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INTRODUCTION  
 

FRIENDS (one’s fr iends are ever indulgent)  so  constant ly tell me how 
interest ing the y think my Afghan exper iences,  and ask me why I have 
never turned any o f m y piles of manuscript into  a book, that I have 
tr ied to do so again and aga in,  but always withou t success; I have 
found the task be yond me. 

 
To exp lain ever ything would be to tell too much, to  get down to the 
dregs and st ir  up a sediment that is perhaps better  left to sett le .  To half 
expla in would lead to misconstruction,  and for this reason: so many of 
my greatest diff icult ies in Kabu l,  and therefore the most interest ing 
incidents in my life there,  arose from sources not Afghan in origin.  An 
autob iography of my sojourn in the capital of Afghanistan wou ld 
therefore necessarily entail many explanations that for ver y obvious 
reasons it  is better  not to enter  into .  They are best forgotten. 

 
To get over this difficult y I have written A Vizier’s Daughter,  ever y 
character in which is d rawn from a model,  and shou ld,  therefo re,  as far  
as it  goes,  give an accurate descript ion o f one phase,  at any rate,  of 
Afghan life.  I lay no cla im to origina lit y,  either  as to plot or  setting 
except as regards the last two or three chapters ,  and even in them there 
is more truth than meets the e ye.  I write of what I saw and heard ,  and 
of person that I knew as int imately as one can ever know a people so 
far  removed from us in thought and education.  Gul begum told me 
much, the Hakim a good deal,  but far  more is what actually passed 
before my own eyes.  I have,  in fact,  transposed some incidents,  and 
have drawn pictures of events which took place years before I went to 
Kabul,  from scenes that occurred while I was there. 

 
As far  as I have touched on Abdur Rahman himself ,  I have tr ied to 
sketch him truly; but during a man’s lifet ime it is almost impossib le to 
do so fully enough to make an exact p ictu re. 

 
I have been less cau tious in dea ling with his Chief Secretar y.  Those 
who  have known him since he le ft Kabul will doubtless think I have 
been unduly severe.  I have certainly not flattered him. I have tr ied to 
draw him as he was then,  no t as he is now after  a period o f repose,  
surrounded with the luxury of the most refined and cu ltu red inte llects 
in the world.  I have tr ied to  picture him first as the se lf-sat isf ied Court 
favourite,  f la ttered and sought after  by every one; then as the 
overworked offic ial,  intr igued against ,  bunted and accused of ever y 
conceivable and inconceivable cr ime, b y enemies too unscrupulous and 
too numerous no t to  be formidable .  Let those who have never been in 
such a country and in such c ircumstances be lenient .  He is no t always 
lenient to himself. 

 
On showing him the manuscr ipt of this vo lume, which I would not have 
published  without his permissio n,  his only comment was : “I think it is 
very like what I was.” I do not exaggerate  when I say he did ,  after  a 
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fashion, of course,  the work of twent y men. He had not only the mere 
nominal superintendence of a dozen most diverse kinds of works,  
offices,  etc. ,  but was responsib le for the working, and  fo r the actual 
detail o f each, and in Afghanistan there is  no method . None has an 
understudy in case of illness,  o r to p rovide fo r a much needed ho liday, 
so that if an officia l is laid  up,  the who le of his work accumulates,  and 
he r ises from a bed of sickness to meet a task beyond  his strength even 
when he was well.  There is no one whom he can rely for anything. 

 
But besides those works,  which were merely extras,  the man whom I 
have ca lled Ali Mohamed Khan had his Court duties to attend to ; he 
was head o f what we should call the Inte lligence Department ,  and was 
Chief Secretar y to the Ameer.  There is no doubt that there is no such 
thing as smoke without fire,  and it  is equally true that there were men 
in Kabul who had ser ious causes of complaint in that the ir work was 
retarded  fo r want of mater ials,  etc.  But these were not,  as a ru le,  the 
men who  had  most to say against him. Besides,  the rea l fault lay not in 
the man who failed to do  the work of twenty,  but in the system which 
invar iably overtaxes the willing horse .  There is a popular saying in 
Kabul that instead of receiving increase of pay or an additional ho liday 
fo r special services rendered,  an offic ial is praised and congratu lated  
in open Durbar , and rece ives as a reward  fo r his labours an extra 
burden of work.  That is really what happened in his case . 

 
It  may seem to some that Gul Begum herself is an impossibilit y – that 
such a country and such surroundings could not have produced a 
woman o f that stamp ; but this is no t so .  Here and there,  very rarely,  I 
admit,  one meets in Afghanistan a character  that stands out alone – a 
nature that would be far  above the average in the most civilised  
country in the world . 

 
Such an one was an o ld Pir  (leader,  teacher) ,  who is a lmost universa lly 
revered as a saint by the highest ,  as well as by the lowliest,  throughout 
the country.  He reminded me of St Franc is bo th in his life and  
teaching. I longed  to  be allowed to vis it  him, but,  though he would 
send me messages,  he would go no further .  He saw no  women except 
those of his own family. 

 
There are,  too,  among the mountains,  people of the most absorbing 
interest .  Men who  need but a touch to awaken them to civilisat ion,  so 
naturally re fined are the ir minds,  so ready are the y to admit that they 
are behind o ther nat ions,  so anxious are they that something should be 
done to raise them as a nat ion.  Those are to  the people of Kabul what 
the Scottish farmer is to  the East London loafer .  Unfortunately,  the 
loafer predominates to such an extent,  that in one’s daily life in Kabul 
one a lmost loses sight of the other .  What I wish to  convey is that a man 
such as Ghulam Hossain is by no means an anomaly in Afghanistan,  but 
then neither is Ferad Shah nor yet Mohamed  Jan.  What ruins the 
country in the f ir st p lace is it s disjo intedness and its consequent feuds ; 
in the second p lace,  the fact that the people have no outlet .  If a man is 
clever and  ambit ious,  instead of taking up some work that makes him 
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some one in his own distr ict ,  he goes to Court and commences an 
elaborate system of intr igue,  by which he endeavours to  oust some 
other man from his posit ion in order that he may occupy it .  There is no 
such thing as private enterp rise.  The Government is a paterna l one in 
the very str ictest sense ,  and ever ything belongs to the lead of the state . 

 
If my readers complain that there is no brightness ,  no happiness in my 
book, that it  s a sto ry without one ray of hope,  I can bu t reply,  “Then I 
have succeeded but too well in my task of drawing a fair  picture of life 
as it  is in Afghanistan.” There is no such thing as joy there.  There is no 
such thing as peace,  or  comfort,  or  rest ,  or  ease.  There is never a 
moment when any one is sure he is not the subject of some plot or 
intr igue.  There is no amusement,  no  relaxation; the peop le don’t know 
how to enjo y themselves.  Once a year there are races and tria ls o f skill 
in wrest ling,  shoo ting,  etc. ,  but few of the upper class people compete ,  
and no one of any importance,  excep t the litt le princes who are too 
young to have any state duties to perform, attend these games.  
Moreover ,  they are a lmost too serious to be called games.  There is no 
enthusiasm or freedom anywhere.  Life is serious from the start to the 
close,  and the ver y children who  act as messengers learn to gossip and  
intr igue from their  infanc y, by carr ying verbal messages from one 
house or another . 

 
Such as it is,  however,  I send Gul Begum’s story to the press,  and can 
only hope that though it  lacks a ll the personal inc ident that makes an 
autob iography so pleasing to the author’s own immediate fr iends and 
relat ions,  it  ma y prove of some interest to those who would fa in know, 
something of the life o f peoples in lands far  removed from their  own.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

CHAPTER I 
 

A HAZARA VILLAGE 
 
 

SUCH a crowd of gir ls,  and ever y one of them hideous.  Bu t they were 
quite unconsc ious of that ,  and probably there was not one among them 
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who considered  herself anything below the average in the scale of 
beau ty.  Nor were they,  according to  the accepted  standard o f their  

tr ibe,  fo r they were Hazaras.  Broad, squat lit t le persons,  with faces like 
full-moons and heads like rugged  bullets ,  all bumps and nodules,  

covered  with straight ,  coarse,  lank black hair ,  which only half-
concealed the curious outline of the sku ll.  Moreover,  they had tiny,  

sunk- in eyes,  high cheek bones,  flat noses ,  sallow complexions,  feet 
and hands like their  persons,  short,  b road and powerful,  and when they 

walked it  was with a heav y, plodding ga it . 
 
They d ress,  too,  seemed specially adapted to emphasise these 
peculiar it ies.  It  was made o f print ,  wadded  throughout, and consisted  
of a bod y and full skirt ,  made separate ly,  but sewn together at the 
waist,  where there was a thick pip ing,  to give substance enough to  
support the heavy skirt .  There was no attempt at shaping or fitt ing.  The 
sleeves even were quite straight,  narrowing gradually from the 
shoulder to the wrist ;  only the gathers o f the thick wadded skirt made 
the waist look narro wer than the hips,  and  gave to these curious litt le 
peop le a certain grotesque,  picturesque appearance. 

 
Their  su rroundings were p icturesque,  too. A perfect ly pure b lue sky –  a 
sky we know nothing of in England, clearer,  if possible,  even than a 
Monte Carlo  sky – and the whole atmosphere was dear too.  Everywhere 
around  stretched  undu lating hills and dales,  all beautifully green with 
spring grass,  do tted over with innumerable cows and sheep and goats 
and a few camels,  while away far  in the distance,  against that 
wonderful clear blue sky, rose the white tops o f the higher mountains,  
which were st ill covered with snow, for it  was spring,  and  the snows 
had not melted yet.  Close behind the gir ls ,  and forming their  immediate 
background, rose a mud tower,  which might have been ca lled two-
storeyed, but that the place where the lower room ought to have been 
was f illed up by a so lid  mass of mud, baked hard by the sun of many 
summers,  so as a matter  of fact it conta ined just one room, capable of 
hold ing about a dozen persons closely packed  together; this room and 
the f lat roof above it  being reached  by a s teep,  winding staircase,  no 
two steps of which were the same he ight.  Some were so high that only 
a very active person could have climbed up them, others so low as 
hardly to  be worth calling steps at a ll,  so that a stranger unaccustomed 
to  these irregu lar it ies was apt to get a shock when, having ra ised his 
foot almost up  to the knee of the o ther leg preparatory to making a 
huge step upwards,  he suddenly found  it  drop almost to the level of the 
one on the lower step .  Of these slight inconveniences,  however,  the 
village inhab itants were blissfully unconscious.   

 
This was The Tower,  a place o f the greatest importance in the village.  
At night it  was occup ied by some dozen men, all fully armed, who took 
it in tu rns to s leep on the roof,  so as to be able,  themselves protected 
by a rampart about ten inches high,  to keep watch on the countr y round  
abou t, and , if necessar y,  sound the d rum to summon all the male 
villagers to protect the flocks and herds and you ng spring crop from 
Turkoman tr ibes,  who were cont inua lly making ra ids on them, laying 
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waste their  land , carrying of their  ca ttle and their  sheep , and also 
sometimes their  gir ls and young boys as slaves ,  for  Hazaras are 
naturally hard-working and industrious,  and being a lso strong and 
act ive,  they make exce llent servants and even beasts of burden, and in 
the towns,  at any rate,  are cheaper to feed than donkeys,  go  faster,  
carrying almost as much, and do not need  a man to drive them. 

 
Poor, heavy, dull Hazara ! Bu t he is pat ient and  industrious,  and not 
really devoid  of intelligence,  in sp ite of the subject ion in which he is 
held,  so his da y ma y come yet ,  and then let his master beware,  for he is 
fierce,  revengeful,  and cruel,  if he ever does str ike,  he will str ike hard . 

 
To the le ft o f the Tower,  and joined on to it ,  was a long low building 
made also of mud. This was evident ly a cattle-shed  or stable,  or  
something of that sort ,  for  it  was open in front ,  and at the t ime at 
which we are being introduced to it  –  abou t nine o ’clock in the 
morning – was occupied  chiefly by cocks and hens,  and a few pigeons 
puffed ou t and  pranc ing round in semi-circles,  paying devoted  court to 
apparently ind ifferent mates who sta lked  contemptuously on,  p icking 
up here a gra in,  there a scrap o f bread , albeit cast ing a hurried 
occasional glance back, ju st to see that their admirers were keeping up 
unflagging attent ions.  In front lay a great sheep  dog, rough, unkempt,  
apparently asleep ,  but watchful.   

 
At right angles to this shed, and opposite the tower ,  stretched  a long 
low building o r row of build ings p ro jecting nowhere more than twenty 
or thirt y feet from the hill which protected them from the chill north 
winds.  One-storeyed build ings fo r the most part , but one at last ,  that 
adjoining the shed had a sort of upper store y,  closed on three s ides by a 
dead wall,  but open on the third except where it  was partia lly screened 
in by a number of tall bu lrushes.  Be yond  this and down the hill there 
were other s imilar bu ildings – many o f them in fact – but the mud was 
less smoothly laid ,  and the ground in front of them less carefully 
swept,  and the y projected  less be yond the p ro tecting hill ,  so  litt le ,  in 
fact,  tha t it was easy enough to see that their  outer  wall was a mere 
frontage to  the true dwelling,  which was literally hollowed out of the 
hillside and  extended often two, sometimes three,  rooms deep into  its 
very centre.  Other dwellings had no wall in front at all,  but were mere 
caves,  more like the hab itat ions of wild  beasts than o f men. 

 
Such then, in brief,  was a Hazara village,  consist ing of some two  
hundred houses o r so,  and the dwelling with the litt le scrap of what one 
may call second storey was the res idence of the Chief or  Mir of one of 
the most important sub-divisions of the Hazara tr ibe.  Next to this 
structu re,  and  separated from it indeed  but by a few yards,  was ano ther ,  
similar  in all particu lars except that it  could  boast of no upper 
chamber.  This was the res idence of the chiefs cousin (his brother,  he 
called him, though he was his unc le’s,  not his father’s son),  who acted  
as hiss assistant and adviser ,  his vizier,  in  fact,  a man of rather unusual 
qualit ies in that countr y,  for  he had ideas,  ambitions,  plans.  Moreover,  
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he had much more influence with his tr ibe than had the nominal chiefs ,  
and was ever ywhere looked up to and respected . 

 
They were chatter ing,  of course,  those gir ls.  How could it  be otherwise 
in any nat ion,  when twent y young female things were s itt ing together 
in a group? But these gir ls had something special to talk about; 
evident ly something more than usually interest ing was go ing on, and 
every now and  then one would  pout and look dissat isf ied ,  perhaps even 
a litt le sad,  or another would  laugh and look coy and happy, and  knock 
over the companion squatting beside her who had evident ly been 
chaffing her; nothing rude or rough in the push that had sent her 
neighbour sprawling,  only play which was in no way resented ; but 
there was a good deal o f noise ,  and  certa inly no one was thinking of 
work,  when another young woman stepped from the viz ier’ s dwelling 
and jo ined them. Her dress was exact ly s imilar  to the irs ,  her hair  black,  
her mould dist inct ly powerfu l,  but there the resemblance ceased , for 
she was ta ll –  full head and shoulders taller than any other gir l present.  
Moreover ,  she had fair ,  smooth skin and a  bright complexion, large 
intelligent eyes,  a nose instead of a knob in the centre o f her face ,  a 
well-shaped head  placed on a well-shaped neck, long, well-shaped  feet 
and hands,  and a step  as elast ic as a deer’s,  carriage erect and 
dignified.  This was Gul Begum, the pride and  beauty of her tr ibe ,  her 
father’s hope and jo y,  the object of many an ill-natured remark from 
the less well-favoured of her sex.  Alas! That it  should be so . 

 
“What are you all doing here making such a noise?” she asked . “Ah, 
Dilbhar,  you here?” she b roke off,  suddenly frowning, “go to your 
work,  bad girl.  Are the pots and pans all c leaned , the meat washed , the 
rice ready, that you s it  id ling here?” The girl thus addressed slunk 
quiet ly awa y. “But who  have you  here?” she went on,  spying among the 
group the cause of all the laughter ,  all the  chatter  and exc itement 
“Mir iam? Now, Miriam, what did I tell you?” 

 
A wizened, cunning-eyed old woman in the centre o f the group  looked 
up coaxingly.  “You to ld me what no young girl,  least of all you , my 
lovely child ,  could possibly mean,” she sa id. 

 
“I never sa y what I do not mean,” the gir l rep lied firmly.  “ I told  you to  
go and not come back. We don’t want you here,  making our gir ls 
dissat isfied,  putting foolish notions in the ir  heads,  making them 
neglect the ir work.  We don’t believe your promises,  and we are not 
afraid of bad omens.” 

 
“Oh, aren’t we?” whispered  one girl squatting a t her feet to her 
neighbour.  “It is all very well for  Gul Begu m, she was born under a 
lucky star,  but it  is different for us who have to  work now as gir ls and 
will probably have to  work harder st ill as wives.” 

 
“Come, just this once,  give me an old pair  of long leather boots or a 
litt le sa lt and I’ ll tell you  your fortune,  and  such a fo rtune too ,  my fair  
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princess – such a fortune,” and the o ld hand rubbed her hands and 
chuckled  to herself. 

 
“I have others to whom to give my old boo ts,” Gul Begum said ,  “others 
who  work and who deserve them. You  only roam through the country 
telling lies,  deceiving young girls .  Get up! Bego ne.”  

 
A scowl gathered  on the old fortune-te ller’s face; she bent her head 
down t ill it rested on her knee,  then looked up  sidewa ys at the girl 
towering above her .  “What lies have I told?” she asked. “Did Sara’s 
uncle lose his cattle? Did Neckbacht’s own father se ll her into s laver y 
fo r a gun? Did  Nookra wed above her highest expectat ions? Did 
Dilbhar become a disgrace to her tribe,  and is she not now glad to hide 
her face in a stranger’s house,  a servant,  a menia l,  where she would  
fo rmerly have been waited on as a guest ? Answer me that .” 
Gul Begum had turned a litt le white .  What  the old woman said was true 
enough, and the gir l,  though cast in a different mould , was not 
altogether above the superstit ions of her race.  Ignoring the first part of 
the old  woman’s speech, which was perhaps unanswerable ,  she caught 
hold of the latter .  “Dilbhar was a good gir l t i l l you put your curse on 
her.” She said; “she never went astray till then,  besides service is no 
disgrace.  It  is better to  be good and serve than to  have so much time on 
one’s hands that one’s thoughts stra y off to evil .” 

 
“And what about your t ime?” the old hag asked, chuckling again.  
“Where do your thoughts soar,  my beaut y? To Bamian, perhaps,  or  to 
some yet higher sphere maybe?” 

 
A ho t angry f lush mounted to the young girl’s cheek. She stretched  out 
her hand menacingly.  “Begone, o ld witch,” she sa id ,  “begone! Half the 
misfortunes of the tr ibe come from your idle pratings.  Begone, and  
don’t dare show your face here aga in,  for ,  if you do, I’ ll set the dogs 
on you.” 

 
The old  woman rose s lowly,  and with evident diff icu lt y.  She was st iff,  
and her back was bent with age and the weights she had perhaps had to 
carry in her youth.  Suddenly she darted  forward and  seized Gul 
Begum’s still ou tstretched  arm, and casting her glance hurried ly at the 
hand  that had thus come within her reach, she examined it  eager ly then 
flung it  from her with a mocking der isive laugh. “Begone, old witch,  
begone!” she echoed, jeering.  “Yes,  I’ ll begone. ‘Twill be,  ‘Come, old  
Miriam, come,’ some day. ‘Come and te ll me o f something to live for ,  
something of peace,  and  love,  and rest ,  somewhere,  anywhere.’ But 
Miriam will not come. The Viz ier’s daughter ,  the chiefs niece,  has cast 
old Miriam out; is it  l ike ly that she will care to vis it  the rejected  – the 
prisoner – the slave? Old Miriam has nothing good fo r you , fine,  
handsome, haught y maid.  Your pride must have a fall.  You will have 
dust to  lick and tears to d ry.  Your day will soon be over and you will 
come to envy o ld Mir iam, who wanders free among the Hazara hills .” 
Then p icking up a bund le fastened in a red handkerchief ,  she planted 
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her stick f irmly on the ground and slowly and steadily walked down the 
hill. 

 
But Gul Begum stood still where she had left her .  The flush had died 
out of her cheeks,  and  she had turned  deadly pa le.  She made two or 
three steps forward ,  then suddenly stopped  and  put her hand  up to her 
heart.  She felt  a chill all through her.  Her f ingers even were white .  The 
group o f chattering gir ls had melted away and she a lone ,  cold and 
shiver ing,  with a curse upon her . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
 

CHAPTER II 
 

FORECASTS 
 
 

“WHAT was it  the old woman sa id ? Tell us once more,  Shereen,” 
 
A group of listeners and  inquirers had  aga in clustered together ,  this 
time in a more secluded spot , ou t of sight o f most of the village 
houses,  and there was no  laughter ,  only eager whisperings,  nodding of 
heads,  raising of eyebrows. 

 
What had it  meant,  this cu rse? Miriam’s words often had  hidden 
meanings; her p rophecies were often difficult of interpretation,  bu t this 
sounded clear enough, “Rejected – a prisoner – a slave.” There seemed 



A VIZIER’S DAUGHTER – A TALE OF THE HAZARA WAR  11

lit t le room for conjecture here .  And it  was all true,  of course,  not one 
of all that eager group had any doubts as to  that. 

 
“What’s that story about the Governor of Bamian’s so n, Dilbhar? You 
ought to  know. You’re in the ir confidence .” 

 
“No one is in Gul Begum’s confidence,” the gir l thus addressed  
replied; “she never seems to take much no tice of the ir  plans; she’s a 
strange gir l,  as I always tell you. When men come to the house,  it  isn’t 
she who waits on them, or fetches the water .  She will take her father 
his food and her uncle h is,  perhaps,  but after  that ,  awa y she goes,  and  
neither her mother nor any one else can d ra g her back. The fact is,  her 
father spoils her .” 

 
“The fact is,  she’s f lying at other game,” put in one. 

 
“The Governor of Bamian?” questioned  another . 

 
“Or perhaps a Kabul prince?” suggested a third . 

 
“God knows,” whispered a gir l who was evident ly the ce ntre of 
attract ion,  and  who must have remained behind after  the o thers had 
scattered  in the morning, as she alone seemed to  have heard what had 
passed between the Viz ier’s daughter and  old Miriam. “Whatever it  is,  
remember the cu rse,  ‘Rejected  – a p risoner – a slave.’” 

 
“Ah! That’s it ,  I see it  now; she’s f lying too  high.  What was it  you said 
abou t her pride having a fa ll? Tell us again,  Shereen?” 

 
“’Your pride must have a fall.  You will have dust to lick,  and tears to  
dry,’” repeated the gir l thus addressed,  with more gusto than such 
direful words spoken of her cousin would  seem to  warrant . 

 
“Have you heard anything about her horoscope , Shereen?” asked one 
older than the rest ,  who had not hitherto mingled in the general 
conversat ion.   

 
“Her horoscope? No, that is one o f the things I have against my uncle; 
he never will have horoscopes made out ; he does not believe in them; 
and as my father was awa y when I was born,  I  have no true horoscope 
either.  My uncle was left in charge of the family,  o f course,  but as he 
takes no  interest in these things,  he had nothing done at the time, and 
no one spec ially marked  down the moment  of my birth.” 

 
“I thought you  had had your horoscope cast ,” Dilbhar said 
thoughtfu lly,  “and wasn’t there something strange and no t a ltogether  
lucky about it?” 

 
Shereen reddened, and seemed  put out . “You’re thinking of some id le 
tales told long afterwards when the hour and even the exact day o f m y 
birth had  been forgotten; that does not count.  What is the good of 
bringing up old foundationless gossip that  is best forgo tten?” 
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“Ah, well,  but you and Gul Begum were born on the same da y, at 
almost the same hour and same spot ,” another put in somewhat 
viciously; “whatever is her fate is yours,  Shereen, that’ s clear .” 

 
“How so?” asked the chiefs daughter ind ignant ly; “would  you have my 
fate as hers? ‘Rejected – a prisoner – a slave?’ she may have held  her 
nose too high,  bu t what have I done that I should  share the same fate? 
Why thrust her ill- luck on me? Besides,  I was born after  her by several 
hours,  and  a very litt le t ime makes a ll the differences in the world .” 

 
“No one thrusts ill- luck on you , it’s the stars,” Dilbhar said sadly.  
“Who can fight aga inst them? They are far  beyond all reach, past a ll 
control.  They make one’s Kismet.” 

 
“Did  they make your Kismet,  b lack-faced  one?” Shereen asked 
petulant ly; “d id they cause your disgrace?” She was angr y at the 
allusion to the horoscope she had thought forgotten,  bu t which,  though 
she denied its accurac y, in her heart o f hearts,  she dreaded .  

 
Dilbhar,  insu lted,  rose angr ily; this perpetual allusion to  the past was 
unbreakable,  and a quarrel seemed imminent when a shadow felt across 
the group. It  was Gul Begum, with her ear then milking vesse l in her 
hand ; she was on her way to the p lain to milk the sheep . 

 
“Dilbhar,  it’s milking t ime,” she said  quietly.  There was a strange 
authoritat ive way about her ,  which compelled  obed ience,  and Dilbhar 
slunk off to  the house for her vessels ,  and the group was soon 
dispersed,  for Gul Begum had caught Shereen’s eye ,  and without 
uttering a word, had conveyed a rep roach which,  though it  stung the 
chiefs daughter,  incited her to do something more dignified  than 
gossip,  and repeat the idle ta les her cousin’s soul abhorred . 

 
And Gul Begum walked on, without once turning her head  to  note the 
effect she had p roduced. She was thinking  – dreaming shapeless 
dreams, not of the Kabul prince,  not of Bamian. She could hardly have 
put her own thoughts into words,  for they were all unformed. The y 
carried her far  beyond the Hazara Hills ,  be yond  Bamian, beyond  the 
Court o f the Iron Ameer ,  the man whose word was law, who swep t 
who le villages,  whole tr ibes,  off the face of the earth,  if the y dared bu t 
disobey his orders,  or  even seem to  question him.  
Of him she thought often.  She would like to see him just once,  the man 
with the bushy b lack beard and  the brow that was like the sky o n a 
thundery day, now bright as sunshine smiles,  now fierce and terrib le as 
he showered volleys o f curses on the terror stricken men who stood 
before him, dealing death with ever y f lash from those relent less eyes .  
He must be wonderful! What power! Yes,  she would like to see him, 
and see his wives; he had many she knew. How many? What were they 
like,  and had they power too? How much authorit y la y in the ir  hands? 
Was there a specia l favourite perhaps? One who dared face him on the 
stormiest days,  one who cou ld dispel the clouds and coax back the 
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sunshine – unwilling at f irst ,  perhaps,  but yie ld ing by slow degrees to 
her gent le laughter and soft ,  winning ways? Ah! What must she be 
like? Raven hair ,  of course,  and eyes – laughing, mischievous eyes,  and 
a skin – oh,  so fair,  with roses on her cheeks,  and hands,  lit t le soft 
hands that knew nothing o f work,  all dimples and chubbiness.  What 
nonsense ! What a wife for such a man! No! she must be tall.  I wonder 
if she is taller than I? And the Hazara beauty drew up her state ly head 
and squared her broad  shoulders .  She must be a big woman, the 
Ameer’s wife,  tall and graceful,  l ithe and active,  severe as he,  proud as 
he,  and as relent less,  cruel too perhaps,  for women are somet imes more 
cruel than men. 

 
Strange stories reached the Hazara hills of  the Kabul harems, those 
walled-in houses,  where hundreds of women lived together ,  and not 
alwa ys in peace.  Ah, that must be dreadful,  no roaming about,  free,  
over hills and dales,  no paddling in cool s treams on a sunny day, no 
sitt ing under the shade of bushes,  which to  Gul Begum’s mind – 
because she knew no  others – seemed like great forest trees.  Yes,  that 
wou ld be intolerab le there was no doub t about that . 

 
Those other women had a better time, those washed-out women, who 
lived down sou th,  in the hot,  burning pla ins.  Kafirs,  o f course,  and 
therefore outcasts,  outcasts in the next world ,  but not in this.  Certainly 
those women had their  paradise in this world .  What was to be their  
portion in the next? She had heard of them from her father : -  women 
who  remained seated while their  husbands stood, women who were 
waited on by men-servants as well as maids,  women who d rove and 
rode about with men. 

 
Then there was that strange sto ry about the great f ield ,  where men rode 
races on horses,  and races on camels,  and  races in vehic les,  some sort 
of cart on two wheels,  but light – ver y light –  and beautifu lly polished  
and bright.  How did  they get that polish? What could  make wood shine 
like that,  so that you  could  see your face reflected in it ? What skilled 
workmen they must be,  and all for  what? Why, that the winners of 
these races might go up to a tent – a great  white tent – from which fine 
cloths of red and white and blue were suspended and fluttered in the 
breeze,  and there with uncovered heads rece ive the ir  reward – from a 
chief,  a general,  think you? No, nothing of the kind; from a woman, a 
woman with ha ir  like go ld ,  polished, shining gold .  That must be a 
wondrous sight – golden ha ir ! But what made it  go ld? What a posit ion! 
What a glory! Those men who had won, bareheaded befo re her,  proud 
to  be worthy so to stand . And Gul Begum sighed. Kafir s,  o f course,  or 
such things would be impossible ,  fo r women are born to be in 
sub ject ion to men, to wait upon them and serve them. Must the y for 
ever be in subject ion? Why? Because it  was God’s law and  there was 
no disputing that . 

 
But she had  known one woman, years ago, when she was quite a litt le 
child,  a woman even Hazara men looked up to , and loved, and waited 
on.  It  was her grandmother ,  her father’s mother .  “I am something like 
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her,” she wou ld say to herse lf,  and smile over her bowl in which the 
milk was frothing almost to  the brim, “but she was fairer than I,  though 
not so tall,  and she was not a Hazara; who  was she,  I wonder,  and  
where did she come from? I am glad I am tall ;  my father says  I should 
have been a boy. Why was I no t a boy? Ah, if I were only a man I 
wou ld not stay here in these mountains,  at least not altogether .  I would  
travel.  I would go  and  see those white-faced women; not that I would 
pay them homage o r wait upon them, certainly not; that would  be 
unseemly in a Hazara,  but I would see them and the strange inst itut ions 
of their  tr ibe.  Those great long vehicles,  bigger than a row of twent y 
elephants,  that move so  fast that no horse is swift enough to  fo llow 
them. How on earth do  they move so fast? What runs fas ter  than a 
horse? ‘Vapour, smoke’ her father had said , bu t there must be a 
mistake there,  she could not have heard aright ,  that was,  of course,  
ridicu lous,  but he had said something abou t a long tube from which 
smoke ascended. That must be a curious tribe,  she would certainly like 
to  visit  them,” but instead,  as her milking vessel was full,  she rose,  
placed it  on her head, and walked slowly home. Mir iam and her curse 
were for the t ime being quite fo rgotten; she lived in a dream world of 
her own, and the tr if ling occurrences of her uneventful life had bu t 
litt le interest for her . 

 
 
 
 
 

  
 

CHAPTER III 
 

GATHERING CLOUDS 
 
 

THE broad plain below the village tower had  turned from a vivid  green 
to a du ll brown; not a camel was to be seen,  and only here and there a 

few stray donkeys and some goats ,  which strolled lazily about cropping 
off the last green shoots,  or  nibbling at the st icks,  which were all that 

was left of the bushes that in the spring had been covered over with 
greyish-white leaves and blossoms. The sheep and catt le had been 

driven to the higher regions,  from which the snow had now completely 
melted,  and where the grass was st ill p lentiful,  for  sp ring had  given 

place to summer,  and the su n had been doing it s ver y best for severa l 
weeks to reduce the lower p lains into an arid wilderness of stones and 

scrub. 
 
Only where the wheat stood ready for the s ickle was there any sign of 
cult ivat ion,  and much of that even had been removed , and the ground  
prepared for the crop of Ind ian co rn which a group of labourers was 
busy plant ing.  It  was a hot,  cheerless day,  mist y,  oppressive. 
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“Is your food not to your taste,  father?” Gul Begum asked as she went 
outside and joined him as he sat in the shadow cast by the tower across 
the court. 

 
“The food’s r ight enough,” he said,  “but this is not a time for much 
eat ing; fetch me some water ,  or  no,  is there any tea? Make me some 
tea,  Gul Begum!” 

 
“Something is wrong,” the gir l muttered ,  as she disappeared  inside the 
dwelling; “there is something more than thunder in air ;  it  isn’t that he 
is no t hungry,  he had forgotten to take his  food though he was sitt ing 
there in front o f it ,” and  as she came out with a tray in her hand she 
knew that she had guessed aright ,  for  he was eat ing; whatever was the 
matter it  was not suffic ient to  spo il his appetite . 

 
“Will you take your food fir st ,  or  sha ll I pour out your tea?” she asked. 

 
The Vizier  pushed the dish from which he had been eat ing from his 
with a sigh. 

 
“That’s enough,” he sa id ,  “give me the tea,  ah,  good gir l,  I see you  
have remembered, that’ s capita l! To be worth anything tea must be 
piping hot.” 

 
Gul Begum had removed the thick coloured quilt ,  which,  in obedience 
to  her father’s instruct ions,  she had made and  thrown over the tray and 
its contents. 

 
“Two cups,  I notice!” the father went on,  smiling; “ you are cu ltivat ing 
your father’s taste for tea ,  I see.  Pit y you were not a boy, Gul Begum; 
you ought to have been a boy, you have the size of a man, and  the 
strength and endurance of a man, and , yes ,  I think I ma y say the wits of 
a man.” 

 
“If I have the wits of a man, tell me what is the matter ,  and  why you 
fo rgot to eat your dinner ?” his daughter asked, sitt ing down beside him 
coaxingly; “what trouble is there in the air?” 

 
“Ah, there you show something more than the wits o f a man,” he said,  
laughing outright; “those are the wits of my dead mother appearing 
aga in in you; she was a strange woman, Gul Begum, and none o f us 
knew right ly where she came from, she did not know herse lf,  but she 
was a fine woman, the f inest woman I have ever seen in these parts; 
there was nothing of the Hazara in her .” 

 
“There is not much of the Hazara in you ,”  the gir l said boldly. 

 
“Now there you are wrong,” the Vizier  replied hurriedly.  “ I’m a hazara 
to  the backbone, but it’s m y mother’s b lood in me, perhaps,  that gives 
me a love of adventure and travel,  and makes me hate to see my 
countrymen mere beasts of burden, animals,  with no thought beyond 
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the c lo thes they wear ,  the rock or the mud that gives them she lter ,  and  
the next morsel the y can get to stu ff down their  throats .” 

 
“It is the ir Kismet,” Gul Begum said ,  “what can they do ?” 

 
“What,  indeed? Pa y taxes to the Ameer of Kabu l,  forsooth,  we who  are 
free,  as free as he.  Let him pay taxes to us; we do  far  more for him 
than ever he does for us.” 

 
“What is this about paying taxes,  father? Who can demand taxes from 
us who are free and owe tr ibu te to none?” 

 
“That you may well ask.  Who devastated  the hills ides for miles? Who 
destro yed  half the villages around Jella labad? Who made a tower of 
Shinwar is heads? Who does these deeds of blood?” 

 
“Ah, there you are unjust ,  father; the iron hand that swept these 
robbers off the face of the earth brought peace and safet y to thousands 
of honest traders and herdsmen; there is nothing to regret in the 
destruction o f the Shinwaris .  We must be just .  The wives and mothers 
and children of those robbers may have su ffered ,  but for all o thers in 
was a gain.  We must be just ,  I say.” 

 
“True enough,” her father reto rted pensively.  “The world lost nothing 
in the Shinwar is.  But the man who overthrew Jadu and  Dadu can 
overthrow others too ,  and he will,  too,  if they oppose him.” 

 
“Who is talking of opposing him?” the gir l questioned eagerly,  half 

guessing the truth. 
 
“I  am,” her father said .  “I refuse to  pay him the tr ibu te he has sent to 
demand .” 

 
“Why does he suddenly ask tr ibute o f us,  father; what have we done to 
gain his displeasure? How have we excited  his wrath?” 

 
“What have we done? Just what we’ve done for hundreds of years ,  no 
more,  no less; we have lived free among our own hills untrammelled ,  
now and  aga in carr ying off some Afghan gir ls and catt le in retu rn fo r 
some the y have carried off of ours.  Just vengeance.” 

 
“Just vengeance,  indeed; who would do  less?” 

 
“No man, that’s just the point ; but this Iron Ameer ,  he would fain be 
the on ly man in a ll the land, and bids all the other men be women. He 
had forbidden feuds,  and vengeance.  He is no Mohamedan, he had 
fo rgotten the ancient law, ‘an eye for an eye,  a tooth for a tooth,’  and 
he says there is to be peace.  The men that make raids upon their  
neighbours are to be exterminated ,  roo t and  branch, and because our 
neighbours here made a ra id down into an Afghan village las t week, 
and carried o ff three women, two  children,  seven cows and some sheep , 
he demands restitu tion,  and promises ( if we pay him taxes) to pro tect 
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us from his subjects in the futu re .  If we won’t pay he won’t insist on 
his subjects discont inu ing the ir raids,  and ye t he says he will burn our 
villages and destroy our crops if we make raids on them. What sort of 
just ice is that?” 

 
“Father ,  ‘ twould  be a good thing if these laws of reta liat ion were done 
away with.  If we kept ou r flocks,  and  herds,  and women, and  boys,  and 
they kept the irs.  I never could see the use of these perpetual thefts and 
pillagings; bo th sides must lose in the long run.  There’s no sense in 
them.” 

 
“That’s just what your grandmother would have sa id ,  and it  is a ll true 
enough. Let there be peace,  I sa y too.  Let us make a mutual compact.  
The chiefs of the Hazaras being free with the chiefs of the Afghans and 
their  Ameer,  they a lso being free.  Let us agree each of us to  fo rce our 
sub jects to keep the peace,  and if e ither s ide had cause for compla int ,  
let the injured side appeal to the chiefs of the country at fault for  
compensatio n and restitu tion of sto len property.” 

 
“Yes,  that is simple enough; here comes my uncle ,  arrange it  with 
him,” and Gul Begum moved off,  leaving the two men to  discuss the 
affair s of the nat ion. 

 
It  would have been diff icult to find  two men more unlike than were 
these two cousins.  Wali Mohamed, the chief,  was a t yp ical Hazara,  
short,  bullet-headed  and  pig-headed, but with a certain shrewdness,  and 
an e ye to his own interests,  which made him ver y diff icu lt to  deal with.  
Ghu lam Hossa in was made in an altogether d ifferent mould ,  Gu l Begum 
had not been far  wrong when she said he was no Hazara.  Tall,  erect,  
act ive,  intelligent,  there was nothing but his massive frame, powerful 
hands,  and certain,  but much modified flatness about the face ,  to 
remind  one o f a Hazara,  and yet he was a patrio t.  A man with deep-
rooted devotion to the people of his forefathers and the land that had 
given him birth. 

 
The discussion was a long one,  but seemed  to terminate sat isfactorily 
to  both parties.  Ghulam Hossa in ca lled to Gul Begum to  give them 
some more tea,  and  while she poured it  out,  he told  her that they had 
agreed to call a meeting of the chiefs of the who le of their  nat ion,  and 
suggest than an envoy, bearing presents of sheep and butter and cheese,  
and some of the ir f inest hand-woven clo th,  should be sent to Kabu l to  
the Ameer to express the willingness o f the chiefs of the Hazaras to  
order the ir  subjects to cease from the petty warfares and raids now 
carried on between them and the Afghan Maliks,  and to beg the Ameer 
to  order a similar  truce on the part of his subjects . 

 
“That will be all r ight ,” the Viz ier’s daughter sa id ,  “he is a just man, 
though severe,  he will listen to what is reasonable and right .” 

 
“He will not listen,” her father said shortly,  “there will he war ,  a cruel,  
devastat ing war .” 
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“Yes,  a cruel,  devastat ing war ,” the chief sa id ,  smiling,  “a cruel,  
devastat ing war ,  but we sha ll win.  Win as we’ve always wo n befo re.  
Let them try,  and  they will see us tr iumph over them, slaying 
thousands,  as our fo refathers slew.” 

 
“We sha ll not triumph, “the Vizier  sa id again,  sadly,  “we shall not 
slay,  whichever way we act ,  our freedom is over ,  but we can at  least 
die like men.” 

 
“Why do you  say that,  father? Our country has remained unconquered 
fo r hundreds of years,  why should it  be conquered now?” 

 
“Times are changed, customs, manners weapons,  warfare is changed 
everywhere but with us.  The Afghans have all ied themselves wit the 
Kafir s,  the white governors of Hindustan; these Kafirs have given them 
weapons,  given them cannon, given them mone y. One-third of our 
nat ion will be bought over,  one third will be killed ,  and the remainder 
will be fugit ives or slaves.  I see it  all! But I will face it  –  face it  to  the 
end. I will not pay tr ibute.” 

 
“No, nor I,” the chief joined  in,  “bu t we will not be overthrown; we 
will not be defeated .  The Afghans have allied themselves with the 
Kafir s; so be it .  Let the ir a lliance prove their  curse.  We will p roclaim a 
Jihad, a holy war,  aga inst these a llies o f Kafir s.  Half his own nation 
will turn against him. We will f ight for the one true God and  his 
prophet,  and  fo r Ali aga inst these Kafirs and allies of Kafir s,  and you 
will see who will flock to our standard .  Overthrown? Of course we 
sha ll not be overthrown, we sha ll tr iumph and take tr ibute from them.” 
The chief’s white teeth gleamed and his deep-set eyes twinkled with 
cunning and ant icipation of good things to come. 

 
His cousin’ s teeth were clenched, his jaws set ,  his mind was made up , 
but there was neither tr iumph nor hope in his face,  nothing but fixed 
purpose and fixed resolution.  Gul Begum, fac ing the two  men, read the 
thoughts of each, and  a sense o f unrest took possessio n o f her heart .  
Her uncle’s sense of security was no sat isfact ion to her ,  with her 
father’s set face before her ,  she knew which was the master mind . 
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CHAPTER IV 
 

THE RULERS OF THE COUNCIL 
 
 

ANOTHER group of eager debaters.  Men this t ime. Fit mates for the 
squat lit t le women to whom the reader has already been introduced. 
Short,  broad , sturdy little people,  in coarse,  dust-co loured woollen 
garments,  a str ip o f the same mater ial would round and round  their  legs 
from the ankle to  the knee,  serving as ga iters,  and the ir  bare feet 
encased in coarse heavy boo ts .  Such a cha ttering and gest iculat ing!  

 
Three men sat apart and talked more quietly; one se ldom spoke at all.  
He wore a discontented ,  tired sort of look and at last he rose.  “I will 
tell you what it  is ,” he said; “it’s pretty c lear that we all refuse to pay 
this tax.  All this talking and wrangling has brought us thus far; and it  
is equally c lear that our refusing to do so means war ,  but it  does not 
seem that any one is asking himself the quest ion,  ‘Are we prepared  for 
war?” 

 
“Of course we are prepared for war ,” the taller  of the men who 
remained s itt ing answered. 

 
“How?” asked the other sco rnfu lly. 

 
“As we have alwa ys been in past centu ries .” 

 
“But I tell you  things have changed . What  was is passed,  what we have 
to  look to is what is . ” 

 
“We have looked to it .  There is what there has a lwa ys been – knives,  
swords,  guns,  and men; what more do you want?” 

 
Ghu lam Hossa in (for it  was he who  had  risen and now stood talking) 
answered with two  words: 

 
“Discip line – mone y.” 
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“Discip line? What of that? Were our fo re-fathers drilled ? And  as to 
mone y – when men fight for their  countr y and the ir religion,  the y want 
no pay.” 

 
“Ah! There we are back again.  No, our fo re-fathers were not drilled ,  
but we have to look to the so rt o f men we are go ing to pit ou rselves 
aga inst.  The new Ameer is not like the former rulers of Kabul,  who met 
our flint- lock gu ns with f lint- lock guns,  our hill-knives with hill-
knives,  ou r home-made swords with home-made swords.  Those days are 
all changed. Do you  know what a Henr i-Martini r if le is?” 

 
“Ah, those are the guns; good  guns indeed, and good enough so ldier s,  
those Goras (the name given to  Brit ish infantr y soldiers) ,  on a plain,  
but no good for our crags.  I have seen them – can’t keep the ir heads 
under cover fo r a minu te,  and then are surprised when they get potted 
off.” 

 
“But what’s the good of talking of them; we’re not go ing to fight with 
them.” The shorter o f the three men remarked . 

 
“Perhaps not,  bu t the men we are go ing to f ight are Helas,  not Goras,  
not the sort that cannot keep their  heads under cover ,  and are no t used 
to  crags.  The y are mountaineers like ourselves,  and the y have Henri-
Martini r if les.  Do you think the Ameer o f Kabul has been id le these 
last ten years? He had made fr iends with the Feringhees,  in Hindustan 
and they have given him mone y, guns,  and men. When I was in Kabul,  
there were no less than seventeen of these  Kafirs at work there ,  and  
they have made a village,  no,  a town, I te ll you, where ever y kind  o f 
gun and implement of war is made. A trained Kafir  for  every 
department,  and a Royal Sirdar over a ll –  I have seen it,  so I know.” 

 
“You have seen it  with your own eyes,  or  is this mere hearsa y?” 
questioned the other speaker. 

 
“I have seen it ,” the Viz ier  sa id emphatically; and he walked  away 
slowly with his head bent down. 

 
“Is Ghulam Hossa in turning traitor?” the other asked of the third 
member of the lit t le group, whom we should  recognise as the chief – 
Shereen’s father . 

 
“He is not a traitor ,  bu t he is full of fo rebod ings; he believes that the 
days of the independence of the Hazaras a re counted .  What do  you 
say?” 

 
“I? – I say that our men have more determinat ion in the grist le of the ir 
ears than the Afghans have in their  whole body. I say,  let the Afghans 
attack our natural forts that the God o f our Prophet has given us ,  let 
them try their  Henr i-Martinis on our mountains.  What of guns? 
Feringhee-made guns,  forsoo th! When we have God’s own everlast ing 
mountains at ou r back! Guns,  indeed !” and  the o ld  man laughed . “I 
have a better  weapon than guns to wield  – you  remember that I told 
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you? – and I have been act ive since then.  I have st irred the people up –  
I have told them of this unho ly alliance with the infidels – the enemies 
of God . The Ghazis are up in arms – and low be it  spoken – many of 
the Afghans themselves are t ired of this ‘one man ru le’  and  tyranny, 
and have promised  to join,  for  I have proclaimed a J ihad aga inst this 
ally of the Feringhee.” 

 
“You have? Then all will be well.  Who can s tand  aga inst the Ghazi? 
Not even the Feringhee.  I can see them as the y lay dead in heaps; the y 
fought hard,  but what ava iled the ir r if les? Their bodies blocked the 
Jugdullick Valle y,  and the kites and  vultu res that collected there could 
be seen hover ing over it  for miles around for many a day; and the ir 
rif les,  these boasted r if les,  why, the y lay there beside them, too, 
useless.  I know a man who has one,  and you know him too – gave his 
daughter for it ,  so they say; not a nice thing to do ,  but he had  four , and 
litt le enough to get them husbands with.  I daresay he did r ight – or 
right enough. He’s married  off two since then,  and the r ifle is a good  
one.  I would give something fo r one m yself.” 

 
“Your daughter?” asked the Sayad sarcast ically.  “Shereen? No, not 
Shereen. I have only one,  and, thank God, I can afford to keep her ,  and 
give her a dowry, too,  when I have seen the man worthy of her .”  
“Silence!” shouted Ghulam Hossa in,  who had at that moment rejo ined  
the group, and stood among these dusky little f igures as a Saul in 
Israel.  “Silence,  and listen to this letter which I have drafted  to  send to 
Kabul by such messengers as you may appo int . 

 
 
 
 
 
“To your friend and neighbour,  the great, the illustrious Ameer of 
Afghanistan, 

 
“’We have received your letter and  understand  f rom its contents that 

the recent raids committed by our villagers upon yours are displeasing 
to you, and that you demand restitution.  Th is would be just had  not this 

raid been undertaken to avenge similar losses inflicted  on our people 
by yours.  We therefo re decline to make restitution .  We also understand 

frown your letter that you ha te these unfriendly expeditions between 
two neighbouring countries,  which ought to he friendly ,  and that you 

are will ing to protect our villages from your sub jects ,  provided we are 
willing to pay you a tax for the support and maintenance of the 

soldiers and o fficials whom you must employ to  do this .  In  answer to 
th is we beg to say that we too  hate these unseemly robberies and 

murders,  that we too wish for peace,  and tha t we hereby offer to keep 
our tribesmen  in subjection , or,  in we fail ,  send any pillagers to you 
for punishment should they infringe such new laws as we shall make 

regard ing raids,  if you, on your part ,  will  do the same by us.  There will  
be no need for taxes; we shall confer a mutua l benefit  the one upon the 
other.  We trust tha t th is proposition will  meet with your approval , and 
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appeal to that sense of injustice and right for which you have already 
so grea t a name among the fo llowers of the one true God and of his 
Prophet.  We are your sincere friends,  well-wishers,  and allies,  etc. ,  

etc.’ 
“Has any one any object ions to make to that ?”  

 
“Yes,  we are neither his fr iends nor his well-wishers,  nor his allies,  

cursed be his father,  and his father’s father,” sa id one litt le man, in no 
wise distinguished from the rest of the group , unless by an even greater  

ugliness,  and  more specially nodulated head . 
 

“Let him first make us rest itution for all that his peop le have taken 
from ours since he came to the thro ne,” cr ied another . 

 
“Let him rather pay us taxes,” suggested a third .  “Cursed be the father 

of his taxes,  who ta lks of taxing a free people?” 
 

The Sayad had been s itt ing st ill,  p laying with some litt le lumps o f d ry 
clay,  which he had  broken off and  was st ill arranging in a sort of 

pattern,  but he looked up and said authoritatively: “Let that letter  
stand. It is just and reasonab le,  and choose ou t three men who  sha ll 

take it to  Kabul,  carrying with them sheep , and  goats,  and clo th,  
presents to the Ameer .  I nominate Ghulam Hossain as one who  sha ll 

go; who do you  choose?” 
 

“You, Sayad, you,” called out several vo ices all at once . 
 

“No, I will no t go; there is nothing to  say to the Ameer that is no t in 
the letter .  –  Yet,  stay! Yes,  I will go,  I may find something to say,  yes,  

I will go,  it  will su it me well.” 
 

There was much d iscussion about the third member ,  but he was at last 
appointed,  and the litt le group broke up. It  was not often that a Hazara 
council ended in so sat isfactor y a manner .  The business they had come 

to discuss had  actually been got through – a course of action been 
decided upon, and each member was waddling abou t smiling and 

giggling,  congratu lating himself on the important part he had taken in 
the new plan of act ion.  Only the two men who  had guided them, or 

rather,  over-ruled them, did no t congratulate themselves,  but retired 
into the Viz ier’ s house,  and there remained deep in conversat ion,  far  

into  the night. 
 

“With money a ll could be managed ,” the Viz ier  sa id; “we could bribe 
the men of this own household .” 

 
“By fir ing them with religious zea l all shall be managed. I will prove 

that the ally of Chr ist ians is no Mohamedan, and that his own subjects,  
therefore,  owe him no  allegiance,  his own bodyguard  shall turn against 

him.” 
 

“He knows the Koran, he will defeat you . I have myself heard him 
just ify this a lliance from ‘The Book,’  which says,  ‘There are of those 
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who have received the Scr iptures,  upright people – they mediate on the 
s igns of God in the night-season, and  worship.  The y be lieve in God and 
the Last Day, and  command that which is ju st ,  and forbid that which is 

unjust,  and  zea lously s trive to exce l in good  works; these are the 
r ighteous.’” 

 
“The Prophet wrote that of the peop le of this day; that remnant is long 

since dead. He roo ted out these hateful Feringhee,  these Kafir s who 
have rejected  the one true God  and despised his Prophet .  What have we 
to do with such as these? If you think o therwise you are out of Islam.” 

 
The old man grew excited and his eyes seemed to flash f ire ,  but the 

Vizier was quite unmoved. 
 

“Your scheme is an excellent one,” he said qu iet ly.  “I am only 
consider ing whether there is any chance of its succeeding. The Ameer 

has strange answers to  such st yles of reasoning; he fears no man. I 
have sometimes doubted whether he fears the Higher Po wers st ill.” 

 
“I know him better ; he does fear – he fear man more than God, and he 

will soon have cause to fear him,” the Sa yad  said ,  r ising to prepare his 
bed for the night. 
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CHAPTER V 
 

PREPARATIONS FOR A JOURNEY 
 
 

“WHAT? Two clean shirts and two pairs of white trousers? Nonsense,  
Gul Begum, your father can’t have said  that ; he must have meant that 
he wished the shirt he went away in to be a clean one,  and another with 
him to change. No man could want two spare shirt s .  I would  venture to 
say that your unc le would not take one .  He’ll not be more than a month 
away.” 

 
“He said,  ‘Get two shirts ready fo r me to take with me, new ones if 
possible; I can r ide in an old one,  and I want two  pairs o f white 
trousers.  I shall r ide in barak,  but I want the o thers with me; it  will be 
hot.’” 

 
“And who’s to  make them, I shall l ike to  know; and where is so  much 
stuff to come from?” the elder woman went on fret fully. 

 
“There’s plent y in the sto re ,  enough for a dozen shirts,” her daughter 
sa id,  “I’ ll cut them out now, and Dilbhar can set to  work at once,  and 
Shereen will help ,  and you, too,  my flower,” she said ,  stooping down to 
fondle a child  of abou t nine years old ,  and who, from her resemblance 
to  the speaker,  would  have been recognised anywhere as her sister .  
“Then where is Fat ina? She can sew well;  and, mother,  you can he lp.  
Why, it  will be all done by to-morrow.” 

 
“I will no t have two  shirts cut ou t unt il I’ve seen your father myself ,  
it’ s quite unheard of; I’m su re you’ve made a mistake,  Gul Begum.” 

 
“I’ve made no mistake,  and I don’t see why it  should be unheard of – 
the old  one for the road and two to change about when he gets to 
Kabul.  It  seems to me just what he ought to  have.” 

 
“Oh yes,  it  would just su it you, only you  would trave l in a new o ne and 
have the store cupboard left fu ll too,  as well as the saddle-bags,  and I 
suppose the y would all be go ld embroidered .  We sha ll never get you 
married,  gir l.  Why, the man does not live that could keep such a wife.” 

 
“The men don’t seem to agree with yo u, mother ,” the gir l retorted , 
smiling,  a strange light in her eyes,  a smile of pride and conscious 
power on her lips –  a smile that seemed to say,  “There are so many, it  
is for  me to choose,  not they,  and yet I choose none,  I put them all 
as ide,  I will have none of them. The hero of my dreams has not 
appeared,  he has yet to come forward . Where is he?” and then the light 
and the smile s lowly faded and gave way to  a certain sadness that 
seemed to ask,  “Will he come? Will he ever come? This ideal,  this 
hero.  Perhaps not,  p robab ly never ,  and then what?” 
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“See that m y leggings have the ir ties well sewn on,” her father sa id as 
he came in.  “I saw a nice kind when I was in Kabul.  I wonder if you 
could  make me a pair  like them. Instead of being a str ip of barak to 
wind  round and round the leg like ours,  these were cut to the shape of 
the leg and  buttoned down the outer  side .” 

 
“What new-fangled not ion is this?” asked his wife. 

 
“A good notion,  I think,” he sa id quietly.  “Come, Gul Begum, see if 
you could manage a pair for me.” 

 
The gir l looked thoughtful.  “ I could  in leather ,” she said ,  “but not in 
barak,  at least I think not I think they would crease and rumple; it  
seems to me it  would have to  be something st iffer .” 

 
“Then make me one pair in leather and  one in barak,  that’s much the 
best.  Then we are sure to be r ight .” 

 
“And when is all this to be done,  and who’s to do it?” asked  his wife. 

 
“I leave the day after  to-morrow,” he said,  “at dawn, and as to who’s to 
do it ,  that’s no affa ir of mine.  I have a wife,  three daughters,  and a 
servant; that should be plenty,  and  Shereen will help too,  I know.” 

 
“I daresa y,  but what abou t these new shirts and trousers? Who’s to 
make them?” 

 
“There,  that again is no affa ir  o f mine.  I want them, you have to  
provide them; you shou ld keep these things read y, made in case o f 
emergenc y; then when they were wanted there would be no hurry and  
bustle.” 

 
“Yes,  I daresay,  for you to give to the fir s t vagrant who chooses to call 
himself a Mullah or a Sayad. I’m not qu ite as foolish as that .” 

 
“There – it  is for  you to choose.  I don’t lay down str ict rules,  I have no 
laws in m y own house; you do as you  choose,  of course,  but if your 
plan gives you  extra work,  don’t blame me. Gul Begum can make the 
leggings.  The new shirts and trousers ought to be ready in the store; if 
they are not,  arrange as best you  can,  but see that the y are read y at 
daybreak the day after to -morrow.” 

 
There was nothing harsh in the way he spoke , simply an absence o f a ll 
affect ion.  He gave his orders.  This woman was his life .  He provided 
her with a good house,  the most luxur ious and plent ifu lly supplied  in 
the country s ide.  She had borne him five children,  two sons and three 
daughters,  of whom Gul Begum, then fifteen,  was the e ldest ,  so he was 
fa ir ly satisf ied with her.  He d id his duty by her ,  in p roviding her with 
plent y of clothes and food , and  he expected  her to do  her du ty by him. 
Had she been s ick he would have secured the services of the best 
herbalist in the neighbourhood for her ,  and given her the best that his 
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country afforded. If he required  anything, he expected her to provide 
it.  It  was fa ir  enough; what e lse should a wife expect? 

 
As for his love for Gul Begum, that was a thing quite apart .  He could 
have found  many wives that would have su ited him just as well as 
Halima, women who would have made just as good mothers fo r his 
children,  and  have kept his house just as well better perhaps.  But with 
his daughter it  was a ltogether different .  There was only one Gul 
Begum. All Hazara could no t have produce another .  She was head and 
shoulders taller  than the tallest woman in the country; she was twice as 
strong and act ive; twice as quick at her work; and  as to  intelligence,  
they were all fools when the y tr ied to measure their  wits against hers . 

 
What was to be done with this gir l? His beloved, his treasure.  Of 
course he would have to  give her to a husband  some day; that was 
unavoidable.  It  was one o f the customs o f his nat ion,  a custom that 
could  not be broken under any circumstances .  Bu t must he part with 
her? He thought not sometimes,  for he could f ind some fair ly 
intelligent boy, the son of poor parents,  to whom he would  give her on 
cond it ion that he gave up his own home and came and  lived in hers .  In 
that way he could keep his daughter with him without going against the 
tradit ions of his tr ibe. 

 
But sometimes he formed more ambitious schemes,  and  this evening, 
on the eve of his departu re for Kabul,  it  was these plans that were 
taking up his attent ion.  The governor of Bamian had a son, a boy of 
sixteen; he was o f the Afghan blood royal.  Could he no t,  by allying her 
to  this family,  secure certa in advantages? – not only for his family bu t 
fo r his who le nat ion? He could give her a dowry – a ver y handsome 
dowry, quite sufficient to  tempt the governor,  but would he by this 
means secure what he wanted ? He must make sure of that ; it  wou ld 
never do for him to  give her up and then find that the sacr if ice had 
been all to  no purpose,  fo r he had yet another scheme. The son of the 
Ameer of Kabu l was just sixteen too , and he thought he would  be more 
likely to secure his object by making an alliance there; the difficult y in 
that case was that what he cou ld offer  as a dowry would  be no  great 
inducement to the so n of a man who  could command the best and  
handsome o f many nat ions,  who could p lan an alliance with Turke y or 
with Egypt. 

 
That certainly was rather ambit ious,  but was is too ambitious? It  might 
suit him well,  and  now was the time to  suggest it .  A d iplomat ic 
marriage had often been made when two  nations were one the eve of 
war; why shou ld not such a marriage stop war at the present cr isis ? 
And  then a wild  plan came into his mind ; the Ameer wanted to unite 
the land of the Hazaras with Afghanistan; here was his chance; no 
Hazara unless,  perhaps,  Sayad Mir Hassan, had Ghulam Hossa in’s 
diplomatic skill,  cou ld he not by this a lliance,  unite those two 
countries? Who so queenly as Gul Begum ? Why shou ld not she be 
Queen – Queen of the whole Hazara tribe? Who had  a better  right? Few 
knew, except Ghulam Hossain himself,  that he was the richest man in 
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all Gaur; that he was the most able,  none would have thought of 
disputing.  What easier ,  then,  that to  make himself chief? Bu t he need 
not even do that ,  for  he need no t revea l his designs t ill the last 
moment.  If,  as he suspected ,  the Ameer meant to amalgamate the two  
countries,  he would do  it  coute que cou te; what were the lives of a few 
hundred soldiers to him? He would not hesitate to declare war ,  and, if 
war were made, there was but one resu lt possib le : the Hazaras would 
he massacred and carried off into s laver y,  and their  country would he 
confiscated.  The only conceivable p lan for saving his people was this 
alliance,  with the c lear understanding, of course,  that Gu l Begum’s son 
should succeed as Sultan of the Hazaras; this must he made quite clear; 
that was,  in fact,  essentia l,  or  the Hazaras  would no  longer be an 
independent people,  and  what cou ld he easier  or  more su itable? 

 
The only difficu lt y lay in the fact that he was not the chief and had no 
business to  place his daughter on the throne.  No, he had  no right,  bu t 
what of right? Had the Ameer any right to intr igue to  take a free 
country? Certainly he had none,  but Ghulam Hossain had some r ight.  
He was himself a Hazara,  the grandson o f a Hazara chief,  and 
fu rthermore,  his marrying his daughter to  a Kabul p rince on condit ion 
that her son should succeed to the sultanate wou ld save many lives ,  
perhaps the freedom of the whole country.  It  was all quite just if iab le. 

 
But suppose Gul Begum had no children; a distinct diff icu lt y came in 
there.  What,  however,  was the use of meet ing troubles ha lf way, and  of 
taking such an unfortunate cont ingency into account ? Of course she 
wou ld have children.  Gul Begum, young, healthy,  act ive,  supple,  -  
why, of course she wou ld; that possibilit y need not be taken into 
considerat ion a t a ll.  And so ,  having sett led all this in his mind , he went 
off to arrange about his ponies for the journey. He would take a 
servant,  too,  and a pack pony. He would not go as a beggar bu t as a 
chief; a chief about to make a polit ica l alliance with another,  and, he 
was bound to own, more powerfu l chief.  And his wife ! She had 
begrudged  him a change of clothes,  had thought his old  ones good 
enough to go to Kabul in! a f ine idea that when he was going to make 
such an arrangement as would make her the grandmother of the future 
Sultan; and he smiled to himself as he passed from one pony to 
another ,  and  had  their  blankets removed , so that he might inspect the ir 
backs; and with such thoughts as these he started  at daybreak the 
fo llowing day but one. 

 
He was wearing the barak leggings Gul Begum had made him; the 
leather ones were among his clothes on the pack animal,  where,  also,  
there were the new garments he had required .  For two  nights no 
member of his family had  gone to bed . 

CHAPTER VI 
 

CUCKOOS AND HEDGE SPARROWS 
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GHULAM HOSSAIN had  left home with a light heart ,  full of ambit ious 
designs,  full of hope.  He returned dejected , hopeless. 

 
Gul Begum saw something of a ll this in the far  distance.  She guessed it  
by the wa y he sat his horse; she knew it when he greeted  her two miles 
from their  village,  where she had  gone to meet him. 

 
He seemed pleased to see her,  and she knew that her litt le attent ion in 
meet ing him had  not been thrown awa y upon him, though he sa id not a 
word upon the subject ,  and  took not the faintest pains to conceal his 
low spir it s from her .  There was,  however,  no  trace o f d isappointment 
in his manner when he rode up to The Tower ,  where he dismounted .  On 
the contrar y,  he greeted ever y one with effusion,  and was particu lar ly 
gracious when he unloaded  the pack pony. 

