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PREFACE

- Tue great Coronation Durbar at Delhi has focussed
general attention on the famous old Indian city, and
the restoration of the capital of India from Calcutta to
Delhi has deepened the interest. The first part of
this little book gives a short sketch of the story of
Delhi, showing its importance in Indian history, and
touching upon a few chief events in its wonderful past.
The second part gives an account. of the great Durbar,
attended by the King-Emperor and Queen-Empress.
This ceremony was of great importance at the moment :
it will certainly loom greater in the future, when it
will be found how deep have been its results on native
feeling in India.
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DELHI AND THE DURBAR

CHAPTER I

THE MISTRESS OF INDIA

How long has the wonderful old city of Delhi borne
this proud title ? No man-knows. Go back to the
dawn of written history, and then grope your way still
farther back and back through the dim age of fable into
the dusk of earliest tradition, and you will find it ever
the same. In the Indian mind, whether that of soldier,
priest, or peasant, there is one unchanging belief: He
who holds Delhi holds India. That belief is held now ;
it was held 3,000 years ago, and it is always true.
Delhi is the key of India.

Why is this? Does the city stand in a position of
such strength as to form a commanding fortress? It
does not. If you go up to the tower of one its palaces
whatdo you see ? Nothing but a city standing beside
the brown waters of the River Jumna, and around it
a gwide plain spreading as far as the eye can reach—a
plain which is one vast chess-board of fields, either
fallow or filled with rich crops, but flat, save for one
ridge, as a table, and with nothing to offer the smallest
obstacle to the march of an invading enemy.. How-
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Delhi

ever, let us remember the crops. They will form
a strong pomt in our argument,

As your eye roams over the landscape it is caught
by the wide ribbon of a road running away to the
north-west. You are gazing on the Great Trunk Road,
the most famous highway in the world. To-day it is
filled with the peaceful local traffic of the plain. In far-
back centuries it has been packed with the hosts of
invading armies, and has rung beneath the tread of
many nations.

Still we cannot divine the reason of Delhi’s great
importance. Let us take a map—that wonderful
source for clearing up many a difficulty—and see what
it has to tell us. Look at the north-west corner and
put your finger on the Khyber, or Khaibar, Pass, that
solitary gap in the vast mountain rampart, the only
path by which India may be entered. Age by age,
invader after invader has swept into the land through
the Khyber. Greeks, led by Alexander the Great,
Persians, Afghans, Tartars, armies under famous com-
manders or wild hordes of mountaineers headed by
their own savage chieftains—all have marched down
from the hills and entered with delight the rich plains
of the Punjaub. Then, upon gaining them, they have
heard with wonder stories of a fairer and more: goodly
land to the south-east—a land of splend1d cities stored
with wealth, of broad plains wavmg with luxuriant
crops, a land of corn and wine and oil. So they
pushed on and on.

Now, in those far-off days, an army on the march
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The Mistress of India

had to look after itself and find its own provisions.
They had not left at home a Government which would
send after it vast stores of food, as our modern armies
are supplied; so they had, as soldiers say, to live on
the country. That means they seized the corn stored
in the granaries, the cattle feeding in the fields, of the
land through which they passed.

Well, as an invading army marched south through
the Punjaub, they found a vast desert spreading away
on their right hand. No use for them to turn that
way. Certain death awaited them in those foodless,
waterless wastes. On their left hand rose the vast
mountain-wall of the Himalayas, sending its spurs
down to the Indian plain. But straight ahead an easy
way lay before them, the road upon which Delhi stands
as a sentinel stands on a path. Not only did the plain
around Delhi afford an easy way, it also afforded ample
stores of food, and this was a point of supreme im-
portance. So that from the earliest days every invader
has had to seize Delhi and to hold Delhi. To seize it
that he might be able to march forward, to hold it lest
he should find his road barred on the way back. To
do- this he had to be the strongest man of his day.
Therefore, he who held Delhi, held India.

Conqueror after conqueror came, and it was always
about Delhi that the fiercest tide of battle rolled, and
its walls fell and rose, fell and rose, as one great captain
after another beat them down that he might enter, and
then swiftly built them up again that he might keep
out the next wave of invasion. Sg century after century
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passed, and the name of Delhi became burned into the
mind of every man in India as the gage of conquest,
until the city, with its walls of red sandstone, stood as
the living symbol of authority. In the farthest province,
in the most distant hamlet, the humblest peasant knew
the name, and looked up to the ruler in Delhi as the
greatest ruler of India, the Kaiser-i-Hind, the Emperor
of India.

