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FOREWORD

by

Brigadier—General Sir William T. F. Horwood,
G.B.E., K.G.B., D.S.0.

Late Commissioner of the Police of the Metropoilis.

Of all the benefits which British Rule has brought to
India the suppression of Thuggee must, to the
Indian, constitute one of the most outstanding.

For this hideous religion of murder was never
known to kill a European, and relied for its victims
upon Indians alone.

It is a happy coincidence that this very arresting
tale of Thuggee should be told by the grandson of
that most distinguished servant of State,
Major—-General Sir William Sleeman, K.C.B., to
whose almost superhuman endeavours the
suppression of Thuggee, after over three centuries of
existence, was chiefly due.
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The full story of that suppression is told for the
first time exactly a hundred years after the
operations described took place.

It revives once again, and at a most appropriate
moment, an outstanding proof of British Justice, and
tells of the manner in which a strong minority
overthrew an evil majority, and how the most
murderous organisation the world has ever known
was finally killed.

To one who spent ten years of his life in
command of the widest known centre in the world for
the prevention and detection of crime, namely
Scotland Yard, with its average of thirty murders per
annum, the contents of this true record is of
overwhelming interest and will be so, | am sure, to
thousands of my fellow countrymen who have spent
many years in India, and also to others who, judging
by the display of Detective Novels on Railway
Bookstalls, are thrilled by works upon crime.
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CHAPTER I. A RELIGION OF MURDER

"NINE hundred and thirty—one murders!" repeated
the judge in incredulous tones. "Surely you can
never have been guilty of such a number?"

"Sahib," replied the benevolent looking native
standing before him, in a quiet voice tinged with a
note of pride, "there were many more, but | was so
intrigued in luring them to destruction that | ceased
counting when certain of my thousand victims!"

Were this fiction it would be extravagant, indeed
unbelievable; but that it is fact must surely compel
the most skilled and ruthless Chicagoan gun—man to
feel the veriest amateur by comparison and to hand
the palm for murder to the Thug of India.

The judge was Sleeman, the celebrated
Thug—hunter, and the native on trial before him was
the infamous Buhram, whose forty years of killing
had left a record of nearly two victims a month
throughout that period. Now under arrest, he had
turned approver, or King's evidence, rather than face
death himself, and his interrogator was engaged in
the difficult task of wresting from him and others the
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centuries—old secrets of Thuggee——that mysterious
hereditary system of murder which had blotted the
escutcheon of India for over three hundred years.
Few people looking into that small court—house
on that night in an Indian hot—weather could have
appreciated the immense issues of life and death
entrusted to that solitary Englishman, who had been
responsible for exposing this vile religion and was
now engaged in its suppression. Still fewer, looking
at the mild and pleasant Thug on trial, could have
realised that he was a member of an organised band
of the craftiest assassins ever known, whose
suppression was to prove a gigantic and dangerous
task. There was, however, nothing suggestive of
judge and accused on this occasion, for Sleeman
was endeavouring to worm out the secrets of
Thuggee rather than try a man for his life. The
cross—examination, indeed, was in the nature of a
conversation between two fishermen, one trying to
convince the other that he had caught an abnormal
sized fish. By this time the Thug appeared to
Sleeman not so much a murderer, as a man brought
up in a faith which regarded the killing of men as a
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legitimate sport, both praiseworthy and lucrative, and
though he spared no effort to bring these murderers
to the gallows, his feelings towards them were
influenced by this point of view.

And so, in the stillness of that stifling
court—house, the silence broken only by the soft
swish of the lazy punkah, the destiny of millions of
human lives was being determined, the net drawing
closer and closer, around an organisation that had
exacted such heavy toll of human life.

And if it were difficult to believe that the curtain
was rising upon so hideous a drama, it would have
been still harder to appreciate that this venerable
native, with kindly face and white beard, had
encompassed the death of a whole battalion of men,
not by means of the ordinary weapons of
assassination, but by the skilful use of the most
harmless weapon in the world, the runmal, or strip of
cloth, little bigger than a handkerchief. The use of
this was not a question of choice but of decree, for
by the laws of the Thugs' satanic faith no blood
should be shed during the process of murder: in fact
Thuggee could not have existed for so long a time
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had its followers used knives or daggers.

If the onlooker had hoped to find on the old
Thug's countenance some signs of remorse for a life
spent almost entirely in treacherous murder, he
would have been doomed to disappointment, for the
old man positively beamed with pride and
reminiscent delight while the story of his ghastly past
was drawn from him by skilful questioning, literally
smacking his lips when recounting some particularly
atrocious deed which had necessitated the exercise
of great cunning and inhuman deceit.

"Do you never feel remorse for murdering in cold
blood, and after the pretence of friendship, those
whom you have beguiled into a false sense of
security?" asked Sleeman, after one of these periods
of obvious exultation.

"Certainly not!" replied Buhram. "Are not you
yourself a shikari (hunter of big game), and do not
you enjoy the thrill of the stalk, the pitting of your
cunning against that of an animal, and are not you
pleased at seeing it dead at your feet? So with the
Thug who, indeed, regards the stalking of men as a
higher form of sport. For you, sahib, have but the
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instincts of the wild beasts to overcome, whereas the
Thug has to subdue the suspicions and fears of
intelligent men and women, often heavily armed and
guarded, and familiar with the knowledge that the
roads are dangerous. In other words, game for our
hunting is defended from all points save those of
flattery and cunning. Cannot you imagine the
pleasure of overcoming such protection during days
of travel in their company, the joy in seeing suspicion
change to friendship, until that wonderful moment
arrives when the ruhmal completes the shikar—- this
soft ruhmal, sahib,"-—here the old man exhibited a
strip of coarse yellow and white cloth, the. Thug
colours, "which has terminated the existence of
hundreds. Remorse, sahib? Never! Joy and elation,
often!"

Such were the tales heard day after day during
the suppression of Thuggee, varying little in detail,
and always characterised by a total lack of feeling for
the wretched victims. And Buhram, however vile,
was sincere in his belief that he had been engaged
in work, not only pleasurable and profitable, but, in
addition, productive of great merit in the hereafter.
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Buhram does not stand alone in his prowess as a
Thug, for several others ran him close in Thuggee
history: Ramzam, for example, with a total of 604,
and Futty Khan, whose 508 victims in twenty—one
years, as compared with Buhram's 931 in forty years,
would have put him at the top of his profession had
he not been captured.