 
“Here is a Khilat (Coat of honour,  officia l p resent)  for you,” he said  to  
his cousin,  unfastening a parcel containing a coat of pu rp le clo th edged 
with go ld braid; “the Ameer gave it  to  me, but I to ld him to  wou ld hand 
it on to you as chief of this sub-divis ion o f our sultanate ; you have a 
better  r ight to it  than I.” 

 
“It’s a f ine garment,” Wali Mohamed sa id ,  grinning. “I wonder how I 
sha ll look in it .” 

 
“Put it  on him, Gul Begum,” his cousin replied ,  “and let u s see.” 

 
“Ah, none of your tr icks with me,” the litt le man sa id ,  almost blushing 
at the idea of putting on anything so smart ,  “such robes are not for 
me.” 

 
But Gul Begum thought it  a great jo ke,  and insisted,  and he,  not 
altogether displeased ,  allowed himself to be dressed up , though, truth 
to  tell,  he looked, when he had got it  on,  more grotesque than ever,  not 
unlike a monkey on a barrel-organ the most marvellous of human 
invent ions,  never even having heard o f such a thing,  so that s imile d id 
not str ike her,  bu t something else must  have,  for she burst into such 
screams of laughter that Shereen and her mother ,  and  all the rest of the 
Vizier’s family,  came rushing to  see what was the cause of such 
merriment. 

 
Now that it  was once on,  her uncle was in no  wise disposed  to lay his 
newly acquired  property down, but stru tted about in it ,  to  the immense 
admirat ion of all but Gul Begum and her father,  who had exchanged 
mischievous glances,  and still cont inued laughing. 

 
“You’ve got the credit of being a wise man,” Ghulam Hossain’s wife 
sa id,  addressing her husband, when they had gone indoors,  “bu t I think 
you must keep your wisdom for the chiefs  councils .” 

 
“How so?” he asked  good -humouredly.   
“What advantage do you expect to get from Wali Mohamed by giving 
him that coat? Many’s the thing I’ve seen go from this house to  that ,  
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but there’s never even an old  shoe that I’ve seen come from that house 
to  this.” 

 
“Oh, that’s it ,  is it?” he said .  “I might have guessed  as much. Would 
you rea lly have liked to see me made a laughing stock o f before the 
who le village?” 

 
“Who’s being made a laughing stock of?” his wife went on.  “It’s you 
that have made a laughing stock of yourself,  giving your good  clothes 
away and wearing your old  ones.” 

 
“I only gave away what I would  never have dreamt of wearing,  
myself,” her husband replied quiet ly.  “When would you wish me to 
appear in such a coat?” 

 
“Why, at Durbar of course.” 

 
“At Durbar? In a coat given me by the enemy of our country? That 
wou ld look strange,  would it  no t?” 

 
“I don’t see that it  would look strange at a ll;  if you could accept it ,  you 
could  surely wear it .” 

 
“To have re fused it  would have been to insult the giver ,  and so  bring 
the present unsat isfactory s tate of affairs to a more speedy head . I 
could  not have done that .  But to wear it ! That’ s ano ther thing; to  wear 
it would  imply grat ificat ion,  p leasure in the gift .  No, I could not have 
worn it ,  even had it  been a suitab le thing to wear in our mounta in 
home.” 

 
“Then you  might have given it  to  one of your own household ,  who 
could  have worn it  and  enjoyed it ,” she went on,  a litt le petu lant ly.  
“There’s Gul Begum there” (her father turned  and looked at the gir l 
half regretfu lly),  “or me” (her husband looked  at her and smiled ,  a 
litt le scornfully perhaps); “ it  would have done well for  me in the 
winter.  It  is a good thick,  warm coat.  Did  you not ice it,  Gul Begum? It 
is lined with Bokhara silk.” 

 
“Yes,  I noticed ,” the gir l sa id ,  “bu t it’s not a woman’s coat .  It  would  
have looked ridiculous on one of us .  Now, if it  were no t that he looks 
so foo lish in it ,  it  is just the thing fo r my uncle,  the chief.” 

 
Ghu lam Hossa in had left the room, and now returned with his hands 
fu ll o f parcels.   

 
“Leave Wali Mohamed  his coat ,” he sa id ,  “and you can make what you 
like of these ; here is stu ff for coats for you all and to spare ,” and while 
the women were gloating o ver the ir newly acquired treasures ,  the 
Vizier  went out and joined a group of men who had a lread y assembled 
in the courtyard  to  hear the result of the mission. 
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All that actua lly transpired was that the Ameer had  granted  the envo ys 
several public interviews, when they had  set at one end  of a long room, 
while he had sat on his couch at the end of the o ther ; that he had been 
gracious and courteous,  but had  also been firm. “The Hazaras,” he sa id,  
“were exce llent,  useful,  hard-working people,  peop le whose va lue he 
appreciated,  and whom he was most desirous of having as fr iends ,  but 
they were aliens,  and there in,  no doubt, lay the cause casus belli .  The y 
had been planted in Gaur,  part of the terr itory proper of Afghanistan,  
by aliens who  had  retreated into the regions from which they had 
sprung, leaving these cuckoos behind . There they have lived and 
multip lied,  in the land of the Afghans,  without even owning allegiance 
to  the prince whose territory they occup ied . Other a liens,  taking 
advantage of the disjo inted cond itio n in which the countr y had been for 
centuries,  had done the same thing.  The Hazaras were by no means the 
only offenders,  nor were the y ser ious offenders.  The Ameer had 
laughed and joked and told  them they had been wise and had done well,  
but the time had now come when a ll this was to be set r ight .  This state 
of affa irs had been p roved  disadvantageous to the cuckoos as well as to 
the hedge-sparrows, as the Afghan hed ge-sparrow, unlike the feathered 
one,  had resented the strangers and had shown fight .  So he,  the Ameer,  
the generous,  the wise,  having leisure now to devote to this important 
question,  had reviewed the whole matter  in his mind , and had decided  
that an alternat ion must be made, and that  for the future there was to be 
but one ruling sovere ign in the countr y of Afghanistan,  one capital and 
seat of government,  one military centre ,  and , in consequence,  of 
course,  one roya l treasury.  The cuckoos were,  however,  to be allowed 
to  retain the nests in which they had estab lished themselves so long 
ago (provided, of course,  the y proved themselves lo yal subjects to  the 
lawfu l owners and therefore worthy of the  considerat ion shown them), 
but they would now be required to pay rent ,  in the form of taxes,  for  
the land and houses which they occupied .  Nothing could be fairer .  
These taxes,  moreover,  would be used  for their  own benefit  fo r the 
making of roads through the ir  own country,  and  fo r the support of an 
army and police for the ir  own protection. 

 
It  had all sounded so p lausib le that the third  member of the Hazara 
mission to  Kabul could detect no flaw in the argument ,  and only shook 
his heavy head wise ly,  sa ying, “True,  true.” 

 
Ghu lam Hossa in said no thing, bu t wrote on a piece of paper request ing 
a private interview with His Majesty,  when ne ither Afghans nor the 
other two Hazara envo ys should be present .  He rece ived  fo r answer that 
his request should be considered . 

 
Sayad Mir Hassan sa id nothing, so  it was taken for granted that his 
feelings were fr iend ly,  and  that he was d isposed to follow the lead 
given by his companions,  and having been abou t an hour in the 
presence chamber the y were given leave to  depart .   

 
Never had any of those three mountaineers been surrounded with so  
much magnificence.  The Sa yad moved on in front ,  l it t le affected by it .  
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The third member of the mission was lost in wonder –  and perhaps 
admirat ion,  who knows? – as he s tood  in front of a handsome pier-glass 
and contemplated his own squat lit t le figu re .  That was all he saw of the 
magnificence o f an eastern court,  but it  was qu ite suffic ient ,  he was 
deeply impressed .   

 
Ghu lam Hossa in gazed everywhere,  saw everything, and d reamed an 
ambitious dream. As he stood thus for a moment lost in thought ,  a tall 
thin man, wear ing the usual Afghan court dress,  came up to  him, and, 
unno ticed b y any one,  whispered something in his ear .  Litt le harm, 
wou ld have been done,  however,  had they noticed it ,  or  had even 
caught what he sa id; it  was only this,  “Come to my house to -night,  
after  evening prayers; my servant will be at the door of your house,  and 
will co nduct you.” Ghulam Hossain’s heart beat quicker and he he ld his 
head higher .  Here was his chance,  this man, whoever he was,  must have 
rece ived instruct ions to  take him to the Ameer ,  and once there,  what 
might not be arranged? This was just what he wanted .  He went home 
with the others,  but was very silent during the few hours that 
intervened between his retu rn from Durbar and the hour for which the 
next appointment had  been made. He was thinking, turning over in his 
mind, ever y conceivable course that wou ld be open to him. As usual,  
however,  when the time came, the offers made him were just such as 
had never entered his head . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

CHAPTER VII 
 

A DIPLOMATIST AT WORK 
 
 

WHEN the hour of his appointment drew near ,  Ghu lam Hossain went to 
the outer door and  stood a moment in the street .  A curious narrow 

street with high,  irregular mud walls on e ither side,  broken only b y a 
very occasional window, which windows were in the upper storey,  and 

for the most part p ro jected out some six feet or  so across the public 
thoroughfare,  supported b y stout roughly hewn pillars ,  placed  at either 

o f the two project ing corners,  or by thinner logs placed at an angle of 
fo rty-five degrees between the wall,  and the outer edges o f the window. 
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A few child ren ran past at interva ls,  and innumerable ill- condit ioned 
dogs.  Once a woman’s hand holding a vessel which was promptly 
emptied into the street be low, appeared  over the wall almost opposite 
to  where he stood. His eyes followed the direct ion of the f luid as it  fe ll 
from the bowl.  A poo l of blood which had not been there before had 
been formed  on the ground. 

 
A shiver ran down the Hazara’s back as he stood in that strange c it y of 
which such strange tales were to ld ,  and contemplated  that pool.  He was 
not a really superstit ious man, though he came of superstit ious stock, 
and there was nothing mysterious to him in what had occurred . Some 
animal,  a sheep, or  a goat,  had been killed to supply the househo ld with 
food, and this was its blood, which had to be got r id of somehow, and 
the road was handy; there was no thing unusual in tha t . 

 
Two dogs that had been strolling about in search o f some such luxury 
as this met and snar led at each o ther across their  loathsome meal ,  t i l l a 
third  and  much larger one esp ied the dainty,  and  sent the two first 
comers f lying. 

 
A man in the ordinary f lowing raiment of a respectab le Kabuli 
tradesman or servant next appeared  upon the scene.  Under o rd inar y 
circumstances he would have attracted no attent ion even from a 
stranger ,  but when he came c lose to the p lace where Ghulam Hossa in 
stood, he stooped and lifted a piece o f d ry mud which he flu ng at the 
hungry dog, and though there was no one else in sight or  apparent ly 
within ear shot,  he whispered as he did so,  “Go along this street to the 
left ,  t i l l you come in a stra ight line ,  and I will meet you.” Then he 
passed on, pausing aga in some litt le way up the street ,  to  f ling another 
piece of mud at the dog, but taking care at  the same t ime to  use this 
opportunity for looking back and notic ing if his d irect ions had been 
obeyed b y the man whom he had  addressed . 

 
Ghu lam Hossa in had recognised him. He was the servant to whom the 
man who  had  whispered to him at the gate  of the palace had given his 
papers when he came out from Durbar early in the a fternoon; and 
wondering where in lay the necessit y of so much secrecy and myster y,  
he proceeded  to act one the instructions he had  received . He had not 
gone ver y far after  passing the baker’s shop , when the same man 
caught him up and whispered aga in as he passed,  “Fo llow me.” Soon 
afterwards the guide stopped suddenly beside an arch,  where he 
addressed a few words to some so ldiers who  were lounging about in 
various att itudes,  then went through it  and along a narrow lane ,  from 
the houses on either side of which wooden gutters kept pouring filth at 
intervals into the thoroughfare below. Once or twice Ghulam Hossain 
had suddenly to bend forward ,  or  jump to  the other side of the lane to 
avoid  its falling on his head . 

 
They soon stopped  aga in,  this time beside a huge roughly carved door,  
which they entered.  The y had come to  their  journey’s end . 
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“Go upstairs and you will f ind  Agha (master)  alone,” the guide said ,  
and then d isappeared ,  to retu rn shortly carrying a tray conta ining a ll 
the necessar ies for tea d rinking; over these was thrown a padded 
cover let ,  such as Gul Begum had been commended  for having made, 
but this one was of c loth of gold  – the gir l’s had been of camel hair .  
Tea was partaken of almost in s ilence,  and when this ceremony was 
over the servant aga in ret ired. 

 
“What is your rank, s ir,  and to whom have I the honour of speaking?” 
Ghu lam Hossa in inqu ired as soon as the door was closed . 

 
“My name is Ali Mohamed Khan, and I am the Ameer’s confiden-tia l 
adviser and secretar y,” the other replied .  “I am commissioned to ask 
you why you solicited a private interview with the Ameer .  Such p rivate 
audiences are seldom granted to strangers,  bu t if you and I come to 
such a sett lement as wou ld make such an interview desirab le ,  His 
Majest y will doubtless grant you one,  bu t he must know what your 
views and ob jects are ,  before such a thing can be even co ntemplated .  
The Afghan people are ver y suspicious,  and if the y thought that the 
Ameer was entering into private arrangements with the chiefs of alien 
tr ibes,  they would suspect treachery,  and he would have trouble with 
them.” 

 
Ghu lam Hossa in understood and was sat isf ied ,  but found it  far from 
easy,  under these rather unexpected circumstances ,  to open ou t his 
plans,  and explain his views. He did so,  however,  eventually,  but 
afterwards he did not feel sat isf ied with himself and what he had sa id .  
He fe lt  he had pu t his case badly,  had no t shown himself off to  
advantage before this tall,  silent man. He could not have put his f inger 
upon the weak spot in his argument ,  but he fe lt  that there was a weak 
spo t somewhere.  Or was the who le thing weak? It had been very 
diff icult to put it  all sat isfactorily,  for  he had  met with but slight 
response and very litt le encouragement from the secretary; who kep t on 
writ ing at intervals – making notes,  the Hazara envo y thought ,  for  he 
se ldom put down more than two  or three words at a time. 

 
“Is that all?” he sa id ,  when Ghulam Hossain had  finished . 

 
“Yes,  that is all I have to say,” the envo y replied ,  “unless you can 
suggest some o ther way out of the diff icu lty; my people are open to  
reason. What do you think the Ameer will  say to my proposals?” 

 
The secretar y smiled .  “It is no t fo r me to say,” he sa id.  “You have had  
no dealing with the Ameer o r you would understand  that it  is 
impossib le to guess even, how things ma y str ike him.” 

 
“But you  must be able to  fo rm some opinion – you  who  are with him 
constant ly,  and  carry on his correspondence.  You must know so  much 
of his dealings with foreign powers.” The envo y went on eager ly. 
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“With foreign powers,  yes,” the secretary replied ,  plac ing part icular  
emphasis on the word “powers.” 

 
“What you mean is that I am not the representat ive of a fore ign power ,  
but only of a nat ion,  which has established  and  maintained its 
independence when it ought never to  have  been free,  but should have 
owned allegiance to the rulers of Kabul these hundreds of years back?” 
the Hazara envoy sa id ,  reddening. 

 
“I did no t say so .” 

 
“No, but you implied it .” 

 
“What do you think the Ameer implied in his interview with you to -
day?” 

 
Ghu lam Hossa in’s heart stood still ,  he saw it all plainly enough now. It  
had not struck him in that way before,  and he suddenly felt  his cause 
was hopeless. 

 
The secretar y,  who, though wr iting,  never  took his e yes for long off his 
visitor ,  saw and  noted  all that was go ing on in his mind; he had 
something to suggest ,  and was only wait ing his opportunity. 

 
“You asked me if I saw any wa y out o f this diff icult y a few minutes 
ago. There is,  of course,  a very easy way.” 

 
Ghu lam Hossa in looked up, a ray of hope lightning his face.  Bu t the 
light soon faded. “Persuade your people that it  is to their  advantage to 
pay these taxes; you have no roads throughout your whole country,  you 
have mere sheep tracks a long which your altogether insignificant trade 
is carried on.  You have no army, no guns,  no  mone y, to p ro tect 
yourselves from foreign invaders .  The Ameer wishes to see you  strong, 
he wishes you to have an army, he will give you guns and possibly 
mone y, to make whatever is necessar y for your protection.” 

 
“Perhaps we have no  roads,” the envoy said , “but if we requ ired them 
we could  make them, we have men enough and to spare .  And what do 
you mean by our having no army? Why, in my country ever y man is a 
sold ier .  Of course,  what you  say about the arms is true,  I fee l that,  and 
also that we have but litt le money wherewith to procure them, but why 
should any great power such as your master covet our barren hills?” 

 
The secretar y smiled .  “The Ameer does not covet them,” he said ,  “he 
does no t wish to interfere with you in any way, but he wishes to have 
his sold iers in your country to protect you  from the two great Kafir 
nat ions that are advancing step by step,  and closing in inch by inch 
around  his country; he cannot afford to leave you unprotected,  because 
once let e ither of those two nat ions in among your hills,  and he will 
never be able to d islodge them –  on the contrary,  they would be able to  
dislodge him, so they must never get there.  There are two empty 
natural forts that pract ica lly command the  whole of Afghanistan – I sa y 
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empty,  because when men know nothing of warfare,  and  have no army 
or ammunit ion,  they are but lit t le better  than women, when it  comes to 
war.  Of these two your country is one,  but there is ano ther,  with which,  
however,  we have nothing to do  just now. I f these were likely to 
remain empty,  well and good , you might each keep your hills,  we do  
not want them. But this is not likely.  These two  Kafir  powers I 
ment ioned , note every weak spot,  ever y p oint of vantage,  in these 
parts; they have,  withou t doub t,  noted  you for conquest,  not because 
they want your hills,  rocks,  stones,  and pasture land, but because yours 
is a country which commands other more fertile countries,  and because 
a few regiments quartered there cou ld do much to stop an army 
marching from the north o r south,  as the case might be.  The Ameer has 
trade treaties wit these Kafir  na t ions; it would  be diff icu lt for  them to 
make war with him, for reasons which I am no t at liberty to d isc lose,  
and with which,  of course,  you have nothing to  do; but you have no 
such treaty with e ither; as long as you call yourse lves free,  there is 
nothing to prevent them walking into your country,  and incorporating it  
with the ir own. If,  however,  you were once incorporated with 
Afghanistan,  the treat ies that protect this country would also  protect 
you, because you would be included in them.” 
 
“Then what need of the taxes for the country and the roads,” inquired 
Ghu lam Hossa in,  “if the fact that our countr y being allied with your 
means protection from ou tside enemies?” 
 
“It means that for you to be recognised as  Afghan sub jects you  must 
conform to Afghan laws, and be p laced on the same footing as the other 
Afghan tr ibesmen, none of whom are exempt from taxat ion.  Listen,” he 
sa id more softly,  “ I am disposed  to be your fr iend; truth to tell,  my 
sympathies are to a certain extent with you. There is no use your 
attempting to resis t.  If you agree to the Ameer’s terms now he will 
make easy ones.  If you resist,  it  will be a case of fire and sword, 
exterminat ion and  slaver y.  You do  no t know the man you have to deal 
with.  Go home now and come to me in two days,  and let me know what 
course you have decided on. Believe me, there are but two alternat ives.  
Peace with taxat ion,  or  war which will make the few survivors 
fugit ives or slaves.  You will f ind  me here at this t ime the day after  to -
morrow, unless you hear from my servant to  the contrar y.  Good -b ye; I 
have other work to which I must now devote myself.” He placed his 
right hand on his heart and bowed, and his vis itor  had  no choice but to  
retire.  
 
Two other such visit s did Ghulam Hossain pay, but each proved equally 
unproductive.  The Ameer,  it  is true,  had sent him private fr iendly 
messages,  messages which the Hazara felt  were meant to  convey 
carefu lly veiled offers o f b ribes. Once the  secretary had  sa id,  “Any of 
the people who  are willing to submit will f ind a hospitab le asylum in 
Kabul in the event of a war,  and when that war is over,  the ir land, or  
whatever property they may have been obliged to leave behind, will be 
restored to them. But if the Ameer can find a Hazara with suffic ient 
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understanding and sufficient shrewdness to foretell the results of such 
a war as will assuredly be directed aga inst  this unfortunate nat ion 
should it  prove refractory,  and shou ld that Hazara,  from a f ine spir it  of 
patr iotism, save the lives of the poor misled peasants and  mountaineers 
by he lping him to put his f inger on the Mullahs and other leaders o f the 
rebels,  the men who  are inc it ing the people to do they know no t what,  
that man will be exalted to a rank and receive such rewards as his 
wildest aspirat ions had never led him to  hope for. He might be made 
governor,  which will be practica lly chief o f his own country.”  
 
Here was the very position he had coveted,  that he had  d reamt of,  but 
the terms were not su ch as a man of his calib re cou ld  have accepted .  
 
“You mean, should a Hazara be found mean enough and vile enough to 
save his own skin and property b y betraying his countrymen, then his 
very lowness and poverty of pride and spirit  wou ld be his fortune – 
that is what you mean,” Ghu lam Hossa in said bitter ly.  “There are such 
men in the country of the Hazaras.  Br ibes will do much, I doubt no t 
that you will f ind traitors without diff iculty.”  
 
“That is an unpleasant way of putting the case,” the secretary sa id,  
quite unmoved. “There are two sides to every question.  One is at 
libert y to choose which side one prefers to look at.  I choose the o ther.  I 
should call the man who saved his countr y from a war that will be it s 
undoing a patriot,  not a traitor .” 
 
“Then we never can agree,” the Hazara said hotly.  
 
“Don’t sa y that,” the Afghan rejoined, “time often leads us to see 
things in a totally d ifferent light,  t ime and change o f c ircumstances.  
When you go  home and note how very ignorant the people are,  how 
over-ridden by p riests as ignorant but more cunning than they; when 
you have realised that it  is a mere question o f submitt ing to a really 
tr ivia l taxat ion imposed by a Mohamedan prince,  or  being ruled by 
Kafir s who  will send your children to mission schools,  insult your  
women, and teach your young men to drink sp ir its,  then I think you 
may change your mind and consider than the man who helps to save his 
country from such calamit ies is a patriot as I sa id,  and not a traitor .  It  
seems to me that the man who plays  into the hands of Kafir s is a traitor  
to  his God.” 
 
Bu t Ghu lam Hossa in remained silent.  He made no ment ion of these 
visit s to the o ther envo ys.  He felt  it  to  be unnecessar y,  especia lly as 
the Sa yad  made no  ment ion of the way in which he had spent his t ime, 
but there was litt le doubt in his companion’s mind as to what he had  
been doing; he had been incit ing all the Hazaras and as many of the 
Afghans as he found discontented (and  there were many such) to rebel 
aga inst the ir  ru ler .  
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After a month’s vis it ,  during which time everything was done to 
impress upon them the luxury,  comfort,  and p rosperity enjo yed  b y the ir 
hosts and the good-will of the Ameer towards them, the Hazara envo ys 
were given leave to depart,  which they did, laden with gif ts o f var ious 
kinds: ponies,  stuffs,  shawls,  and a coat of honour.  
 
Now that they fully understood the Ameer ’s intent ions,  and  his fr iend ly 
feelings towards them and their  nat ion,  they were to consult with their  
chie fs,  and bring him word  aga in what course had  been de-cided  on. He 
gave them six months,  the winter  in fact,  when there was litt le e lse to 
do,  to discuss these mat ters,  and at the end of that t ime, if he did not 
hear from them, they would  hear from h im – that was all.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER VIII  
 

THE CLOUDS DARKEN 
 
 

SUMMER had given place to  autumn, autumn to winter ,  and  the winter  
snow had a lready melted in the valleys.  Flocks and herds innumerable 
aga in covered  the lower s lopes of the hills,  for  the grass was green as 
green could  be,  the air  was clear,  they sky b lue,  as the year before,  and  
the year befo re that,  and nothing seemed changed or like ly to be 
changed.  
 
Time did  but lit t le work in those unfrequented  valle ys.  Only some 
useless o ld  body had  here and there been laid to rest,  and in some of 
the houses a new inmate had made his or  her appearance,  lit t le 
welcomed or no ticed  by the other inmates of the household.  These were 
the natural events of ever yda y life,  and excited no more comment than 
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did the fa ll of snow, and less than the strength o f the spring or au tumn 
gales.  
 
Nor were the y ha lf so important,  o r o f such general interest even to the 
persons most near ly concerned. Children born in the year of unusually 
heavy snows o r some specially devastat ing gale bore a date,  the o thers 
had none except as they might be younger  or older than the dated 
children,  and  that was indefinite enough. If so unusual an inquiry was 
made as to the age of any individual tha t answer cou ld  be arrived at 
after  a good many ar ithmet ical calcu lat ions,  “Well,  he was born a year 
or two before the great storm.” 
 
“And when was the great storm?” would be the most natural rejoinder.  
 
“The great storm? That was six winters befo re it  snowed blood.”  
 
“Good gracious,  when was that?”  
 
“That was the winter  before the Ameer Sahib came from Russia.”  
 
So there you had your date as near ly as you  were likely to  get one,  and 
it was seldom you got as near as that.  But this is d igression.  
 
Two men in all the country round felt  tha t  to these unchanged scenes a 
change was coming. Bo th knew that war was imminent.  The one was 
fu ll o f hope,  he felt  the change was to  be for the better,  more power,  
more r iches,  and  consequent ly greater  luxury; the other fo resaw 
nothing but disaster ,  defeat,  and ruin; the one busied himself in every 
township  fo r miles around , and  where he cou ld not find time to go 
himself,  there he sent emissaries st irr ing up the people,  f illing them 
with more religious zea l than any casual observer would have believed 
those wiry litt le creatu res capable o f; exciting their  bitterest hatred 
aga inst the man who had declared himself  the ir lawful ruler,  and who, 
moreover,  belonged to a different section of the Mohamedan religio n.  
The other sat in his house and brooded. He, at least,  seemed to have 
changed alread y, changed from being even tempered, full of anecdote  
and gaiety,  fond of sport and all exercise,  to a man morose,  silent,  
preoccupied, who seldom left his home.  
“What are you doing here,  blocking up the place when I am busy?” his 
wife said to him one morning.  
 
“What am I doing here?” he had rep lied angr ily;  “that’s a strange 
question to  ask a man in his own house.” 
 
“Father,  I wish you  would do something fo r me,” Gul Begum said ,  
coming to the rescue,  as she now seemed so often obliged to do.  
 
“What! Do you want to get rid  of me too?” he said  sadly.  
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“No, father,  certainly not,” she replied ,  trying to be gay, and  seat ing 
herself half behind him, so that she could  get her arms around him, and 
at the same time lay her head on his shoulder,  “but the sheep  must be 
looked after .  My grandfather has,  I hear,  a f ine f lock of Kohistani 
sheep; we want some new b lood in ours.  I wish you would go down and 
see what exchanges you could make; I could  let them have some fine 
cows; or if they won’t exchange, we might buy a ram or two,” and she 
whispered something in his ear.  
 
He smiled and pulled her cheek caressingly.  “I was keeping it  a ll fo r 
your wedding,” he said pla yfu lly.  
 
“My wedding? Ah, I see it  is you who want to get r id  of me, so that is 
all you  care abou t me, is it?” she sa id pouting.  “Well,  just to  punish 
you, I’ ll make you spend  it  on sheep.” 
 
“I don’t mean to do that,” he sa id,  becoming suddenly stern; “there will 
be enough to do with what litt le mone y we can collect,  soon.” 
 
“Yes,  much to do,” she said,  laughing still ,  and trying to  ignore his 
sudden change of manner,  “for I want a camel as well as the sheep; we 
really need  it,  father,  you  have no t half looked after the animals 
lately.” 
 
“Listen,  Gul Begum,” he sa id.  “I will exchange whatever you like,  and 
if you have sheep to sell I will sell them for you , but I won’t spend 
mone y, on that I’m quite determined.” 
 
Her mother had by this time gone ou tside;  she was busy washing the 
cooking utensils; but Gul Begum looked sharp ly round  the room, as 
though making sure there were no  listeners near.  
 
“Father,  what is it?” she asked eager ly.  “I  know there is something 
wrong; you have been full of anxiet ies and troubles for months,  ever 
since you came back from Kabu l.  You  went away so merrily.  What has 
made you so  despondent s ince your return?”  
 
He hung his head ; his p lans,  his hopes,  his ambit ions,  his dreams, 
passed in review before his menta l vision.  Where were they now? He 
threw back his arm and drew the gir l closer to him, then kissed her on 
the forehead , but said nothing, and so they sat,  in the happ y s ilence 
that can only exist where there is true sympathy, he reve lling in the 
tender love which she poured ou t upon him from the fulness of her 
warm young heart,  and  she full of trust and confidence in his strength 
and wisdom, contented  not to know if he did no t wish her to ,  though 
she guessed  pretty near ly the cause of his trouble.  It  was his wife’s 
entrance that broken the spell;  she said no thing, she d id not even look; 
her very presence it  was that chased awa y the repose.  
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“I’ll go to-day, Gul Begum,” he sa id,  “and see abou t those sheep. It  
suits me pretty well;  I have other business down there that I can see 
abou t at the same t ime.”  
 
His daughter looked at him lo vingly,  they were a ll the world to each 
other.  She had felt  instinct ive ly that change and active employment 
was the best thing for him, and though, manlike,  he had no te quite seen 
through her litt le art if ice,  he felt  her sympathy, and was warmed and 
comforted by it .  
 
He was go ne s ix weeks,  s ix long weeks it  seemed to his daughter,  and  
when he returned  he had thrown o ff much o f his s ilence and dejection; 
he seemed, in fact,  full of act ivit y.  He brought home his mother- in- law, 
and she had  some terrible tales to tell.  Her home was in a village,  close 
to  the borders of the Ameer’s countr y,  and one morning the chief o f the 
village had  rece ived a message from a man calling himself Colonel 
Ferad Shah, saying that he would  present ly arrive there with a body of 
50 Swars (cava lry),  and that houses and provis ions were to be procured 
fo r them without delay.  
 
The chief of the village,  fu lly realis ing the necessit y o f gaining t ime, 
first despatched  private hurried messenger in a ll direct ions,  summoning 
aid from the su rrounding villages,  and next sent a courteous reply b y 
the colone l’s servant,  to  the e ffect that this was a diff icu lt season to 
provide fo r so many at so  short a notice,  bu t he had sent his servants to 
see what could be collected,  and he had no doubt that if the villagers 
were fa ir ly well remunerated for the inconvenience to which the y 
would be put, such food and accommod ation as the village provided 
would be p laced at the co lone l’s disposal.  
 
In reply to this inoffensive message,  the village chief received the 
fo llowing, brought by three so ldier s: “Give these three men every 
facilit y for f inding out for themselves what provis ions and 
accommodation your village contains,  and  be prompt in ass ist ing them. 
Should  they be delayed or put to any inconvenience,  I will send such 
messengers in the afternoon as are su re to be listened to.”  
 
The soldiers were rude,  and  dictato ria lly demanded tea and sugar at 
once,  and a good solid meal later  on.  Fresh meat they must have,  and 
rice and bread, and what e lse did the village conta in? In the meantime 
they would  inspect the houses.  
 
The houses were not ye t clean,  the y were told.  
 
“All r ight,  then we will see them dirt y,” was the insolent rep ly.  
 
“Pray be seated,” the Mir said courteously,  “the tea will be here 
direct ly.  It  must no t arrive during your absence,  for if it  stands too  
long it  will be co ld.” 
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“Then we can have fresh tea made,” one of the so ldiers sa id surlily.  
 
“Of course you  cou ld,” the ir unwilling host replied ,  “bu t that would 
delay you  aga in,  and we have orders from your most honoured colonel 
that you are not to be dela yed .” 
 
“You have too much to say,  my fr iend ,” another of the so ldiers 
answered. “You are here to obey, we to  command; now show us your 
house,  and then we will go on and look at the others.  Have the water 
fo r the tea kep t boiling,  and when we come back, we’ll soon have what 
we require.” 
 
The wretched man walked dejectedly back to  his house.  He felt  that in 
the meant ime there was no use resist ing,  and he could  only long and 
pray for the arrival of his fr iends from the neighbouring villages.  
 
“Why, you’ve hardly rooms in the whole place sufficient to  house us 
decent ly.  You’ll have to  clear a ll these houses here.  Those pig-st ys  you 
can keep, the y well do well enough fo r Hazaras,  but they won’t suit 
us.” 
 
“You can have my house,  certa inly,” the Mir said po lite ly.  “I’ ll see 
abou t getting my women and children decent ly provided for directly.  
Bu t a ll these houses you cannot possib ly have; there would not be a 
respectable woman or child under shelter  to -night,  and  the spring winds 
are no t over yet.  Those huts you have rejected are the herds’ dwellings; 
we could  not sleep  in those even were there accommodation for so  
many people in them.” 
 
“’Can’s possibly,’ that sounds pretty calm,” one of the Afghans 
returned ; “it’s wonderfu l what’s possible at times.  Do  you see this?” 
drawing his sword,  “it’s wonderful how qu ickly this lit t le instrument 
clears houses.”  
 
“Don’t be in too great a hu rry,” one of the o thers whispered; 
“remember we are three to God knows how many;” then aloud, “Come, 
we’ll have our tea now, and b y the time we have finished, we shall 
expect to find  those houses c leaned and ready for us.” 
 
Bu t when they had had  their  tea,  all of the houses were of course not 
cleaned ; the Mir’ s was,  however,  deserted.  “I have sent m y wife and 
children to my sister -in-law,” he said  with well-assumed  civilit y; “my 
dwelling is at your d isposa l.” 
 
“And where is your sister -in-law’s house,  p ray?” one of the Afghans 
asked with a lmost unbearab le impudence.  
 
“It’s there,  through that gateway and down that lane.”  
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“Why, cursed be your fathers,  that is one of the houses we told  you to -
make ready for us.  What do you mean by tu rning them into one of the 
houses we have selected?” 
 
“They must have she lter  somewhere,” the Mir replied passive ly.  
 
“I see no  necessit y for any such thing,” the other answered, and as he 
spoke he struck his host on the head a nd then kicked  him. “Put your 
Hazaras where you like,  that’ s nothing to us,  but clear out the houses 
we have pointed ou t every one of them, and be sharp about it  too.”  
 
The Hazara seemed  in no wise to resent the abuse he had received, 
great man in his own village though he was,  the fact being that he was 
biding his t ime. He was wait ing the arr iva l of his neighbours.  
 
“Where are a ll your men?” one of the sold ier s said,  noticing the 
scarcit y in the streets; “where are they all  gone to?” 
 
“They are on the hills tending the ir  flocks at this time. I might send 
some of the boys to fetch them, then they cou ld help  to clear those 
houses for you.” There was a sense of tr iumph in his heart.  Yes,  he 
wou ld send the boys to hurry up the men, the men who  were to he lp 
him to expel these unwelcome guests.  Lit t le did the Afghan sold ier s 
know what he was thinking. In the meant ime he ordered another and 
then another house to  be cleared,  and seemed himself most active in 
ordering the people out.  
 
Not active enough, however,  for  the Afghan soldiers,  who kept pouring 
volleys of abuse on him, his immediate relatio ns,  and his ancestors,  
extending those same attent ions also to the relat ives and ancestors of 
his wife and others.  St ill the Mir kept s ilent,  t i l l at last,  exasperated by 
his coolness and deliberation,  one o f the soldiers struck him in the 
open street and  knocked him over.  This was more than his woman, at 
any rate,  could stand, and one o f them, from a window overlooking the 
street,  threw out a hatchet.  The blow was well-aimed, the instrument 
heavy. It  cle ft the wretched Afghan through the shoulders close to the 
neck. This was the signal for a genera l onslaught,  which ended  in the 
wounding of both the remaining soldiers,  bu t more than one Hazara lay 
on the ground  never to r ise  aga in.  A few of the men from the other 
villages arr ived.  
 
Sore pressed,  the two  remaining Afghan sold iers made for the open, 
and as soon as they had  found the ir  horses,  mounted and were off at 
fu ll gallop in the direct ion from which they had  come. Their companion 
remained where he had fa llen,  his life blood  pouring from him.  
 
“What brought you here?” a Hazara woman asked.  
 
“The orders of my colonel,” the wounded man replied.  “For the love of 
God and  our Prophet give me some water.”  
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“Give you water?” sa id a heavy litt le man, no  crueller nor fiercer than 
the rest,  but with a sto lid immovab le Hazara face,  “give you water! 
Look round and see the water you gave to us,  look at our dead!”  
 
“Yes,  give him water,” a woman ca lled out,  “give him the water he 
deserves,  “and  she stu ffed his mouth with the blood -stained mud in 
which he was lying.  The poor fellow cou ld not resent it,  less still 
resis t.  He sank back; but the fury of the people had been roused, and 
they poured it  forth on their  suffer ing dying enemy.  
 
“May you be tortured  in hell,  as you have to rtured me to-day,” the 
wretched  man called out; “tortured with f ire.” 
 
“Ah fire !” shouted  ano ther,  “a good idea of that; come, let us burn 
him;” and so the y did – burnt him as he lay there complete ly at the ir  
mercy. But they did not tr iumph long.  
 
Suddenly shr iek a fter  shriek,  the shr ieks of children,  rent the a ir –  then 
the cries of women.  
 
“The dogs! The dog-wolves are on us! Fly to the houses,  children,  f ly.” 
 
Bu t the children were paralysed  with fear,  and  knew no t where they 
ran.  The dogs were indeed  on them – the huge Afghan dogs bred  in 
Kabul – half-wolf,  half-boardhoud – creatures than which nothing 
could  be more bloodthirsty or more cruel,  as the y sprang first on this 
child and then on that,  tear ing them, wound ing, and killing,  but 
stopping nowhere to do more.  It  was the work to which they were 
trained b y the ir master ,  and  they obeyed him well.  The streets ran 
blood. Then there came ano ther sound  – the sound of horses’  hoofs,  the 
voices o f men, the clatter  of arms, and Colonel Ferad  Shah and his men 
entered the village.  
 
One glance, and all was c lear to him. He saw the charred remains of 
the wounded man, the corpses,  the wounded, suffering,  dying children,  
but these did not appease him. His blood  was hot,  and  he w as known all 
over the country among his fr iends,  as well as among his foes,  to be the 
most relentless,  cruel monster,  that ever assumed human shape.* 
 
“Yes,  cry,  cr y! – You sha ll have something to cry fo r.  Pull down that 
straw,” he shouted.  “Aye, b ring the  hay, that will burn as well.  Set it  
alight,  here,  quick,  bring straw and lights.  We’ll roast these swine 
alive. We’ ll give them a warm shelter .  We’ll teach them how to  treat us 
in the future,  these low Shiahs.”  
 
Bu t on what followed let us rather draw a veil.  Enough than the village 
streets ran blood, that the light of the burning stacks and houses 
attracted the attent ion of the country s ide fo r miles around, that the 
shr ieks o f the victims start led the returning shepherds,  and  made them 
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pause to consider what was going on. That  the y were then met by some 
half-demented fugit ives,  f lying anywhere – the y cared not in which 
direct ion – from the ir blackened hearths,  where all the y had he ld most 
dear la y soaked in b lood, or  roasted on funeral piles,  the size of which 
would have done honour to a dead sovereign.  
 
 
 
 
* I once asked an Afghan,  in no way connected with this  story,  what sort  of 
a man Colonel F erad Shah had been.  For answer he threw up his hands above 
his  head and exclaimed: “Oh,  that  creature was not a  human being at  al l  – he 
was a bear.  No – worse –  for when a bear kil l s ,  he does i t  to defend himsel f,  
or to provide himsel f with food; but that  man kil l ed that  he might have the 
pleasure of witnessing human ter ror and suffering in all  its  most agonising 
forms.  He and his  dogs were fi t  companions for one another.”  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER IX  
 

A FATHER’S DECISION 
 
 

“WHAT’S in this letter ,  brother?” Wali Mohamed asked the Viz ier  one 
morning, soon after the latter  had returned from his exped itio n.  “It’ s a 
let ter from Colonel Ferad Shah, the commander o f the Afghan fo rces,  

but I can’t r ight ly make it  out,  and I don’t exactly understand what the 
messenger is tr ying to tell me either .  He talks in a language I don’t 

quite understand , half Pashtu,  it  seems to me. Something about a gir l 
you read it  and see what you can make o f it .” 

 
“A letter  form Ferad Shah! That can mean no good to any of us,” 

Ghu lam Hossain replied anxiously.  “We shall have to sound the ca ll 
and  assemble the men in fo rce.  The Ameer meant what he sa id 



A VIZIER’S DAUGHTER – A TALE OF THE HAZARA WAR  45

evident ly.  The cuckoos are to be turned out of the nests they have 
occupied so long. The y must f ind shelter elsewhere – among the kites 

and eagles perhaps. 
 

He spoke b itter ly,  then took up  the letter  Wali Mohamed had brought ,  
and commenced read ing, at f ir st a loud, but gradually his vo ice sank 

into a whisper.  Then the words were u ttered so rap idly as to be 
inaudible,  then ceased, only the reader’s eyes skimmed over the paper 

rap idly,  and then he dropped it .  “May God, this is too much,” he cr ied. 
 

“What’s the matter,  Ghulam Hossa in? Speak! In the name o f God what 
is it?” the big litt le man said  hurriedly.  “Why this agitat ion? Is there 
anything wrong? Has he sent fo r our submission to the Afghan rule? 

Speak, man, what has happened ?” 
 

“He has sent for Gul Begum, for my child – my beloved ,” the Viz ier  
replied quietly.  The blow had stunned him. “Are our very daughters to 

be to rn from us and  violated at the ir  pleasure? My God, this is not war .  
What is it ?” 

 
“’I hear you  have a niece,’  he says,  ‘a ta ll  handsome girl,  whose name 

is,  I think,  Gu l Begum. I require her ; send her to  me b y my messenger ,  
and  mind, no delay,  or ,  mark my words – and I am not a man to tr ifle 
with –  I will come and fetch her m yself or  will send  such messengers 

as you are not likely to  refuse anything to .’” 
 

“My God, the dogs!” the chief sa id suddenly,  looking out on to the 
plain as though he a lready half expected to see them come tear ing up 

the s lope.  “I hear he keeps a whole pack of them – this slave-boy 
monster  whom the Ameer has raised to the rank of colonel.  What sha ll 

you answer,  brother?” 
 

“That he must send  his wolf-hounds,  or must come himself to  fetch her .  
There can be no other answer to such a demand . Where is the 

messenger? Let us f ind out how far his master  is from here – o r stay,  
what is the use of asking? He would not tell us.  Let us send some po lite 

message to ga in t ime. It  will take some consideration to come to  any 
conclusion as to what we had better  do .” 

 
“Look here,  brother ,” the litt le chief said f irmly.  “Listen to me, I have 
a proposa l to  make. This co lonel is a great man, and powerful I’d give 
Gul Begum to him in marriage if I were you . Make lega l marr iage the 

condit ion,  o f course,” he added, seeing that the man he was addressing 
had moved  impatient ly and was evident ly p reparing to  put the idea 

as ide as impossible .  “She is a handsome gir l,  and clever ,  and has 
whining ways when she chooses.  This marriage might save our whole 

village from much trouble and molestat ion.  It’ s a good idea,  and will at 
any rate gain t ime. I’d  send a message to him expressing sat isfact ion at 

the proposal and –“ 
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“Cease,  b ro ther ,  cease,  your words cut through me like a knife.  This 
man means no marriage; besides,  he has fo rty wives and more,  and if 

he had none and meant to make Gul Begum a queen, I wou ld rather see 
her dead than given to such a f iend . Ferad Shah is not a man, nor wou ld 
I dis-ho nour the creatures God has made by ca lling him ‘b ru te.’  He is a 

devil in the guise of man, there is nothing human in him. I would  kill 
Gul Begum with m y own hand rather than let him have her.” 

 
“What shall we do , then?” the chief asked  impatient ly.  “How are we to 

get r id of this difficu lt y? The whole village can’t be sacrif iced to just 
one girl.  What do you  suggest?” 

 
“Me? I suggest that as you are so  anxious to  provide this monster  with 

another wife that you  should send him Shereen. She is a nice gir l and a 
good one.  Tell him Gul Begum is marr ied ,  but as you  are proud to be 

connected with so great a man, you send your daughter to him instead .” 
 

The litt le man was very wroth.  It  was not often his cousin spoke to him 
in such b itterness.  “He does not ment ion Shereen, knows nothing of 

her ,” he said .  “Fortunately,  my gir l is a modest gir l,  and I have made 
no  public boast of her good qualit ies ,  so when there is danger she is 

passed over unnoticed ,  while the proud and haught y ones find 
themselves in diff icult ies.  I am a Mohamedan and know what a 

woman’s place is,  and keep her in it .” 
 

“This is no time to quarrel,  Wali Mohamed,” the man he called his 
brother sa id more quiet ly.  “You know the Ameer’s story of the cats .  

Don’t let this monkey run off with our p rize while we are f ight ing.  We 
must think how best we can frustrate this colonel – how best we can 

answer him. I look to you for he lp in this trouble.” 
 

The litt le man was mollif ied; this was as it  should be.  His advice,  of 
course,  ought to be asked – was he not the chief? 

 
“If you had given Gul Begum in marr iage as I wanted you to do ,” the 
gir l’ s mother said test ily,  “we should no t be in this trouble now. She 
has had  plent y of suito rs and she is of an age to be married .  We have 

our o ther children to consider.  If you  don’t like this colone l fo r a 
husband  fo r her ,  give her to some one else ,  and send a message saying 
she is married; that wou ld settle the question once and fo r all as far  as 
we are concerned. She would have a husband whose business it  wou ld 

be to protect her.” 
 

“I’ ll te ll you what I might do,” Ghulam Hossain said thoughtfu lly,  
ignoring his wife’s remark.  “There is that Mohamed Jan down in the 
next village.  His father asked  Gul Begum’s hand in marriage for him 

some time ago; he is certainly not the man I wou ld  choose for her – not 
of our class at all.  I have not seen him myself s ince he was a boy, but 

the father was a good old man, though ignorant and obstinate.” 
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“Yes,  but he’s dead now,” Wali Mohamed  broke in.  “He died in the 
ear ly part of the winter . 

 
“True,  but there is the son st ill l iving,  and  that is the chief thing at this 
moment.  He must be well off now. The o ld  man had camels and carr ied 
on some trade,  they sa y.  He had only this one son, so he must have got 

it  all.” 
 

“How are you  going to manage that ?” his wife asked  crossly.  “You 
su rely are not go ing to ask him to take yo ur daughter in marr iage now, 
when a few months ago you refused  to let him have her .  That would be 

a strange thing to do.” 
 

“Don’t you trouble yourse lf over much, mother,” she said qu iet ly.  “It is 
not easy to arrange a ll of a sudden. I grant,  but I daresay we sha ll 

manage it.  You go off to your cooking and your sewing. I’ ll let you 
know what we decide in good time.” Then, turning to  his companion, 

he said ,  “Look here,  Wali Mohamed, I might send the o ld grandmother 
down to Mohamed Jan’s with a gun and  some cloths ,  and a sheep or 

two , and tell him he shall have them if he will let Gul Begum be 
‘named on him,’ and will take her into his  establishment t ill this war is 

over (fo r war there’s go ing tobe,  there can be no doubt about that),  on 
the full understanding, however,  that the who le plan is a mere ruse to 

take in this Colonel Ferad Shah. These are days when men will do 
much for a r ifle ,  and  to  purchase one by merely offering a home and 

protection to a young and handsome gir l for  a few months wou ld tempt 
most men.” 

 
“That’s not a bad idea,” Wali Mohamed  admitted .  “You  have some 

cunning ideas about you, brother ,  we must all admit that ,  but how are 
we to manage about this messenger ? He is still in my house.” 

 
“Oh, we’ ll easily d ispose of him, we’ ll presuppose that Mohamed Jan 
will consent to take Gul Begum on my cond itio ns,  and we’ ll tell him 

she is married,  that’s all.  It’s quite simple.” 
 

“Bah! What’s the use o f that? The co lonel won’t believe a word of it ,  
and will send another messenger here in less than two days,  a 

messenger that will bring death and destruction.” 
 

“That may be so ,  but I think not,  and we must r isk something. Most 
assuredly he will send some one to find ou t the truth of ou r statement ,  
but b y then my b ird  will have f lown and will be beyond  his reach. He 

won’t want a marr ied  woman fo r his harem. The y are lawless,  these 
Afghans,  but not so lawless as that .  Send that messenger to me; or stay,  

I will go with you to your house,  he will be getting impatient .” 
 

“Good day to you , sold ier ,” Ghulam Hossain sa id ,  smiling,  as he 
entered.  “Do you know anything of the errand on which you have come, 

and  can I send a verbal message by you , or  must I write your master a 
let ter?” 
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“I know nothing of the message,” the man sa id gruffly,  “only that I was 
to  bring back a woman and  see that she is provided  with a good pony 

and is c lose ly ve iled .  The colonel said nothing abou t a letter.” 
 

“Well,  I will tell you this much, and that is that you  would have to r ide 
nine miles from here to get the woman your master  ment ions ,  she is not 
here.  She is marr ied now, and lives there with her husband . I will write 

this to  Co lonel Ferad Shah, lest there should be any confusion in the 
message,  and so that you may not be blamed for the delay.  Had he sent 

some s ix weeks ago he would have been in t ime, and  we might have 
made some terms respect ing the gir l,  agreeable to both parties,  bu t now 

she is gone,  so that opportunit y is lost .” 
 

The soldier  smiled .  “It won’t be lost .  In fancy, if he really wants the 
gir l.  The colonel is not the man to let husbands stand in his way. Six 

weeks is no t ver y long, I dare say he’ ll know how to settle that .” 
 

“Ah, well,  when the husband’s sett led ,  you must come and  let us 
know;” the Viz ier  said ,  laughing, and  apparent ly quite ind ifferent . 

 
“Then we’ ll begin to think about terms,” Wali Mohamed  sa id 

cunningly.  He d id not see that his cousin’s plan was like ly to be of 
much use in this case,  but it  was worth tr ying,  and at all events by 
sending Gul Begum away, the Afghan co lonel’s attention would be 

directed from his village,  and that was what he chiefly cared about ; for  
his niece he cared bu t litt le. 

 
“Stay,  have some tea while I write the letter ,” Ghu lam Hossain sa id 

p leasant ly to the messenger .  “I can give you as good tea here as you 
could get in Kabu l,  fo r all we live in so out o f the way a part of the 

world.  I’ll treat you to my best .” 
 

This was a p leasanter reception than the sold ier  was accustomed  to ,  
and while the tea was being prepared b y Gul Begum herself ,  in the 

back part of the dwelling,  and her father was wr it ing the letter  in the 
font part ,  a lit t le old woman started ou t to make the agreement with 
Mohamed Jan.  she was mounted  on the best pony Ghulam Hossain’s 
stables could produce,  and the man who accompanied  her carried an 

English r ifle in his hand. 
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CHAPTER X 
 

A MOCK ENGAGEMENT 
 
 

THE old lady retu rned from her missio n with ver y mixed feelings.  She 
had  been successful,  bu t she was not altogether p leased  with her 

success.   
 

“That is not a house to send  Gul Begum to ,” she said .  “Those people 
are not o f our class at all.  The y have made their  money by trading, and 

don’t know how to  live.” 
 

“Tut,  mother ,” her son- in-law answered. “From many an outsider’s 
point o f view they have a better  house than we have .  We are 

comfortable enough, and I would no t change my home fo r any man’s ,  
but,  after  all,  what is it ? There are those who would say I was but a 

well-fit ted cave.  Now, Mohamed Jan has a  house all properly built  and 
arranged. He is no man’s servant ,  and ne ither was his father befo re 

him.” 
 

“You will,  of course,  do as you please,” the old  lady replied mild ly.  It  
was no t her place to raise object ions. 

 
“I wou ld not give Gul Begum in marriage to  Mohamed Jan,” Ghu lam 

Hossain continued conciliat ingly.  “She is only go ing there to  be out of 
danger during a t ime of difficult y,  and the  man is to be well rewarded 

for his trouble.  What did  he think of then gun? Did  he seem sat isfied?” 
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“He sa id it  was a good  one,  and would  serve him well to  shoot his 
enemies with,” the old woman replied . 

 
“Yes,  that’s what it’s for .  That gun was sent to serve a doub le purpose .  

It  is to purchase a place o f securit y for Gul Begum, and help her 
guardian to protect her .  But it  has a wider  use than that,  mother.  It  is to 

protect ou r country from our foes.  Looked at in that light ,  don’t you 
think this arrangement good?” 

 
“The plan is good enough,” the old lady answered , “I am not f inding 

fau lt with that.  It’ s the man himself I don’t like.” 
 

“Why, what’ s the matter  with him?” her son-in-law asked, rather 
irr itated by her persistence.  “I knew his father well.  Had  I not had 

other p lans for Gul Begum, I might have even given her in marr iage to 
this son.  I have not seen him much o f late ,  but the lad ’s a good lad ,  you 

may depend on that .” 
 

“He may be,” the o ld lady sa id quietly.  “It  is not for me to judge,  but if 
God made him a good man, it’ s a pit y He d id not give him a better  

face.” 
 

Ghulam Hossa in laughed  aloud . He had  nothing of the usual Hazara 
giggle about him. “Ah, there we have it ,  mother ,” he sa id ga ily.  “The 
lad is ugly,  and has not found  favour in your woman’s e yes .  Poor lad,  

he is indeed unfo rtunate.  He had not looks enough to secure him a good 
wife,  or  indeed, apparent ly,  to give him credit for  a good character.” 

The old lad y was not too well pleased ; she felt  she was being laughed 
at,  so she said nothing more,  but looked unconvinced . Moreover ,  it  was 

not as though the gir l were to  be given in marriage – she was only 
go ing on a vis it ,  but she did  not like this plan of naming a gir l on a 

man she was not intended  to  marry.  It  was aga inst a ll custom, and gave 
the man and his family an authorit y o ver her niece that was quite 

beyond their  socia l posit ion.  But her son- in- law was a strange man, 
with quite unusual notions,  and  there was no use opposing him, and no 
use talking.  It was his business too , not hers,  after  all.  The girl was his 

to do what he chose with. 
 

But Ghu lam Hossa in’s diff icu lt ies were by no  means all over when he 
had succeeded in s ilencing the old lady. Gul Begum had not been 

brought up as an o rd inar y Hazara gir l.  She had  ideas o f her own. When 
the scheme was unfolded to her she most evident ly d id not approve. 

 
“Let me stay here,  father ,  with you,” she pleaded piteously.  “Don’t 

send me awa y. If you can’t protect me from this man, who can?” 
 

“Nothing bu t marriage,  or  a supposed marriage such as this ,  can protect 
you from this monster,” her father sa id quiet ly.  “Be reasonab le,  my 

flower.  I do no t send you from me willing ly.  You know that,  don’t you, 
Jan-e-m (my life)? You know the story your grandmother told you 
about those dogs? The y are this very man’s dogs.  Had I sent him a 
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direct refusal,  we should have had  those brutes here as his next 
messengers –  he said as much in his letter  to your uncle – and ha lf our 
child ren would have been torn to p ieces and mangled by them. It is so 
all over the country.  We are being exasperated into war by this t yrant.  

It  is unavoidable.” 
 

“Father ,  that may be so; bu t what is the use of men if they are a fra id of 
a few dogs o r wolves,  o r even t igers,  or  any mere animal? You have 

rif les,  you can shoo t.  It  would  be a benefit  to  the whole countrysid e if 
you could r id it  of those brutes.” 

 
“I wish we could shoot,  or  trap,  or by any possible means destroy 

them,” her father sa id thoughtfully.  “But how? You must remember 
these are no t wild jungle beasts act ing on the ir own inst incts and the 

laws of nature,  which we know. They are cross-b red brutes,  unnatu ral 
in ever y way, and trained to work destruction in the plan and  on the 

order of a man as unnatural as themselves .  The y come one knows not 
whence nor at what hour . No clatter o f horses’  feet ,  no bullet whizzing 
through the air ,  announces the ir advent .  They may come at cock-crow, 

o r at noontide,  o r at milking t ime, and we can know nothing of them 
till the y are on us.  It  has always been so wherever the y have been sent .  

But our men are gather ing on the hills.  You will hear the a ll to  arms 
and the shots from their  r ifles soon enough. We shall have to go and 
meet ou r foes.  I sha ll not even be here to protect you . It  is only as a 

married woman that you  will be safe from outrage.” 
 

“Father ,  that is not necessar ily so ,” she sa id,  pleading her cause with 
all the arts that she knew would appeal to her father .  “When these 

Afghans and Turcs come harr ying our countr y,  they are not particu lar  
as to whether it  is a wife o r maid they carry of.  What do they care,  
these savages? It  is all one to them. They are but lit t le better  than 

Kafir s when it  comes to pillaging.” 
 

“There you are both wrong and right ,” her  father said  quite patiently,  
stroking her gleaming black ha ir lovingly.  “There are bad men among 

ever y peop le,  Mohamedan as well as o thers,  but the bulk o f them have 
some conscience,  and , besides,  that is hardly the question.  I am saving 
you from the ir colone l by this pretended marriage,  no t from the people 
genera lly.  A thorough libert ine is this Ferad Shah, and if he hears you 

have already become the p roperty of some other man, and have,  
perhaps,  learnt to bask in the sunshine of your husband’s smiles and 

favour,  he will commence bullying elsewhere .  It  is not you he wants,  
dear child .  He wants your unc le’s niece,  my child ,  the pride o f our 

nat ion.  He would fain st ir  up all our hatred  – our most undying 
passions,  laying violent hands on all we ho ld most precious – by 

destroying our darling’s chances of lawful and happy marr iage .  He 
knows we should resent it  if we are men at all .  That is the meaning of 

this demand of his.  He is not in want of wives,  he has dozens.  He only 
wants to insult u s,  and drive us into a war ,  which he is pleased to call 
rebellion,  that he may treat us as rebels and make us s laves .  Now, my 

sweet child ,  my comforter ,  be reasonable.  I would keep you  with me if 
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I could ,  but at this moment I am powerless.  The call to arms, I may te ll 
you secret ly,  has gone forth.  In a week or two, none worthy of the 

name o f patriot will be found  among these  hills.  As the wife,  or  
affianced  wife,  of Mohamed Jan,  the obscure,  the peasant,  you  will be 

unnot iced and unknown. As Gul Begum, my daughter ,  the Hazara 
beauty,  in your own home, you are exposed to ever y danger .  Try to 

understand my difficult y,  and to help me to overcome. I do not ask you 
to wed this man. I have had other and very d ifferent p lans for you , but 

try and fall in with my views. You need  not associate with these people 
over much, and  I will pay them well fo r housing and feeding you , so 

that you need  not work for them. You  have only to accep t their  service 
gracefu lly and  graciously,  remembering that you are my daughter ,  and 

can command  whatever rewards it  may be in my powers to  give to 
those who serve you well.” 

 
“Father ,  I will obey you,” the gir l sa id ,  weeping qu iet ly.  “I will do the 

litt le I can to set your mind  at ease .  But oh! I t  is very hard to  go among 
these strangers.  Oh, why was I not a boy, or  why can you no t treat me 
as a boy and let me go out and fight with you and my uncle .  In the o ld 

days,  father,  women did  these things,  why not to-day? I am as strong as 
many a man, and hard y too.” 

 
“Yes,  child,” he said  quietly,  “and stronger .  Prove that you are strong 
enough to  wait and watch.  That is far  harder to a b rave,  act ive woman 

like you than the rush and excitement of war and str ife.” 
 

“Are you coming to prepare your things to accompany your 
grandmother to-morrow morning, or  does your father expect me to do it  

all for  you?” Halima asked, interrupting the tender leave-taking 
between her husband and her daughter . 

 
“It is late,” Ghulam Hossain said  sadly.  “Gul Begum can stay the night 

with me. She may not see me again for many months.” 
 

“I have got my c lothes read y to start anywhere at any time, mother,” 
the gir l added hurried ly.  “The y are fastened  in a c loth in the recess .  I 

have nothing to do but send them.” 
 

“Are you  going to take all those c lothes with you ?” her mother asked 
peevishly.  “Are you then go ing to remain permanent ly at this 

peasant’ s,  this Mohamed Jan’s? or do  you wish to show his women that 
Ghu lam Hossa in has so much more money than he knows what to do 
with,  that he gives his daughter more clothes than she knows how to 
wear? That’ s just the way to do if you want your father to pay away 

ever ything he possesses to these people in retu rn fo r the extraordinary 
favour he is asking them.” 

 
“Let her take such clothes as she has ,” Ghulam Hossa in rep lied ,  

answer ing instead of his daughter .  “She may need  them all,  and they 
will be at least as safe there as here .  I can spare a pony to  carry the 

bundle and her bedd ing, besides her grandmother’s pony and her own. 



A VIZIER’S DAUGHTER – A TALE OF THE HAZARA WAR  53

My daughter must not arrive at these people’s house a beggar .  What are 
you thinking of,  wife?” 

 
“I am thinking there won’t be much left when this accursed war is 

over,” the poor woman said ,  half-sobbing.  “Ever ything is alwa ys 
leaving the house.  It’s seldom I ever see anything come in.” 

 
“And yet we manage to live and have st ill  something left ,” her husband 

sa id,  trying to be gay, though he had  se ldom felt so b roken down and 
sad .  “Go to your bed, wife,  and don’t you troub le about clo thes and 

stores.  I will see that the y are provided; you  look after  your cooking 
and your children.  That’s your department ; never mind about the rest .  

Leave that to me.” 
 

“And  am I not looking after  my child when I come to see what Gul 
Begum needs for her journey? Is she no t one of my children? You seem 

to think that she’s only yours.” 
 

“I am his special one,” the gir l said ,  smiling and nest ling in to her 
father’s s ide.  “I am your pet ,  am I not,  father?” 

 
His only answer was to press her closer to him. “You won’t fo rget me, 

Jan-e-man, will you?” he sa id jea lously.  “These strangers won’t tu rn 
your heart away from your old father ?” 

 
“These strangers?” the gir l said proudly.  “ I sha ll not forget that they 

are peasants.  How cou ld they,  or  any one ,” she added more gent ly,  
“estrange my thoughts from you? Far more likely you will forget me ,  

father ,  and will not remember that you have a daughter who is 
watching and wait ing every hour for you . Will you think of that when 
shots are f lying and knives are flashing, and sa y to yourse lf,  ‘I have a 

daughter; she would  break her heart if I were killed .  I am all she has in 
the world  to love and  care fo r.’  Will you  say that ,  father?” 

 
“Yes,  Gul Begum, I will say,  ‘I have a daughter and she is young and 

fa ir,  and has a long life to live,  and she must live in freedom and  in 
honour,  and in peace and comfort ,  and mine is the arm that must str ike 

fo r her .’  That is what I sha ll say and think ,  my daughter.  You would 
no t have me a coward,  would you?” 

 
“No, father,  no.  It is because you are so brave and grand , and such a 

leader among our people,  that I love and reverence you so ; but,  father ,  
a man can be prudent as well as brave.  Will you p romise to be 

prudent?” 
 

“It is my duty to be so  where I can,” he said.  “Our countr y cannot  
afford to lose a soldier ,  st ill less a leader.  You  may depend  on my 
prudence,  child,” and so  they sat and talked far into  the night ,  and 

dawn found them st ill sitt ing together ,  clasped  in each o ther’ s arms – 
but they were as leep .   
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CHAPTER XI 
 

THWARTED 
 
 

IT was no thing of a journey on which Gul Begum set out that b right 
spring morning, and she needed no  horse to take her the nineteen short 

miles that lay between her village and Mohamed Jan’s ,  but custom 
demanded that she should r ide .  She was a b ride on her wa y to her 

affianced  husband’s house,  and the old lady, her grandmother ,  rode 
too.  It  was de rigueur that she should do so . Then there were two pack 
animals laden with bedding and  clothes,  besides r ice,  rais ins,  almo nds,  

and  other dried  fruits,  a herd who drove three f ine fat sheep , and two 
servants to take care o f a ll. 