CHAPTER II

THE GREAT MOGULS—I

In these age-long wars and struggles, dynasty after
dynasty rose, and each held pride of place until a stronger
race came from the hills and drove out the King in pos-
session, and replaced him by their leader. Always the
new conqueror came from the mountains—the hardy
men of the hills have ever overcome the softer dwellers
in the plain. And each conqueror seems to have largely
destroyed the city that he found, and to have built a
new one for himself and his followers. The Delhi of
to-day is not for the most part a very ancient city, but
far around it stretch the ruins of the cities that have
been, the cities built by long dead and forgotten Kings.
Drive out to the south for eleven miles to see the most
ancient monuments that Delhi has to show, and you pass
by heaps of broken brickwork that once were houses
and walls, by ruined towers that once rose high above
palaces, by shattered domes that once crowned noble
temples, by crumbling mounds where sleep monarchs
whose name no man remembers. Through these tokens
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of departed greatness you journey till you see a vast
tower spring from the plain “like a lighthouse from
the sea,” and you are in sight of the Kutb Minar, a
memorial of one of the rulers of Delhi, built about
700 years ago.

But there is a still more ancient memorial to be seen
not far away, and this is the famous “Iron Pillar,” the
“arm or weapon of victory.” The Iron Pillar is a
small simple shaft of pure wrought iron. It stands
23 feet out of the ground, but a part of it is buried.
At its head it is about a foot thick. It is believed
that it was placed in position during the fourth century
before Christ, and it was raised in memory of a great
Hindu victory.

For many centuries Hindu Kings reigned in Delhi,
but at last a Moslem invasion swept across the Punjaub,
and, in 1191, Mohammed of Ghor led a Moslem army
against Delhi.J He was beaten off, but he returned in
1193 and made his footing good. ~ When he died his
power was seized by one of his generals named Kutab
or Kutb, who proclaimed himself Sultan of Delhi in
1206, and made good his claims with the sword. Now,
Kutb had been born a slave, so the line which he
founded is known as that of the Slave Sultans of Delhi.
There-were ten of these Moslem rulers from 1206 to
1290, and Kutb was the greatest of them all. His
name is still remembered from the great tower which
he built, the Kutb Minar, raised as a tower of victory.
It is the most magnificent single shaft of masonry in
the world. It springs 240 feet from the ground ; it is
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50 feet through at the base, and tapers to g feet through
at the top. It is built in five stories, the three lower
of red sandstone, the two upper faced with white
marble, and this huge splendid pillar of red and white
is a most striking sight. A winding stairway within
leads you by 378 steps to the top, whence a wide view
may be obtained over the Plain of Delhi.

Kutb, the great Slave Sultan, was the first to establish
the Mohammedan Empire of India, an Empire which
lasted either in reality or in name until the Indian
Mutiny of 1857. But soon after the death of Kutb a
more terrible Moslem foe appeared. It was in the reign
of his son that the first mutterings of the storm were
heard, the storm that was to sweep over India and to
overwhelm all other races. Chengiz Khan, the terrible
Mongol conqueror, came down upon India through
the Khyber ; but he did not reach Delhi; he did not
even pass the Indus.  Yet he and his hordes of savage
Mongols, or Moguls, did not forget the beautiful and
fertile land they had visited, and the Mogul raids
became fiercer and pushed farther, until in 1295 they
were only just beaten off the walls of Delhi.  Still, they
maintained a fierce and constant pressure, and raid
followed raid until weaker rulers tried to keep them at
bay by presents, and to purchase safety by blacktnail.

But at last came the inevitable end. Long had they
threatened, and now they swooped upon their prey..
In 1398 there took place the most terrible slaughter
that the blood-stained annals of Delhi can record.
Timur the Tartar le% his Moguls and Tartars against
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The Great Moguls

the city and seized it. He wiped its people out of
existence. This was literally and exactly true. For
five days his horde of savages slew and slew until not a
man, woman, or child of Delhi was left alive. Then
Timur went to the Mosque, returned devout thanks
for his victory, and retired to seek fresh scenes of
conquest. But though Timur went away, the grip of
the Mogul was on the city from that day.