In an age when tales of crime prove so attractive
and bookstalls groan beneath a wealth of imaginary
horrors, these true tales of Thuggee must surely
appeal to those who prefer fact to fancy, and if the
strange history of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde is of
interest, the actual dual personality of the Thug must
surely be more so: that fiend in human form, luring
his victims to their doom with soft speech and
cunning artifice, committing the cold—blooded murder
of every man he met, saint or sinner, rich or poor,
blind or lame, during his annual holiday, and
spending the remainder of the year as a
public—spirited citizen of seeming respectability.

Thug, from the Sanskrit root Sthag, to conceal, is
pronounced Tug, and Thuggee as Tuggee. Itis a
term often wrongly applied, particularly in the United
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States, to bandits or hold—up men, who do not
attempt either concealment of their intention or
strangulation. The Thug was a murderer by
hereditary profession, who sincerely believed that he
had a divine right to kill, and no other class of
criminal possesses the right to call itself by that
name. Certainly not the modern type, for,
contemptible and horrible as the Thugs
unquestionably were, it is certain that they would be
loud in their expression of horror at the deeds of
these despicable ruffians in Western countries.
However unscrupulous and treacherous the Thugs
were, one thing at least stands to their credit, that
while they sometimes killed women—--though
contrary to their faith—— they never maltreated them
beforehand. The taking of human life for the sheer
lust of killing was the Thugs' main object: the
plunder, however pleasant, being a secondary
consideration. That robbery did not form the principal
motive is clear from the fact that they made little
effort to ascertain the wealth of those they put to
death, and wretchedly poor men, their total worldly
wealth less than sixpence, constantly appear in
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Thuggee records as having been added to the bag.
The Thug, indeed, regarded his profession much in
the same light as the sportsman: no motive was
required for the murders they planned to commit;
their prospective victims were unknown to them; and
it mattered nothing whether they were Hindu or
Mohammedan, for the Thugs had in their ranks
members of both religions. All travellers were fish for
their net, and they watched their growing toll of
human life with exactly the same feeling of pride that
the sportsman experiences when making his entries
in a game book.

Here was no body of amateur assassins, driven
to crime by force of circumstance, but men of
seeming respectability and high intelligence, often
occupying positions of importance and responsibility
in their normal lives, secretly trained from boyhood to
the highest degree of skill in strangulation. Each
Thug had his particular job to do: to one fell the task
of throwing the ruhmal around the victim's neck, to
others the task of seizing arms and legs and giving
those scientific wrenches and cruel blows at vital
parts which ensured his being brought down at the
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psychological moment. These arts were continually
practised by the Thug in his off-duty moments,
fathers teaching sons this foul work with parental
pride, until all engaged in a Thuggee expedition
became so expert that they could strangle their
victims with the maximum of adroitness and in the
minimum of time. Their art was carried still further,
for other Thugs were specially trained to bury and
conceal the murdered bodies with such skill that the
ground beneath which they rested appeared
undisturbed. In the hey—-day of the organisation,
these experts could bury the body within half an
hour, with such success that even the Thugs
themselves could only find the graves later by
reference to landmarks.

The histrionic sense of the Thug was highly
developed, many being remarkably good actors, and
if they detected the slightest suspicion on the part of
travellers they were attempting to ingratiate-
themselves with, they immediately departed and
disappeared in another direction. No sooner were
they out of sight, however, than messengers were
sent to other gangs—-for they quartered the ground
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like wolves——who caught up the travellers, primed
with any information that the first Thugs had gleaned,
and it was seldom that the quarry escaped death.

A rich merchant, for example, protected by an
armed escort, would meet on his journey some
seemingly poor men, who would ask permission to
avail themselves of his protection. Being unarmed
and few in number, this request would be granted
and the party would proceed together for some days,
the Thugs——for such they were—-losing no
opportunity of making themselves pleasant and
useful, until the combined party journeyed together
with a confidence born of friendship. Meanwhile
other Thugs, apparent strangers, but actually of the
same gang, would day by day be overtaken and
allowed to join the party, this process being repeated
until at last the genuine travellers were
out—numbered. Then the opportunity would come
when two or more Thugs stood unobtrusively behind
each traveller, waiting for the signal to kill. This was
usually "Tabac la ow" (Bring tobacco), whereupon
the ruhmals were instantly thrown round the necks of
the victims who were strangled so skilfully that they
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could neither escape nor fight for their lives. The
bodies were then cut about to prevent swelling upon
decomposition, which would raise the surface of the
graves and so attract attention, and carefully buried
at beles (permanent murder places) selected
beforehand. These murders were planned with such
forethought and accurate calculation that often these
graves were prepared many days ahead. If there
were people in the vicinity and it was dangerous to
dig the graves in the open, the Thugs did not scruple
to bury the bodies beneath their own tents, eating
their food and sleeping on the soil without a qualm!
Many devices were adopted by the Thugs to
make their murders easier, one favourite ruse being
'to feign sickness, the Thug selected for the part
pretending to be taken violently ill. Others would
attempt to succour him, but to no purpose—-the
pains growing increasingly severe. It was then
pretended that a charm would restore him, and the
doomed travellers were induced to sit around a pot
of water, to uncover their necks, and to look up and
count the number of stars. Having, in their
superstitious folly, put themselves over so
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completely in the hands of the Thugs, the ruhmals
were about their necks in a trice and they were
strangled with dispatch. The Thug's repertoire of
such tricks was extensive, and he rang the changes
according to the type of victim he was after. The
ruhmal with which the murders were committed was
some thirty inches in length, with a knot formed at
the double extremity and a slip knot eighteen inches
from it, giving the Thug a firm hold. After the victim
had been brought to the ground, the slip knot was
loosened and the Thug then made another fold
round the neck, put his foot against it, and drew the
cloth tight——to quote the words of a Thug, "Just as if
packing a bundle of straw."

In former times the Thugs declared that their
goddess, Bhowani, relieved them of the trouble of
burying their victims by devouring them herself; but,
in order that they might not see her doing this——a
nicety not quite in keeping with her legendary
character——she had strictly enjoined them never to
look back on leaving the scene of a murder. On one
occasion, however, a novice of the fraternity
disobeyed this rule, and, imitating Lot's wife, looked
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back and saw the goddess in the act of feasting
upon a corpse, which embarrassed her exceedingly,
and as a punishment she declared that she would no
longer devour those whom the Thugs killed. This
was a great blow and they appealed to her mercy,
with the result that she graciously consented to
present them with one of her teeth for a pick—axe,
with which she ordered them in future to bury those
whom they destroyed.