 
But the gir l’s heart was heavy, and her grandmother was not 

encouraging. “I don’t approve o f this way of do ing things,” the o ld 
lad y kep t saying. “ I never heard  o f such an arrangement.  A young gir l 

of your posit ion being named on a common man like Mohamed Jan ,  
with no u lter ior intent ions as to matrimony either .  It’s aga inst a ll 

custom and all precedent ,  and it  seems to  me aga inst a ll decenc y. I 
don’t believe that any good  can come o f it .  No one ever gains anything 
b y breaking through the rules made b y the ir  forefathers.  It  is not likely 

that we can judge as wisely as the y did ,  still less like ly are we to 
improve on what they la id down as f itt ing and proper .  I don’t 

understand your father.” 
 

“I think m y father quite as capable o f judging of what is r ight and wise 
as any man who  ever lived ,” his daughter replied test ily; “but it  seems 
to me awful that such a scheme should  have had to be devised .  Who is 

this t yrant that he should dare to send for other men’s daughters and 
command wives where he shou ld ask for them ?” 

 
“Oh, I agree with your father in not sending you  to Ferad Shah. God 

only knows what that man’s heart is made of.” Then, sinking her voice,  
“Sometimes I think he is no man at all,  but a devil in human guise .  

Your father did well no t to  send you there .  Nothing short of a curse 
could have resu lted from that .  However,  what must be,  must be, and 

s ince it  has been decided that you are to go to  Mohamed Jan’s,  well,  go 
you must,  but you  mark what your old grandmother has to tell you . 
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Never for one moment let them imagine that you pu t yourself on a leve l 
with his women. Show them from the f irst  moment who you are and 

who you  mean to remain.  That you  are,  in fact,  Ghu lam Hossain’s 
daughter ,  no t Mohamed  Jan’s a ffianced wife .  If you were to begin by 

putting yourse lf on an equality with peop le like that ,  there is no 
knowing what advantage they might not take of you . Make them wait 

on you from the ver y f irst ,  or ,  my goodness,  before you know what has 
happened you  may find yourself wait ing u pon them.” 

 
“Never fear ,” the gir l answered proudly,  “I shall never let them fancy 
themselves m y equals.  My father has sent them handsome presents for 

this favour that they are showing him, and is willing to give them 
more,  if he is sat isf ied  with the ir  treatment of me. He has told me that 

himself.  They will be well paid .” 
 

“Assuredly,  most assured ly,” the old lady went on.  “Ghulam Hossain 
may have faults in that he thinks he knows more than any man that  ever 

lived,  but he is no t mean. No one cou ld accuse him of ever doing 
anything shabby – on the contrar y,  if half your mother te lls me is true ,  
he goes too far  the other way and  is over generous with his goods ,  and 

is extravagant in his habits; too fond  of fine clo thes and plenty of 
them.” 

 
“My father has the ver y simplest taste,” the gir l said coldly,  “but he 

knows what is due to himself in his position,  and he insists on having 
it .” 

 
The o ld lad y was much struck with the gir l’s who le att itude any way of 

expressing herse lf,  and was somewhat mollif ied ; she fe lt  sure she had 
been the means of advis ing her granddaughter how to behave during 

her coming visit ,  and she was not without hopes that all might yet go 
well. 

 
“You  have taken your embro idery,  I hope? You must show them how 

gir ls of your posit ions are accustomed to  employ themselves,” the o ld 
lad y went on after  a pause.  “It is a beautiful kind of work that those 

poor Kandahar women do . It  is well that you have learnt it .” But Gul 
Begum did not answer ,  she was watching some fat partridges in the 

road that almost seemed to tempt the ir natural enem y, man, to destroy 
them, they kep t so close to the litt le advancing party,  only f lying on a 

few paces ahead , soon to be caught up again.  “If I were a partrid ge,” 
she kept thinking, “I would spread my wings and fly far ,  far  away, 

beyond  all harm, off to  the wild hills where there is no  one to entrap 
and to destro y.  I wou ld not linger round  these frequented paths.” 

 
Quite a large part y of Mohamed  Jan’s fr iends and relat ions met the 

travellers about a mile ou tside their  village,  all wait ing and ready to 
escort the gir l to  what the y believed was to be her new home; two 

donkeys laden with sweets being perhaps the most noticeable feature in 
the group. 
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“They shou ld have sent some cooked food instead of paltry sweets,  that 
was the proper thing to do,” the o ld lady whispered to her 

granddaughter .  “But what do they know, these poor village people? It  
is just as well,  perhaps,  that they are so s imple,  they will give the less 

trouble later  on.” 
 

Gul Begum made no reply; she heeded  neither cooked food nor sweets ; 
the whole thing was a mere farce to her,  and she paid bu t lit t le 

attention to her hosts,  what litt le she did notice was not at all pleasing 
to her . 

 
“How dare Mohamed Jan send a bridal party to meet me as though I 

were really go ing to be his wife?” she thought to  herself.  “He has taken 
a great liberty already. My subsequent refusal to marry him will be the 
talk of the whole village,  perhaps of the countr y s ide .  This is not at a ll 

what my father intended, I am sure.” 
 

With these ungrac ious thoughts in her heart in was litt le wonder that 
she failed to attract her new guardians,  and p roduced an impression not 
altogether favourable in the ir minds; but Gul Begum would have cared 

but litt le about that even had she d iscovered it . 
 

The arrangements at the house suited  her quite as litt le as did the 
recep tion part y.  The whole thing had been got up hurriedly,  of course,  
but there was a certa in amount o f d ispla y,  and nowhere any taste.  The 

gir l felt  out of tune,  and wished she were going home. 
“Tell them qu ite openly that I am only here on a month’s vis it  unt il the 
d isturbance with Afghanistan has quieted down,” she whispered to her 
grandmother ,  and the old lady readily acquiesced ; but she did  not dare 

to add that this naming o f the gir l on Mohamed Jan was a mere ruse ,  
though she knew that there was a private understanding to  that effect 

between the gir l’s father and her supposed suitor .  She had received 
str ict injunct ions from Ghulam Hossa in to do nothing of the kind ,  and 

she would  never have dared to have disobeyed him. 
 

Three days the old lady stayed with her granddaughter ,  and then her 
visit  was over,  and courtesy demanded that she should return home. 

Gul Begum did no t love the old lad y ver y dearly,  but she dreaded her 
departure.  One good she certainly felt  she had done,  and that was that 

she had established a ru le that the gir l should eat alone unless she 
herse lf specially asked  the others to jo in her ,  which,  according to 

custom, she almost a lways d id; but she kept herse lf apart and seldom 
spoke to any one. 

 
One day she asked for a clean clo th on which to have her food spread . 
“It takes away m y appetite ,” she exp lained, “to see dir ty c loths about 

my food.” The woman giggled and go t one.  Mohamed  Jan looked on 
and said nothing. He did not seem over well pleased himself ,  though 

the possession of the rif le reconciled him to anything during the f irst 
few da ys. 
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The parting between the grandmother and granddaughter was more 
affect ionate than an y they had ever had before.  Gul Begum actually 

wep t when she saw the last of the old lady disappearing down the 
pathway. 

 
“Never mind, it  won’t be fo r long,” she sa id ,  addressing Mohamed 

Jan’s mother,  “and then I sha ll go home.” 
 

“Don’t make too  sure of that,” the elder woman replied ; “we have not 
seen the last o f the Afghans ye t ,  but if you apply yourself to work 
industriously the t ime will soon pass .  We all grow old  quite soon 

enough.” 
 

“I have b rought m y needlework,” Gul Begum replied  coldly.  “I will get 
it  and s it  in the shade and work hard ,  and  then,  as you say,  the t ime 

will soon pass.” 
 

But days passed  on, and then weeks,  and s till there was no s ign of the 
war abating.  She heard that the men were all up in arms, and sometimes 

she ventured to  ask Mohamed Jan why he had not gone off to the war ; 
but he was a man laz y by nature,  and it  took a good deal of st irr ing to 

rouse him, unless he saw a chance o f making money, then,  indeed, it  
was astonishing the energy he d ispla yed . 

 
“You have been here three who le  months,” he sa id to Gul Begum one 

day. “Does your father think that a r if le and  three sheep are to pay me 
fo r that?” 

 
The gir l looked up surprised .  “I should think they more than paid for 

the litt le food of yours that I have eaten,” she said indignantly. 
 

“Oh, that’s it ,  is it?” Mohamed Jan replied . “I am to  get nothing for the 
troub le of protecting you, and for being kept away from my fellow-

countrymen, who are up in arms all over the mountains defend ing their  
country,  while I am kept here to look after  an idle woman who cannot 

even answer civilly when she is civilly spoken to .” 
 

Gul Begum gave some angr y retort ,  and a ho t discussion ended by 
Mohamed Jan assuring his guest that it  was high t ime she learnt what 
her true posit ion was,  and  that he would take an early opportunity of 
teaching it  to  her.  The gir l winced . The long absence from home was 
beginning to be torture to her ,  but now that her ja ilors,  as she called 

them in her heart ,  were going to treat her with harshness instead of 
indifference,  she determined to write to her father and let him know the 

sorry plight she was in.  Ah, how as a child she had resented those 
writing lessons! How hard she thought it  that she should  be obliged  to 

s it st ill and  make all those litt le strokes and dots while other gir ls were 
running about the hills or  sitt ing p laying in the sun! now she fe lt  most 
truly thankfu l fo r the persistency wit which her father had taught her ; 
but she had some days to wait before she cou ld get hold of either pen 

or ink. 
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“To  my noble father,  to Ghulam Hossain ,” she wrote. 
 

“After expressing my respect ,  and  assuring you tha t I never cease to 
pray to  God for your wel l-being, I  write to let you know tha t I can no 
longer remain under the roof which you  provided to shelter me. I  feel 

as if I  must leave or die.  No one here has a kind word for me, my 
father,  but I have borne tha t.  Three days ago, however,  Mohamed Jan 

insulted me, and I  judge from his conduct since then that there are 
worse things to follow. More than once I have been told that if is high  

time this long engagement were brought to a close in the usual way , 
and that if  my family make no preparation for the marriage ceremony , 
that Mohamed Jan sees no reason why it  should not be dispensed with ,  
especially as no dowry has been offered .  You may, in your wisdom, oh,  

my fa ther,  think that these are mere threats intended to keep me humble 
and  to show me how great an obliga tion I am under to  Mohamed Jan , 
but this is not so .  There are many little things that I can hard ly write 

about that show me that if  you do  not come and fetch your beloved 
child,  she will  be made to suffer misery tha t would be to her worse 

than death itself .  Come, therefore,  and  see with our own eyes,  and if , 
after seeing,  you still  th ink tha t my sorrow at being parted  from all I  

love makes me exaggerate things,  then I  will  ab ide by whatever you 
may decide; but come only once and see how things are .  This house is 
no t fa r.  I f  I were married I  can understand that you wou ld not think it  

righ t to  come and see me under the year,  but I  am not married  to 
Mohamed Jan and am never going to be ,  so there is no law or custom 

to keep you away from me. 
 “After expressing my devotion  to you , my beloved  father,  and 

promising to be submissive to wha tever you shall decide after seeing 
me, I  sign myself ,  your sorrowing daughter, 

“GUL BEGUM.” 
 

Having accomplished the task of writ ing so long a letter ,  a task very 
great even fo r a gir l who had been as carefully taught as she had been, 

Gul Begum watched her opportunit y to ge t it sent to her father . 
 

She had long s ince decided on her messenger .  It  was to be the litt le 
herd who  pastured the f locks up  on the hills within easy distance of the 
village.  She had spoken to him about it ,  and had arranged that she was 

to watch his master’s sheep and goats while he ran o ff to her father’ s 
house with the precious missive .  So,  having penned it ,  she started in 

the direct ion of the hills,  some three miles away. Soon, however,  she 
heard  footsteps behind her,  and turning round she saw Mohamed Jan 

coming rapidly towards her .  The girl l i terally trembled with 
exc itement,  then ca lmed  herself with the assurance that he knew 

nothing of her letter ,  and  that if she could no t evade pursuit that day 
she most certa inly would the next ,  and that a day more or less cou ld 

make but litt le d ifference. 
 

“Where are you going?” asked her would -be protector angr ily.  “What 
makes you start away from the house without giving warning to any 

one?” 
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The gir l said no thing, bu t pointed to her embro idery which she carried 

in her hand. 
 

“And what rubb ish is that?” he asked su rlily.  “What do you  mean by 
stitching at garments fit  for  a chief when you are the dest ined  wife of a 

poor man who does not care to see his wife decked in such finer y?” 
 

“I am no man’s dest ined  wife,” she said haught ily.  “I am the daughter 
of Ghulam Hossain,  and as such am ent it led to wear whatever 

embroideries I choose.  It  is not for you , his hired servant ,  to  inter fere.” 
 

“Ghulam Hossa in’s hired  servant !” roared the Hazara,  now rea lly 
roused. “You dare to call me Ghulam Hossain’s hired servant,  do you? 

My God, bu t you sha ll pay for this.  That is an insu lt I take from no 
one,” and before she was aware o f his intent ion he had thrown her on 

the ground , and  then trampled on her . 
 

“Ah, proud, vain gir l,” he muttered again and again,  as he treated her 
with the greatest brutality.  “I’ ll humble you . I’ ll teach you whether it  

is for you to wear clothes f it  for  princesses ,  or  for slaves; from to-day 
a new regime begins.” Then se izing her embroidery he snatched it  from 
her now feeble grasp ,  and almost immediately d iscovered  the letter she 
had concealed within its folds.  “Ah hah! Ah hah!” he cr ied exult ingly.  
“What have we here? What have we here? Is it  to  Colonel Ferad Shah, 

perhaps,  and would  you fain be an Afghan general’s wife after a ll ,  in 
sp ite of your father’ s wishes to the contrary? M y God, we know how to 

punish such want of patriotism.” 
 

The gir l’s heart beat fast .  “The letter  is to my father ,” she sa id  as 
quiet ly as she cou ld .  “You can read it ,  I wrote it  myself.  There is no 
one in all your ignorant household who could have wr itten it  for  me; 

that is my proof that I wrote it  myse lf.” 
 

“Liar,” he muttered between his tee th.  “You cannot write,  this is a ll 
make believe,  bu t I will have it  read to me, and  then I shall know how 
to act.  Come, fo llow me, and at a respectfu l distance,  mind . The da ys 

o f your pride are over .  You have now to learn submission.” 
 

The tears started  into the gir l’s eyes,  she saw that her chance was gone,   
and that she had now the worst to expect.  
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CHAPTER XII 
 

THE RETURN HOME 
 
 

NO ONE could  have been more surprised than was Gul Begum at what 
appeared to her the sudden change in Mohamed Jan’s att itude towards 

her .  During all the fir st part of her stay in his house he had noticed her 
but lit t le,  and when he had done so  it  had always been with respect . 

 
For some weeks,  however,  she had become aware of a certain subtle 

change in the women of the establishment ,  which she had  attr ibuted  to 
the fact that they were t ired of having a st ranger constant ly in their  

midst; t ired of treating as a guest one who  belonged  to  a class above 
themselves; t ired of restraining themselves before her . 

 
She knew nothing of the war,  nothing o f the turn that events had taken, 
no thing of the fact that her father was now practically a fugitive among 
the mountains,  with a p rice on his head , without power, excep t among a 

few devoted followers,  withou t money, fo r he had spent it  all,  nor yet 
that the Ameer had made a proclamat ion p romising protection to all 

Hazaras who would lay down the ir arms, a home to all who would seek 
refuge to Kabul,  rewards to all who  would help  him to suppress this 

unrighteous rebellion.  Bu t even had she known, she would never have 
d reamt that any of her countr y peop le would have accepted such terms 
– she had been brought up by such a patriot that she imagined all men 
must be patriotic.  This sudden change in her posit ion came upon her ,  

therefore,  with a great shock. That she should be treated with 
indifference was one thing,  but to be struck, abso lutely kicked, and 

generally ill-used by the man who had been rewarded  by her father for 
his promise to p ro tect her ,  that was something qu ite unexpected .  And 

then her letter – the letter she had  written to her father –  what had 
become of that? How she wished it  had  never been penned ! Mohamed 

Jan was the last person she would have wished to have had it  read y by. 
 

On reaching the house she had gone to her room, had removed her 
soiled  and  crumpled garments,  and had sat  there alone t ill nightfall,  her 
limbs st ill aching from the blows she had  received, wait ing for the next 
turn in the wheel of her fo rtune,  bu t no turn came. Night came, and she 

sat there still wait ing,  wait ing. 
 

Sounds of loud laughter and  giggling reached  her from time to time , 
and her anxious,  excited brain fanc ied that she herse lf and none e lse 

must be the butt of ever y jo ke,  that her humiliat ion must be the topic of 
all conversat ion and the cause of all the merriment among these people 

who had so evident ly never cared  fo r her ,  and  whom she had certainly 
never tried to concil iate.  Proud  as she was,  she was obliged  to  admit to 

herse lf that her grandmother’s advice,  which she had perhaps carr ied 
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out with unnecessary zeal,  had not been of the wisest ;  and, sitt ing 
alone through the long hours of that moonless night ,  she reproached 

herself for not having shown herse lf more amenable ,  not to say 
amiable,  to  the women among whom she had been thrown, and who had 

so much in the ir power in the way o f making her happy and 
comfortable. 

 
She realised,  at last ,  for  the fir st t ime, tha t not only was she now 

probably among people who were indifferent to her ,  bu t among people 
who  were quite capable of showing her open enmit y and even 

maltreat ing her . 
 

Wearied at length,  she fe ll as leep,  and when she woke up it  was with a 
start and a consc iousness that there was something wrong. 

 
“I’ ll ju st stay where I am to-day,” she thought,  “or at any ra te,  t i l l 

some of them come and look for me and inquire what is the matter .” 
Bu t the sun rose up  to its zenith,  then sank slowly behind the hills ,  and 

st ill the y did not come. Every one seemed to have forgotten her very 
existence,  which perhaps wounded her pride more than the most violent 

abuse. 
 

At last ,  driven by hunger,  she descended the sta ir s and  entered the 
room which the women generally occupied .  Her entrance was the s igna l 

for giggling and  nudgings and  ill- suppressed jokes. 
 

“I shou ld like m y food,” the gir l said reddening, “I am hungr y.” 
 

“Well,  there is no food for you now,” Mohamed Jan’s mother answered 
shortly.  “If you wanted  food why d id  you not come down while we 

were having ours? There’s none left now. We have given the remainder 
to  the men-servants,  and it’ s not much they’ ll  leave,  but you can go 

and see what there is outside.” 
 

The girl turned to look. Her doing so was a s igna l for a loud  outburst 
of laughter.  There was nothing, of course,  le ft but some broken pieces 

o f b read .  Quickly she stooped and picked these from among the 
remnants o f the meal,  and hid  them among the folds of her shawl,  

unperceived  as she both hoped and thought ,  but turning round she came 
face to  face with Mohamed Jan. 

 
“Glad to eat to dogs’ food , I see,  after  your day o f sulks.  That is as it  

should  be.  You’ll soon learn how to behave under my tuit ion.” 
 

That evening she was no t le ft unmolested as she had been on the 
previous one.  At short intervals the women kept opening her door ,  and 
peeping in and laughing –  she knew not at what ,  and probably no more 

did they.  The gir l fe lt  stung to the quick. 
 

“I am but nineteen miles from home,” she said to  herself,  “and what is 
that? Why should I sta y here to bear all these insu lts ? I shall escape; 

my father will not blame me when he knows,” and so she munched her 
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crusts in silence,  but with a deep resolve growing up  in her heart .  She 
would escape,  and that soon. 

 
Next day when she smelt the fresh cooked food being brought in from 
the kitchen, she went downstairs,  and was su rp rised  to find how weak 
she felt  after  her two day’s starvat ion.  She took her customary place . 

 
“That’s no longer the place for you ,” Mohamed Jan’s mother sa id .  “We 

do not give peop le the place of ho nour who cannot afford to pay us 
even for what the y eat .  There is the place for you ,” point ing to the 

extreme end o f the dir t y clo th that was laid upon the f loor . 
So Gul Begum sat down with a s igh,  and waited till some food shou ld 

be passed to  her and to the women who  sa t by her ,  and who  were 
practically servants in the house .  She,  however,  sa id nothing, and 

minded it  less than she would have expected .  She had made up her 
mind. She was go ing home –  to danger perhaps,  but at any rate not to 

insults; and with this idea in her mind she ate well when her turn came, 
the o thers giggling and star ing at her as she did so . 

 
That night,  when all was st ill,  she made her way safely down the stairs ,  

and by dawn was near ing her beloved home. She could stand no more 
of the insu lts and maltreatment to which she had late ly fallen a vict im . 

 
She grew weary with her long march through the dead  of night a fter a ll 

she had go ne through, bu t the knowledge that she was near ing home 
susta ined  her ,  and her heart beat fast at the thought of meet ing her 

beloved father,  and throwing herself in her arms, and telling him a ll 
her woes,  but as she got within sight o f the village,  she became 

conscious o f some change – some want of life about the place which 
she cou ld not have defined. 

 
“Are the men indeed  so late in beginning the ir day’s work?” she said  to 

herself.  “I am glad to have found them out.  It  must be looked to.  It  is 
time the farmers were see ing to their  crops.  How strangely late 

ever ything seems.” 
 

Arrived at her home, the gir l half fe ll,  half threw herself into her 
mother’s arms as she opened the door to admit her ,  almost knocking 

down poor Halima, who was unused to such demonstrat ions,  and 
therefore unprepared for them. 

 
“Good grac ious,  gir l,” the elder woman said anxiously,  and with the 

old peevish whine her daughter knew so well,  “what is the matter  now? 
What further ill news do you bring us,  tha t you  come upon us in this 

way?” 
 

“Further il l news, mother?” the gir l replied b reathless ly.  “What ill 
news is there? I have heard no thing of any of you for months.” 

 
“Not heard of the war? Not heard o f devastat ing land ? Not heard of the 

prisoners that have been taken, nor of the slaves that have bee made? 
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Good grac ious,  are you all asleep in your village that you  know nothing 
o f the war?” 

 
“And  what of my father?” the gir l asked eagerly.  “Say he is well,  

mother,  say he is well,” and she a lmost shook the elder woman as she 
spoke. 

 
“I know nothing o f him at a ll,  nothing at all,” poor Halima replied ,  

almost weeping, “only that he left here with a lmost every men in the 
village that cou ld hold a gun, and  that he has not retu rned .” 

 
“And my uncle?” gasped Gul Begum. 

 
“And your uncle with him,” the wretched woman murmured; “we are 

all left ,  all deserted.  If the Afghans f ind the ir way here we sha ll meet 
with the fate o f many ano ther f lourishing village.  Our homes will be 

le ft desolate,  our goods will be at their  mercy, and we ourselves sha ll 
be carried o ff as s laves.  This is no way of defend ing the country.  I say,  
leaving only a few o ld  hoary-headed dotards and herds to look after  the 

homes,  while a ll the men march off,  God knows where,  to meet the 
enemy.” 

 
“Oh, mother ,” the gir l said piteously,  “what a home-coming!” 

 
“Yes,  what a home-coming indeed,” her mother answered sadly.  “But 

that reminds me, what brings you home? What has become of Mohamed 
Jan? Is he,  too,  at the war? And even if so ,  why does he send you 

here?” 
 

“Mother ,” the gir l sa id ,  hanging her head, “Mohamed  Jan has no t gone 
to the war,  and he has not sent me home. Dear mother,  forgive me,” the 

gir l went on almost weeping, “I have run awa y – p ro tect me,” and she 
tried in a few words to tell her mother all that had occurred . 

 
Their ta lking brought the old grandmother  to the door , anxious to know 

what news there was,  but lit t le expect ing to see her granddaughter ,  
whom, truth to tell,  she looked upon as pract ica lly marr ied  and  done 

for . 
 

“Well,  I never ,” the old lad y said ,  when she heard all that Gu l Begum 
had  to say.  “Well,  I never! To think that Mohamed  Jan should have 

tu rned round on you like that ,  ju st because he had heard  o f our 
misfortunes,  and knew that there was but a poor chance of his ever 

gett ing a dowry. As a matter  of fact,  as I always said ,  if you were to go 
to that man at all,  you ought to have gone to  him as his wife,  taking 

your dowry with you  at the time o f your marriage I never did hold with 
that arrangement o f your father’s ,  and  no more I ever sha ll.  I a lwa ys 

said no  good  would come o f it .” 
 

“Well,  let me in and let me rest ,” the gir l sa id wearily.  “I have had 
hardly any food for the last three days,  and I feel weak and faint for 

want of something to eat ,” and so she entered her home and rested ,  and 
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soon litt le Marwar i,  delighted  to  see her favourite sister ,  rushed up to 
her –  and when she had had a good meal of bread and  curd,  she fe ll 

as leep  with her head in her litt le sister’ s lap . 
 

On waking, the news tha t greeted her on all s ides was no more 
cheer ing.  Ever ywhere,  so it  seemed  to her ,  was death,  devastat ion,  

defeat,  and slavery,  and no news of her father . 
 

“Give me a change of clothes,  mother,” the gir l said later  in the day. “I 
fee l I need  one badly.  I forgo t all about such things in my anxiet y last 

night.” 
 

“A change of c lothes?” Halima exc laimed, “a change of clothes? Where 
am I to get clothes from, fo r you? What did  I tell you when you went 

awa y, taking the great bundle with you? I said,  ‘Leave some at home,’  
but ‘No,’ said your father ,  ‘ let her take then all.  My daughter must not 

go among these people as a beggar,’  and now, what is the consequence? 
That here you are home again with nothing to  put on your back.” 

 
The girl hung her head. “You  did say so ,  mother ,  bu t who  was to know 

what was in sto re fo r us? Who was to tell that the war would be carried 
on to this extent,  and  that we should  be left in such a p light?” 

 
“Well,  another time it  will teach you, and, perhaps,  your father too,  
that though I may be of very litt le account in any one’s eyes ,  that I 

sometimes know better than the wisest of you . What do you say,  
mother?” 

 
Thus addressed,  the old lady shook her head despond ingly.  “ I say,  of 

course,  that as the head of this house,  now Ghulam Hossa in is no 
longer here,  that your word  should , of course,  be respected,  but no one 
could  have foretold  the miseries of this war .  I alwa ys thought our army 

would ever ywhere p rove victorious.  That’s what the Mullah said .” 
 

“That’s not what my father sa id ,” Gul Begum said sad ly.  “I remember 
his words so well.  I can hear him sa y them even now: ‘We sha ll not be 

victorious.’” 
 

“Then it’s your father that has b rought this ill- luck on us,” Halima 
exc laimed angr ily.  “What on earth did  he mean by prophesying 

misfortune to his own nat ion? I call such speeches as that bu t litt le 
better  than treason.” 

 
Gul Begum smiled .  It  was no good arguing with her mother ,  there 

never was any reason in her t irades. 
 

“I may see what there is in the store ,  and get something to make m yself 
a new dress o f,  may I no t,  mother?” the gir l asked. 

 
“Oh yes,  go to  the cupboard and take out whatever there is and  use it  

fo r any purpose you like,” her  mother rep lied test ily.  “When it’ s a ll 
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f inished there will be nothing more to  go to the cupboard  fo r , and at 
the rate things are going on at p resent ,  tha t time is not far  distant .” 

 
There was a litt le gnawing pain at Gu l Begum’s heart as she listened  to 

her mother ,  she seemed  so litt le glad to see her back, or  if she were 
glad she had a strange way of showing it .  How different it  would all 
have been had her father been at home. What a warm embrace wou ld 
have been in store for her! What gladness,  and what a rest ! The gir l 

s ighed. 
 

“Where is he? What has become of him? Is he st ill alive? God grant he 
may not be a prisoner ; better  dead than that .” 

 
Towards afternoon the neighbours all came crowding in .  “Gul Begum 

back? What is the meaning of this?” the y all excla imed. “Why, we 
thought she was married b y now and sett led for life.  It’ s time she was 

sett led too,  Halima,” one of the elder women said  seriously.  “This 
Mohamed  Jan ma y not be much o f a match for Ghulam Hossain’s 

daughter,  but he is at any rate better than no one.  Strange that with so 
handsome a face no  one should come forward to seek the gir l in 

marriage.” 
 

“Plent y have come forward ,” Halima replied ind ignantly.  “M y girl is 
not short of su ito rs,  but her father is diff icult to please,  and is he not 

r ight?” 
 

She could abuse her husband well herself at times,  but like many 
ano ther more civilised woman, she was no t going to  stand there and 

hear other people question his wisdom. 
“These are not the t imes to keep  unmarried gir ls at home,” the other 

went on pertinaciously.  “She’s named  on Mohamed Jan,  let her go  to 
him in marriage I say.” 

 
Gul Begum sat still and listened . What these women sa id cu t like very 
knives into her heart ,  and for once she a lmost questioned her father’s 

wisdom in provid ing for her temporary safet y in the wa y he had  done. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 

CHAPTER XIII 
 

A TRAITOR 
 
 

WEEK succeeded week, and time b rought no further change to the 
Hazara village among the hills .  Gul Begum resumed her o ld natu ral 
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place in the househo ld .  Independent of every one,  she yet managed a ll 
the most important part o f her father’s property’ viz . ,  his flocks,  and 
b y her energy res to red some of the comfort which fo r several months 

past had been sadly lacking in her o ld home, for Halima was no 
manager. 

 
The summer,  then the autumn ended, and winter  was well nigh upon 

them when one evening towards dusk Ghulam Hossa in suddenly made 
his appearance in the midst of his family,  just as though he were 

returning from some of his ordinary business expedit ions connected 
with the sa le of sheep or  wool.  He expressed  no surprise at seeing Gul 
Begum, and she was far too much taken up  with him and the jo y of his 

return to think of what she herse lf had had to suffer .  A Hazara soon 
forgets the actual discomfort or even pain to which she has been 

subjected .  All she remembers is that she owes the inflictor a debt , and 
that that has to be paid .  So with Gul Begum. In t ime Mohamed Jan 

must be punished for the insults to which he had subjected her ,  but for 
the moment she had her father with her and she was sat isf ied. 

 
In the course of many conversat ions she had with him, it  appeared that 

the snow having fallen on a ll the highest passes ,  the Ameer had 
reca lled his troops for the winter ,  with fu rther promises of peace and 

favour to the Hazaras in the future ,  if the y would la y down their  arms 
and would  consent to have the ir  country incorporated with Afghanistan . 

 
“Father ,  he is irres ist ib le,  this Iron Ameer .  What is the use of 

persist ing in opposing him ? You yourse lf said  long ago, ‘We sha ll not 
be victo rious.’  Where is the use of str iving further ? Has there not been 

trouble and suffering enough throughout the country?” 
 

He looked her at fondly.  “There has been more than enough,” he sa id,  
noting the many signs of anxiety and  care which had made their  

appearance on her bright you ng face s ince  last he saw her ,  “but, Gul 
Begum, I cannot sell my country to secure  my own ease.  The Mullah 

st ill is confident of f ina l victory.  He is spending the winter  down in the 
country round Kabul.  There are many Hazaras there .  If only they would 

r ise as one man we should have some chance.  There is hardly a 
household about there that has not go t it s Hazara s lave ; and there are 

the labourers,  the donke y drivers,  the water carriers,  men by the 
thousand, who, if the y would only r ise in the c it y,  would ob lige the 

Ameer to call back his sold ier s from the hills to protect his home . Then 
we might make a rush down and assist our fellow-countrymen in the 

town, and it  is just possible that if all went in our favour we might be 
the victors,  and might even take Kabul.  It  is a great scheme, and 

whichever way the chances of war go ,  there will be carnage and  most 
terrible slaughter ; but if they go aga inst us,  it  will mean the complete 

destruction of our race.” 
 

“Father ,  the r isk is too great ,” Gul Begum urged; “give in,  make terms 
now with this man of steel.  Consent to  pay these taxes and  whatever 

else he demands,  provided the y are used for the benefit o f our own 
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country.  Why continue a ll this str ife and bloodshed? We have been at 
war all one summer,  and look at the resu lt .  Where are our crops? 

Another year and  there will be a famine such as has never been known 
in all t ime. Give in,  father,” she pleaded, “give in.” 

 
He drew her c loser to him and kissed her brow fondly.  “You must be 
patient,  m y child ,  and  trust to the leaders o f our nat ion.  This is not a 

case where one man can act a lone .  Much lies in the Sa yad’s hands and 
much in the hands of the other Mullahs.  I confess I have bu t litt le hope 

myself.  I would have none were it  not that  these men, from their  
priest ly office,  can travel ever ywhere and anywhere practica lly 

unnot iced,  and can s t ir up people that we chiefs have not the means of 
reaching. We sha ll all have to practise the  greatest self-denia l and 

patience.  Will you he lp me to inst il this bo th by example and p recept,  
my flower?” And  the gir l promised . 

 
That she kep t her promise was proved many t imes during that long 

winter .  Many of the men had been killed or were disabled ,  and there 
was much distress throughout the village,  especially among the 

labourers and the ir  families,  and in spite of Halima’s grumbling her 
daughter cooked, and Dilbhar carried many a dish of nourishing food 

and many a piece of well-baked b read to  the homes of the su fferers .  It  
was a hard,  but in many wa ys a sat isfactory,  t ime to Gul Begum, and 

did much to prepare her fo r the far  harder time that was before her . 
 

Early in the sp ring news was again received as to the act ivit y of the 
Afghan sold iers on the Hazara front iers ,  and  Ghulam Hossain among 

many o thers p repared himself for what a ll  fe lt was to be the f ina l 
struggle. 

 
Again a messenger from Ferad Shah came to demand Gul Begum, and 

again he was sent back assurances that the gir l was married and no 
longer lived in the village. 

 
“You  must prepare yourself to retu rn to Mohamed Jan,” her father sa id 

when the message was communicated  to him. “ I cannot protect you 
here.  It  was perhaps not the wisest plan to have adopted originally; but 

it was the best I could devise at the moment ,  and now there is no 
choice.  You cannot be protected  by any one else.  This t ime I will take 

you to his house myself,  and  will promise him such rewards for your 
safe keeping as cannot fa il to  tempt him.” 

 
Gul Begum resisted all she could .  She wept,  she entreated,  but all to  no 
purpose.  Ghulam Hossa in was inexorab le,  she must return to the house 

of the man on whom she had  been named . 
 

“You must be diplomatic,” her father told her,  trying to cheer her ,  “you 
must show no airs of superiorit y with these peop le.  Help the women 

with their  household  work,  and Mohamed Jan with his animals,  as you 
do me. In that way they will grow fond of my prec ious child ,  and will 
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treat you well because they will love you  and  because you will have 
shown them cause why they should value you .” 

 
Gul Begum had  nothing to sa y.  She felt  that such ad vice a year ago 

might have stood her in good  stead ,  bu t that now it was useless.  It  was 
too late.  A fierce enmit y against the man who had insu lted her rose up 

in her heart ,  and she felt  she could neither conciliate him nor the 
women who had mocked her in her troub le,  but she sa id litt le.  She fe lt  

that if her father cou ld not realise the depths of degradat ion to which 
she had been sub jected from her descr iption o f that terr ible interview 

with Mohamed Jan,  when he had snatched the letter from her ,  then 
explanat ions and remonstrances were indeed useless . 

 
The fact was Ghu lam Hossain did not quite believe a ll his daughter had 

to ld him. He understood her proud  spirit  well,  and knew how b itter ly 
she wou ld resent the slightest insu lt.  Moreover ,  he was very busy and 

did not give the mater his fu ll attent ion; besides Gul Begum was 
naturally reticent on so delicate a subject .  Eastern women of any 

posit ion a lwa ys are.  So the poor gir l was borne ignominiously back to 
the house from which she had fled in such terror and  mortif icat ion. 

 
Mohamed Jan p ro fessed  to be much offended at the way in which Gul 

Begum had treated him, admitted  that he had  raised his hand against 
her one day when she had exasperated  him beyond words,  apologised 

and promised that there should be no cause for such complaints in the 
futu re. 

 
“With what part of our army did  you serve  last year?” Ghulam Hossa in 

asked, when the subject of Gul Begum’s complaints and also of the 
rewards that were to be bestowed on Mohamed Jan had been thoroughly 

d iscussed. 
 

Thus interrogated,  the man shuffled about,  made two or three attempts 
to speak, bu t said nothing. Ghu lam Hossain repeated his question. 

 
“How could I both serve with the arm y and obey your orders as to 

protecting your daughter?” Mohamed Jan replied evasive ly. 
 

“That means,  I suppose,  that you served nowhere,” the Vizier  remarked 
severe ly.  “That seems to me a poor account for a patrio t to give of 

himself in such t imes as these.  Speak up, man.” 
 

Absolu tely run into a corner ,  the villager thought he had better  make a 
stand and put himself in the right if he could .  “The fact is,” he said ,  “I 

am not at all in sympathy with this war .  Our people are labourers and 
poor,  with no knowledge of warfare .  How can they ever hope to stand 

up against the tra ined  sold iers of the Ameer o f Kabul?” 
 

“Ah, I see,” Ghu lam Hossa in said bitterly.  “You have had one of the 
Ameer’s emissar ies here ,  and you have learnt to quote his words most 

accurately.  Deep ly do  I regret that I ever placed my daughter in the 
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charge of such an one as you, but it  was Kismet.  I judged you as I 
would naturally judge your father’s son.” 

 
“You do me a great wrong,” the other replied  mood ily.  “I have had no 

emissar ies here.  I use my common sense and  judgement ,  and  I know 
what the resu lt of this war must be .  Our arms cannot possibly be 

victo rious.  Unless we su rrender or the fa ir ly easy terms the Ameer now 
offer s,  we are a doomed nat ion,  and after  all,  what does he requ ire of 
us,  this Ameer? That we pay him taxes so that he may make roads for 
our caravans and traders,  and may p rovide us with soldiers to protect 

them. It  seems to me that it  is an arrangement that would  suit many of 
us well.” 

“The traders,  perhaps,” Ghu lam Hossa in replied scornfully,  “but we 
are no t a race of traders.  We are a race o f farmers,  o f fr ee 
mountaineers,  and we owe allegiance to no man.” 
 
He paused , wait ing for a reply,  but Mohamed Jan vouchsafed none.  
 
“Are you willing to jo in our band four days hence and go and meet the 
enemy under Ferad Shah on the front ier? We are not going to attack,  
only to wait the news of events that we hope are even now taking place 
elsewhere,  but we wish to be prepared to attack his rear should any 
move in other quarters compel him to d raw off his men.”  
 
“Ah, you  have men with both brain and forethought at work,” Mohamed 
Jan sa id,  showing more interest than he had hitherto done.  “If that is 
so,  we may yet prove victorious.  What is your plan of act ion? If it  
seems feasible and  I see any chance of success I ma y join you. What I 
disapprove of is use less s laughter in a  fo rlorn cause.” 
 
Ghu lam Hossa in scanned  him narrowly. He was not a suspic ious,  but he 
was a cau tious man.  
 
“I am sorry I canno t revea l our plan of action to you. Its success 
depends on the secrecy with which it  is carried  out.  Should any one 
betray it  to  the enem y some of the most valuable lives in our country 
wou ld be sacrificed –  the lives of men who hold freedom to be the first 
essent ial of a noble race.” 
 
“You do not encourage me,” Mohamed Jan replied.  “I would willingly 
risk all in a cause which held the smallest  chances of success.  What I 
object to is exposing ourselves,  our wives ,  our children and our 
property to  the certaint y o f death or confiscat ion.  We may be badly off 
as sub jects of Afghanistan,  our freedom gone, bu t we sha ll be infinite ly 
worse off as slaves.” 
 
“Your arguments do more credit to your common sense than to your 
patriotism,” Ghu lam Hossa in replied ,  more harshly than he was wont to 
speak. “I can see my daughter will be safe with you. The Ameer 
promises safet y to those who do no t oppose his arms, but I do no t care 
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fo r such safet y m yse lf,  and neither,  I am su re,  does she.  For the 
moment I leave her with you, on condit ion that she receives respect and 
good treatment from you, in return for which I will,  should I be 
satisf ied,  pay you the mone ys and  other artic les that I have agreed  to 
hand  over to you.” 
 
“Am I then to have no  hope of eventua lly possessing her as my wife?” 
Mohamed  Jan asked, with well- feigned regret.  
 
“None, emphat ica lly none,” the Vizier  rep lied warmly. “Put that idea 
out of your head for ever.  When m y daughter marries she shall marry a 
patriot.” 
 
“Do you  not think it is rather hard that I shou ld have had a gir l named 
on me for so long, and then be to ld finally that I am to  have no chance 
of ever possessing her?” 
 
Ghu lam Hossa in looked at him surprised.  “There has never been any 
ment ion of your fina lly obtaining her in marriage.  It  was an understood 
thing that you were to  receive her into yo ur establishment on condit ion 
that you received  certa in art icles in retu rn.  You  have no t used the gun, 
so perhaps you do not know how good a one it  is.”  
 
Bo th men remained  silent fo r some time, then Ghulam Hossa in rose.  
 
“It is qu ite clear,  then,  that my daughter remains here as yours and 
your mothers guest,” he said,  “until such time as I  can fetch her,  and 
that in retu rn fo r this service you sha ll,  when the t ime expires,  receive 
rewards according to the way in which you have treated her,  and the 
length of time she has been with you.”  
 
Mohamed  Jan did not seem over well sat isf ied.  “Kismet, ” he 
murmured, “but I think the money at least  should be paid in advance.”  
 
“My bargain is made,” Ghulam Hossain replied firmly,  “and may God 
deal with you as you shall dea l with m y daughter.  Now send  her to me 
here.” 
 
He spoke a lwa ys as one accustomed  to be obeyed, and the man he 
addressed at once left the room to  summon his guest.  In the meant ime 
the Vizier  did  not resume his seat,  but continued pacing up and down.  
 
“I am, indeed, in sore diff icult y,” he sa id.  “I have myself no means o f 
protecting this gir l,  and her presence is a dist inct danger to our village,  
but I mistrust this man. I should have got to know him better  before I 
placed this great trust in his hands.  I judged him too ent irely by his 
father.  The son has nothing in common with that good sou l.  He is not 
worthy of the confidence I reposed in him. I fear he is bu t lit t le short 
of a traitor .” And then his daughter entered, and he went to meet her.  
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“God bless and keep you, my flower,” he said,  embracing her.  “Be 
strong and courageous as you alwa ys are,  and  try,  my child,  to be 
patient.  As soon as ever I am able I sha ll come and fetch you. Have no  
fear.” 
 
The gir l spoke not a single word .  An oppression as if of impending 
death was on her,  and her father,  unwilling to  prolong the agony of the 
parting,  mounted his horse and rode off.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XIV 
 

BONDAGE 
 
 

AFTER her father’s departure,  Gul Begum, half paralysed with miser y,  
sat down quiet ly among the other women, her mind  too du lled even to  
fo rmulate good  intent ions.  No one spoke to her,  no one noticed her,  
which perhaps,  after  a ll,  was the ver y kindest thing they could have 
done,  though they did no t know it.  
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“In four days,” Ghulam Hossain had said,  “I sha ll be at the front,” so 
fo r four days Gu l Begum was le ft in peace,  but when those four days,  
and with them a ll chance of his retu rn to see a fter  to  well-being o f his 
daughter,  were passed,  matters changed very much indeed for the 
worse.  
 
Mohamed  Jan was so convinced that a ll the Hazara efforts wou ld  end  in 
fa ilure,  and so certa in,  therefo re,  that the rewards promised b y Ghulam 
Hossain would never be forthcoming, that  he no longer took any pains 
to  concea l his intent ions and character .  It  pleased him to  bully a 
woman who  had been brought up in a refined  and comfortable home, 
and who  had occupied  a singu larly responsible posit ion in her own 
village.  It  was his nature to wish to do so , just as it  is some children’s 
nature to love pulling o ff the legs and wings o f f lies and beetles.  He 
meant litt le by it .  It  just amused him. Bu t in Gul Begum’s case he had 
a spec ial gr ievance.  His father had  asked her father for the gir l’s hand 
in marr iage for his son some time befo re,  partly,  o f course,  because she 
was an undoubtedly f ine gir l,  and the daughter of one of the chief men 
in the countr y,  but also and more especially,  no  doub t,  because Ghulam 
Hossain was known to be a rich man, and he made no  secret of his 
devo tion to his eldest daughter.  Without doubt a large dowry would be 
hers.  
 
This proposed marriage had been rather sco rnfu lly dec lined.  Yet the 
previous year,  when danger and difficult y threatened, the Viz ier  had 
been only too ready to make use of the house that he had not 
considered good enough for her permanent home, as a temporary refuge 
fo r this gir l;  and , moreover,  to justify the fact of her paying so  long a 
visit ,  and also the better to  secure her safet y from the man who was 
molest ing her,  he had gone so far as to  have her named on him.  
 
There was nothing nob le,  no thing gracious or chivalrous in a ll 
Mohamed  Jan’s composition.  He did no t feel in the least honoured by 
the trust reposed in him. He cared nothing whatever fo r the gir l herself,  
excepting that he had been told she was an excellent cook, but he 
wou ld have liked to have had that dowry, and he a lso  fe lt  that he would 
like to have been ab le to tell other men that he had secured the Hazara 
beauty.  
 
All this sat isfact ion was denied him, however,  so he felt  sore and 
aggr ieved. That to his mind meant that he owed Gul Begum a grudge, 
and he meant to  pay it.  The previous year he had been somewhat 
restrained, owing to  the uncerta int y as to the final issue of the war.  
This year he fe lt  free to do  as he chose,  so convinced  was he that ere 
long the gir l wou ld be fatherless and homeless.  She would then,  of 
course,  be his to do what he liked with,  but that was a poor conso lat ion 
after  all,  for  with Ghu lam Hossa in’s downfa ll,  his house would, of 
course,  be searched, his goods confiscated,  and he,  Mohamed Jan,  
wou ld find himself with a ver y f ine wife,  no  doubt,  but with one who  
had absolutely no dowry, and a ll this might so  easily have been 
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avoided, so it  seemed to him, by a litt le foresight on the part of her 
father.  Withou t doubt he owed them a grudge.  
 
During her f irst vis it  to  his house,  Gul Begum had, or  at least her 
grandmother had, st ipulated for her that she should  in no wise feel 
herself obliged always to eat with the family,  and by not present ing 
herself at the ordinar y meal times,  she had forced her hostess 
sometimes to  serve her meal apart from the others.  Now she was forced 
to  eat alone,  and  to be thankfu l for the scraps that were thrown across 
at her.  
 
“Go, fetch me some drinking water,” Mohamed Jan had  called out to  
her one day. “And see that you are sharp about it .”  
 
“I am not your servant,” the gir l had replied  firmly,  remaining seated.  
 
“Ah, is that so ?” the man had replied brutally.  “Then as you  are not my 
servant,  and you are certainly not my re lat ive,  you  have no right to  my 
food. You can go  without.” 
 
So all tha t day she never broke her fast.  Hunger compelled  her to a 
certain amount of submission,  and she was not rea lly unwilling to help 
the other women with the ir  household work.  It  was Mohamed Jan’s 
orders that she so resented.  
 
One morning she was engaged in braiding her hair ,  the luxuriant raven 
tresses of which her father had been so just ly proud, in the usual 
elaborate fashion of her countr ywomen, when Mohamed Jan ca lled her.  
 
“I am engaged,” she replied quiet ly.  “ I cannot come just now.”  
 
“Don’t dare to  tell me you cannot come! You will do as you are bid,” 
he shouted. “Come to me here,  at once.” 
 
Bu t the gir l sat st ill,  f inishing the braiding of her ha ir .  She thought she 
was safe from molestat ion,  so  long as she was in her own apartment,  at 
any rate.  But she was mistaken. Her tormentor had  no scruples.  
 
“Listen to me,” he said,  appearing suddenly in the doorway. “I am tired 
of all this p ride and nonsense.  What you must do is to cease all this 
braiding of hair  and vanit y.  Such things are not for women in your 
position.  You must learn to obey, and I am the man who  is both willing 
and able to  teach you. You refuse to become my wife,  and  your father 
refuses to give you to me in marr iage.  So be it .  I am not particular as 
to  ceremonies.  Your father’ s wishes I am by no means ob liged to  
consider.  He has left you here for me to feed and protect,  without so  
much as paying a single pice for your keep; and as to your wishes,  you 
are a woman, and shou ld have none.  Either you consent here,  now, at 
once,  to become my wife,  or I will treat you in such a way as to make 
you beg me to make you my wife,  but,  mind you, if you let matters 
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come to such a pass as that,  m y God! You will make your entreat ies in 
vain.  Do you see this rope?” he went on,  f lourishing a p iece he held in 
his hand. “Rope is a useful art icle.  It  can bind,  and it  can lash,  and  it  
has other uses,” and  as he spoke he brought it down with a sharp f lick 
across the gir l’s shou lders and arms, making her jump, and causing the 
tears to start in her eyes aga inst her will.  Still she said nothing.  
 
“Now lis ten to  me,” he went on.  “You  elected to stay in this room when 
I called  to you  to come down to  me. It  is well.  You shall remain here.  I 
should be sorry not to oblige you , but lest  you  should feel inclined to 
leave it ,  you  sha ll be bound  hand and  foot to prevent your doing so  that 
you may have the full benefit  of your own cho ice.  When you have come 
to  your senses,  and are willing to submit,  you  can ca ll for  me if you 
like,  and if I am in the house and  unoccupied,  I will,  perhaps,  come 
and see what you want,” and as he spoke he knelt on her,  and tr ied to 
fo rce the rope round her.  But Gul Begum was strong, and lithe,  and 
act ive,  and in spite of the smart ing pain across her shoulders,  she 
struggled and resisted to the uttermost.  
 
“Here,  you women,” Mohamed Jan called out.  “Ho  there! Come 
upstair s and he lp me with this vixen,” and  they came, glad to see the 
gir l,  whose a irs of superio rit y had so often galled them, in such sore 
strait s and  trouble.  
 
And  so,  among them, the y bound her,  and bound  her t ight too, then left 
her almost fa int ing with pain,  fat igue,  and humiliation.  Left her 
withou t a scrap o f food or a d rop of water,  nor could she have partaken 
of either if she had had them, so tight ly were her arms bound down to 
her s ides,  and  the hours d ragged on s lowly,  slowly.  
 
By the evening it  seemed to the poor suffering girl that she must have 
lain there a whole year.  Ever y event o f her life passed before her as in 
a pageant,  and she wondered why God had p laced so heavy a cu rse on 
her; wondered if it  was indeed  just punishment for her pride – a pride 
of which she had so often been accused , but of which,  truth to tell,  she 
fe lt  so ver y litt le.  “Why do they call me proud?” she asked  herself.  
“How do I show myself to be so much more vain than other women? 
Who works harder than I when I am at home? Who is more submissive 
to  her parents?” and then the tears tr ickled down her cheeks and feel 
one b y one on the mud floor on which she was lying.  She had been 
obed ient even when obedience had  brought her to this,  the deepest of 
degradation.  
 
“Ah, father,” she sobbed, “I knew how it wou ld be. I knew, I knew; I 
saw it  coming last year when I ran away, and though you love me, yes,  
I know you do, you  would not listen to me. Your thought I did not 
know, but I knew, alas! too well.  Father,  father,  where are you now? 
Far,  far  away from here,  p ro tecting your countr y from its enemies,  your 
poor country which nothing can save,  while your wretched, suffering 
child,  your own flesh and blood , lies here encompassed  by a far more 
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deadly foe,  a far  more relent less enemy. Father,  father,” she murmured, 
but only the vo ice o f the wind replied,  the  wind  that was blowing from 
off the mountains of her beloved home, and  which,  lift ing her hair ,  the 
hair  she had no t even finished braid ing,  fanned her aching temples and 
her burning, throbbing head.  
 
The sun set and the moon rose.  Such a beau tiful,  b right,  Eastern moon. 
She could hear the regular Hazara giggle going downsta irs,  and ever y 
sound tortured her.  She remembered o ld  Miriam’s words,  “Rejected – a 
prisoner – a slave.” 
 
Ah, here was the fulf ilment of that d ire prophesy alread y. Was ever 
prisoner so  bound? Was ever s lave so punished? 
A weird shadow passed slowly between her and the moon. It was a 
great dun-coloured owl,  she knew by the peculiar swishing of its 
wings,  and she knew, too,  that according to the superstit ions of her 
face,  such a visitor  boded no good, and oh, how cold she was gett ing.  
Her limbs were quite numb. The very blood  in her veins seemed to be 
stopped b y the enc irc ling cord .  Her head grew dizz y,  and then 
Providence was kind to her at last,  fo r she  lost consciousness,  and all 
her tortures,  both menta l and physica l,  were for the moment as though 
they were not.  
 
They next thing she was consc ious of was something licking her,  now 
her hands,  and  now her neck, and then her  face.  She started ,  there was 
something so  uncanny in the sensat ion.  It  was b road daylight,  and a 
great sheep-dog that she had o ften petted and fed  had come to show its 
sympathy with her in her trouble.  A dog is ever ywhere considered by 
Mohamedans an unclean beast,  and deservedly so,  for in the East he is 
one o f the most common and at the same t ime of the most usefu l of the 
many scavengers,  in p roviding which Nature has been so  bount iful.  
 
For a moment,  only a moment, the gir l was f illed  with d isgust and 
horror.  Then a new fee ling,  born o f her lone liness and misery,  came to 
her,  and she bent towards this humble fr iend, an outcast like herse lf,  
rubbing her head on it s shaggy, dusty b rown coat,  because she could  
not undo a hand  wherewith to stroke it .  
 
The sun rose higher and higher,  but still no sound came from below. 
The house seemed to be deserted.  A kind o f terror seized her and  shook 
her from head to  foot.  Had the y all gone awa y and left her,  bound  and 
helpless,  to starve? The outer door must evident ly have been left wide 
open, or  the dog could never have got in.  fearful as she was of the 
consequences of what would seem to Mohamed  Jan to savour o f 
submission,  her terror at being forsaken was too great to admit of any 
other fee ling.  She must ca ll –  and ca ll she  did, bu t how husky her 
voice! It  seemed to have no strength,  to have lost a ll it s carrying 
power.  She called and called again,  but still no  one replied.  Only the 
dog snuffed  round about her and then la y down, p lacing it s head  
affect ionately on her breast.  Again,  she called,  but still no reply came.  
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At last,  nerved even to desperate deeds,  she rolled and wriggled 
towards the door,  to the too  of the stair s,  and then down them. The 
fresh morning a ir  fanned her brow and gave her hope such as a few 
moments befo re had  seemed impossible,  but the hope soon died within 
her,  for  there, grinning a ll over his face at  her contortions and 
struggles, stood  Mohamed Jan,  and behind  him the litt le herd who was 
to  have carried her letter  to her father.  
 
“You must be hungr y,” he said.  “Come, I will give you some food,” 
and he went ins ide and  fetched her some bread and water,  which he 
placed within easy reach hard  her arms been unbound, but he d id not 
offer  to  unfasten the rope.  
 
“Why don’t you  eat?” he asked, mocking her.  “Is it  not food you 
want?” 
 
Bu t the gir l,  relieved from her f irst great terro r, made no rep ly.  
 
Weeks and months passed on – but over the tortu res,  the insu lts,  the 
degradation to which the Viz ier’ s daughter was exposed  during that 
time, it  is best to draw a veil.  Only one point she made and kept,  she 
refused to be Mohamed Jan’s legal wife.  She cou ld not but believe that 
some day she would  escape,  some day she would find a means of 
returning to her father’s house,  and when that day came, she wished to 
be free,  she would have no lega l t ie to bind her and force her back to a 
miser y that was worse than death.  
 
News of the war reached her from time to time. Mohamed Jan made no 
attempt to keep it  from her.  It was part of his amusement to tell her of 
the privat ions to which her fe llow-countrymen were exposed. At first 
she had found a reply to  much that he had had to say,  and had more 
than once asked  him when he was going to join the combatants,  but 
after  a time she ceased  to make any remark.  
 
Once he was awa y for three whole weeks,  and then the gir l fe lt  as 
though the millennium had come. The jeers and laughter of the women 
were as nothing compared to what she had  had to put up with from him. 
She was given the coarsest of food, and was not even allowed to wash 
her clo thes.  
 
“What do you  want clean c lothes for?” Mohamed Jan’s mother asked 
her one day.  
 
“Why, she is go ing to be married,  I should think,  and  wants a ll her 
things got ready,” ano ther one joined in.  “Isn’t that it ,  Gul Begum?”  
 
The gir l said no thing.  
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“It’s no thing bu t vanit y,” the older woman went on severely,  “no thing 
but the vanit y that is inborn in her,  and which she inher its from her 
father.  That’s what’ s the undoing o f her.  Ah, so ft,  s illy fool,  can’t you 
even now see where your own best interests l ie? Your father is dead by 
now, you may be sure,  and your mother and all your people slaves,  and 
your home deserted and desolate.  Can’t you see what a mistake you’ve 
made in no t submitt ing from the f irst? Why, you  might have had  a good 
home here,  and  Mohamed  Jan would have made you a good husband if 
you had treated him properly in the beginning.”  
 
The gir l shivered.  
 
“Yes,  shiver away,” the o ld woman went on,  incensed. “A long time 
ago I told my son what he ought to do.  You want to have your nose cut 
off,  that’s what you want.  That would take the vanit y out of her a bit.  I 
should think,” she said,  tu rning to address the other women, who  
giggled and nudged one another.  Gul Begum said  nothing. She knew 
these women dared no t do anything to her while the master o f the 
house was away.  
 
When Mohamed Jan returned, he was in high good humour.  He brought 
some presents for his women, and soon afterwards bought a number of 
goats and sheep cheap , from a neighbour who was sat isf ied tha t any 
day the Afghans might come down on them as the y had already done on 
so many others,  and would seize his animals withou t offering any 
payment at all.  Mohamed Jan a lso  brought fresh news of the war,  and 
seemed rather to despise than to sympathise with his fe llow-
countrymen in the struggle  they were making for liberty.  
 
“The Mullahs,” he said,  “tried to stir up the Hazaras in Kabu l,  and they 
did succeed  to a certain extent,  withou t doub t,  for the Mullahs have 
great power,  but some of the Hazaras had experienced  great kindness at 
their  maters’  hands,  and knew when they were well off,  so the y 
betrayed the plot.  My word! yo n should have seen the carnage that 
fo llowed. The Mullahs were taken and tortured till they told  the names 
of all who were concerned in this scheme.  Which was to have caused a 
universal r is ing of ever y Hazara in the Kabul va lley.  The rebels were 
hanged, the Mullahs cut to pieces,  and every Hazara has had a sp y put 
on him, so they are having a lively t ime for their  trouble.” 
 
Gul Begum’s blood  simply boiled,  but she  sa id nothing.  
 
“Your father is dead,” he said,  “and so  is your uncle,” bu t still the gir l 
sa id nothing. Fortunately she did not believe him, though her anxiet y 
was increased  to  an almost unbearable extent.  
 
Nor was she disappointed .  Weeks passed and  the summer was nearly 
over when one day Ghulam Hossa in rode up to Mohamed Jan’s house 
and demanded his daughter.  Her piteous condit ion,  her dishewelled 
hair ,  spoke volumes.  He did no t need to ask any question,  or even look 
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in her drawn and suffer ing face; besides,  he had heard something of the 
treatment she had received from the little herd to  whom the gir l had 
shown many kindnesses,  and who had been truly shocked to see her 
bound and ill-treated as she had been the morning she had  wriggled 
down the stairs in terror at being deserted and left to starve.  
 
“I owe you  no payment except one that you shall no t fa il to  rece ive in 
him,” the injured father had said.  “I wou ld shoot you now, here,  in co ld 
blood, traito r that you  are,  bu t that is the reward due to a soldier ,  and a 
man – and not to such as you . Bu t mark my words,  it  may be long in 
coming, but your fate is sealed.  You shall no t die in your bed.”  
 
The gir l was weak and weary.  Not so weary,  however,  but that,  b y 
putting her foot on her father’s,  she could mount his horse and ride 
home behind him.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XV 
 

A WARNING DREAM 
 
 

IT was a wild rainy night.  Black clouds were tear ing across the sky 
running races with one ano ther,  so it  seemed, to see which would first 
reach and cover over the moon, which,  on her part,  kept making the 
most valiant efforts to remain unhidden, and light up the sad world  on 
which she was trying to shed her soothing rays.  Genera lly,  she was 
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over-mastered,  bu t every now and  then her smiling face revealed it se lf,  
making her b rightness the more apparent after  her temporary seclusion.  
 
The village among the Hazara hills was wrap t in sleep.  Not a sound 
was to be heard,  save the rushing of the might y wind as it  sought out 
every nook and  corner,  and blew it s pierc ing blast through ever y 
crevice.  
 
Suddenly Ghu lam Hossain was start led from his s lumbers.  A shadow 
differing from those cast by the clouds had fallen across his pillow, 
and even in his sleep this keen mounta ineer knew the difference.  He sat 
up hast ily,  at the same t ime feeling fo r his gun, which la y beside him, 
then realised that it was Gul Begum who stood beside him.  
 
“Get up, get up quickly,  father,” she said impetuously; “take the boy at 
once and fly.” 
 
Ghu lam Hossa in jumped up and felt  for  his p istols and his knife.  The y 
were all in place,  just as his gun had  been.  
 
“What is it? Who  is there?” he asked eagerly.  
 
“I don’t know. I have not seen nor heard,  but hasten – hasten –  fly to 
the mountains while there is t ime. There is no good trying to  fight.  You 
have not time to call even such men as are le ft in the village to arms. I 
have had a dream.” 
 
Ghu lam Hossa in sat down again, replaced his gun and sighed, but Gu l 
Begum hurried on,  half pulling him up again on to his feet as she 
spoke.  
 
“Oh, it  is no  joke. Don’t be too proud to heed , father.  Take the warning 
that has been sent.  I dreamt there was a storm –  Hark! do you  hear it  
raging? Just such a s torm as this that shut ou t all other sounds.  Then 
suddenly I heard  a sound  of crackling through the storm, and  knew that 
the place was on fire,  and then I felt  the flames f irst on my face and 
then a ll over me, such a scorching fire tha t I cried out for very pain,  
and started  up and roused  you and told  you to fly,  but you  were sound 
asleep ,  and when you  woke, you heard only the storm and no t the 
crackling of the fire,  and would  not heed me at firs t,  but sat smiling 
there,  just as you  are smiling now. Then suddenly you heard the roar of 
the f ire,  far  above that of the storm, and you rose hast ily and took the 
boy. Hark! what is that?” 
 
Ghu lam Hossa in was on his feet in an instant; he too had heard 
something, and se izing his gun, stood listening, then wakened the boy 
that lay beside him. “Horses’ hoofs at midnight,” he murmured , and 
was go ing towards the door.  
“No, by the roof,  father,  b y the roof across the shed , that is your only 
chance.  That’ s how I saw it  in my dream. Fly! f ly! they are 
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dismounting,  they will soon be in the yard,  and you will be lost.  You 
would be but one man against perhaps hundreds.” 
 
She rushed to the door and fastened it ,  then dragged a heavy chest that 
at other times she could hardly have moved, and placed it  across to 
obstruct the entrance o f any one from without,  and so gain t ime. Her 
father had taken the warning and was gone,  carrying the boy with him.  
 
“Here,  open the door!” a rough voice ca lled out,  a few minutes later .  
“Ho! there,  are you  all as leep?” 
 
“Who’s there at this time of night,  making so much noise?” the gir l 
sa id sleepily.  “You can’t come in unless” – co rrecting herse lf hurriedly 
– “there is anything wrong and you want something.”  
 
“Aye, we do  want something, and that something we will have; and, if 
you don’t open to us quickly,  we’ ll pull down your house over your 
heads and bury you  in its ruins.  Do you  understand me?” and he 
commenced hammering at the doo r with the butt end of his gun.  
 
“You must wait a moment,” the gir l ca lled out entreat ingly, “and don’t 
make all that noise,  you’ll wake the child ren,  the y are asleep inside.  If 
you will be patient til l I have fastened on my c lothes I’ ll call my 
mother and we’ll move a great box that we pull across the door to 
protect us at night.  There is no need to force your way in,  I’ ll open as 
soon as I can.  Here,  mother,  he lp,  there is  some one at the door who 
seeks admit tance; he lp me with this chest. ” 
 
“Who is it?” asked the woman coming in,  “and what’s the box doing 
there? and  where’s your –“ 
 
Gul Begum had seized her mother’s arm, and  placed her finger on her 
lip s to command silence.  Again,  the same man outside began knocking 
with his gun, and  ano ther made a great rush at the door,  thinking, with 
his whole weight,  to  push it in.  Bu t the door was of teak wood, and 
Ghu lam Hossa in had seen to the f ixing of it  himself.  
 
