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WHAT HE COST HEK 
BY JAMES PAYN, 

lUTHOR or *' LOST SIB MiLSSINOBEBD," " AT HER MERCY," 
" H A L V E S , " &c. 

• 

CHAPTER XX. AT THE ABBEY. 

IT is one of the many proofs of the 
enthusiasm of yonth, and of the sanguine 
ideas that enter into the human breast 
even at a later period, in connection with 
the holy estate of matrimony, that so 
many newly-married couples should select 
the Lake District as the scene of their 
honeymoon. For the wet weather so 
prevalent in that locality, and the absence 
of all other amusements save that derived 
from gazing at the scenery, make a honey
moon there less a "tr ial trip," as Mr. 
Landon prosaically called it, than a crucial 
test of companionship, under which more 
tban one happy pair has been known to 
break down. This, however, let ns hasten 
to declare, was not the case with Cecil 
and Ella. They were exceptionaUy fortu
nate in the weather, and even when they 
were kept within doors—which was not 
more than four days out of the seven— 
their social barometer never sank below 
Fair. If the cynics should require another 
reason, the husband had everything his 
own way; his Ella doted upon him, as is 
not usual at that early period of matri
mony, when the doting is generally on 
the other side. Whatever excursion he 
proposed, she always agreed that it would 
be delightful, and, what is better, she found 
it 80. When it rained (for even during 
the other three days it did that) she made 
nothing of it, but in the most bewitching 
of waterproofs defied, or perhaps rejoiced, 
the elements. " I t was no wonder," said 

Cecil, " tha t the naughty rain should try 
to come where it shouldn't, and the wicked 
wind should kiss h e r ; " and as for the 
aborigines, though they are more ac
customed to contemplate young brides 
than any other people on the face of the 
earth, they protested that no such beauty 
had been seen among them for many a 
summer. 

EUa exhibited no wUl of her own at 
all (with which, strange to say, before 
marriage, even Cecil had occasionally 
credited her) , and only once a passing 
whim, or fancy, and for even that there 
had been a physical cause. The circum
stance took place in the fourth week 
of their tour, when they were returning 
from the region of mere and mountain, by 
the southern route, which had brought 
them to Furness Abbey, where they had 
wisely proposed to stay the night. The 
spot is familiar to all lovers of the 
picturesque who are not hopelessly given 
up to the Continent, in all the length and 
breadth of which so fine a ruin is not to 
be found, associated with so well-fitting 
and harmonious an hotel. Not that the 
latter is ruinous, either in its appearance 
or its charges, but having been an old 
manor-house, and being buUt of somewhat 
similar materials to that of the Abbey, 
there is a congruity between them seldom 
seen. An antiquary or an archo3ologist 
can, at all events, put up at it without any 
shock to his sensibUities, and as he walks 
across the ancient garden that separates 
the two edifices (keeping his eyes tight 
shut, however—as he can always do when 
he pleases — against the neighbouring 
luilway), steps from old times to older, 
without a break. 

Across this garden, after Cecil had secured 
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rooms and ordered dinner — for he was 
never so bUnded by romance as not to take 
iho»e wise precautions—our happy pair 
had sanntered to the Abbey, the blood-red 
waUs of which were flnshing deeper still 
beneath the evening snn. The ruin was 
bathed in qniet more complete than when 
the monks—whom their order bound to 
silence—had themselves inhabited i t : not 
a sound was heard save tbat of the cawing 
rooks, for whom t h a t " Valley of the Night
shade" was a home before a cowl had been 
seen there. Even to the eyes of Youth and 
Lore there was something solemn and awe-
inspiring, as they crossed the threshold of 
th© arched doorway, in the look of that 
long transept, with grass for floor and sky 
for roof. The bliss of that tender time 
was for the moment shadowed by a sense 
of sublimity. As for Cecil, indeed, he 
scarce knew which was transept and which 
chancel, but Ella had all the requisite 
knowledge at her fingers' ends. She 
pointed out for him where the high altar 
had once stood, and the carved canopies 
of the sediiia, where abbot after abbot had 
listened to the awful tones of the De Pro-
fuudis. Sacristry and chapel, refectory 
and hospitium, to him would have been 
undistinguishable ruins, but for the sweet 
voice that gave to each their uses. 

"My darling," cried he, "you are a 
perfect guide-book, and as such (as Tom 
Moore says) must be bound in my arms !" 

They were in the cloisters by that time, 
a spot, in one point of view, opportune 
enousfh for an affectionate embrace, since 
it was lonely, and free from all beholders; 
but if Cecil had had any regard for the 
fitness of things, he would surely have 
hesitated to wake those venerable echoes 
with a kiss. For the cloisters had been 
the very place selected by the Cistercians 
for the meditations of their young monks, 
after having been admitted into the society, 
by requesting of the good abbot " the 
mercy of God, and yours." The court in 
the centre was a burial-ground, where 
the gravestones were laid level, so that 
studious walkers should not be impeded, 
and at the same time might be drawn to 
serious thought. 

Ella gravely pointed out these facts in 
reproving tones; but CecU answered gaily, 
that he had read so much of the history of 
the Abbey, as informed him that at the 
time of its dissolution, Johannes Pole 
(abbas) had two wives; and another 
venerable member of the community, no 
fewer than five, so that kissing within the 

Abbey boundaries was not afiacflfim^f^y 
incongruous. 

Ella could not but smile at this wsnlt of 
Cecdl's archsBological reading. 

" I had no idea that yoa wera snch a 
student of the literature of the chnrch, my 
dear." 

" N o r I, that I had married Buck an 
antiquarian," he rejoined. " How comes it 
that all these architectural details are like 
A B C to yon ? " 

" I was brought up among people who 
took a great interest in snch things," re
plied Ella, carelessly. " Let ns climb tfaoie 
stairs, and see the dormitorMB-.'* 

A broad but broken flight of stone 
steps led to the roofless upper storey, 
where tke very walls had gaps in them, 
and time had wrought an almost utter 
ruin. 

" The monks must have had plenty of 
ventilation," observed Cecil, "even when 
there was a roof to their bedroom." 

" Yes, they were no sybarites; they had 
straw mattresses, and a bolster that was 
but a foot-and-a-half long; those who 
attended the choir rose at midnight to 
sing the divine oflSces. Their only relaxa
tion was " 

"Hush !" said Cecil. "If your head is a 
pretty steady one, just look down he?e." 

From where they stood the eye could 
command the roofliess chapter-housej the 
only apartment otherwise in a tolerable 
state of preservation; its double row of 
channelled pillars was yet standing, and 
the dais, or raised seat, on which the abbot 
and his monks sat during trials, and on 
the private business of the monastery, stiU 
ran round three of its sides. This historical 
apartment had now a tenant, in the person 
of an old gentleman, who was examining 
with great attention one of its lancet 
windows. He was a little weazen man, in 
a long frock-coat, with a wisp of silk 
round his neck and a broad - brimmed 
beaver hat upon his head. 

" There's a fellow who might have lived 
in these old times himself, to look at him," 
whispered Cecil. " He's an antiquary, I'll 
bet a sovereign; perhaps you'd like to 
cultivate his acquaintance. By jingo! he 
would be like your Uncle Gerard, if the 
colonel got his clothes second-hand. What s 
the matter, my dear ? " 

" I feel faint, Cecil, and giddy." 
Indeed, she looked pale enough, as she 

clung to his arm, with eyes averted from 
the scene to which he would have called 
her attention. 
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" That comes of looking down from such 
a height, my dear; I was a fool to suggest 
ifc; step carefuUy down the stairs, darling. 
Yon feel better now ? " 

They had descended to the transept. 
"Not much, I am stiU faint." 
" That is my faul t ; a judgment for 

eavesdropping that has missed the real 
offender—^as judgments sometimes do— 
and fallen upon you. Let us get out of 
this blessed Abbey, which is mouldy enough 
to make any one feel faint." 

" It is not the Abbey, Cecil. To tell you 
the truth, I have not been well ever since 
I came into the valley itself, it is so shut 
in. They caU it * The Vale of Nightshade;' 
perhaps it's poisonous to some people." 

" My dear Ella, what a horrible notion!" 
" I daresay it's all fancy, but then, one 

can't help fancies." 
"But you seemed so particularly well 

and jolly, my darUng, only a few minutes 
ago. 
.; !"I tried to appear so, Cecil; to bear up 
(jn your account; but now I find myself 
qnite unequal to it." 

"Yon certainly look very queer, darling," 
said Cecil, with concern. " But you'll be 
better for your dinner. I've ordered it in 
the coffee-room, because I thought it would 
be more cheerful; and then you can com
pare notes upon the Abbey with that old 
Dryasdust. I'U ask the landlord what his 
name is." 
, " No, no," exclaimed Ella, hurriedly; 
" indeed, I could not eat dinner ; and 
certainly not in the public room." 
: As they crossed the garden, Cecil 
observed how heavily she leant upon his 
arm, notwithstanding her evident desire 
to walk quickly. What struck him as even 
more significant was, that, when they got 
within doors, she at once accepted his offer 
of a glass of sherry, though, as a rule, she 
took no wine. 

The affair began to seem quite alarming, 
as sickness always does to one who knows 
nothing about it, and who is conscious of 
his incapacity to " d o anything." 

" I wonder whether you would think me 
very, very foolish," said Ella, perceiving 
what was in his mind, " if I were to pro-

rse going on to-night—say to Lancaster ? 
feel as though, ii we remained here, I 

might be taken iU." 
"Of course we'll go on, if there's a 

train, love." 
A glance at Bradshaw informed him 

that there was a train, which started 
within half-an-hoQT, and by that time 

they were ready for departure. The very 
idea of going seemed to have put to flight 
half EUa's sudden malady. She stiU felt 
" queer," however, she said, and chiUy, and 
wrapped herself about in cloak and shawl, 
as though it were winter time. As they 
crossed the hall that led to the raUway 
platform, the old antiquary entered it 
from the garden. He had a note-book in 
his hand, but did not appear to have made 
any original discoveries, to judge by his 
countenance, which was grave, even to 
melancholy. 

" I think that poor old buffer had better 
come away with us," whispered CecU, "for 
the place seems to disagree with him too. 
You might in charity have shown him your 
pretty face, my dear, instead of muffling 
yourself up like a beauty of the harem." 