This was the legendary introduction of the sacred
kodalee, which became the chief part of the ritual
which preceded every Thuggee expedition. In shape
like an adze, five pounds in weight and seven inches
in length, it had one point, and was consecrated with
special devotion, after which it was called a kussee
and given into the charge of the shrewdest and
keenest Thug of the gang. Its wooden handle was
thrown away the moment its use was ended, in order
that the axe could be carried in the waistbelt without
being seen or creating suspicion. During a Thuggee
expedition the pick—axe was buried at nightfall in a
secure place, with its point facing the way the Thugs
intended to go next day, and they believed that, if
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another place would give them better sport, the
direction of the point would be found changed in the
morning. Formerly this kussee was thrown into a well
at night, and the Thugs firmly believed that it came
up without human help when summoned on the
following morning. Ridiculous as this sounds,
Sleeman was often told with every evidence of
sincere belief that they had seen the sacred
pick—axe rise from a well of its own accord and come
to the hand of its custodian. Some, indeed, stated
that they had seen several pick—axes of different
gangs rise from the same well simultaneously and go
to their respective bearers! They further believed that
the sound made by the kussee in digging graves
Was never heard by anyone but a Thug: that it was
more sacred than even Ganges water or the Koran:
and that a Thug perjuring himself by taking a false
oath upon it died within six days.

Over seventy years later the grandson of Sir
William Sleeman conducted tests in India which
resulted in the introduction to the British Army of the
entrenching tool carried by troops during the Great
War. By a curious coincidence, and unknown to him
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at the time, this tool was almost identical in character
with the kussee of the Thug, and while the latter had
helped in the murder of countless thousands of
people, the former saved innumerable lives.

In dealing with the beliefs of Thugs we have
fortunately the advantage of documentary proof in
the shape of the actual evidence of Thugs
themselves, just as it was recorded a hundred years
ago. It would seem incredible, otherwise, that
anyone could genuinely possess such fantastic faith;
but that the Thug did so is made manifest in these,
as witness the following authentic conversation
between Sleeman and the Thug Nasir:

Sleeman:

"And you really believe that Bhowani sends you
these signs to warn you of danger and guide you to
your booty?"

Nasir:

"Can we—-can anybody—-doubt it? Did she not in
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former days, when our ancestors attended to rules,
bury the bodies for us and save us the trouble, and
remove every sign by which we could be traced?"

Sleeman:

"You have heard this from your fathers, who heard it
from their fathers; but none of you have ever seen it,
nor is it true."

Nasir:

"It is true, quite true; and though we have not seen
this, we have all of us seen the sacred pick—axe
spring in the morning from the well into which it had
been thrown overnight, and come to the hands of the
man who carried it at his call; nay, we have seen the
pickaxes of different gangs all come up of
themselves from the same well at the same time,
and go to their several bearers."

Sleeman:
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"Yes; and you have all seen the common jugglers by
sleight of hand appear to turn pigeons into serpents,
and serpents into rabbits, but all know that they do it
by their skill, and not by the aid of any goddess. The
man who carried your pick—axe is selected for his
skill, and gains extra emoluments and distinction;
and no doubt can, in the same manner, make it
appear that the axe comes out of itself when he
draws it out by his sleight of hand."

Nasir

(with great energy): "What! Shall not a hundred
generations of Thugs be able to distinguish the tricks
of man from the miracles of God? Is there not the
difference of heaven and earth between them? Is not
one a mere trick, and the other a miracle, withessed
by hundreds assembled at the same time?"

Sleeman:

"Sahib Khan, you are more sober than Nasir, have
you ever seen it?"
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Sahib Khan :

"On one expedition only. During an expedition that |
made Imam Khan and his brother carried the
pick—axes, and | heard them repeatedly in the
morning call them from the well into which they had
thrown them overnight, and | saw the pick—axes
come out of themselves from the well, and fall into
their aprons, which they held open thus" (here he
described the mode).

Sleeman:
"And you never saw any of your own gangs do this?"
Sahib Khan:

"Never. | have Thugged for twenty years and never
saw it."

Sleeman:

"How do you account for this?"



Thug: Or A Million Murders

Sahib Khan:

"Merely by supposing that they attend more to
omens and regulations than we do. Among us itis a
rule never to kill women; but if a rich old woman is
found, the gang sometimes get a man to strangle her
by giving him an extra share of the booty, and
inducing him to take the responsibility upon himself.
We have sometimes killed other prohibited people,
particularly those of low caste, whom we ought not
even to have touched."

This admission is of interest, because the Thug
invariably accepted their failure to observe the rules
of their goddess as a reason for the downfall of
Thuggee.

Sleeman:
"Does Mahomet, your prophet, anywhere sanction

crimes like yours: the murder in cold blood of your
fellow creatures for the sake of their money?"
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Sahib Khan:
"NO_"
Sleeman:

"Does he not say that such crimes will be punished
by God in the next world?"

Sahib Khan:
"YeS_"
Sleeman:

"Then do you never feel any dread of punishment
hereafter?"

Sahib Khan:
"Never: we never murder unless the omens are

favourable: and we consider favourable omens as
the mandates of the Deity."
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Sleeman:
"What deity?"
Sahib Khan:
"Bhowani."
Sleeman:

"But Bhowani, you say, has no influence upon the
welfare or otherwise of your soul hereafter?"

Sahib Khan:

"None, we believe, but she influences our fates in
this world, and what she orders in this world, we
believe that God will not punish in the next."

Sleeman:

"And you believe if you were to murder without the
observance of the omens and regulations, you would
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be punished both in this world and the next, like
other men?"

Sahib Khan:

"Certainly; no man's family ever survives a murder; it
becomes extinct. A Thug who murders in this way
loses the children he has, and is never blessed with
more."

Sleeman:

"In the same way as if a Thug had murdered a
Thug?"

Sahib Khan:
"Precisely; he cannot escape punishment."
Sleeman:

"And when you observe the omens and rules, you
neither feel a dread of punishment here nor
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hereafter?"
Sahib Khan:
"Never."
Sleeman:

"And do you never feel sympathy for the persons
murdered——never pity or compunction?"

Sahib Khan

(with great emphasis): "Never."

Sleeman:

"And when you see or hear a bad omen, you think it
Is the order of the deity not to kill the travellers you

have with you, or are in pursuit of?"

Sahib Khan:
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"Yes: it is the order not to kill them, and we dare not
disobey."

Sleeman:

"Do your wives never reproach you with your
deeds?"

Sahib Khan:

"In the South we never tell our wives what we do lest
they should disclose our secrets."

Sleeman:
"And if you told them, would they not reproach you?"
Sahib Khan:

"Some would, and some—-like those of other Thugs
who do tell them——-would quietly acquiesce."