“Wait,  wait,” she sa id,  “we are moving the chest,  but it  is very heavy; 
when I have pushed it  as ide a litt le I will open the door so that you can 
slip your hand through and help  us from outside.  But who are you who  
come forcing your way in at night instead of seeking admittance in the 
daylight?” 
 
“We’ ll tell you our business when we get in,” the same vo ice went on.  
“Make haste and  move that chest.  What do you mean b y putting lumber 
before the door in this way?” 
 
“My father saw it  pu t there before he went away,” the gir l sa id quietly.  
“He has it  put there for our protection in case any one should try to 
molest us in his absence.” 
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“Is your father not here then?” the man asked angrily.  
“Oh no, he’s not here,  or  he would have come out and  spoken to you ; 
he is away –  at the war.” 
 
“The bird  has f lown, my men,” the same voice called out. “We have 
lost him again.  I thought we had tracked him this time. That devil o f a 
Mohamed  Jan must have misled us.  I’ ll make him sing for this,  taking 
our pay just to  misled us.” 
 
“Mohamed Jan!” Gul Begum put her hand to her forehead as though she 
had been shot.  “We have traitors in our very midst,” she murmured.  
 
The men ou tside seemed to be ho lding a council.  The y had ceased 
knocking, but they were talking too low for the gir l to  catch what they 
sa id.  
 
“I hope I did not do wrong to tell them he is not here.  He will be safe 
now. They cannot follow him on horseback where he can gone,  and  
only a Hazara and  one who  knows the way could take them to  the 
caves.  Bu t what about Mohamed Jan? which Mohamed Jan? There are 
many of that name,” she sa id to herself,  “many Afghans as well as 
Hazaras.  It  need no t necessarily be that fiend.” 
 
Bu t somehow the more she thought of it  the more convinced  was she 
that the man who had  laid this trap for her father was none other than 
the wretch whom had had trusted with the greatest treasure he 
possessed – his daughter.  He had been faithless and worse in the one 
case –  what was to  prevent his being a traitor  to his countr y? 
 
Suddenly,  above the murmur of the many vo ices just outside the door,  
above even the roar of the elements – the raging of the storm – another 
sound made itself heard,  and struck terror into  the hearts o f the two 
women who  stood listening inside.  Shr iek after shr iek rent the air  –  the 
yells of a man in the agony o f torture,  then a dull thud.  
 
A shr iek –  a thud . “Ah, they are using the fauna.  Poor wretch! Who can 
it be,  and what is it  for?” Gul Begum cried . “Quick,  mother,  let us 
undo the door.” 
 
“My God! M y God! I have led you right,” the wretched vict im called 
out.  “I hate the man myself,  and for my own sake would willingly 
deliver him to you. I tell you  he is ins ide.  Those women are dece iving 
you; he is there; search the house,  he is there,”  
 
Again there was a rush of many feet towards the door, which now stood 
open, so  that any one could enter .  
 
“Where is Ghulam Hossain?” a gruff vo ice asked peremptorily.  
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“Ghulam Hossain has joined  the sold iers.  He is not here.  Do you want 
him?” Gul Begum asked composedly,  stepping outside and moving 
towards the spot from whence the shr ieks has proceeded. The black 
clouds were still chasing one ano ther across the sky, and the wind was 
so high as almost to  blow her off her feet,  but the moon shone clear 
and the shr ieks directed her to  the spot where a litt le crowd had 
collected on the far  s ide of the shed near the tower.  
 
“I tell you  I tracked the man here t he day before yesterday, and after  
sending you the messenger have never ceased watching his every 
movement.  He could not have left the house without my seeing him. I 
have sat in this shed all night watching the door until I heard the sound 
of your horses’  feet coming up the hills,  when I joined  you. He is 
there,  you have but to make a thorough search and you  will f ind him, 
no matter  how well he may be hid .  Ah, le t  me go, let me go , it is 
useless a ll this torture.  There is no sense in it  at all.  I would tell  you al 
I could without any to rture.  If you break my feet,  of what use can I be 
to  you? If you will only release me I will serve you right faithfu lly.  
Undo my feet,  the y are breaking.” 
 
“The dog speaks the truth,” one of the so ldiers said authoritat ive ly.  
“Undo the man. Those women have got that devil in here hiding 
somewhere.  I’ ll make them produce him.”  
 
Gul Begum had pressed  fo rward,  her shawl well pulled over her head, 
and was just in t ime to see Mohamed Jan released .  He was s itt ing on 
the ground, his legs stretched out before him, his feet,  from which the 
blood seemed oozing in every direct ion,  securely fastened  between the 
divided sides of a bamboo that had been split  and driven into the 
ground . Beside him stood a soldier with a great club in his hand,  and 
much as she loathed  the s ight of the man who sat before her in an 
agony too great to notice her,  she shivered when she thought of the 
to rtu re each stroke of that mallet on the end of the bamboo must inflict 
on the poor wretch who  sat there,  the sharp edges of the wood driven 
ever deeper and deeper into  the a lmost bursting f lesh of those poor, 
wretched  feet,  squeezing the bones a lmost  to crushing point as the 
bamboo was driven further and further into the ground.  
 
Ano ther cr y o f pain – it  was when the bamboo was removed – and then 
the blood flowed freely.  
 
“Give me some water,” the su ffering tra itor pleaded. Gul Begum 
inst inc t ively tu rned to get him some, but a fee ling of revulsion came 
over her; she went into the house,  and  sat down beside her litt le s ister  
in a heap on the floo r.  She could not return to face that loathsome 
sight, nor cou ld she urge herself to take him the water he was craving 
fo r.  He was her own most bitter  enemy, who  had insulted her and 
abused the confidence placed in him by her father.  But he was worse 
than that,  he was no t only false to his countr y,  but a spy to lead the 
enemy to the haunts of the Hazara chiefs.  What worse cou ld he be? 
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“Let those whom he serves attend to his wants,  I cannot,” she sa id to 
herself,  then took her litt le sobbing s ister  in her arms.  
 
“You can search wherever you  like,” Halima was sa ying in her terror. 
“He is not here,  we have no t a co rner where we could hide a mouse in.  
Such an inconvenient house.  No p lace to put anything. My husband was 
here yesterday. He was here last night.  He must have had a sudden call 
and gone off late; he cannot be far  away, not further than the next 
village at most; he often goes there; o r he may have joined  some 
company among the hills.  He never tells me where he goes.  If any one 
could  tell you  it would  be Gul Begum there; ask her,  she knows if any 
one does.” 
 
“Where is the gir l?” one o f the soldiers asked  roughly.  
 
“I am here,” she said qu iet ly,  from her corner.  “What do you  want with 
me?” 
 
“Where is your father?” 
“How can I te ll?” Gul Begum asked truthfully enough. “He was here 
last night s leep ing in this ver y room with the e ldest boy. When you 
knocked  and  made such a clatter ,  I came in here to see what you  
wanted,  and found that the room was empty,  neither my father nor 
brother were here.  Doubtless they heard of your coming and escaped,” 
and then a sp irit  of evil too possession of the gir l.  “Mohamed  Jan,” she 
sa id,  “says he has been in the shed all night watching our house.  My 
father is a spirit  that he can vanish into  air .  Ask him which direct ion he 
took. He must have seen him go. My father may have made it  worth his 
while to keep s ilent.  Mohamed Jan is a man who  will take any master’s 
pay – ours as well as yours.”  
 
“That’s true,  the tra itor ! Where is he? M y God, he shall smart fo r his.  
Here,  lads,  tie him up again, tie him to the post of yo n shed, and see 
what a hundred  lashes will get out of him.” 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XVI 
 

A PRISONER! 
 
 

GUL BEGUM had made the suggest ion regarding Mohamed  Jan and the 
bribe he had possib ly rece ived  from her  father,  knowing perfect ly well 
that,  though undoub tedly a traitor  to his country and  capable of any 
conceivable crime, he was innocent on this particular occasion.  She 
had said  it  withou t ever considering the consequences,  in a moment of 
exc itement and fury against the man who had no t only wrecked her life,  



A VIZIER’S DAUGHTER – A TALE OF THE HAZARA WAR  84

but had been disco vered in the ver y act of  betraying her father,  and 
who  would, she was su re,  be ready at any time to  lead  his country’s 
enemies into the most secret fastnesses of the ir mounta in homes,  not 
mere ly to save his own neck (by going and taking refuge in Kabul he 
could  have done that),  but to earn the palt ry sums of money with which 
any Hazara mean enough to accept them was being b ribed by the 
Afghan commanders.  And this man, had thought to be her husband ! She 
shivered as she reca lled the scenes she had gone through, and  then 
shivered again as she heard the cr ies of the tortured wretch ou tside.  
“He is receiving his just reward ,” she murmured. But still she felt  s ick 
and fa int and  longed to run awa y and hide herself,  longed to take back 
her angr y words,  even though her do ing so were to release her enemy.  
 
Suddenly an Afghan sold ier  entered the room where she sat crouching, 
and trying to shut out those awfu l cr ies from the ears of her litt le 
sister ,  who, hear ing the noise,  and general commotion had sought 
refuge in her arms.  
 
“Is your name Gul Begum, woman?” he asked authoritatively.  
 
“Yes,  it is,” she sa id without ris ing.  “What do you  want with me?” 
 
“Stand up when I speak to you, and answer my questions truthfu lly,  or  
it will be the worse fo r you. Do you  hear?” the man went on.  
 
The gir l rose,  wrapped her litt le s ister  in a qu ilt ,  and made her 
comfortable,  then went and learnt against the door,  looking out into  the 
night.  
 
“Are you a married woman or single?” the soldier  interroga ted.  
 
“I am not married,” the gir l sa id,  almost inaudib ly.  
 
“That man there,  that Mohamed Jan,” pointing in the d irect ion o f the 
shed, “says you are his wife,  and begs as a reward for his services to us 
that you be restored  to him.” 
 
“He lies,” she said  aga in,  in the same low tones.  “He wished to make 
me his wife when I went on a vis it  to  his house some time ago , because 
he wanted the dowry my father would have given with me, but I am no t 
his wife and never will be.  I would rather d ie.” 
 
“Is there any one here who can prove that you are not his wife?” the 
man asked  aga in,  not so roughly this time.  Perhaps though he was too 
hard to be touched by her evident distress,  he was not altogether 
insensible to her beauty.  
 
“Let him bring the witnesses of the marr iage,” she sa id quiet ly,  feeling 
that she had ga ined  a po int somewhere,  without knowing exact ly 
where.  
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“That is not possib le at this time,” he replied more harshly.  “Do not 
dare to tr if le with me. Where is your mother o r some relat ion whom I 
can ask?” 
 
“My mother is here,  but she is beside herself with grie f,  and would sa y 
anything, hardly knowing what she said,” the gir l replied anxiously.  
She d id not know what trouble her mother  might not get her into.  
 
“Then ca ll your mother  – or stay,  I will call her myself,” and he kicked 
the door of the inner apartment,  where the  other woman and children 
sat crouching in abject terror,  repeatedly with the roe of his heavy 
boot.  
 
“The mother of Gul Begum is to come here with me, I wish to speak to 
her,” he said.  The poor woman came forward  trembling,  but speechless.  
 
“Is this your daughter,  woman?” he asked. “Yes,  s ir ,  i t is,” she sa id 
fa int ly.  “Is she married or single?” 
 
“I tell you  I am not married ,” the gir l put in,  tr ying to give her mo ther 
the cue; bu t the poor woman was far  too terrif ied  to take it .  
 
“She is marr ied.” Then see ing that the soldier tu rned round on Gul 
Begum and  advanced towards her menacingly,  she added -hurriedly,  “At 
least she is named on a man, a neighbour, and has sta yed in his house 
as his a ffianced bride.”  
 
“What does this mean?” the man asked  angrily.  “You pack of lying 
hounds! You want t ying up to  the post,  and beating too,  I think.” Then 
tu rning to Gul Begum, “Listen to me,” he went on.  “If you are that 
man’s wife,  go to him. You are free.  You are his in payment o f a debt 
we owe him. If you  are s ingle,  go,  get yourselves ready and come with 
me. You are all war prisoners,  slaves of the Ameer,  and must come 
with me to Kabu l.” 
 
Gul Begum shivered.  
 
Her mother f lung herself at her cap tor’s feet.  “Oh, merc y, mercy, show 
us some mercy,” she pleaded. “I have litt le children and  an old  mother,  
do not punish us all for  this gir l’s sake.  How can we go to Kabul in this 
weather? How can we get there in this storm? Let us at least spend the 
rest of the night here.  Good  sir ,  hear my p rayer,  and let u s wait t i l l 
morning.” 
 
Bu t she might as well have addressed  the raging elements.  
 
“Get read y to start as I te ll you, and don’t loiter .  I have orders to take 
you to the camp at once.  Don’t keep me wait ing here,  “ was a ll the 
reply she got.  
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“Who is to saddle the ponies?” the woman whined piteously.  “None of 
the men seem to be about the place.  I suppose,  like their  master ,  they 
have run awa y instead  of staying here to protect us.” 
 
“The ponies? Oh, don’t you  trouble abou t those,  my good  woman. We 
will take good care of them;” the so ldier  said laughingly.  “You did  not 
think you were go ing to r ide to  Kabul,  did you? Bu t make haste,  or  I 
sha ll have to he lp you with a st ick.  There goes the ca ll .  Come, march!”  
 
“We must get on our things; you  would not have us run barefooted on 
these hills.” 
 
“Look here, my good woman, out at that door. No  trif ling here with 
me,” and , as he spoke, he pushed her ou tside.  “You go out there and 
stay there.  I’ ll send the others after you.” 
 
Meanwhile,  Gu l Begum had  not been idle.  She had  seen at a glance that 
resis tance was useless,  impossible – and, picking up first one child ,  
and then another,  had clothed it  as best she could in the hurry of the 
moment.  Then turning to the recess where the stores were a ll kept,  had 
se ized  every warm wrap she could lay her hands upon, urging her old 
grandmother at the same time to make what speed  she could. But the 
confusion was terrib le: the child ren,  wakened  from their  s leep,  cried,  
and would  not be persuaded to help themselves to any extent,  and Gul 
Begum, who had  been co ncerning herse lf chiefly about the ir  clothes,  
had no time to seize any food befo re the soldiers returned, this t ime 
with a st ick in his hand, which he f lourished menacingly,  then brought 
down – bu t not heavily –  across the gir l’s shou lders.  
 
“Look here, you women, ou t you go,” and, heedless of cr ies and tears,  
he drove them a ll out before him.  
 
The scene ou tside was one never to  be forgo tten.  Gul Begum had 
thought that the y alone in their  house were to  be the victims, and had 
been reproaching herself,  thinking she was the cause o f a ll this troub le,  
but in tha t she found  she was mistaken. With the dawn which was now 
breaking, the storm had lu lled somewhat,  and befo re her,  as far  as she 
could  see,  were f igures moving in the dim morning light – f igu res,  
chie fly o f women and children,  driven and  hust led by the soldiers,  fir st 
here,  then there.  
 
Shereen and her mother were standing huddled together against a wall;  
neither had put on their  boots,  and both were but very light ly c lad.  
They had been torn half asleep from the ir  warm beds,  and many others 
were in a st ill more p itiable cond ition.  In all that great seething crowd 
it was almost impossib le to find any one,  and Gul Begum looked round 
in vain trying to discover her mother.  
 
Oh, such a wailing and crying, such sobs and such despair! Here what 
fo rtitude and courage,  there what dull obstinacy and ind ifference; but it  
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was the weeping of the children,  the crowds of ha lf-clad s leep y gir ls 
exposed to the night wind, that went most to Gul Begum’s heart.  Her 
litt le brother,  the youngest of the family,  she had folded in a great 
shawl,  and soon hushed  to  sleep upon her breast,  even among the no ise 
and confusion that ever ywhere p revailed.  Her youngest sister ,  a lit t le 
child of barely nine,  Gul Begum herself in miniature, clung to her 
sister’s skirt’ in terror,  bu t she had ceased crying and kept looking 
abou t, wondering what was the matter .  Fatma, the elder girl,  wailed  
loudly,  hardly knowing why she cried.  Then suddenly the order was 
given to march, and the who le crowd was driven down the hill and  on 
the way to  Kabul.  Road  there was none – only the pathway that had 
been made b y the trampling of many feet for many years – bu t there 
they were,  these hundreds of human beings,  d riven like so  many sheep 
along a sheep-track, the lambs fo llowing as best they cou ld.  
 
“My feet,  my feet,  they are gett ing a ll cut,  I can’t walk on these stones 
barefoo ted,” a woman kept crying bitter ly.  “And  where are my 
children? Will no one find m y children and my mother?”  
 
She was some distance on in front at fir st,  but as she got fu rther and  
fu rther behind, owing to the tenderness of her feet,  Gu l Begum 
recognised her mother’s voice.  
 
“Here,  mother,  we are here,” she cried,  “and Shereen and my aunt.  I 
have given aunt your boots,  for  her feet were gett ing cut too,  but you 
can have mine.  I am used to go ing barefooted and prefer it ,” and so 
saying, a lmost without stopping in her walks,  the girl pu lled off her 
long boots and handed them to her mother .  
 
“And I am cold,” the wretched woman sobbed, almost breaking down 
now she had got back among her children.  
 
“Here,  take the boy and wrap the shawl around you  both,” the gir l said 
aga in soothingly.  “It’s all r ight now, mother.  Whatever happens,  we are 
all together,  so that nothing can be so bad as if we were all separated.”  
 
“Ho! there,  no lo iter ing,” one of the soldiers ca lled out.  “Who’s that 
blocking the wa y?” for it  took just a few seconds to effect these 
changes,  and this t ime Shereen, the fu rthest behind of the party,  got a 
poke in the back with the end of a stick.  
 
Relieved of her burden, Gul Begum was the brightest of the company 
and d id much to cheer the others on their  way, now giving this lit t le 
child a lift ,  now that,  and  as the light grew brighter  the ver y sold iers 
noted  her handsome form and face,  and spoke more kindly to  her than 
to  the rest.  
 
Bu t what a drear y wear y trail of human beings! A few men-servants 
and fie ld  labourers who had been left behind when the rest of the men 
had been ca lled off to take part in the war  were to be seen here and 
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there,  but the great bulk of all that crowd consisted o f women and 
children who, now that they had go t well on the road, marched for the 
most part in s ilence,  except where a child’s wail or  the fretfu l cr y o f an 
infant made itself heard.  
 
On, on they marched . The night wind so ftened  down to a pleasant 
morning breeze,  and that in its turn disappeared and the sun broke out 
in all it s strength,  but still the molted crowd marched on. They had  
only ha lted twice,  chie fly,  it seemed to Gul Begum, to let the so ldier s 
have some food, but they had been kind to her,  and had  let her have a 
piece of bread now and again,  which she had at once given to her litt le 
sisters,  and more than once the y had pointed ou t to her a spring of 
fresh c lear mounta in water at which she had slaked her thirst.  
 
The sun, as it  rose higher and higher,  streamed down on the white 
stones and sand, and baked them as though they had just come out of 
an oven, sco rching the fugit ives’  feet.  It  s treamed on the ir  heads,  and 
made them draw the ir shawls more closely round them. Gul Begum was 
accustomed to roam the mountains barefo ot,  but that had  been at her 
leisu re and  at the hour she herse lf had chosen. This constra ined  march, 
barefoo t on those burning stones,  became very wear isome, and when 
the mid-day halt was called under the shade of some mulberry trees by 
a running stream, she was thankfu l to dangle her poor aching swollen 
limbs in the cool water.  
 
The children ate the fa llen mulberries ravenously,  then stretched the ir 
wear y limbs and slept in the refreshing shade.  
 
“Shake down some more,” Gul Begum had said  to one of the sold iers.  
“Do, for the love of Heaven. See how hungr y the litt le child ren are,” 
and he had no t only shaken the tree,  but had  climbed up, and , after  
eat ing as may as he could  contain himself,  had brought her down a 
handfu l.  She ate them hu ngr ily,  and wished that at any cost she had 
se ized  some of the bread she had baked  overnight,  and which lay in 
piles on a she lf in the house she had been so suddenly forced to quit.  
How easily it  might have been brought – and now they were so short of 
food.  
 
So many mulberr ies to children unaccustomed to them could not be 
anything but harmful,  bu t still they must eat something. Present ly she 
feel as leep,  and when she woke the shadows had  lengthened by many 
feet and the evening b reeze was beginning to r ise again.  
 
“Where are we to sleep to-night?” she asked . 
 
“You will see,” was all the answer she received. “How soon shall we 
be in Kabul?” she asked again.  
 
“Khuda me danad” (God knows),  the sold ier  answered, “to -morrow, or 
the next day,  or  a week or two  hence.  How can I tell?”  
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The gir l s ighed . “But the children? The y will never stand this march,” 
she sa id,  “and just look at my feet.  The y are better  now, but by 
tomorrow night I shan’t be ab le to put them to  the ground.”  
 
“Can’t he lp that,” the so ldier  said  aga in.  “Why d id you give away your 
boots? You had some on when you  started.” 
 
“Oh, it  was to my mother I gave them,” the gir l answered  simply.  “I 
could  not walk in boots and  see her feet bare.” 
 
“As you please,” the man answered  care lessly.  “ It’s not much of a 
matter that to my wa y of thinking.” 
 
They halted  at night in a village,  and were packed as t ightly as they 
could  be squeezed into  the rooms, or rather sheds,  allo tted to them. It  
was a terrib le night. Many of the children had a touch of sun fever,  and 
in add ition to this the mulberries had disagreed with severa l,  and  made 
them sick and  restless.  
“Give me some water – water,” Gul Begum’s litt le sister  kept crying,  
“I am so hot and thirst y.”  
 
“Ah, God, my darling is ill,” the elder gir l  moaned. “God  make you 
well,  my sweet one,” but still the litt le thing wailed  and  cried,  “Give 
me some water,  s ister mine (Khwar-e-m),  I am so thir sty.  Water,  
water.” 
 
All night the gir l sat by her and tried to soothe her,  and when day 
dawned she s lept.  Then Gul Begum put down her head and s lept too .  
She could do no more; she was worn out.  
 
The child seemed better  in the morning, but langu id .  Towards noon, 
when the sun aga in broke out in a ll its fury,  she got worse.  The fever 
returned  with redoubled strength,  and the child  could  not drag her poor 
wear y limbs along.  
 
“Oh God,” Gul Begum cried,  “have pit y but there seemed  no God to 
hear,  only the so ld iers,  and the y hurried  on the laggers behind  and  
plied the ir  st icks – not merc ilessly,  however –  on those who  seemed 
too weary to  drag themselves forward.  Gul Begum tried to carry her 
litt le sister ,  but her own feet were sore,  she lagged behind in her turn 
and had a stick laid across her back just as though she had been a sheep 
straying from the flock.  She borrowed her  boo ts back from her mother,  
but found  she could no t get them on, her feet were so swollen.  At last 
they halted  aga in for the mid-day rest,  but Gul Begum got no repose,  
the suffer ing child kept crying and could not sleep  o r eat.  But why 
dwell on events so painfu l,  so harrowing? The next night bu t one Gul 
Begum’s darling died ,  died in a raging fever,  and two nights later  the 
boy d ied too.  Oh, the wailing and the weeping throughout the camp! 
Dozens of litt le children perished on that long burning road, and so 
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exhausted were their  mothers and relat ions at length that in most cases 
they became almost thankfu l to be r id of the ir  bu rdens.  
 
Not so Gul Begum; she near ly broke her heart.  She mourned  her litt le 
sister ,  her f lower,  her favourite,  more deeply than d id the mother who 
had given her bir th; but still they journeyed on.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XVII 
 

SELECTED 
 
 

ON the a fternoon of the f ifth day, wear y,  worn,  and trave l-stained, the 
exiles saw a great camp in the distance – white tents extend ing in all 
direct ions over a well-watered  plain where the corn stood high and 
green above the r ich earth which,  year a fter year,  yie lds such abundant 
crops.  
 
A motley crowd indeed had set out from the village among the Hazara 
hills,  bu t it  was an emaciated,  haggard,  exhausted  crowd that came into 
camp that evening. Some o f the older women, on the excuse of 
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remaining with the children who  could  drag their  wear y limbs no  
fu rther,  had  begged to stay behind and watch their  lit t le ones d ie,  
promising to rejo in the party as soon as the last struggle should  be 
over; and the so ld ier s had let them stay,  partly under the firm 
convict ion that,  l ike the litt le ones whose death was inevitable,  these 
feeble old bodies would never reach their  destinat ion,  and  partly a lso 
because the y knew that as s laves their  market value would be 
absolutely nil.  But if the oldest o f the party had d ropped out from 
among the ranks and were s itting b y the roadside in the last state of 
exhaust ion,  others seemed somehow to  have taken the ir p laces in the 
most extraord inar y way.  
 
The middle-aged women, many of whom had been stout and well bu ilt ,  
if no t comely,  when they had  set ou t,  were now mere shadows, the ir 
tanned and wrinkled skins hanging in fo lds across their  but too 
apparent bones.  Even the young women looked twice the ir age,  and 
many were worn with gr ief as well as suffering.  Amo ng these was Gul 
Begum. Her father was her idol,  her idea l,  and  he,  thank God, was so 
far  safe; but lit t le Marwar i had been her darling,  her comforter  and  
adorer.  She missed her every hour.  In a ll her sufferings in the days that 
were past it  had  been of the litt le sister  she had thought,  and the warm 
soft hand slipped tenderly in hers had been her so lace during many a 
sad and anxious hour,  and now she was gone,  gone where the sun could 
never scorch her more,  where no stones wou ld  cut her litt le aching feet,  
and where there were r ivers and fountains  in plent y to s lake that 
burning unquenchab le thirst.  
 
As she had trudged on the tears had chased each other down her 
sunburnt,  wind-tanned cheeks,  and  had fa llen one after the other on her 
travel-sta ined skirt and shawl,  but no  sob had  escaped her – only the 
tears welled up  and  fell,  then welled up and fe ll again – she was too 
tired for more; nature could make no further effo rt.  Properly clad,  and 
at her own le isure,  she could have accomplished the d istance in half 
the time and without so  much as turning a ha ir; bu t this weary,  steady 
march, barefoot, all through the scorching  noontide,  with the help less 
litt le ones depending on her when their  own strength f lagged , had  taxed 
even her strength to the ver y uttermost.  
 
The night she arr ived  in camp, however,  she  slept – and slept soundly – 
and next morning, except that her feet were both swollen and cut about 
by the stones,  she felt  fresher and brighter  than she had done for some 
days.  Shereen, too,  and many o f the other gir ls,  had recovered their  
spir its and had begun wondering what the next move was to be. They 
had had an abundant supper over night,  so  fo r the f irst t ime fo r several 
days the y were no t hungry.  Besides,  they were not under near ly such 
str ict rule as they had been, and some even ta lked  of flight,  but it  was 
mere ta lk.  Not one had  either strength or courage to  attempt it ,  and ,  
moreover,  for  all the apparent carelessness,  they fe lt  that the y were 
closely watched . Towards noon there seemed  more stir  about the camp. 
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Food was distr ibuted,  and the sold iers seemed altogether more active 
and busy about their  arms and accoutrements.  
 
“The Commedan has awakened and will be round  to see the prisoners 
almost direct ly,” somebod y whispered,  and soon the fact was loudly 
discussed on all sides,  and all sorts of speculat ions raised.  
 
After  a while a sold ier  came round and picked out about twenty gir ls or  
so,  among whom were both Shereen and Gul Begum, and  to ld them to 
smooth the ir  hair  and  make themselves lo ok as t idy as they could.  The 
Commedan was coming, and was go ing to choose some ha lf-dozen of 
them fo r himself.  Some of the gir ls took the news plac idly enough, and 
even began giggling and nudging one ano ther in the usual Hazara st yle,  
when anything in the shape of marriage is  in the air ;  but Gul Begum 
was most ind ignant.  
 
“If I am a s lave at a ll,” she p rotested loudly,  “I am the Ameer’s s lave,  
and must be ass igned my place by him, no t by any stra y Commedan or 
Captain who  may chance to crop up.” But the soldiers took no notice of 
her.  
 
“Most probably he will no t choo se you at all,” one o f the gir ls 
remarked, nudging her ne ighbour meaningly.  “There are twent y of us 
here,  and he only wants s ix.  Why should he choose you? I would be 
quite willing to be one of the s ix,  I’m sure,  if only it  meant an end to 
all this marching and driving across deser ts.” 
 
When the t ime came, however,  the willing vict im was no t selected,  and  
neither was Shereen. Gul Begum was.  
 
As the Commedan marched o ff,  having made his cho ice known to his 
subordinate,  a sudden inspirat ion seemed to come to Gul Begum. 
 
“Sahib,” she sa id  – he turned –  “Sahib,  I understand that I am one of 
the gir ls you have se lected for your own househo ld.” He was going to 
pass on,  but something in her carriage and bearing struck him, and he 
paused.  
 
“Well,  what o f that?” he asked.  
 
“I thought I had better  let you know at once,  and befo re matters 
proceed further,  that your taking me may get you  into trouble which 
you would rather avo id.  I am Gul Begum, the Vizier’ s daughter,  the 
chosen of Co lonel Ferad Shah.”  
 
“Ferad Shah?” the Commedan said ,  almost  below his b reath.  “Is that 
true? Do you so ldiers know anything o f this?” 
 
“Heard nothing o f it  before.” One of those stand ing next him answered 
wonderingly.  “We heard she was the wife of that spy of ours,  Mohamed 
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Jan.  Ferad Shah’s name has never been ment ioned in connection with 
her.” 
“It is well,” Gul Begum said quietly,  noting something o f the awe 
which the ver y ment ion of this man’s name had inspired.  “It is you who 
run the r isk of his disp leasure,  not I.  These,” point ing to  the o ther 
women, “are my witnesses that I have protested.  It is for  you now to do 
what you p lease.”  
 
“What proof have you of this? Have you any one here who is aware 
that you have been selected by Ferad Shah?” 
 
“There is m y cousin Shereen,” she sa id.  “ask her,  and somewhere you 
will f ind my mother,  and  these gir ls they,  too,  all know that Colonel 
Ferad Shah has twice sent spec ial messengers for me to go and join 
him. That he is a man who does not care to be crossed I a lso know, and  
probab ly you  know as much o f him, or more,  that I do.” 
 
The man looked  her up and down. It seemed to him not unlikely tha t 
Ferad Shah had chosen this gir l.  He was a judge of these things,  and 
knew a f ine woman when he saw one.  
 
“All r ight;” he said  to his men, “put her as ide to  send to Ferad Shah. 
Let us hope she will l ike it  when she gets there,” he added below his 
breath.  “My God, women have strange tastes!” 
 
So the Vizier’s daughter was returned for the moment to her tent and to 
her companions,  and the other f ive,  with another gir l who  was chosen 
in Gul Begum’s place,  were a ll marched  off to  the Commedan’s 
quarters.  But during the day many were the ca lls paid round the 
prisoners’  camp, and many of the gir ls that were marched o ff in this 
direct ion and  that,  henceforth to be the s laves o f those who had 
se lected them. There was nothing u nkind in the way they were treated .  
They were quietly to ld what the y were to do  and  they d id it;  only when 
mothers and daughters were parted there was wailing and sobbing, and  
sometimes an effort on the mother’s part to go with the daughter – an 
effort not altogether unavailing in some cases if the mother were you ng 
and the child too small to  do easily witho ut her.  Fatma was selected 
during the f irst hour or two, and sent to the household of the chief man 
in one of the neighbouring villages.  Halima cried loudly and begged to 
be taken too,  but was sent back. She was not wanted.  Gul Begum began 
to  wonder what was to be done with her,  and what her fate was to be. 
Like many another in Afghanistan she had  saved  her self from the 
diff icult y of the moment,  by p lac ing herself in a far  worse plight,  had  
substituted what might prove a terrible o rdeal in the establishment o f a 
monster  for the comparatively ordinar y every-day trouble that had 
threatened  her; but Hazaras and  Afghans,  too,  never think be yond  the 
passing moment.  When the next difficult y arose she would find some 
means of meet ing it ,  she thought,  and in the meant ime she had a few 
hours’ respite.  
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Early next morning she was awakened  by a soldier  calling outside her 
tent.  “Gul Begum, Gul Begum,” he said,  “you  are wanted.” 
 
The gir l was on her feet in a moment.  “What is it?” she asked.  
 
“Get up and make yourself ready to start at once. I have orders to  take 
you to Colonel Ferad Shah’s garden house,  it is not ver y far  from here,  
but the Commedan has ordered a pony for you to r ide,  and he is 
sending two other gir ls with you .  
Who would you like to  take? You may choose any that you  may prefer 
from among those that are left.” 
 
Gul Begum smiled.  “This is what it  is to be the chosen of Co lonel 
Ferad Shah,” she said to herself,  and in spite of all her many troubles 
and anxiet ies as to her future, a certain glow of sat isfact ion passed 
over her.  After  all,  this was but how she ought to be treated; was she 
not Ghu lam Hossain’s daughter? 
 
Shereen and her mother, besides Halima and  several other women, 
occupied  the same tent.  “Take me,” her cousin p leaded, “don’t leave 
me behind, Gul Begum.” 
 
“And me,” entreated Halima. “You would not leave me here all a lone, 
or I sha ll indeed be forsaken. M y baby is dead , and Marwari” - the 
wretched  woman commenced weeping- “Fatma has been torn from me, 
and now you are going to forsake me too.  Oh, wretched creatu re that I 
am, would  that I too had died.” 
 
“Hush, mother,  hush,” the gir l sa id smoothly.  “If I may, of course I 
will take you .” 
 
“And me too?” asked Shereen’s mother.  “Don’t let me be parted from 
you a ll.” 
 
“I wish I cou ld,” Gul Begum said anxiously.  “ I will ask the so ld ier ,” 
and she stepped outside.  
 
“Look here,” she said,  “I am poor to -day and  a prisoner,  bu t I am no t 
born poor,  and I shall not always be a prisoner.  I am going to the house 
of a r ich man, where I know I sha ll soon have a good posit ion,  and in 
the days of my p rosperity I will remember you if you will he lp me now 
in the t ime of my trouble.” Afghan p romises that all meant ver y litt le,  
because no one knows what his or  her future is to be,  fo r Afghanistan 
is the country above a ll others where the unexpected  always happens.  
Bu t the sold ier ,  l ike the res t of his countrymen, lived  in hopes.  A better  
day might come, that was all he had  to look forward to, though, after  
the manner peculiar  to his race,  he took no t the faintest means to  
secure those better days.  
 



A VIZIER’S DAUGHTER – A TALE OF THE HAZARA WAR  95

“What do you  want?” he asked. “Whatever it  is,  be sharp,  there is no 
time to waste.” 
 
“I want you  to let me take my mother besides two others that the 
Commedan has ordered to accompany me.”  
 
“Oh, you  can take her and one other,” the soldier  sa id,  smilingly,  “ the 
Commedan put no  limit as to age.” 
 
“Ah,” the gir l sa id sad ly,  “ I see you  are no t going to  help me. Our 
family has all been divided up, and some have died .  There are just we 
four left,  and we do not want to  be parted. Will you not grant me this 
lit t le favour? If you will,  I will speak for you to Colonel Ferad  Shah, 
and he will make you  a Hawaldar (Sergeant),  and something more,  
perhaps,  some day, if you succeed in p leasing him, and do his bidding, 
and mine.” 
 
“Do you  know what Colonel Ferad Shah’s  bidd ing is likely to be,  my 
good woman, that you talk so light ly? Have you ever  seen him?” 
“I know something o f him,” Gul Begum said,  and a shiver passed 
through her as she recalled  what she had heard; but,  womanlike,  she 
believed in her own power.  “I know that he was a s lave once,  but that 
he is a colone l to -day, and placed in a position of grea t trust and 
responsibility,  and  I know that he ma y be a commander -in-chief some 
day, and have it  in his power to make captains and  even co lo nels of 
those who know how to  serve him.” 
 
The man stood thoughtfu l for a moment.  “Look here,” he said,  “you  
hurry up, and you can take your old mother with you. The chances are 
she will be sent back, but you can take her with you and see what 
happens.  If she gets a beating for going where she is not wanted,  don’t 
blame me.” 
 
“You mistake,” the gir l sa id br ight ly,  “my mother is no t an old  woman, 
she is only wear ied  after  a long journe y; she is an act ive,  able -bodied 
woman who  can work hard,  and has been accustomed to do so. She 
won’t get sent back,” and Gul Begum disappeared into the tent,  well 
content with the result of her promises.  
 
They had but litt le preparation that they cou ld  possib ly make, these 
poor wanderers, possessed o f what they stood  upright in,  and nothing 
more,  so in less than five minutes they were on their  way, Gu l Begum 
riding,  the others walked behind – one soldier  leading the pony, two 
sold ier s with loaded rif les walking behind  to prevent any possibility of 
escape.  
 
“How far have we to go?” Gul Begum asked. “Not far ,” the man said 
doggedly.  He d id not want to  be reported as having indulged  in over 
much conversat ion with the prisoners,  fo r in Afghanis tan ever y man 
and woman looks upon every other,  even his comrades,  as possible 
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spies.  There is no esprit de corps in Afghanistan.  It  is a countr y where 
every man is for himself,  and “the devil take the hindermost,” which 
generally means the man who brings in fewest reports to his superiors.  
 
When they were out of sight of the camp, Gul Begum called her mother 
up beside her.  “Forgive me, mother,  that I  ride while you walk,” she 
sa id.  “I only did so till we got out of the camp,” and  so saying, she 
flung herself from the saddle.  
 
“Here,  what is this?” the so ldier  ca lled out indignant ly.  “What are you  
doing? Get back on to the horse at once.”  
 
Gul Begum turned to the tow men behind. “Persuade this man to  let me 
walk a litt le way,” she pleaded. “I am longing to stretch my limbs.  Let 
these two get on to the pony together,” point ing to  her mother and 
aunt.  “We shall get over the ground quicker so.  Shereen and  I can walk 
as quickly as any of you, and we ma y as well get as far  as we can 
before the sun gets hot.  It  will be best for you as well as for us.” And 
so they let it  be – the two  older women riding the one behind the other 
on the pony, the two gir ls walking alo ng briskly.  Their previous f ive 
days’ march had put them in excellent tra ining,  and the ir thir t y- s ix 
hours’ rest had completely res tored them.  
 
“I wonder what sort of life we are go ing to?” Gul Begum whispered  in 
her cousin’s ear.  “I shan’t sta y if I am to be made unhappy, sha ll,  
you?” 
 
“I don’t see how we can help  ourselves if we are to be shut up and 
guarded by so ld ier s,” Shereen answered hopeless ly.  “It does not seem 
to  me we sha ll have much chance.” 
 
“Here,  no t so much talking,” one of the sold iers called  out. He was 
sharp enough to  notice that  there was something earnest in the nature 
of their  conversat ion,  and as that might mean trouble for their  escort,  
he felt  it  wise to suppress it .  
 

CHAPTER XVIII 
 

AN AFGHAN “GARDEN HOUSE” 
 
 

THE soldier  had said it  was not far  to Colonel Ferad Shah’s garden 
house,  but though the travellers had started shortly,  after  dawn, the sun 
was a lready low on the horizon when the litt le party ha lted in front o f a 
heavy door – the only apparent entrance to severa l acres of land, 
enc losed by a high thick mud wall.  Gul Begum’s heart stood still.  Once 
inside those walls,  what chance would the  bravest have of escape? 
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Three t imes the soldier  thu ndered with the bu tt end o f his r if le,  befo re 
his summons met with any response,  and each t ime he cursed,  not the 
man who  should have admitted him, and  did no t,  but his father,  and his 
grandfather,  and his wife’s,  and  other rela tions’ forefathers,  in the 
usual Afghan st yle.  At last an old man appeared in the doorway, in a 
state of fury,  equal to that of the so ldier,  and in his turn commenced 
the same style of greet ing.  
 
“What sense have you that you thunder at my master’s door in that 
manner?” he asked. “Are we all your servants that you expect 
admission the moment you choose to rap at ou r door,  son a low-born 
barber that you  are?” 
 
“Cursed be your fathers,  then,  why did  you keep  us wait ing?” asked  the 
sold ier  angrily.  “Are we dogs that we shou ld be left stand ing outside 
the gate in this way awaiting your good p leasure? See,  I bring you  a 
new mistress,  the last who had found favour in yo ur master’s e yes,  and 
she is travel-sta ined  and weary.  A nice story she will have to tell your 
master  of the wa y in which you received her.”  
 
“I was at my p rayers,  blasphemer,” the o ld man sa id more quiet ly,  
noticing the woman on horseback. “Could you not have guessed the 
cause of the delay and have waited a litt le  more patient ly?”  
 
The soldier,  send ing that he,  or  rather the r ider,  had made some 
impression on the irate o ld man, was about to  add  a good deal more,  
but Gul Begum herself interposed.  
 
“Enough,” she sa id,  “now that we know you were at your prayers, there 
is no thing more to say.  It  was not so very long that we had  to wait after  
all.” 
 
“Who are you?” the door-keeper asked quite civilly,  no t icing the air  of 
authorit y with which she spoke, “and why do you come here?” 
 
“I am the daughter of the Vizier,  Ghulam Hossain,” she said quietly,  
“and have been chosen by your master,  and sent here by order of the 
Commedan of the camp over yonder,” indicat ing the direct ion from 
which she had come. “We have ridden all day to get here,  and are tired 
and hungry.” 
 
“It is passing strange,” the old man said ,  eye ing her.  “You are a like ly 
gir l enough, but I have no orders about you whatsoever,  and  hardly 
know what to say.” 
 
“You are not like ly to,” the sold ier  again interrup ted, “if you don’t go 
to  the r ight source for your information.  If you  choose to address 
yourself to me instead o f to  the woman, I might be able to give you the 
informat ion of which you do not seem to  be possessed.  I have a letter  
here for your master  from my Commedan which will exp lain ever ything 
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there is to know about these women, and why they are sent here.  It  
appears that your master  saw this gir l in her Hazara home and wished 
to  have her. She was,  however,  taken prisoner by mistake along with a 
who le tr ibe from among the mountains,  and  brought in to our camp. So 
when the Commedan found  out who she was and what the Co lonel’ s 
intent ions were regarding her,  he sent her straight on here with these 
three women who are to wait on her and be her servants .  Do you  see,  
old owl?” 
 
“Then come inside and  leave off those evil curs ing ways of yours.” The 
door-keeper rep lied ind ignant ly.  “Don’t show at ever y breath how low 
your origin happens to be; it  is not necessary,  any foo l can see that at a 
glance before yo u ever open your lips.” So  saying, he unbolted  the 
other ha lf o f the heavy teak wood door,  and admitted them to a scene 
the memory of which never passed  from Gul Begum’s mind as long as 
she lived .  It  was only a garden planted  both with fru it -trees and 
flowers,  but the gir l had  never seen a garden befo re,  and, unlike her 
more unimpressionable companions,  it  affected her deeply.  For hours, 
fo r days indeed, she had been walking a long a burning stony pla in,  
with here and there at considerab le intervals a stream, the borders of 
which had been planted  with occasional groups o f mulberry trees which 
had affo rded her pleasant shade and a sense o f peace.  But this was 
quite d ifferent.  It was a fa iryland. The sun was just sett ing and 
spreading a f lood o f golden glory over everything, showing up in 
strong re lief the gracefu l forms of the young a lmond  trees on which the 
fruit was alread y beginning to show, while beyond  them, and forming a 
magnificent background, stood great sp reading sycamores,  so old that 
no one knew who  had p lanted them. In the front,  at her feet,  were 
sweet-scented English annuals,  and  all round  her the atmosphere was 
laden with the perfume of the delicate pink rose from which the famous 
attar  is extracted.  
 
She d rew a long b reath and turned to address the door-keeper,  but 
stopped aga in,  fu ll of wonder at the overhanging vines,  the gnar led 
apple trees forming strange and grotesque shapes,  and stretching ou t 
weird and ghost ly arms in the rapidly increasing shade.  
 
“You had better  come to the house,” the old man said.  “The lad ies will 
arrange something for you  fo r to -night.  To-morrow, doub tless,  we shall 
hear from the Colonel what his wishes are  regard ing you; if there is no 
room in the house I can put a tent up for you to -morrow, but for to-
night you will have to  manage as best you can; you  were not expected.”  
 
“Give me some rece ipt,” the so ldier  sa id,  “that I may show the 
Commedan that I have d ischarged my duties,  and have landed  the 
women here safely.” 
 
“You get nothing from me, you cursing fool,” the old man sa id test ily.  
“Go, make what explanat ions you best can.  What care I what your 
Commedan has to say to  you?” 
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“Have you a slip o f paper?” Gul Begum asked, “and pen and ink.  I can 
give you a few lines to  let your officer know that I have reached my 
destinat ion safe ly.  That is all you want,  is  it  not?”  
 
The man could neither read nor write himself bu t he carried in his 
pocket the ordinary Afghan pen box, containing also  a tiny bottle of 
ink,  and now produced both it  and a scrap of paper. One o f his du ties 
was to wait upon his superior officer and he often had to  provide him 
with wr iting mater ials on an emergency. Dipping the pen in the bottle,  
it was found to be quite d ry,  but that in no wise nonp lussed  the soldier 
– he walked a few steps to the water channel,  and dipping his hand in,  
poured a few drops on to  the dried-up partic les in the bottom of the 
bottle,  then shook it.  Again Gul Begum dipped in her pen,  and now was 
able to  write.  That is the way with Afghan ink; it  is like a sort o f paint 
that only needs water to be added to it  to  make it  flu id,  and  ready for 
use.  
 
Three lines were all she wro te,  then read  them to the man: 
 
 
“Greetings to the Commedan  of the camp, which I  left  a t daybreak th is 
morning. May God give you  happiness.  I  have reached Colonel Ferad 
Shah’s garden in safety, and am thoroughly satisfied wi th the conduct 
of the three men who acted  as my guides and protectors during  the 
journey.  
 

GUL BEGUM.” 
 
 

The door-keeper took the paper from the gir l’s hand – looked at the 
writ ing,  and then at her dress,  bu t failed to reconcile the two  – then 
handed the paper to the so ldier .  “It is a deal more than you deserve,” 
he said.  “You have done your duty.  You  had  better  go back to your 
master .”  
 
“No, that I will not,” the so ldier  said.  “Is this Afghan hospita lit y,  when 
we have walked from dawn? You must give us some supper and a bed; 
we will be off at daybreak to-morrow, we cannot start to -night.” 
 
The old  man thought a moment,  and in the pause Gul Begum advanced 
a step towards him.  
 
“Give them some food,”  she said gent ly.  “Two of the men, at any rate,  
have not offended  you, so do  not punish all for  the sake of one.”  
 
He looked at her as many another had looked, recognised the something 
that the y too had recognised,  and  gave way.  
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“Sit down there,  then,” he said,  “and I will go and see what can be 
done in the harem for these new arriva ls.  Come along with me,” he 
went on,  as he preceded the women in the d irect ion o f the house,  which 
was protected  by a second enclosing wall.  
 
“Tell the Bib i that four women selected by Agha have been sent here 
from the camp,” he sa id to a slave gir l,  who met the party on the 
threshold.  
 
“Nam-e-Khuda, what are we to do with them?” the gir l e jaculated; “we 
are a lready so crowded we have to sleep like sheep in a yard.” Then, 
tu rning to look at them, “Hazaras!” she sa id.  “Oh, the y can s leep 
anywhere; put them in the stable.” 
 
“Peace,  gir l,” the old man said angr ily,  “and be more careful with that 
tongue of yours or you  may find yourself without it  some day. You 
don’t know what you are talking about. Take my message to the Bibi 
and tell her that one favoured by Ferad Shah, with free at tendants,  has 
arrived,  and that a room must be cleared for them in the house.  It  can 
be qu ite small,  the y are only four, and, coming late at night,  must be 
satisf ied with what the y can get.” 
 
The gir l disappeared,  to return present ly.  
 
“Bibi sa ys she has had no  orders abou t the arriva l of any women, and 
that if you wish them housed, you  must house them yourself.”  
 
The old  man was ver y wroth.  “Tell your mistress that I say the women 
are to be received and properly treated ,  fed, and clo thed, or it  will be 
the worse for her when Agha returns,” then he stooped and  whispered 
something in her ear.  
 
The gir l glanced at Gul Begum, who, almost unconscious of what was 
going on around her,  was st ill gazing at the beauties of a semi-trop ical 
garden in fu ll bloom, the gigant ic scar let briar roses and the brilliant 
yellow and orange ones a litt le further on,  and , above a ll,  the beautiful 
spreading trees in which the turtle doves were cooing o ne another to  
sleep.  She had never seen the like,  never dreamt of such a glory of 
colour.   
 
Almost in equal wonder the slave gir l gazed for a moment at the travel-
stained new arrival.  It  was not her beauty that impressed  her,  no r yet 
her s ize –  there were p lent y of gir ls as tall in the harem – she could  not 
have sa id what it  was.  Perhaps it  was the fear lessness that comes of 
freedom, the possession of a soul that could forget the physical 
discomforts of its shell in the contemplat ion o f the s imple beauties of 
nature.  Perhaps it  was her qu iet dignity.  
 
Gul Begum was quite unconscious of having produced any impression,  
but the gir l went quickly into the house,  to  return with a more civil 
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message.  “The women must wait in the enclosure,  and  some food  would 
be sent to  them while a room was being c leared for their  reception.  It  
was late,  the Bibi would see them on the morrow.” 
 
“That’s well,” the door-keeper said ,  addressing them; then in an 
undertone which obviously was meant to create a lasting impression,  
“I’ve done m y best for you , but for me you would  have had to sleep  out 
in the dew to -night.  You will not forget to recall m y services when 
Agha returns,  he will be back in about a week, I expect,  but really we 
never know, especially since the war began.” 
 
Then he ret ired,  and the women were left alo ne,  o r at least temporarily 
alone,  for present ly o ne woman came up, and then another,  just to have 
a look at them and then pass on.  
 
“I wish the y would bring in some food,” Halima began.  
 
“I feel a s if my thirst could never be assu aged,” Shereen went on,  and 
she stooped  and  drank some of the water from the stream that ran 
through the enclosure.  “That’s better,” she said with a s igh.  “This 
Ferad Shah must be a rich man! M y goodness,  look at his garde n, look 
at his house,  and look at his servants! What mone y he must have to 
clothe and  feed them all.” 
 
“God grant it  that we ma y have peace here,” her mother said 
reverent ly.  
 
And  then the food was brought.  One large dish of mutton and rice with 
cranberries mixed up in it ,  and two small ones containing two different 
kinds of green vegetab les.  “That is a ll that is ready just now,” the gir l 
sa id.  “It is not much, but you were not expected.” A very dir t y clo th 
was laid  upon the ground, and the women sat round it  hungr ily.  None 
of them had had such a meal in all their  lives,  so well-cooked , so 
delicate in f lavour,  and yet the gir l who brought it  had  made a sort of 
apology for it ,  as though it  had  been insuffic ient.  
 
“I’d sta y here for ever and work my fingers to  the bone to  get such 
good food,” Halima remarked, when first she paused  in her endeavour 
to  satisfy her hunger.  
 
“What r ice!” her sister -in-law went on.  “They must have some d ifferent 
way of growing it  here.  I have never seen the like.” 
 
The two gir ls had less to sa y,  bu t both ate greed ily.  The y had had 
nothing but a p iece of bread to eat since abou t that hour the night 
before.  After  the meal was over,  i t  was long befo re any one came near 
them. The night was growing chilly and the moon stood high in the 
heavens when the s lave gir l they had fir st seen on their  arrival came 
towards them. 
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“What! st ill s itt ing here?” she said.  “How is this,  Nam-e-Khuda? You 
must have been forgo tten.  There are too many mistresses in this house 
and too few servants.  God knows what it’ ll a ll lead ing us to.  Fine 
trouble there will be when Agha comes home. Here,  come with me. I 
to ld a lot o f gir ls to clear out a litt le room at the s ide for you, but I 
don’t exact they’ve done it .” 
 
The wanderers rose with some diff icu lt y.  The y had walked far  and  had  
fa llen ha lf as leep ,  in the damp night a ir,  but they managed to follow 
their  guide through the doorway and up a few steps,  then into  a litt le 
room, bu t the guide stumbled as she entered,  and an angry,  s leepy 
voice ca lled ou t :-  
 
“Here,  what are you  doing? Look where you’re going. Am I a dog that 
you walk over me?” 
 
For answer the speaker got a smart rap  on the side of the head.  
“What are you doing here,  tripping me up?” the new arr iva l sa id.  “What 
business have you here at all? Didn’t I tell  you , you were to find 
quarters elsewhere and  leave this room for the strangers?” 
 
“There’s nowhere else to go.  There’s no t an inch to sleep on anywhere.  
I’ve been to see.” 
 
“Then go and lose yourse lf,” the woman replied,  “but clear ou t of here 
at once.  Is there any one e lse here?” 
 
“Yes,  two or three.  Are we all to  turn out for these accursed  
strangers?” 
 
“Do what you’re told,” the woman who was evident ly in authorit y 
replied sharp ly,  “and take’ these other women with you. Now, be sharp,  
or I’ ll get the st ick to you.” 
 
Slowly and sulkily they rose,  taking their  mats on which they had  been 
lying and the ir p illows with them.  
 
“Cursed be their  fathers!” the slave girl went on as they ret ired.  “Not 
one o f them is worth the food she eats.  Sta y here and I’ ll fetc h you  
some bedding that will do for to -night.  I shan’t be a moment,” and she 
disappeared,  to  return with a hu ge bundle which she threw down on the 
ground , leaving the new arr ivals to make the best the y could of it .  It  
was more than they had  seen for many a  long day, and in a lmost less 
time than could be cred ited the y were a ll fou r sound asleep.  
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CHAPTER XIX 
 

AN INMATE OF AN AFGHAN HAREM 
 
 

THE sun was visib le above the wall of the enc losure which bound their  
horizon when the party from the Hazara hills awoke on the fo llowing 
morning.  
 
“Nam-e-Khuda! What must these people be thinking of us!” Halima 
exc laimed, as she pu lled her shawl from over her head to admit the fu ll 
light of day to her st ill sleepy e yes.  
 
“They can only think that we have trave ller  far ,  which indeed  we have,  
and were ver y much fat igued, which indeed  we were,” her sister - in- law 
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replied anxiously.  She d id not remember in a ll her life having overslept 
herself to such an extent.  
 
“There is nothing more or less fo r them to  think,” Gul Begum said ,  
laughing. “Aunt,  lend me your comb, you are the only one that has such 
a thing; m y ha ir is just like a camel’s beard .” 
 
She moved towards the window and looked out.  “Every one must have 
gone out to work,” she sa id,  “there isn’t a soul about the courtyard.  I 
can’t see over to  the other side of the wall.  Come, mother,  look.” 
 
“It was kind of them to let u s go  on sleeping und istu rbed,” Shereen 
sa id quietly.  “It looks as if we were going  to be properly treated here,  
and not made regular s laves of.”  
 
“Oh, how I should like to go out!” Gul Begum exclaimed suddenly.  “ I 
should love to be down among those trees and flowers.  Come, Shereen, 
as every one is out,  there is no reaso n why we should not go out too.”  
 
Soon they were in the quadrangle that divided this inner shrub-planted  
enc losure from the beautifu l orchard and  garden beyond .  
 
“Did  you ever see anything like these f lowers?” Gul Begum remarked 
to  her cousin.  “What colours!” 
 
“They’re well enough,” Shereen said p lacid ly,  hardly not icing them, 
“but what I like is this.  Look here, ju st think what grapes we sha ll have 
later  on,  and ra is ins too. I daresa y there are almond trees over the other 
side of the wall.  Let us go through and  see what there is.”  
 
So they made the ir  way towards the door, but it  was locked.  
 
“Oh, how tiresome, they’ve gone and left us locked in,” Shereen went 
on.  
“I suppose they thought we should  run away,” Gul Begum said 
thoughtfu lly.  
 
“Not likely,  with tha t old door-keeper standing as watch-dog over the 
entrance outside.” 
 
“Be careful,” Gul Begum said.  “Some one is watching us.  Ever y one 
has gone out.  Don’t let u s even look as though we were trying to run 
away. Come, let u s go  and  speak to  her,” and as they crossed  the 
garden, a long-tailed  Afghan magp ie flew over the ir heads.  
 
“Khuda! What bad luck,” Shereen exc laimed anxiously.  “Our coming 
here is to bring us no good. What can it  mean, Gu l Begum?” 
 
“It means that the poor bird has lost it s mate,  and has go ne to look for 
it,  I should  think,” her cousin sa id,  with some appearance of 
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indifference; but,  as a matter  of fact,  she wished the bird had no t taken 
it into it s head to  fly over them just then.  “Look at that lovely creature,  
Shereen. What a co lour! Did you ever see anything so beautifu l?”  
 
It  was a ye llow orio le,  a “dochter-e-sofie,” as the Afghans call it .  
 
“Ah, that must mean brightness a fter trouble,  surely,” Shereen went on.  
“I don’t mind a litt le trouble f irst,  if things will only end up well.  I’m 
tired of being a war prisoner a lready, aren’t you, Gu l Begum? And I’m 
so hungr y,  I should  like some bread and sour curd,  wouldn’t you?” 
 
“Yes,  I shou ldn’t refuse it ,” Gul Begum answered , smiling.  “It will 
take us some time to ‘eat ourselves sat isf ied ,’  after  all the starving we 
have been having. Let us ask that woman. She doesn’t look bad and 
she’s go t something in her lap,  she looks as if she were preparing food 
of some sort.” 
 
The woman to whom they alluded ceased looking at the gir ls when she 
found she had been observed, and kept her  eyes f ixed on her work.  “We 
arrived here last night,” Gul Begum sa id,  addressing her.  “And  though 
we did have some supper before we went to  bed, we are very hungr y 
now.” 
 
The woman said no thing, but handed  them some young vegetab les she 
was paring and cleaning. They were sweet  juicy,  and the gir ls were 
glad to have anything to  eat,  they were so hungr y.  
 
“Has every one gone out to work?” Shereen asked  after  a pause.  The 
woman only shook her head, and went quietly on with her work.  
 
“I wonder if she is a stranger,  and does not understand  us,” Shereen 
remarked again. 
 
Gul Begum was very silent; she had a sense as o f something uncanny in 
presence of this strange,  s ilent woman, and inst inct ive ly she looked  
first at the walls then at the door the y had tried and had found  locked.  
 
“What time do  you expect the others back?” Shereen asked  aga in.  “Will 
they be away all day?” The woman shook her head  and  shrugged  her 
shoulders at the same time, much as a Frenchwoman might do who 
wished  to  say that she neither knew nor cared .  
 
“Why don’t you  speak? Are you not allowed  to ,  or don’t you 
understand?” the gir l went on.  “We don’t want to do you  any harm, but 
we are strangers,  and we want to know something of the household we 
have come to .” 
 
For answer the woman looked round furtively towards the house,  and  
then round the garden; then,  seeing no one else abou t, she touched  
Shereen’s hand , beckoning to her to  look into  her mouth which she 
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opened wide,  throwing back her head as she did so. The gir l reco iled in 
horror.  The woman had no tongue. It had evident ly been cut out,  and 
the wound  was not quite hea led yet.  
 
Gul Begum shivered.  “My God!” she murmured, and instant ly the 
woman bent down her head again and  went on with her work,  then 
motioned to the gir ls to  leave her.  As they turned, the slave who  had  
brought them their  meal the night before came down the steps and 
towards them. 
 
“I thought you  must all be out,” Gul Begum said,  addressing her.  “We 
are sorry,  but we slept ver y late.  We were fat igued after  our journey. It  
was so hot.”  
 
“Ah, you  went to bed early,  and so you woke ear ly,  I suppose,” the gir l 
thus addressed returned quite pleasantly.  “What are you eat ing there? 
Ram’s horns? Did you get them from Nookra?”  
 
“We got them from that o ld woman there.  What a d readful creatu re she 
is,” Shereen broke in.  “She has just shown us her mouth.  The poor 
wretch has go t no tongue.”  
 
The s lave gir l looked Shereen up and down. Gul Begum she knew 
abou t, but who was this ta lkat ive piece of goods who spoke aloud  in 
the dayt ime of matters that should no t even be whispered at midnight? 
 
“You had better  look to your ways,  and try to keep your own tongue a 
litt le more in control,” she said,  “or you, too ,  may find yourself in like 
cond it ion some day. You  are too fo rward.  Ferad Shah knows how to 
deal with women who have too much to say.  He’ll have no busybodies 
here.” 
 
Shereen reddened, then turned pale,  and moved nearer her cousin as 
though seeking protection.  
 
“Oh, you  need not be afraid,” the gir l said ,  noting the gesture.  “I am 
only warning you. Keep your eyes down, and your ears closed,  and 
your mouth shut in this house,  and  it will be so much the better  for 
you. Come, you said you were hungr y.  Would  you like some bread  and 
curd? There is some fresh just come in,  and  Bibi won’t be read y to 
wake yet this long t ime.” 
 
“Is she ill?” asked Shereen.  
 
The gir l looked at her again,  a contemptuous cu rl on her lip.  
 
“Oh, I can prophesy your fate at a glance,  and what’s more,  you won’t 
have long to wait fo r it  to  come to you . You want to know too much in 
too short a time, and you can’t take a hint  when it’ s given you . You’ll 
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be sitt ing on a stool by Nookra ho lding your mouth before a month is 
over.  
 
Again Shereen reddened  up to the eyes,  and this time the tears started  
into them. What had she done that this gir l should speak to her so? She 
had asked nothing wrong, only a simple question.  Instinct ive ly,  as Gul 
Begum had  done, her eyes wandered to the high walls,  and then to the 
bolted  door. Her tormentor was not slow to no tice this gestu re either,  
and see ing how easily she could terrify this gir l,  she went on 
provokingly: -  
 
“Ah, you  need not look at e ither walls o r door.  They are s trong and 
high – no one has ever been known to overcome either,  but we have 
stronger things inside if you  show a disposit ion to get away. We sha ll 
have to  keep our eyes on you . I see.” 
 
Shereen was by this time fa ir ly cowed, and only hung her head, 
pouting.  
 
Gul Begum, more to try the gir l that anything, smiled knowingly at her.  
She rep lied with something no t ver y unlike a wink, which was 
dist inc t ly reassur ing,  and present ly all three sat on the steps and 
commenced their  breakfast of delic ious newly baked bread, and sour 
curd.  Seldom had the Hazaras tasted anything more ent irely to their  
liking; and as there was no fu rther ment ion made of the possible 
consequences of ind iscreet talking,  Shereen gradually became pacified .  
 
Towards noon the gir ls noticed considerable st ir  about the house.  
Severa l slaves or servants passed  by and glanced at them, and then the 
old doorkeeper came through the heavy garden door and  d isappeared 
into one of the rooms at the side of the chief entrance,  leaving his 
shoes on the steps.  He had the Commedan’s letter  to Colonel Ferad  
Shah in his hand . Gul Begum noticed it  at  once.  When he came out he 
went up to where the gir ls were s itt ing and  address them. 
 
“Bibi is having her tea now, but when she has f inished  she will send 
fo r you. Salaam her respect fully and wait always for her to address you 
first.  It  is wise no t to sa y too much,” he said in a low tone; “she is a 
great lady, and it  is not well to dispute her wishes.  When Agha comes 
home you  will be given your position in the househo ld; til l then you 
must put up  with whatever happens to turn up.”  
 
Gul Begum bowed her acknowledgements.  “It is of your kindness that 
you te ll u s this,” she sa id.  
 
The old  man seemed qu ite pleased and was moving away, when the 
gir ls addressed him aga in hurriedly: -  
 
“Will you let me walk in the b ig garden under the trees this evening?” 
she asked.  



A VIZIER’S DAUGHTER – A TALE OF THE HAZARA WAR  108

 
“Among the men?” the old man said  surprised; “how cou ld  I do that?” 
 
“In my country the women can walk abou t everywhere,” she sa id.  “Is it  
not so here?” 
 
“No, it  is no t,  but I will tr y and give you a chance of gett ing into the 
garden. If you were o rd inar y Hazaras I wou ld ask Bib i to let you work 
there; we are short of men and  there is a good deal to do at this season; 
but the master  might not like it .” 
 
