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finme of the Goda.

So covered with the moss of time

That hazy thoughts quite balk the mind,
When sires of Dewart name

First aspired to healing fame,

But doctors they have besn of yors

Down to cur Bandy's mystic saore;

Who'd reached the hour when he could see
The proud appendiz of M, D,

His alma nater's master eire

Had serolled his vellnm with India’s dye;
Hgd only to atretch forth his hand,

To blaze his shingle in the land,

But choieest fruit upon e tree

Is often what we fuil to mee;

Wa pluck insteed the very worst,

For which Dame Luck is always cursed.

Dewnrt pére with a cheering erowd

Had gathered to make his uﬂ?apring proud,
Within the famous hall of ol

Where honor-wreaths ars won untold.

With eager eyen these kind friends looked
Am tha sons for honora booked,

But s face they did not aee:

Where could the coming doctor be?

Cold ailence answered to the call,

When Dewart's name rang through the hell;
The cloud upen the parent’s face

Wae sadness, tempered with disgraee,
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A search from Mull to Dunnet Head
Found no Bandy alive or dead.

Hed vanighed out of mortal sight;
No human eye had seen hin flight.

Had th' bright waters of her lakes
Entombed this eon of the land o' calea?
Or had some treacherous mountain cave
Opened its mouwth to make his grave?!

A wayward thought or freakish tremd
In Aleck was spurned by foe and friend.
The only ray on cloud so dense

Was love for Eastern lore iniense,

Could this bent for a hoary fad

Have driven this youthful student madt
For weeks and montha the mystery elept,
Whila hia friends & ceassless vigil kept.

When time esch of hope had spent,
To this group of bleeding hearts was wsent
A siream of light I'.-rlght a8 mid-day,

In & porm from far-eff Bombay.

As a Scot my birth was out of place, and equal'ly ont of date,
heart throbbed for amother rmoe, end my life for amother fate.
ith mative heathered hilla aglow with shades and colors galore,
A quenchless thiret with time would grow for mystic Eastern lore.

Twas in my dreams through night's still hours and my thoughts
through the garish day;:

I cared not for l'raﬁra.ut— flowers, nor the boyish games of play.

Even Horace with his ancient voice, and Virgil pure and sweet

Only enhanced my eraving choice to seek my idol's feet.

The humdrum of s doctoc's lifa, or the s *s doubtful skill —
I spurned alike the cruel kmife; and the delusive pill

B0 agninet the wish of ia.m.i}f pride, and a father's honest aim
I left my Scottish fireside and to these Indies came.
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Here th' ru glare of life was turmed the dreams of Night,
And from the world's school T learned to | mankind aright.

The romanee of the Orient, like a turtla on its baek,

Reversed my thoughts, to my lament, and dealt coneceit a whaek,

'Tia trug my fairy Vedic land, in hesuly, shames my dreams,
But at ita size, aghast I stand; to me a world it seems,

[ thought. to climb ita mountain wall and from the topmost peak
To watch Gapgea and Indus fall into the waters deep;

Then with & & of vision wide, toward the Southern seas,

To view lon, the Orient's pride, the isle of 1 t trees.

%{ meter-chart waa out of gear, 'twas pauged by Ecntia'a chain,
ere 1 eould, from Ben Wevis® ear, sean all from main to main.

Wee Beotland, with her tiny brood, withal a giant’s might,

Inspired m{ heart, as with pride T stood, that atilled a coward's fright,
Appalled abt scores of petty thromes, insteand of & single mind,

To rule India with her somplax zones; and medley of human kind,

I'd pictured hoats of the saintly claes, as in the Vedas taught,

Pouring through the snow mountain pass when great battles must be
fought

The Ar;nn’ with his golden hair, and mien of a god,

To ssasail the native in his lair, and use the comgueror's rod,

Theess anclent foea I gtill could Aee, in Veda's musty pages,
Ome to defend, rnd still be free from these invading rages.
Instend I find more scattered bresds tham the & mind can grasp,
With scores of tongues and myatic creeds which make the wisest gasp.

The Vedie hymns in primal serip, which early won my heart,

Have time and wicked hands beem strip) of every wital ﬁL
Even the Bruhman, astute of brain, who loves hie father's ines,
Sadly admite the evil stain upon those holy limes.