Sleeman:
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"And be as affectionate and dutiful as the wives of
other men?"

Sahib Khan:

"The fidelity of the wives of Thugs is proverbial
throughout India."

Sleeman:

"That is among Thugs?"
Sahib Khan:

"Yes."

Sleeman :

"And the fear of the ruhmal operates a little to
produce this?"

Sahib Khan :
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"Perhaps a little, but there have been very few
instances of women killed for infidelity among us."

Now Nasir and Sahib Khan, the two approvers,
proceed to give the opinion of the Thug regarding the
possibility of Thuggee being suppressed, doubt
having been expressed on this point at an earlier
stage of the proceedings.

Sleeman:

"Do you think that Thuggee can ever be suppressed
in the Deccan?"

Nasir: "l

think it never can."

Sahib Khan:

"l do not say it never can. | say only that the country

Is very large and in every one of the five districts
there are hundreds of Thugs who are staunch to
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their oaths and attentive to their usages; that the
country is everywhere intersected by the jurisdiction
of native chiefs who cannot be easily persuaded to
assist."

Nasir:

"Assist! (contemptuously). Why, when we go into
their districts after a Thug, we are every instant in
danger of our lives."

Here Nasir speaks as an approver, employed in
giving away his brother Thugs, and somewhat sore
at his former colleagues being so protected!

Sleeman:

"And you think that all these obstacles are not to be
overcome?"

Nasir: "l

think not."
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Sleeman:

"That is, you think an institution formed by Bhowani
cannot be suppressed by the hand of man?"

Nasir:

"Certainly | think so."

Sleeman:

"But you think that no man is killed by man's killing?
That all who are strangled are strangled in effect by
God?"

Nasir:

"Certainly."

Sleeman :

"Then by whose killing have all the Thugs who have
been hung at Saugor and Jubbulpore been killed?"
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Nasir: "
God's, of course."
Sleeman:

"You think that we could never have caught and
executed them but by the aid of God?"

Nasir:
"Certainly not."
Sleeman:

"Then you think that so far we have been assisted by
God in what we have done?"

Nasir:
"Yes."

Sleeman:
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"And you are satisfied that we should not have
ventured to do what we have done unless we were
assured that our God was working with us, or rather
that we were the mere instruments in His hands?"
Nasir:

"Yes, | am."

Sleeman:

"Then do you not think that we may go on with the
same assurance until the work we have in hand is
done; until, in short, the system of Thuggee is
suppressed?"

Nasir:

"God is almighty."

Sleeman :

"And there is but one God?"



Thug: Or A Million Murders

Nasir:
"One God above all Gods."
Sleeman:

"And if that God above all Gods supports us, we
shall succeed?"

Nasir:
"Certainly."
Sleeman:

"Then we are all satisfied that He is assisting us and,
therefore, hope to succeed, even in the Deccan?"

Nasir:
"God only knows."

Sahib Khan:
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"If God assists, you will succeed, but the country is
large and favourable, and the gangs are numerous
and well organised."

This interrogation took place before the operations
for the suppression of Thuggee were half-way
through, and it is obvious that these Thugs were very
doubtful about the possibility of its complete
destruction. And yet, such was the indomitable
character of the small body of British officials
charged with this duty, that within seven years of this
date Thuggee had ceased to exist in India.

The next extract illustrates the Thug's idea of the
sanctity of human life.

Sleeman:

"When you have a poor traveller with you, or a party
of travellers who appear to have little property, and
you hear or see a very good omen, do you not let
them go in the hope that the virtue of the omen will
guide you to better prey?"
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Dorgha:

"Let them go——never, never" (with great emphasis).
Nasir:

"How could we let them go? Is not the omen the
order from heaven to kill them, and would it not be
disobedient to let them go? If we did not kill them,
how should we ever get any more travellers?"
Feringeea:

"I, have known the experiment tried with good
effect——I have known travellers who promised little,
let go, and the virtue of the omen brought better."
Inaent:

"Yes, the virtue of the omen remains, and the

traveller who has little should be let go, for you are
sure to get a better."



Thug: Or A Million Murders

Sahib Khan

(evidently a die—hard!): "Never, never! This is one of
your Hindustanee heresies. You could never let him
go without losing all the fruits of your expedition. You
might get property, but it could never do you any
good. No success could result from your
disobedience."

Morlee:

"Certainly not! The travellers who are in our hands
when we hear a good omen must never be let go,
whether they promise little or much; the omen is
unquestionably the order, as Nasir says."

Nasir:

"The idea of securing the goodwill of Bhowani by
disobeying her order is quite monstrous. We Deccan
Thugs do not understand how you got hold of it. Our
ancestors were never guilty of such folly."
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On reading through this to—day, the conversation
might be that of members of a parish meeting
discussing a rule connected with the village pump.
And yet these mild, quiet, and venerable natives had
between them encompassed the murder of
thousands of inoffensive people.

After a murder the Thugs held a sacrificial feast of
consecrated gur, unrefined sugar, which they
believed not only increased their desire for Thuggee,
but also made them callous to the suffering of their
victims. It was a favourite saying of Thugs when
standing their trial for life, that if anyone tasted this
gur he would become a Thug for the rest of his life.

When Sleeman asked Feringeea, who had
strangled a beautiful young woman, if he had not felt
pity for her, he replied: "We all feel pity sometimes,
but the gur of the sacrifice changes our nature. It
would change the nature of a horse. Let any man
once taste of that gur and he will be a Thug although
he knows all the trades and has all the wealth in the
world. | never wanted food: my mother's family were
opulent, her relations high in office. | have been high
in office myself and became so great a favourite
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wherever | went that | was sure of promotion; yet |
was always miserable while absent from my gang,
and obliged to return to Thuggee. My father made
me taste of that fatal gur when | was yet a mere boy;
and if | were to live a thousand years, | should never
be. able to follow any other trade."

To attain to the office of strangler a Thug had to
serve on several expeditions during which he
acquired by slow degrees the requisite insensibility
to finer feelings. At first a novice was almost always
shocked or frightened, but after a time he lost all
sympathy with the victims. Recruits were first
employed as scouts (bykureeas), then as buriers of
the dead (lughas), then as holders of limbs
(shumseeas), and finally, if entirely satisfactory for
such promotion, as stranglers (bhurtotes), the
highest office of all. Like a good regiment, it was their
system, their discipline and strictness of rules which
enabled the Thug to hold out for so long a period.
When a novice felt he had sufficient experience, he
would beg the most experienced and reliable Thug of
his gang to act as his gooroo and instruct him in the
art of strangulation. If his request was granted, they
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then awaited a victim of not too great bodily strength
for the first murder.