“Oh, I wou ld like to work in the garden,” Gul Begum interrupted  him 
eager ly.  “Will you ask if I may?” 
 
“I’ll see,” the old man said again.  “I must not been seen ta lking too 
long with you  now; but I’ ll do my best for you, and then, when Agha 
comes home I shall expect you to remember my services.”  
 
“I shall never forget your kindness,” Gul Begum said  quite s incerely.  
She was st ill thinking of the garden of which she had  caught glimpse in 
the light o f the sett ing sun, and she was inclined to think well of any 
one who  would get her an entrée into it;  but soon her ideas of garden 
and flowers and  scents were thrown to the  winds.  
 
“You are to bring your attendants and come and speak to Bibi,” one of 
the s lave gir ls told her,  and Gul Begum went upstairs to  summon her 
mother and aunt.  
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XX 
 

SCENES IN A HAREM 
 
 

IT was with a feeling something akin to that of appearing before a 
tr ibunal that Gu l Begum entered the long, narro w room where the 
mistress of the house sat at one end surrounded by several o ther women 
of evident ly less importance.  
 
“You are welcome,” the lad y sa id,  as the strangers approached. It  was 
only the usual form of Kabul greet ing,  but it  sounded sweet to  the 
gir l’ s ears after  the wear y da ys she had gone through late ly.  
 
“God keep you in peace,” she returned fervent ly,  and by a sudden 
impulse,  she darted  forward,  and taking the stranger’s hand  in hers,  she 
pressed it  fir st on one eye and then on the  other.  “God  keep you in 
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prosperity,” she sa id.  The lady was evidently p leased .  Gul Begum’s 
act ion denoted a certa in amount o f submission, which,  from the 
descript ion she had  rece ived o f her from the gir ls who had seen her,  
was no t what she had been prepared  fo r. She had expected  a haught y 
beauty who was to take her place perhaps in the household ,  but she 
found instead an undeniably good-looking  gir l with qu ite submissive 
ways and p roper manners.  
 
“Sit down,” she said.  
 
Gul Begum turned and glanced at her mother.  “I ca nno t sit  while my 
mother stands,” she said.  
 
“Is that your mother?” the lad y asked, surprised.  
 
“Yes,  she is m y mother,” the gir l sa id s imply,  repeating her 
interlocu tor’s words according to the manners of polite societ y in 
Afghanistan.   
 
The lad y turned to the woman who  sat next her and  whispered qu ite 
audib ly,  with a snigger: “Can you imagine that woman being mother -
in-law to  Ferad Shah?” 
 
Gul Begum heard and flushed. “We are t ired and travel- sta ined ,” she 
sa id,  “and ma y no t appear to be worthy of any posit ion in your 
household,  but my aunt there is the wife o f the chief of my country,  
and my mother is the wife of his brother the Viz ier .” 
 
“It is well,” the lad y sa id haught ily,  as though there had been nothing 
to  call forth such a remark on Gul Begum’s part.  “It is well;  are you 
not sat isf ied with the treatment you have received since your arrival?”  
 
“We are well,  very well sat isf ied,” both Halima and her s ister-in- law 
sa id hurriedly.  “We have rece ived the greatest kindness s ince we came 
here,  and are most grate ful to you  fo r all you have ordered for our 
comfort.” 
 
“Why shou ld you  talk as though you had something to complain of?” 
Halima went on,  addressing her daughter rather angr ily.  She was indeed 
well-sat isfied with the good food  and  immunit y from work she had 
enjoyed s ince her arriva l,  and  feared  any change would be for the 
worse,  no t fo r the better .  
 
“I had  no intent ion of making any sort of complaint as to the treatment 
we have rece ived,” the gir l sa id quietly,  then remained s ilent,  but the 
flush d id  not soon d ie out o f her cheeks,  and she could not forget the 
lad y’s words: “Can you  imagine that woman being the mother-in- law of 
Ferad Shah?” It could have but one meaning. Ferad  Shah must intend to 
make her, Gul Begum, his wife,  and  that the gir l fe lt  could  never be,  
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and as the thought recurred to her aga in and again,  the colour deepened 
on her cheek.  
 
“God! what am I to  do?” she murmured to herself,  and the tears started 
unbidden to her eyes.  “What am I to do? was ever gir l more wretched?” 
 
The lad y saw the distressed look in the gir l’s face,  but failed to  divine 
the cause.  “ I am not angry with you,” she sa id,  not unkindly.  “You 
have not offended  me. You need not fee l distressed.”  
 
Just then a s lave gir l entered with some tea on a tray,  but, tripping on a 
stool that had got out of place by the door,  she fell,  upsetting severa l 
cups and the sugar as she did so.  Instantly the mistress was on her feet,  
and darting towards the gir l before she had had time to recover herse lf,  
dealt her blow after  blow in the most  savage manner on her head, her 
back, her chest,  wherever she could see an unprotected place.  Tired at 
last with her exert ion,  she was returning to her seat when the s ight of a 
broken cup  animated  her afresh.  
 
“The whip ! b ring my horse whip  here,” she cried.  “Fetch it  at once.” 
 
“Oh, not the whip,  not the whip !” the poor gir l pleaded, sobbing, “with 
your hands and feet as much as you please,  Bibi,  bu t not with the whip.  
Spare me, spare me!” 
 
“Ah, bad one,” her mistress screamed, kicking her.  “Do you cry now? 
I’ ll make you dance direct ly,” and she seized the whip that one o f the 
other gir ls had b rought her.  
 
Gul Begum fe lt s ick,  she would have p ro tected the gir l had she dared ,  
but there were a dozen women at least helping their  mistress,  and she 
fe lt  that any effort on her part might be worse than useless,  so she 
waited,  silent but horrified.  Such treatment for such a litt le offence!  
“Curse you!” shouted  the gir l in pa in,  “and curse your father and  your 
mother.  Curse all your father’s child ren.”  
 
“Ah, wretch,” yelled  the lad y, “you dare, do  you?” and giving her a cu t 
straight across the face she bade the o ther  women remove her.  
 
“You will hear more of this,  my girl,” she  sa id.  “We shall see who is to 
be the accursed one.  You all heard  her,  all  heard what she sa id?” she 
went on,  appealing to those who stood round. “She cursed both Ferad 
Shah’s father and mother- in- law. You all heard that?” 
 
“We d id indeed, yes,  that we did,” replied first one and  then another all 
round. Not one would have dared  to have opposed her in that temper,  
even had they wished  to do so,  and yet each gir l knew that her tu rn 
wou ld come some day, and that exact ly the same thing might happen to  
her,  and that no one would raise a finger to help her.  
 



A VIZIER’S DAUGHTER – A TALE OF THE HAZARA WAR  111

Soon, however,  the sto rm was over,  the lady recovered her temper and 
returned  to her seat, but no fresh tea was o rdered.  Gul Begum fe lt 
sorry,  she would  have liked  some. Instead,  the y were ordered to sit  on 
a carpet at the far  end of the room and do  absolutely nothing – the 
occupation,  indeed, that a ll the other women shared.  
 
“Has no one any work to do?” Shereen whispered to her cousin.  
 
“What does she say?” asked the Bib i,  but ne ither of the gir ls answered . 
“Do you  hear me?” she asked again angr ily.  “What did  that gir l say?” 
 
“I sa id it  was kind of you  not to set us to work,” Shereen prevar icated 
skilfully.  
 
“If that was all why did you no t answer at  once?” Ferad Shah’s wife 
went on sharply.  “No one is go ing to hurt you for speaking.”  
 
“Of your kindness,  excuse her,” whispered Shereen’s mother nervou sly.  
 
The lad y turned to the lad y next her,  whispered something, and both 
burst into  a fit  of fo rced laughter.  The Hazaras sat st ill,  fee ling 
uncomfortable; they knew the y were being laughed at.  
 
All the rest of that day they spent with the ladies and  women of the 
household,  and at two o’clock in the morning the y were s itting in the 
reception room, still,  s ilent,  and unoccupied .  Even Shereen did  not 
ventu re on a remark.  
 
Next day they were not sent for,  nor the next.  They had their  meals 
alone,  and were lit t le noticed by any one,  but the third night Gul 
Begum was start led from her f irst sound sleep.  
 
“God, what was that?” she said .  Halima, too ,  had heard  something.  
“Hark! sa id Shereen, after  a pause,  “what’s that?” 
 
It  was as though severa l people were struggling in a padded room 
through which nothing could be heard distinct ly.  Then all was perfect ly 
silent.  The women sat up still,  l istening, the y knew not for that.  
 
After  a t ime, the door leading into the beautifu l garden in which Gul 
Begum so longed to wander opened, and some one rapped noisily at the 
door of the house.  
 
“Open here,  some of you,” the door-keeper’s voice called out. “What’s 
going on in there? What was that noise?” 
 
A vo ice gave some answer that the listeners upsta irs could not catch,  
but which seemed to pacify the old man, for he took his departure 
withou t proceeding further,  murmuring as he went,  “Cursed be the 
fathers of these women! Why can’t the y keep qu iet and peaceab le? 
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There’s always some row or other going on. Never mind, they’ ll have 
the master  home soon, and then the y’ ll have something to do  to keep 
him qu iet,  and that’ ll do them all good. Women are never so 
troublesome as when they have nothing to do.”  
 
The Hazaras sat listening to his retreat ing footsteps,  and then turned  
and looked at one another.  They heard a footstep on the stair s lead ing 
to  their  room. Gul Begum signed to the others to lie down, and feign to  
be asleep; the y did so,  and present ly the door opened so ft ly,  and some 
one peeped cau tiously in,  stood for severa l seconds without moving or 
speaking, then quietly closed the door aga in and ret ired.  It  was the 
Bibi,  but still the Hazaras lay st ill.  No one dared move or speak, 
though they knew no t what they feared,  and at last they fe ll asleep.  
 
With the morning brighter  thoughts came to them. The great event of 
the proceeding night seemed like a d ream. “I daresa y it  was nothing,” 
Halima said.  
 
“Do you  think it  was in any wa y connected with that slave gir l?” 
Shereen asked anxiously.  “ I sha ll never fo rget that scene,  sha ll you, 
Gul Begum?” 
 
“Hush,” her cousin answered, with some irr itat ion,  “do, for God’s sake,  
keep that tongue of yours st ill.  What’s the use of talking about things 
that don’t concern you?” 
 
“But they do concern me,” Shereen went on.  “ I can’t forget that gir l,  
and I can’t forget poor Nookra.  The y are both s laves,  and they call us 
slaves too,  you know, Gul Begum, and what happened  to them ma y 
some day happen to one of us.  We’ve always heard the most awfu l ta les 
of Ferad Shah, but it  would seem that cruelt y and injust ice are b y no 
means confined to the master o f this house.” 
 
“Look here,” Gul Begum sa id crossly,  “if you  want to sa y these things,  
please go and say them to some one else.  In a house o f this sort the 
very walls can hear,  and what you are saying now may be repeated to 
the Bibi when she wakes.  You will get not only yourse lf bu t every one 
of us into trouble b y your chatter ing.  I will no t have you  talk of what 
you see and  hear in this house to me.” 
 
“You seem very nervous and anxious,  more so even than I am, who  
never pretend to be brave,” Shereen went on, almost cr ying,  “what do 
you think can happen to us?”  
 
“I know no  more than you do,” Gul Begum answered aga in severely.  “I 
only know that if you want to bring misfortune and  trouble on us all 
you will go on gossiping as you  have been doing, and if you  wish to 
avoid  both you will keep absolutely silent .  Do you remember what that 
slave gir l said to you the other day? It is not only I who  tell you  of this 
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bad habit of yours,  it  is absolute strangers  meet ing you for  the f ir st 
time.” 
 
“Oh, how cruel you are to remind me of that aga in,” Shereen went on.  
“I feel as if I cou ld  never get it  ou t of my head . Why did  you ever 
bring us here? All this misfortune has come upon us through you.” 
 
“Yes,  indeed,” Halima went on most ungenerously.  “What made you 
say to that man that you were the chosen of Ferad  Shah? It was ver y 
fo rward of you and hard ly true.”  
 
“It was qu ite true,” Gul Begum sa id,  “and you know it;  besides,  I did 
not ask you to come with me. It  was you who asked me to bring you, 
and only two days ago you told the Bibi you  were more than sat isf ied 
with the treatment you had rece ived. Why have you changed?” 
 
“Why do you  ask? Two days ago we d id not know anything of the wa ys 
of this household ,” the gir l’s mother sa id, ignoring the absolutely 
incontestab le statement that she was where she was by her own doing. 
Then lowering her vo ice,  “Two days ago we had not heard that cr y.”  
 
“Was it  a cry?” asked her sis ter - in- law. “Something woke up, but I 
could  not say what it  was.  Perhaps it  was no t a human cr y after  a ll.  
Might it  not have been a jacka l?”  
 
Gul Begum, who was more especially addressed,  said nothing. 
Whatever her own ideas on the subject were she evident ly wished to 
keep them to herself.  One litt le observat ion she had made when firs t 
she woke that morning, but she revea led it  to  no one,  and took an ear ly 
opportunity of obliterat ing what she had seen.  It  was a mark evident ly 
of a woman’s shoe on the wooden door sill,  and  the na ture of the sta in 
left behind was unmistakable.  It  was blood .  
 
Something o f the old hunted  look that Gu l Begum had  had  in the old  
terrib le days with Mohamed Jan s tole back into her eyes,  and there was 
something, too,  denoting fixed resolve.  Shereen did not feel 
particular ly fr iendly towards her cousin on account o f the lecture she 
had received as to the too free use of her unruly member,  so  she did not 
join her cousin as usual,  and Gul Begum was left to herself and her 
thoughts,  which did no t seem to be of a particular ly pleasant nature.  
She started  when Halima suddenly laid her hand on her shoulder.  
 
“Look here, Gul Begum,” the o lder woman sa id in a whisper,  “you 
brought us here.  You must devise some plan for gett ing us awa y. We 
are here locked up like prisoners and surrounded by people who seem 
capable of anything. This is far worse than Mohamed Jan’s house.  You 
have a way with people that makes them give in to  you. Get us out o f 
this.  I shall be driven mad  with terror.”  
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The gir l looked at her mother,  a sad pit y for herself as well as for her 
swelling up in her heart.  
 
“Listen,  mother,” she sa id,  “I have a lready resolved  to  do all I can,  but 
I cannot yet make up my mind what to do . It  appears that Ferad Shah 
contemplates marr ying me. Can you devise any p lan which would get 
me awa y from here before his  return? I have been thinking and 
thinking, but can come to  no decis ion like ly to prove successful.”  
 
Halima, rea lly alarmed for her own safet y,  became more amiab le and 
more sensible than usual,  and mother and daughter conferred  fo r some 
time together.  When the discussion was over,  Gul Begum seemed less 
dejected .  There was something to be done besides sitt ing and await ing 
what she felt  to  be her doom, and the gir l’s spir its rose at the very 
thought of release from this establishment  of horrors.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XXI 
 

A LADY’S TOILET 
 
 

FORTUNE seemed to  favour Gul Begum next morning. Before ver y 
long the slave gir l,  to  whom she had spoken on the day of her arrival,  
and who  had given her the bread  and  sour curd the fo llowing morning, 
came upstairs and called her : “Bibi is just  f inishing her to ilet after  her 
hum hum (Turkish bath),  and  has sent for you. She wants to speak to 
you a lone,” she said.  Then in a lower tone  she added, “Now is your 
time to get some clothes from her.  You need them badly.” 
 
So the gir l followed  her gu ide with an a lmost trembling eagerness.  It  
was no t clothes she wanted,  it  was release ,  but how to get it? 
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They crossed  the quadrangle,  went up a few steps,  and Gul Begum had  
to  stoop to get into the apartment into which she was ushered,  so low 
was the doorway. The floor was concreted ,  and  fe lt  ver y hot to her feet,  
and the air  was laden with moisture.  
 
There was a rough, wooden door opposite that by which she had 
entered,  and she could see beyond a smaller  room too, from which a 
considerable amount of steam and  heat was evident ly coming.  
 
Gul Begum had never seen a Turkish bath before.  She was puzzled,  and 
not a litt le a larmed. The cr y,  or  whatever she had heard in the night,  
recurred to her,  and she turned inst inct ive ly and looked at the door 
through which the s lave gir l was on the point of making her exit.  
 
“Kush amedi” (Welcome),  the lady of the house sa id  graciously.  
 
Gul Begum had hardly no ticed  her,  she was so  taken up with her other 
surroundings; but, on being thus reca lled to a sense of what was due to 
her hostess or mistress,  whichever she might prove to be,  “You are 
well?” she returned, with an inclinat ion of her head, remembering 
suddenly how much depended  on this interview.  
 
“Remain in peace,” continued  the lady. “You have no t seen a hum hum 
before,  I day say.  Would you  like to go and  look round, before you  
come and speak to me?” 
 
“I would,” the gir l sa id quiet ly,  somewhat  reassured.  “This seems to 
me a strange p lace.  It  must be p leasant in cold weather.” So saying, she 
advanced towards the inner chamber.  There was not much to see when 
she got there,  only a very hot room, almost dark,  and full of steam. 
There was a deep , dark hole in the wall.  Gu l Begum put her arm 
through, and came to the tank conta ining the ho t water which the 
attendant bath women throw on their  mistresses,  as they lie f lat on the 
ground  on a deer or tiger skin put down for the purpose,  going through 
the process o f scrubbing, f ir st with a thick sort of mud, then with a 
kind of soap , next with a rough glove which seems to take the very skin 
off,  and fina lly with a coo l white powder, called  sufedi (whitening),  
very comforting a fter  all the kneading and scouring that has gone on 
before,  but not becoming, it  makes one so ghastly white.  
 
When her eyes got accustomed to the light ,  she saw two brass taps 
below the opening in the wall.  Wondering what the y were for,  for  she 
had never seen such a thing,  she stooped and turned  the cock, and  
immediate ly the water began to run.  
 
“What convenience!” the gir l said  to  herself.  “This is indeed a 
luxurious people.  One turns one litt le handle and hot water comes,  and 
another,  and one has co ld water.  It  is all very wonderful,” and  rejoicing 
in the d iscover y o f what had interested her,  her cheeks hot from the 
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atmosphere she had been standing in,  she returned to the outer room 
and rejoined  the lady, who still sat on the f loo r amid the mysteries of 
an Afghan toilet.  
 
Her mistress,  for  such in fact she might for the t ime being at anyrate 
consider herse lf,  looked up and no ted the gir l’s appearance.  “She is 
very handsome,” she thought,  and a hard expression came into her face.  
Many and confused  thoughts chased  one ano ther through her brain.  
What posit ion was this new arr ival to occupy? Hitherto,  since her 
marriage she had been mistress in t his house,  ruling the other wives 
and slaves with none too gent le a hand . What place was this new gir l to 
occupy? Her beauty was undeniab le,  and there was something more 
than o rd inar y beau ty in that erect head , elast ic step,  and gracefu l 
carriage.  The Bibi saw it  all,  and trembled for her own positio n.  “She 
has undoubted beauty,” she said to herse lf aga in,  then smiled.  “But 
with a man, beauty is not ever ything. It  may conquer for a time, but it  
takes more than mere beauty to hold him fast.  She is a s imple v illage 
maiden, this gir l.  What does she know? I have arts o f which she knows 
nothing. I sha ll soon overthrow her when her first f lush of possessio n 
is over.  She can be no rival to me.” 
 
Gul Begum stood  still watching the lad y as she proceeded with her 
to ilet.  To her it  a ll seemed wonderfu l, and she had  not the slightest 
idea of the jealousy she was rousing in the breast of the woman who sat 
before her,  apparently so innocent ly engaged  with her pots of ointment 
and powder,  her rogue,  and her ant imony.  
 
“You do not use ant imony for your eyes?”  she said,  addressing the girl.  
“Do none of your peop le use it?” 
 
“I think not,” Gul Begum said.  “I have never seen it  before.”  
 
“Nor henna* for your hands? Dear me, what a lo t we sha ll have to 
teach you. We shall have to  do your hands and feet up in henna to -
night,  then you  will be ready for your hum hum tomorrow. It  is ver y 
pleasant; I have some ver y good women who will bathe and  massage 
you well.”  
 
Gul Begum b lushed. “Oh, I can do ever ything fo r myself.” She sa id 
hurried ly.  “ I sha ll not requ ire any one to wait on me. I am not 
accustomed to it .” 
 
The e lder woman laughed . “That may have been well enough for your 
old days in your home among the mountains,  but it  won’t do here.  You 
are to be one of Ferad Shah’s wives,  and must learn the customs of this 
country,  and  must confo rm to them.” 
 
Gul Begum pulled herse lf together.  Ah, now the supreme moment had 
come, the moment when she must make a wild effort fo r freedom, and  
win o r lose it  for  ever.  
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“Bibi,” she said ,  “I cannot be Ferad Shah’s wife.  There are reaso ns 
why I can be no  man’s wife,  but I fear to tell you, you may be angry.”  
 
“Ah, you  are go ing to tell me you are mar ried,” the lady said hurriedly,  
“or that you have already been named on some one.  All that will make 
no difference to  Ferad Shah. He is not particu lar abou t litt le details of 
that sort; besides,  you  are a slave gir l,  a war prisoner.  No former tie 
need be recognised now, even b y the most religious,  and no one would  
call Ferad Shah tha t.” 
 
The gir l bent forward , and whispered something in the lady’s ear.  “I 
was married once,  but I was returned to my father’s house,” she added, 
not quite tru thfully.  
 
Her mistress laughed. “Oh, that’ s it;  is it? Then why were you  sent 
here? Whose do ing was it?” 
 
“I was sent b y the so ld ier s,” she said,  “and I have been wait ing for a 
chance of exp laining things to you . Oh, Bibi; when my husband  sent 
me home, he beat me and ill- treated me, and  you have no idea what I 
suffered.  My beauty is a great misfortune to me, it  only gets me into  
trouble.” Then knee ling down before her,  she went on hurriedly as 
though she feared there would not be time for all she had to say.  “ I 
have thought of a p lan,  and I think it  would suit you well.  I know 
something of Ferad  Shah, and  of his p ract ices.” 
 
“Ah, then you know someth ing ,” the lad y interposed in an almost 
inaud ible whisper.  “You cannot know all ,  he is bad beyo nd all 
descript ion, beyo nd a ll imaginat ion.  He is  a monster .  What you say 
will make no difference to him. He will want you all the same for your 
beauty.” 
 
A jea lous pang gnawed at the e lder woman’s heart.  
“Listen,  Bibi,” Gu l Begum went on,  “in this house you are all 
powerful; t il l he returns you  can do anything you p lease.  Swear over 
your women to tell ever y o ne that I am hideous and untidy,  and canno t 
work,  and am genera lly worthless,  and send us all away. Se ll us to 
some one.” 
 
The lad y smiled a grat if ied smile.  “I cannot do that,” she said,  “I am 
not so powerful as you think,  but I can do something, and I will do my 
best to help you. You do not wish to remain here,  you would rather go 
somewhere else?” 
 
“I would rather go where I am wanted as a servant,  and not as a wife.  I 
know what it  means.  I have gone through much a lread y. Spare me, 
Bibi,  if you can,  and send us all awa y.”  
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“I can do nothing t ill Ferad Shah comes home,” she said,  “but he is 
probab ly coming here this evening.” Gul Begum’s heart gave a great 
throb of pain and anxiet y,  a lmost of hopelessness.  “He has heard of 
your arriva l,  and I have had instructions from him this morning that 
you are to be properly clothed, and got ready genera lly to receive him 
to -morrow. So you  see it  would be quite impossib le for me to get r id of 
you; besides the old  door-keeper would  not let you through.” 
 
The gir l smiled,  a lit t le danced in her eyes.  “Bib i,  let me manage that 
door-keeper,” she said.  “I think I cou ld  persuade him.” 
 
The older woman looked at her,  saw the tr iumph, the light in her eyes,  
and seemed about to change her mind. She felt  the power of this 
woman. 
 
“I do no t believe what you have to ld me,” she said . “It is all made up, a 
lie-“ 
 
Gul Begum interrupted her.  “Bib i,  what I have to ld you is to my 
disadvantage,  not yours.  I am young, I am handsome, why should I not 
marry happily and be head of my husband’s house? I am your junior by 
many years.” 
 
The e lder woman turned  round and addressed her anxiously: “But 
instead of that,  you  ask for obscurity and probable ill- trea tment amo ng 
the servants?” 
 
“That is so,” the gir l sa id,  and sighed. “I ask to go to  some househo ld 
where I can work,  and  where I shall attrac t no no tice.  Does that look as 
though I had lied?” 
 
The lad y looked at her again.  “Well,  you  are a strange girl,  bu t it  
wou ld su it me well enough, I daresay,  fo r you to go and do as you seem 
to  wish,  but fir st you must wait for  Ferad Shah’s orders.  I canno t act in 
this matter  without them. It  is out of the question.”  
“Then, Bib i,  do this,” Gul Begum replied. “Send all of us like common 
labourers to weed in the big garden and remove the stones.  Tell Ferad  
Shah you find we have tried to dece ive both him and you as to our 
fo rmer posit ion; that we are mere nobodies,  and that await ing his 
return you  have sent us to our p roper place –  to the garden to work 
among the ordinary labourers.  I can make myself look so different to 
what I do now that you even would no t know me. Then when you have 
to ld him that we are low born,  and useless,  and all the rest that I have 
to ld you , he will son send us off.  He will no t want for extra useless 
mouths to feed.” 
 
“Do you  realise what you are asking for?”  the lad y went on,  su rp rised .  
“I don’t think you can have considered what your fate will be.  If Ferad 
Shah sends you awa y (and you will probably a ll get the st ick before 
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you go),  you will be sent to  a Kabul prison. Have you any idea what a 
Kabul prison is?” 
 
Gul Begum shivered.  She had an idea,  only she fe lt  nothing could  be 
worse than what she had seen and heard in this beautiful garden, and 
Hazara-like,  aga in she wished to throw off her p resent burden and let 
the future concern it self with the next one  when it  came. For the 
moment she was sat isf ied to get out of the  diff icult y in which she then 
found herse lf.  
 
“Bibi,” she said ,  “I know what must be my fate,  because I know what 
my fate has been. I know I am beautiful,  and I know if once Ferad Shah 
sees me I shall be in diff icu lt ies.  Do not be offended at my suggest ing 
such a thing,  the idea is indeed  abhorrent to me: he may fo r a time 
place me even above you. Let me go before such a thing can happen. 
Send  us to the big garden to work there as  I have su ggested .” 
 
“But how about the other women? Your women as well as mine?” 
 
“My women wish to leave with me,” the gir l went on,  “and  as to  yours,  
tell them that in a long conversat ion with me you have discovered the 
truth about us,  and that as a punishment you  are go ing to get r id of us.” 
 
The lad y smiled.  “There are many amo ng them who would think that a 
strange punishment,” she said.  
 
Gul Begum bent forward and took her hand. “Whatever happens,” she 
sa id,  “whether I succeed or fail,  I wish to thank you now, before the 
immediate fu ture is known to either of us,  fo r the gracious way in 
which you have listened to my request.  Whatever you may be to others 
you have been kind  to me, and  I am for ever gratefu l to  you. I would 
serve you if I could.”  
 
For a moment the horro rs of the house,  the scene with the s lave gir l,  all 
was forgotten.  She only felt  grateful for the helping hand that was 
being stretched  out to her in her troub le.  I t  blotted out for the time 
being all other details.  She was not wise enough to analyse motives,  
she did not go for character  stud y. Had she done so she would soon 
have found  that Ferad Shah’s chief wife was a most typ ical Afghan. 
Id le,  luxurious,  treacherous,  capricious,  capab le of the most unheard of 
cruelt ies,  bu t with certain generous impulses,  and possess ed  of a 
gracious courtly manner when it  su ited her to assume it;  a willingness 
to  help  another so  long as it  cost her nothing, a willingness,  prompted 
to  no inconsiderable extent,  b y her desire to show her posit ion and 
influence.  Somehow, too,  this gir l had a power of f lattering her.  What 
she sa id and did came stra ight from her heart,  any one could see that.  
There was nothing in the least art if icial about it .  Ferad Shah’s wife felt  
this,  and it  pleased her.  
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“Remain in peace,” she said,  “and do not misunder stand  any change in 
my manner towards you. I shall have to  dissemble,  and so will you.”  
 
While she was st ill speaking the s lave gir l  entered.  “Take this woman 
from out of my sight!” she excla imed  exc itedly,  “ take her awa y,” she 
almost ye lled,  and rising from the floo r, where she had been s itt ing,  
she endeavoured  to thrust both her and  the attendant outside the door.  
 
Gul Begum gazed at her in abso lute wonder,  so rapid had been the 
transformation.  Again she saw before her the woman who had kicked 
and lashed the slave gir l for  what had been a mere accident,  and the 
who le of the fo rmer horror and terror at finding herself in such 
surroundings returned. She rose hurriedly to  her feet.  
 
“You hear what I sa y,” her mistress ye lled,  still addressing her 
attendant.  “Put them outside the garden gate,  these labourers who come 
to  us disgu ised as princesses as tell u s they are Chiefs’  and Viz ier s’ 
daughters.  Send  them to their  proper sphere,  and put them to the work 
fo r which they were born,  and send  me the Derwan here.” 
 
The s lave gir l advanced towards her mistress.  “Sahib,” she whispered 
in her ear,  “consider well,  Ferad Shah returns to -day. You  know him. 
He will see this woman, you  cannot prevent him unless,  perhaps,  for  a 
day or two at most,  and  when he has seen her,  who knows what her 
position ma y be? If you maltreat her now she may have a chance o f 
causing you to remember it  later .  Be advised.  She has looks.”  
 
“Look, has she?” roared the mistress.  “Cursed be the father of her 
looks.  Do  as I te ll you, take her away from me. How dare you leave her 
here when I have ordered you to remove her,  and send me the Derwan 
here.  I have a good deal to say to him. It  is possible he too may have 
been deceived, bu t I will undece ive him.”  
 
 
 
 
* Henna is  the herb with which almost all  s ects  of  Eastern women dye their 
hands,  and especially their nails ,  a sort  of  terra -cotta  colour.  The leaves 
are ground into  a powder,  and by the addit ion of  water,  a  sort  of  thick paste 
is made.  In  this  the f ingers are closely encased.  The hand is  then closed,  and 
a second coating is  placed all  over the f is t .  The hands are kept doubled up 
l ike this  all  night,  and next  morning they are dyed a deep terra -cotta ,  the 
creases in the palm of the hand showing up white where the dye has not 
reached.  This is  considered a beauty,  and is,  moreover,  thought to soften the 
skin.   
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CHAPTER XXII 
 

“A SLAVE” 
 
 

SO rap id had  been the change in the Bib i’s att itude towards her,  that 
Gul Begum, for a moment,  felt  that her petit ion had been an insane 
one,  and could have wished it  unproffered.  Soon, however,  she realised 
that greater  discomfort at the moment might lead to something better  in 
the future,  if only her mother and other re lat ions would stand by her.  
 
“What on earth have you sa id or done so to offend the Bibi?” the slave 
gir l asked. “You have been ver y unwise,  and I must no t seem to notice 
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you, or I shall get into trouble myself,  bu t if I do what I can fo r you 
now, and  get you taken into favour by the master  when he returns,  you  
must not forget me later  on.  I have more influence than you perhaps 
think.”  
 
“I shall never forget your kindness to me, bu t send my companions to 
me now, I entreat,” was a ll Gul Begum could find  words to say.  
 
“Yes,  when I can,  but fir st I must send  the Derwan to the Bibi,” the 
gir l replied.  “Crouch down there in the corner as though you felt  
yourself to be humiliated,  and later  on I will come to you  if I can.”  
 
Gul Begum d id as she was bid,  and apparent ly her disgrace soon 
became the gossip of the harem, for  now and again one gir l,  and 
sometimes two, would come to look at her,  then laugh der isively and 
pass on,  then come back and laugh aga in.   
 
Present ly the Derwan came through the garden door and  passed into the 
large room where the Hazaras had  fir st been rece ived , and shortly 
afterwards the Bibi,  with several of her women, entered the same room. 
What transpired  she never knew, but in the meant ime the o ther Hazaras 
had jo ined her,  and she was complete ly engrossed  in exp laining her 
plan o f act ion to them.  
 
“What we have to do is to get out of this place at any cost,” she said , 
“and if you will only follow my advice,  boldly,  we shall succeed, but 
do not ask me fo r details now, the ver y walls here have ears.”  
 
What she rea lly felt  was that she dared not tell them that the Bib i,  for  
her own self ish interests,  was willing to befr iend her.  She could not 
trust one of them with such a secret as tha t,  at a time when she had  no 
idea what the next few hours would have in store fo r them a ll.  
Present ly the Derwan came out o f the house,  and towards them, as they 
sat crouching by an outhouse at the far end of the quadrangle.  
 
“What tomfoolery have you been up  to?” he said,  addressing Gul 
Begum. “You may have deceived the Bib i,  but you can’t dece ive me. 
However,  come and do  as she bids,  and as  you  have yourself chosen, 
come and work with the labourers in the garden. I’ ll give you  a patch 
to  yourself where no one will molest you, but I sha ll expect to be 
remembered for this service.”  
 
And  so Gul Begum’s wish was realised,  and she went to work among 
the beautiful,  many-coloured flowers under the shade o f the spread ing 
trees,  but her heart was beat ing with the wildest hopes and fears,  and , a 
present iment of evil that no  beauty could alla y,  though after  a t ime she 
fe lt  soo thed. The soft blamy air  played through her hair  and fanned her 
burning temples,  and the gent le cooing o f the turtle doves lulled  her 
exc ited brain to something like rest.  
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“Are you going to  get us away from here,  Gul Begum?” Shereen asked 
after  a time.  
 
“Don’t ask me any questions,” her cousin answered shortly,  “only let 
us get near the water channel and we will put some of this gre y mud 
upon our faces,  so that if Ferad Shah shou ld see us,  he may think us 
old and ugly and send us away, let us hope to some lowlier and  less 
cruel househo ld,” and then to terrify her cousin into submission,  she 
added rather pointedly: “This is no place for people who cannot hold 
their  own tongues,  for  it would  appear tha t there are those here who are 
willing and ready to ho ld them for them.” 
 
Gul Begum saw she had produced the desired effect,  not only on 
Shereen, bu t also  on her aunt,  who  expressed great anxiety as to what 
wou ld become of her daughter if she cou ld not learn to control her 
insat iable desire to know more than her eyes could tell her.  
 
“Go with Gul Begum,” she said,  “and do as she bids you, and, for 
God’s sake,  keep your mouth shu t and don’t get us a ll into trouble.  
Thank God  we are outside on set o f walls.  Let us see if we can’t get 
outside the next set.”  
 
When the two gir ls returned from the water channel they were hard ly 
recognisable,  so skilfully had Gul Begum app lied the greasy gre y mud, 
a piece o f which she had almost unconsciously carried off with her 
from the Bib i’s hum hum. 
 
“Khuda-a-a!” said her mother,  prolonging the  f inal a in the way 
common to all Afghans when they wish to express astonishment.  “How 
poor a thing is beauty when a scrap o f mud the size of a marble can 
efface it  all.” 
 
Quite late in the evening there was a sound of horses’  hoofs,  a barking 
of dogs,  and a sort of short sharp yap  peculiar  to Ferad Shah’s much 
dreaded wolf dogs.  Gul Begum shuddered. The awful tr ial was d rawing 
very near,  how would it  end? The turtle doves f luttered  in their  nests 
above her,  quarrelling,  she supposed , by the feathers that came 
scatter ing down all round  her.  There seemed no peace,  no rest 
anywhere,  not even in this garden of Eden with it s flowers- scented 
atmosphere.  Tents were soon pitched in every direct ion,  and  a regu lar 
camp estab lished under the trees; only the  master and  several women, 
easily recognisab le as Hazara prisoners,  went ins ide the second 
enc losure.  
 
When a ll was qu iet again the Derwan came and spoke to Gul Begum: 
“There is no good  in my speaking of you  to Ferad Shah to -night.  He 
will be taken up with Bibi and the o ther ladies,  and showing them what 
he has brought from the war,  and telling them of the great deeds he has 
done; besides,  he is t ired and will go to rest ear ly.  But what have you 
been doing to yourselves?” the old man went on,  noticing the change in 
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the gir ls’ appearance.  “Is that how you hope to  win your way into  
Ferad Shah’s favour?” 
 
“I wish to win my wa y to Kabul,  to  the Ameer,” Gul Begum said,  as if 
by some sudden inspirat ion,  “and if you will help me I will not forget 
you.” 
 
The man looked  at her,  surprised.  “You have great ambit ions,” he sa id.  
“What will you  do when you get to the Ameer?” 
 
“God knows,” she sa id sighing, “but I might chance to find favour in 
his e yes.” 
 
“I don’t see how that is to be b rought about,” he sa id.  “I can see no 
way of help ing you to that.”  
 
“I don’t ask you to help me,” the gir l pleaded, “only do not hinder me, 
and tell Ferad  Shah, if he ment ions me, that you think me ugly.  See 
how old and worn I look.”  
 
“I see you have been disfiguring yourself, ” he said; “but if I  tell Ferad 
Shah that you are ugly,  there are p lent y o f o thers who  will deny what I 
have sa id.  You don’t want to get me into  trouble,  do you?” And  after  
provid ing the women with a rough shelter for the night,  the old man 
left them, but not for long.  
 
The sun was just showing above the hor izon when Gul Begum was 
summoned inside the inner enclosure,  and she found herself in the 
outer  chamber of the hum hum where the Bibi had received her the day 
before,  and p resent ly the Bib i herse lf ente red hast ily but noiseless ly.  
 
“Ferad Shah is asleep,” she said.  “He came home in the best of 
humours last night.  He had  travelled stra ight from Kabu l, where he was 
rece ived with marked  favour by the Ameer,  and was p resented with a 
meta l and  a Khelat (coat of honour).  He asked about you , and  I to ld 
him what we had arranged he shou ld be told.  He seemed more amused  
than angr y,  and then I begged  of him to send you  away to Kabul to the 
prison, as a punishment for your having insulted  me b y presuming on 
my credulit y.  He told  me to  do as I liked ,  as fo r the moment he has 
more gir ls than he well knows what to do with.  So now to horse and to 
Kabul with you. I have done all I can for you. I have arranged that one 
of the labourers shall take you , and you can have the horse you 
brought,  for  Ferad Shah will never miss it ,  and you  have far  to go.  May 
God protect you, and do  not forget that I have he lped  you in your 
need.” So  Gul Begum, to  her astonishment ,  found herself in less than 
an hour on her wa y to Kabu l,  guarded only b y one soldier and the 
labourer,  who  lead  the horse,  and who received str ict injunct ions from 
the Derwan to retu rn it  to  the master ,  as he might hear of it  and ask for 
it.  
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Long afterwards,  from one of the Hazara slaves Ferad Shah brought 
with him that night,  Gu l Begum heard of the fate from which she and  
her companions had been spared by the timely intervent ion o f the Bibi.  
Ferad Shah awoke to  find he had much to do,  and therefore bu t lit t le 
time for rest and  enjoyment.  The Hazaras who were said to have so  
imposed  on the credulit y of the househo ld did no t at first cross his 
mind, but when the y did  he ordered them to be sent for.  
 
“I’ ll teach them to deceive me,” he sa id.  “Ho! where are the dogs? 
We’ ll have some sport and see how they can run,  these women.”  
 
“You ordered them to ja i l,” his wife exp la ined. “They have been sent 
off long ago. It  was no t fo r me to keep  them here when once you had 
passed judgement on them.” 
 
“Sent off long ago?” Ferad Shah exc laimed. “Why do you tell such 
lies? I have not yet been forty-eight hours in the house.  How can you  
call that ‘ long ago’?” 
 
“I should have sa id immediate ly you gave the order,” his wife put in 
gent ly.  Before her lord she was a ver y d ifferent person from the wild 
cat who had so impressed  Gul Begum.  
 
“What r ight had you to act without m y orders?” he asked again angrily,  
disappointed at losing what he looked upon as sport.  
 
“I understood I had  your orders,” his wife  replied with well- feigned 
regret,  and there the matter  ended , fo r Gul Begum was by then in 
Kabul.  
 
Ano ther wear y march had  been accomplished, another ac t in her life 
had been played, and she was in a crowded Kabul prison, but “no man’s 
slave ye t,  thank God,” she sa id to herself again and again.  That 
degradation,  however,  was no t spared her long.  
 
A city merchant had an order for a slave,  and his cho ice fe ll on Gul 
Begum. The gir l made what resistance she  cou ld ,  but of what avail was 
struggling on her part? A heavy st ick,  the weight of which Gul Begum 
did not forget for many a da y, was laid across her shoulders,  and she 
was led forth,  a pant ing,  s latternly,  ill- looking girl.  She had a great 
scheme in view. She would make herself so object ionable to  every one 
who  chose her as the ir s lave that at length she would be treated as an 
imbecile and so rega in her liberty,  but she to ld her plan to no one.  
 
That same day her aunt,  Shereen’s mother ,  was chosen by some one 
else,  but Halima and Shereen remained on still in the prison.  
 
The new home in which Gul Begum found herself was in every wa y 
very different from and, as regards wealth and  luxur y,  ver y infer ior to 
Ferad Shah’s.  The b read b rought ready baked in the bazaar was no t 
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very pa latab le,  the flour being well adulterated b y the bakers; the r ice 
was poor,  the milk smoked; the gir l felt  s ick at the ver y s ight of it .  
There was not much to do,  and the mistress was kind ly enough, bu t 
grossly ignorant.  
 
“A curious gir l for  Agha to have fancied,” she sa id to herself,  “my 
goodness! I don’t think all the water in Kabul would  wash the dir t  off 
her.  You must go  to the hum hum, gir l,” she sa id.  “I w ill give you the 
pice (pence).  You can’t appear before Agha like that,” but Gul Begum 
only glared and looked stupid . She had managed Ferad  Shah’s wife by 
fear and jea lously,  but she fe lt that these would be no weapons to use 
aga inst the patient dutiful creature who  was now her mistress.  
 
“Agha,” the latter  sa id,  “that slave you have sent is no  good  for any 
purpose whatsoever.  She seems to me to be litt le more than half -
witted .” 
 
“Oh, nonsense,  try the e ffect of the st ick on her,” the merchant said  
indifferent ly.  “These wild Hazara women are not much above the level 
of the brutes when first they come in.  You’ll break her in in t ime,” but 
even as he spoke, Gul Begum tripped intent ionally on a great earthen 
vesse l standing just ou tside the window. It  fell against the wall,  
smashing into  fragments,  but the gir l made no apology or comment 
whatsoever.  Merely picking up the bottom piece which st ill contained a 
litt le water that had been left there to settle,  she app lied it  to  her 
mouth.  
 
“Ah, dir ty wre tch!” the woman exclaimed, “pollut ing the last drop  of 
water that is left.  Get you gone and don’t let me see s ight of you again.  
She is only f it  to  carry your goods from the store to  the shop , Agha, 
she ma y be of some use as a coolie (porter) ,  but a house servant she is  
no good at all.” 
 
The merchant kept her a mouth,  but at the end of that time saw a far  
more like ly gir l,  who would do  well fo r his household as well as for 
the store.  So Gul Begum received a sound thrashing and  was sent back 
to  the prison.  
 
Her mother and Shereen were still there; Hazara slaves were so 
plent iful in Kabul at that time that there were not masters to be found 
fo r them a ll.  Shereen, only too glad to have nothing to do,  although it  
enta iled poor and scant y p rison fare,  used the litt le piece of mud Gul 
Begum had  left with her with great effect,  and  no one who came to the 
prison seemed to fancy her.  Gu l Begum was in high sp irit s when she 
returned . She felt  she wou ld yet f ind  a way o f escape to her beloved 
Hazara hills,  and to her father.  She had only to  endure and to keep up 
her present role.  
 
Shortly after  her return,  however,  she was aga in chosen, in spite o f her 
squalid appearance.  An old General fancied  her strong, act ive limbs 
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and lithe,  graceful form that no mud could hide.  He had no wife and  
had had none fo r some years,  so there was a good deal of chafing 
among his fr iends when he announced his intent ions regarding his new 
Hazara slave gir l,  but o f this Gu l Begum was quite unconsc ious.  She 
only resolved to find out the o ld Genera l’s weakness,  and disgust him 
as she had succeeded in d isgust ing her late mistress.  Her master  had 
spent many years in India, and had taken to  the Ind ian habit of beet le-
nut chewing, and kept sp itt ing all over the house,  much to  Gul Begum’s 
disgust,  so she took to beet le-nut chewing too, and ou t-Heroded Herod 
by the wa y in which she behaved. Moreover,  she refused to conform to 
ordinar y Kabul hab its of c leanliness,  found no means of obtaining the 
conveniences she was accustomed  to  in her own country,  and before 
long the general was glad  to restore her to her priso n home.  
 
“The day will come when you  will be tu rned out of that too ,” her 
master  said,  as he saw her hust led o ff with none too gent le hands b y 
one o f his own servants. “We don’t want animals in Kabul.  We send 
them to consort with the ir fellows in the hills.  You’ll make an excellent 
dinner for some hungry wolf next winter .”  
 
Gul Begum only glared at him as though she d id not understand  what 
he was talking about,  but she understood well.  She was on the r ight 
track for libert y.  S he was read y and willing to share the winter  with the 
wolves.  She had far  greater  fear o f man than o f the beasts.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XXIII 
 

GUL BEGUM’S MASTER 
 
 

THE ep isode at the Genera l’s house had ended sat isfacto rily to  Gul 
Begum, but another tr ial –  the f inal one – was soon to follow.  
 
The Ameer’s Chief Secretary walked round the prison to choose four 
slaves,  “Girls that will make good servants,” was what he asked for.  “I 
want two to  give awa y, and tow for myself.” 
 
Gul Begum and her cousin were amo ng those chosen, and  with the 
usual loud cries and  wailings,  they were walked o ff to the ir  



A VIZIER’S DAUGHTER – A TALE OF THE HAZARA WAR  128

destinat ions; bu t Gul Begum had recovered something of her queenly 
gait and carriage.  She felt  that she was master  of her fate.  Ten days 
wou ld resto re her to her prison life and her mother,  and so,  guided by 
fo rmer exper iences,  she commenced  her old game of stupidit y and 
slatternly unt idiness.  
 
The e lder of the four was soon sent to  Jellalabad, to be a servant in the 
house of the Chief Secretar y’s sp iritual leader (he had asked for an 
elderly woman),  and one of the remaining three was superfluous in her 
present abode.  
 
“I can make nothing o f that Gul Begum,” the Chief Secretar y’s wife 
sa id plaint ively.  “She’s a great useless hulk.  She does nothing but eat 
and sleep.  And is so d irt y and untidy,  I do not fanc y anything she has 
once laid her hands upon.” 
 
The Chief Secretary’s house was a well ordered  one; each person in it  
had his or  her share of work.  Idleness in one member threw extra work 
on the others.  He had  but one wife,  and  was faithful to  her.  
 
“All r ight,  Jan (m y wife),” he sa id quietly.  “We will send her to the 
Mir Sahib.  I promised him a wife,  and though a bad servant,  she may 
make a good wife.  Is it  not often so? You  can send her at once,  if you 
wish.  I will make arrangements for her as soon as you  have sett led with 
her.” 
 
Bu t Gul Begum was not so easily settled with; she would no t go to 
Logman to be any man’s wife,  she wished to stay where she was.  
 
The lad y was in despa ir; she wou ld speak to her husb and abou t it  when 
he came in,  she said.  “In the meant ime Gul Begum was to return to her 
work.  
 
When the subject was b roached to him, the Chief Secretar y was rather 
anno yed ; annoyed  wit his wife because she could not manage a slave,  
anno yed  with the slave for daring to oppose her mistress; it  was most 
unusual.  He sent fo r her himself,  he who never addressed a word to the 
female slaves,  and she came in,  prostrating herse lf at his feet.  
 
He had a thick st ick in his hand, it  was his walking st ick,  and  he was 
to ying with it .  She had  not heard of his using it  on any one s ince she 
had entered his establishment,  but he might,  why not? Hers was an 
exceptional case – she was a refractor y s lave.  
 
“What is the meaning of this,  Gul Begum?” he asked sternly.  “You will 
not work,  and yet you refuse to leave my estab lishment when I offer  
you to be a holy man in honourable marriage.” He rose from the 
cushion on which he was sitt ing,  and came towards her.  The gir l shrank 
back, but he passed her and fetched a piece of paper from a ledge in the 
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wall,  and, re-seated himself, commenced fo lding the paper in the usual 
Persian way, a margin down each side,  preparatory to writing.  
 
The gir l understood; he was go ing to make out an order o r a pass or 
something – the fatal paper that was to carry her thence to the unknown 
but already hated  husband. Again she flung herself at his feet.  
 
“Agha (master) , hear me once,” she pleaded softly.  He paused. “Well,  
what have you to say?” 
 
“Just this,” she sa id,  still kneeling before him, “Just this,  Agha, that I 
have indeed behaved  badly,  and  have indeed deserved to be sent away. 
I have made myse lf d irt y,  and  stupid ,  and  awkward, but see how big I 
am, how strong, how capable of work; and ask Shereen there,  she is my 
cousin,  I am the c leverest gir l in al l the Hazara countr y; I can cook and 
bake,  and sew and wash, and do  all the work that other women do , and  
twice as well as they.” 
 
“Then why have you been so idle and  useless here?” 
 
“Agha, I will te ll you. I am dirty,  and untid y,  and slatternly now, as 
you see me, I do not deny it ,  bu t,  Agha Sahib,  I am the daughter of the 
Vizier ,  who  is the brother o f the chief of the Hazaras,  and I was 
considered the handsomest and smartest gir l in all the land . That has,  
no doubt,  made me proud and made it  very d iff icult for  me to be a 
slave; many men have chosen me befo re you came to the prison, Sahib,  
but I made some excuse of another,  ju st as I saw I could deceive them, 
and one after  ano ther they all sent me back, some with a beat ing,  some 
withou t,  I cared  but litt le;  what I most dreaded was that some one 
would make me his slave wife,  that is what has been my hourly terror.”  
 
“I keep no  slave wives,” the Chief Secretary interrupted shortly.  
 
“No, Agha, I know you do not,  and you take no not ice o f your slave 
gir ls,  and never even speak to them.” The girl hung her head. “And  that 
is why I don’t wish to leave you. Oh, Agha, do not send me away, give 
me one more tr ial,  one litt le tr ial more,” and again p rostrating herself 
til l her fo rehead touched the ground, “one week, one day,” she 
petit ioned.  
 
The Chief Secretary put the paper down, he seemed half amused, ha lf 
touched. “Send  your mistress here,” he said, “and if she consents to  try 
you, I have no object ion to  her do ing so,  but you her s lave,  not mine,  
your remaining rests who lly on her good-will and favour. You have 
done nothing so  far  to  ingrat iate yourself with her,  bu t I will speak fo r 
you to her.  Go .” 
 
“She’s a curious gir l,  that Gul Begum, and she says she is well-born,” 
the Chief Secretary sa id,  looking up from the paper he was wr it ing.  His 
wife had entered  the room timidly some minutes before he addressed 
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her,  and without speaking had sat down on a small thick rug in a corner 
of the room, wait ing t ill she should be no ticed  by the husband who was 
so evident ly also the master.  
 
She would  not have d reamt o f interrupting him, but now he had opened 
the conversatio n she did not seem over-pleased.  “Yes,  they say so,” she 
replied,  “and that the other,  the f lat - faced one,  is her cousin,  and  
daughter of the chief.”  
 
“Supposing we give her another tr ia l,  and send none of them away for a 
week or ten days,  o r it  might be wise to keep  them fo r a month or six 
weeks,  til l you see which of them is most inclined for work; there will 
be plent y for them to do present ly when you  are la id  up.” 
 
His wife looked  down; an Eastern woman is ver y modest in some ways,  
though in others she is more outspoken than we are.  
 
“I should not like any of those women near me,” she sa id.  
 
“No, perhaps not,  bu t if the y do  all the housework, it  will leave 
Sardaro and all your usual attendants free to wait on you.”  
 
“As you wish,” she sa id,  resignedly.  
 
“Nay, as you wish,” he sa id,  “I care ne ither one wa y nor the other; I am 
only thinking of your convenience.” 
 
“We have the Mir Sahib to consider,  “she st ill objected ,  “he has seen 
this gir l,  and, I think,  fancies her.” 
 
“Good gracious! What taste,” the Chief Secretar y laughed. He 
understood that his wife half dis liked the gir l,  and did no t want her,  
but Eastern husbands are not accustomed to  have the ir  s lightest wishes 
thwarted; he had  never opposed his wife in anything, but then it  takes 
two to make a controversy,  and she had  ever considered that his 
slightest wish was law.  
“I will sett le with the Mir,” he said,  “send him here to me or stay,  it  is 
hot,  you shall not have the trouble of drawing down your windows. I 
will go and speak to him in the saracha” ( the outside room, occupied 
by the men),  and he went ou t.  
 
“Mir,” he sa id,  laughing, as he entered  the meagre ly furnished 
apartment where severa l men were sit t ing cross-legged on the f loo r 
talking o r writ ing,  but evident ly chiefly engaged in wait ing,  “my slave 
gir l,  Gul Begum, ob jects to become your wife.  I cannot force her,  what 
am I to do?” 
 
“Objects?” sa id the Mir,  “how can she ob ject? She is a s lave.”  
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“Then will you take her by force?” the Chief Secretar y said,  still 
laughing. “A fine thing that for a man of your age.  How old are you, 
Mir?” 
 
“That is not the questio n,” the old man rep lied test ily; “you have 
promised me a gir l.  I have seen her.  I fancy her.  I shal l keep you to 
your promise.” 
 
The Chief Secretary loved a piece of fu n,  none better .  “She is a 
handsome girl,” he said,  “a beau ty according to Hazara taste,  bu t she is 
very big and  strong, and you are rather o ld , good  fr iend. I would no t 
push the mat ter too far  were I in your place,  it might be dangerous.”  
 
This constant a llusion to his age nett led the o ld man, who, though some 
sixt y summers – rather more,  perhaps –  had  come and gone s ince he 
first saw da y, was hale and heart y st ill,  and  as he rose and angr ily 
threw his dark blue lungi (a cotton shawl,  heavy and strong) across his 
left shoulder,  he seemed to the casual observer to be hardly past his 
prime. His complexion was fresh,  his eyes clear,  his carriage excellent,  
his beard was long and  flowing, and d yed  a glorious r ich black.  
 
“You have seen the gir l yourself,  and  doubtless fanc y her,” he sa id,  “I 
do not b lame you  there; she is a gir l any man might fanc y; but I blame 
you that your word should  prove as smoke, use less vapour,  that ever y 
wind  of passion blows in a different d irection.” 
 
“Nay, s it  down,” the young man said,  “now I will be serious.  Believe 
me, I fancy the gir l not at all;  she is d irt y,  id le,  and generally 
incapable,  but she has thrown herself on my protection,  and I have 
promised her a tr ia l.”  
 
“You promised her a tr ia l? How could  you such a thing? You had 
promised her to me.” 
 
“But I have lots of other gir ls,  and  you shall have your cho ice.  I care 
fo r one no more than I do  for another.  You  shall choose one for 
yourself.” 
“So I will,  and I have chosen Gul Begum.” Again the Mir flung his 
lungi impat ient ly over his shoulder,  but this time withou t ris ing.  The 
Chief Secretar y seemed  a litt le irr itab le a lso.  There were not six men in 
all the kingdom from whom such opposit ion was to have been expected,  
and th is man, who was he? A holy man, no doubt,  but a mere village 
peasant,  a dependent partly on his bount y.  
 
He sat tapping the f loor with his st ick for a few minutes,  then 
impatient ly called a servant up to speak to him. “Do you see this 
carpet?” he said,  and he gave it  a more vigorous tap.  “It’s a d isgrace to  
you, and a disgrace to me. It  is full of dust.  Have it  taken out and  
beaten,  and the floor underneath well cleaned, or , hark you, the beat ing 
that you should have given to the carpet sha ll fa ll on your shoulders.  
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You understand me, son of a low-born swine?” The servant salaamed 
and retired; this was no t the language to which he was accustomed 
from his gent le,  polished master .  When he had retired,  silence aga in 
resigned supreme, for the chief secretary had even ceased to raise the 
dust from the carpet wit his st ick,  and  had  commenced business with 
the var ious men who were wait ing his orders.  
 
From a corner where he had been sitt ing unobserved, a lit t le man with 
a f lowing white beard rose and left the room. He was the Hakim, and 
perhaps had work elsewhere.  No one noticed his departure, and if they 
had, they would,  doubtless,  have thought he was going to  visit  some 
patient.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XXIV 
 

RIVALS 
 
 

“WHAT about the gir l?” the Mir asked  present ly,  when the room was a 
litt le clearer.  
 
“The girl?” her present owner said ,  rather wearily,  as though she had 
fo rmed no subject of the recent hot discussion,  “you can use your own 
persuasions.  If she will go with you, you  can take her,  bu t no woman 
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sha ll be dragged or force in any way, from my house.  You understand 
me?” 
 
“You did not force her from the prison, did you?” the old  man asked , 
with a sneer.  
 
“I chose her and she came. I do no t say she did not weep . They a ll wept 
loudly,  and bewailed their  fate,  bu t there was no sort of force used.  
And  now I come to think of it ,  I remember that Gu l Begum came less 
unwillingly than the rest,  and that though there was something defiant 
in her carriage she walked  straight and b riskly,  and required no 
hurrying at all.” 
 
“She fanc ied you dark skin,  perhaps,” the holy man said,  sneer ingly.  
 
The Chief Secretary was not annoyed at the allusion to his dark skin; 
he was a Rajput,  and  proud o f his ancient race and  lineage.  His skin 
was his bir thr ight,  had been the bir thr ight  of a hundred generat ions o f 
his ancesto rs.  He had no cause for shame.  
 
“Some gir ls like dark men, some fa ir,” he said ,  indifferent ly.  “We shall 
see which Gul Begum will choose,” and as he spoke he rose.  The Mir 
rose too.  
 
“Nay,” sa id the o ther,” but I will fetch her.” 
 
“That you shall not,” the elder man replied. “We will have fair  play.  
The gir l shall be brought here, and here she sha ll dec ide whether she 
will sta y with you, to  be your slave,  your su rati –  with you, who are 
not of her colour,  no t of her race.”  
 
“Are you then o f her race – a Hazara?” the Chief Secretar y asked, 
amused. He had quite recovered  his temper.  
 
The r ival candidate paid no heed to the interrup tion,  and continued. 
“Or whether she will prefer  to be taken in honourab le marriage b y me, 
who  have no o ther wife,  and  no child living in the house with me, and 
who  am, moreover,  a man chosen by God as His special servant and an 
expounder of His re ligion,  and who devo te myse lf to the service of my 
Creator,  instead  of to the service of a mere earthly king.”  
 
“I quite agree to that,” the Chief Secretary replied; “you shall have 
quite fair  pla y and ever y chance.  Ali Hakimgee, do me a favour,” he 
cont inued, addressing the litt le man who had left the room at the 
commencement of the discussion and who now retu rned and was 
preparing to re-seat himself in the corner.  
 
“Bally ( yes),  Sahib; in what way can I be of service to you ?” he said,  
straightening his knees and stand ing to the full of the small height that 
Providence had given him.  
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“We have had  a grea t discussion,  the Mir Sahib and I,  ever s ince you 
left us,” the Chief Secretar y exp lained, “and it  is a very difficult case 
to  settle.  The Mir has been promised  one of my s lave gir ls,  a gir l called 
Gul Begum, and now she objects to  go to him. The Mir says that that 
should form no  insurmountable diff icult y,  as all gir ls are co y, and even 
when most willing to be wooed like to appear to be hard to win.  Now I 
say that if Gul Begum is only co y, or  even more that coy, unwilling to 
accept our young (?)  fr iend here,  I st ill will send her to him so long as 
tears and  cries are the only weapons that she uses,  but if she utterly 
refuses to go and will not leave without brute fo rce and beatings,  I will 
not have her carr ied  away, I will not have the scandal of such a 
marriage from my house.”  
 
“You seem to anticipate much diff icult y,” the Mir remarked. “Since 
when has a ll this opposit ion arisen?” 
 
“Since the sub ject was f irst broached, oh most excellent and desirable 
bridegroom. My wife could do nothing with her,  and sent her on to me, 
to  see what I could do,  but I cou ld do no more than she had done.  The 
girl insisted that she would no t go.  Now we are go ing to have a 
Tamasha (enterta inment) ,  and  the Mir Sahib himself is going to take an 
act ive part in it;  we are all going to have a lesson in the gentle art of 
love,  o r if no t o f love,  at least of persuasion.  (Come along, Hakimgee, 
will you  be the intercessor,  will you go fe tch the unwilling b ride?”  
 
“This business is not much in my line? the old man sa id; but  as he 
spoke he smiled,  and the Chief Secretary thought he detected 
something, just a lit t le knowing, in the wr inkles in the corner of his 
eye.  Then their  eyes met.  The y understood one another,  there was no 
love lost between the Hakim and the Mir; not that  the Mir had any 
serious cause o f complaint,  except just this,  that the Hakim was 
somewhat overbear ing,  somewhat exact ing of deference and respect,  
which the Mir seemed to think it beneath his dignity to bestow. On the 
Hakim’s s ide the dis like was due to a  to tally different cause.  The Chief 
Secretar y was a very generous man, almost p rodigal in his gifts.  It  took 
but the slightest persuasion,  hard ly more than a hint,  to  get a p iece of 
fu r,  a new coat,  a posteen (fur cloak) from him, unless indeed it  had 
once been seen inside the harem, then it  was comparative ly safe,  for  it  
was there under his wife’s protection,  and she saw that it  did not slip  
through her f ingers easily.  
 
Bu t many were the presents that fell to  the Chief Secretary’s share.  He 
was a great man at court,  and furs and camel clo th,  embroideries,  and 
even carpets and  fine silks,  no t infrequently accompanied the letters 
that came from a distance, begging this favour o r that,  craving relie f 
from this injust ice or that extortion,  and if the Hakim happened  to be 
present at the t ime, and  reminded his patron that he was poor,  or  cold,  
or that his wife was s ick or his daughter had no posteen,  and that he 
had been promised  one last winter,  bu t that it  had been forgo tten in the 
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hurry of the Chief Secretar y’s important and manifo ld duties,  whatever 
was placed before him was given away, heedless o f its value,  or  of 
promises made to o thers not present at the moment,  or of what might 
have been acceptab le in the harem serai (enclosure for women).  This 
was the one complaint his wife ever had  aga inst him – this reckless 
care lessness,  this generosit y which in rea lity amounted to squandering,  
fo r she always heard about the things in t ime.  
 
“Why d id you  not tell me you  liked stone-marten better  than any one 
fu r? I had such a handsome double sheet of skins sent me only last 
week, and a piece of embroidered camel-c loth that wou ld just have 
made a suitable covering fo r a cloak. Now I have given it away; the 
Hakim has,  I think,  taken it  to  his wife o r daughter,  I fo rget which,  she 
has had rheumat ism,” he said,  “and  wanted one.”  
 
“Good gracious,  sheep-skin would have done well enough for them; 
and I have had to  send to the bazaar fo r camel-cloth just late ly,  you  
last year’s coat was so shabb y I have had a new one made for the 
Durbar. Why did you no t let me see these things before you gave them 
to  these common greed y people?” 
 
“There are p lent y in the bazaar,” he would say,  and turn awa y and 
laugh. Bu t though there were doub tless plent y of good things in the 
bazaar,  ‘ twas litt le  that the carefu l housewife allowed  herself to buy, 
nothing, indeed, that was not necessary to her lord; so she it  was who 
suffered,  and  not he,  by this recklessness of his.  Others,  too,  besides 
the Hakim, carr ied  off the spoil;  and sometimes a well-dressed lady 
would call in her covered palanqu in and  take a cup of tea,  add  sit  an 
hour or so by the Chief Secretary’s sandali.  (a sandali is the charcoal 
fire round which the Afghans s it  to  keep themselves warm in the 
winter)  
 
“That’s a f ine silk you have on,  a good colour,  too, for wear,  as well as 
strong,” the hostess might remark.  
 