Cecil was different from the majority of 
bridegrooms in not being jealous of his 
wife's charms. He took a pride, rather, in 
the admiration they extorted from others. 

Ella answered nothing, but only moved 
on more quickly, and as he did so, CecU 
felt her tremble on his arm. 

Once in the train, however, she soon 
recovered, and, after passing Ulverston, 
became quite herself again. The loveU-
ness of Morecambe Bay, on whose perilous 
sands so many have taken leave of life 
with the fairest of earth's prospects spread 
before them, as though to mock their misery, 
seemed to kindle her enthusiasm; or was 
it that she strove, by a constant stream of 
talk, to drown her husband's recoUection 
of her recent strange behaviour ? If the 
latter, she was not successful, for at supper 
that night, seeing her quite well and strong 
again, he began to rally her upon her 
mysterious indisposition. 

" I don't believe it was the Furness air, 
my dear, that so affected you. I suspect 
it was the sight of that old fogey." 

"Wha t old fogey?" 
" There, now I'm sure of it," answered 

Cecil, laughing. " The idea of your pre
tending not to know what I mean; you 
turned faint when you looked at him, and 
you trembled when he looked at you. If 
I were of a jealous disposition, and that 
respectable antiquary were about three-
quarters of a century younger than he 
looked, I should be really inclined to think 
that he had been an old love of yours." 

" Then you would be very much mis
taken, CecU," returned she, gravely, and 
with no answering smile; " for I have 
never had—and never can have while life 
is left to me—any other love save yon." 
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A reply which would have satisfied 
the most sceptical of bridegrooms; and 
scepticism—of that sort at least—was not 
to be reckoned among the many faults of 
Cecil Landon. 

DR. STROUSBERG AND H I S BOOK. 

THE world of finance has, as compared 
with the world of politics, one great dis
advantage. Its thrones are at least as 
difficult to mount, and the fall—when it 
comes — is incomparably greater. An 
absolute monarch may plunge Europe into 
war, may cause the death of thousands of 
better men than himself, and may, when 
finally defeated, write calmly that " all is 
lost but honour." I say he may write 
this, for it is now known that Francis the 
First did no such thing after the battle of 
Pavia; but, in any case, an actual monarch 
may be defeated, deposed, and beheaded 
into the bargain, without damage to his 
reputation; sometimes, indeed, with mani
fest advantage to it. This is because he 
has only slain and imprisoned men's 
bodies, or sought to imprison their souls. 
Therefore he goes to the block at White
hall, or to the guUlotine in the Place de 
Greve, surrounded by a halo of chivalry 
and sanctity. He dies as a hero, and is 
revered as a saint. With the fallen 
railway king it is far otherwise. As the 
iron crown drops from his aching head, 
thousands are ready to forge it into a pair 
of handcuffs. He is not only defeated, but 
disgraced. He is not unfortunate—not 
vanquished by a combination of forces 
more powerful than his own—he is a cheat, 
a robber, a common swindler; the plunderer 
of the " widow and the orphan " (whom I 
take to be the speculative clergyman under 
another name), the moral canker of the 
community, a creature to be punished with 
the utmost rigour of the law, &c. &c. This 
means that he has respected men's lives and 
liberties, but has touched their pockets— 
wounded them in the tenderest part. 

The case of Dr. Strousberg, now before 
the civiUsed world—and all the Russias, 
is not the first instance of the readiness of 
mankind to hold that commercial disaster, 
as distinguished from other mishaps, is 
peculiarly dishonourable, and to be visited 
vnth pains and penalties of extraordinary 
severity. About a year ago appeared in the 
columns of ALL THE YEAR ROUND * a short 

» ALL THE YEAR EOUND, New Series, Yol. 15 
pp. 222,254, Dec. 4, and Dec. 11,1875, " John Law."' 

account of John Law, of Lanriston, who 
after being sought by high and low, courted 
by princes of the blood, and besieged by 
dukes and duchesses, was glad to escape 
from France, hidden under the seat of a 
travelling-carriage, hardly deeming it safe 
to trust even to the passport obtained 
for a bribe—by Madame de Prie, from the 
Regent. I t is, however, needless for the 
English writer of middle age to fling 
his memory quite so far back as the 
Mississippi scheme, to find a parallel case 
to that of Dr. Strousberg. I t is only the 
other day that we had a Railway Kine 
of our own. The writer recollects him 
passing well—a clever, vulgar man, who 
had once kept a trumpery little shop at 
York, and by a series of lucky strokes 
had risen to fame and fortune. He'hved 
in the great house at Albert-gate now 
occupied by the French Embassy. He 
gave grand dinner - parties, and good 
people—some of the very best, my dear 
madam, I can assure you—went to see the 
man George Hudson. They ate his bread 
and salt, and other trifles thereto, they 
drank his wine—a great deal of it—and 
very good it was. When he piped, hia 
brother Members of Parliament, the in
effable dandies of the day, the sylph-like 
creatures who are now matrons tardy of 
gait, nay, peers and peeresses, danced 
merrily, and prayed inwardly that they 
might get a slice of one of "Hudson's 
good things." I t is only fan* to these 
excellent people to admit, that whUe they 
ate Hudson's pate de foie gras and drank 
his Clos de Vougeot, they in a manner vin
dicated their superior birth and breeding 
by sneering at him, his wife, his house and 
all that was in it. With rare good taste, 
they persisted in making out ^oot Mrs. 
Hudson to be a species of Mrs. Malaprop; 
whereas she was, in fact, a plain good-
natured creature, shot up suddenly into 
a world of which she knew nothing, and 
doing her best to entertain the fine friends 
her husband made down at the House. All 
this they did, and more, and many of 
them made a rare good thing of it before 
the crash came. But when it did come 
they returned to their senses. The golden 
veil fell from before their eyes, and their 
duty to themselves and to society was 
made manifest. They saw George Hudson 
—when he was ruined—in his trae colours. 
" A mere impostor, a vulgar cheat, my 
dear Scrawley. I t is wonderful that we 
did not see through him before. A down
right rascal! " And they buttoned np their 
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pocketts and turned their backs upon him, 
to a man—and woman. The behaviour of 
these was endorsed by the general voice of 
the country, because many of the influen
tial classes had suffered severely from the 
historical RaUway Mania. With or with
out knowledge of the business in hand, 
English people had plunged into railway 
speculation, just as thirty years later they 
took np the loans of phantom republics, 
and the class which mostly suffered was 
that respectable and conceited one com
posed of people who, in the language of 
another sphere of speculation, fancy they 
"know something." A few people who 
really knew what they were about made 
fortunes, while the public, who "followed 
the market," and "jumped up behind" the 
presumed good things, suffered severely. 
Under circumstances like these a scape
goat is necessary, and Hudson, who had for 
once sailed a trifle too near the wind, was 
selected. A high tone was taken by all, 
especiaUy by those who had lost their money, 
and George Hudson was crushed so effec
tually that he never lifted his head again. 

It is possible to trace much of the violent 
animosity shown towards Dr. Strousberg to 
very similar causes. Like Hudson, he found 
enterprise after enterprise grow upon his 
hands; like Law he was carried away by 
the resistless flood of speculation. With
out relaxing in the slightest degree the 
tone of commercial morality, it must be 
confessed that the terrible accusation, that 
a man has gone on incurring fresh liabili
ties, after being practically bankrupt, might 
be extended to an unpleasantly large 
section of the commercial world; but it 
would, perhaps, be an unprofitable task 
to speculate on the percentage of now 
solid men and world-renowned houses, who 
have just once—mayhap twice—" left the 
fear of Heaven on the left hand," and 
" hiding their honour in their necessity"— 
tried one last " coup " on credit, and been 
happy ever afterwards. Law and Strous
berg were both confident of the success of 
their enterprises in time; but as Law was 
killed off by a combination of rival 
capitalists, seconded by a dastardly panic 
on the paoH; of those who ought to have 
stood by him, but bolted " sauve qui 
pent" from under the tottering house, so 
has Dr. Strousberg been crushed, partly 
by adverse criticism, partly by the unfore
seen incident of the Gallo-Germanic war, 
and, finally, by the summary action of the 
Russian Government. Perhaps, however, 
it is best to let him teU his own story. In 

prison he has written, what he calls with 
characteristic buoyancy, the first part only 
of his autobiography. Let us hear what 
the man who a couple of years ago was one 
of the potentialities and powers of Europe, 
has to say for himself. 

He describes himself as the son of Jewish 
parents, and descended from a long line 
of ancestors settled at Neidenburg, in East 
Prussia. At the death of his father he was 
at school at Konigsberg, and, being left in 
narrow circumstances, determined to go to 
London. Here he entered the house of his 
maternal uncle, and had the opportunity of 
acquiring a knowledge of every kind of 
business. Sometime during this period he 
abandoned the faith of his ancestors, and, 
becoming a Christian, forsook his original 
name of Bartel Heinrich, or Baruch Hirsch, 
its Jewish equivalent, and became Bethel 
Henry Strousberg. I t seems that young 
Hirsch, or Strousberg, worked very hard 
at his business, and strove, moreover, to 
learn systems of banking and exchange. 
Having acquired a fair knowledge of finance 
he launched suddenly into journalism—a 
calling concerning which he expresses him
self on other occasions in round terms. He 
was driven—like other persons whom it is 
needless to particularise—into journalism 
by want, but want from a Strousbergian 
point of view, as will presently be seen. 
Having married, he felt bound to keep up 
" a good house," and to that end started 
the "Merchants' Magazine," and bought 
" Sharpe's London Magazine," coming by 
these ventures into a "not insignificant 
income," namely, fifteen hundred pounds 
per annum. This sum, however, failed to 
pay his expenses, for his house was con
ducted on principles of comfort, hospitality, 
and artistic feeling. He does not mention 
how much went for comfort, how much 
for hospitality, and how much for artistic 
feeling; but it would seem that, in plain 
English, he spent his income in show, for 
his own tastes were simple—he drank 
neither beer nor wine—and he "had no ex
pensive, or, at least, no immoral passions." 
To increase his income, by taking ad
vantage of the cheaper labour of Germany, 
he attempted to print his periodicals there, 
but overlooked the delays and unpunctu-
ality of the Germans of that day, who had 
not yet learned the value of time. The 
numbers arrived in England too late, 
and on " Sharpe's London Magazine" 
he lost two thousand subscribers in a 
few months. This was his main source of 
income, for the " Merchants' Magazine " 
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seems to have boon a mere petted and 
spoiled child—tho darling of its parent, 
of cour.se. Bat to this moment Dr. 
Strousberg is proud of it, and cites the 
favourable opinions expressed of his 
journal with keen and evident zest. Mean
while, this untiring man had made him
self master of the theory and practice of 
life assurance, and had commenced prac
tising as actuary to several of the societies 
then in existence. After a few busy years 
spent as an actuary, he conceived the idea 
of introducing German art to English 
purchasers. His project was coldly met 
by German artists, only a few of them 
giving their adhesion; and, as he had 
already made arrangements for an exhibi
tion in London, he was compelled to fill 
the places of those who refused to con
tribute with a quantity of second and 
third rate pictures, purchased on specula
tion ; and he was thus saddled with a risk he 
had not contemplated. The best pictures 
only were sold. The unfortunate projector 
suffered a heavy loss, and has only the 
consolation of having been the first to open 
a lucrative market to German art. While 
Fortune thus frowned on one side, she 
smiled on the other. Out of the life assur
ance business — during the amalgama
tion period—he made some ten thousand 
pounds; and, with this capital and some 
letters of recommendation, set off to Berlin. 
There he became attached, in an honorary 
capacity, to the English Embassy, and hence 
made the acquaintance of the Justizrath 
Geppert and other gentlemen of the Ger
man committee, who, during the three 
previous years, had been holding fruitless 
negotiations with the English members 
concerning the TUsit-Insterburger Rail
way. This commenced Dr. Strousberg's 
career as a promoter of industrial under
takings in Germany—a career as rapid 
and, for a time, as successful as that of any 
speculator ancient or modern. 