Although the law of Thuggee decreed that women
should not be murdered, fear of discovery compelled
the Thugs to break this law frequently, for few large
parties of travellers consisted only of men, and to
allow any possible witness to escape would have
been a suicidal policy; but though many cases are on
record where very young girls were saved and later
married to Thugs, they were never maltreated. To
guote Sleeman: "No Thug was ever known to offer
insult, either in act or speech, to women whom they
were about to murder." So even the callous,
cold—blooded Thug set a higher standard in this
respect than the youthful criminal of to—day!

The Thug was superstitious to a degree and
believed that the wishes of Bhowani were expressed
by the appearance or cries of certain animals and
birds, from which they drew an omen and learnt her
will. Ranging from jackals to lizards, from crows to
cranes, so many and varied were the omens that a
Thug's life during a murder expedition must have
been one of continual anxiety.
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The most astounding fact about the Thug is that,
as a general rule, he was a good citizen and model
husband, devoted to his family, and scrupulously
straight when not on his expeditions, presenting a
complexity of character utterly baffling to a student of
psychology. It was, indeed, essential to the safety of
their criminal operations that they should pass as
peaceful citizens. Their opportunities were great, for
communications in India were then both difficult and
dangerous and vast amounts of treasure were
carried long distances by road by disguised
treasure—bearers or escorted by armed guards. A
rich merchant and his attendants, for example, would
leave Calcutta for Poona and would, in the normal
course of events, remain unheard of until his return
home, perhaps six months later. A month after
leaving Calcutta the whole party might be murdered
and the booty divided among the Thugs concerned,
who then scattered. In such a case there was not the
slightest fear of the murder becoming known until
many months later, when for the first time, the
disappearance of the party of travellers would be
remarked. By the time suspicion was aroused and
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enquiries made, it would be almost impossible to
discover where and when they had disappeared, for
the Thugs responsible had long since returned to
their seemingly respectable homes. Not only had
they left no trace behind of their foul deed, but they
concealed their trail by every art and craft, and with
ill-gotten rupees bribed officials, police and villagers,
in whose territory the murders had occurred, to
maintain an air of stolid ignorance if enquiries were
made.

It is not, therefore, extraordinary that Thuggee
remained a mystery: rather, it is remarkable that it
was ever brought to light and eventually suppressed,
and it is small wonder that it continued to exist for
over three hundred years. And it is but right when
British rule in India is so unfairly challenged and so
unworthily attacked, that the extinction of this ancient
religion of murder should be represented as yet
another jewel in the crown of Empire.
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CHAPTER Il. THE ORIGIN AND
CUSTOMS OF THUGGEE

THE ORIGIN of Thuggee is shrouded in obscurity,
but is said to have sprung from the Sagartii, who
contributed 8,000 horse to the army of Xerxes, and
are described by Herodotus in the Vlith book of his
History.

"These people lead a pastoral life; were originally
of Persian descent and use that language; their
dress is something betwixt the Persian and the
Pactyan; they have no offensive weapons either of
iron or brass, except their daggers; their principal
dependence in action is on cords made of twisted
leather which they use in this manner: when they
engage an enemy they throw out these cords, having
a noose at the extremity; if they entangle in these
either horse or man they, without difficulty, put them
to death."”

There is reason to believe that the descendants
of these Sagartii accompanied a Mohammedan
invader of India and settled in the neighbourhood of
Delhi.



Thug: Or A Million Murders

The earliest accurate Indian historical notice of
Thuggee is the statement in Ziaud din Barni's history
of Firoz Shah, written in 1356, that about a.d. 1290 a
thousand Thugs were captured at Delhi, but that the
Sultan, with misplaced clemency, refused to sanction
their execution, shipped them off to Lakhnaut, and
there let them loose. No wonder Bengal was to
become a hot-bed of Thuggee in later years! This
places the antiquity of Thuggee at over five hundred
years before it was suppressed. The next mention of
Thugs refers to the reign of Akbar (1556-1605),
when some five hundred were captured in the Etwah
district, always notorious for crime. Later, in 1666,
towards the close of Shah Jahan's reign, the French
traveller Thevenot wrote as follows:

"Though the road | have been speaking of, from
Delhi to Agra, be tolerable, yet hath it many
iInconveniences. One may meet with tigers, panthers,
and lions upon it; and one had best, also, have a
care of robbers and, above all things, not to suffer
anybody to come near one upon the road. The
cunningest robbers in the world are in that country.
They use a certain slip with a running noose, which
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they can cast with so much sleight about a man's
neck, when they are within reach of him, that they
never fail, so that they strangle him in a trice. They
have another cunning trick, also, to catch travellers
with. They send out a handsome woman upon the
road who, with her hair dishevelled, seems to be all
in tears, sighing and complaining of some misfortune
which she pretends has befallen her. Now, as she
takes the same way as the traveller goes, he easily
falls into conversation with her and, finding her
beautiful, offers her his assistance, which she
accepts. But he hath no sooner taken her up behind
him on horseback, but she throws the snare about
his neck and strangles him; or at least stuns him,
until the robbers—— who lie hid——come running to her
assistance and complete what she hath begun."
After the capture of Seringapatam in 1799 the
attention of the East India Company's government
was drawn to the prevalence of stranglers7, and in
1810 the bodies of thirty Thug victims were found in
wells between the Ganges and Jumna. During 1816
Dr. R. C. Sherwood, of the establishment of Fort St.
George, wrote a valuable article upon Thugs, adding
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yet another contribution to the unsystematic and
spasmodic efforts to expose and subdue their
activities which had been made throughout the
centuries of their existence. All failed, however,
owing to the fact that Thuggee was not appreciated
for what it really was till 1829, when Sleeman
revealed its true significance for the first time, his
revelations arousing intense excitement in all India.

It has been shown that the Thuggee organisation
Is known to have existed from early in the fourteenth
century, but the Thugs themselves maintained that
sculptures in the Caves of Ellora of the eighth
century depicted operations of Thuggee which they
alone could correctly interpret.

In his On the Suppression of Thuggee in India, by
Major—General Sir William Sleeman, K.C.B., there is
the following verbatim conversation on this point
between himself and the celebrated Thug chief,
Feringeea:

Sleeman:

"You told Mr. Johnstone that the operations of your
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trade were to be seen in the caves of Ellora."
Feringeea:

"All' Everyone of the operations is to be seen there.
In one place you see men strangling; in another
burying the bodies; and in another carrying them off
to the grave. There is not an operation in Thuggee
that is not exhibited in the caves of Ellora."

