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“A DELEGATION awaited 
me on the palace steps" 

lapel. The secretary handed me a printed 
folded like a theater program; it was my hour- 
by-hour schedule for the next few days. 

The bearers carried my luggage inside, and 
I discovered that I was the only guest in the 
palace. My suite included writing room, 

dressing room, bedroom about the size of a 

ballroom, and a bathroom slightly larger than 
a handball court. A parade of bearers brought 
pails of steaming water for my bath (running 
hot water is one of the few amenities of 
modem civilization which haven’t reached 
most guest palaces;. 

CkuamMrsutaia 
The princes I met, it seemed, found pleasure 
in being fantastically generous. It isn’t un- 

heard-of for every guest at a dinner party to 
receive a solid gold cigarette case inscriDea 

with his name. A iew years ago a son was 

bom to one ruler. Instead of passing out 

cigars, His Highness passed out Buicks to 
his acquaintances. Another ruler gave a 

wedding party at which guests entered 
through arches sprayed by continuous clouds 
of fine perfume; there was a fountain which 
spouted champagne instead of water. 

Of course, life is tougher for the native 
princes since the new democratic regimes of 
India and Pakistan replaced the old British 
Empire rule in 1947. The rajahs have been 
forced to install more than a semblance of 
constitutional government, and a ceiling has 

been put on their personal incomes. But 
they’re-not paupers yet. 

I usually found that one of the first events 
on my program was a sight-seeing tour with 
the prime minister, often a punctilious Eng- 
lishman. Some sights I saw were polo stables 
with electric fans and shower baths; dog ken- 
nels with tiled walls and electric lights; a 

border-defense patrol with elephant-drawn 
artillery and radio-equipped jeeps; an irriga- 
tion system more extensive than anything I 
ever saw in the U.S.; hundreds of villages of 
mud huts where the rajah’s subjects lived, 
and one or two good-sized cities. 

I was shown rajahs’ garages which con- 

tained Packards and Lincolns and Isotta- 
Fraschinis and Fiats and Mercedeses. Some 
had cowls of aluminum, or a veneer of satin- 
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interior was upholstered with panther skins. 

Num-Cowxm Dias** 

My first day’s tour brought me to one of 
the palaces at tea time, precisely five o’clock. 
There were sandwiches, tarts, cakes, cookies, 
candies, English-fashion. I learned to feast 
heartily, because dinner was never scheduled 
until ten o’clock. 

Dinner, to which everyone wore evening 
clothes, was likely to be an affair of nine 
courses, plus plenty of toasts. The major- 
domo frequently asked my preference in 
wines; I was expected to name not only the 
kind of wine but the year. The dinner might 
include almond soup, curried partridge, man- 

goes. pomegranates and other delicacies. 
Afterward there were movies in the rajah’s 

theater. We guests sat on divans and smoked 
water pipes or cigarettes, while a butler 
trotted round with trays of highballs. 

The next morning I was awakened, at 

precisely the time specified on my schedule, 
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and cookies and possibly the morning news- 

paper from the'nearest big city. While I 
sipped tea and read the paper, other servants 
were shining my shoes and preparing my bath. 
When I was ready to dress I found my clothes 
freshly laundered and pressed. 

Off Stuurd 

Not till the second or third day of my stay 
was I usually scheduled to visit His High- 
ness’s own palace for lunch or tea, and meet 
the rajah H.H. himself. Several times, my 
first sight of a rajah caught me slightly off 
guard. I was sitting in one of the palace draw- 
ing rooms, chatting with members of the royal 
retinue, when a man in flannel slacks and 
tweed jacket wandered in, burbling “Hullo- 
ullo-ullo” in an Oxonian accent. I suddenly 
noticed that everyone was standing up, and 
I realized that this was the rajah. 

My royal hosts were charming, well- 
informed conversationalists, and talked 
more freely than the prime ministers 
seemed to like. Afterward they showed me 

around the palace, which was likely to be a 

wonderland of gadgets. There were fluores- 
cent lights, electric eyes and inter-room 
phones; push buttons for blowing insecticide 
and perfume through a room; bank vaults 
with automatic alarms anrl time locks, eleva- 

tors and escalators; perhaps a small electric 
train in the banquet hall for passing food. 

The length of my visit depended on the 
mood of His Highness. If he took a great 
liking to me, he might tear up my schedule 
and keep me with him for a hunting trip or a 

flight in his private plane. In most cases, 

however, the prime minister simply remarked, 
“We should be getting back to the guest 
house now,” and the ruler bade me a friendly 
farewell. I was escorted to my limousine by 
the royal bodyguard. 

A day or two later I was transported back 
to the border. I would have liked to stay 
longer — but at least for a few days I had 
lived like a rajah. The End 
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DANCING GIRLS are part of rajah’s entertainment on big occasions 

BRIDEGROOM: Despite “austerity,” a rajah’s wedding b still elephant-borne 
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ROYALTY: Nawab of Bahawolpur (with son, grandson) was one of writer's hosts 