At first he played a modest part. " In 
the case of the Tilsit-Insterburg line, I 
was in a subordinate position—simply the 
representative of others." Thence he 
advanced to the full-blown honours of a 
" griinder," " faiseur," or promoter, and 
conducted several enterprises to com
pletion. I t would be hardly profitable at 
the present moment to minutely investigate 
the share he took in carrying out the East 
Prussian Railway of the South, the Berlin 
Gorlitz RaUway, the Right Bank of the 
Oder Railway, the Mark-Posen Railway, 
the Halle-Sorau, and the Hanover-Alten-

boken lines. His enterprises had the not 
uncommon disadvantage of railways—-
they failed to return dividends. They 
benefited the public beyond doubt; but 
the shareholders in time grew fractions, 
and frequent attacks were made on the 
" Strousberg System." The anthor of 
that system, which consists in throwing 
the risk and profit, if any, mainly on the 
contractor, bitterly bewails his folly in not 
answering the attacks constantly made npon 
him by the press. He confined himself to 
saying that calumniators and unprincipled 
journalists were completely beneath con
tempt ; that the public who enjoyed their 
productions were indifferent to him; and 
that time and his deeds would set him 
right. Yet this acute man of business was 
aware that " the German public is too 
little accustomed to take part in public 
affairs, to be able to judge of them for 
themselves, without impulsion from with
out ; too poorly informed, except in their 
own calling, to understand anything be
yond i t ; and accustomed to contemn all: 
beyond that narrow circle of thought;, andi 
too egotistic to believe that anyone in the 
face of his own interest can care for that 
of the public." This sentence is, doubt
less, read with interest in Berlin. It is 
not the only passage in Dr. Strousberg's 
book, in which he expresses his contempt 
for the Germans; whom he—unjustly— 
holds to be utterly unconscious and un-
appreciative of public spirit. There is a 
little too much of this in his interesting, 
if lengthy, volume; which proves that the 
modern Hebrew vice of prolixity is not to 
be eradicated even by a residence in Eng
land and an imprisonment in Russia, The 
doctor loves to pose himself as the most 
misunderstood man of the period. I don't 
say he is not, but methinks he doth "protest 
too m u c h " upon this score. Men are 
constitutionally "bul ls" or "bears." Now 
Dr. Strousberg is naturally a "bull." He 
is sincere enough. He believes in his 
schemes; and the " bear ' ' who doubts them 
and seUs them " short," is to him a wicked 
and unprincipled being. "When the feverish 
speculative spiri t" that ruled in 1871-2-3 
came into the hands of " t h e physicians' 
they treated him mercilessly. They gave 
him such a " cold, powerful douche, that 
from fever they drove him to insanity, and 
then bled him so freely that he feU into 
utter debility." By the " physicians " 
the autobiographer means the press and 
Herr Lasker, who made the famous attack 
upon him and his system in the German 
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Parliament. His enemies were blinded by 
ignorance and prejudice, and he can find 
no words powerful enough to condemn 
their narrow-mindedness. If they had 
had the least idea of the effect of their 
CTUsade against him upon German industry, 
generally, they might, perhaps, have held 
their hands; " but "—and here the doctor 
again loses his temper—"it is, unhappUy, in 
the nature of things, that in parliamentary 
bodies and the press, commonplace rhodo-
montade, and superficial chatter avail 
more than statesmanlike endowments and 
comprehensive scientific execution." He 
has no patience with the "heroes of the 
tribune and the pen " who happened to dis
believe in the " Strousberg System." The 
chief offender was, of course, Herr Lasker 
—one of the liberal leaders in the Prussian 
House of Representatives—who, early in 
1873, made a tremendous onslaught on 
bubble companies and railway frauds in 
general, and on Dr. Strousberg and his 
system in particular. To a great extent 
Herr Lasker was actually the exponent of 
public opinion. The French milliards had 
brought more harm than good to Prussia— 
the sudden sensation of triumph and wealth 
had turned the heads of the people. Specu
lation of every kind found eager supporters, 
and the natural result was the crisis of 
the autumn of 1872. Then arose the howl 
of the losing gamblers. They had been 
cheated. The brigands who had preyed 
upon them should be brought to justice, 
and much more of the same kind of thing. 
Herr Lasker charged the whole of the 
financial disorganisation of the country to 
the account of the Strousberg system, and 
framed a tremendous indictment against its 
inventor. The defence of that undaunted 
financier is bold and peculiar. I t is ridiculous 
for ignorant creatures to howl against the 
promoter, who is *' ind ispensable.'' " E very 
phenomenon has for its foundation a want." 
To supply this want there must be a "wed
ding," the union of "capital and intelli-
gnce , and the promoter is the go-between." 

iving laid down these premises. Dr. 
Strousberg goes on to attack the com
mercial law of Germany—and then makes 
some awkward revelations, or rather 
accusations, against certain individuals— 
notably bankers—which suggest a homely 
proverb to which I will not more par
ticularly refer. They have thrown pebbles 
at Dr. Strousberg. He replies with brick
bats. He tells ns of men in Berlin—not 
in England—who have promoted every 
kind of enterprise in turn, have brought. 

by clever financing, the shares in those 
unhappy schemes down to the lowest ebb, 
and have then gradually repurchased them, 
till they got the entire control of gigantic 
undertakings, and made many millions by 
the way. One person he points out as 
having made an immense fortune out of 
joint-stock companies, by acting during 
the " promoting per iod" the part of 
" accoucheur, physician, gravedigger, and 
administrator. He first profited by the 
promotion, then so arranged the affair that 
it broke down, then hastened its dissolution, 
and, finally, undertook the liquidation." 

From his own point of view Dr. Strous
berg was persecuted by the banks, who 
probably regarded him as a dangerous 
rival; and possibly with the same dislike 
as that of the genuine turfite—the legiti
mate " bettor round "—to the fancy book
maker, who plunges as wildly as the most ' 
desperate backer of them all. No doubt the 
new light made their old lamps look dim for 
awhile, and perhaps they, like the brothers 
Paris-Duvernay, the rivals of John Law, 
determined to be even with him some day. 
What his career would have been if war 
had not broken out in 1870, it is im
possible to say, but Dr. Strousberg ascribes 
his ruin to that sole cause. "From a 
personal point of view I have no occasion 
to defend the course on which I drifted 
during the years 1871-2-3. The war 
with Prance had ruined me, and the diffi
culties arising therefrom in the Roumanian 
question had so far placed me hors de 
combat, that I could exercise no influence 
on the trade of those years. Nevertheless 
I have been reckoned among the promoters 
of that period, and made responsible for 
the consequences of their deeds, as if I had 
been the evU example that others followed. 
No more groundless accusation has ever 
been made, and it has never occurred to 
any man who conducted such great under
takings as myself, to behave so unselfishly." 
Here again the fallen speculator protests 
too much, as he does in a page which he 
will do well to erase from the complete 
autobiography whenever he writes it. He 
may be, and doubtless is, a charitable man; 
but he should not, because he is just now 
under a cloud, extol his own open-handed-
ness in the days of prosperity. Fastidious 
carpers will point out that it is easy to be 
liberal with other people's money, and the 
least precise will turn with loathing from 
boasts of personal benevolence. That 
unhappy page, however, is exceedingly 
useful, as it supplies an excellent eyehole 