Sleeman:

"Does any person beside yourselves consider that
these figures represent Thugs?"

Feringeea:

"Nobody else, but all Thugs know that they do. We
never told anybody else what we thought about
them. Every one can see for himself the secret
operations of his trade, but he does not tell others of
them and no other person can understand what they
mean."
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Sleeman :

"What particular operations are there described in
figures?"

Sahib Khan

(another Thug): "I have seen the inveigler sitting
upon the same carpet with the traveller and in close
conversation with him, just as we are when we are
worming out their secrets. In another place the
strangler has got his ruhmal over his neck and is
strangling him, while another is holding him by the
legs."

Sleeman:
"Have you seen no others?"
Feringeea: "l

have seen these two and also the grave—diggers
carrying away the bodies to the graves in this
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manner (describes), and the sextons digging the
grave with the sacred pick—axe. All this is done just
as if we had ourselves done it, nothing could be
more exact."
Sleeman:
"Who do you think could have executed this work?"
Feringeea:
"It could not have been done by Thugs because they
would never have exposed the secrets of their trade,
and no other human being could have done it. It
must be the work of the gods. Human hands could
never have performed it."
Sleeman:

"And supposing so, you go and worship it?"

Sahib Khan: "
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No, we go to gratify curiosity and not to worship. We
look upon it as a mausoleum——a collection of curious
figures cut by some demons who knew the secrets of
all mankind and amused themselves here in
describing them."

The legendary origin of this strange and horrible
religion, according to the Thugs, dated back to a time
when the world was pestered with a monstrous
demon, so gigantic in stature that the deepest ocean
reached no higher than its waist, who devoured
mankind as fast as it was created. Bhowani, or Kali,
as she is variously called, tried to kill this horrid
prodigy with a sword, but from every drop of blood
spilt there sprang a new demon, until the hellish
brood multiplied to such a degree that she realised
the impossibility of completing her task unaided. In
this dilemma Bhowani brushed the sweat from her
arm and from it created two men, to each of whom
she gave a strip of cloth, torn from the hem of her
garment, and commanded them to strangle the
demons, thus overcoming the blood difficulty. These
legendary progenitors of Thuggee worked with such



Thug: Or A Million Murders

skill and vigour that soon all the demons were slain,
and the goddess gave them the ruhmal, or strip of
cloth, as a reward for their assistance, bidding them
transmit it to their posterity with the. injunction to
destroy all men who were not of their kindred. There
were, however, exemptions from this rule: it was
unlawful to murder women, for instance, and also,
among many others, religious mendicants, oilmen,
potters, goldsmiths, mahouts, musicians, arid
dancing—masters. At first the Thugs were punctilious
in obeying these laws, but later they became more
lax, and it was to neglect of these regulations that
they ascribed the decay of their awful craft.

Bhowani, or Kali, the Black Mother, who presided
over Thuggee, was the wife of Siva, and Hindu
mythology states that she first appeared on earth on
the banks of the Hooghly, the exact spot being called
Kali-Ghat (now Calcutta) in her honour. Here still
stands her most honoured temple, in which the
goddess of destruction is represented as a black
figure with red eyes and hands, a loathsome sight
with matted hair, fang-like teeth, and face and
breasts besmeared with blood, to whom human
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sacrifices were made in the days of Thuggee. In
1929—--exactly a hundred years after the beginning
of the suppression of Thuggee—-- the author visited
this temple, with its revolting beggars and pestiferous
smells, the crowded courtyard packed to suffocation
with fanatical pilgrims awaiting the slaughter of some
terror—stricken goats whose blood was to be shed in
honour of Bhowani, and which now take the place of
former human sacrifice. At Bindachun, near
Mirzapore, there is another famous temple built in
honour of the goddess, a description of which is
given by Mrs. Fanny Parks, who visited it in 1844: in
her book: "Wanderings of a Pilgrim in Search of the
Picturesque."

"The temple which is built of stone is of
rectangular form, surrounded by a verandah, the
whole encompassed by a flight of five steps. The
roof is flat and the pillars that support it of plain and
coarse workmanship. On the left is the entrance to
the Hindoo holy of holies.

"The Brahmans begged me to take off my shoes,
and then said | might then enter and see the face of
the goddess. | thought of the Thugs, and my curiosity



Thug: Or A Million Murders

induced me to leave my shoes at the door and to
advance about three yards into the little dark
chamber. The place was in size so small that, when
Six people were in it, it appeared quite full; the walls
were of large coarse stones. The worshippers were
turned out of the apartment and they gave me a full
view of the great goddess—-the renowned Bhagwan!
The head of the figure is of black stone, with large
eyes——the whites of which are formed of plates of
burnished silver. These glaring eyes attract the
admiration of the Hindoos——' Look at her eyes!" said
one. Thrown over the top of her head strings of white
Jasmine flowers took the place of hair, and hung
down her shoulders. If you were to cut a woman off
just at the knees, spread a red sheet over her, as if
she were going to be shaved—--hiding her arms
entirely with it, but allowing her feet to be seen at the
bottom—-making the figure nearly square, you have
the form of the goddess.

"The two little black feet rested on a black rat——at
least they called it so——and a small emblem of
Mahadeo stood at the side. Six or eight long chaplets
of freshly gathered flowers hung from her neck to her
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feet, festooned in gradation——they were formed of
the blossoms of the marigold, the white jasmine and
the bright red pomegranate. The figure stood upon a
square slab of black stone. It was about four feet in
height, and looked more like a child's toy than a
redoubtable goddess.

"I thought of the Thugs, but mentioned not the
name in the temple: it is not wise to dwell in the river
and be at enmity with the crocodile!

"In the verandah of the temple were two massive
bowls of a metal something like brass. | can fancy
terror acting on the Hindoos, when worshipping the
great black hideous idol Kali Ma at Kali-Ghat near
Calcutta; but this poor stump of a woman with quiet
features, staring eyes of silver, and little black feet
inspired no terror; and yet she is Bhagwan—--the
dreaded Bhagwan!

"The temple was crowded with men and women
in great numbers, coming and going as fast as
possible. The month of Aghar is the time of the
annual meeting; it begins November I5th and ends
the 13th of December. Therefore Bindachun must be
full of rascals and Thugs at this present time, who
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have come here to arrange their religious murders,
and to make vows and puja (prayers)."