“Yes,  it is very good,” her guest would reply.  “I have had it  in wear 
now these two winters,  and yet it  is so good I cannot make up my mind 
to  part with it ,  though I am a lmost ashamed wear the same dress so  
long. You husband  gave the p iece to my father; he intended cover ing a 
posteen (full coat)  with it , but you  see I begged  it  from him, and I have 
made better  use of it  than he,  men are so care less with the ir c lothes.  It  
is a p ity to let them have good things,  don’t you think so?” 
 
“Perhaps,” the gent le lady would reply,  with genu ine sat isfact ion,  
untinged by the faintest ta int of jealousy,  “I am glad  you got it .”  
 
An Afghan woman under such c ircumstances as these never dreams o f 
resent ing the fact that she is dressed in calico,  while her fr iend, by her 
husband’s bount y,  is dressed in s ilk.  That is not her form of weakness.  
The Chief Secretary’s wife upon such occasions would hold her head a 
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lit t le higher and say to herself : “Her husband calls himself Sirdar,  but 
it is my house that supplies his wife with f ine c lothes,” and she would 
feel elated and quite gratif ied .  
 
The Chief Secretary liked to keep his one wife a ll to  himself; he did 
not much wish to attend the Durbar,  or enterta inme nts in the Ro yal 
Harem Sera i,  and  she was not allowed  to vis it anywhere; what did she 
want with s ilk brocades? She was more comfortable in co tton,  she 
wou ld have said,  and, thank God, she had  plent y of that,  and plent y of 
slaves to embroider it  too . What more could she wish fo r? But the 
Hakim was a sore subject,  he came so often and  took so much, he,  a 
mere nobody who could do  no credit to her husband’s lordly gifts,  and 
so she resented  his coming and his cunning, sneaky ways.  But just 
inasmuch as she d is liked him for his graspingness,  so much did he 
dislike the Mir for his,  fo r in the summer,  when the Mir vis ited Kabu l,  
he,  the Hakim, he a r iva l,  and  a powerful one too,  fo r the Mir,  by his 
very profession of sacred personage,  was also a licensed beggar.  He 
lived chiefly on what he rece ived, not in open char it y,  but b y 
interceding with the Almight y for things temporal,  and by read ing 
dreams, and interpreting vis ions,  he was thus a dangerous hanger -on. In 
the summer when he came up to Kabul,  the Hakim’s gift s decreased in 
number and in va lue to the advantage of the Mir,  and the Hakim 
resented  this,  and looked upon the Mir as an inter loper, almost as a 
thief.  
 
The Chief Secretary was by no means b lind to all this,  he clear ly saw 
the litt le game that went on cont inually around him, and gathered such 
amusement as he could from the litt le by-p lay.  As a rule he was on the 
Mir Sahib’s side.  A six months’ sycophant palls less than does an all -
the- year-round one for one thing, and, besides,  the Chief Secretar y was 
withou t doub t a litt le superstit ious – a believer in dreams and visions,  
and in times of trouble the Mir was a grea t comfort to  him. But to -day 
the tab les were reversed .  The sun was shining b right ly on the courtier ,  
he was in high favour,  and qu ite independent of his spir itual ass istant,  
and, moreover,  the Mir had been rather forward,  rather pertinac ious.  
He had spoken in a most authoritat ive,  almost inso lent manner,  and the 
offic ial felt  that he had gone rather far .  So when he observed the lit t le 
twinkle in the old herbalist’s eye,  he said  nothing, but waited  the 
deve lopment o f events.  
 
The Hakim took only one cup of tea that da y,  usually he took two  with 
sugar and one without (the latter to  clean the mouth,  as they say in 
Kabul) ,  but to-day he had  another game in view. If any one had 
questioned him he would  have said that he had his patron’s bidd ing to 
do,  and could take his tea at any t ime, but any one who had followed 
him down the stairs to the old doorkeeper’s tiny abode, wou ld have 
known that he was anxious to ga in t ime, and they would have 
understood why he had so silent ly le ft his companions in the earlier  
part of the afternoon.  
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“Ask in the harem sera i if that gir l has obe yed  my orders,” he said  to  
the old  man, and , present ly a short f lat -faced girl,  eas ily recognisable 
as Shereen, stood before him.  
 
“She is obeying your orders,  Hakim Sahib,” Shereen sa id softly.  “she 
will be here d irect ly,  bu t you have not given her much t ime, it  is but a 
few minutes s ince you retu rned to  the saracha,  and she has much to d o 
to  get ready.” 
 
“Go then and  help her,  we must not let the Mir know that I have 
advised  her,  otherwise our litt le p lan will all be spo ilt ,  and she will 
have to go  to Logman.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XXV 
 

WOO’D, NOT WON 
 
 

A FEW minutes later  and the y entered the saracha together.  What a 
reformation was here! No  dirty,  unt idy slattern stood befo re the 
tr ibunal – for such Gul Begum fe lt it  to  be – but a tidy,  handsome, tall,  
well-bu ilt gir l of seventeen, with plenty of dignit y in her carriage,  and 
more self-possession than o ne would have  expected in a despised 
Hazara,  a prisoner,  a slave.  The Chief Secretar y as host,  as p resent 
possessor,  as official of the Ameer’s court,  prepared himself to address 
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the gir l,  but the Mir interrupted him. “You said I should have fa ir  play 
and the best possible chance,  so I,  as the cla imant o f her hand, demand 
the r ight of speaking to  the gir l f ir st.”  
 
The Chief Secretary smiled and was silent .  “You name is Gul Begum, I 
think,” the Mir sa id,  addressing her qu ietly and kind ly.  
 
“Yes,” she said haught ily,  “m y name is Gu l Begum. What do  you want 
with me?” 
 
“Just this,” he said,  “that you present master  obtained  an o rder from 
the Ameer to take four gir ls out of prison,  and  that I,  being his fr iend, 
and having no wife or child or any one to  look after  me, and care for 
me, he has given me m y choice among three of you , that I ma y take the 
one I fancy most awa y to my solitar y home to be my wife and 
comforter.” 
 
“Well,” sa id the gir l,  “and what of that?” 
 
“Why this,” he went on in the same quiet tones,  “that you have found 
favour in m y eyes.  I had not thought to f ind any one so altogether to  
my taste,  but I am ver y well pleased with you , and  I will take you awa y 
from the narrow confines of this cit y,  away from this slavery which 
must be almost intolerable to a young, free-born creature like yourself,  
away to a countr y home among the hills.  I  wish to take you in lawfu l 
and honourable marr iage,  as my one and only wife.” 
 
The old  Hakim fidgetted a litt le.  This was better  than anything he had 
expected from the Mir,  such a posit ion would have been an inducement 
to  gir ls in a more fo rtunate position than that in which Gul Begum 
found herse lf at that time. The Chief Secretar y only smiled as he went 
on with his wr it ing,  and appeared to be taking no not ice of what was 
going on.  
 
They were,  however,  not long left in doubt as to Gul Begum’s view of 
the case.  With one deris ive peal o f laughter,  she tossed her head . “You 
must be mad, o ld man,” she sa id,  “surely raving mad. Does the dove 
mate with the eagle,  the t iger-cat with the deer,  the young, the strong, 
the living with the old,  the decrepit,  the dead? Good sir ,  I have seen 
seventeen summers barely.  You have seen not less than sevent y.  You 
face is old and worn and wrinkled,  and you must have grandchildren 
who  would make more suitab le mates fo r you. Look at me, I am a child,  
an infant in comparison with you.” 
 
Such laughter rippled from her lips,  such scorn sat on her mouth,  such 
derision was visible in ever y movement.  The Hakim tr ied hard to  
suppress any ou tward sign of sa tisfaction with the result of his scheme. 
The Chief Secretary looked up from his writ ing,  surprised more than 
amused. The Mir was very wroth.  “’Tis you  who  must be mad ,” he sa id,  
indignant ly.  “You who are raving, for you  rejecting what ha lf the gir ls 
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who came with you  from Hazara would give ten years of the ir life to 
obtain.  Freedom, and an honourable marriage with one; who is a 
servant of the living God, a saint,  who devotes himself to p rayer and 
fast ing.  Do you understand  me, gir l,  a sa int?” 
 
“I understand you, saint,” she began again in the same mocking tones,  
“I understand you quite well.  you being sevent y,  and fit  mate for my 
old grandmother,  or better  still,  her mother,  who has been dead these 
fifteen years,  desire to take me, who can bare ly number seventeen 
summers,  as your lawful wife,  as though there were some merit in that.  
Go to,  fine sa int,  I see no  piet y o r virtue in you. I see befo re me 
nothing but a bad o ld man, a shameless,  vile o ld sinner,  with wr inkled 
face,  and loosened teeth,  and  hair  dyed black.” She flung herself back 
in an a lmost hyster ica l paroxysm of laughter.  “I see no saint liness,  no 
virtue there.  it  is a sin common to many old men when they are worn 
out and old,  that they would fain take a young gir l to  wife,  a young gir l 
fu ll o f life,  and gaiet y,  and strength,  and  live the ir life,  in fancy, at 
least,  a second time in her.  Away with you, old man, awa y, your offer  
pleases me in no  wise.  I have no desire to become any man’s wife,  
lawfu l o r o therwise. I have no desire to  be free unless in my own 
mountain home. I have no desire to  be the  prop o f any man’s old age,  
unless it  be that of my father.  Go , find some o ther gir l,  one of those 
many who would give ten years of the ir lives to  have the o ffer you 
make me, for I will none of you .” 
 
The Mir arose and would have se ized her by the arm, but the Chief 
Secretar y interposed. “You may use all persuasion,” he whispered,  
“offer  any inducements,  but no force must be offered; remember that is 
part of the barga in.” 
 
The old  man sat down again.  Somehow he looked o lder now, but the 
gir l remained stand ing, erect,  f irm, and fearless.  “Listen,” the Mir 
began again,  this t ime severe ly.  “Hitherto,  I have spoken to you kind ly,  
and treated  you as though you had some right to choose.  Now, I will 
tell you that all your object ions are absolutely useless.  It  may be that I 
am many years your senior.  It may be that  a younger husband would 
have su ited your fanc y better ,  but,  my good  girl,  do you  now realise 
that you are no longer free as yo u were in the home from which you 
have been taken? You are no longer the spo ilt  child of what seems to 
have been a most indulgent and no t over wise parent.  You have no  
longer power over your own person, to do with it  what may seem good  
to  you; you are a war prisoner,  the daughter of a rebellious subject,  
given over into  lawfu l s laver y b y your king.” 
 
The gir l s ighed , and  tears started unb idden to her e yes.  These words 
reca lled to her what she had lost – reminded  her of her p resent 
position.  St ill she did not lose her p resence of mind . “What you say is 
right,” she said more quietly,  “ I am a war p risoner,  a s lave,  but I am 
not your slave.  My master is there,” point ing to the Chief Secretar y,  
who  sat a passive though interested spectato r of the scene.  “He went to 
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the prison with an order from the Ameer,  and by that order I was forced 
to  leave my mother and to follow him. I am a free gift  from the Ameer 
to  him, to be his slave,  to  do his bidding, to work for him, and, if 
necessary,  to die in his service; but with you, old man, I have nothing 
to  do.  Go your way quiet ly to your grave,  and let me go mine to my 
slaver y.  Why should we quarrel? We have  noting in common, you  and  
I,  and abso lutely nothing to  do with one ano ther.” She turned as if to 
go.  
 
“Stay here,  gir l,” the Mir called out peremptorily,  “sta y here.  What do  
you say? That we have nothing in common and no thing to do  with one 
another? Do you still misunderstand your posit ion so ent ire ly? Do you 
st ill realise so litt le.  What it is to be a slave,  that you do not know that 
your master  has ‘fu ll power over you to keep  you, or to give you, or  to 
kill you, or to sell you? Do you understand that,  madwoman? That you  
are as much his as is this table o r this carpet,  and will be as much mine 
as is this st ick,” and as he  spoke, he threw the heavy, gnar led  rod with 
which he supported himself during his long wander ings across the 
mountains over at her,  ha lf in scorn and half as a menace.  
 
The gir l stooped and picked it  up .  The old  Hakim’s eyes glistened. She 
was pla ying up well after  all.  He had feared she would  give in.  
 
“Now lis ten to  me, o ld man,” she sa id.  “I am a s lave,  a prisoner,  m y 
master’ s chatte l,  but with this d ifference,  and  in this I resemble neither 
the tab le nor this stick,  to which you have  compared me. I am a living,  
breathing chattel,  a chattel who canno t be forced or sto len without a 
struggle.  A chatte l who has brains and strength and who  knows how to  
use them, and who will use them as lo ng as I have a breath in my body. 
I will appeal to the law, to the high p riest,  as to whether my real and 
right fu l cap tor the Ameer Sahib ,  having given me to be my p resent 
master’ s s lave,  he has either the r ight or  the power to give me in 
marriage to a man who  has not f ive years of natural life to live,  and  to 
whom I object as a husband . He has full r ights over me for himself,  
that I must perfo rce and do acknowledge, but I deny that he can fo rce 
me to be another man’s wife.  It  is aga inst the law and again our holy 
religion.  My father has told  me this many times,  and  he knows.  So  hark 
you, holy man, I protest against your desires,  your passions,  and your 
shamelessness.” 
 
“Again you forge t that you are a slave,” the Mir replied sat ir ically,  and 
with a gleam of tr iumph. “Your father seems to have taught you 
carefu lly,  if injudiciously,  as to  the things which concern free women, 
but he has omitted to teach you the law relat ing to salves; he does no t 
seem to  have contemplated the possib ilit y of your ever occupying that 
position.  For the slave there is no law, no choice,  no will excep t her 
master’ s.  Do you understand now, gir l?” he almost hissed; “you are 
beyond the protection of the law. We can do  with you whatsoever 
seems good to us.  You are the daughter of  a rebellious subject,  taken in 
arms aga inst his sovere ign.”  
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“My God,” she cried with one b itter  cry.  Then throwing herself at her 
master’ s feet,  “Master,  is that so?” she p leaded.  
 
Her whole att itude,  her wild despair,  would  have moved  a stone,  but 
the Chief Secretary,  though touched , could  feel the Mir’s eye upon 
him, seeking the smallest s ign of withdrawal from his promise,  so he 
mere ly answered quietly,  “What the Mir Sahib says is quite true.”  
 
Then she turned in her despair  towards the Hakim. The Mir was 
looking out of the window triumphant,  and  did no t catch the slight,  
almost imperceptib le c lenching o f the litt le man’s f ist as he nodded 
encouragingly in the direct ion of the old man. But it  was enough for 
Gul Begum. It  just gave her back the courage that was f lagging, and 
reca lled to her mind what the Hakim had gone down to te ll her.  “Only 
be firm. Don’t touch him till he offer s to touch you, but when he does,  
fight with a ll your might.  Scream, str ike,  scratch,  and struggle.  If you 
do that,  your Agha will not allow you to be carried away b y force,  he 
will either return you  to the p rison o r will  keep you himself.” 
 
Again she drew herse lf up, this time for a last e ffort,  “Alas,  what my 
master  says must be true,” she sa id,  with a s igh.  “I have no cho ice left 
between death and you, but I prefer  death,  and I will d ie f ight ing to the 
last.  The moment either you or one of your men attempt to come near 
me I will b rain you with this cudgel,  your own, which you made strong 
and straight to  support your tottering footsteps.  You take me from this 
house,  and before you have turned the firs t co rner o f the street I will 
have you  pounded into such a mush as your wizen flesh will never 
recover from! Your skin is old and shrunken now, when I have finished 
with it ,  it  will no t be so.  When I have done with you , your flesh will 
not be dried up on your bones.  You will be fat and  young, you  think,  
perhaps?” She laughed again wild ly,  almost terr ib ly,  the fury and 
undying hate of her race showing in every word  and gesture.  “Nay, you  
will be a jellied mass,  a many-coloured swollen corpse,  without the 
smallest semblance of manhood left.” 
 
He moved as if to speak, and pointed at the stick which she st ill he ld,  
and periodically f lourished aloft defiant ly.  
 
“Ah, you  think that with the he lp of your men-servants,  and maybe 
with that of your own miserable o ld fr iends,  you  will wrest this weapon 
from me and thus leave me defence less.  That does no t fr ighten me at 
all.   
 
I fear you not a bit,  nor them. You try to clasp me once in your 
horrible embrace and you will see what I will do with them. I will 
pluck out every ha ir  from that dece it fu l,  dyed , old beard of yours.  Yes,  
by handfuls,  and  you may beat and punch,  but I will not let you go. 
You shall know something o f m y embraces too.  You shall know what it  
is to mate with a wild cat,  what it  is to  expose your frail,  dying old 
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corpse to the fury of my young and act ive limbs.  Come, are you 
willing? Come now and  try.” She laughed and almost ye lled exult ingly.  
“See,  I throw the stick as ide,” and as she spoke she f lung it  on the 
floo r in front of him. “ I would not frighten you  over much. Now clasp 
me to your wizened, vile old bosom. Why not? You see I am unarmed. 
Bu t beware,  beware,  I say.  I have given you full warning. Let the old  
man come and try.  See,  I stand wait ing to receive him.” 
 
Bu t the old man, thus adjured,  did no t r ise.  He turned round to the 
Chief Secretar y,  and smiling qu iet ly as though he had made some great 
discovery.  “I see that the gir l is mad,” he whispered,  sufficiently 
audib ly for every one in the room to hear.  “She is not accountab le for 
these strange threats and act ions.  That is the secret of her having 
remained so long unchosen in sp ite of her f ine appearance ; she is 
possessed.  What shall you do with her? Send her back to  the p rison? I 
advise you to,  it  is hardly safe to keep a raving lunat ic here among 
other women and children.  She might fr ighten your wife too , and  who 
can tell what the resu lt o f that might not be,  espec ially at the present 
time. Take m y ad vice,  send her awa y at once.  It  is the only thing to be 
done.  She is not safe.” 
 
Bu t the Chief Secretary only smiled and  asked  the Mir Sahib if he were 
satisf ied now to let her alone and let her go .  
 
“Let her alone? Do you think I want a t igress in m y house,  a mad 
woman for my wife? Of course I’ll let her  go.  I would not have her at 
any price,  no t even as a free gift  to  be my lowliest slave.  There,  go,  
gir l,” he said ,  turning round and addressing her.  “You are no t a woman, 
but a beast,  a savage.  Do  you hear me, go !”  
 
“Am I to go?” she said ,  addressing the only master  she seemed inclined 
to  acknowledge, in a voice the y had not heard before, the so ft gent le 
tones in which she had been wont to soothe her father,  and as though 
no storm had just been su rging and swelling within her,  arousing her 
fiercest and  most unruly passions.  
 
“Yes,  go,” he said sternly,  “and set yourself to work,  and see that I 
hear no further complaints.  Remember you have hitherto disgraced 
yourself.  You are here only on tr ial.” But he was only human after a ll,  
and though far  too much impressed with his own d ignit y to allow 
himself to show any grat if icat ion,  a careful observer wou ld have 
detected  something a litt le art if icia l in his well-assumed ind ifference.  
That f ierce,  strong, magnificent crea ture could be gent le as a dove,  and 
he was the man who  could  tame her.  
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CHAPTER XXVI 
 

A PATIENT WIFE 
 
 

AND so Gul Begum’s fate was sett led,  for ere forty days had  passed a 
litt le stranger had made his appearance in the Chief Secretar y’s house.   
A litt le stranger who  cost his mother her life,  and his father a devo ted 
attendant and sympathiser,  if not companion in our accep tat ion o f the 
word.  
 
Nor did he live to repay what he had cost.  A few hours after  she had 
breathed her last,  they la id him b y his dead mother’s s ide.  
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During her illness,  the services which,  when she had  been well,  it  had  
been her special privileges as well as duty,  according to Eastern 
notions,  to perform, seemed somehow to fall naturally upon Gul 
Begum. Who else,  indeed, was there to perform them? The children’s 
nurse ( there were two other tiny children besides the litt le stranger) 
was more than taken up  with her mistress and her litt le charges.  The 
lad y’s usual attendant was also  in hourly requisitio n,  either to take the 
new bab y or to massage and soothe her suffer ing mistress.  Litt le 
delicacies and nourishing dishes were co nstant ly required to tempt the 
fa iling appetite, to  strengthen the poor,  failing pat ient,  so even the 
cook’s hands were more than fu ll,  according to  a Kabul servant’ s way 
of thinking. Thus all the o rd inar y household  work fe ll  on the slaves,  
who  did ever ything in an uncompla ining,  list less,  unmethodica l wa y, as 
untrained servants without a mistress are sure to do,  and the master ,  for  
whom the y were no t as a rule a llowed to do  anything, never entered  
their  minds.  
 
The cook cooked his food –  of course she had alwa ys done so  – but she 
had now no time to bake the bread, her services were not constant ly 
required  fo r other things,  so the b read  has  to be fetched from the 
bazaar.  The bazaar bread  was heavy, and , moreover,  the flour was not 
pure.  The Chief Secretar y d id not complain,  but he did not eat it .  So 
Gul Begum baked the bread . She d id it  well,  but her master  made no 
comment.  The bread the day before had  been uneatable,  to -day it  was 
good – excellent.  When he had finished  his meat and vegetables,  he 
sent fo r some sour cu rd . He only d id this when the b read  was fresh and 
light,  and the s lave who had made it ,  and who waited on him as he ate,  
knew this and  fe lt  rewarded. At home her father would have prayed 
her,  or if much preoccupied , wou ld at least have patted her on the head. 
Here the master  never even asked who had made it : some slave,  that 
was a ll she was now to  the master  of the house.  What had she to do 
with recognitio n? If things were bad or put o f order the s laves were to 
blame. When things were good, the y were as the y ought to be.  The 
slaves had  done their  duty,  that was all.  She was one o f many, and  had 
no separate ident it y from the others.  
The Chief Secretary was a most religious man accord ing to the 
ordinar ily accepted  standard ,  but with his religion there was combined  
a good deal of superstit ion,  which deprived him of much sleep and 
much t ime that other men spent in le isure.  He never omitted to say his 
prayers f ive t imes a day – that much was the du ty of ever y true 
believer.  To do less than that was to deprive the Almight y o f His 
rights,  to  p rove the creature a defau lter  in the service of the Creator.  
Bu t the Chief Secretary did more than that .  Besides his compulsory 
prayers,  he generally,  and always in times of trouble, rose  at twelve 
o’clock at night to sa y an optional prayer – a p rayer that was not a 
positive duty,  but the repetit ion of which,  so he believed , b rought 
certain specia l blessings and favours.  It  often brought about the 
fu lf ilment of an earthly desire,  or  if that were denied,  it  at least 
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produced a specia l resignat ion to the will of Providence,  whatever that 
will might be.  
 
So now that his wife was ill,  his household all upset,  this midnight 
prayer was,  as it  were,  almost a necessity to him. Leaven’s gates must 
besieged if necessary,  that the Ameer’s Chief Secretar y might be 
spared the inconvenience of a diso rderly househo ld,  the disaster  of the 
death of the chief conducer to his creature comforts.  
 
“I wish you would get strong,” he had  sa id plaintively to his wife one 
morning. “It is ver y hard  on me, this prolonged illness of yours,  
espec ially hard  in this,  that there is no one I can trust to wake me fo r 
my midnight p rayers.  Last night I never woke till four.  I did not return 
from Durbar till a fter  ten o’clock, and so I was tired,  I suppose,  and 
overs lept myself.  This has depressed me very much. You know I 
alwa ys feel happier and more satisfied when I have sa id them.” 
 
It  did  not strike upon this gentle lad y’s ear that self ish sentence,  “It is 
very hard on me,” so  it  could  not r ing there to produce tears and  
miser y.  She knew it was se lf ish in sound  chiefly.  
 
An Englishman would have said,  “Do  try,  love,  and get better.  I cannot 
bear to see you  like this.  I miss you so .” The Eastern put it  more 
baldly; he did  not think it necessar y to  concea l where the trouble la y,  
nor did she expect or  wish it .  She was missed,  her services were 
wanted: The sick woman flushed. It  was a f lush of pleasu re.  
 
“I shall have ease soon,” she said.  And so she had, bu t not here,  on this 
earth.  
 
That night she had a curious dream. She told her husband  of its next 
morning. “I dreamt that I la y dead,” she said,  “and that you  sat by 
disconsolate,  and  knew no t what to do, nor even where to  bury me. You 
had never even dreamt that I was going to leave you. And as you sat 
thus and wep t,  one came and whispered  in your ear,  ‘Bring her beside 
me, just behind my tomb. A litt le to  the le ft there is ju st one space le ft.  
Take her and bury her there,  and there sha ll her body rest t i l l the great 
day,  the f inal d ay,  when God shall judge the earth.’  And looking up , 
you saw the f igu re of the saint who  is buried on the hill,  just below 
Sultan Mohamed’s monument,  but he turned and went away before you 
had time to address him, and I awoke.” 
 
“Did  you see the face o f the Hazarat i Sahib?” the Chief Secretary 
asked uneasily.  
 
“Yes,  that I did qu ite pla inly.  And, husband, just as I saw, so I believe 
it will come to pass,  and that you will bury me there on the hills ide,  by 
the road along which you must pass ever y time you  go  to meet a friend 
from Ind ia,  ever y t ime that you go home to see your place.  And I sha ll 
like that,  my dear one,  for thus will my memory be kept green,  and 
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though you may take other wives,  and though they ma y serve you well,  
perhaps,  yet I shall not be forgotten.” 
 
The Chief Secretary’s head was bowed . He had  not ant icipated this.  He 
had said  his midnight prayers that ver y night,  and  had  besought the 
God in whom he trusted that He would not only preserve his wife,  bu t 
wou ld resto re her speedily to hea lth and  strength,  and her usual place 
in his establishment,  and  he had believed that these prayers had been 
accepted,  and, in ant icipat ion,  he already enjoyed the usual comforts of 
his home. And now she told him tha t there was no hope o f any such 
thing,  she had seen the dead man’s face.  She would not get well.  The 
very saint on whose name he had constant ly repeated portions of the 
Koran, and  to whom he looked to make spec ial intercessions at the 
Throne o f Grace,  that ver y saint had vis ited her in her d reams, and had, 
so to speak, beckoned her to  his s ide,  and had shown her where she 
wou ld be buried.  
 
“Nay, wife,” he said.  “It was but a dream. I myself will go to this ver y 
sa int’s grave to-day, and will see what insp irations come to me there.* 
I cannot believe that  God will re ject m y prayers.  One of the s laves 
woke me last night at twelve,  and I stood befo re him a whole hour in 
wrap t contemplat ion and adoration.”  
 
Bu t the s ick wife turned on her side,  and as she turned, she smiled .  She 
knew her work was done,  and that she was going thence on the last 
long journey that man is called upon to make. Next day her spirit  had 
fled,  and on the day fo llowing that she was la id,  as she had said,  
behind the saint’s grave,  a litt le to  the left  – in the last empty spot 
within the enclosure.  
 
The Chief Secretary was,  in his own way, a domesticated being. He was 
overwhelmed with gr ief.  He had no t loved  his wife passionately,  had 
indeed at times taken but very litt le notice of her,  but anything outside 
the ordinar y routine of daily li fe disturbed him, and  he a lmost 
preferred a bad  thing he was accustomed to, to a new art icle he was not 
in the habit of using.  His home was h is home, no other p leased him so 
well,  no other was so welt arranged to suit his convenience.  His 
walking st ick was his st ick,  no other fitted so comfortably into  his 
head. So his wife had  been his wife.  Others might be more attractive,  
more capable, more highly educated,  but no o ther woman knew his 
ways so well,  so no o ther could suit him so well.  
 
This loss made him inconso lable; he was a very busy man, and had had 
but litt le time to devote to domestic affair s and enjo yments; but now 
that she was dead, had gone awa y and left  him, he knew what he had 
lost,  he realised ,  alas! too late,  how all his lit t le wishes had been 
ant icipated ,  his lit t le comforts looked afte r and considered,  and  he 
wou ld have given a ll he possessed,  even his hardly won and much 
coveted positio n,  to have been able to recall the unreca llable,  to bring 
back the past.  The qu ick,  unassuming creatu re whose life had been 
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spent in unobserved, apparently unappreciated ,  obscurity,  became now 
a person o f paramount importance.  The world  seemed to have died  to 
the Chief Secretary in her death, and he had no wish to live.  
 
He ent irely neglected  his business,  and never le ft his house fo r thirt y 
days,  except to pay a da ily vis it  to  his dead wife’s grave.  Oh, if her 
life less cla y could bu t have been sensible of all this,  what joy would 
not have been hers,  what compensa t ion fo r the loss of life – mere life,  
indeed! But all unconsciously to himself,  and quite unno t iced ,  there 
was an unobserved hand  that was smoothing over the sad event fo r him. 
His ordinary creatu re comforts had indeed  been attended to from the 
very f irst,  clumsily perhaps,  according to his fancy, or ,  at least,  not in 
the accustomed way, but still attended to.  
 
“Ho there! is there no one who will give me water?” he had  cried one 
night as he tossed on his bed in rest lessness and fever.  
 
There was a gent le movement outside,  as o f one who sought for shoes 
upon the f lags,  and present ly a woman’s voice sa id,  “Agha, here is 
water,  are you ill?”  
 
“I cannot sleep,” he said.  “I am so hot,  and all my bones are aching, 
and I am, oh,  so weary,” and after a pause,  something like a sob, “How 
I wish that I were dead.”  
 
The gir l said no thing, bu t kne lt down beside him, gent ly pressed his 
back and shoulders in the soothing way that Easterns understand so 
well;  then his arms and feet, and then his head. Gradually he tossed 
less,  and became more comfortable.  The c lock struck two . He was 
as leep ,  and at sunrise he was st ill as leep,  bu t she did no t wake him for 
his p rayers.  He must have rest,  she thought.  
 
Bu t with the ingrat itude of man, he never noticed her; never fo r one 
moment dreamt that his earthly se lf ish petition had been heard,  and 
granted,  though not in the exact fo rm that he had expected.  For,  
beho ld,  a lamb was caught in the thicket,  ready to be sacrif iced,  and 
willing,  too .  Gul Begum had found her master ,  and was willing –  glad  
to  be his s lave.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
* Afghans and many others  among the l ess educated and therefore more 
superst i t ious Mohamedans beli eve that  if they go to the grave of some man 
who during his  l i fe was noted for his  piet y and chari t y,  and there relent  
certain portions of the Koran “on his  name,”  that  they will  obtain some 
immediate t emporal  blessing.  The idea is,  that  to repeat  these passages of 
the Koran is  an act  of piet y,  and that  i f this  i s  done “in the name of” a dead 
man,  that  the act  is  counted to him  for righteousness,  and so shortens his  
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t ime in purgator y.  The dead man out of grati tude,  therefore,  intercedes with 
the Almight y on behal f of the man who is  releasing him from his t ime of 
puri fi cation,  and i f this  intercessor has been a man whose l i fe on earth has 
been well  spent,  and who is,  therefore,  in favour with the Deit y,  i t  is  highl y 
probable that  his  peti t ion will  be l is t ened to and granted.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XXVII 
 

A MOURNER 
 
 

THREE months passed.  The Chief Secreta ry never missed a day at 
Durbar, after  the f ir st customary days of mourning, but he was no  
longer the life and centre of the court. His business done,  be went 
home. 
 
“What is the matter with you?” the Ameer  asked him kind ly one day. 
“You look to me thin and bloodless,  are you  ill?” 
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“I am not very well,” he sa id.  “I think I would like to go  to India and 
pay a vis it  to  my mother.”  
 
“Oh, nonsense,” the Ameer replied,  sufficiently hast ily to show that the 
suggest ion did  not please him. “We sha ll see what we can do  fo r you 
here.  You are no t a child  that you must go home to your mother; you 
are s ick.  What you  need is a tonic.  Where is the Hakim? Send for him, 
some one.  I shall prescribe for you myself ,  and a most costly medic ine,  
too; but what is cost when a va luab le official’s hea lth has to be 
preserved?” 
 
The Chief Secretary brightened up. His master’ s so lic itude cheered  and 
comforted him. He placed his r ight hand over his heart,  and bowed 
profound ly.  “Ma y God preserve your Majest y,” he murmured.  
 
“Bring some of that tonic paste I ordered you to make a litt le while 
ago,” the Ameer said later  on to the Hakim, when he came in answer to  
the summons; “that with frankincense,  and rubies and pearls in it.” 
Then tu rning to his secretary he went on: “The rubies are to lighten and 
strengthen your brain and  heart,  the frankincense will clear your b lood, 
and the pearls will produce a general sense o f well-be ing. But besides 
these there are other ingredients,  which a ll tend  to  produce the same 
resu lts.  A wonderful pick-me-up you will find it .  You must take some 
night and morning, and you will soon feel a d ifferent creature.”  
 
“This apathy has nothing to  do with hea lth,” a handsome, mischievous 
boy remarked ga ily.  “The silly fellow is heart s ick,  your Majesty.”  
 
“Heart s ick? What has he to make him heart sick; he is not in love,  is 
he?” 
 
“He is though, your Majesty,  and  in love in the most hopeless way. He 
is in love with a dead woman.”  
 
The Ameer looked up  quickly.  “What does that mean?” he asked .  
 
The Chief Secretary stood leaning on his stick wear ily,  but said 
nothing.  
 
“He is spend ing all his spare time in tombs, you Majest y.  You  should 
prohib it it ,” said another,  laughing.  
 
“Wah, wah!” the Ameer murmured . “How is this? Speak up, man.” 
 
An o lder courtier ,  and  kinder,  the roya l cupbearer,  who  was stand ing 
near,  whispered in his master’ s ear,  “He lost his wife three months ago, 
your Majesty,  and  has never been the same since.”  
 
“Ah!” said the Ameer,  “so  he did ,  I had forgo tten.”  
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“That is no reason why he should be weep ing st ill,” another of the 
pages remarked. “What would your Majesty do if every man who lost a 
wife were to  mourn her three months? A fine thing that would be fo r 
the man who had a hundred wives.  Why, he would never be out o f 
mourning.” 
 
“Your Majest y would  soon restrict the number of our wives.  We should 
become a Chr ist ian people,  ruled by one wife while she was alive,  and 
her s lave st ill after  she was dead,” called out another,  who was a so rt 
of court jester ,  and glad to have a chance of r idicu ling the man whose 
more refined wit was often appreciated above his own coarse jo kes.  
 
“Silence,” thundered  the Ameer in the vo ice that a ll Afghanistan obeys.  
“Silence,  every one o f you. By what a pack of rogues am I no t 
surrounded. Now you  have proclaimed yo urselves fo r what you really 
are.” Insensib ly they slunk back, and left the  solitary figure leaning o n 
his st ick,  standing a lone in the middle o f the room. “You men, what do 
you know of faith and love and honour? Today you swear fealt y to  one 
master ,  to-morrow you  sell yourselves,  your oaths,  your honour, to 
another.  To-day you marry one wife,  and  tell her God knows what o f 
love,  but to-morrow a feast is prepared and the house made ready for 
another.  No  wonder my countr y is a prey to  robbers,  and murderers,  
and thieves; loyalt y and fidelit y are qualit ies that are not in you. The 
wild beasts would  understand me, but no t you, you are too low, sunk 
far  beneath their  leve l.  Come here,  my son” (addressing his secretary),  
“come to  me and be comforted; we are men, you and I,  the others are 
hardly f it  to  be called wolves.”  
 
The Chief Secretary crossed the room and knelt by his master’s side,  
love and grat itude beaming from his great  hazel e yes.  
 
“You must no t fret and make yourself ill,” the Ameer went on.  “You  
must remember that we have need not only o f your work,  which never 
flags, but of your company. We have missed you in the evenings o f 
late,  the company has seemed dull and spiritless without you . For our 
sake you must console yourse lf,  and come to Durbar and he lp us with 
our enterta inments.  You  will make this effort to please us,  will you 
not?” 
 
He was gent le and sympathet ic as a woman amidst the fury o f a natu re 
stronger and  fiercer than most men’s.  And  therein lies the charm that 
binds men to him. In a storm of passion that seems unrestrainable,  
boundless,  he will la y his hand soothingly on a wound or aching head, 
or tu rn and  comfort a litt le fr ightened child , the furrows on his 
thundery brow all smoothed out,  the f ire in his eyes subdued, his set 
jaw re laxed, a smile upon his lips.  There comes a perfect bu rst of 
sunshine through what had seemed  but a moment befo re an 
impenetrab le cloud, and the spo t on which the rays  fall full is for  the 
moment bathed  in light and gladness.  
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A pin,  had it  fallen,  would no t have done so unheard , so intense was 
the s ilence in that room, and each jeerer t rembled lest his words should 
be remembered and  brought home to him. Thus does this man rule his 
kingdom – partly by fear,  but also by a love which attracts and 
fasc inates,  almost awes.  
 
After  this the Chief Secretary adopted a new method  of procedure. He 
never omitted his weekly visit  to  his wife’s grave,  but he was se ldom at 
home, and often stayed in court til l twelve or two in the morning.  
 
His litt le gir l, not much more than three years old,  whom he had  begun 
to  teach in his spare hours just after  his w ife’ s death,  missed  him 
sadly,  and cried  fo r her Agha. Another – a woman –  missed him, but 
sa id nothing. She was only a s lave – what r ight had she to  miss 
anyone? 
 
Bu t this state o f a ffa irs was not to last long. Exhausted nature had her 
way, and before long, the Chief Secretar y was at death’s door,  and 
because his skin was hot,  his lips parched, and his head ached till it  
almost seemed  as if it  would burst,  the Hakims bled  and  starved him. 
Then he became unco nsc ious,  and  spoke wild ly,  so he was b led again.  
The ordinar y Hakim has only two po tent remedies,  and o f these 
bleeding is one.  More often than not,  the patients do not recover,  but 
the Chief Secretary was devotedly nursed .  He did recover.  One fa ithful 
sou l hardly le ft him da y or night.  A s igh and she was by him, offer ing 
iced  milk,  some refreshing sherbet,  a cooling syrup; a moan of pain,  
and she would take his poor aching head in her great tender hands,  and 
press and soothe it  t i l l he slept.  
 
As he became consc ious she kept more and more in the backgrou nd. 
“You are the head  of the house,” she sa id to Sardaro,  the children’s 
nurse,  a woman of the royal tr ibe sent specia lly by the Ameer fo r this 
purpose,  one day when her master  was beginning to recover his wonted 
hea lth,  “You must take Agha his food. It  is not right that I should do 
so,  now he is better,  that is your privilege .” 
 
It  was one of which the older woman showed  herself in no wise anxious 
to  ava il herself.  Afghan women are not at all keen on ava iling 
themselves of privileges when these entail  service.  It  was hot,  and  she 
was no t act ively inc lined,  but Gu l Begum was f irm. She feared she 
might be censured for being officious – she cou ld not have borne that.  
 
“You have put no ice in m y water,” the s ick man growled  a few days 
after  the change had been made. “You have forgotten the salt ,” he 
sighed another.  
 
On each occasion the woman ret ired and supp lied the missing art icles 
withou t comment,  but next day there wou ld be the same omission 
aga in,  or  else the food would be cold,  or  the cloth on which it  was  laid,  
soiled.  
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“Is there no t a woman in all m y establishment who can serve a meal 
properly?” he asked peevishly.  “Ever y day there is something wrong. 
My house is like a r iver-bed after  a storm.” 
 
“Gul Begum is more accustomed to  serve meals than I,” the o ld woman 
sa id,  “and she is younger and more ab le.  Sha ll I send her?” 
 
“Send any one who knows their  work,” he said,  “I don’t care who it  
is.” So Gul Begum was reinstated in the high office of serving her 
master’ s meals.  
 
At last,  worn and  feeb le,  the inval id rose from his couch.  
 
“Go help  Agha to dress,” Gul Begum said,  addressing Sardaro again,  
“that really is your business.  I expect some of his clothes,  too,  need 
buttons and repairs of some sort.  If you will look them through, I’ ll do 
the sewing.” 
 
Dressing her master  was an even more diff icu lt task than taking him 
his meals.  “Your hands are like calves’ feet,  Sardaro,” he said ,  “send  
Gul Begum here,” and  so Gul Begum went.  
 
As he grew better  he began to ask for his papers.  He was ab le to  do 
some work, though he was not ab le to go  to  Durbar.  
 
“Nam-e-Khuda, Gul Begum, go and see about Agha’s papers,” Sardaro  
begged. “I can neither read nor write.  What good am I among papers?” 
so that task,  too,  fell on Gul Begum, but she never p resumed , never 
took the procedure that by r ights went with the offices she performed.  
 
One service which she had taken upon herse lf from the f ir st,  the gir l 
offered to no one.  It was she who spread the master’s p rayer-carpet and 
brought the water for his Voozoo  (religious ablutions),  a nd it  was she 
who  roused him for his pra yers.  Only Sardaro  kept the purse and 
ordered the provisions in from the bazaar.  
Shereen was quite happ y. She had  no position,  but then she had no 
specia l work.  That was just what she liked.  She was not much worse 
off than she had been at home. She was fed, clo thed, and housed, and 
but litt le noticed,  except when she told stories.  She was an excellent 
raconteuse,  and she had p lent y to tell to  these o ther women, who had, 
poor souls,  all been born within some harem walls,  and had never 
known the joy of freedom. Besides,  there were a ll the inc idents 
connected with the war to relate,  and the awfu l sights and scenes she 
had there witnessed formed endless themes,  to  which the Afghan 
women are never tir ed o f listening.  
 
Old Mir iam, too,  and her prophecies,  and the ir subsequent fu lf ilment,  
were of boundless interest.  Shereen sat with her hands befo re her and 
to ld sto ries,  while the others sewed o r hushed the children to sleep.  
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She could not both sew and talk, she sa id,  and there was no  one but her 
most ready listener,  Sardaro,  who had the r ight to make her do so. The 
Mir had long since carried o ff the third of the Hazara s laves to his 
home among the hills,  quite certain in his own mind that all the trouble 
that had fallen on the Chief Secretar y was due to his want of respect 
fo r so ho ly a man as himself,  and his evident desire to retract his 
promise.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XXVIII 
 

OVERTAXED 
 
 

MONTHS rolled on unnoticed.  The Chief Secretar y had but one thought 
– his master; that sympathy in the time of his great trouble and welded 
him to the roya l service in a wa y that nothing else could have done.  
Outside his work he had  no interest –  only a craving – a heart 
emptiness he could not have described.  
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“We must f ind  you another wife,” the Ameer had sa id more than once,  
but the Chief Secretar y showed no disposition to fall in with this 
suggest ion.  
 
“I have my children to interest,  and the slaves you  have bestowed  upon 
me, to serve me,” he had replied.  “I have all I require.  A wife would 
only take up  my t ime, and I have no ne to spare from Government 
service.” 
 
This argument,  of course,  appealed to his master,  who was neverthe less 
frequent ly consc ious of a certain rest lessness in his favourite.  
 
“Send for your brother an have him to  spend the summer with you,” he 
suggested.  “That might do you good.” And so the b rother came, glad to 
escape from the burning sun that was scorching up the Sou thern pla ins.  
Still the official seemed nervous and irr itable,  and  did not appear to 
derive the comfort that was expec ted from the presence of so near a 
relat ive.  
 
“You have far too  much to do,” his brother said .  “It’s all as p lain to me 
as yonder road to  India.  Thirt y guests,  from how many d ifferent tr ibes? 
With all their  petitio ns to  attend to – the Ameer’s private as well as 
public correspondence,  all the foreigners in the Government employ to 
look after,  the many requis itions from the roya l gun factory,  the 
dist iller y,  the tanner y,  and what not.  You have the work of twent y men; 
is it  not so,  Gul Begum?” he said ,  addressing the gir l who stood 
offering him some sherbet he had sent for,  bu t which he did no t seem 
to  have t ime to drink.  “Your master  never rests,  does he?” 
 
The gir l only shook her head sadly,  she did no t think it  was her place 
to  comment on her master’s work even to his brother.  
 
The Chief Secretary smiled hopeless ly.  “I think I have too much to  
do,” he said,  “but in this country who has the Ameer to trust bu t me? 
As for me, I have no one that I can get to he lp  me in anything.”  
 
“The Ameer will soon have no  one at all e ither,” the brother replied 
indignant ly.  “You’re working yourself into your grave – any one can 
see that.  What’s more,  you’ll get into trouble some day for neglect ing 
some of these many works that you have undertaken, and will find a 
halter round your neck as a reward for your many services,  instead of a 
pension for your old age,  such as we get in India?” 
 
“What do you  advise?” the Chief Secretary asked despondent ly. “ I do 
not undertake these works myse lf.  The y are thrust upon me. Now look, 
fo r instance,  at this paper. It  is my annual report on the genera l 
cond it ion of the country,  and  my op inion concerning it .  Here are my 
suggest ions as to possible improvements in the educat ion of the 
children in the larger towns.  Nothing could be simpler and more easily 
carried out, and nothing is more necessar y.  But it  wont’  be done.  I 
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sha ll be told  that it  is excellent,  well-devised,  and carefully worked  
out,  but that the time has not ye t come to do  these things,  that there are 
other matter s to  be attended to fir st.  It  is all useless,  and yet this report 
is one of my chief duties,  and  what can be more important to  any 
country than education? Year after year I prepare these things,  and year 
after  year there is nothing done.  It  is enough to take the heart out of 
any one.  Then here again is a matter  to which I have devoted  much 
time and thought – the best and most economical way of treat ing the 
prisoners.  Thousands of them in this country,  who have committed no 
specia l cr ime, but have been reported as having done so,  are sent to 
prison to  await the ir tr ial and are then forgotten.  The y have no money, 
poor wretches,  wherewith to  bribe the ir  ja iler s to  bring them forward , 
when the heads of the po lice go round , so there the y s it year a fter  year ,  
eat ing up Government food and learning to become lazier  even than 
they naturally are.  But I might as well have left it  all unwr itten.  These 
poor fellows will go on sitt ing there degenerating and degenerat ing,  
and the roads and reservo irs will cont inue  unmade. What can I do?” 
 
“Why, take a holida y, of course.  Come home with me this winter ,  and 
if you wish,  retu rn to Kabul in the spring.  But I don’t like this country.  
Why should you stay s laving here? It  is a country of horrors and o f 
terro rs.  You have lands of your own, lands which,  if properly managed, 
instead of being a llowed to go to rack and ru in,  would yie ld you more 
than a su fficient income to live in ease and comfort,  or if you must 
work,  work for the Br it ish Government.  The pay is small,  but it  is 
secure,  and the posit ion is indisputab le.  You must get leave to come 
home with me. You need fix nothing definite ly about the futu re now,” 
he went on,  seeing the o fficia l shake his head  despondently.  “Get a 
month’s leave and let the events that occur while you are at home 
decide what your next step is to  be.”  
 
“I know the Ameer,  he would no t understand my want ing to leave him. 
He would think m y interest in his cause was f lagging. M y enemies 
wou ld put all sorts of fa lse reasons befo re  him, and I should p robab ly 
find myself in prison,” the Chief Secretary sa id sadly.  
 
“Nonsense,  the y would only be too glad to see your place empty.  
Nothing would please them better  than to get r id o f you and have a 
chance of hold ing your appointment.  I wonder how they’d like it  when 
they got it ,  eh?” and the guest,  though grieved, could not he lp smiling 
as he thought o f the work that went hand  in hand with the honour of the 
office of Chief Secretary.   
 
“You don’t know these people,” the official said again.  “One has to 
live among them to understand them. They are not sat isf ied to hold  the 
office and draw the sa lar y of a r iva l,  they want his downfa ll,  his u tter  
ruin,  his death.  That is the Kabuli nature.” 
 
“Then I’ll  speak to the Ameer about it  myself,” his brother said  boldly.  
“I’ll te ll him there are u rgent private family affair s that can only be 



A VIZIER’S DAUGHTER – A TALE OF THE HAZARA WAR  156

settled by you in person, for it is so many years now since you were at 
home, you  are no t able to grasp the situation from my description.” 
And  so it  was arranged. But he soon understood the uselessness of his 
petit ion.  
 
The Ameer withdrew his favour at once from the hitherto honoured 
guest,  and he was sent home with considerable haste and  not too great 
courtesy.  
 
Moreover,  the Chief Secretary found  to his cost that he had indeed 
enemies.  In a court full of intr igue and jealousy,  who has not? Like 
vultures they stood round  watching for the s lightest f law, the faintest 
weakness in the man whose post the y conveted.  Here was their  chance; 
they d iscovered they cou ld at any t ime provoke the Ameer against his 
favourite b y hint ing at his desire to leave the country and seek repose 
elsewhere.  
 
At f irst the suggest ions met with ind ifference and  even an occasiona l 
angr y re tort,  but after  a time the shafts sank in and made the Ameer 
determine to cha in this man, on whose services he was so dependent,  
more closely to his capital;  and thinking he was unsett led owing to 
domestic discomfort,  he began aga in looking around for a suitable wife 
fo r him – one who was young, good-looking, and had  a suffic ient 
dowry.  
 
The Ameer’s intent ions soon became an open secret,  not only in the 
cit y it self but in a ll the countryside,  then spread  to distant provinces.  
 
The Chief Secretary was qu ite the best parti available outside the ro yal 
circle.  He was the court favourite,  had  been a llotted the house that had 
been always occup ied by the Vizier,  when Afghanistan could boast of 
such an offic ial,  drew what was considered in Kabul a ver y high sa lar y,  
and, moreover,  had many a llowances and consequent ly but few 
expenses.  Besides,  there were the gift s that fell to  him in vir tue of his 
office,  both from the Ameer and princes,  but more especially from 
other sources,  and these were quite worthy o f any one’s considerat ion.  
 
Last,  but not least,  perhaps,  in importance ,  was the fact that not  only 
had he no  other wife at the time, but was known to have always been 
satisf ied with one,  and that c ircumstance,  even in a country where 
polygamy is no t only tolerated but in many cases encouraged and 
sometimes almost forced,  is considered of the ver y f irst importance in 
the select ion of e ither a son o r bro ther -in- law. What we should  
consider the natural order o f events was therefo re absolutely reversed  
in this case.  Instead of young and handsome su itors,  vying with one 
another in the r ichness or their  att ire,  the ir  youth,  and comeliness,  
wait ing outside her window fo r some sign from the fair  lady to  whom 
they would  fain pa y their  devoted court, elaborately comparisoned  
horses carr ying undoubtedly r ich and prosperous r iders sought 
interviews with the Chief Secretar y for the purpose o f la ying before 
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him an account of the var ious vir tues,  accomplishments,  charms and 
possessions of their  various female relat ives –  sister s,  daughters,  
cousins,  and the more the list  of the names of the applicants fo r his 
favours swelled in numbers,  the higher grew the dowries that were 
offered; but the Chief Secretary wou ld have no ne o f them.  
 
His fr iends began to tell him of the dangers to  which he was exposing 
himself by his want of compliance with the Ameer’s wishes.  The wor ry 
upset his hea lth and distracted  his attent ion from his work.  His 
correspondence – everything – got into arrears,  and find ing himself 
quite unable to cope with the accumulat ion,  he engaged a Mirza 
(clerk),  whom he swore over the secrec y on the Koran, to  help him. 
 
Therein la y the great mistake.  Things were made easier  fo r the moment 
to  become more complicated later  on.  Certain state secrets eked out,  
fo rmed a topic of gossip and wonder in the town, and in the course of 
time came round  to the Ameer.  No suspic ion rested  on the Chief 
Secretar y at f irst.  He had proved himself too trustworthy for that,  and  
was,  moreover,  too constant and too evident ly honest in his endeavours 
to  find out whence the reports proceeded. He fe lt  that he had  an enem y 
and a very act ive one,  who was constantly endeavouring to get him into 
trouble.  He became more nervous and irr itable than ever.  He could no  
longer look ahead and clear his path as he  had hitherto been able to do. 
He saw only the p resent accumulated arrears of work that he was for 
ever fruit less str iving to cope with,  and he felt  that his enemies were 
gaining ground – he cou ld not qu ite see where or how.  
 
He no longer felt  the same confidence in himself,  and to a great extent 
he lost his power of amusing and attract ing his  master.  He became 
more o ften the butt for  a joke or the sub ject of some biting sarcasm 
than he had ever been, and the ready answer for which he had been so  
noted  and  so feared was now seldom forthcoming.  
 
“That man has never recovered from his wife’ s death; he is st ill p ining 
to  go home,” the Ameer said one day, when, beaten in an argument,  he 
Chief Secretar y had left the room crestfallen and not in the best of 
tempers.  
“If he only wants to go home fo r a visit ,  why won’t he marr y an 
Afghan wife,  and  leave her here to take care o f the children t ill his 
return?” su ggested  an o ld  vulture,  who  had been dismissed from office 
some time befo re,  and  was sadly in want of the sa lar y of which he had 
been deprived.  
 
“If he once gets away from here,  he has no  intention of returning. I can 
tell you,” whispered another,  quite loud enough fo r the Ameer to hear.  
“His brother is in the emplo y o f the English.  Doubtless,  when he was 
up here,  he offered him bribes and a good appointment among those 
Kafir s,  to  induce him to reveal state secrets to  them when he gets down 
there.” 
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“It is certainly strange how since that same brother’s departure matters 
have been ta lked about that had better  have been kept secret,” croaked 
a third.  
 
“And, stranger st ill,  is how the discover y of these  private matters 
seems to upset him,” continued another.  “If he were not to blame, why 
should he care,  he looks as if he were gu ilty of something, the 
consequences of which he fears.  I never saw a man so changed. It  all 
dates from his brother’s vis it  here in the summer,  too. There is 
something d istinct ly odd about it .” 
 
“Ah, you  jackals,  you never dare to approach an enemy t ill you smell 
death about him,” the Ameer retorted,  angrily.  “Get out of my sight,  
rogues! Your litt le-tatt ling disgusts me. How dare you venture to carry 
it on in my ver y p resence?” 
 
So they ret ired in s ilence,  bu t they knew that the poison that the y had 
infused would filter  in t ime, and  they were prepared to wait for  the 
direful results the y knew it would  produce.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XXIX 
 

“A KABUL TOWN OF SUN AND DUST” 
 
 

IT was a strange,  new life to Gul Begum, this slaver y in a cit y harem, 
after  the freedom of her mountain home. Sometimes she thought that 
withou t that awfu l nightmare of a t ime she had gone through at 
Mohamed  Jan’s,  which made ever ything else seem easy,  she would 
never have been able to have stood it .  At first she fe lt  st if led,  and 
longed for a draught of mountain air ,  or what she called  mountain a ir,  
fo r it  is hard,  on the p lain of Kabu l,  to  realise that one is ne arly 7000 
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feet above the sea leve l.  What she wanted was a good climb across 
rocks – a keen b last from the snow mountains – a wild coursing of the 
blood in her wind-stirred veins,  such as she had enjoyed in the wild  
days of her gir lhood.  
 
She had never been cold  then,  o r only for a few minutes.  It  was so easy 
fo r those young and act ive limbs to get warm with healthy exerc ise,  but 
in her present confined lie it  was different .  
 
The snow lying in the quadrangle was soon melted  by the radiat ion of 
heat from the warm rooms around, and the b right su n above, and 
became a s lush that was very unp leasant to walk in.  After ever y fall o f 
snow, this state of affair s was increased twofold ,  fo r not only was there 
the snow that fell from the sky to deal with,  there were the heaps o f 
snow shovelled o ff the roof by the Hazara  labourers,  who  from time 
immemorial had earned their  living winter  after  winter  in this way; 
prevent ing the sun-baked mud, of which the Kabu l roofs are for the 
most part formed, from becoming a perfec t slush,  and then falling in.  
 
She o ften looked at these men – her fellow country-men – at the ir  
work,  and wondered how they could bear it .  The y were no t slaves,  for 
these were not prisoners of war.  The y and the ir fathers before them had 
lived in the cit y fo r years,  but the y were far  worse treated than any 
slaves she ever saw. They were in fact the  slaves of slaves,  ordered 
abou t, struck, and if more obstinate than usual,  beaten as though the y 
had been dogs.  And yet these men were free to go  where the y chose,  
but bore all this abuse uncompla iningly,  only turning to scowl at their  
maltreater s when they were well out of their  reach. What could it  
mean? The Hazaras she had known at home were much the same in 
character –  lazy enough, or  at least dis inclined for regular work,  but 
they had some spirit  and would till the ir own litt le p lot of land , and  
cult ivate it  at certain seasons with the greatest ass iduity,  making it  
yield abundant ly.  And  so the gir l’s mind began working away at one of 
the great problems of life – the labour quest ion – as it  exists in 
Afghanistan,  and saw the difference between the work of the man who 
has a bit o f land of his own that he is cu lt ivat ing for himself and for 
his children after  him, and the work of the man who merely seeks to 
provide himself with food, from hour to hour and day to day. The one 
“possesses the earth,” and with it the jo ys  of reaping the direct fruits 
of his labour, the other,  though he earns his daily wage as best,  or 
rather as worst,  he can,  is p ract ically a s lave,  and has no  interest 
beyond see ing how litt le he can do for the money paid him, and  if 
possible leaving enough work undone to -da y to oblige his employers to 
send for him again on the morrow. A kick or a blow fo r his idleness he 
probab ly would and did get,  but what was that? A Hazara’s skin is 
tough. There was no competition in Kabul,  no higher wages for the 
better  workmen. A certa in class of work was paid for by a certa in daily 
wage. Why try to  do it  better  than your ne ighbour? Proficiency brought 
no better  pay.  If du ring the busy season a man had  dared  to ask more 
because the demand for workmen was greater ,  he would have had so 
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many b lows with a stou t stick from his would -be employer,  as the 
reward  of his impudence,  and no one would  have pit ied  him. Then even 
out of the tr if ling sum these wretched labourers earned, there was a 
certain proportion that went by right of custom to the man who  called 
them from the street corner where they stood  waiting to be hired.  There 
was no  fight ing against that,  o f course,  though it  reduced the a lread y 
tr if ling amount rece ived  to  a mere pittance.  
 
Gul Begum saw much o f this,  and wished she had had her father by her 
to  talk it  over with.  Ah, how she missed her father,  and  how She longed 
to  get news of him! What had become of him that night after  he had  
slipped ou t of the house and away into the darkness and the storm? Had 
he indeed escaped? and where was he now? Ah, how she longed to 
know; and how did he fare? Who baked  his b read for him? Who made 
his tea? her spec ial task; or  did he get none at all? 
 
When the sto rm blew bitter blasts stra ight  from the Hindoo Kush, she 
shivered in her bed, not so much with cold as with fear and gr ief.  She 
wondered  what shelter  he had found, her beloved  father,  how his 
clothes were wear ing,  whether he had  his sheepskins with him, and  his 
gaiters that she had made, and ever y tr ifling deta il that in so many 
cases occupies the who le of a woman’s thought.  
 
In summer,  to this free-born gir l,  matters were even worse.  The su n 
streamed  down on the white mud, the mud that formed the roof,  the 
mud that formed the walls of the house,  the mud  in the quadrangle,  and  
scorched it  through and  through. Soon every green leaf dried  up, and 
was covered with a thick coat ing of dust,  and ever ything in the c it y 
became of one dead grey co lour. The water in the cana l that ran 
through the quadrangle got low, and there was ver y considerable 
diff icult y in gett ing water for even the most necessar y purposes.  The 
Chief Secretar y hired  a special man who was supposed  to  go down to  
the r iver  twice a day and  fill the mussacks (skin water vessels) ,  but 
there was no one to see that he either went or returned punctually.  The 
master  himself was at Durbar all day with his head servant,  who waited 
on him and  did his most important messages,  so there was no one at all 
to  see tha t the men at home did their  work.  As far  as possible,  
therefore,  it  was left undone, and the women confined  within the four 
walls of the harem were the peop le who suffered.  
 
A dozen t imes a day Gul Begum would go down to the old door-keeper 
with her complaints.  
 
“For God’s sake tell that man to hurry up with the water.  We have not 
a drop to  wash the cooking vessels in even, and if it  is not here soon, it  
won’t have had  time to settle before Agha  wants his d rinking water.”  
 
“Give him some sherbet then,” the old man would  answer,  with a smile.  
“He won’t be able to  tell whether that’ s thick or clear,  when the cyrup 
is in it ,  and he’ll l ike it  all the better .” 
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“Don’t talk nonsense,  Kopje (a Kabuli word for Derwan, doorkeeper) , 
Agha is not a child that I can te ll him whether he is to take water or  
sherbet when he comes in.  don’t be so unreasonable,  but hurry up that 
man.” 
 
“What is the name of wonder does it  matter  to you  whether the vessels 
are washed  up, and whether Agha gets his  dr inking water clear or  not? 
If the water-carr ier  does not bring it  in t ime, it’s he that will get the 
st ick,  not you. Why shou ld you care?” 
 
This was a Kabu l fo rm of reasoning that Gul Begum could hardly 
understand. She had  been too short a time a slave to realise that most 
slaves only work to avoid b lows. Although his wife had nominally 
managed her father’s house,  it  had been his daughter who had to a 
great extent regulated the larger and more important matter s connected 
with his property,  and more especial ly with regard  to  the animals,  the 
milk,  butter,  ghee,  and wool,  the spinning and the send ing of the yarn 
down to the weaver’s who turned it  into cloth,  both f ine and  coarse.  
 
Gul Begum’s had  been a wild but a full l ife,  and  by no  means devoid of 
keen interest.  It  seemed impossib le to her to live without some 
responsibility.  The more immediate interests of her own family having 
been wrested from her,  she sought occupation fo r her active mind in 
her new surround ings,  and made them her business,  bu t it was almost 
impossib le to meet the diff icult ies that cropped up  at ever y co rner.  It  
was easy enough to  report the Kop je to her master  for want of act ivit y 
in the pursuit of the water-carr ier ,  but it  was a dangerous thing to make 
an enem y of the only communicat ion these imprisoned women had with 
the ou ter world, so often Gul Begum would have to retire discomfited 
and wait;  bu t once when the water had been s tanding outside wait ing 
fo r some time, the door-keeper too lazy to  bring it  in,  her indignat ion 
overcame her p rudence.  
 
“Look here, o ld wretch,” she sa id,  “I hear  from Selima that her 
husband sa ys the water has been stand ing outside for an hour or more. 
What do you mean by such laz iness? I sha ll report you  to Agha now 
withou t fa il.  You understand me?” and  she did.  
 
The old  man was ver y wroth,  and  determined  she should suffer  in a 
thousand  petty ways for her zea l,  but Gul Begum was not easily cowed. 
Now she had once put her foo t down she did  not mean to  lift  it  up 
aga in without a struggle,  and  if the Hazara slave had occasio nally to  
suffer  for her enthusiasm in her master’ s cause,  she found it  paid her in 
the long run.  It  was not much the master  said,  but a rupee cut off his 
wages for his carelessness,  and  a threat that he would be dismissed  
from his exceed ingly easy post,  brought him to  his senses,  and made 
him dread the gir l who, in his opinion, took so much, too much, upon 
herself.  
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The worst t ime of all in the harem was when the water in the channel 
ceased to run altogether.  Then, indeed, things became unbearable.  The 
frogs,  whose ever last ing croaking had irr itated her more or less all day 
and all night long, did d isappear certainly.  Many of them were dead, 
and their  bodies doubtless added to the hideous stench that now rose 
from the open pool of stagnant,  pu trid water.  The girls could  hardly 
st ir  across the yard without feeling s ick.  The child ren got fever and 
other s ignificant complaints,  and throughout the town the mortalit y 
rose higher and higher.  
 
The Chief Secretary had  the water c leared out and the channel sc raped, 
but still the smell cont inued, though it  was perhaps a litt le less 
bearable.  
 
“It’s the smell through the channel r ight into  the houses on e ither 
side,” the man who had cleared it  ou t exp lained. “I can do nothing 
more unless I c lear out the two next  houses as well as yours,  and then 
how am I to get out the dead rats and frogs in the part that runs under 
the house and street?” 
 
“God knows,” the official would say hopelessly,  and  so the matter  was 
left.  In Kabul there is no Public Nuisance Act,  and it  would have been 
aga inst a ll et iquette for him even to suggest to his ne ighbours that their  
drains were in an insanitar y cond ition,  and  must therefo re be cleaned  
out.  
 