» During the next century and more one or two
dynasties held the title of Emperor of Delhi, but the
Mogul influence was great, and in 1526 the first
great Mogul Emperor came to Delhi and established
his power. This was the mighty Babar, first of a
dynasty which' for Imperial power and splendour is the
greatest in the world’s history—the line of the Great
Moguls.

Babar was not the real name of this great man; it
was merely a nickname, and means “the Tiger.” But
he was called by it as a child, and it clung to him all
his life. In all history there can scarcely be found
a cleverer, more charming, and more lovable man than
the Emperor Babar. He was a man of wonderful
gifts. He wrote poetry ; he painted ; he was a musician
and an astronomer ; he loved adventure; he was a
soldier %nd” a King ; he was kindly, valiant, and true-
hearted. He left behind a most dehghtful book in
which he wrote the h1story of his life.

Babar was born in 1483, and he became King or
Ferghana (now called Khokand) in 1494, when he was
but eleven years old. From the first he was master,
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and managed his own affairs. He grew up brave and
chivalrous, ever ready to assail his enemies and defend
his friends. His troops adored him, for he was always
ready to share their hardships, and never took advantage
of his high rank to avoid the toils and privations which
fell to the lot of the commonest soldier.

Such was the brave commander who came down
from his northern kingdom and led his legions against
the gallant Rajputs who strove to bar his way. Upon
the eve of the last great battle which broke the power
of his opponents, Babar made a vow that he would
never drink wine again. He poured out his store of
wine, and broke his golden drinking-cups before his
men, and issued a proclamation which enjoins abstinence,
and begins thus: “Gentlemen and Soldiers,—Whoso
sits down to the feast of life must end by drinking the
cup of death.”

The battle was fought on the Plain of Paniput, and
he drove his enemies before him, and ruled at Delhi
as Emperor of India. When he died, at the carly age
of forty-eight, his sorrowing friends carried him back
to the beloved hills of his northern kingdom. Amid
all the splendours of his Indian conquests, he had
never forgotten them, and he wrote down in his diary
that all the tropic beauties of the South were as nething
in his eyes compared with the sight of an apple-tree in
tull blossom, or the magical tints of autumn leaves on the
hills, ““which no painter, however skilful, could depict.”

In his northern home they buried him in a garden
which he loved, the. Garden of the New Year, where
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his mother already lay, and on his tomb they wrote:
¢« Heaven is the eternal abode of the Emperor Babar.”

Babar was followed by his son Humayun, a son who
had all his wit and charm and generosity, but little of
his great capacity. Humayun was braye and chivalrous,
but there was a fatal touch of indecision in his character
which caused him time and again to lose the fruit of his
other great gifts.

Humayun, the second of the Great Moguls, forms
a link between a great father and a much, much greater
son. Humayun died, like Babar, at the age of forty-
eight, leaving a son fourteen years old, who became the
mighty King Akbar the Great. From the day that
Akbar began to rule, it was seen that a great man had
arisen. The boy-King was, as we have said, but
fourteen when he stepped into his father’s place, but
“ from that moment his grip was on all India.”

Akbar resembled his famous grandfather in some
ways. He was tall, strong, and handsome in person ;
his face, we are told by his son, “was full of godly
dignity,” and his manners were charming and delightful.
And beneath this charm of appearance and manner lay
the more solid gifts of a great ruler of men. Akbar
never found himself face to face with a situation with
which “he was unable to cope. Cool, level-headed,
courageous, he faced his enemies and beat them down.
Then they vanished, not because he destroyed them,
but because he turned them into friends. He knew
that conquest by the sword is a vain thing unless
conquerors and conquered can be joined together by
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the bonds of good-will. So this great man, whose
ideas were centuries in advance of his own time, made
laws with a view to the happiness of his subjects, and
in serving their interests served his own, as a true ruler
always does. .

So deep an impression was made upon the people by
his strength and wisdom that in the northern parts of
India his name is remembered to this day, and the
golden age of the great Akbar is often spoken of.