A gang of Thugs usually numbered from twenty to
fifty men, but was sometimes much larger, on one
occasion a gang of 360 accomplishing the murder of
forty persons. As a general rule they pretended to be
merchants or soldiers, travelling without weapons in
order to disarm suspicion, which gave them an
excellent excuse for seeking permission to
accompany travellers, for there was nothing to excite
alarm in their appearance. Most Thugs were mild
looking and peculiarly courteous, for this camouflage
formed part of their stock—-in—trade, and well-armed
travellers felt no fear in allowing these knights of the
road to join them. This first step successfully
accomplished, the Thugs gradually won the
confidence of their intended victims by a demeanour
of humility and gratitude, and feigned interest in their
affairs until familiar with details of their homes,
whether they were likely to be missed if murdered,
and if they knew anyone in the vicinity. Sometimes
they travelled long distances together before a
suitable opportunity for treachery occurred; a case is
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on record where a gang journeyed with a family of
eleven persons for twenty days, covering 200 miles,
before they succeeded in murdering the whole party
without detection. Another gang accompanied sixty
men, women and children 160 miles before they
found a suitable occasion to put them all to death.
The favourite time for murder was in the evening,
when the travellers would be seated in the open, the
Thugs mingling with their victims, and all talking,
smoking, and singing happily together. But the
Thugs' motto was, "There's no fun like work," and
three of them would sit close to each prospective
victim. On the signal being given, two would lay hold
of his hands and feet, while the third manipulated the
ruhmal, not relaxing his grip until life was extinct.
Many Thugs were influential citizens in ordinary
life, amassing wealth from their murders with which
to bribe those who might otherwise have given them
away. Money counts in crime even to—day, West or
East, and the Thugs enjoyed the countenance,
protection and support of many ruling chiefs and
powerful landowners in return for choice booty and
renting land at extortionate rates. These influential
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Indians shared in the unlawful fruits of Thuggee
expeditions without the slightest feeling of religious
or moral responsibility for murders which they knew
were perpetrated to secure them, and were content
with the promise that the Thugs would not commit
murder within their states and thereby involve them
in trouble. Often the native police and villagers were
also conciliated by bribes, as was shown on one
occasion when Thugs bungled the killing of
twenty—five travellers and were pursued to the village
of Tigura, where the inhabitants came to their
support and protected them against arrest. Indeed,
during the operations for the suppression of
Thuggee, it was found that some subordinate native
police were actually practising Thugs, and that this
was frequently the case with the chaukidars, or night
watchmen, of villages and houses. With such
consummate scoundrels, such formidable protection,
and such opportunities, small wonder that Thuggee
flourished for centuries and accounted for many
thousands of innocent lives during its long reign.
Sepoys proceeding home on furlough with their
small savings were specially favourite victims of the
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Thug, because they were unlikely to be missed until
some time after death, their relatives being ignorant
of the fact that they had started for home, and the
regimental authorities ascribing their failure to return
to desertion. Certain gangs of Thugs, indeed, can be
said to have specialised in sepoys.

Horrible as all this reads, it must be borne in mind
that the Thugs considered their murders precisely in
the light of sacrifices to their goddess. Not only did
they plan and meditate over their murders without
misgiving, but they perpetrated them without any
emotion of pity. Their horrid treachery and cruel
strangulations troubled neither their dreams and
recollections nor caused them the slightest
disturbance even in the hour of death. They
considered, in fact, that their victims were killed by
God, with them as his agents, their appointed job
being to kill travellers——to quote the words of a Thug,
"Just as a tiger feeds upon deer."

In wading through the tragic and unsavoury
records of Thuggee nothing strikes one more than
the contrast between their devilry when engaged in
their wicked hunting, and their trustworthiness in
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decent employment and real affection for their wives
and children, which stand out saliently in pages of
history blotted with hideous crime. To illustrate this
double life, a case is on record where an
Englishman, Dr. Cheek, had a bearer in charge of
his children. The man was a special favourite,
remarkable for his kind and tender ways with his little
charges, gentle in manner and exceptional in all his
conduct. Every year he obtained leave of absense
for the filial purpose, as he said, of visiting his aged
mother for a month, returning punctually at the end
of that time and resuming the care of his little
darlings with his customary affection and tenderness.
This mild and exemplary being was later discovered
by Sleeman to be a Thug: kind, gentle, conscientious
and regular at his post for eleven months of the year,
devoting the twelfth to strangulation. Coldblooded
human beasts with a callous disregard for the
sanctity of human life for one—-twelfth of the year, and
patterns of virtue for the remainder!

Just as locusts pass across a pleasant landscape
leaving nothing but stripped trees and desolation
behind, so the Thugs on their expeditions left a trail
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of death and misery. No feelings of shame, horror or
remorse ever caused a Thug to lose a minute's
sleep. On the contrary, just as sportsmen sit over the
fire at night and talk with pleasure of the day's bag,
so the Thug, when resting from his revolting labours,
discussed his murders with equal pleasure, rejoicing
over particular acts of treachery which had lured
unhappy men and women to their doom.

The full horror of Thuggee can only be
appreciated when one remembers that the Indian
marries at an early age, which meant, at the time we
write of, that many husbands had to leave their
villages and endure privations in order to send back
money to keep their homes together, only returning
at long intervals to enjoy the society of their wives
and children. It was upon these unfortunate men that
the evil of Thuggee pressed most heavily, and
Sleeman records in his memoirs that it was his daily
duty to interview large numbers of anxious wives and
relations enquiring about the fate of those whom they
had lost. To quote his words: "Often in my
court—house have | seen them listening with
unobtrusive grief to a circumstantial detail of the
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murder of their parents, brothers, or children, from
the mouths of these cold-blooded and merciless
assassins, while the tears stole down their cheeks;
and, taking from my store of recovered property,
some sad token in arms, dress or ornaments of the
melancholy truth to take home to the widows and
children of the murdered, who might otherwise doubt
their, tale of sorrow and retain some lingering but
unavailing hope of their return."

When one reads extracts such as this, one
realises that, if the only monument to British rule in
India was the suppression of Thuggee, it is doubtful
whether any other nation could show a finer. For it
must be remembered that Englishmen themselves
suffered no harmful effects from this malignant
enterprise, and therefore no selfish 'motive prompted
those who were responsible for suppressing this
secret and age-old system of murder. Other parts of
the world have seen native tribes punished, rightly or
wrongly, for offences against white men, but what
other men, of any other Western nation, have
deliberately imperilled their lives for years on end in
order to protect native life only? Murder was of such
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small account to Thugs that its grim history, packed
as it is with melancholy repetition——for they reduced
murder to a science——makes almost dull reading, the
official records being little better than a bare recital of
murders, jotted down much in the same way as a
gamekeeper enters up the rabbits killed, or as a
merchant records his ordinary business transactions.
Several Thugs whose actual recollections and
confessions will be given in these pages, had
strangled many hundreds of persons, and been in at
the death of thousands, during perhaps fifty years,
and it will be appreciated, therefore, how difficult it
was for them, with the best of intentions, to
remember circumstantial details in connection with
any one particular murder.