=r 



cji: 
2 4 8 [November 25,1876.] ALL THE YEAR ROUND. [Conducted bj 

through which the Strousbergian mind may 
bo studied. The key-note of the man's 
character is ostentation. His enormous 
personal expenditure, and his vast plans, 
extending from the Baltic to the Danube, 
are simply variations of the same melody— 
a hymn to the grandeur and glory of the 
man Strousberg. Unconsciously he reveals 
his vainglorious nature, and most plainly 
when he is labouring hardest at a sketch of 
Dr. Strousberg as he appears to himself. 
He is not a good artist. He puts on his 
colour with a trowel, and is merciless with 
his high lights. He does not leave us to 
find out his good qualities. He does not 
tell of his charities by the way. He makes 
the reader uncomfortable when he prates 
of his disinterestedness. I t is this cant 
of philanthropy which cools the sympathy 
.that might otherwise be felt for a man 
of undoubted capacity, who has been 
really persecuted, at least in Russia. 
There is also too much Billingsgate in 
his book, too much indiscriminate abuse 
lavished on his enemies. The reader is 
called upon too often, far too often, to 
worship at the shrine of St. Strousberg 
the Martyr, and to mark what pitiful 
creatures were those who attacked him 
and his self-denying plans for the advance
ment of the world. Chief among these 
creatures was the German press, and the 
violent language employed towards that 
institution savours somewhat of the hatred 
of a renegade, persecuted, perhaps, by his 
former co-religionists. Dr. Strousberg, it 
must be recollected, is a Jewish convert to 
Christianity, and the press of Germany, 
like the money of that empire, is almost 
entirely in Hebrew hands. In these con
ditions cause enough, and more than 
enough, can be found for " odium," theo
logical or political; but Dr. Strousberg puts 
down the attacks made upon him by German 
newspapers to " insatiable rapacity," " the 
wish to extort money by personal attacks," 
and " the indiscretion which the trade of a 
penny-a-liner brings with it." For half-a-
dozen years these attacks continued with 
greater or less force, and came finally to a 
head in the speech of Herr Lasker, pre
viously referred to. This gentleman, whom 
Dr. Strousberg describes as a " professional 
politician," delivered on February 8th, 
1873, the noteworthy discourse from which 
neither Strousberg nor his system ever com
pletely recovered. Representative Lasker 
is roughly handled in Dr. Strousberg's 
book. I t would seem that the manner of 
life of the two enemies is extremely dis

similar. On the one side we have the 
fussy, ostentatiously hospitable, sesthetio, 
and charitable promoter; on the other, a 
man " plagued by nature with few wants, 
without family ties," and therefore able to 
devote himself entirely to politics, and 
stand aloof from speculation of any kind. 
The doctor evidently looks down from his 
own speculative height with pity, not nn-
mingled with contempt, on the simple-
mannered and simple-minded Herr Lasker. 
" I see no reason why asceticism should be 
prized so highly, for it surely connotes 
the absence of appreciation for much of 
the Beautiful and the Good. The man 
who only wishes to change his linen 
once a week is rather to be pitied than 
praised, for it is better to perform this 
operation twice a day." After this ugly 
dig at his irreconcilable opponent. Dr. 
Strousberg narrates how he was accused 
in Herr Lasker's memorable speech, not 
only of impoverishing shareholders and 
dishonouring Prussia, but of demoralising 
the moral tone of the people, and actually 
involving some of the brightest names of 
the aristocracy in the general obloquy 
which attached to him, his followers, and 
his schemes. Dr. Strousberg repKes that 
the " Strousberg System" would be a , 
good name "if he had invented any 
system." His method of railway-making 
is not new; but the plan known as "general 
enterprise," under which the contractor, 
taking whole or part payment in shares 
and hypothecations on the property, 
virtually takes the work out of the hands 
of the company altogether, his sense of 
honour being the only safeguard of the 
sharehtslders against wholesale robbery. 
As he is the "h igh boss" of the concern, 
he is controUed by nobody, there is no 
company's engineer or company's architect 
to supervise his work, and to see that it 
is well and duly performed. He is, in 
homely German phrase, at once " cook 
and waiter ;" but it is a poor argument 
to hold that, as he is interested in the 
success of the scheme, he is sure to do all 
for the best. All Dr. Strousberg finds to 
say in defence of his pet method of con
struction is, that it was the only way in 
which railways could be made at all in 
Prussia, and he never seems tired of hold
ing up to scorn the ignorance and obstinacy 
of the Prussian officials. For the share
holders he has little pity, and lays down 
the principles of speculative investment 
with a clearness and precision which com
mend his opinion very strongly to the 
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attention of the English investor. " I n 
dustrial undertakings are by no means 
adapted for the investment of money which 
is needed for the support of life ; for that 
purpose the only safe securities are State 
funds, safe preference stocks, and good 
mortgages. A man should only take a part 
in industrial speculations with the money 
that he can, at a pinch, afford to lose with
out distress; for the best undertakings 
depend entirely on their management, and 
bad times must be expected as weU as 
good." 

If Dr. Strousberg had never written 
anything but this remarkable phrase he 
would deserve the thanks of posterity. 
The advice is sound, and the manner 
in which it is conveyed is thoroughly 
characteristic of the author. So far as 
can be ascertained from a study of his 
career and a perusal of his book. Dr. 
Strousberg'has, like Law, been maligned 
as the inventor of a vicious " system." 
Neither he nor Law had any "sys tem" 
at all. Each worked, and worked in
cessantly, with such materials as he found 
ready to his hand. Law took advantage 
of a fever for colonising, and Strousberg 
of a railway mania, as affording an op
portunity for displaying energy and ability 
of an undoubtedly high order. One 
narrowly escaped the prison, the other, 
less fortunate, has fallen into Muscovite 
clutches. 

It is foreign to our purpose to enlarge 
on the circumstances of Dr. Strousberg's 
imprisonment in Russia; but, whatever 
may be the opinion formed of his book, 
there can be no doubt his defence to the 
charges brought against him at Moscow 
has been brilliant in the extreme. The 
writer is not disposed to judge men of the 
type of Dr. Strousberg harshly, and in his 
humble way ventures to differ with the 
great authority who thinks evil more 
permanent than good. 

The evil that men do lives after th^m; 
The good is oft interred with their bones. 

These famous lines were written before 
the age of promoters. The bold spirits of 
Elizabeth's time had " a more expeditious 
way " of getting money, and much preferred 
the sword to the pen. Such financial 
genius as existed in this country was 
locked up in the grave sconce of the 
founder of Gresham College. But what
ever may be the judgment of contem
poraries, it is difficult for posterity to pass 
A stem judgment on the monarchs of 

finance. The people who were mined by 
them are dead and gone. Their works 
remain. Paterson half ruined Scotland by 
his Darien Scheme ; but we recollect him 
now as the founder of the Bank of England. 
John Law unhinged French society by his 
Mississippi Scheme; but the Bank of 
France exists as a monument of his genius. 
Hudson died in poverty and in exile; but 
the Midland Railway flourishes like a 
green bay-tree. And when the biography of 
Dr. Strousberg comes to be written by a 
dispassionate hand, his services to Ger
many, in quickening the spread of industrial 
enterprise, will receive ample recognition. 
I t will be seen that if thousands have 
suffered by his operations, millions have 
profited by them—that the loss of share
holders is often the gain of a nation. 

AT T H E STILE. 

SET deep in the hawthorn hedgerow, stands the old 
rustic stile ; 

Beyond it, the breezy jiplands lie stretching many a 
mile; 

Above it, the pale, wild roses, spread fairy hands to 
meet; 

Below it, the scarlet poppy flaunts, with the daisies 
at its feet; 

Beside it, the bright brown river stirs the lilies amid 
the sedges, 

And sings to the blue forget-me-nots that nestle on 
willow ledges. 

Over the hill, where the heather glowed to a purple 
flush. 

And the gorses flashed their lavish gold, 'mid the 
pink of the bilberry bush, 

Tracing tho meadow pathway where the scented hay 
was sweet, 

Through waves of the bearded barley, and the soft 
cool green of wheat, 

Graceful, and gay, and gallant, with the lover's eager 
smile, 

He strode through the July sunshine, to keep his 
tryst at the stile. 

Amid the fir boles glancing, her robes' white folding 
showed, 

The bluebell rang its prophet chime, by the winding 
way she trode; 

The skylark poised above her, shook out his joyous 
song, 

Butterflies, white, and blue, and gold, heralded her 
along; 

On her cheek a wavering colour, on her lip a flutter
ing smile, 

She stood in the July sunshine, keeping her tryst at 
the stile. 

Flower and bird will fade and die, and summer to 
winter change. 

Many a heavy doom may lie in the future's mystical 
range, 

Many a glitter and glory the commg years may 
bring. 

Many a wild and varying note from tho great life-
harp may ring, 

But oh those two young lovers, let fortune frown or 
smile. 

Will scarce know an hour more purely sweet, than 
the tryst they kept at the stile! 
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SLEDGE-LIFE IN THE ARCTIC 
REGIONS. 

ELEVEN or twelve months ago the pages 
of ALL THE YEAR ROUND contained two 
articles* relating to the Arctic Expedi
tion, at that time under the command of 
Captain Nares. An attempt was made to 
form a reasonable guess at the manner in 
which the men of the two ships were 
spending their Christmas; at a season 
when darkness is hardly less intense 
at midday than at midnight, when the 
temperature is reduced to an appalling 
degree of severity; and when it is of 
the greatest importance to keep the crews 
free from despondency and discontent. 
Tracing the history of Arctic adventure for 
half a century, we were able to show that, 
from Parry downwards, praiseworthy and 
successful attempts had been made by 
readings, entertainments, theatricals, con
certs, masquerades, and magic-lantern 
displays to maintain cheerfulness among 
all on board. Captaia Nares has now 
returned, and has given proof that he has 
worthily imitated the example of his pre
decessors in these matters. 

Of the scientific purposes of the recent 
expedition we do not propose here to speak; 
nor of the reasons which led most Arctic 
explorers to believe that an approach to 
the North Pole, through Baffin's Bay and 
Smith Sound, would be an achievement of 
probable attainment. A description of the 
expedition itself we also avoid; because 
the newspapers are keeping the public well 
informed of the chief particulars. But 
there is one feature, relating to sledging 
and sledge-life, less generally known, but, 
perhaps, most intensely interesting of all. 
What the officers and crews do on board 
the ships, affords only a faint idea of what 
they have to accomplish and endure in the 
sledges. I t has been long recognised that 
sledges, drawn by dogs or by men, enable 
the explorers to reach spots quite un
attainable by ships; but it is equally 
certain that the sledgemen must, and do, 
bear up against tribulations more numerous 
and prolonged than those on shipboard. 