Few traces of this powerful monarch are to be found
at Delhi. We must go to the cities of Agra and
Fattehpore-Sikri to see the buildings Akbar set up.
At Agra there is an immense fort, and Fattehpore-
Sikri is Akbar’s “City of Victory,” to commemorate
the triumph of Babar over the Rajputs in 1527. The
city is most beautiful ; it is a place “where every
building is a palace, every palace a dream carved in
red sandstone.” Akbar himself was buried in a splendid
tomb at Sikandra, about six miles from Agra.

There is, however, one building of Akbar’s reign at
Delhi, the Mausoleum of his father, Humayun. It is
of much interest as it forms the earliest example known
of Mogul architecture in India. Babar built nothing
so far as is known, and the buildings which Humayun
erected have vanished. The Mausoleum is & massive
structure of red sandstone and white marble raised
upon a lofty, arched platform. Within there is an
eight-sided chamber, and it is crowned by a white
marble dome having a long sandstone neck. The
building has a further interest in the fact that here

10
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the last Mogul took refuge in 1857, and here he was
seized. But we shall read of that again.

The death of Akbar in 1605 marks the close of the
greatest period of the Mogul monarchy. Babar had
won the Empire, Humayun handed it on, and Akbar
finally knit the threads of power together, and secured
the supremacy of his family. Next come three Mogul
rulers, who, enjoying the immense wealth which Akbar
,had won, lived in such splendour that the luxury and
magnificence of their courts have shed a lustre and a
glamour about the very name of a Mogul King.

Akbar was followed by his son Jahangir, who has
left little trace of his reign at Delhi. Then came Shah
Jehan, son of Jahangir, grandson of Akbar, and the
most famous builder of the Mogul line. The Delhi
we know is Shah Jehan’s work, and the natives call it
by a name which shows that—Shahjehanabad, the city of
Shah Jehan.

CHAPTER III

THE GREAT MOGULS—II

Waen Shah Jehan came to the throne he fixed the
seat of his Empire at the old capital city of Delhi, and
almost entirely rebuilt the town. It was he who built
the noble palace which to-day is known as “the Fort,”
and this became the fortress and the residence>of the
Emperors who followed him. It is a magnificent build-
ing, both for its immense size and for the beauty of the
work with which it is adorned. The outer wall springs

into the air to the height of 60 feet, and is constructed"
it
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of vast blocks of red sandstone with towers at intervals,
and is pierced by many gates, one looking towards
Lahore, the other towards the town of Delhi.

Near the noble Lahore Gate stands the: Hall of
Audience, the splendid hall where the Mogul rulers
sat in state. It is a vast apartment, open on three sides,
and in the centre of the back wall is an alcove. From
this alcove a great marble platform stands out. At
each corner of the platform rises a marble pillar most
richly inlaid, and the four pillars support an arched
canopy, also of white marble. But the lovely marble
of platform and canopy does not hold the eye. It
is not the marble you look at; it is the wonderful
work that veins it. The throne is embroidered with
mosaic. The wall behind is a sheet of miniature
pictures, birds and flowers and fruit, all picked out in
paint and precious stones.”

Under this wonderful marble canopy was sometimes
set Shah Jehan’s famous Peacock Throne. To this
day the Peacock Throne shines in the legends of the
people, and it must have been a wonderful sight in the
days of its glory. Shah Jehan caused it to be built
and upon it he lavished his most marvellous treasures,
and the celebrated jewellers of Delhi layished their con-
summate skill. The jewellers of the old cny have
always been noted among the craftsmen of India, and
the Peacock Throne, encrusted with jewels set in gold,’
has been pictured as their finest achievement.

But the Peacock Throne was more often set in the
Hall of Private Audience, a hall whose roof was covered
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with plates of pure silver.  This hall is built of white
marble which glitters in the sun. But again the marble
draws but little attention when one observes the most
lovely inlays of rich and delicate colours.  The finest
artists of India have been at work there, and their work
is almost as perfect as at the day when they wrought
the marvels of gold and pale green and soft blue.
¢ What must it have been, you ask yourself, when the
Peacock Throne blazed with emerald and sapphire,
diamond and ruby, from the now empty pedestal, and
the plates of burnished silver reflected its glories from
the roof ?”