The atma of the trind, the heart of the sscred roll,

Which in ecurrent life hath little part the true ones Lo console,
i buried beneath a masa of creeds, like Ganess and its kind,
For the people creve the poison-seeds, and not the Godlike mind.
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The pundits of the hoary past, by their magic skill,

Over tha Vedic truths have cast their blighting spells that kill.
To Brahm, the Jehoveh of the Jew, the one who's over all,
They've added a hundred gods anew — Inviting certain fall.

Gauging the of the supreme by what man may know,

They've dared to aid Him in his scheme to rule heaven and all below.
There's & god of the torrid Sun — his breath the lightning’s flash —
A symbol of the fiaming spot, in which doomed sinners gmash.

*Tin strange this Sun, with all hisa might, must for a ha]ﬂar menreh,
Whe invokes Ushas for infant light before he warms the Kerth,
Than add the Soma of the moon, whose holy juice inspires

The taater with a heavenly boon around the sacred fires.

e too & god of clouds and rain, whe mekea them wet or dry,
The ons & blessing to parched plain, the other o mocking sky.
But Varuna of the raging wave they cannot well disdain,
Whose affrighting figure Is to save the toilers of the main

If the people of this sordid world would own their love of self, .

For Euvera they wounld itheir flage unfor]l — the Irdian sod of wealth, !
‘Tis gaid this land so full of gold was th' site of Bolomoo’s mines, ; I
From whenoe this famous king of old hejewsled hin comcubines. |

Next in line would Eame fall, whose love for the unchaste,

Would by his sensuel flaunte win all of his lewd evil taste.

There's too the sacred bulls and trees, and the hallowed creeping
Whose worship doth strange hearts appeass without a chiding ating.

There are gods of caves, and gods of earth, and of perennial snow; —
Gods 80 many that words grow dearth to mame as we go.
Thus with & picture robbed of all, onee seen within its frame,
Your “;wug som has met o fall unworthy of his name.

There's no single fgire npon the scene, my ardent hopes to greet,
While many Eugﬂlrgus there are seem that pain me muclil to meet.
Tha;Fh depresaed and sore at heart, defeat I spurm with 3

Bo of the army’s med’s I'm part, and o student too beside.



HOME OF THE G008, 7

In my bungalow I mix drugs, and my Senskrit text devour,

W‘hﬂ: my guests are sng and stinging bugs up to fair dawn's wee
our,

My jovial friend by day or night is Tippoo of ready speach,

!flshoutlln‘uﬂ,anduuﬁngerumita.gembukumah]rammmh

To this feathered chum, in gandy dress, ! owe a heavy debt,

Ag friend to cheer me in distress he's never failed me yot.

Oft quite afar from human ear I rend Sanekrit alouwd,

Which 'Ii"?pm ghouts so shrill and clear that his learning makes me
prou

But Tippoo's gifta are none of mwine, nor are they of recent growth,
For years quite close to & Hindoo ghrine be wequired o classle mouth,
Bo whene'er by chance, o line's mieread, or I an error make,

This bird will promptly check my speed by quoting my mistake.

No better teacher can be found than Tippoo at his beat,

Like his saioted lord long under ground, st Meru safe at reat,

But now the SeE]t'lljra' mongrel gods, and tongues of numeless sounds,
Must brave this Tippoo's caustie preds, with which our tent resounds.

Although these slurs, so deftly thrust, amused my dearest friend,
They angered, as [ knew they must, those I least offend.

For thesa browns are reckoned a mighty host—a factor in the East
Of which old Britain is proud to boast, ws the anchor of her peace.

Comel Come! said I to MD%TI]{, as I called thia bird for short,
Don't be so free with the eritic's lip, or my office you'll abort,
Poor Tippoe bowed hia kend in shame —like a sege forlorn —
And from that hour no Hepoy's name was target of his scorn.

This quite undreamed of wisdom, in & head so very small,

Ualled forth my ndmiraticn for thia wise Indian Poll,

Though watchman of this shifting tent, where're its home might be
I would not from my aim releat to keep him close to me.

My mild retuka ht instant chenge — Tippoo's tow, waa Hed
Wyuuld he my friendship thus es to w his wéﬁdnd pridai
My humble suit 1 pled in vein, to win back his loyal heart,

Until by vows I made it piein we twain must never part.