The Eskimo sledge is the original from 
which our Arctic explorers have started. 
I t varies from seven to eleven feet in 
length, and from eighteen to twenty-four 
inches in width. The two runners, or 
keels, which run upon the ice are some-

* A L L THE T E A K EOUND, New Series, Yol. 15, 
pp. 301, 323, December 25th, 1875, and January Ist, 
1876, *' Captain Nares and his Companions, what are 
they now doing ? " 

times made of the jaw-bones of the whale. 
Usually, however, they consist of several 
pieces of wood, or bone, lashed together, 
the interstices filled in with moss, aad 
this cemented with freezing water. Eadi 
runner is shod with harder bone, coated 
with fresh-water ice to make it m n more 
smoothly, and to lessen the rapidity of 
wear and tear. This coating is produced 
in a singular way. A mixture of snow 
and freshwater is laid on to a thickness 
of half-an-inch, and rubbed tiU quite hard 
and smooth—usually done a few minutes 
only before setting out on a journey. When 
the ice is partly worn away, the thickness 
is restored in a very primitive manner, by 
squirting freshwater out of the month upon 
the runner, and allowing it to freeze. The 
sides and cross-bars of the sledge are 
usually made of wood, lashed together 
by sealskin or reindeer thongs, or any 
other kind of rope available. If the 
sledge is to be worked by hand, a drag-
rope is provided. If dogs are employed, 
they are fastened to the sledge by a 
simple rope harness, a single thong going 
round the neck and forelegs, passing 
over the back, and attached to the sledge 
as a trace. The most spirited and sagacious 
dog is selected as leader, on whom the 
driver mainly relies in steering to the 
right or left. The driver sits on the fore 
part of the sledge, armed with a whip 
having a lash of portentous length; the 
lash has an elastic springiness given to 
it by being plaited a little way from the 
handle. The driver directs the steering 
by shouting out words or sounds, which 
are understood by the leader ; but the 
whip is the main agent in keeping the 
team in order, as he is unerring in aiming 
at any laggard who is shirking his fair 
share of pull. If they are slackening 
speed too much, the sight of a seal or a 
bird wUl reinvigorate them; and the very 
sound of the Eskimo names for these 
animals, shouted out by the driver, will 
often suffice. Sometimes two sledges wiU 
run a race, and cover the ground (or 
rather the ice) with great speed. The 
smallest trace on the ice, even though 
invisible to the driver, enables the leading 
dog to keep in the track of any sledge 
that may have already taken that route. 
On untrodden snow, thirty miles is a fair 
day's journey; but, on a level, hard, smooth 
surface, seven dogs can draw half-a-ton 
weight fifty miles or more a day. 

When Wrangel made an expedition 
along and from the Siberian Arctic Coast 
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in 1821, he had a large equipment of 
twenty-two sledges, two hundred and 
forty dogs, eight men besides dog-drivers, 
and provisions for thirty days; some of 
the sledges were for personal travel, some 
for cargo. 

Dr. Rae, one of the most daring of our 
Arctic explorers, in 1851 made a won
derful journey of nine hundred and sixty 
mUes, in the sterile region of Arctic 
America. He went from Great Bear Lake 
to the Arctic coast and Wollaston Land 
and back, the journey occupying forty-
two days. He had two men with him, 
two sledges, and five dogs. On the return 
journey they took neither sledge ^or tent, 
but trudged along on foot; the men started 
with burdens of two hundred pounds of 
provisions, which lasted all three for thirty-
three days. The summer sun having par
tially melted the ice and snow, the work 
was indeed trying; for Rae and the two 
men were sometimes tramping through 
the ice-cold water and wet snow, for four
teen hours a day. " Through every hollow 
and valley ran a stream, sometimes so 
deep and rapid that Rae and his com
panions had often to walk three or four 
miles out of their course to find a ford. 
While on one of these fordings " (and it is 
in reference to this kind of contingency 
that the incident interests us here), " one 
of the men fell and lost all the cooking 
utensils—plates, pans, spoons, and all ; so 
that the rest of their journey was very 
defective in respect to their kitchen com
forts." Remember, there were no bed-
comforts in a well-appointed ship available 
for such men at such a time; the battle 
against privations of various kinds had to 
be fought by night as well as by day. 

Captain Austin's sledge-parties, in 1852, 
were among the most extensive ever 
organised by any of our Arctic explorers. 
At a point in Barrow Straits, in April of 
that year, about a hundred men, from the 
crews of the Resolute, Assistance, Pioneer, 
and Intrepid, assembled in a group, before 
taking leave of the ships for an uncertain 
number of weeks. Fourteen sledges had 
been fully laden and well packed. A rope 
in front of each was for the use of the 
crew as dragsmen; while a small mast, 
saU, and kite were provided to assist in 
the onward progress of tho sledge, when
ever wind should be favourable. Tents, 
blankets, and sleeping-bags were provided 
for night encampment; and then the load 
of each sledge was completed, by as much 
provisions and stores as six men or so 

could drag. Some of these sledge-parties 
made journeys of extraordinary length; 
one, under Captain Ommaney, was absent 
from the ship three months; another, 
under Lieutenant (now Admiral Sir 
Leopold) McClintock, nearly four months. 
McClintock, on his return route, had to 
contend with the melting ice of hot 
weather; his men sank at every step into 
the melting ice; and at times there opened 
before them dark slushy pools, the bottom 
of which might perchance be that of the 
sea itself. 

When McClintock, in 1859, was ex
amining King William's Land in search 
of evidence relating to poor Franklin and 
his companions, he came upon a sight 
which illustrates the varied capabilities of 
the sledge system. Close to the shore he 
found a large boat, mounted on a sledge 
of unusual size and weight. The boat 
was twenty-eight feet long, seven feet 
wide, and built with a view to light 
draught of water; it had paddles instead 
of oars or rudder, remnants of a sail, a 
canvas roof or awning, and a weather-
cloth battened down to the gunwales of 
the boat. An ice-grapnel and a sounding-
line were lying near. The boat was 
partially out of her cradle on the sledge. 
The weight of the boat and sledge—with
out provisions or stores—was estimated by 
McClintock at fourteen hundred pounds, 
and must have required a strong force of 
men to drag it. How many of these boats 
and sledges there were to convey the 
hundred and five survivors of the Franklin 
expedition from their ships to the main
land of America, we shall probably never 
know ; nor how the hapless men dropped, 
one by one, as they struggled on. 

Dr. Hayes, making a sledg:e-trip to the 
interior of Greenland in 1860, took one 
sledge, a small canvas tent, two buffalo 
skins for bedding, a cooking-lamp, pro
visions for six men for eight days, extra 
pairs of fur stockings, and a tea-cup and 
iron spoon for each man—bedroom, parlour, 
and kitchen, all multum in parvo. 

When Nordenskiold and Berggress were 
in the regions of Nova Zembla in 1870, 
they lost, one by one, the men who had 
been engaged as their helpers, until at 
length only two were left. There was 
not man-force enough to drag tho sledge, 
so they abandoned i t ; all four, masters 
and men, shouldered as much food as they 
could carry, and advanced on foot; they 
had no tent, and at night four men had 
to squeeze into two sleeping-bags. They 
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had only a waterproof-sheet between their 
bags and the ice, and no blanket either 
under or over—about as cold a bed as 
can well be imagined. 

The British Government having decided 
on the recent expedition under Captain 
Nares, McClintock, perhaps the most ex
perienced of all sledge-explorers, rendered 
great service by personally superintending 
everything relating to the sledges. Thirty-
five were provided, varying in size. The 
largest, called a twelve-man sledge, would 
carry about two months' provisions and 
stores for twelve men; the smallest was 
a four-man sledge. Eskimo dogs were 
obtained from the Danish settlements on 
the west coast of Greenland, as the ships 
passed by; but they were not of much 
use, owing partly to the difficulty of 
obtaining animal food for them in high 
latitudes. Nearly all the drag-work had 
to be performed by men; and great care 
was shown in arranging that the weight 
to be dragged should not be a single 
ounce more than was necessary—a place 
for everything, everything in its place, 
and nothing superfluous. The sledges 
were made of American elm, the runners 
being shod with steel; the cross-bars 
lashed to the bearers with strips of hide; 
a sacking of sailcloth stretched over the 
cross-bars; and the load placed on the 
sacking. An eight-man sledge, for seven 
men and an officer, could carry more than 
sixteen hundred pounds of well-packed 
stores. Each sledge carried its own cook
ing apparatus. The cooking-stoves were 
circular; the fuel was either spirits of 
wine or stearine; by an adjustment of 
saucepans one upon another, pemmican 
and preserved vegetables could be cooked 
simultaneously. Extra stoves were pro
vided, some made wholly of iron; others, 
devised by McClintock himself, were 
formed of wood, lined within and without 
with tin, and having a receptacle on the 
top for melting snow. The drag-rope for 
each sledge was attached to the men in 
such a way, that, if any one did less 
than his proper share of the pull, it was 
detected instantly by the swagging, or 
drooping, of the rope at that part. SmaU 
dog-carriages were provided for the pos
sible or occasional use of the officers. 
The encamping-tent, carried with each 
sledge, covered eight persons—the officer 
furthest inward, then six men lying head 
and heels, and one man nearest the en
trance-door or curtain to get up first and 
prepare breakfast. In lieu of bedstead 

and bedding, on the ice was placed an 
indiarubber sheet, and then a thick layer 
of soft felting; on this the officers and 
men lay, each in his warm felt bag; and 
another soft thick layer of felting covered 
all. The men were well provided with 
seal-skin, fearnaught, and box-cloth gar-
ments, worsted nightcaps, long leather 
sea-boots, with very thick cork soles 
mocassins of warmly-lined tanned skin 
and other mocassins of fur. 

We now take a rapid glance at the 
sledging of the brave men connected with 
Captain Nares—brief, because the full 
details have not yet been made pubhc, 
and because the space at our disposal is 
necessarUy limited. 

Directly the ice had closed round the 
Alert in her winter-quarters, in September 
of last year, sledge-parties were sent north 
along the coast of Grant Land, to establish a 
depot of provisions and boats far ahead, 
ready for the exploring-parties in the fol
lowing spring. They returned after twenty 
days of very arduous work, many of the 
poor fellows so frost-bitten in the feet, 
as to render amputation necessary in 
three instances. They had the satisfaction, 
however, of proving that they had ad
vanced to a higher northern latitude than 
man had until then reached—so far as 
records tell. The Discovery, moored 
seventy miles in rear of the Alert, was 
unable to send out any sledge-discovery-
parties during the autumn, owing to the 
shifting condition of the ice. Lieutenant 
Rawson made two heroic attempts to 
convey intelligence from ship to ship. 
On the second attempt he succeeded in 
half his object, but could not battle 
against the appalling difficulties; he, 
therefore, had perforce to spend the winter 
on board the Alert. 

How the ships' crews passed the terrible 
hundred and forty days of winter darkness, 
with the temperature sometimes a hundred 
degrees of Fahrenheit below the freezing-
point, and yet keeping themselves cheerful 
and healthy all the time, we have not here 
to tel l ; our concern is with the sledges and 
the sledgemen. 