Not far away is Shah Jehan's other great building in
Delhi, the famous Jama Masjid Mosque, said to be the
largest mosque in the world, “a vast stretch of red
sandstone and white marble and gold, upstanding from
a platform reached on three sides by flights of steps, so
tall, so majestically wide, that they are like a stone
mountain. Above the brass-mounted doors. rise red
portals, so huge that they almost dwarf the whole ; red
galleries above them, white marble domes above them,
white marble minarets rising higher yet, with pillars
and cupolas and gilded pinnacles above all. Beside the
gateways the walls of the quadrangle seem to creep
along theground ; then at the corners rise towers with
more open chambers, more cupolas, more _gilded
Pinnacles. Within, above the cloistered quadrangle,
bulge three fine domes, and a slender minaret flanks
each side.”

Shah Jehan was forced to resign the throne by his

13
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son Aurungzeb, who began to rule in 1659. Aurungzeb
was the last of the Great Moguls. After him the race
declined, and the power of the Empire fell away in the
hands of slothful Kings, who remained in their palaces,
idly intent on their own pleasures, and careless of
government. But it is a striking thing that the last of
the Great Moguls should have had a share in strength-
ening the infant fortunes of a venture which was
destined to place his Empire in the powerful hands of
the British Raj, the British Government. For it was
Aurungzeb who signed the first treaty of peace with
England, and it was in his day that Job Charnock, first
of British Nabobs, landed on the bank of the River
Hughly, and laid the foundation of Calcutta,

‘What idea could Aurungzeb have formed of the
small island on the other side of the world whence
these white-faced strangers came ? Most porbably, in
his magnificent palace at Delhi, he thought little about
them and the place ot their origin. It is certain that
he could never have dreamed that a King of their race
would some day come to Delhi, and be acclaimed as
Emperor of India amid the remains of the splendours
of his own august line.

CHAPTER 1V

THE PUPPET EMPERORS OF DELHI—I

Avurunczes was followed on the throne of Delhi by a
long line of Mogul rulers whose very names have
perished. No man has troubled to remember them.

14
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The first was named Bahadur Shah ; the last was also
named Bahadur Shah; and between these two, India
saw the rise to power of a company of British mer-
chants, who became her masters, and finally handed
their authority over to the British Crown.

It seemed as if the Mogul line ran swiftly to decay
after Aurungzeb. It fell away into a race of idle,
slothful Kings, some of whom were put upon the
throne by strong parties in the State, and calmly made
away with when they had served the purpose of the
faction which had raised them to power. Others came
to the Imperial throne by the murder of father or
brothers, and time and again the crown was stained
with blood.

But now it was seen that a new power was rising—
that of the Mahrattas, powerful robber tribes of Western
India, who harried their neighbours far and near, and
began to assail the frontiers of the Mogul Empire,
Soon they grew bolder, and appeared under the very
walls of Delhi. But they did not enter the city, and
soon after their retirement there burst upon India the
last great storm from the North, the invasion of Nadir
Shah, at the head of his Persian troops. It seems quite
out of place in history, this swoop of Nadir Shah on
Delhi in=38. It reads like one of the old stories of
Chengh1z Khan or Timur the Tartar, this fierce raid,
ot for conquest, not for a throne, but for sheer
plunder, for sheer lust of gold, a wild robber feat, such
as was common in the Middle Ages, but seems out of
due time at a period well on in thDe eighteenth century.

Ly
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Nadir Shah himself was not a Persian. He was an
Afghan, but he threw in his lot with Persia,and rose to
high command in the Persian army. He was an able
general and won such victories that the Persian name
became great, and he became the idol of the Persian
people. At last he became their King. He had won
his power by deeds of arms, and he saw that he must
continue on the same path to maintain it, so he gathered
an army of 80,000 men, and marched into India on a
vast raid, with his eye on the enormous wealth of the
Mogul Kings stored in Delhi.

So the old cry rang across the wheat-fields around
Delhi once more. The people have always had one
name for the Northern invader, whatever might be his
race, and the cry of, “The Toorkh! the Toorkh!”
was raised, as it had been raised so often. An army
was gathered to face the Persian host, and it was posted
on the famous Plain of Paniput to cover the capital.