Such were the Thugs, and such the state of India,
when the British Government started to clean it up
and to preserve and safeguard the lives of a people
tortured and abused for centuries.
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CHAPTER Ill. A THUGGEE EXPEDITION

THE DESCRIPTION of a Thuggee expedition given
In this chapter is not imaginary, but is compiled from
extracts from the procedure of several Thuggee
expeditions in order to give a correct idea of how
they were carried out.

When, annually, the warning was sent out to
Thugs engaged in respectable and responsible
employment, that their gang would assemble on a
certain day for an expedition, its members would
make arrangements for a prolonged holiday, giving
plausible excuses to employers or wives for such
projected absence. This done, they would depart for
the rendezvous in high spirits, and having assembled
and exchanged compliments, the serious business
would begin with elaborate ceremonial, after which
the most experienced Jemadar or chief Thug was
selected as leader. After careful consultation and
observance of the omens, he would define the day
and hour for the start and the direction the expedition
would take.

Let us now imagine that we are actually present
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at a Thuggee expedition.

On the day appointed, the leader, holding in his
hands a brass jug of water, some coin's, and the
sacred pick—axe, turns in the chosen direction and
says, with great devotion and uplifted eyes, "Great
goddess, universal mother, if this our meditated
expedition be fitting in thy sight, vouchsafe us a sign
of thy approbation." All present repeat this satanic
prayer and join in the praise of Bhowani, after which
they wait for the pihaoo, or omen, which will send
them on their murderous way. While waiting for the
sign the Thugs are tantalised by the sight of
travellers passing on their several occasions,
including a caravan of camels, well laden with
merchandise, upon which they gaze hungrily. Will
they, or will they not, precede them on the road they
are to follow, is the question passing through the
mind of every Thug. Next comes a blind man led by
a small boy——game scarcely worth the killing, yet
helpful practice for the novice, for rich or poor, strong
or weak,—maimed or halt, all classes of mankind are
game for the ruhmal.

The excitement is intense. For weary months all
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had looked forward with joy to this occasion, and the
Thugs are now straining at the leash for what they
regarded as the highest form of sport——the killing of
their fellow—men. Presently, away on the left, is
heard the shrill cry of a crane, and every face lights
up with expectation. The silence which follows can
almost be felt—-the fate of dozens of human beings
hangs on a thread. An hour passes without the
necessary answering cry, and dejection settles on
the company, and then the cry is repeated, this time
from the right, and there is general rejoicing. Their
cup of happiness is indeed full, for this is the best
omen of all, promising both prosperity and safety for
their coming expedition. Woe betide any unfortunate
traveller met with from now onwards, for no carnivora
of the jungle is more bloodthirsty than the Thug
returning to Thuggee after long absence: not the
senseless killing of the human degenerate, but
intelligent men trained in the art of lulling a victim's
fears, until an opportunity occurs to kill. That this is
not an exaggeration is shown by the following
conversation between Sleeman and a notorious
Thug he had captured:
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Sleeman:

"How can you murder old men and young children
without some emaotion of pity——calmly and
deliberately——as they sit with you and converse with
you, and tell you of their private affairs, of their hopes
and fears and of the children they are going to meet
after years of absence, toil and suffering?"

Sahib Khan:

"From the time that the omens have been
favourable, we consider them as victims thrown into
our hands by the deity to be killed, and that we are
the mere instruments in her hands to destroy them;
that if we do not kill them she will never be again
propitious to us, and our families will be involved in
misery and want."

Sleeman:

"And you can sleep as soundly by the bodies, or over
the graves of those you have murdered, and eat your
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meals with as much appetite as ever?"
Sahib Khan:

"Just the same, unless we are afraid of being
discovered."

If nothing else the Thug was certainly honest in one
respect, namely in regard to liking his murderous
profession; for in all conversations such as this he
never hesitated to show that murder, to him, was the
finest sport imaginable.

To understand Thuggee properly, those
unfamiliar with India must know that the highways
that traverse its vast and shadeless plains are
intersected at intervals by groves of trees, or topes,
planted by pious Hindu well-wishers in the past, who
believed that their souls received benefit from the
gratitude of those who enjoy the fruits of their labour
during their brief sojourn on earth. Little did those
pious benefactors realise the use to which their
shady groves would be put! Studding the roads
along which travellers pursued their hot and dreary
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way, they offered tempting shelter from a cruel sun,
wells of cool water, and suitable camping sites,
forming an oasis in almost desert-like country. Even
if the traveller knew of the danger that lurked within
these groves, he was forced to camp in them, for
water and shade are essential for man and beast in
the stifling heat of an Indian summer. As a
consequence these groves proved murder traps,
affording, as they did, certain cover for the Thugs to
draw, and countless thousands of travellers entered
them never to be seen again. Certain of these
groves were peculiarly suitable for their practices
and were known to the Thugs as beles, or fixed
murder places, whither every effort was made to lure
the unhappy traveller, and which became in course
of time actual charnel houses.

The gang of fifty Thugs we are accompanying in
imagination did not proceed along the road all
together, for that in itself would have been
suspicious. First two astute Thugs, dressed as
beggars, versed in every art and craft of their calling,
left the rendezvous and were given two hours' start.
After them went eight others, disguised as sepoys,
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and three hours later a larger body, representing
merchants bearing articles of commerce, followed at
intervals by other parties, until at last the gang is
dotted along some twenty miles of road. Small is the
chance of any traveller caught within the meshes of
this far—flung Thuggee net, each component so
skilled in the part it has to play that it is impossible to
pierce its disguise. When a forward party was
delayed in the process of deceiving its victims, it was
caught up and passed by the others without any sign
of recognition; not even the closest scrutiny by
suspicious people would detect that they had ever
met before, let alone were actually confederates.
And so this slowly moving and well-equipped
procession of assassins stretches for miles along a
road, with few villages to offer shelter or protection.
The time is noon on an exceedingly hot day, and few
travellers are likely to be found outside the groves of
trees. Reaching one of these, the leading Thugs turn
aside to see if it shelters any likely victims. They are
in luck, for, seated on the ground engaged in cooking
their chupatties, are two old men of humble
circumstances. "It is a hot day, brother," says a
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