seen him again and again swoop
at a dog and carry off a bone which he persuades
the hungry brute to drop, by a sharp application
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of his stout, pointed bill upon its muzzle. At
times I have expected to be attacked myself by the
friends and relations of the deceased, when, after
half an hour’s dance with St. Vitus to the tune
of some villanous old scout’s croak, I disposed of
the musician by an ounce of shot. And if you
wish to enjoy a fine display of feathered vicious-
ness, order your servant to climb up a tree full
of crows, and to rob the nearest nest. At such
seasons it is as well to stand by with a loaded
gun or two, otherwise the sport might end in
something earnest to the featherless biped.

The reason of the row was soon explained.
Gaetano had thoughtlessly left a half-plucked
chicken preparing for my supper within sight of
a sentinel crow, whose beat was the bough of a
neighbouring Neem tree. In a moment it was
pounced upon, seized, and carried off. On one
side all the comrades of the plunderer flocked
together to share in the spoils which he resolved
to appropriate, and most violent was the scene
that ensued. On the other, up rushed the cook,
the butler, the Khalassis, and all the horse-
keepers, as excited as the crows, determined to
recover with sticks and stones the innocent cause
of the turmoil.

¢ Send in for Khairu, the Laghar,” said the
Ameer, in a whispering voice to Kakoo, as if



VALLEY OF THE INDUS. 7

afraid of being overheard by some listening crow.
He certainly thought that if he spoke loud the
birds would recognize the name, and really
after some study of their idiosyncrasy, I did not
treat the precaution of his tone lightly. ZAisop
had no experience in the character of the Indian
¢ Kak,"”* otherwise he would not have made the
Fox outwit the Crow.

One of the attendants rose slowly from the
ground, and looking indifferently around him,
went off by a détour towards the palace.

Presently appeared two men dressed in green,
with a large sheet spread between their shoulders
80 as to cover their near arms. Behind them came
the attendants carrying a dozen pellet and other
bows.

The pellet-bow merits a short description ;—it
would be a prodigious acquisition in Europe to
naughty little boys who delight in breaking their
neighbours’ windows. It is made of a slip of
bamboo, bent in the shape of our ancient wea-
pon; as the old proverb advises, it has two strings
stretched parallel to each other from horn to horn.
About the centre a bit of canvas or coarse cloth,
an inch or an inch and a half in length, is sewn
tightly to the two cords, and against it the pellet,
a lump of hard clay, about the size of a ‘¢ taw,”

* Kawla, or kawws, a crow.
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is firmly held by the thumb and forefinger, which
draw the bow.

By dint of practice the natives of India can use
this instrument upon small birds with fatal effect:
the range is from sixty to eighty yards. To a
tyro the only inconvenience of it is the occasional
smashing of the pellet upon the thumb knuckle
of the left hand, an event quite the reverse of
agreeable, and which invariably brings on a re-
petition of itself, in consequence of Tyro’s nervous
anxiety to avoid it.

The sight of these preparations for destruction
in the servants’ hands elicited one long loud caw
from every crow that happened to belooking that
way. Instantly those that were on the wing be-
gan skeltering in headlong flight through the
foliage of the trees towards some safer roosting-
place, and the few that were perched, sprang up,
flapping and shrieking, and following with all
speed the example of their fellows. Even the
chicken was forgotten in the hurry of the mo-
ment.

“ Let the bone of contention lie under the
tree, and if we don’t notice them some will be
back shortly,” said the Ameer. ¢ Take Khairu
into the tent and hide the bows.”

The veteran falconer was right. About ten
minutes afterwards an old crow was descried
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sneaking behind the plantation, and silently tak-
ing up a position in the thickest cover he could
find. Then came a second and a third; at last
we were aware of the presence of a dozen.

¢ Bring the bird,” whispered the Ameer.