“There must surely be some malignant attraction
about the wide Plain of Paniput ! Surely the Angel of
Death must spread his wings over it at all times, since
bitter battle has been fought on it again and again, and
its sun-saturated sands have been sodden again and
again with the blood of many men.”

Nadir won his battle easily enough, and “tne Mogul
Emperor of that time sent in his submission and
surrendered to the conqueror. The two Kings marched
together to Delhi, and entered the capital quietly in
March, 1739. It is said that Nadir was more intent
on plunder than bloodshed, and would perhaps, after
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The Puppet Emperors of Delhi

stripping the place, have retired as quietly as he came,
had not a fierce disturbance sprung up. A sudden
rumour flew through the bazaars that Nadir was dead.
The mob rose in fury, and attacked the Persian outposts,
and slew 700 of the invaders. Nadir's rage blazed
forth, and he ordered a general massacre. The
butchery began at dawn, and night fell over 150,000
people who had been slain by the Persian sword.
Then he plundered the place in terrible fashion, and
retired from the desolate city, bearing away booty to the
value of £30,000,000. Of this vast sum one article
alone, the gorgeous Peacock Throne of Shah Jehan,
represented the huge figure of £6,000,000.

Before Nadir Shah went away, he restored to the
throne the puppet-Emperor who had surrendered to
him, and made the people of Delhi swear allegiance
to their old ruler. He promised that he would return
to see how they bchaved, and would take fearful
vengeance upon them if they had broken their word.
But he never did return. He was a robber who had
got all he could hope to get, and never meant to return.

For some time now the Mahratta raids ceased. Of
what use was it for smaller robbers to come, when a
greater one had swept off all the plunder ? So for a
while Delhi had peace. In 1748 the Afghans came
down, but the Mogul army this time won the day, and
in a battle fought near the old cockpit of Paniput, Ceat
the invaders back.

But they came again within a few years, and this
time they were not beaten back. Delhi was seized, and
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once more underwent sack and slaughter, until the heat
drove the Northmen back to the hills, laden with plunder.

Still again they returned in 1761 to find the
Mahrattas, now at the height of their power, resolved
to protect Delhi, which they looked ﬁpon as their own.
A splendid Mahratta army, 300,000 strong, entrenched
itself on the famous old field of Paniput and awaited
the foe. Ahmed Shah, the Northern leader, had but a
third of the number under his command. But he was
wily in war, and forced the Mahrattas to attack him on
his own ground. He won a most decisive victory.
When the remnants of the Mahratta forces broke and
fled, they left 200,000 of their comrades lying in the
great piles of dead which strewed the plain. The
Mahratta power was broken, and Ahmed Shah returned
to Kandahar, and did not again enter India.

CHAPTER V

THE PUPPET-EMPERORS OF DELHI—IT

Frowm the time of this great defeat the Mahratta power
never reached its former importance, but the Mahratta
chiefs still held much authority in Delhi, and their
brave followers, born fighting men, gave the British
much trouble in the Mahratta war. This was fought
when the British power was being steadily pushed across
thé great plain of the Ganges into the Punjaub, and also
in Central India. Butin Central India they were beaten
at Assaye, in 1803, by Wellesley, afterwards the
Duke of Wellington, and in the Punjaub they were
18
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roughly handled by General Lake, a short time before
Assaye.

General Lake advanced upon Delhi and found the
Mahrattas waiting for him before the city—on a stretch
of low-lying land across the Jumna. The Mahrattas
fought in the name of the Great Mogul, the Emperor
who still sat in the palace at Delhi, a ruler to whom
remained no shred of his ancestors’ power, no fragment
of their wealth, a poor, blind old man.  But still there
were numbers who revered the name because of its
former greatness, and the Mahrattas had sent round
the fiery cross to draw to their banners every man who
owed allegiance to the house of Akbar.

They mustered their troops in vain. They placed
them under the command of a celebrated French
general, but all to no purpose. General Lake came
up with nearly fourteen thousand British soldiers, and
put the Mahrattas to flight after a severe pitched battle.
After the battle General Lake and his staff rode to
Delhi to visit the: Emperor. This was on Septem-
ber 16, 1803, and the visit was the first ever paid by a
conquering Englishman to the Great Mogul himself.