Then the wind would r ise and blow a fine powder over everything. The 
dust la y thick on every she lf and ever y nich.  It  f iltered through the 
cupboard doors and sett led on a ll the c lothes packed away fo r the 
winter.  It  f iltered through the covers on the bedding, and go t in among 
the teased cotton of which it was made, and had they no t been regu lar ly 
shaken and  dusted ever y f ibre and every seam would  have looked as 
though it  had been powdered; and then at last the storm would  break, 
and the blessed rain would fall.  Ah, that was the one treat Gul Begum 
had – watching the storm as it  advanced up the broad valle y.  She would 
creep quiet ly up on to the roof and watch.  How refreshing to her 
burning feet and hands was that icy a ir that always precedes the f inal 
burst ! How thrilling the momentar y hush when even the kites and the 
crows are st ill,  and when the wild  dogs seek out some temporary 
she lter  in the rocks or among the faggots b y the roadside cut ready to 
bring in to the town for fuel.  And then the great f ina le – the burst itself 
–  the roar of the cannonade among the mounta ins echoing and re-
echoing from one peak to another.  The rending of the rocks above, the 
swishing of the ra in that fell in to rrents,  obscuring ever ything but the 
livid f lashes of lightning that seemed  to penetrate through everything. 
Then it  was that her sp irits rose,  and  she almost f elt  free aga in,  as 
though her soul found something kindred to it  in the free soul o f the 
storm and the wind.  
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“Come out of that,  mad woman,” old  Sardaro would call.  “Come down 
from there at once.  Did ever any one hear o f such insanit y? Actually 
provoking the God  above to str ike you dead with His lightning, s itt ing 
in the storm there when even the ver y beasts have had  sense to seek 
she lter .  And who is going to  nurse you  when you are ill,  think you?” 
she would go  on peevishly,  not understanding in the least w herein the 
attract ion lay.  
 
And  then Gul Begum would  come down soft ly,  and change her 
wringing garments fo r d ry ones,  and s it  by the nurser y window, and  
watch what she could  see of the storm that attracted her so  from there.  
 
And  she found  a litt le sympathiser.  Her lit t le mistress,  a perfect baby, 
hardly able to  toddle in the heavy shoes that she was made to wear,  
wou ld come and land herself on the s lave gir l’s knee a ll of a heap, and 
sit  by the window and watch too.  
 
“That was a b ig one,” she would  say,  and hide her face for a moment 
from the dazz ling glare,  on her companion’s breast.  “Tell me about the 
lightning, Gul Begum. What makes it  come? and  where does it  come 
from?” the child would ask.  ‘Hark!’  as the thunder rolled close over 
where they sat,  almost ,  it  seemed , above the ir ver y heads.  
 
“It comes from the clouds,” Gul Begum replied,  not knowing what to 
answer.  “And what are the c louds,  Jan? Ah, listen to  me,” the baby lips 
wou ld sa y,  seeing that the gir l was only half attend ing to what she was 
saying,  and was gaz ing far  away into space.  “Tell me, Gu l Begum, 
what are the clouds, and how can they make all that noise? You  must 
know, because you are always watching them.”  
 
“We must ask Agha, I think,  darling,  I do not know,” was a ll the gir l 
could  say.  “It  always seems to me as though they must be charged with 
powder like the gu ns,  and that when they touch the mountain tops,  they 
burst just as a gun might do,  and send forth the f lash and the roar just 
like a gun, bu t I do not really know, that is only what I fanc y.” 
 
There was another moment of keen joy to Gul Begum in her s lavery.  It 
was just before the sun rose on the horizon, when there was the f irst 
weird glimpse of day – when the co ld,  pale blu ish green streak first 
made its appearance far awa y in the Eastern sky, and, gradually 
warming and warming, spread further and further up into the heavens, 
telling that a new day was rece iving its bir th.  Gul Begum knew nothing 
abou t colour,  nothing of art ist ic e ffects – at last,  no thing that cou ld  be 
defined. She had never seen or heard o f a pictu re,  but that was the hour 
she preferred  to  all others in the day or night.  It  was the time when she 
thought of her father and longed to be with him; the t ime when pure 
thoughts and a sense of duties to be accomplished  ungrudgingly,  came 
over her,  and  something more than that,  too –  a new feeling to which 
she cou ld have given no expression.  Something that was an inst inct 
born of the curious circumstances under which she was placed, but 
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which she did  not yet understand. It  was the dim consciousness that a 
place that had been empty was being filled, and that by her,  unobserved 
by ever y one,  even those most concerned perhaps,  but that was no 
matter.  
 
She had found a new care – a new duty that was to f ill the place that 
her father and litt le s ister  had alwa ys occupied.  But it  was the fir st 
dawn of something more than that; o f the passion than which no 
stronger or holier can animate a woman’s breast,  the first dawn of an 
unselfish, self- sacr if icing lo ve,  ready to  give a ll,  and  to ask for nothing 
in return.  
 
Bu t Gul Begum knew nothing of that; she wou ld only sit  and watch the 
sky as she has watched the shadows on the Hazara hills,  and d ream and  
dream, or rather let unformed dreams just f ilter  through her b rain,  for  
they le ft nothing behind, and an hour later had any one said,  “What 
were you thinking of as you watched the sky?” she could truthfully 
have answered , “Nothing,” for she was conscious of nothing but a 
feeling o f rest,  and hope,  and trust,  in something that was above and  
beyond her.  
 
And  that hour at dawn was a time she was quite su re to get all to  
herself.  That was the hour in the twent y-four when All Kabul s lept.  
The Court often did no t close t ill one,  or  even two or three,  or even 
later ,  but b y dawn the last straggler had almost alwa ys found his way 
home; and when the Court slept the who le  town slept,  and when the 
Court rose the whole town rose.  
 
Clocks there were and  plent y,  and  there was the bell that rang to warn 
the workmen tha t it was t ime to assemble in the var ious factories.  But 
that was the foreigners’ s igna l,  and  that of the prisoners and workmen 
who  served the Government under them. I t  had nothing whatever to do  
with the good townsfolk.  It  was only for ignorant villagers and  tillers 
of the so il to get up at daybreak,  not for respectable,  well- to-do 
tradesmen and private gent lemen, and as for the o fficia ls,  it  was their  
only t ime of repose, this time while the Ameer s lept,  so that throughout 
the c it y every sound was st illed until the cocks and the wild dogs 
awoke to  the consciousness that day had dawned , and that it  was t ime 
fo r them to try and wake to world,  even if  the world choose not to be 
awakened  by them. 
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CHAPTER XXX 
 

VISITORS 
 
 

AS weeks and months succeeded one another,  visitors occasiona lly 
broke the monotony of the dull routine of daily life in the Chief 
Secretar y’s house.  
 
Gul Begum’s mother was attached to a househo ld close by,  and being 
an e lderly woman, was often sent out on certain messages,  more read ily 
executed by her than by a man. So she dropped  in ever y now and then 
to  see her daughter and niece,  generally s ta ying fo r a meal more 
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luxurious than that to which she had now had to accustom herself,  and 
not infrequent ly carr ying o ff with her material for  a new Peran (upper 
portion of a woman’s dress)  or  a shawl,  o r perhaps a cap or shoes.  
 
Once on a never-to-be-forgotten occasion Ghu lam Hossa in had made 
his way disguised as a water-carr ier  to the house where he had 
fo rmerly been received as a guest.  
 
Things had  quieted down somewhat,  and, driven by lo ve for his child ,  
he had ventured ,  nearer and  nearer to Kabul,  hoping to  hear something 
that would give him some clue as to  her whereabouts.  
 
Long had he waited before so insignificant an applicant was admitted 
into the p resence of the busy official,  bu t, in sp ite of the d isgu ise,  the 
Chief Secretar y knew him at once,  and when he had got r id of his other 
visitors,  the two men conversed far  into the night.  
 
“Would your country have lost or  ga ined  had  you followed  my advice?” 
the officia l had asked.  
 
“We shou ld have ga ined ,” the Hazara replied ,  “ga ined  in posit ion and 
wealth,  and ga ined in dishonour.  Fearful as the devastat ion of the 
who le countr y is,  terrib le as are the losses I have myself susta ined, I 
wou ld rather it  were so,  than that we had been proved coward ly and  
slaves.” 
 
“Many of you are s laves – men as well as women and children,” the 
Chief Secretar y replied.  
 
“Their  bodies ma y be slaves – slaves to a force more powerful than 
they could withstand ,” Ghulam Hossain had answered proudly; “but 
their  hearts are not enslaved . My mother had many strange sa yings,  
‘Those who submit by fo rce are only half conquered’ was one o f them. 
We ma y be free again some day. You are a generous man. What do you 
advise? How does the Ameer  regard us now?” 
 
“For the moment you are fo rgotten,” the o fficia l sa id quiet ly.  “Remain 
fo rgotten yet awhile.  To force yourselves on the Ameer’s not ice would 
only be to forge fresh chains.  In time, other troub les will put this 
rebellion of yours into the background, and, if you respond when he 
calls to you for help,  your folly ma y be wiped out.”  
 
“Our folly!” the Vizier murmured. “Is that  how my countr ymen’s 
gallant fight fo r freedom is to be viewed? –  as a folly! Can you offer  us 
no hope?” 
 
“Hope –  what hope?” 
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“The only hope I have,  the hope of a grant  of freedom for my tr ibe,  or 
at least for  my family.  I have lost ever ything.” The exile bowed his 
head, and only with great effort restrained himself from tears.  
 
The Chief Secretary was deep ly moved. He, too , had  lost,  he could 
sympaht ise.  “Come, I can comfort you a litt le,  at any rate,” he said .  “It 
is night now, you can come inside.  The women are a ll in their  rooms. I 
will send some one to you who may make life seem more bearable.”  
 
They went downsta irs through a long dark passage,  and  then through 
the porter’s lodge,  or  cupboard  as it  might  more appropriate ly have 
been ca lled,  and thence through the square,  round  which the harem was 
built .  
 
Not a sound broke on the st illness o f the summer night,  save the 
footfall of the two men as the y passed along the f lags tha t were laid 
along the edge near the house to from a path in wet weather.  
 
As they went up the four or five steps that led to one of the entrances,  
the rustle of a woman’s clothes was dist inctly audib le,  and  the master  
of the house paused to satisfy himself as to what it  was.  Apparently it  
was a ll r ight,  for  the y entered the long, narrow room, the f loor of 
which was covered with quilted felt  of the most brilliant cr imson, and 
at the far end was a couch with p illows, and a quilt  all laid out for the 
night.  
 
“This is where I am sleep ing just now,” he said,  addressing his guest.  
“Stay here and I will send some one to  prepare a bed for you. I may 
return later.”  
 
“Ho, there!” he called below his breath when he had closed the door,  
leaving his guest ins ide, and Gul Begum, ever watchfu l,  ever ready, 
stood before him.  
 
“A traveller,  a Hazara,  has come, and I have o ffered him hospitalit y for 
the night.  He is in m y room. I wish you  to go and see that he has 
everything that he can require.  If he is hungr y,  take him food. If he is 
thirst y,  you know where to find cyrups and sherbets.  You  may have 
seen the man befo re.  He ma y be a fr iend; if so ,  let no exclamat ion 
escape you. He has come here in disgu ise and  in the greatest secrecy, 
and if discovered  he might be captured.  No ment ion of his visit  is to  be 
made to the slaves,  not even to your cousin,  certainly not to your 
mother; you understand ?” 
 
She put her hand on her heart as if to still  its throbbing, her pulse beats 
faster,  her breathing qu ickened . Even in the dim light of the stars her 
master  could see her he ightened colour.  
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“Agha,” she asked, “is it  my father?” and without wait ing for a rep ly 
she kne lt and touched his feet with her fo rehead, then rose and went to 
meet the man whom she be lieved she loved best on earth.  
 
What passed  between them none knew; but next morning the exile wore 
a more tranqu il expression.  His be loved child was in safe hands.  He 
was much comforted.  But he was warned not to attempt to  see her aga in 
– not for some months at any rate.  But he went away satisf ied,  
thankfu l,  relieved. He felt  that he could live without seeing her for a 
long t ime now. 
 
One cold  raw day when Gul Begum was help ing her master to  find 
some private document that was missing,  the old porter  poked his nose 
into the room where the search was being made.  
 
“Agha,” he sa id,  “there is a troop of gipsies with a danc ing bear and 
some monke ys outside,  and the y ask if they may have the honour of 
performing before you.”  
 
“Here it  is,” cr ied  Gul Begum at that moment,  “see,  I have found  it .  
Surely this is the one.” 
 
“Yes,  so it  is,  that’s well.  I am very much relieved. I feared I might 
have dropped it  between the Court and the house.  It  would have been 
most serious.” 
 
The old  man repeated his question,  “Will you please see the gipsies,  
Agha?” 
 
“Gipsies? What do  I want with gipsies? Send  them away at once.” 
 
“Oh, Agha, do let us see the dancing bears and monkeys,” Gul Begum 
pleaded. “Bibi Ayesha so delights in them.” 
 
Her master  looked at her.  She was litt le more than a child herse lf,  this 
gir l who p leaded with him fo r his own beloved child.  She had found his 
paper too, and he was pleased.  “The men can’t enter  the enc losure,  of 
course,  bu t if there is a woman among them who  can be trusted to bring 
the animals she may come in with them.” 
 
The door-keeper returned to the entrance gate jubilant.  
 
“Here! Can that old hag take in the animals?” he asked. “If she can she 
will be admitted,  but remember half of the backshish comes to me. I 
had hard work persuading Agha, and had  to use all m y resources,  to  my 
share is well earned.” 
 
“If only the woman is to go in there won’t be much backshish given,” 
sa id the man. “You must satisfy yourself with a third.  One third for the 
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old woman, one for the keep o f the animals,  and one for you. Come, 
that’s fa ir.”  
 
“Quite fair ,” the door-keeper sa id,  grinning, “bu t it  won’t suit me. You 
can go on your way. I’m not particu lar ,” and he shut the door in the ir 
faces.  But present ly there was a knock, as  indeed he knew there would  
be.  The terms were soon agreed upon, and the woman marched in,  
lead ing the monkeys by a rope.  The bear could no t be trusted without a 
man to look after  it .  In a moment Gul Begum had recognised old 
Miriam, and she shuddered  as she met her  eyes.  
 
“Ha! Ha! My fine beauty,” the old fortune -teller  cried out, “I did not 
fo rget you , as you thought I would,  I daresay.  I’ve come to see how 
you are getting on,  and whether you  have not long s ince regretted  your 
cruelt y to  old Miriam. Don’t vex yourse lf,  child.  You cross my hand  
with s ilver,  and you’ll see I’ ll have something better to tell you this 
time. Oh, I owe you no grudge, poor dear. Why shou ld  I? You tr ied to 
tu rn me out and you  have been punished. I am more than sat isf ied,  nay,  
I would undo it  if I cou ld.  Let me now prophesy for your,  favour in 
your master’s eyes,  a happy marr iage,  and  a son.”  
 
Gul Begum b lushed and withdrew. Nothing could have been more 
disasterful to her.  Hers was rather a peculiar  posit ion in the household ,  
one generally given to some old servant or  member of the master’s own 
family.  So  far no remarks had been passed on it  by the other women, 
and here had this wretched old hag come putting a ll so rts of upsetting 
fa lse notions into their  heads.  
 
“This is the old fortune-te ller  I to ld you  about,” Shereen whispered to 
the others.  “She never makes a mistake.  Offer her something and she’ ll 
tell you what your future is to be.” 
 
The small possessions of all the party were ransacked, and as the old 
woman seemed sat isf ied with what was put before her,  she began 
looking at the ir hands,  f irst one and then the other.  
 
“Now, Miriam, tell me something good,” Shereen said when it  came to 
her turn.  “I want mone y and the best husband in the world.  One who 
won’t want to  make me work. I care nothing as to his nat ionalit y; I 
only want quiet and peace.” 
 
Long did  Miriam gaze at the extended  palm. “You are young,” she sa id,  
“you  can afford to wait,  and you  must wait.  Fortune does not come to 
you easily,  only after  many years.  There is exile,  and  there are pr isons 
and slaver y,  and a life o f obscurit y in your hand. Then there comes a 
change. Your whole natio n recovers,  or  rather the branch to which you 
belong, and you  return to your old home and to your old posit ion fo r a 
time, bu t then you wed, and wed happily,  and – let me see – one,  two, 
three children,  and two of them sons.  There now, Gul Begum, what 
better  could you wish than that? Come, let  me see that hand of yours 
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again,” bu t Gul Begum ran away up the stairs and on to the roof.  Her 
companions were too excited to let her off,  however.  All of them had  
been promised something worth having, but so far  Shereen was the 
luckiest.  
 
“You must come down, Gul Begum,” she said.  “Good gracious!” the 
gir l retorted crossly,  “what do you  want with me? I want none of 
Miriam’s fortunes,  I want no husband.”  
 
Bu t they surrounded her and  seized  her,  some half dozen of them, and  
in no gent le fashio n either.  The gir l ca lled ou t, “You’re hurting me. Let 
me go. I won’t se Mir iam. I hate the wretch.” 
 
“Hush!” Sardaro  called up,  “be  quiet.  Are you mad, Gul Begum? Agha 
is in the house and will hear you. What will he think of you?” 
 
“Then tell these gir ls to let me be,” she shouted again.  
 
Sardaro rushed up. “Take that and that and  that,  you bold ,  bad  girl,” 
she hissed below her breath,  hitt ing her f irst on one side of the head 
and then on the o ther,  and finally kicking her all over as she lay 
prostrate on the ground, he ld down by her companions.  
 
Shereen had s lipped downstair s and was bringing up old Miriam. She 
was very inquis it ive as to  her cousin’s future and most anxious to hear 
what the o ld woman had  to  say.  
 
“Be off,  old hag,” Gul Begum shouted when she saw her head appear in 
the doorway, “be off,  miserable liar ,  or  I’ll throw you  off this roof 
down to the courtyard below. Don’t dare to come near me.” 
 
“That’s r ight,” grinned the old woman, “hold her down, gir ls,  ho ld her 
down.” She was fu rious,  and determined to get the better o f her old 
enemy. 
 
“Now u tter  one sound,” Sardaro said ,  “and I’ll choke you ,” and as she 
spoke she put her two hands round  the gir l’s neck. It had struck her all 
of a sudden that what old Miriam had suggested might indeed  come to 
pass.  That the Vizier’s daughter,  though a  slave at the moment,  might 
find favour in the e yes of the master  on whom she waited  so faithfu lly,  
and that she,  with the o thers,  might suddenly find themselves Gul 
Begum’s servants.  The idea was ver y d ispleasing to the elder woman, 
and prompted her to be more violent than was her wont with those 
under her.  
 
In the meant ime the other gir ls were arranging themselves so as best to  
keep their  companion pinned down to the roof,  where she was 
practically be yond earsho t o f their  master  so long as he remained in his 
room at the other side of the house.  A good deal of force and an 
occasional downward  pressu re of Sardaro ’s thumbs on the gir l’s throat 
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at length obliged her to  open her hand , and Miriam gloated over it ,  
chuckling to  herself as she read.  
 
“You’re married,  I see,” she sa id; “no change for you with your master ,  
then,  as the gossips seemed to think.  And you’ll hear more of this 
husband of yours,  too,  my dear.  Sweet,  tender messages are coming to 
you. Ha! ha! he’s tender husband. I to ld you  before you’d be a 
prisoner,  a s lave,  now I te ll you there are worse things than that in 
store for you. A sho t,  a knife,  a –“ 
 
“Good gracious! You have killed her,” Shereen interrupted suddenly.  
“My God, she is dead.” Overpowered, beaten,  kicked, ha lf-suffocated,  
the gir l had fainted.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XXXI 
 

EVIL TIDINGS 
 
 

IT was early spring aga in,  the sky a spotless b lue,  the grass a tender 
green,  the mountains in the background  still covered  with snow. But of 
these ne ither Shereen nor Gul Begum saw anything. Their  ho rizon was 
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limited by the four sides of the ir master’s house.  The only green that 
refreshed the ir e yes was the jasmine bushes in the centre o f the 
quadrangle,  and  a wonderfu l pear-tree that grew in the wall of one of 
the rooms, d isplacing the mud of which it  was built ,  and making all 
that s ide of the house damp.  
 
The gir ls had now been slaves for four long years,  and they were much 
changed, but the ir a ltered  circumstances had affected  them different ly.  
 
How could it  be otherwise? the y had accep ted their  lot so d ifferent ly.  
 
Shereen was a mere useless addition to the household to which she 
belonged , showing no aptitude for sewing,  and bu t litt le fo r tend ing the 
children or nursing any one who happened to be ill.  She lived wholly in 
ant icipat ion o f the day that she fe lt  sure was coming to her,  the day 
that Mir iam had p romised. Prosperity was to return to her.  She was to  
go back to  her own people,  she was to  marry well and live comfortably 
and happ ily ever afterwards.  Why interest  herself in a sphere which 
was no t her own, a mere transitory position which was to lead to 
nothing, which would before long be who lly laid aside for ever? But 
how long? that was the one question Shereen asked  herself cont inually,  
indeed, that was her one great interest in life.  How soon was her luck 
to  turn? When was she to get her freedom and make this suitable 
marriage? 
 
With Gul Begum a ll was ver y different.  She was no longer a Hazara in 
thought or hope or aspirat ion.  Had she,  indeed, an aspiration at a ll? If 
she had it  was never formulated  beyond the daily desire to see her 
master  partake of the food she plac ed before him with such care,  
beyond the hope of his approval of some work she had undertaken, 
beyond the longing to see the now almost settled melancholy of his 
expression relieved  fo r a few moments by a smile.  
 
Her spir it ,  her pride,  were still unbroken,  but the old dreams had 
vanished. She filled her thoughts and time with act ive work.  She was a 
slave only in name. The service she rendered  was the service of the 
free,  willing,  bount ifu l,  at t imes even joyous.  Her expression,  too,  had  
changed. Her vo ice was softer ,  it  was sweeter and more refined. She 
lived ver y much apart from the other members of the household ,  who 
generally,  when not otherwise engaged, sat together in groups in the 
children’s room, chatt ing,  and either sewing or preparing fru it for  
preserves,  and sherbets or  vegetables for pickles.  More often st ill,  they 
squatted on the ir heels,  in the shade in the summer,  by the f ire in the 
winter,  with the ir hands before them, doing absolu te ly nothing. Gul 
Begum was genera lly with her master when he was in the house,  
helping him to  arrange his papers or to find  some document that had 
been mislaid by some o f his careless messengers,  wait ing on him while 
he ate,  preparing his room fo r writing or for repose,  spreading his 
prayer-carpet o r fetching the water for his  ablutions.  Then when he was 
out there were his clothes to  look to, and mend , and  make, and air ,  and 
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iron,  for she had  learned the latter  accomplishment,  and was p roud of 
it.  Her mother,  of course,  was p leased  to see the important posit ion 
occupied  by her daughter in so high an offic ia l’s estab lishment and in 
spite of Miriam’s p rophecies,  which had, of course,  been repeated to 
her,  had hope of great things.  No mother in Kabul,  indeed, aspired to  a 
better  posit ion fo r her child than d id the Hazara e xile.  One day, 
however,  she was the bearer of evil t idings.   
 
“Who do you  think I met in the bazaar to -day, Gul Begum?” she asked, 
when she got the gir l a lone.  
 
“Who?” asked the daughter ind ifferent ly.  
 
“Mohamed Jan.” 
 
The gir l f lushed for a moment,  then turned deadly white.  “My God, 
what is he doing here?” she asked .  
 
“He has come to get news o f you. Had he dared he would have s truck 
me in the open street because I told him I knew nothing about you, and 
no more I did. None of us do,  at least,  nothing of your thoughts and  
intent ions.  You know Mohamed  Jan is quite a rich man now, and has 
some sort of offic ial posit ion.  I don’t know what it  is,  but it  is 
something that seems to give him a r ight do domineer over his betters,  
at any rate,  if nothing more.” 
 
“What does he want with me? He must know I am a slave and that he 
cannot cla im me,” the gir l sa id nervously.  “It is not hard  to  guess how 
he got his appointment,  nor yet even what  it  is.  It  is easy enough for a 
man who  is not ashamed to be a traitor to  his country to  make a fo rtune 
in t ime o f war.  It  does not take a c lever man to  do that,  only a rogue,  
and there are plenty of those about.”  
 
“But he is all the more dangerous to us for that,” the e lder woman went 
on,  below her beneath.  “He knows that we  know, no t only of his 
treacher y,  bu t of his humiliat ion that awful night,  and  it  is quite 
possible he knows who secured him his f logging too. Oh, you  have 
made a b itter  enemy there,  my daughter.  I  often wonder if you  will not 
live to repent it .  Moreover,  he has he ard that the sold iers offered  to 
return you  to him, and that you  refused and preferred  imprisonment and 
slaver y to becoming his wife,  and he is furious.  I tell you, as I have 
alwa ys told you, that you should have gone back to  him patient ly,  o r,  
better  stil l, have put up with him from the  first.  Men are all a like,  some 
a litt le better ,  some a litt le worse,  but not worth the choosing between. 
Had you  gone back to him you  would have been a free woman to -day, 
instead of a slave; and in a good  posit ion,  too. I tell you Mohamed Jan 
is a r ich man, while your poor foolish father roams the hills a beggar,  
with a ll his family in s lavery.  Oh, your father may be a ver y f ine man, 
but he is no thing e ither as a husband  or a father!”  
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“Mother,  never ment ion the subject to  me aga in,” Gul Begum said,  
decidedly.  “I wish to hear no  one’s opinion on this subject,  not even 
yours.  I am proud of my father,  I prefer s laver y to a d ishonourable 
marriage,  and I have a r ight to  choose.” 
 
“Oh, I don’t say you are not well off here,  but listen,  Gu l Begum,” and 
the older woman stretched  her head forward till it  nearly touched her 
daughter’ s.  “I am not only concerned about Mohamed Jan,  but am 
gett ing ver y much a larmed as to your fu ture here.  There are rumours 
that the Ameer is looking out for a wife for your Agha, because it  is 
whispered on all sides that he is tr ying to  leave the country.”  
 
“And what is that to me?” the gir l answered proudly,  and even to  the 
anxious mother watching for the slightest sign of emotion,  no tremor, 
no change of co lour,  was apparent.  
 
“How can you be so  indifferent? How can you pretend tha t a wife 
placed over you  would not affect your position,  would no t affect your 
chances o f marr iage with your master.  What is the use of pretending? I 
am not blind,  I  can see which way the stream is running, but you don’t 
seem to  know how to make use of it  to  water your own ground .” 
 
“Mother,  you do not understand ,” was all the gir l said quiet ly.  “Let us 
join the o thers.” 
 
“No, I will not join the others.  I want to know, and I have a r ight to 
know, if there is any chance of your being set on one side,  supplanted,  
degraded .” 
 
“What should degrade me, mother? My master  taking a wife? How can 
that affect me? What have I to do with that?” 
 
“Ah, silly foo l,  are you indeed so ignorant  that you do not know what 
your posit ion would  be with a wife here? To-day you ma y ca ll yourself 
by whatever name your choose,  bu t you are practically mistress of this 
house.  To-morrow, if your master  takes a wife,  you will be the servant, 
the s lave,  your chances for the future all gone.”  
 
Again Gul Begum sighed. “I see,  mother,  we shall no t agree; you  do 
not understand. I only care to keep my present place in my mater’s 
regard.  No wife can affec t that.  He will regard me none the less that he 
will regard  her the more.  Men are not like  women, who, seeing but one 
side of a question,  imagine there can be no other.  Men have the whole 
world to deal with.  Their thoughts,  the ir lives,  are not shu t up in the 
narrow square round which their  house is built .  A man’s heart is like a 
river,  dear mother.  What difference can it  make to the current if here a 
dog quenches it s thirst on it s banks and there a camel? Does it  f low 
less swift ly to it s appo inted end?” 
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“Ah, silly gir l,  who says it  makes any difference to the r iver? There’s 
where you are all wrong. Say, rather,  is not a man’s heart more like the 
sea; the great black water into which the bounteous r ivers f low so 
ungrudgingly,  the sea which rece ives them all bu t gives no thing in 
return,  nay,  hardly designs to no tice them?” 
 
“Aye, so it  is,  mother,” the gir l said sad ly,  “so it  is.  That is Kismet,  
that is God’s law. We have but to obey, as do the r ivers,  and flow on 
and on for ever.” 
 
The e lder woman turned  away impat ient ly.  “You are beyond  all sense 
and reason,” she sa id.  “You have the whole chances of the game in 
your hand, and sheer care lessness and folly rather than ignorance make 
you throw your luck on to another’s lap.  It  was a wretched day for me 
when you were born.”  
 
Gul Begum made no answer,  she seemed to be watching the flight of 
some pigeons overhead, directed and governed by a hand – she could 
not see,  fe lt,  but invis ib le,  that guided them first here,  then there,  now 
far up into the deep blue sky, then down, down out of sight below the 
line that bordered her horizon, the roof of the other s ide o f the harem 
sera i.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XXXII 
 

WITH THE TIDE 
 
 

AFTER that,  for  a time, Halima’s vis it  became much more frequent 
than they had been. S he sought more opportunit ies for speaking with 
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her daughter alone,  and  always left her agitated  or else depressed and 
low spir ited.  Mohamed Jan was evident ly watching all that concerned 
the gir l he claimed as his wife most act ively,  and his only object could 
be revenge. He could want nothing e lse from her now. She could bring 
him no  dowry, and  her father could  help him to nothing in the way o f 
position in these days of his advers ity.  Somet imes after her mother had  
gone,  however,  a sort of reaction would set in,  and the gir l wou ld be 
unusually gay. It  occurred  to her at times that the old lady took 
extrao rdinar y pa ins to harrow her fee lings ,  and  the idea would come to 
her that perhaps she did it  to  try and incite her to make more effort to  
secure her own safet y by obtaining the protection that wou ld 
necessarily be enjo yed by the legally married wife of so high an 
offic ial as was the Chief Secretary,  and this idea tended  to calm and 
comfort her,  by shutt ing out from her mind the reports and messages 
that were brought.  But on the occasion of her mother’s next vis it ,  she 
wou ld again fee l upset and miserab le.  
 
“She does no t understand, poor mother,” the gir l say to herself.  “She 
does no t realise what my Agha is,  how far  above an ordinary gir l l ike 
me.” By which it  will be seen that Gul Begum had learnt true love’s 
first most invariable and most remarkable lesson. She had learnt 
humilit y.  
 
“She thinks he is just like any other everyday man, given to pleasures 
and luxuries and money earning. She knows nothing o f his plans fo r the 
education and  general amelioration of the cond ition of the peop le – 
nothing of his schemes for this poor,  wretched country.  She does not 
even know, as m y Agha does,  that it  is a wretched country.  She does 
not know that he never thinks of himself,  is alwa ys arranging and 
thinking fo r others,  p lanning to get this man out of some diff icult y,  or  
that one some better post or pay; that he is,  indeed, a living saint who 
has eschewed a ll earthly desires,  and lives only for his God and to 
benefit  the human race.” 
 
Thus mused this wild mountain gir l,  idealis ing the object of  her 
dreams, o f her deep, undying se lf sacrif icing love,  as many another,  
and far sha llower nature,  idealises ever y da y, not appreciat ing in the 
least,  in the case o f her belo ved , the ver y mixed motives by which even 
the best of us are influenced . Nor could she in the least have 
understood the ambit ion,  the actua l craving for popu larity and fame, 
that formed so  prominent a feature o f the Chief Secretary’s character .  
What did she know of the wide world ,  and the repu tation that it  is 
possible fo r the very few to  gain it ,  o r o f the intoxicat ing joy of being 
the ido l o f the hour? Neither did  she understand the exact cause o f his 
constant rest lessness and uneasiness – though sometimes when he came 
home irr itable and dissat isf ied ,  instead of b right and  gay as he had 
done when she f irst knew him, he would tell her he was in trouble,  and 
that he had  many enemies.  
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“My father sa ys that those who  are great and good must always have 
enemies during their  lifet ime,” she would answer.  “It is only after  they 
are dead, and there is no longer any cause for jealousy,  that men 
remember their  good  deeds,  and would  recall them if the y could.  You 
must not no tice these harp ies.” And her innocent f latter y would  soo the 
and comfort him.  
 
More often,  though, she would just keep s ilent,  merely answering with 
a s igh or gesture that meant quite as much as words – more perhaps.  
Then, knee ling down beside him, she would massage his shoulders and 
head in the regular o riental fashion, as he sat wait ing fo r a meal or  for 
the answer to some message he had  sent.  At o ther times she would  
simply remain s itting in the room where he was writ ing,  wait ing to do 
his b idding, a silent f igure ant icipating his wants a lmost befo re he fe lt  
them himself.  Yet he hardly seemed to notice her – this gir l on whom 
so much of the comfort of his daily life depended.  
 
“She is m y slave,” he wou ld have said,  had any one spoken to him 
abou t it,  “that is her duty.” So  he received all,  and gave nothing in 
return.  
 
One day Halima came in with a special budget of news. She had met 
Mohamed  Jan in the melon market,  and he  had  asked her just to step 
into his house,  which was quite c lose.  “I tell you, my dear child,  his 
house is near ly as good as Agha’s; not so well fu rnished, of course – 
where would he get the carpets from? and shawls,  and  curtains,  and 
suck like? But he has f ine rooms, and what any reasonable person 
would call plent y o f everything. He has his old  mother there too,  and  
his s ister  and her husband – quite a family party – and then there are 
servants and  slaves in plent y.” 
 
“Hazara s laves?” the gir l asked, interrupting suddenly.  
 
“Of course,  Hazara s laves,  the town st ill teems with them, s laves of all 
sorts and  ranks.  Why, you can buy a s lave  now for next to  nothing, but 
they say the Ameer gave Mohamed  Jan his slaves,  and  has offered  his 
an Afghan wife –  a member of his own tr ibe.” 
 
“Indeed?” the gir l answered sarcast ically.  “A Hazara,  with Hazara 
slaves! What I sa id the other day,  then,  proves to be perfect ly true.  It  is 
very easy for a traitor  to prosper.”  
 
“Well,  traitor  or  no traito r,  he has known how to prosper where others 
have been ruined, and I don’t suppose the Hazara nat ion is one bit the 
worse off to-day for his treacher y than it  wou ld have been withou t it .  
Had he, like your father,  given up  everything for what  he is p leased  to  
call patr iotism, not one of us would have been one bit the better  off,  
and he would be all the worse. So where is he to  b lame?”  
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“Quite true,  mother,” the gir l said quiet ly.  “I don’t suppose any one 
would deny that; but what did he want you for? Why did he ask you  to 
his house?” 
 
“Oh, I think he wanted  to show me how he lived – his f ine rooms, his 
bedd ing, his Russian tea-service,  as he calls it ,  and  his servants and 
household generally.  He seemed very much pleased with himself,  and 
anxious,  I think,  that you should know about it .  Perhaps he thinks it  
may make you anxious to return to him.” The gir l shivered.  “He said 
so,  in fact,  or  as good as said so.  ‘Look here,  mother,’  he sa id,  ‘I have 
a home here for Gu l Begum. If she will but retu rn,  I am st ill wait ing to 
rece ive her,  in sp ite of the cruelt y with which she has treated me, but 
she must get her freedom from her master,  now, at once.  Mind , I am 
not going to wait long. If she does not come to me soon, I will f ind 
means of making her,  and those means,  I can tell you, won’t be 
particular ly agreeab le to her,  I shou ld imagine.  I know how I can get 
her,  no matter how high the posit ion of the offic ial who owns her.  This 
is a country where a man, who  is willing to help a ne ighbour to r id 
himself of an enemy, can easily make powerfu l fr iends,  and I know Gul 
Begum’s master’s enemies.  The y are good pay master s,  too,  and not 
over scrupu lous.  They have many agents throughout the country,  and 
spies in nearly every household – women as well as men. Let the Chief 
Secretar y beware.  If Gul Begum is only to  be had by accomplishing her 
master’ s downfall,  then he must fa ll.  That  is no concern of mine.  What 
I want is the wife that I have chosen, and I mean to have her.  Let her 
come to me of her own accord,  and I will receive her and give her a 
place of honour.  Let her give me the trouble and  danger of forcing her,  
and when I have go t her in my power’ – his face turned  ashy pa le when 
he said this,  Gul Begum – ‘let her give me the trouble and danger of 
fo rcing her,  and I will tear  her to  pieces,  limb from limb, when I have 
got her.  And the gett ing of her will not be so  hard.  I am not talking o f 
what has not been done befo re,  and  of what I have not p lanned. If you 
have any influence with your daughter,  warn her; befo re long it  will be 
too late and  beyond my power to stop.”  
 
“But,  mother,  what can that jackal do to  hurt my master? Agha stands 
far  above him and  out of his reach, like a very elephant in the forest.”  
 
“True,  my daughter, true,  but your elephant is s ick and wounded, and 
he has lost much of his power.  It  then becomes your jacka l’s business 
to  lead  his master ,  the tiger,  to  find a supper,  and what avail s ize,  and a 
strength that has vanished, when the tiger’s claws are deep in his 
str icken foe? That is the true posit ion,  gir l.  This jackal can do  litt le 
enough himself, but he has powerful masters who know how to  str ike,  
and where.  It  seems to me quite clear that to secure your own posit ion,  
you must make some sort of effort somewhere.”  
 
“Mother,  that man has been deceiving you ,” the gir l said  quietly.  “He 
would like to get me in his power that he may crush me, that he may 
tear me limb from limb as he has said.  It  he can get me easily b y my 
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going to  him of my own accord, so much the better  for him, it  would 
save him both time and trouble,  but I would in no wise a lter  his 
treatment of me. I know that man. You must remember I have lived 
with him. Take care that he does not make use of you to  get 
informat ion out of you: that seems to me to be the meaning of this 
invitat ion of his house.  This is a country where a son is emplo yed to 
spy on his father,  a mother against her daughter.  Take care what you 
say when you meet him. I don’t like your having any dealings with that 
man at all.  Sometimes I think that it  has been through you  that he ever 
found out when I lived.  What did  you te ll him the firs t t ime you ever 
saw him? Will you  try and remember,  mother?” 
 
“I told him absolute ly nothing excep t that  you were with a man who 
was well ab le to take care of you. He had not the s lightest idea who  it  
was,” Halima said,  much offended.  
 
“Walk here with me? Why, he has harshly designed to speak with me 
when he has met me till I saw him in the melon market.  You have no 
idea what he thinks of himself now. He does not care to be seen 
speaking to a slave.  I can tell you he is far  too grand a man. There are 
plent y of peop le who could tell him where my daughter lives.  I have 
made no  secret of that – why should I? – nor of your position here.” 
 
The gir l turned ver y pale.  It  had been easy enough indeed for Mohamed 
Jan to trace her when once he had met her  mother.  Any gossip with 
whom she dealt in the bazaar cou ld have told him that the old woman’s 
daughter was the Chief Secretary’s s lave.  Of what e lse besides might 
she not have boasted? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XXXIII 
 

“REJECTED” 
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“WHAT’S the matter  with you  to-day, Gul Begum? First you hand me 
my hat without my sku ll cap ,  and now you  are putting the r ight boot on 
to  the left foot,  and I am in a hurry and nearly distracted  with 
business.” 
 
It  was the Chief Secretar y who was speaking, but an old fr iend would 
hardly have recognised the queru lous peevish tones,  so unlike were 
they to  the confident calm of the o ld happy da ys.  
 
“Fool! now you’re running the tag into my very flesh,” an he bent 
down and gave the gir l a smart rap  on the side of the head .  
 
“Forgive me, Agha,” she sa id,  “I am very so rry,  but I am indeed not 
myself to-day. I have had bad  news and feel sick and anxious.” She 
placed her hand over her heart and  drew a long breath as though she 
almost doubted  her powers to produce it .  
 
“Bad news? What do  you mean by bad news? Speak, gir l,  what is 
wrong?” 
 
“For some time past I have been hearing rumours,  Agha, rumours of 
your being ou t of favour,  of another’s being given your post,  o f 
possible imprisonment,  perhaps worse than that even, God knows.”  
 
“Who b rings this gossip inside these walls? What miscreant have you 
been talking to? What r ight have you to listen to such tales?” he asked  
angr ily.  
 
“Agha, I have proofs; be warned  in t ime. I t  is my mother who has 
brought the news, she does it  for  your good , do no t close your ears and 
refuse to listen.  Agha, you are in danger.”  
 
The Chief Secretary looked down at the knee ling gir l,  whose implo ring 
eyes were fast f illing with tears.  “Listen,  Agha, and  I too  am in danger,  
but what of that?” 
 
“How’s that?” he asked .  
 
“Mohamed Jan can never cease hat ing me.  That is impossible.  He has 
had too good cause,  and now he is only wait ing an opportunit y to take 
his revenge on me. He knows I am your s lave,  and that as long as I am 
with you I am safe,  but he has found out what you have yourself often 
to ld me, that the head of the police is one o f your worst enemies.  He 
has therefo re been to him, has accepted  a bribe from him, and has 
sworn never to rest ti l l he has convinced the Ameer of your dislo yalt y 
to  the Government.  Helas! Agha, he has heard of my poor father’s vis it  
here,  and has found some means of making cap ital out of that too.  His 
intent ion is f ir st to accomplish your destruction,  and then to demand 
me from the Ameer in return for the service o f d iscover ing to him your 
supposed treachery,  that he may punish me fo r hat ing him by tear ing 
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and hacking me limb  from limb. I know him, and he will do it .  He 
knows he cannot get at me except through you, and  so he has swo rn to 
compass your ruin f irst.”  
 
The Chief Secretary sa id nothing, but gazed through the window into 
space,  reviewing matters in his own mind .  
 
“Agha, what am I to do?” the gir l went on after  a pause.  “Would it  not 
be better  for me to  leave you? Had you no t better give me my freedom 
and let me go? Or – pardon me if I offend you – will you not trust 
yourself to me? You are out of favour with the Ameer you are no t well 
–  you want to return to your father’s house,  and yet you  cannot get 
leave.  Why not escape,  Agha? Why not f ly the country now you  are 
free,  and can easily do it .  Why wait until i t  is too late – till the prison 
walls with a guarding sentry block your exit? To-day you  are free! God 
only knows how long you  will remain so.  This is the country of deat h 
and destruction,  o f intr igue and treachery,  and  secret assassinat ion.  
Why not f ly?” 
 
She had grown more and more eager,  and befo re she uttered the last 
few words hard r isen and shut the window lest the almost inaud ible 
whisper,  in which alone she had dared trust herself to speak, should be 
carried b y the treacherous winds to the ear of the man of whom she 
stood in so much dread.  
 
“This is terr ible news, indeed,” her master  said at last.  “The ver y fact 
that I have kept your father’s visit  here so  secret,  now it has come out 
will tell against me. The rea l reason will never be believed. I shall be 
accused of intr igu ing with the Hazaras,  and  any litt le contretemps that 
has occurred will be attribu ted to me. I am indeed lost,  and all through 
you, black-faced  one.  I have had nothing but ill luck ever s ince you 
came to me,” and  the wretched man bowed his head upon his hand and 
wept.  
 
Cu t to the qu ick,  wondered and rose,  it  was now the gir l’s turn to be 
strong. “Agha, Agha,” she persisted,  “you have st ill a chance.  You 
know the road in ever y d irect ion for fift y miles round Kabul,  and you 
would pass respected ever ywhere at present.  Escape to  the front ier 
while there is ye t t ime. Thence I can take you to  the Hazara country,  
where I know ever y stone on the hillsides,  and where my father and I 
can hide you among the caves and boulders until we can escape from 
there too,  and  make our way to India.”  
 
The Chief Secretary looked up. “Give me my st ick,” he sa id,  “I must be 
off on the track of these wolves.  I will remember what you  have said,  
and will think o f how best I can act,  bu t I cannot take you  with me. I 
must go alone.  The fact of my having a woman with me would  betray 
me at once.” 
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The gir l’s face fell.  “Agha, would you leave me to  the torn in pieces by 
Mohamed  Jan? m y wretched bod y thrown to the dogs and jackals to be 
their  food? Oh, Agha, I had not thought –“ 
 
“Ah, you  make my safet y the excuse because you want to fly yourself,” 
he said,  cruelly wounding the woman who would have given her life for 
him in his bitterness and disappointment.  “I might have known as 
much. Here,  give me my st ick.”  
 
“Agha, I am no t afra id,  only fly and  leave  me to my fate.  The good  God 
above can protect me if He will.  He has protected me thereto fo re; but 
make the arrangements to -day, Agha. Who will you find for a guide? 
Who can you trust?” Ah! there she had  touched the real question at 
stake,  who could he trust? He turned  and  looked at her.  
 
“In man’s c lothes no  one could  tell I was a woman I am taller than 
most Hazara men; I am as ta ll as you , Agha. I can load and fire a r if le 
as well as any,” and  she shivered.  “If I were put to it ,  I cou ld use a 
knife.  I know nothing o f fear.  I d read only two things on earth –  your 
disgrace,  and my capture by Mohamed Jan; but I swear that I wou ld 
face the latter  if I were bu t sure that you were far  out of reach of your 
enemies,  in a country where there is just ice and  right,  instead o f 
intr igues,  false witnesses,  and bribes.” She shivered again.  “Ah, su rely 
God has put His curse on this country for ever and  ever.  You may 
str ive for it  as you will,  but it  can never be great again.  It  must fall 
among the nat ions o f the world ,  because it  reeks with wrongs and 
cruelt ies,  and the blood  of those who have been murdered must cry 
aloud  for vengeance.” 
 
“Hush, gir l,” her master  sa id,  “think what you will be s ilent and seem 
gay. Don’t let your face look sad,  or  your e yes tear -stained before your 
companions.  God  knows what sp ies there may be in m y own household.  
Sardaro is of the royal tr ibe,  though of a poor and lowly b ranch, and  I 
have thought I have caught Gulsum trying to listen at the doors at 
times.  Hark! What is that?”  
 
“It is bu t the cat lapp ing up  the milk that I upset when I brought in 
your tea this morning,” the gir l said ,  smiling and without the s lightest 
contempt for the man who offered her no ass istance in her trouble,  
while showing such evident concern about himself.  Bu t she did not 
despise him whatever others might have done.  She thought of him only 
as he had been years ago, before all these troubles had  come o n him; 
when he had  been full of thought and care  for others as well as fo r 
himself.  What could she see in him that was not as it  should  have been? 
She loved him, she knew that now, her eyes had been opened within the 
last few da ys,  these days of anxiet y and distress,  during which she had 
had those constant vis its from her mother,  visits which had brought her 
nothing but ill t idings,  and which da y b y day had p lunged her deeper 
and deeper into such an abyss of despair  that at length her lips had 
become unlocked , and  she had been forced to appeal to her master .  
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She looked  up; he had  gone out qu iet ly and had slipped noiseless ly 
from the house without another word.  Then she threw herse lf down on 
the ground where the prayer carpet she had spread still lay.  “M y Go d , 
my God,” she murmured, “save him, save him. What am I,  and who  am 
I,  that he should take me with him? Place a gu ide within his reach, 
straighten his path,  smooth his way and do with me according to Thy 
good pleasure.  I am bu t dross.  Spare him,” and after  a t ime, exhausted,  
she fell as leep,  she had hard ly closed  her eyes all night.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XXXIV 
 

A SPY 
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A GENTLE kick,  rather a st irr ing with a foot,  awoke her.  
 
“What are you sleeping here fo r,  Gul Begum, and what’s the matter? 
You’ve been crying.” It  was Gulsum who spoke.  
 
“Crying? Why should I cry?” the ha lf-unconsc ious gir l answered 
thought lessly,  not knowing that denial was worse than useless,  for  no 
looking-glass had revealed the piteous condit ion o f her whole face,  a nd 
she was st ill sleepy to  be conscious of the  discomfort caused  by the 
swelling.  
 
“Don’t tell me you’ve not been cr ying. I have eyes,” Gulsum retorted 
viciously.  “You must have been cr ying for hours,  and then have fa llen 
as leep .  It’s past mid-day, and you ’ve had no  food.” 
 
“Nam-e-Khuda! What have I been thinking of?” Gul Begum said ,  
springing to her feet.  
 
“Your troubles,  I should think,” Gulsum reto rted, as she turned away 
with a sneer.  
 
Gul Begum was now wide awake, and suddenly realised that she must 
be on her guard if she would disarm the suspicion with which she at 
once felt  herself surrounded. She ca lled her companion back.  
 
“Gulsum, say nothing about my tears and troubles,” she pleaded, “I 
ask,  I pray you. I am but a slave who should  have no feelings,  of 
course,  bu t sometimes I am a fool and  fo rget.  Perhaps,  like the rest,  
you envy me and think me favoured because I wait on Agha, and 
because I seem more trusted than you o thers are.  Ah! You do not know 
– I could  tell you  many things,  but I try to  keep  silent,  it  is my duty.  I 
have never asked you  fo r sympathy, you do not even know I need it .  
Even now I only speak because you have seen m y sorrow. Do not make 
a lau ghing-stock of me before the others.  Keep my secret; do not let 
them know I have been weeping.” 
 
“What do you  mean, Gul Begum? Explain yourself,” the litt le spy sa id 
sympathet ica lly,  “te ll me what are your troubles.  Any one can see that 
you are distressed ,  and yet you seem to us to have a ll that life can give.  
Sometimes,  I admit,  I have envied you.” Her tones were kind and 
earnest,  as though she sought confidence that she might give comfort,  
but she had some one more wily than herself to deal with.  
 
“I cannot speak even to  you, Gulsum, who are my companion in 
slaver y,” Gul Begum said  sadly; “you are only a gir l,  how can you 
understand? 
 
Besides,  my secrets are not altogether my own, they are my master’s,  
and he bears a good name. I must not cast a slur  on it.”  
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“I may be only a gir l,  and to you I may seem unworthy o f confidence,  
but I understand more than you think,  and though I have not said so ,  I 
have long noticed tha t you are troubled,  and have gr iefs and  anxiet ies 
of which you  do no t speak. Te ll me abou t them; can I do nothing to 
relieve you.” 
 
“You could,  you could,” Gul Begum said eager ly,  “b ut there,  you 
won’t,  so what’ s the good of my asking? none of you will.  It  all falls 
on me – ever ything. Even Sardaro  has given up every one o f her duties.  
I have the whole weight to bear alone.  This constant service is too  
much for me. I cannot remember everything. I canno t do ever ything, 
and then I get curses and  abuse,  and this morning it  even went so far as 
blows.” The gir l put her hand on her heart  as she spoke, and  a look of 
agony passed across her face.  
 
“That was an insult indeed, and how incredible !” Gulsum murmured. 
“We thought things were so  different,  that you were so highly 
favoured, perhaps even loved.”  
 
A look of triumph succeeded the look of pain.  It  had  been like the 
thrust of a knife to speak so of her master ,  her beloved, bu t her ob ject 
was achieved, Gulsum had been drawn off  the track.  It  had been worth 
it.  Her master  could  not escape una ided. Who, was to help him, if not 
she? and to help him effectually none must know or suspect her love 
fo r him; that would  be fata l indeed. Rather let it  be thought that she 
feared  him, and cher ished a secret hatred for him which she dared not 
show. 
 
Gulsum was mollified.  In the f irst p lace,  she had got some news for an 
employer who paid her well for  the litt le she could tell him, and in the 
second  place she had now something to gossip  about in the house.  The y 
had all been deceived then. There was no attachment between her 
master  and the Hazara beauty.  It  cou ld not be for her sake that he was 
refusing the handsomest and  richest gir ls in Kabul.  There must be some 
other reaso n. What could it  be? One thing was all r ight,  she felt  sure,  
Gul Begum d id not suspect her; on the contrar y,  she had her 
confidence,  she could work that,  by being very sympathet ic and 
helpful.  The head slave would never accept her o ffers of  he lp,  she was 
thankfu l fo r that knowledge, but she could at least proffer  them; and  as 
to  her master ! What was he to her? What had  he ever done for her? 
Called her a laz y good-for-nothing, to ld her no t to  dare to  appear 
before him, as it  made him sick to look at such a s latternly object.  She 
certainly owed him no duty beyond the work that was thrust on her.  
She had herse lf and her own interests to  look after ,  and Mohamed  Jan 
had promised her jewels,  pearl ear  ornaments.  She would r isk a good 
deal to  get those.  Her tombons (full Turkish trousers)  were soiled ,  she 
had not washed them for a month.  Her peran was torn,  she was the most 
untid y girl in her master’ s establishment – bu t she longed for pearl ear 
pendants.  She would never have dared to wear them before her 
companions,  lest inquir ies should be made as to where she go t them; 
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and she had  no reasonab le hope of ever getting her freedom, and so 
being able to wear them elsewhere; but common sense and power o f 
reasoning fo rmed no part of Gulsum’s character,  o r  o f that of most 
Afghan s laves; she only felt  she would like to have pearl earrings.  
 
The consequences to others of her e ffo rts to get them, the trouble she 
wou ld herself get into if it  were ever d iscovered that she had  b ribed the 
porter  to let her slip out just for  a minute to see a fr iend in the next 
house,  and had instead spoken with a man for ten minutes,  in the lane 
round the co rner,  had  never crossed her mind. Hers was a limited 
horizon, nor had she reckoned that her companion, during her four 
years of s lavery,  had learnt something o f harem intrigue too,  and  was 
prepared to meet her on her own ground.  
 
“Have you heard that Agha’s sa is (groom), has been put in prison by 
the Ameer’s orders?” Gulsum asked one day, after  co nsider ing how 
much of her informat ion in wou ld be p rudent fo r her to divu lge in o rder 
to  gain more.  
 
“Khuda - a -  a!” excla imed  Gul Begum, in well-affected  surprise,  
having heard all about it  from her master,  “and  what is that for?” 
 
“I tell you  Agha is in ser ious trouble.  His enemies are p ress ing round 
him. So, to  get some informat ion as to the ir movements,  he sent Abdul 
Raoof to see how the land lay,  and  gather what information he could  
from the servants at the police office.  They, however,  were too smart 
fo r him, and reported his being there,  spying into the ir  affa irs,  to  the 
Ameer.  The Ameer sent for Abdul Raoof,  who swore he had no t been at 
the office five minutes,  and  had  asked  no questio ns.  Of course,  fift y 
witnesses were produced, who all swore to his having been there for 
hours,  and  of all he said  and  did there.  Have you heard nothing about 
it? I should have thought Agha would have to ld you  all about it .”  
 
“There is where you make such mistakes,  Gu lsum,” the elder gir l had 
remarked qu iet ly.  “ I te ll you I only seem to  you  to  hold a posit ion of 
confidence.  I know nothing, how should  I? Where do you get your 
informat ion? I should like to know those things too.  The y may effect 
my chances of a change as well as yours.”  
 
Sardaro and her companions were surprised  at the sudden int imac y that  
had sprung up between the proud Hazara gir l,  who hardly held  the 
position of slave in the household ,  and  the untidy litt le drudge whose 
chief work consisted in cleaning the kitchen utensils,  and looking after  
the hens,  and  at the amount of gossip she now brought into the harem.  
 
“Gul Begum is teaching me to write,” she had said  to  Sardaro when she 
had been questioned on the subject.  “Agha says ever y woman ought to 
be able to write,  and I am going to  marry some day – a Mirza (wr iter) ,  
perhaps,  so I want to be ab le to write.” 
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“Learn to comb your hair  and to keep your na ils t idy,” Sardaro  had  
answered peevishly.  She could not write herse lf and saw no sense in 
women in learning men’s accomplishments.  
 
Some one else outside the harem was surprised too. Mohamed Jan 
learnt for the firs t t ime that Gul Begum had no chance of ever 
becoming anything more to her master  than she then was.  That she was,  
indeed, unhapp y in her present posit ion,  and was merely wait ing for the 
Ameer to commence his promised concessions to the Hazaras to place 
an appeal befo re him. She had had enough of slaver y and was read y to 
return to her duties and her husband. It  certainly struck Mohamed  Jan 
as odd, knowing the Viz ier’s daughter as he did ,  but Gulsum was no 
fr iend of Gul Begum’s,  and had  found  these things out by p retend ing to 
sympathise with her.  She had thought quite different ly unt il the day she 
had caught her weeping, and had succeeded  in surp ris ing her into 
betraying her secret.  No doub t the beau ty’s pride had  got broken at 
last;  nothing like slavery for humiliat ing and  subduing a high-spir ited,  
haught y woman! And no fear of her forgetting her lesson when he got 
hold of her aga in,  as he most assu redly would do,  now she was 
determined  on appealing to the Ameer. He would  show her her place 
and keep her there.  He would marry another and a younger wife,  and 
Gul Begum shou ld be her servant and do her b idding, and if she would  
not,  he wou ld know how to punish her.  That was a f inal idea! How the 
Vizier’s daughter would  resent it .  Mohamed Jan rubbed his hands 
together and  gr inned, as only a Hazara can.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XXXV 
 

THE PLOT 
 
 

SHE was sitt ing b y the window looking at  the b lank wall opposite.  Gul 
Begum was idle,  at least her hands were lying list less ly in her lap,  only 
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her brain was act ive.  She was reviewing her past,  and wondering 
wherein lay the failu re of her life.  In herself,  or  in her fate? 
 
Was there no t,  perhaps,  after  all,  something in the star s that shed a 
blessing or a curse on those born under them? Her father had  taught her 
that man makes his own dest iny.  Had her father,  her sp lendid,  her 
heroic father,  made his destiny? –  he,  now a fugit ive,  a wanderer,  
deprived of home, and wife,  and child ,  or  had  some cruel star  put an 
irremed iable curse on him in the hour of his bir th,  and was he merely 
working out the dest iny imposed upon him – a destiny over which he 
had no power? 
 
She knew nothing of the o ffers that had been made him – offers that 
wou ld probably have given him the posit ion of governor in his own 
beloved country,  that would have put within his reach such a home as 
had not been seen in Hazara for centuries,  at any rate.  She knew 
nothing of the hour of his temptat ion – nothing of what might have 
been – and if she had, she would still have wondered.  
 
She knew all about Paradise,  and what it  offered .  Her father had often 
spoken of that land of bliss,  bu t to  be quite truthful it  attracted her but 
lit t le,  she looked forward to it  with no eager longing. She was young, 
and strong, and bold,  and daring,  and the women of her fa ther’s 
Paradise had but litt le in common with her.  It  seemed a plac id but a 
poor end to a life such as hers had been, though she had  never ventured 
to  even whisper such thoughts as these to any one.  
 
No one had ever suggested to her,  and her  intuit ion had not taught her,  
that her life had been worth living,  and  that she was being d isciplined 
in a hard schoo l,  taught b y an unrelent ing master ,  just because she was 
strong and b rave,  and could  bear it;  and that beyond, somewhere,  
somehow –  God  only knows – she would reap the results of her pain.  
 
Quite unbidden, the tears stared into her eyes,  f looded them, and then 
fe ll upon the hands that la y in her lap.  Miriam’s words came back to  
her as she sat there,  “Rejected – a p risoner – a slave.” It  had all turned 
out true,  though she had  despised the cu rs ing o ld gipsy,  and had not 
believed a word she had sa id,  but it  had been true,  ever y word of it .  
And  what had she said that day in the harem when the old hag had 
come round with the monke ys and the bears –  she could hard ly 
remember,  for  she had fainted,  bu t surely there had been something 
abou t a shot – a knife.  Again she shivered as she had done years 
before,  when she had heard the fir st curse,  and again she p laced her 
hand  upon her heart,  as though to st ill i ts beat ing.  Why had  she been 
called into existence it  this was to be her all –  this crippled life, where 
even her ver y offers of services were rejected? No one wanted her,  no 
one but her father,  and he,  poor darling,  cou ld  not have her.  
 
And  then her thoughts turned towards her home again,  her old peaceful,  
happ y home among the hills,  and the days when she had spent her time 
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tending the great gent le cows and oxen, the sheep and  the camels –  
discontented,  refractory creatures tha t they were. She thought o f the 
litt le sister  that She had pared from with such a pang, and thanked  God 
from her heart that He had taken her.  What wou ld have become of her 
had she lived to reach her destinat ion? Where wou ld she have been 
now? It was impossible to tell.  She preferred  to think o f her in the 
grave on the hillside in the country that might now be incorporated  
with Afghanistan,  but which st ill seemed d ifferent to the poor exile,  
because it  was the home of her bir th and of her ancestors.  
 
Of Fatma she had often heard,  she was quite  happ y. She was a gir l who  
had never asked much of life,  and who had  not fretted  over her loss of 
libert y.  She was a slave st ill,  but a favourite,  and had a son, which 
gave her a certa in posit ion in her master’s  househo ld,  quite enough to  
satisfy her.  But still Gul Begum was glad the litt le s ister  she had loved 
so dearly had not shared that fate.  A s lave’s life in Kabu l was no t 
necessarily an unhappy one – the gir l knew that.  On the contrar y,  in a 
small house,  if the wife were old she o ften had a much bette r time than 
her mistress – more freedom, better  treatment,  and less responsibilit y.  
In a large estab lishment where there were many wives,  it  depended 
very much on the gir l herse lf what her posit ion would be. She might be 
a wretched, s latternly d rudge like Gulsum, hustled  hither and thither at 
every one’s beck and call,  or  she might be the attendant of the chief 
wife,  and as such, if the lady were laz y and apathetic,  as most great 
Afghan lad ies are,  would hold almost the same posit ion that Gu l 
Begum herself occupied.  These things depended very much on luck,  but 
a good deal on the gir l herself.  
 
She wondered how it had fared with her brother,  the one she had helped 
to  save the night she had been inspired in that strange dream about the 
fire.  Did he ever think of her or remember her? How cou ld he? He had 
been such a child  at the t ime, and it  was now four long years since the y 
had been parted. “Only m y father can miss me much,” she thought,  
“and if I were with him I might even be a burden to him now he has no 
home!” 
 
The wasps and hornets droned in dozens in the room where the gir l sa t 
thinking, and swooped round her head  in circles.  She cast her eye up 
towards the ce iling.  There were one,  two , three nests hanging from it,  
and another just begu n. “I am gett ing ver y careless about my work,” 
she sa id to herse lf.  “Bu t how can one work when one is in such miser y 
and anxiet y.  Oh, Agha, Agha,” she groaned, “how is this all to  end? 
What is to become of you , and  what is to become of me? What sha ll we 
do? What is the use o f our closing our eyes and deceiving ourselves? It  
cannot be long now before the plans are hatched, the net woven that is 
to  ensnare you , and what will that mean to me?” She shivered as she 
alwa ys d id when she thought of Mohamed Jan.  
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A light hurried footstep on the pavement by the porter’s lodge roused 
her.  The sound came quickly in her direct ion,  and  she stood up  
prepared to receive her master .  
 
“Gul Begum, I am in danger,” he whispered the moment that he had 
entered the room. “The po lice have got ho ld of a paper that was given 
to  me in the str ictest confidence by the Ameer.  A paper from – ah,  
well,  never mind what is in it ,  but they declare it  has been secreted 
from the Br it ish Agency by one of the ir spies,  and that I must have 
sold  it  to  the English – betrayed my master – turned traito r! But I have 
the paper here,  the one he gave me. I saw it  only yesterday, I am 
certain of it –  I had it  in m y hand.” 
 
The Chief Secretary was ashy pale,  his hands trembled ,  and  somehow 
he looked  old,  and posit ively as though he had shrunk – as though his 
clothes had been made for another and a stouter man. He went towards 
the curious, square,  four-legged trunk – the yachdan in which his 
important papers were kept under lock and seal –  and tr ied to open it ,  
but somehow neither  fastening seemed to obey his eager f ingers.  “Give 
me a knife,” he said ,  “that I may cut the str ing.  Quick,  gir l,  are you 
asleep? Cut the sea l off,  and help me to unfasten that box.”  
 
Gul Begum advanced, pale,  but firm and qu iet.  She had  fetched a 
second  key from the she lf under the Koran, and without a word had 
tu rned it  in the lock and raised the lid.  
 
“Give me the bund le on the top,” her master  sa id excited ly,  “yes,  that 
one,  the one in the red handkerchief.” The colour was coming back into 
his face a litt le.  “Unt ie it ,” he said,  and then he smiled.  Yes,  there was 
the paper safe enough, just where he had left it  the night before.  Bu t 
whence,  then,  came that other paper that he had  seen in his master’ s 
hand? There had been bu t one o riginal letter , that sent by a Border 
Chief to the Ameer making certain proposals.  Who had made that copy? 
It was a most skilful forger y,  c lever ly designed to overthrow him and 
to  bring him to the gallows. His enemies were indeed  active and had 
laid the ir p lans well,  but he had  the original quite safe ly.  He would go  
straight to the Ameer with it;  he would scatter  his enemies.  
 
