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Iwas so terribly frightened that I felt I 
could not stay another hour in our encamp- 
ment. My nerves were so shaken that I 
saw snakes everywhere; and Julia was 
almost as anxious as I was to be off. The 
moon was down, and darkness upon every- 
thing. My butler, a very wise and trust- 
worthy old man, advised me strongly to 
wait till daylight ; he salaamed many times, 
and pleaded, ‘If missis wait one, two 
hour, no danger ; me and other boys stay- 
ing by missis, holding lights so as missis 
ean see, and making plenty noise, so no 
cobra can come. Missis going down hill 
in dark ; plenty more danger coming.’ But 
I was obstinate, and insisted upon con- 
tinuing our march at once. 

Accordingly the bandies were prepared 
. for us to make our descent of the hill; our 
horses were to remain until daylight, and 
then to follow us, that we might afterwards 
proceed on horseback. One pair of our 
bullocks were steady, good-tempered, well- 
conditioned beasts, whose conduct we could 
be certain of; therefore, they of course 
were fastened to the bandy in which baby 
travelled. Julia was to go down the steep 
little hill with my darling in her bandy, 
while I settled to go in the smaller one 
with the glass, crockery, etc., and the old 
dog Bessie. Julia, baby, and her ayahs got 
into their carriage, and accompanied by 
some of the natives carrying torches on 
either side, began their downward march. 
The road was very steep and winding; on 
the one side a high bank rose above our 
heads, and on the other was a sharp and 
sudden declivity, guarded: by a low wall 
about two feet high. 

The first bandy started with its precious 
freight, and slowly the bullocks planted 
their sure feet upon the uneven ground. 
I watched them as long as I could see by 
the torchlight, and then I, too, mounted 
into the bandy with Bessie, and prepared to 
set off; but, as illluck would have it, my 
bullocks, which were not our own, but had 
been hired for the journey, were, what is 
called in Madras, bobbery bullocks—bob- 
bery signifying of a diabolical temper, a tem-   

per produced, in all probability, by the brutal 
treatment they too often receive. Goaded 
and maddened, their tails twisted off, their 
poor hides blistered and bleeding, perchance 
one day the idea of revenge has entered 
their dull brains, and they have suddenly 
become conscious of their own strength, 
and determine to use it against their 
oppressors. At any rate, from whatever 
cause, my bullocks were very bobbery, 
more so than was at all expected ; for J 
had no sooner entered the bandy, and the 
driver got upon the box, than they started off 
as hard as they could tear. Not content 
with racing down the proper marked-out 
road, they, either owing to the darkness or 
from malice prepense, took a leap over the 
two-feet wall which formed the boundary of 
the road, dragging the bandy after them, 
and then down the rocky and steep moun- 
tain-side. 

Bump, bump, went the bandy, swaying 
from side to side, dashing against stones 
and mounds of earth in its descent. I was 
up at the top, down on the floor, first half 
out of one window, then out of the other, 
Bessie thrown yelping on me, then I on her. 
Bang, crash, off came the door; then the 
poor driver was thrown from his seat, and, 

as I afterwards found, had his leg broken. 
I was now more entirely at the mercy of 
the bullocks than ever. All was darkness. 
I dared not, if I could, have extricated my- 
self from the bandy: I knew not where I 
was, nor whither going. I heard the cries 
of my terrified servants above, and could 
see the flashes of the torches, but I was 
going down, down, faster and faster every 
instant ; at last there came a fearful shock, 
and we stopped. 

Once feeling the rapid motion was over, 
I gathered my poor bruised body together, 
and scrambled out of the damaged bandy, 
Bessie limping after me. My butler was 
descending the rugged pass, down which I 
had just involuntarily come, as fast as his 
legs and arms could bring him. Meanwhile 
I stood in the darkness, listening to the 
snorting and groaning of the prostrate 
bullocks, afraid to move until he arrived