It was late in the day when Lake and his attendants
rode into the city, and the streets were thronged by
the inhabitants, cager to gaze on the British victors.
So CIosely did they fill the way, that it was scarccly
possible for the little cavalcade to win its road forward.
But at last the visitors entered that glorious palace of
Shah Jehan, and as they looked upon its wondrous
beauties, and passed through its, splendid Halls of
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Audience, they might well have agreed with the legend
inscribed again and again upon its walls, “If there be a
Paradise upon Earth, it is this, it is this, it is this I’

They came into the presence of the Emperor, and
what did they find ? A feeble, blind, poverty-stricken
old man, sitting beneath a ragged canopy, and attended
by his son and grandson. The son was soon to be
Emperor, under the title of Akbar II., and the grand-
son was to live to be a figure round which the Great
Mutiny would gather; he was to be the last of his
race, Bahadur Shah.

After the victory of Lake, the British power steadily
extended until the country far to the north of Delhi
was painted red upon the map, yet the house of Akbar
was left untouched. The King of Delhi still sat in his
splendid palace, a pensioner of the British, himself and
his Court supported by British gold where his ancestors
had levied the taxes which made their wealth fabulous.
The might of the Moguls had gone utterly, but their
name remained. And so deeply was that name
respected that conqueror after conqueror had seized
their substance, yet left them their semblance of royalty.
Even the British seemed reluctant to lift their hands
against that mighty line, though it had long been but a
crumbling shell of its former greatness. Yet the-mere
nap>> was to be proved of great power, and the mere
existence of a King of Delhi was to be a menace to
British authority.

This was seen in 1857, when that terrible rising, the
Indian Mutiny, broke out. When the native soldiers,

20



The Puppet Emperors of Delhi

the sepoys, rose and murdered their white officers, their
cry was “To Delhi! to Delhi!” The mutineers
sought a new master, a new King, and who more fitting
to be placed at their head than the man who stood for
the mighty line of Timur, of Babar, of Akbar the
Great. The King of Delhi, Bahadur Shah, was now an
old man, a foolish old man, his wits half destroyed by
evil habits, who dozed and dreamed away. his time in
the great palace at Delhi. Whether he was in the plot
to destroy the English or no, it is impossible to say.
He was brought to trial, but nothing could be proved
against him. But in any case the mutineers turned to
him, and rushed to seize Delhi, knowing that thus they
could send such a thrill through India as no other event
could bring about.

The Mutiny broke out at Meerut on May 10,
1857. The native troops shot a number of their
officers, murdered many white people who were living
in the town, then set off for Delhi thirty-six miles
away. They reached Delhi before the slightest warning
of the outbreak had been received. They burst upon
the place like a sudden tempest, slew every Englishman
they met, and made a fierce attack upon that quarter of
Delhi where the European merchants lived and had
theirs places of business. Every house where Euro-
peans lived was assailed, carried by storm, gutted,\-'and
destroyed with every living soul found in it. It was
not always an easy task to do this. English bankers,
merchants, and business men, taken at a disadvantage
as they were, fought hard and slew many of the
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mutineers before they fell, but they were few, and their
assailants were many, and in the end there was but one
fate for all ; there was no mercy and no quarter.

Now, the native regiments at Delhi were camped
on the Ridge, an elevation about two miles from the
city. The British officers on the Ridge were thunder-
struck when they heard of the assault upon Delhi.
They marched at once to attack the mutineers, feeling
confident that their own sepoys were faithful. They
were undeceived in a terrible fashion when the men
whom they trusted so well turned their weapons upon
them, and fired volleys into the groups of officers they
had hitherto obeyed.

At four o'clock in the afternoon a terrific explosion
occurred within the city. A vast cloud of smoke and
dust shot into the air, bearing with it fragments of
mangled human beings. What had happened ? The
first counter-stroke of the English in reply to the
Mutiny.

In the heart of Delhi, not far from the palace, was
the great magazine, full of arms, of powder and shot,
of things which would be of the utmost value to the
mutinous sepoys. They rushed to seize it. In charge
of this most important place were nine Britons, with
Lieutenant Willoughby at their head, and a number
of natives. As soon as Willoughby heard that the
mutineers were in the city, he closed his gates and
barricaded the magazine. At all costs he resolved that
the precious stores should not fall into the hands of the
mutineers to be used against the Queen’s troops. So
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