The Bazdar® came softly out of the tent, carry-
ing on his fist Khairu, the Laghar, who was sitting
erect, as if mentally prepared for anything, with
head pressed forward, and pounces} firmly grasp-
ing the Dasti.§ Her hood was then removed, her
leash was slowly slipped, and as one crow bolder
than the others lit furtively upon the ground,
where the half-plucked chicken lay, Khairu, cast
off with a whoop, dashed unhesitatingly at the
enemy.

Another tumult. Every Beloch, that could
handle a bow, provided himself with one, and all
of us hurried to the open space whence we could
descry the evolutions of the birds.

At the sight of the hawk, the crow precipi-

* Falconer.

+ Laghar, a large kind of hobby-hawk. See Chapter II.

{ The ¢ pounces,” in the language of falconry, are the bird’s
talons.

§ Oriental falconers, instead of a glove, use a small square
napkin of wadded cotton, secured to the wrist by a noose, and
twisted round the hand so that the bird sitting on the fore-
finger may clench it with her talons. Another use of the “Dasti”

will be explained afterwards.
B 5
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tately dropped his prize, and shrieking as usual,
skurried through the trees pursued by his stub-
born foe.

Now all is excitement. The attendants rush
about whooping and hallooing, in order if possi-
ble to frighten the quarry still more. Vainly the
crow attempts to make a distant shelter, the
Laghar hangs close upon him, gaining every
moment. Corvus must shift his tactics. Now
he attempts to take the air, wheeling in huge
circles gradually contracted. But Khairu has al-
ready reached his level, another instant a swoop
will end the scene. The crow falls, cunningly as
might be expected ; presenting his bill and claws
he saves himself from the stoop, and having won,
as he supposes, distance, cleverly turns over, and
wriggles through the air towards his asylum.
Already it is near,—a large clump of thorny
mimosas, from whose rugged boughs resound the
voices of a startled colony. Khairu, with a sol-
dier’s glance, perceives the critical moment, plies
her pinions with redoubled force, grapples with
her quarry from behind, weighs him down ra-
pidly through the cleaving air, and nearing the
earth, spreads her wings into parachute form,
lighting with force scarcely sufficient to break an
egg.

The battle is not finished. Corvus, in spite of
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his fall, his terror, a rent in the region of the back,
and several desperate pecks, still fights gallantly.
This is the time for the falconer to assist his bird.
From the neighbouring mimosas, roused by the
cries of their wounded comrade, pours forth a
‘“ rabble rout ” of crows, with noise and turmoil,
wheeling over the hawk’s head, and occasionally
pouncing upon her, unguibus et rostris, with all the
ferocity of hungry peregrines. We tremble for
Khairu. Knowing her danger, we hurry on, as fast
as our legs can carry us, shouting, shooting pellets,
and anathematizing the crows. We arrive, but
hardly in time. As we plunge through the last
bushes which separate us from the hawk, twenty
cawers rise flurriedly from the ground: the Baz-
dar hurries to his Laghar. The quarry lies stone
dead, but poor Khairu, when taken up and in-
spected by thirty pair of eyes, is found to have
lost her sight, and to be otherwise so grievously
mauled, pecked, and clawed, that the most san-
guine prepare themselves for her present decease.

Alas, poor Khairu!

¢ I never yet heard of good coming from these
accursed Kang,”* said the Ameer as we slowly
retraced our way towards the encampment ; *‘ one
of them I am sure killed my poor brother at
Meeanee. All the night a huge black crow sat

* A crow in the Scindee tongue,
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upon the apple of his tent-pole, predicting the
direst disasters to him. We drove away the
beast of ill-omen half a dozen times, still he
would return.”

“Yet,” Kakoo Mall ventured to observe, * the
crow of the wild, the Ghurab el bain, is fre-
quently commended by the poets as a Mujarrad,*
and even they make him their messenger when
sending a mental missive to those they love.”

‘“ They are asses, and sons of asses! and thou,
O Kakoo! art the crow of all the Kafirs!” re-
sponded Meer Ibrahim Khan, angrily : *“ have not
these, thy kinsfolk, killed Khairu, the Laghar?

* One detached from the pomps and vanities, &e.