When the spring brought daylight and 
a higher temperature, but with the ice still 
firm and unmelted, sledge-parties were 
sent off from the Alert, under Commander 
Markham and Lieutenant Parr. They 
were absent from the ship seventy-two 
days, and had the pleasure of planting the 
British flag farther north than any bunt
ing had before floated—only four hun-
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dred nautical miles short of the Pole. 
Owing to the extraordinary nature of the 
pressed-np ice over which they traveUed, 
the sledgers had to form a roadway by 
pickaxe for nearly half the distance tra
veUed, before any advance could be safely 
made with the sledges. This rendered it 
necessary to drag the sledge-loads for
wards by instalments, and, therefore, to 
journey over the same road several times. 
The effective advance was thus so terribly 
slow that, on some days, it barely reached 
half a mile. Although the total amount 
of to-and-fro travel exceeded two hundred 
and seventy miles, the farthest point 
reached was only seventy-three miles 
from the ship. A sleeping-bag, placed 
upon the ice, with only a waterproof sheet 
intervening, was a scanty reward after the 
arduous labours of the da,y; but each man 
welcomed his bag, and usually slept pretty 
soundly. This was on the outgoing route; 
but on the return the sledges had to carry 
something beside inert dead-weight; and 
here we come to the most awful con
tingency of sledge-life in the frozen regions, 
excepting actual starvation. Owing to the 
entire absence of game, birds, and wild
fowl—^which almost all Arctic parties until 
now have been able to find, as a welcome 
supply of fresh food—the poor fellows 
were grievously attacked with scurvy 
when far away from the ship. They had 
done their work of exploration, so far 
as it went; and now came the distressing 
duty of the strong bringing home the weak, 
not knowing whether a man hale to-day 
.would be disabled on the morrow. The 
available force to drag each sledge gra
dually weakened, while the weight to be 
dragged increased ; for, one after another, 
the stricken-down men had to be laid on 
the sledges, and dragged on by their weaken
ing comrades. I t was becoming a matter 
of life and death for all. When about 
half-way home (the Alert was " home " to 
those much-enduring men, in anticipation 
at least) Lieutenant Parr started off on a 
lonely heroic walk; struggling over soft 
snow and the heavy, broken-up ice, and 
guiding himself in the mist by the fresh 
track of a roaming wolf. He brought 
news of the sad troubles in which the 
sledge-party were involved, and the Alert 
at once sent off aid. More officers and men 
dragged at the ropes, and brought the 
sledges safely back to the ship. One poor 
feUow, among the sledge-invalids, sank 
nnder his sufferings, and was buried in the 
ioe. Ont of seventeen officers and men. 

five only were able to walk fairly weU, 
three painfully but cheerfuUy struggled 
on with the aid of alpenstocks, eight were 
iU and prostrate on the sledges, whUe the 
remaining one was silent in his icy grave. 

What sledge-life must have been like 
during this return-journey it is hard to 
conceive. The sledges contained the 
invalids as well as the sleeping-gear, 
tents, provisions, and stores; and the 
snugging-in (snug!) must have involved 
the necessity of keeping some warmth in 
the stricken-down men, as well as in those 
who could still walk and work. The 
brave fellows wUl never forget the ordeal 
of "making the beds " on those eventful 
evenings. 

The following are a few additional inci
dents of the sledge-life endured. After 
the Alert had moored for the winter, but 
before the dark days set in, Lieutenant 
Aldrich started off with a sledge-party 
towards the north-west. He was certainly 
the first European sledger who ever got 
beyond the eighty-third degree of latitude; 
of the Eskimo the northernmost limit 
remains matter of conjecture. Being late 
on his return, a relief-party was sent out 
in search of h im; and Aldrich was met 
with, helping one man to drag the sledge, 
all the rest being either ill on the sledge, 
or hobbling along weakly on foot, unable 
to pull at the rope. When in the spring 
Lieutenant Rawson made another attempt 
to return to his own ship, the Discovery, 
he was accompanied by Mr. Egerton and 
the Danish interpreter Petersen, with 
a dog-sledge. On the day after starting 
Petersen was taken Ul, and they were 
forced to return. " At the utmost risk, 
and noble disregard of themselves, the 
two officers succeeded in retaining heat 
in the poor fellow's body by alternately 
lying alongside of him, while the other by 
exercise was recovering his warmth; and 
thus managed to bring him alive to the 
ship." 

One of the sledge-parties, sent out to 
trace the Greenland coast, being absent a 
longer time than had been calculated 
on, the Discovery sent a relief-party in 
search of them. The relief did not come 
an hour too soon; for the explorers, 
on their return journey, had left every
thing they could spare behind them. 
Four out of seven were utterly prostrated 
with scurvy, and as only two could lie on 
the sledge at once, the progress was melan
choly and slow in a most depressing degree. 
Three men dragged the sledge and two in-
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valids, leaving the other two wrapped up 
on the ice ; after some hours of this work, 
they deposited the first two invalids on the 
ice and laboured back with the sledge to 
fetch the other two; and so on alternately. 
Their food was nearly exhausted when the 
relief-party met them, andstarvation would 
soon have done its work. 

I t will be understood that all the sledges 
were managed nearly in the same way. 
The dogs were not of much use; they 
mostly either ran away or died off, and 
the dragging had to be performed by the 
men. Each sledge was, generally speak
ing, opened about midday, to get out sup
plies for the hungry men during their 
halt, and then packed again for the 
afternoon journey. In the evening the 
unpacking was more complete, in order 
to get out the waterproof sheets, blankets, 
sleeping-bags, tents, &c., necessary for a 
night's sleeping on the ice; a kindled fire 
enabled the men to prepare a hot supper 
before " going to bed," and a hot breakfast 
after getting up. So far it was a regular 
routine, as long as all the men were weU 
enough to trudge on, whether pulling at 
the rope or not. When, however, any one 
was stricken down with illness, the misery 
in store for all was considerable—because 
room had to be found on a laden sledge for 
the poor sufferer; because he had to be 
dragged by others instead of aiding to 
pull at the rope; and because the rate 
of advance (with a temperature some
times sixty or seventy degrees below 
the freezing-point) was necessarUy much 
retarded. 

The real nature of the labours under
taken, difficulties struggled against, and 
sufferings borne by the sledgemen, cannot 
be better described here than in the words 
of Captain Nares, referring to some or 
others of the exploring-parties we have 
briefly noticed. Concerning the sledging in 
the autumn of last year, soon after the ships 
had settled in for the winter, Captain Nares 
says : " During these autumn sledging 
journeys, with the temperature ranging 
between fifteen degrees above and twenty-
two degrees below zero, the heavy labour, 
hardship, and discomforts inseparable 
from Arctic traveUing, caused by the wet, 
soft snow, weak ice, and water spaces, 
which obliged the sledges to be dragged 
over the hUls, combined with constant 
strong winds and misty weather, were, if 
anything, much greater than that usually 
experienced. Out of the northern party 
of twenty-one men and three officers, no 

less than seven men and one officer re-
turned to the ship badly frost-bitten; 
three of these so severely as to render 
amputation necessary, the patients being 
confined to their beds for the greater part 
of the winter. The sledges, with tkeir 
cargoes, on four occasions, broke throtgh 
the ice, and individual men frequently; 
the men, becoming wet through, nvcre 
made to change their clothing, and so 
escaped any bad consequences. The frost
bites are to be attributed entirely to the 
wet, sludgy state of some of the ice that 
had to be crossed . . . Whenever 
the travellers were forced to drag their 
sledges over a surface of this kind, 
their feet became wet and afterwards 
frost-bitten a considerable time before 
they discovered it, when the tent was 
pitched in the evening. By this 
time the mischief had attained such an 
advanced stage as to defy all restoration 
of the circulation. The tent equipment 
became so saturated with frozen moisture 
that on arrival on board it weighed more 
than double what it did when dry before 
starting; and so anxious were all to escape 
another sleepless night in the stiffly frozen 
blanket-bags, that on the last day a forced 
march was made by the northern party 
through the heavy snow to the ship— în 
which the powers of endurance of all were 
tried to the utmost." When the spring 
of the present year arrived, and Captain 
Nares determined to try whether an 
approach could be made towards the 
North Pole over the ice, he provided 
boats as well as sledges, lest the ice should 
prove to be a moving or drifting mass; 
and as the provisions sent were equal to a 
supply for two full months, the weight to 
be dragged was fearfully heavy. This 
was the expedition entrusted to Com
mander Markham and Lieutenant Parr, 
which we have already noticed, and of 
which Captain Nares says: " The journey 
was an incessant battle to overcome ever-
recurring obstacles, each hard-won success 
stimulating them for the next struggle. 
A passage-way had always to be cut 
through the squeezed-up ice with pick
axes, and an incline picked out of the 
perpendicular side of the high floes before 
the sledges, one at a time, could be brought 
on. Instead of advancing with a steady 
walk—the usual means of progression— 
more than half of each day was expended 
by the whole party facing the sledge and 
pushing it forward a few feet at a time. 
Under these circumstances the distance 
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attained, short as it may be considered 
by some, was truly marvellous." 

And yet, great as were the trials under
gone by all, the real work of discovery 
was done by the sledgers, as has nearly 
always been the case since the time of 
Parry. And it is surprising how small 
an amount of human life has been lost 
in these excursions. Captain Sherard 
Osbom, a good authority on all these 
matters, said about eight years ago, 
" During thirty-six years of glorious enter
prise, England has never lost a sledge-
party, ont of about a hundred that have 
taUed within the Arctic Circle." 

BLIND GUY FAWKES. 

PooK GUT! He is burning as he has 
burnt any time since that fifth of Novem
ber on which he attempted to "blow Scotch
men back to Scotland." He is blazing in 
the midst of tar-barrels and brushwood. 
The great bonfire pouring out masses of 
flame and sparks—careful officer of the 
Fire Brigade keeping watch meanwhUe— 
fights up an odd scene. 