His whole appearance changed, as surely only that of Easterns can do 
in so  short of time. His carriage became erect aga in as usual,  his colour 
returned , his ver y clo thes sat different ly on him.  
 
“Just give me a b rush down,” he said to the gir l who stood beside him, 
more composedly,  she thought,  than she had  heard him speak for 
weeks.  “Now we will see who is for the gallows. We sha ll see whether 
God protects His own servant who waits on Him cont inually,  or  
whether these carrion crows, these pariahs,  are to tr iumph over me and 
overthrow me. Hark! there is the Muezzin.  It  is p rayer t ime, Gu l 
Begum. Bring me some water and spread  my p rayer carpet.  In God’s 
strength I sha ll overcome all my diff icult ies.” 
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Something, perhaps the soothing effect of his prayers,  perhaps faith in 
his master ,  in whose desire to  be just he had absolute confidence,  
perhaps the possession of the paper he had been afra id must have been 
stolen from him, killed in him for a moment the melancho ly and 
depression,  the nervous irr itab ilit y that had so taken possession of him 
of late years,  as to change his who le mien and bearing.  He was a 
courtier again,  a chief,  a leader of men.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XXXVI 
 

FACING HIS ACCUSERS 
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THERE was defiance in the Chief Secretary’s ver y carr iage as he 
entered the Court. He spoke to no one,  took no notice of the head of 
the po lice as he passed him by the door,  and  marched straight to  the 
entrance o f the presence chamber.  In the morning a casual observer,  
knowing nothing o f him, would have pronounced him a cr iminal; as he 
stood now in the anteroom, erect and fearless,  his ver y att itude deno ted 
innocence.  
 
The door opened to  let some one ou t,  and the Chief Secretar y stood 
before his master  as of old.  The Ameer looked  up surprised.  So astute 
an observer and reader of character  could  not fail to  observe the 
change.  
 
“You have retu rned,” he said .  “You have p repared your defence.  I will 
summon your accusers.”  
 
The officia l drew himself up and his eyes flashed fire.  
 
“Your Majest y,” he said ,  “I have no  defence to make. I will answer no 
accusers.  From my boyhood I have served you faithfully.  From my fir st 
entrance into  your Court I have loved you. Now I appeal to you. Point 
out the man who has served  you as I have served you. Twice – it  is a 
long t ime ago – but twice I have saved you from danger,  perhaps from 
death.  I ll-health and over-work have combined to alter  me so that I 
hardly know myself.  I am list less and dull,  unnerved . Your Majest y has 
not understood my depression. I have shunned my fr iends.  I have 
behaved like one with a burden on his mind , like a cr imina l if you will;  
perhaps I have almost looked like one,  but God is my witness that 
never have I toiled more arduously in your service,  never since I have 
been in this country have I more right to appeal to you  fo r p ro tection 
aga inst m y enemies.”  
 
The Ameer held  up his hand to command  silence and opportunity to 
speak. “What you say is all true,” he sa id. “You have served me long 
and well.  You have been unsparing of your time and energy, but you  
are only morta l. You have yourself told me that you wish to return to 
your own country,  you country which is ruled  by a nat ion which,  while 
calling itself my friend, keeps the mouths o f its cannon pointed at my 
cap ital.  For months I have heard that you have been seeking an 
appo intment among these strange fr iends o f mine,  that you have been 
in correspondence with your relat ions on the subject.  That one of them 
has vis ited you and  even endeavoured to allu re you  from my service.  I 
myself know. He himself spoke to  me on the sub ject.  A paper of litt le 
importance,  but one given to you by me in str ictest confidence,  has 
been found  in the o ffice of my fr iend’s (?)  agent ready to  be 
despatched  to India. I have fa ithful servants,  you  see,  besides yourself,  
men to whom I owe much of the peace tha t has so long re igned  in my 
country.  One of these saw the paper,  recongnised its importance,  and 
brought it  to  me. What excuse have you to make? How did it  get into 
the Br itish Agency?” 



A VIZIER’S DAUGHTER – A TALE OF THE HAZARA WAR  193

 
The Ameer’s eye never moved. It was f ixed  on the man before him. The 
room had gradually filled with courtiers and  servants of all ranks.  
Except in the immediate vicinit y o f the Ameer’s couch, there was 
hardly stand ing room, and not one man in all that crowd would  have 
changed places with the official who stood  facing his judge,  his back 
tu rned to his accusers.  
 
With something like a laugh, or  rather,  perhaps,  one might say a shout 
of derision,  the Chief Secretar y turned and faced them all,  then turned 
aga in and addressed  his master .  
 
“My accusers?” he sa id scornfully.  “Are these pariahs my accusers? If 
so,  I refuse to answer them or to speak to such dogs at all.  The y know I 
am an alien,  they know I have private sorrows and troubles,  and the y 
know I have the pay of your Majest y’s Chief Secretar y.  That is a ll they 
know. They know no thing of loyalt y,  no thing of du ty,  nothing of 
patriotism, they want but one thing – my pay. Your Majest y does not 
fo r one moment believe they could,  even if they would , do my work. 
But because the y want m y pay, my house,  my posit ion,  the y make plots 
and deep-la id plans to  overthrow me. They intr igue,  they forge,  they 
perjure themselves,  a ll that the y ma y ob tain so paltry a  sum that I am 
half ashamed  to call it  m y salar y,  and your Majest y asks me to answer 
them; but I dare to  stand befo re you , one man, an a lien,  and refuse to 
speak to  them at all.  I am sick of my life,  I do not wish to live,  I would 
rather die.  I have spent my health and strength in your Majest y’s 
service,  I have worked for you and your cause day and night,  and I 
believe in you and love you  st ill,  because I can see how impossible it  is 
fo r you among these rogues and  fa lse witnesses to judge me fair ly.  I 
fear either gallows nor gun – nay, rather,  I seek them, and  am ready to  
face them; but befo re I do so,  and  in presence o f this vast f light of 
carrion crows all watching for my poor corpse,  I hand you your letter,  
the letter  you placed in my hands,  and which has never left my 
possession s ince.  I have other confident ial papers of your Majest y’s,  
some of them papers I have had for years.  The y are in my house,  the y 
are a ll ready. Any one of these vu ltu res can go and fetch them fo r me.”  
 
The Ameer held  the paper in h is hand. He was looking it  carefully over 
and examining it .  
 
“This is the original,” he said ,  in his low impressive tones.  “Some one 
has made a cop y. My God! what villa ins I have got for sub jects.  The y 
will try to prove to me soon that I m yself am traitor .  Ah, you hungr y 
hawks, you are on the sharp look-out for prey,  but take care you do not 
str ike too soon. It  is better  for such as you to wait unt il the querry is 
quite dead . Though sick and sad,  he has claws tha t can scratch and jaws 
that can bite,  and  he may str ike you so  that you never r ise aga in.  Two 
minutes ago this room was full to  overflowing, now where have these 
accusers gone? M y son, I forgive your vehemence,  which was hardly 
becoming in the p resence of your sovereign.  There are t imes when the 



A VIZIER’S DAUGHTER – A TALE OF THE HAZARA WAR  194

most moderate of us cannot restra in ourselves.  Go home and rest,  or 
rather,  no ,  stay,  I am sending for my food. You must be refreshed  
before you go . I sha ll inquire into  this case.  Your enemies sha ll not go 
unpunished.” 
 
The Chief Secretary bowed low. Something of his usual melancho ly 
had settled on him again.  
 
“Fir st,  let me give thanks to my God , who alone can de liver me,” he 
sa id reverent ly,  and passing from the presence chamber where he had 
been the object of so much interest and excitement,  he entered a sm all 
apartment o ften used as a wr it ing-room by the Pr inces and certain 
offic ials of importance.  It  was a bright lit t le room at the corner of the 
house,  one window fac ing the entrance gate,  the other looking into the 
pretties t part of the flower garden, wher e there were seats and benches 
fo r the comfort and  convenience of the pages and courtiers.  
 
“Ho! Nabi Khan, bring me some shawl or carpet to pray on,  and some 
water fo r my woozoo,” he called to  one of his servants s itt ing in the 
sun just by the entrance,  wait ing for his master  to  reappear.  
 
The summons was instant ly obeyed, and  long d id the Chief Secretary 
remain rapt in his devotions,  s itting on his heel on the carpet spread for 
the purpose,  his hands held ou t before him in earnest supplicat ion.  The 
sound of vo ices came through the window, voices that came and passed 
on. He heeded them no t,  but prayed on. He asked  his God for no  
specia l temporal bless ing,  only fo r light,  and  guidance,  and  strength for 
whatever la y before him.  
 
Suddenly,  however,  his attent ion was arrested.  Two boys (he knew 
exact ly who the y were) had evident ly occupied  the seat immediate ly 
below the window, and were d iscussing the event o f the afternoon.  
 
“That was a f ine appeal,” one was saying;  “I must say I thought the 
Chief Secretar y spoke well,  and  what he said  was true.” 
 
“Yes,  and he looked well too , and  that has something to do with his 
gett ing o ff so easily.  You  know how influenced the Ameer is by looks,  
but what he sa id was no defence.  He has averted  the evil day fo r the 
moment,  bu t it is a mere delay.  They have  made a ring from which he 
cannot escape in the long run.  He’s bound to fall,  and then what is 
there for him? The gallows or a prison, which,  to my mind, is worse.”  
 
“There are some others that will ornament  the gallows before he does,  
though, I fancy,” the other rep lied warmly. “This case is going to be 
sif ted to the bo ttom. I heard the Ameer say so,  and you know what that 
means.” 
 
“Oh, I daresay we sha ll see the executioner busy,  but others being 
hanged first won’t save him. He’s bound to fall sooner or later .  I tell 



A VIZIER’S DAUGHTER – A TALE OF THE HAZARA WAR  195

you again they have arranged a ring to do it ,  and the y will st ick to  their  
purpose like f lies to  a honey-dish unt il they have destro yed  him.”  
 
“Yes,  and then betray o ne another afterwards,  when he is dead, that is 
their  wa y. The y have been at it  for years.”  
 
“Oh, nothing is surer than that,  but I should no t like to know who  made 
that second copy, who got the chance of copying it .  He must have kept 
it careless ly,  to say the least o f it .  Or –  he may have cop ied it  himself,  
and sold the copy the English.  He is a sly devil that.  I daresay he got a 
good round sum for it .”  
 
“I don’t believe he ever did  any such thing.  He isn’t the man to do it ,” 
the more sympathetic of the two said warmly. “But these police agents 
are c lever enough to invent anything.” 
 
“Oh, clever enough, of course the y are,  and  if it  doesn’t str ike them, 
I’ ll put them up to it .  I like to see the fun.  It’s the only life we have,” 
the other speaker sa id ga ily.  
 
“Well,  I don’t wish to see him hanged ; he’s done many of us a good 
tu rn,  and  if I were he I wou ld escape.  I would not stay here to be 
caught like a rat in a hole.”  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XXXVII 
 

A RAT IN A HOLE 
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THE Chief Secretary had heard enough. His danger was qu ite clear.  He 
saw the who le tr ial,  as it  would be, just though it  had been.  
 
Even man and boy about the Court thronging to hear the evidence 
aga inst him. Each interested in the highest degree not in his,  the Chief 
Secretar y’s,  downfa ll particu lar ly; no,  they were not vicious,  bu t 
interested to hear how would  extricate himself,  o r whether he cou ld 
extricate himself at all –  interested in the game of skill where one man 
alone,  the ablest and most craft y in the country,  would  plead his cause 
and fight fo r his life alone against a dozen, perhaps f ift y accusers,  each 
of whom would fee l that to fa il in his evidence would mean danger to 
himself – perhaps death.  
 
How they would push for the best places – qu iet ly,  of course,  that the 
Ameer might not notice –  but none the less forcib ly.  How they would 
think ou t each point,  suggest further possibilit ies o r impossib ilit ies,  
every now and  then b ringing forward some new and deep -laid  scheme, 
undreamt of by him, the accused  – schemes that could  only occur to an 
Afghan; schemes he might not be able to  find an answer fo r on the spur 
of the moment,  but which,  nevertheless,  might appeal to the Ameer as 
reasonable,  such as the one the page-boy had  suggested  but a few 
moments before in his own hearing.  
 
Hi might escape once,  or  even twice,  as he had done to -day, but the net 
was surely cast,  he was bound to get caught in its meshes.  Besides,  it 
was strange about that second paper. Ransack his b rains as he would he 
could  not account for it ,  or suggest any means by which it  could  have 
been made before the origina l had been placed in his care by the 
Ameer.  
 
The case,  when it  had fir st been put before him, had seemed an u rgent 
one.  The messenger had brought it  to  the offic ial’s house sealed,  and 
had requested  a personal interview with the Ameer.  He had even kept 
the man as his own guest,  fear ing he migh t talk too much, unt il the 
appo inted hour had come. the packet had  then been delivered,  st ill 
sealed ,  into the Ameer’s own hands.  That was a ll quite c lear in his 
mind as though it had happened but yesterday. Who, then,  had  made the 
copy? and how had the fo rger got hold of the o riginal? 
 
Only one man, besides himself had ever had access to his yachdan – his 
Mirza (writer,  secretar y).  He had trusted that man implicit ly –  had 
looked upon him as a creature wholly his own b y right,  for  he had 
saved his life.  It  was an old  story now, but the man st ill constant ly 
referred to it ,  and reminded  the master ,  to  whose interests he p ro fessed  
to  be devo ted,  of the day when he,  like so many others,  had  been 
hounded b y his enemies,  and almost brought to  earth there in that very 
room where his master  had that day s tood before his accusers.  And that 
master  had saved him, hail shown the Ameer clear ly and convinc ingly 
why the accusat ions were being brought aga inst the poor trembling 
wretch – had pointed out the man who was rea lly at the bottom of the 
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plot,  and his object in making it .  Grat itude alone,  he had  thought,  the 
inst inc t man shares with the baser animals,  shou ld have bound the 
miserable creature to him – but no.  that man a lone cou ld be the culprit ,  
there was no one e lse.  The officia l had,  o f course,  never shown him or 
to ld him anything about these private papers,  bu t the box had not 
infrequent ly been in the room, and  sometimes open, while they had  
been at work together,  and sometimes he had  been ca lled awa y 
suddenly to attend to some vis itor,  o r some other matter  of business,  
and then the man must have found his opportunit y.  The Chief Secretar y 
saw it all now – saw his own fo lly.  The miserable hound whose life he 
had saved, and whom he had fed and clothed, had sold him to his 
enemies,  and for what? – a few rupees at the most,  perhaps a winter  
coat.  It  had often been done before.  He had seen such things happen 
over and over aga in during his years of res idence in Afghanistan.  There 
was no thing unusual in the occurrence.  He shou ld have expected 
nothing different from a Kabuli.  
 
He st ill sat upon his p rayer carpet, his hands still ou tstretched  to  
Heaven. He had prayed for light,  and light  had been sent.  He had  
sought gu idance,  a guide would surely be found . He was calm and 
collected,  and quite sat isfied that this conversat ion that had taken p lace 
so near was no mere chance. It  was Heaven sent.  He had bu t to  fo llow. 
He must escape,  and that at once.  But how? That was the next question.  
He began thinking of where he could turn for a guide,  and  which would 
be the shortest way out of the country.  There was one route by which in 
twent y- four hours he could have found  himself on Br it ish soil.  That 
was by far  the easiest,  but it  was a lso the most dangerous way. It  was a 
road along which there were Afghan guards at ever y turn –  each having 
to  be satisf ied as to his reason for being there,  and the further he got 
from Kabul the more diff icult it  would  be to  find an excuse.  It was the 
way many a courtier had tr ied to find  freedom, only to meet with his 
death.  No , that was no use.  Then there was the road by the ruby-mines 
– that was a p retty safe one,  if only he had had  some excuse fo r going 
there just now – but there was none,  and so long a journey undertaken 
on but tr if ling grounds at such a t ime cou ld  not fail to  excite the ver y 
suspic ions he was most anxious to avoid.  “I know the best way to do it ,  
and one o f the most direct routes too,” he said  to himself.  “But I need a 
guide fo r that,  and where is a gu ide to be found?” 
 
Who, indeed, could  he trust? There were many among the hill 
tr ibesmen who  owed himself such deb ts of grat itude as no man surely 
could  forget.  Men who owed him all the y possessed – life,  and limb , 
and property –  and if he had had  time he would have sent fo r some of 
them, but which? That was another diff icult po int to decide; and then 
he remember cases where men had trusted themselves to these very 
hillmen, and  had been so ld by them to their  enemies,  a fter having 
rece ived large sums of money, and  p romises of more for taking them 
safe ly out of the countr y.  Whole histo ries o f families and  tribes that 
has su nk from the greatest importance down to abso lute ins ignificance,  
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and visions of the ult imate fate of their  chie fs,  passed  in review before 
him as he sat rapt in thought.  
 
Somebody opened  the door and  peeped in.  It  was only a s lave boy –  but 
the rever ie had been interrupted, the spell broken.  
 
He rose quiet ly, composedly,  sadly,  and called to his servant to remove 
his p rayer carpet,  and bring him his horse.  He had finished his 
business,  he sad,  was t ired,  and was going home. If the Ameer asked  
fo r him some one must be good enough to make his excuses.  He would  
be at Court after  the usual Fr iday p ra yers next day.  That was all he sa id 
aloud , but another and a ver y d ifference sentence kept surging up in his 
brain,  and ringing in his ears.  “I must escape – I must escape at once,  
or I sha ll be caught like a rat in a ho le.” On that point he was 
determined  absolutely.  On wa ys and means he had yet to decide.  But 
with that fixed purpose in his mind he looked round  him with many and 
mingled fee lings swelling up in his heart and brain.  He had been 
longing to get awa y for months and even years,  bu t now that the final 
wrench had come he could hardly bear to tear himself away from this,  
the country of his adoption.  
 
Many links bound  him to it .  There was the grave on the hills ide,  where 
the wife who had loved him and during whose lifet ime he had been so  
happ y, and in such favour, now slept – the litt le gir l who called  him 
Agha and did the honours of his house so sweet ly.  Afghans were 
treacherous,  of course,  but still he had some fr iends,  men who  at least 
wished  him well,  even though they might no t have the courage to stand 
by him. The ver y buildings were familiar  and therefore dear to him. He 
had watched the house where he now sat being built  from the 
foundation when he was a mere bo y, and the Ameer had only just begun 
to  build the palat ial villas,  of which there were now so many. How 
grand he had thought it  in those days.  How he had marvelled at his 
master’ s genius disp layed at every turn,  at  his patience with the 
workmen when he was teaching them, for they were all fresh to this 
new st yle of work then,  and every step had  had  to be expla ined . What 
games he and the young Princes had had in the garden, before it  had all 
been laid out and  cut into  beds by the Scotch gardener who had come 
up and revo lutionised the ir  old system of growing flowers.  They had 
all been mere bo ys then –  he a litt le their  senior,  and therefore their  
leader.  Care had sat but light ly on the ir  shoulders in those days.  How 
different it  was to -day! 
 
A sob almost escaped him when he thought of his master  sitt ing now 
but a few yards from him. His master  who had practically b rought him 
up, aroused in him an enthusiasm for a country in whose welfare he had 
ever s ince been so deeply interested , where his ambit ions had been 
satisf ied,  his love of power gratif ied.  Never would he see that master  
or that country more.  Then there were the schools he himself had  
suggested and designed . There were the factories he had established, 
the workmen he had  trained , all doing fair ly well –  not so well,  of 
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course,  as the y ought to do ,  because he was but one man in a place that 
twent y should have filled if the work were rea lly to be brought to 
perfection.  
 
There was a sound of clanking cha ins on the path outside.  He looked 
out.  A prisoner led by two  sold ier s was being taken before the Ameer 
fo r tr ial.  Ah, poor wretch,  what was to be his fate? The very thought of 
such a thing st irred  the Chief Secretary to activit y.  This was bu t 
another warning sent b y the God whose aid he had invoked to  show him 
what his fate would be,  if he did  not at once act on the message that 
had been sent him. He straightened his coat as he had done in the old  
days when he had thought a good  deal of his appearance,  smoothed his 
hair  under his fu r cap,  and without saying a word to any one,  was on 
his horse and o ff in the direct ion of his house.  
 
He had salaamed no one,  not even the Ameer.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XXXVIII 
 

WANTED AT LAST 
 



A VIZIER’S DAUGHTER – A TALE OF THE HAZARA WAR  200

 
GUL BEGUM sat b y the window again – but this t ime she was not 
list less.  Her who le att itude deno ted alertness,  she was listening for her 
master’ s foo tsteps.  Would he return at a ll? and if so,  what next? She 
had seen and heard enough to know the danger he was in.  she felt  
certain that if it  were not already too late,  something must be done at 
once,  if that life that was so dear to her was to be saved.  
 
It  was three hours since the Chief Secretary had le ft his hou se,  and  
during those three hours her brain had been hard at work continually,  
contr iving,  plotting.  Alread y she had laid  her plans,  and had 
commenced her preparations.  She had had a long conversat ion with 
Sardaro,  had worked upon her fee lings,  and  had  persuaded her to coax 
their  master to let her go  and  see her mother.  She had had a bad dream, 
and could not rest,  she sa id.  She felt  that some misfortune was coming 
to  their  family,  and  that she must see her mother.  
 
“We will send for your mother to  come here,  nothing is simpler,” the 
old woman had sa id sympathetically.  She had the greatest faith in 
dreams and present iments,  and, moreover,  she liked Gul Begum in a 
way, and would have been glad to  have done a good tu rn fo r one who 
was in such favour with the ir master .  
 
“Ah, that’s just what I don’t want even to suggested to Agha,” the gir l 
had p leaded anxiously.  “I must go to her.  I want to f ind out by m y own 
observat ion to whom she is ta lking,  and of whom she is making a 
confidant.  I can only do that b y going to  the house m yself.  I believe 
she is ta lking too  much, and imprudently.  Sardaro,  do he lp  me. I will 
do anything you like if you will help me in this.  You  can coax Agha.” 
 
“I really don’t see how it is to be managed,” the elder woman had 
replied nervously,  b ut rather f lattered; she did  not know she was 
thought to have so much influence.  “Agha  will never listen,  and will 
only think me a fool for my pains,  and you something worse,  perhaps,  
fo r wishing to go  out. You had much better  let me send for your mother 
to  come here.  You can question her closely,  and without her suspect ing 
your object.”  
 
“Then you  will not help me,” the gir l sa id,  genuine trouble visible in 
every feature.  “I am indeed fr iendless! Ah, if I were only r ich,  I would 
offer  you anything to do this for me, this one litt le thing.  As it  is,  I 
have nothing worthy of your acceptance.  I  can only suggest a litt le gift ,  
a present so small that it  is hardly worthy of your considerat ion.  You 
know that gold embroidered shirt front I was making for Agha? Wel l,  
he says he prefer s Fer inghee (foreign) made shirts,  and does not want 
it.  I was going to have made it  into a peran for myse lf,  but if you will 
accept it ,  I shall be proud to see you wear it .  I wou ld much rather you 
had it ,  Sardaro,  indeed I would .” So intend was the gir l in gett ing what 
she wanted ,  so sure was she that events were about to occur which 
would prevent her from ever want ing her gold embroidery more,  that 
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the old  woman was quite carr ied away, and promised to speak to their  
master  when he came in.  besides,  a fter  all ,  Agha had called her a fool 
many a t ime. It  wou ld not hurt her much for him to do so again,  and 
that peran was worth having. Gu l Begum had  been working at it  for  the 
last s ix months.  She (Sardaro) was of the roya l tr ibe,  and ought to have 
good things – they became her and her posit ion,  bu t her master  was 
very forge tfu l,  and, as long as the y were clean, seldom troub led 
himself as to the clothes his servants wore.  
 
“I shall go and get read y so that I can start at once,  if I get 
permission,” the gir l went on eager ly.  “Will you  give me m y bokra* 
out of your store cupboard,  Sardaro?”  
 
The old  woman rose and unfastened the door. Gul Begum got up  from 
her seat by the window; took it ,  and  gave a s igh o f relie f when she got 
back to the litt le anteroom, where she usually sat when she had no thing 
specia l to  do.  She had got that much – her  bokra – without excit ing 
suspic ion,  had ga ined one point.  Now she must find an old suit of her 
master’ s c lothes frown among those laid aside to give away, and s he 
must let them out somehow, so as to make  them fit  herse lf.  
 
It  took her some t ime and  enta iled some curious looking patches,  but 
that mattered  litt le in a place like Kabu l. Moreover,  a long loose coat 
caught in round the waist by the usual Kabuli belt was more easily 
found, and hid  many defects.  The s lave gir l laughed to herself as she 
surve yed herself in her master’s lit t le mirror,  dressed in his c lothes,  
and looking well in them. “I would have made a fine man,” she 
thought; but fear of d iscover y made her hasten to complete her toilet,  
and cover the man’s su it with the bokra she had  obtained from Sardaro.  
Some cold meat and  some b read had been ro lled up into a bundle,  and  
the few jewels she possessed were inside the breast o f the coat.  “Agha 
must provide the mone y, and must give me one of his caps to wind a 
tu rban round, and a p istol.  Now I am ready. We must f ly to -night 
across this great pla in,  and  then over into the Hazara hills,  and  there I 
will hide him. He will need me there.  He will not be ab le to do  without 
me at last,” and as these thoughts came to her,  her eyes glowed and her 
cheek flushed with rapturous joy at the prospect; then she sat down 
aga in and waited,  thinking and planning st ill.  She knew her master  
well,  and that unless something most unusual had happened  be would 
come home full of despair ,  incapable of thinking ou t anything; he who  
could  influence and command  thousands – could  organise a state – 
could  do no thing for himself.  
 
She had no t long to wait.  But the footstep, when it  fe ll upon her ear,  
was no t hurried,  almost tottering,  as it  had been last time he had 
entered the sera i.  It  was the o ld str ide and  swing – Gul Begum 
recognised it  without rais ing her e yes,  and wondered! She had not 
believed it  possible.  Things had prospered with him at the Court,  then.  
He would believe again as he had so often believed before,  that his old 
luck was returning, and  that a ll would  yet be well.  He would put o ff 
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and o ff this day of escape that she had been p lanning; put it  off unt il 
one day she wou ld sit  and watch and listen fo r him, as she was listen 
fo r him, as she was listening and watching then: but he would never 
return to her more,  never,  never aga in.  
 
“What are you doing dressed in that bokra?” he asked, the moment his 
eyes lighted on her; “where do  you think you are go ing?” 
 
“Agha,” she said,  as if by some sudden inspirat ion,  “I am read y to take 
you out of the countr y.  I have p lanned it  all.  Here comes Sardaro.  She 
will ask you go le t me go and vis it my mother.  I have no time to  
expla in anything, only trust me and grant her request.  Oh, Agha, grant 
it,  i t  is your life,  not mine,  fo r which I plead!” 
 
It  was she who commanded now –  she,  his  slave.  It  was for him to 
obey; and  as the old  woman entered the apartment the younger one 
slipped ou t, her hand upon her heart as if to still it s tumultuous 
beating.  “Will he understand, and will he do as I have sa id?” she asked 
herself.  “Sardaro was too sharp,  she d id not give me a chance of 
expla ining things to him. Oh, he will never do it .  He will want to know 
a thousand reasons why. He will never let me go.”  
 
Bu t she had  miscalcu lated this time. Good fo rtune made Sardaro  choose 
the most happy form of introducing her request.  
 
“Gul Begum has had a bad dream,” she said, “and is much upset.  She 
thinks her mother has been gossip ing and listening to gossip which is 
likely to produce great trouble,  and she has begged me to ask you, 
Sahib,  if you will let her go in her bokra,  quiet ly and unobserved, to 
see her mother.  She is a good gir l and steady, I feel sure that you can 
trust her; and she is prudent,  she will not let tongue wag over much.” 
 
The Chief Secretary ra ised his eyebrows calmly.  “If Gul Begum seeks a 
favour,  why does she no t come to me direct and  ask me herself? Am I 
so harsh with m y s laves that they do not dare to approach me? Send  her 
to  me. I must know what all this means.  If there is any reason for her 
request it  shall no t be denied .” 
 
“Agha has found favour in the Ameer’s eyes to -day,” the o ld  woman 
sa id to herself as she le ft the room. “He has no t been so reasonable and 
easy to deal with for many months.  He seemed d isturbed when he went 
out this morning, as though a storm were b rewing. He must have 
scattered  his enemies and sent them flying,  God bless him, fo r he has 
returned  in a very different mood. Perhaps his salar y has been 
increased,  and if so,  perhaps we sha ll get backshish.” The old woman 
was in high good humour – all sorts of possib ilit ies occurred to her 
with her master’s return to favour.  
 
“Gul Begum,” she called out,  “Agha wants you . He is read y to grant 
your request,  Jan” ( literally my life,  my dear),  she added in a whisper,  



A VIZIER’S DAUGHTER – A TALE OF THE HAZARA WAR  203

“and then you will remember your promise and  will let me have the 
peran,  won’t you? By-the-bye,  is it  quite finished?” 
 
“Quite f inished, Sardaro,” the gir l said,  smiling.  “You can take it  now, 
it is on the shelf with my work.” What cared she for gold embroidered 
tunics now? She had other work before her,  she was going to  ride for 
her life and for freedom, she was going to save her maser.  
 
“What is all this about, Gul Begum, where are you  going to ,  and  why? I 
do not know I can spare you just at this moment.  I have much on my 
mind and I may need your he lp.” 
 
The gir l’s e yes glowed . “Agha, you do need my help ,  and  I am 
prepared to give it .  You must fly this cold ,  murderous country,  and  to -
day, and I am prepared to  guide you. I am ready.” She raised  her bokra 
and showed the man’s clothes she wore underneath.  “I will go out 
saying that I am going to see my mother, but I will go to the Zearat 
(grave) on the hill where your wife is buried.  I remember the spot well,  
thought it is years s ince I passed by it .  There I will p ray to God and 
seek His guidance till you come. You must bring one servant with you 
on a horse and  make him hold both yours and his outside while you go 
in to pray.  After  a few minutes,  you  must go back and  tell him that you  
have heard news of great importance from an o ffic ia l whom you have 
met in the Zearat; that you and he are going to r ide to another Zearat 
fu rther on to invoke aid from the dead saint buried there; but  that he 
(the servant)  must hasten back into Kabul on foot,  as the offic ial will 
need his horse.  Order him then to take the  best horse le ft in the stab les 
and ride to Paghman, and ask the Governor if he can give you any 
informat ion on some point which you ,  Agha, can devise better  than I 
can,  not knowing all your business.  This will take the only man who 
knows the direct ion in which you have gone,  miles ou t of Kabul,  and it  
will leave a horse for me to ride.  
 
Present ly when he has gone,  I can slip ou t of the Zearat,  take off my 
bokra,  and hide it  among the boulders on the hills ide,  and return as 
your servant,  to  accompany you  to the Zearat,  fifteen miles from here.  
Tell whichever servant you take that to -morrow, being Fr iday, you will 
stay at the Zearat a ll to-night,  and tha t he is to join you there to -
morrow for mid-day prayers,  bringing the Governor’s rep ly with him. 
We will then ride in a totally different d irect ion to  ano ther Zearat that I 
know of close to  my countr y,  for  then,  should we be stopped, and 
suspic ion aroused by the conflict ing account given by the servant,  you  
can easily say that the man is stupid,  and mistook the name of the 
Zearat and the appointed meet ing-place.  If we are lucky – as my heart 
tells me we shall be – it  will be fully thir ty- six hours before any 
inquir y will be made about you. The Ameer will just be told  that you 
have been spending the night in prayer at a Zearat – and he knows that 
of late years that has been so  constant a habit with you, that,  though he 
may feel vexed , he will sa y nothing about it ,  and will not send to 
inquire a fter  you.”  
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The Chief Secretary had  listened to every word the gir l had  had  to  say 
withou t interrupting her.  Perhaps,  he d id not formulate his thoughts.  If 
he had done so he would probably have sa id to himself: “ In answer to 
my prayer,  a boy was sent to tell me of my danger,  and warn me that I 
must fly the country; a man was sent to  show me what fate would be 
mine if I remained any longer here; and now a gir l has been taught by 
the same overru ling Power ho w my safet y is to be secured  and my 
enemies thus overthrown. He has Himself p rovided me with a guide 
when I cou ld not think of one myself.  Truly,  God is great – who am I 
that I should set aside the warnings and the warnings and the chances 
He has thrown in my wa y?”  
 
Indeed, some such cu rrent must have passed through his mind, for he 
asked no further questions,  merely gave his slave the necessar y 
permission to go  out. “Tell Sardaro as you pass that I have given you  
leave to stay the night with your mother if  you are invited ,” he sa id.  
 
“Do not forget money and pisto ls and knives,” she sa id,  “we may have 
to  fight for our lives.  We must be prepared.”  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
* A bokra is  a dress  which completel y covers  the figure from the crown of 
the head to the sole of the feet ,  and which Eastern women wear when they go 
out into the public thoroughfares.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XXXIX 
 

A PILGRIMAGE 
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TWILIGHT in Afghanistan lasts but the very shortest t ime, and the 
darkness of the night du ring the moonless ha lf of the month seems, 
perhaps,  the deeper, because during full moon the night is so 
particular ly,  so  start lingly light.  In fact,  so white do the f lat roo fs of 
the mud-houses seem, tha t on a sharp ,  cold wintr y night it  is diff icult to 
tell whether there has a fall of snow or not.  
 
It  was on a bright moonlight night such as  this that a man in the dress 
of a court offic ial accompanied by a s ingle servant,  rode up to a small 
encampment of so ldiers some thir t y miles out of Kabul,  among the wild 
hills that fo rm the natural boundary between Afghanistan and the 
adjoining countr ies.  
 
“A sa lam, Aeikum Mir Munshi Sahib,” the chief of the group said,  
advancing to receive him, and in that bright moonlight recognizing him 
at once,  “ What,  in the name o f God, b rings you here attended by o nly 
one servant,  at this t ime of day? It is not safe.  This place is s imply 
infested by robbers.  We ourselves never st ir  from camp, less than four 
or five together,  after the sun has set.”  
“You are ver y r ight , ” the offic ial sa id ca lmly,  s itt ing down b y the  
campfire,  and stretching out his hands to  the warm embers,  “ but for me 
it is quite different.  Here,  imbecile,” addressing his servant,  “come and 
get warm too.  You were complaining of cold upon the road.” Then, 
tu rning to the soldiers : “That is the best servant I have,” he said .  “ He 
is mute,  so can carry no tales,  and does not anno y me with conversat ion 
on the road. Moreover,  I am never tempted  to send a verba l message by 
him, because I know he can’t deliver it .  Whatever he has to  convey, 
must be written,  so he has got me into less trouble than any one o f m y 
messengers,  and he is ver y faithful,  as a ll these poor deficient creatures 
are.” 
“Tongue been cut ou t?” the man to whom the o ffic ia l addressed  the 
conversat ion chiefly asked in a whisper.  Even among those w ild 
mountains,  far  removed from any human habitat ion save the caves in 
the hills ide,  such a question could only be asked with bated breath.  
“Oh no, born so ,” the master  rep lied ind ifferent ly.  “He was in a p it iable 
state of neglect when I first got him, but  he is gett ing on well now.” 
“Still he is by no means suffic ient guard for a man in your posit ion,  
Sahib,  espec ially at his hour.  It  is not safe .”  
“Ah, that is just where you  are mistaken, my fr iend , ” the other returned, 
unconcernedly  .“ You are most wise and p rudent,  and are,  in fact,  
obeying the Ameer,  our master ,  in never leaving the camp alone,  bu t for 
me it  is quite d ifferent.  You are placed here by the Ameer to keep these 
mountain passes safe for trave lers and p ilgrims, and to p revent the hilly 
tr ibesmen from carrying on the ir o ld trade of robbery and murder.  The y 
are your enemies now, and the ir sons will be your enemies after you, 
fo r generat ions.  It is in the ver y nature of things in this country,  that 
this shou ld  be so,  bu t with me it  is quite different.  I am a man of peace,  
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my business is reconciliat ion,  not war.  God has caused me to find  favor 
in the s ight of the Ameer,  and somet imes I have been able to help  these 
very men you speak of,  and to lessen the ir  punishments,  or  even get 
them off a ltogether on certain occasions,  when the y have been brought 
before him for tria l,  and  so they are my fr iends,  and their  sons will be 
my sons’ fr iends after  me? 
 
“Ah, God be praised,  that is true,” the sergeant and leader of the litt le 
party said fervent ly.  “There are few families in this part of Afghanistan 
who  do no t owe you  grat itude fo r favors done to  them, or to some of 
their  relat ions.  You ought to be ab le to travel alone with a sack of 
rubies on your back, from one end of the country to the other.  But the 
peop le about here are Shinwar is,  Sahib,  and you know the old saying, 
“Trust a scorpion, but not a Shinwar i.” Be wise,  wherever you  may be 
going tomorrow, stay here tonight with us; we have bu t litt le to offer  
you, but you can have food, p ro tection and  my charpo i (bed) for the 
night.  That’s r ight ! Here comes the tea,  we have not much to  offer ,  but 
there are hard -boiled eggs,  and bread, and curds poor fare,  but it’s 
abou t the best we can do in the wa y of food when we want it  in a hurry 
out here.  You must not expect to find Kabul luxuries among the hills,  
Sahib.” 
 
“And what better  fare can a hungry man want?” the o ffic ia l replied  
graciously; “strangers ma y sa y that Afghans have many faults,  bu t they 
cannot touch them in one thing – in the matter  of hospitalit y.  When a 
man gives the best he has,  if it  be but a crust,  he spreads a feast.”  
 
The soldier pu t his hand  upon his heart and bowed . There was no t a 
man in Afghanistan who would  not have been glad  to have been so 
spoken to  by the Ameer’s Chief Secretar y.  
 
“You will stay the night with us,  Sahib?” he asked . “I will give orders 
fo r you to be attended  to at once.” 
 
“No, my fr iend, that I canno t,” the offic ial replied firmly.  “I merely 
looked in on you to cheer you on your lonely watch among these hills.  
I am due at the Zearat near here to -night.  How far o ff is it,  b y the way? 
I don’t know these parts as well as I thought I did.”  
 
“Why, it’ s a fu ll hour’s ride from here.  You must let me send some o f 
my men with you , if you really cannot stay,” the soldier  insis ted.  
“They can remain the night too ,  and bring you safely back to -morrow 
morning. M y life would answer for it  if you were killed,  and the Ameer 
heard  you had le ft m y camp alone by moonlight.  It  is as much as my 
life is worth.” 
This was not easy to refuse,  bu t the Chief Secretary was a man of many 
resources.  
 
“Look here,” he sa id,  “I will te ll you something in secret that you may 
understand. I have been in disfavour of late,  not real disfavour,  but my 
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enemies have found opportunit ies to belittle me in the e yes of our 
master .” 
 
“Ah,” gasped the soldier  anxiously,  “that is bad, we had heard 
something of it  here,  but we could not credit it .  You who have a lwa ys 
been so high in his esteem! How could  such a thing be?”  
 
“This has been bu t a tr ifle,  and  hardly worth ment ion ing,” the official 
replied quietly,  as he s ipped  his tea,  his servant peeling one hard  
boiled  egg after  ano ther,  and plac ing them before him on the bread 
which also formed his plate.  “But I have no t been so  well in hea lth of 
late” (“May God  cure you,” murmured the so ldier  fervent ly),  “and 
these troubles,  instead of stirr ing me up to meet my enemies boldly,  
have only made me feel more anxious to keep  in my house,  so that 
these rogues have been le ft free to brew such p lots as the y chose to 
make undisturbed. The consequence is,  that this ver y day I have had to 
answer a most ser ious charge before the Ameer.  Of course I was 
innocent,  and the Ameer in his heart never dreamt that I was otherwise,  
but he fe lt  he ought to try me as he would try and other man, to prove 
to  his peop le that he is just,  and listens to compla ints against the 
highest as attent ive ly as he does to those aga inst the lowest.”  
 
“Cursed be the fathers o f these,  your accusers,” the soldier murmured 
aga in,  but grasp ing his r if le a litt le more tight l y.  The Chief Secretar y 
was a great man, o f course,  and had been a good friend to the so ld iers,  
but if the Ameer were displeased with him, and he was tr ying to escape 
just ice,  it  was his business as a soldier to  see that his p lans were 
frustrated .  He was bu t a poor man, earning about eight shillings a 
month,  but his life was st ill worth something to him, and he did not 
feel inc lined to  r isk it  in any one’s cause.  
 
“Well,” cont inued the official,  noting the slight movement in his 
companion and understand ing it  perfectly,  “I had  recourse,  as I alwa ys 
do in a ll my troubles,  to  my God, and I made a vow that if He would 
deliver me from my enemies,  and would  show the Ameer where the 
guilt  lay,  that I wou ld make a pilgr image to this saint’s tomb, and that 
to  show my confidence in His power to protect me, I wou ld come alone 
and unarmed. You know I have never carried f ire -arms, knowing that 
my fate lies in God’s hands,  and that He a lone has the power of his life 
and death.” 
 
The soldier bent his head in acqu iescence,  but said no thing. Personally,  
he had great faith in his good English-made rif le.  
 
“So, feeling sure that nothing cou ld happen without God’s direct 
guidance,  I went to Court and  stood before the Ameer.  Ah, Din 
Mohamed , you shou ld have seen those pariahs,” and the Chief 
Secretar y’s e yes glistened in the moonlight,  as he reca lled the scene,  
“you  should have seen them melt away like snow before the spring sun. 
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They had not a word to say,  and gradually slunk off to escape notice 
and the punishment that is in store fo r them.” 
 
“God is great; He will not allow His servants to suffer ,” murmured the 
sold ier  aga in.  
 
“The Ameer is going to  sift  this matter to  the bo ttom, and I am as high 
in his esteem again as ever I was.  He asked me to stay and dine at 
Court; but you  know me, it  was impossible,  I had my vow to fulf il,  so  
to -morrow, being Friday, when there is no work done in Court,  I came 
straight on here,  and have only this poor you th with me to  wait on me 
and bring me my woozoo water and such like,  that I may be no bu rden 
to  the good Fakir  at the Zearat.” 
 
The soldier’ s grasp on his r ifle relaxed. The Chief Secretar y’s vows, 
and p ilgr images,  and abstinences were well known throughout the 
country – there was nothing wrong after  all,  and the o fficia l must,  of 
course,  have his own way. The other so ld iers were his witnesses that an 
escort had been offered and  refused.  
 
“Here,  you take some food too,  boy,” the would -be pilgr im said not 
unkind ly,  addressing his servant.  “We have still an hour’s journe y 
before us.  You must not  starve,  bu t fit  yourself for your duties.  We 
have another long r ide before us to-morrow.” 
 
Yes,  another lo ng ride –  neither knew how long. They were close on 
the borders o f the countr y ever y inch of which Gul Begum knew, and  
neither was thinking of danger –  it all seemed such plain sailing now. 
The meet ing with the soldiers had  been an acc idental one.  The Chief 
Secretar y did not know that a new camp had  been estab lished there or 
he might have avo ided it ,  but as it  happened  all had turned  out well,  
and it  had been a good move in case o f d iscover y.  That sto ry about the 
pilgr image too –  he had noted the effect on the so ldier s,  and had seen 
that it  had all been taken in.  
 
It  was midnight when the trave llers reached the Zearat,  and  the o ld  
Fakir  had long since ret ired  fo r the night.  
 
“We will just stay here three hours,  Gul Begum,” her master whispered.  
“We must both take what rest we can to -night.  To-morrow we sha ll be 
fo llowed.” 
 
“Let them follow,” the gir l sa id bravely,  “none but a Hazara could  find 
us when once I am among m y nat ive hills.  We are close to the borders 
now – there are passes there no Afghan knows, and  caves inside caves 
that no ne would dare enter .  We have but a litt le way to r ide and then 
we are safe,  but we can sleep till three or even four and rest the horses; 
they need it  more than we do ; the soldiers  fed them well,  I saw to  
that.” 
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“And paid them well,  gir l? Did you see that? Nothing is more 
important now we are f lying fo r our lives.” 
 
“Agha, I did  not give them all you gave me. I gave them the ir due. 
More would have exc ited suspicion.  As long as this is looked upon as 
an ordinar y pilgr image we are safe,  even were we followed.”  
 
Her master  looked at her,  surp rised  and  pleased,  but said nothing.  
 
“Can you give us shelter  for the night?” he asked  the old guardian of 
the tomb, when, after  much shouting and  rousing,  the old man at length 
opened the door.  
 
“What! Mir Munshi Sahib,  and at th is t ime? What brings you here,  and 
almost unattended?” 
 
“A pilgr image, good Fakir,” was the reply,  “but I am weary.  Let me in.  
I must s leep a few hours.  I will commence my devotions a t three,  for  
by four I must be in the saddle again.  This is a long wa y from Kabu l,  
and Court business cannot be neglected .” 
 
“That’s true,  that’s true,” the o ld man sa id, “but I am feeb le now and  
cannot well rouse you at three.  This boy o f yours must do it  for  you.”  
 
“Of course he can.  Why, that’s what I’ve brought him for.  He has no 
other use,” the o fficia l sa id wearily.  “Show us where we can rest and  
put our horses,  and then back to your bed , good  fr iend. I am sorry to 
disturb you so late.” 
 
It  was three o’clock. Even in her s leep Gul Begum was conscious of the 
passing hours,  but the Chief Secretar y s lept on.  He had had a trying 
day, then a long r ide in the cool evening among mountain p asses,  all o f 
them several thousand feet above the level of the sea,  so he slept the 
sleep of exhausted nature,  and, moreover,  the reposefu l sleep of 
confidence.  He never doubted  that he would be wakened in t ime.  
 
Gul Begum had had a trying da y too.  Are no t the hours of watching and 
wait ing in dread uncertainty harder to bear than the act ive dangerous 
ones? Thus had she sat and waited,  listening to  each sound  – dreading 
yet longing for each foo tstep on the road to  stop at her master’s door.  
She had worked  hard too,  and  had  ridden far –  after  four long years of 
cap tivity – but love is stronger than fear,  stronger than fat igue,  
stronger than aught save death.  
 
After  three hours’ sound sleep she woke, and woke refreshed  –  ready 
fo r the f light that was befo re her.  There were a good  many things to do. 
Her master’s prayers to  prepare for,  the horses to look after and feed,  
and their  own food to get ready. Soft ly,  soft ly,  she went out into the 
clear b right night; not so  softly,  however,  bu t that the old Fakir  heard  
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the movement,  and tu rning round  in his bed,  had said  to himself: “A 
pious man that Secretary,  he is up at his devotions alread y.”  
 
As four,  all was prepared – the horses saddled,  the b reakfast read y –  so 
Gul Begum called her master .  
 
“Have you not slept?” he asked, a litt le anxiously,  seeing her ready to 
start.  
 
The gir l f lushed with pleasure.  “Yes,  Agha, I have slept,  and  well,  but 
I woke early.  So there is no thing for us to do now but to start when you 
have had some food.” 
 
He smiled as he looked at her.  “You are a good boy,” he said gaily,  
“and know your business I have slept more soundly than I could have 
believed possible.” And soon they were in the sadd le.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER XL 
 

FREE, FREE, AT LAST! 
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“AGHA, we are free! Do you  see that rock? That is the boundary line 
between the Ameer’s terr itory and ours.  We are no longer in 
Afghanistan,” Gul Begum said  suddenly.  “We are free! Oh, Agha, we 
are free.” 
 
“You forget,” her companion replied ,  “it  is a ll Afghanistan now – all 
ruled by the same king, and  by the same laws. All is changed since last 
you passed that rock.  All Hazara is now Afghanistan.” 
 
The gir l s ighed , but sadness could f ind no long rest ing-p lace in those 
glad eyes.  
 
“That may be – I suppose it  is so,” she sa id, “but there is  a d ifference 
somewhere,  somehow. It  ma y be in the air  – it  may be only in m y heart 
–  but I fee l d ifferent.  Ever s ince I saw tha t rock in the distance,  the 
word keeps r inging in my ears : Free –  free – free.” 
 
The Chief Secretary turned suddenly and  looked at her.  
 
“Oh, that is it ,  is it?” he said ,  a touch of something like sadness in his 
voice.  “You are free here,  you are at home – you are no longer my 
slave at a ll.  You are your own mistress.  Is that what you mean?” 
 
“I mean no thing o f the so rt,” the gir l rep lied,  looking down. “I was 
hardly thinking o f m yself – certainly not of my own posit ion as regards 
you. I was only thinking that here in this country there is no king who 
keeps his servants working day and night for him, and who, when they 
are overworked and cannot accomplish the tasks that are set them, 
blames and reproaches and imprisons them. Here you, Agha, are free 
because you have no master.  I have often thought,  in Kabul,  that 
though you called yourself free,  that yours,  not ours,  was the s laver y – 
a far  worse bondage than that of the lowliest menial in your own 
household.  Always working, alwa ys str iving,  never accomplishing, 
never sa t isfying.”  
 
“How do you  know all this?” her master  asked . “What makes you guess 
these things,  gir l?” 
 
“Agha, I know, because I fee l,” and as she spoke she placed her hand 
upon her heart.  “I was once free,  and I know what the joys  of freedom 
are; then I became a s lave – your slave,” she said,  lowering her voice,  
and dwelling with a certain tender linger ing on the last two  words; 
“and then I found that there is a joy in service as well as in freedom. 
Bu t to be happy one’s service must be recognised,  must be appreciated,  
or I,  at least,  could no longer serve.” 
 
“Then you  think I appreciated your services,  Gul Begum?” her mas ter  
asked, looking at her more scrutinis ingly than was his wont,  and not ing 
how the wind had caught her cheeks and heightened  her colour.  



A VIZIER’S DAUGHTER – A TALE OF THE HAZARA WAR  212

 
“Yes,” she said,  boldly.  “You  might sco ld me or you might even curse 
me, but I knew, what I don’t think perhaps you  know, and that is that 
you would have missed me had I not been ready to  receive you. You 
could  not have done withou t me. You would not be here to -day, now, 
free,  without me.” And the gir l tossed her head and d rew in a long 
draught of the fresh pure morning breeze that was blowing from her 
own nat ive hills and st irr ing in her old  pride and independence.   
 
“Ah, and  so you think the Ameer did not appreciate my services; is that 
your idea,  Gul Begum?” the o fficia l asked , nett led .  
 
“No, it  is no t,  Agha Sahib,” the gir l sa id,  more quiet ly.  “He did  – he 
alwa ys will appreciate your work,  even more perhaps now you have left 
than when you  were actually with him. Bu t he had no t that perfect 
confidence in you which a lone can bring joy.  He has seen too  little of 
truth and  fa ith among his own people to trust you as you deserve to be 
trusted .  That is what must have been so galling to  you : working and 
to iling as you did,  to have to stand in that  Court and  see him listen to 
those wolves and vultures when they yelped and screamed aga inst you, 
who  were as a son to him.” 
 
“He does not trust his own son, Gul Begum,” the official said  quiet ly.  
“How can he? All his life tong he has been su rrounded  with intr igue,  
every man fight ing for himself against every other man, brother against 
brother,  father aga inst son,  and son aga inst father,  even wife aga inst 
husband. Think o f that,  Gul Begum; how can he trust any man? You 
must never blame the Ameer to  me. I know what you can never know. I 
know what diff icult ies he has to contend with – the peop le he has to 
deal with.” 
 
The gir l s ighed , then threw up her head  joyously again and  d rank in the 
morning breeze.  “Let us forget it  all,  Agha, fo rget it  and for ever.  
Forget that we either o f us ever saw Kabul,  ever toiled  and worked and 
were slaves.” 
 
“Have you, then,  no pleasant memories of Kabul? nothing you would 
care to  remember now you have left?” He scru tinised her close ly as he 
asked her,  and saw the hot colour mount up into her cheeks,  and noted 
too her s ilence.  What had she to say?  
 
“Do you  wish you  had  never seen Kabul? Would  you like to blot these 
four years out o f your life,  Gu l Begum? Would  you rather have stayed 
with Mohamed Jan,  and have given him all the services you have given 
me?” he asked.  
 
Somehow out here among the Hazara hills  their  relat ive posit ions 
seemed somewhat altered.  Here in this wild  country she was a woman 
of position,  he a mere fugit ive whom she was rescuing. He felt  it  
withou t fo rmulating any thoughts.  
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“Agha, that is hardly a fa ir  question,” she said.  “You  say I have given 
you services.  Do you accept them as a gift ,  o r was I mere ly slave 
bound to render them?” 
 
“You were never as my other slaves,  Gu l Begum,” he sa id quiet ly.  
“Surely you must admit that.” 
 
“No, I worked harder,  was more o ften scolded,” she sa id pensively.  
 
“And were often praised,” he added. “Would you have changed p laces 
with any of my other s laves – with your cousin – with Shereen, for 
instance? I never scolded her.” 
 
The gir l looked down. “No, Agha, I would not,  you  know I wou ld not.  I 
was never unhapp y, except in seeing you  cast down and overstrained 
and anxious.  I had no  trouble of my own.”  
 
“Not when you heard Mohamed Jan was going to rec laim you and tear 
you limb from limb? How quickly you have fo rgotten,  gir l.”  
 
“Mohamed Jan! Ah, that is the one name on earth that makes me 
tremble,  Agha – Mohamed Jan.  do you believe in dreams? I know you 
do, and in palmistry and a ll such things,  although you  will not own it?” 
She gave him no time to  answer,  but cont inued: “Agha, that man is in 
my fate,  I cannot shake him off or  get r id  of him –  he haunts me. Old  
Miriam said so,  and since then I dreamt,  oh,  such a horrid dream! I 
thought that a great thick blackness was drawn between me and the 
light,  and when I tr ied to peer through it  I  saw only as it  were through 
a mist – a thick white mist like a ve il.  I st rained my eyes and stra ined  
and strained again,  then saw a face; it  was Mohamed  Jan; and  then the 
darkness deepened aga in,  and I awoke, cold and trembling,  and with 
the fee ling that I had seen a vis ion rather tha n dreamt an ordinary 
dream.” 
 
“Forget all about that now, child,” the o fficia l sa id kindly,  but rather 
sadly.  He, too, was superstit ious.  “Those thoughts,  those dreams, that 
fate belonged to Kabu l.  We have both broken our Kismet,  we have 
burst our bonds,  and as you yourself said bu t a few minu tes ago, we are 
free.  We must both dream, but now we must dream for the fu tu re.  
Dreams of peace,  and ,” after a pause,  “of power.  I fee l a different man. 
When sha ll I reach India? and when are we to  get food , and  where? this 
mountain a ir gives me quite an appetite.” 
“Do you  see that cleft in the hills there,  Agha, far in the distance? If 
we make for that we sha ll be taking the shortest way to India,  sha ll I 
take you there,  or  will you no t stay a day or two and  rest? In t his 
country we are safe.”  
 
“Rest? Why should I rest?” her companion asked ga ily.  “What has 
there been to fat igue me? I went for an a fternoon and evening r ide 
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yesterday. I slept well last night,  and am fresh,  and even ready for a 
fight this morning. It  rea l ly does seem laughable how easily I have got 
rid o f all my troubles.  There has been no  fatigue,  no diff icult y,  no 
danger.  Was ever escape so planned? and now I come to  think of it ,  I 
owe it  to  you , Gul Begum. You p lanned and arranged  this scheme. I am 
not ungrateful,  I shall remember you  always.  By-the-bye,  what shall 
you do while I am in India?” 
 
The gir l started.  “What shall I do, Agha? What should I do? What I 
have always done.  Do you no longer need me?” 
 
“Are you coming with me, then?” he asked , looking at her.  “There are,  
you know, no s laves in India; the moment you get there you will be 
free.  Don’t you know that? Those Kafirs have no slaves,  the y think it  a 
sin.” 
 
“Am I not free now?” she asked  simply.  “Here and there it  seems to  me 
that I am free.  Do you  not give me my freedom?” 
 
“Oh yes,  I do,  but how can I take a young girl of your position home 
with me to wait on me? It is out o f all custom in India,  even more so 
than in this half savage country.” 
 
“I do no t know,” she sa id,  “you must know best.  You  have a mother; 
can I not live with her,  and wait on you?”  
 
“You have a father,” he said  quietly.  
 
The gir l put her hand on her heart.  “Yes,  I have a father,” she said  
soft ly.  “How could I forget? He needs me,  I will go to him.” 
 
“I shall miss you, Gul Begum,” her companion cont inued earnest ly.  “I 
am not su re that I shall be able to manage without you, but I must try.  
My mother would no t understand your posit ion at f irst,  if I took you 
with me. If I expla in everything to  her,  and she agrees,  you cou ld come 
and jo in me later ,  when I have prepared the wa y for you .” 
 
The gir l drew a long breath,  almost as though something were st ifling 
her.  “Whatever you choose,  that I will do, Agha. It  is for  you to 
decide.” Bu t a new and unexpected trouble seemed to have arisen.  The 
light died  out of her e yes.  What was the use of freedom? 
 
He not iced her too evident pain,  and would have soo thed  her.  
“It will only be for a time, Gul Begum. You will not be parted from me 
long,” he said gent ly.  
 
For ever,  for  ever,  for  ever,  kep t r inging in her ears,  but she did not 
answer,  only turned round in her saddle as though to  review the past 
that was all gone – to look at the road  along which Fate had led  her.  
She knew nothing of the futu re,  nor where it  was to take her,  but in the 
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distance behind her la y the fertile plain,  along which she had ridden – 
a pla in now lit  with sunshine,  though it  had  been dark enough as she 
had ridden along it .  Then, beyond that,  rose the hills that now divided 
her from Kabu l – from the past on which she was a lread y beginning to 
look so tender ly.  About midway between her and them, there were 
some specks dist inct ly vis ible upon the plain; they might have been 
anything, camels or ponies graz ing,  perhaps,  bu t were far  too distant to 
make out. She had no t noticed them as she had passed  along, she hard ly 
noticed them now; she was thinking of something else,  o f the great 
blank that was coming upon her,  of the great trouble she had brought 
upon herself – for she knew him well – without her her master  wou ld 
not have moved a step , he would have been in Kabul st ill,  and there 
wou ld have been no talk of separat ion.  
 
She half wished  she could recall what she had done.  Those had  been 
happ y days –  why had she herself,  with her own hands,  cu t the cords 
that bound her to them? The sun was gett ing hot,  she felt  thirsty.  
 
“Agha, let us stop and rest at the f irst stream,” she said.  “We are st ill 
three miles from the next village,  let us rest for  half an hour.”  
 
“Tired?” he asked . “Why, we have gone no d istance yet.”  
 
“No, Agha, no distance; but now that the great e ffort is over,  and we 
are safe,  I fee l I would  like to rest only a minute,  and bathe my head 
and feet.  I am not accustomed to these boots,  so they seem heavy.”  
 
He looked at her,  she was certainly paler  than she had been in the ear ly 
morning, before the sun had risen so high.  
 
“Yes,  why not?” he sa id,  “we’ll look out for the f irst spring.”  
 
And  when the y found  one she was like a child in her delight,  and  sat on 
the bank dangling her feet in the clear mounta in stream.  
 
“Gul Begum,” the official said,  suddenly,  catching ho ld of her arm, 
“look, what is that upon the p lain? Surely not catt le?”  
 
The gir l sprang to  her feet in an instant.  “To horses,  Agha, to  horses! 
they are horsemen –  they are Swars.  We are followed , we must get to  
the hills,  to  the caves – we must f ly for our lives.” 
 
In three minutes the y were in the ir  saddles,  and in full f light.  
“I wonder if they have seen us? If not we have nothing to fear.  When 
we get to that corner there,  point ing to  a turn in the va lle y up  which 
they were r iding,  we will double like a hare when it  is chased; that will 
put them off the scent.  None but a Hazara would think of that dodge, 
because none e lse would know that down there to the r ight lies one of 
those caves villages I to ld you  of.  An Afghan could only suppose we 
would fly straight on to Ind ia.” 



A VIZIER’S DAUGHTER – A TALE OF THE HAZARA WAR  216

 
They tu rned the corner,  and  by so doing lost sight o f those whom the y 
believed to  be the ir  pursuers; bu t five minutes later  a sho t rang through 
the a ir ,  and then a cry – a woman’s cr y of pain.  A horseman darted out 
from among the bou lders,  and stood confronting them on the road . It  
was Mohamed Jan! bo th recognised him at  once,  though ne ither spoke,  
and both inst inct ive ly put their  hands into the b reasts o f their  coats and 
drew out the ir pisto ls,  then fired  simultaneously.  A bullet buzzed past 
the Chief Secretary’s head, just graz ing his ear.  Mohamed  Jan had 
discharged his second barrel,  had then thrown up his arms wildly above 
his head , and  in so  doing, his r if le lead flown from his head, far  off 
among the boulders; then he had reeled in his saddle,  and  had fa llen 
heavily on to  the ground. It  had all happened  in a moment.  There had  
been no time for words,  hardly for thought.  
 
“Agha, leave me,” the gir l sa id fa int ly,  “ I cannot r ide with you . I f eel 
sick,” and she d ismounted hurriedly.  “Fly,  f ly,  to Ind ia,  take the 
direct ion I pointed  out to you. I will rest here a litt le,  then make m y 
way to the village.  It  is not far  from here.  Now Mohamed  Jan is dead, I 
have nothing further to fear.  The sold iers will never discover my 
whereabouts,  they would never have discovered  us now but for him, he 
must have guessed I wou ld take this tu rn when I found  we were 
pursued, and have made a cut over here,  leaving the sold iers to go 
straight on.  You have only to r ide,  but r ide as for your life.  Your horse 
is good and fresh,  he will carr y you safely home, and  I too will go  
home,” she sighed. “I am not far  from my grandmother’ s old home 
now, I can easily get there,  where I am well known. I have a woman’s 
tunic under my coat,  I can take off these men’s clothes and leave them 
here among the stones.  Even were I to meet the Afghan so ldier s,  I 
should excite no susp ic ion in their  minds,  the y would pass me by. I 
wou ld merely be to them a Hazara woman attracted  to this spot b y the 
sho ts,  and if they were even to ask me if I  had  seen you, I would say 
yes,  and that you have r idden to the village to get food.”  
 
Then, see ing her master  hesitate,  and looked dissat isf ied,  “The y will 
never come this wa y though,” she added, “it  is off t he direct route; but 
hasten,  hasten,  Agha, or  you will be too late.  Fly! Fly! I am no t much 
hurt.  I am hardly in any pain,  only faint.  I  fe lt  at f irst as if I had been 
hit here in the chest,  with the end of a r if le or  something heavy; but 
now I think it  can only have been the start and fr ight.  I fee l nothing of 
it,  only faint.  I am at home. It  is you who  are in danger.” 
 
She seized his hand and covered it  with kisses.  “Master,  dear master ,  
my beloved, fly,” she whispered.  
 
Bu t he remained where he was,  kneeling beside her,  realis ing,  but too 
well what had happened. So eager was she in her entreat ies,  so 
absorbed was he in his distress at parting with her thus,  that neither 
had paid the slightest heed to the man who had lain so st ill and lifeless 
on the ground . Noiseless ly,  almost imperceptibly,  he had crawled 
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fo rward on his stomach. Suddenly the official caught a sound, heard a 
movement; it  was the drawing of stee l a long a scabbard. Instantly he 
fired  aga in,  but not before the wounded man had flung his heavy knife,  
and flung it  true.  It  found its rest ing place deep in the throat of the 
gir l,  as she lay propped  up against a stone .  
 
“Gul Begum, Gul Begum.” An exceeding b itter  cry rent the air .  “He has 
killed you,” and the Chief Secretar y forgo t his p ride,  and kne lt and  
wept over the gir l he had too late learnt to appreciate.  One wave o f her 
great tender hand , that had so  often soothed him in his pain,  one loving 
glance that told him what he had known or could have known for years,  
and she was gone, free,  free at last ! –  free ,  even from the new pain that 
had come to her in her last hour,  and which would have tu rned her 
freedom to nothing but wormwood and  gall.  
 
He tu rned to see if this t ime her murderer were really dead . There was 
no mistaking it  now. Ah, why had  he not made sure before? The last 
bullet had gone straight through the back of his neck. Then the Chief 
Secretar y rose,  mounted  his horse,  and  was off at full ga llop on the 
road to Ind ia.     
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