We are in a great square on a November 
night, dim walls enclosing it. Rockets are 
shooting far into the wintry sky, Roman 
candles are jetting out stars of many-
coloured flame. Catherine-wheels whizz 
round on tree t runks ; squibs are spurt-
dng out their short but sparkling life; 
crackers banging and barking on the 
ground, noisy, demonstrative, and soon 
extinct, like fussy politicians; and, besides 
all these, there is plenty of high pyro
technic art from Mr. Brock's famous labo
ratory— set-pieces, Chinese trees, fiery 
fountains, and the like. Plenty of noise, 
plenty of fire, and plenty of light. Round 
iihe bonfire dance merry figures—rushing 
hnrriedly now and then to the window 
whence fireworks are liberally dealt out— 
exulting in the noise, the crackle, the 
fun generally; glorying in Guy Fawkes 
and his sublime cremation. They are 
"knowing," these shadowy forms of boys 
and half-grown men. They keep the fire 
at a respectful distance, save when one, 
bolder than the rest, gives a tar-barrel a 
kick to bring out the sparks in golden 
showers. They never light their fireworks 
at the wrong end, as has happened to phi
losophers before now, but manage them 
deftly and skilfully. They are enjoying 
themselves immensely; and, as the last 
glorions wheel dies ont, the last cracker and 

the last maroon explode, they open their 
throats with a hearty cheer—a three times 
three—in honour of, it may be supposed, 
the Protestant succession. They have 
thoroughly enjoyed the festival of St. Guy; 
and, when the embers of the fire sink low, 
go indoors to bed, satisfied, but not sati
ated, with the fun of the evening. 

The odd part of this fete is that the 
celebrants are blind—many of them wholly 
unconscious of the Ught of day, people to 
whom life is one long Arctic night, un-
illumined by lamp of heavenly or earthly 
make. There are others who, although their 
blindness is unhappUy complete enough 
to prevent them from distinguishing sur
rounding objects, are yet dimly conscious 
of sunrise and sunset. The latter enjoy 
the fireworks keenly, perhaps more keenly 
than those who see perfectly; but it is 
difficult to understand the fun of fireworks 
to the utterly blind. That they produce 
no effect on some people, is proved by the 
demeanour of the industrious man, who 
has retreated out of the noise and bustle 
into a quiet comer in the dark, and is 
working away at basket-making as if his 
life depended upon getting that pretty 
basket, with the white and red stripes, 
done this very night. The glare of the 
bonfire, when the flames shoot up on this 
side, just reveals the pattern of the work 
on which he is busied; but he is other
wise so completely in the dark, that ordi
nary people can barely make out his figure 
in the comer. He is absorbed in his task. 
Great wheels spin round unheeded by the 
basket-maker; maroons thunder out their 
warning in vain. On perpetually move 
his busy fingers among the osier-meshes, 
woven with strips red or white, selected 
with unerring accuracy by this one solitary 
man who cares not for Guy Fawkes or 
his fete. Alas, poor fellow ! He cannot 
"remember the Fifth of November," for 
he never heard of that or anything else. 
He is not only blind, but absolutely stone 
deaf; yet is he a capital basket-maker; 
and an honest and good-humoured fellow, 
if you only know how to talk to him by 
taking one of his hands, and touching it 
rapidly in various parts, as Miss Quarman 
is now doing. He is not absolutely 
dumb, but articulates a few words—a very 
limited vocabulary—and then goes back 
to work with a wUl, ignoring tho high 
jinks going on around him utterly and 
completely. But the boys who are only 
blind aro as " jo l ly" as those proverbial 
youths whoso birth or occupation is associ-
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ated with "sand." Miss Quarman and Mr. 
Sander have as mnch as they can do to 
distribute Roman candles, squibs, and 
crackers to the numerous applicants, who 
appear singularly well acquainted with 
the properties of various kinds of fire
works. I t is difficult to realise that these 
boys are blind. When hurrying towards 
the window they never miss it, and, 
what is stranger still, never blunder over 
one another; and they have the keenest 
appreciation of the difference between a 
squib and a cracker. The Roman candle 
and the Jack-in-the-box are the prime 
favourites, next comes the cracker, and 
lastly squibs and golden rain. The 
triumphs of pyrotechny — set - pieces, 
wheels, and coloured rockets—are com
paratively unheeded, a single maroon 
being worth a boxful of them. 

The boys—and, in a quiet way, the girls 
—at the institution in the Avenue-road, 
nnder the care of the London Society for 
Teaching the Blind to Read, have had a 
glorious holiday on this Fifth of November. 
There has been much fun over the dress
ing of the guy, and carrying him round. 
I t was curious to see those little ones, 
who had not assisted in the "make-up," 
approach, one by one, to "look at," as 
they call it—in ordinary literal English 
to "feel"—the guy. These young blind 
folk, when they touch anything, always 
"look a t " it, and, if they have met 
and touched persons, say, " I saw him 
to-day," in the most offhand and matter-
of-course way. On the subject of blind
ness they are extraordinarily sensitive, 
and express their dislike to any question
ing concerning their infirmity. Blind 
is, in fact, among the blind, an ex
pression of contempt. As a rule they 
find their way about with remarkable skill; 
but should some poor awkward fellow 
blunder by accident over a chair or up 
against one of his schoolfellows, the re
proof generally takes this form: "You 
must be blind." Perhaps the strangest 
and most interesting time to see any 
institution for the blind is at dusk. While 
others are blundering and floundering 
about, the blind people move hither and 
thither noiselessly and accurately. An odd 
effect is felt on entering the printing-office 
of the school in the Avenue-road, late on 
a winter afternoon. The house is dark, 
the passage is dark, the office is darker 
still, but there are the printers, setting up 
type and pulling proofs with aU pos
sible celerity and exactitude. The master 

printer courteously proposes to l i^t a 
candle for the sake of visitors, who 
perhaps " cannot see very well." It is nn-
necessary to explain that the production of 
books for the blind is quite another affair 
from that of ordinary printer's work. No 
ink is necessary, but the paper must be 
forced up into relief, that the pupils may 
feel out their letters easUy; and the con-
sequence ensues that literature for the 
blind is bulky. An immense deal of 
printing is accomplished at the office in 
the Avenue-road, for the London Society 
for Teaching the Blind to Read do not 
confine themselves to printing the books 
for use in the school, but supply each 
pupil on leaving with a little library 
of his own, and vote gifts of books to 
other institutions. Mr. Lucas's stenographic 
system—a kind of embossed shorthand-
is that followed by Mr. Shaw in the 
gloomy printing-office just described; and 
there is, moreover, a great quantity of 
music-printing done. 

This is as it should be, and perhaps it 
would be well—when there is leisure—to 
give the printing of embossed books a 
more liberal margin. At present there 
is a superabundance of tracts, and only 
one history—that of England, of course. 
Possibly the blind are, by'their peculiar 
infirmity, more qualified than ordinary 
persons to appreciate the value of a per
petual study of divinity ; but whether this 
be so or not, they have but little oppor
tunity for studying anything else. To a 
certain extent this defect in the blind 
library is compensated by the efforts 
of a number of benevolent ladies, who 
gratify the pupils by reading to them 
selections from the works of popular 
essayists and novelists; but it seems a pity 
that such works as Macaulay's Essays 
should not be embossed, rather than multi
tudinous but feeble tracts. If they were, 
it would be possible to understand the 
exultation of a pupil who declares that 
the one great advantage that blind people 
have over others is, that they can read 
comfortably in bed. " You," says a 
studious damsel, "are uncomfortable when 
you read in bed—you know you are. You 
are obliged to hold the book up tiU you 
are tired, and then have to twist yourself 
about to get the light, and catch cold in 
your shoulders. If it is night-time you 
must be very naughty to light a candle, 
which is sure to gutter down and set the 
house on fire. Now when I take a book 
to bed, I bury myself nnder the clothes, 
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book and all, and read away as fast—as 
fast-r-tiU I go fast asleep." 

It is not, however, sufficient that blind 
children should be taught to read; they 
must be taught to write—not quite so 
easy an operation. The last new plan is 
the system of M. BraUle — admirably 
logical and ingenious—and adapted for 
intercommunication between the blind; no 
unimportant matter when it is considered 
that the assistant-master at Avenue-road 
is a blind man and former pupil. On the 
Braille system the writer is provided with 
a small frame, in which a piece of paper 
is held down by a brass band, perforated 
with oblong openings, at regular distances. 
Each one of these openings wUl hold one 
letter; and all the letters and contractions 
used are produced by modifying the posi
tion of six dots, like the six on a domino, 
only embossed instead of being sunken 
and blackened. The pen is an instrument 
like an awl; and the writer, beginning on 
the right of the paper instead of the left— 
for it must be turned over to be read—prods 
away at rare pace. When the paper is covered 
with writing, it is removed from the frame, 
turned over, and can be read with great 
facility. One great advantage of this 
method is that there is no manual dex
terity required to form a dot—the exercise 
being purely, simply of the memory itself. 
The last new ciphering-slate is also pecu
liar in arrangement. I t is a zinc plate— 
square—with twelve octagonal perfora
tions in each direction, a species of multi
plication table in itself. To set up the 
sums as the teacher reads them aloud, the 
pupil is provided with almost a fount of 
type, fitting accurately into the octagonal 
spaces just spoken of. The type are fur
nished either with two dots on one of the 
octagon faces, or with a diagonal line 
from left to right, or a perpendicular line. 

Now, the type with the two little 
dots can be made to signify the numerals 
from one to eight, by simple variations 
of position. If the two dots appear on 
the first side of the octagonal receptacle 
to the left, the figure one is indicated; 
if, on the other hand, they appear at the 
base of the octagon, they signify eight. 
The diagonal line signifies nine; and 
the vertical one, a cipher—and there 
are the Arabic numerals complete. At 
their arithjmetical work blind children are 
like other children—some fairly intelli
gent ; others, intensely stupid. In one 
branch, however—to wit, mental arith
metic—the blind are very strong; and it 

seems almost a pity that this very useful 
study should not be pushed on, even to 
the sacrifice of arithmetic in its ordinary 
form. I t would seem as if blind boys 
ought aU to be " calculating " boys. By 
the sense of touch they can acquire a perfect 
idea of numbers; and there seems no 
reason why they should not advance to the 
higher calculations by purely mental pro
cesses without going through the tedium 
of setting up sums. That this is no random 
theory of the writer, is proved by the acute 
perception by blind people of the divisions 
of time and tone. They play admirably on 
the pianoforte and on the organ, and, in 
fact, look to music as their most ready 
means of gaining a livelihood—not alto
gether as performers, but as pianoforte 
tuners. Messrs. Hopkinson & Co. have 
the merit of being the first pianoforte-
makers in London who undertook to train 
the blind as tuners. Their first attempts 
in this direction have been largely followed, 
and the institution is prepared to supply 
perfectly competent tuners to any families 
requiring their services. The present fore
man of the tuners to Messrs. Hopkinson 
was once a pupil at the school, and was 
thence apprenticed to his present em
ployers, under whom he has risen to the 
head of his branch of the trade. 

Some odd stories are told of the 
basket - makers, who evince a marked 
preference for very sharp knives, to trim 
and split then* osiers withal, and have 
a marked objection to be stared at by 
Philistines — that is, people who can 
see. At one time they were greatly an
noyed, as they were in the act of soaking 
their osier-twigs in a tank, specially pro
vided for that purpose, to find that there 
was a stranger among them, an enter
prising loafer, who had climbed over the 
tall fence in order to have a close view. 
He repented of his audacity, for the blind 
youths pounced upon him, and ducked 
him in the tank till he was half-drowned. 
Many more curious tales are told of the 
blind, one of which they refuse to believe 
themselves—viz., the story of the girl 
whose fingers, having been so hardened 
by manual labour that she could not learn 
to write on the Lucasian system, learnt to 
read with her lips. Others they assert to 
be absolutely correct and trustworthy, 
especially a wonderful instance of sagacity 
in a fellow-pupil who, since she left the 
school—having mastered every accomplish
ment taught there—has married a blind 
husband, is an excellent housekeeper. 
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cooks her husband's dinner, makes and 
actually " cuts out," and fits her chUdren's 
clothes, washes, starches, and irons her 
husband's shirts, and plays the piano like 
an angel. I am a person of facile faith, 
hating the trouble of doubting things, and 
therefore believe implicitly in the exist
ence of this accomplished lady; but I feel 
obliged to mention, after the excellent 
example set by Herodotus, and followed 
by Sir John Maundevile, " VerUie I have 
not seen hir." 

A BAD BARGAIN. 
A STORT IX FOUE CHAPTERS. CHAPTER I. 

IT was a pity Hannah Maria could not 
have been got off sooner, for some good 
material was spoiled by the delay. Her 
temper suffered; her housewifely talents 
were turned into the empty channel of 
fancy-work; her father and mother be
came cross and crusty; and a comfort
able, well - ordered house was utterly 
spoiled for the bachelor friends of the 
family. These unfortunates found them
selves at once doomed to devotion 
to Hannah Maria. She expected it, her 
parents demanded it, and there was no 
safety but in flight. Yet Mr. and Mrs. 
Holder were pleasant, genial people under 
ordinary circumstances, but it was trying 
to have Hannah Maria so long on hand. 
Two younger daughters of the house had 
passed easily and naturally to the matri
monial estate, and another sprightly young 
thing was coming up smilingly to the 
front. But still Hannah Maria held on; 
not willingly, perhaps, if a furrowed brow 
and drawn lips might be accepted as 
indications of the state of her feelings. 
And yet she was well-looking, her figure 
fine, her complexion fair; and she boasted 
a quantity of auburn tresses, which had 
stood to her nobly during the advancing 
years of her spinsterhood. But, somehow, 
Hannah Maria didn't " take." Perhaps it 
was her name which was against her ; but 
more probably it was her temper. Here, 
I lament to say, a flavour of acidity was 
discernible, which was apt to lead to effer
vescence on the sUghtest provocation. She 
always said that her nervous system was 
too highly strung to bear collision with 
another. I t was a nice way of putting it, 
and of accounting for the various unplea
sant shocks, which her excitable and iras
cible moods occasioned to others. 

Her abode was a sylvan retreat, near 
a cathedral town. Her parents were 

tolerably wealthy, and gave her a good 
allowance for her dress, which she ex
pended shrewdly, with a far-seeing eye as 
to change and effect. 

I , Richard Rewitt, a third cousin thrice 
removed, lived near, and might have seen 
a good deal of her ; but a little went a 
long way, and I was content with the 
acceptance of an occasional invitation 
to dinner, and an escape from any more 
serious entanglement than a game at 
whist, the fair Hannah Maria being 
rigidly allotted to me as a partner, and 
her father and mother playing Darby and 
Joan for our benefit on opposite chairs. 

A crisis, however, was approachmg. 
Another birthday of the hopeless eldest's 
drew on. Her family grew desperate. 
Could nothing be done ? Perhaps she 
had not been brought properly forward; 
some more effective scene of action mu t̂ 
be tried; and, in a panic, they rushed at 
private theatricals. Hannah Maria was 
to be a Sultana, her braided locks decked 
with pearls and tinsel, a rose tint added 
to her faded cheeks, her eyebrows pen
cilled, and the orbs beneath made almond-
shaped by a judicious elongation of the 
shadows. 

A suite of weak young men were en
trapped into the business, and I hope 
no one will take offence at the prefixed 
adjective when I admit that I made one 
among the number. Her sister Jessie 
was really a pretty little girl, and two 
cousins of the ladies, very Uvely in their 
manners if plain in their persons, were 
also enlisted amongst the actors, so that 
poesibly there is some excuse for our im-
becility. 

I t was at first an accepted programme 
in our ranks, that all would steer clear of 
Hannah Maria. But as we were four 
hapless gentlemen, with only three available 
ladies to divide amongst us, this plan was 
rather a perplexing one on the face of it. 
I t foUowed, as a matter of necessity, that 
the lot of evil fell to the youngest and 
greenest of our party. Johnny Bowles 
was an obliging, unoffending young fellow, 
and he yielded with sq good a grace that 
I felt my sympathies quite touched in his 
behalf, and I went to work with a will to 
coach him up in his part. He was to 
be Selim to Hannah's Zuleika, and we 
managed that his services should be 
accepted by the lady on the representa
tion that his histrionic talents were of a 
superior order, and that the Irvings and 
Barry SuUivans, the Rossis and SalviniB 
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of the age would be thrown utterly into the 
shade, as he made his first bow to the foot
lights. 

Hannah Maria was no fool, and I don't 
think she beUeved us. But what could she 
do ? Everyone else declined the honour of 
" Selim." She had to take what she could 
get, and be thankful. 

Whether chance or cunning were at 
work in the proceedings, I am powerless 
HOW to decide. But something terrible 
was approaching. Had it not been utterly 
imforeseen, I would have stopped at no 
means, fair or foul, to avert the catas
trophe ; but it came on me like a thunder
bolt. 

The night of the theatricals arrived, and 
Johnny Bowles was missing. A telegram 
arrived from him at the eleventh hour, 
stating that he had sprained his ankle in 
stepping out of a raUway carriage, and 
was unable to appear. 

We were in the green-room at the time, 
a party of seven, and Mrs. Holder had 
just given a final touch to Zuleika's toilet. 

On persual of the missive, she turned 
instantly to me. 

" Dick, dear ! " she ejaculated, with 
quite a motherly seizure of my arm, 
"you'U have to do it. You know the 
part better than Mr. Bowles. I have 
heard you prompting him dozens of times. 
How lucky for us to have you ! You'll be 
Selim- tt 

"I'U be hanged if I wiU," I began, but 
checked myself with an effort. I was the 
guest of the lady; I had eaten hot suppers 
at her expense for six consecutive rehearsal-
nights. How could I break out into such 
rudeness as this—such utter contempt of 
the dues of hospitality ? 

" I am afraid I couldn't, Mrs. Holder," I 
stammered. " I am the worst actor in the 
world j when there's anything of sentiment 
on the cards. There's Mr. Truell " 

I was stopped by an awful look from 
that quarter. If a pistol had been held to 
my head it conld not have expressed more 
menace or malediction, and at that instant 
Hanntdi Maria glided up to me. 

" Oh, Dick is the very one," she ex
claimed, with her sweetest glance of en
couragement. "You mustn't be so modest. 
Yon are twice as good in the part as Mr. 
Bowles." 

Thereupon, before I knew where I was, 
a turban was on my head, a flowing robe 
across my shoulders, and a long hookah at 
my side, while numerous traitor voices 
pronounced me a veritable sultan of the 

East, the finest in mien and majesty that 
had ever stepped upon the boards. I 
began to feel a little flattered; and, reflect
ing that after all it was a mere piece of 
acting, I set myself to make love to 
Hannah Maria with an energy which 
might attract the plaudits of the thirty 
or forty spectators who awaited our 
appearance in the front drawing-room. 

Some cursed vanity must have seized 
me that night, for I began to throw 
myself into the business with an insane 
enthusiasm. As the plot deepened I be
came excited, elated, and, in determining 
to captivate the audience, I quite forgot 
what fatal work of fascination might be 
progressing on the platform. Ere the 
dropping of the curtain Hannah Maria 
clung to me—literally clung to me with 
the tightest grasp of a despairing spinster. 
I had my part to play. I could not dis
grace myself and fail in it now, and I 
grew as impassioned as herself. As the 
words escaped me in the love-scene : 

This is no jest, but the grave garb of t ruth 
"What long has silent lain a language finds— 
The language of the looks, the lips, the heart! 

I felt her sink on my shoulder. Her 
eyes closed; and a murmur of " Dearest 
Dick ! " was audible as a stage whisper in 
my ear. 

We were luckily near the end, or I don't 
think I could have borne it longer. The 
last speech uttered, I sprang off the boards 
with a perfect caper of delight. After all 
it had been good fun in one way, and it 
was over now. Let me have said what I 
would, have done what I would, it was 
farce throughout. I was free still; heart 
whole, hand whole. I had shown cle
verness, willingness to oblige, alacrity— 
not weakmindedness or pliancy. Words 
which had been conned over, and com
mitted to memory, had surely nothing 
serious in them —nothing of the dangerous 
character. 

Reassured thus, I prepared myself to 
enjoy the sweets and savouries of a good 
supper; to reap my laurels, unshadowed 
by any presage of orange-blossoms. But 
if I could throw off the garb of the actor, 
there was another who would not. Hannah 
Maria held on to her mimic grandeur in 
the matter of dress, and insisted on ap
pearing amongst the guests at the supper-
table in the role of a betrothed sultana; 
not one of her pearls unwound, her zones 
loosened, or the simpering smiles of her 
ancient lips relaxed. I had to drink wine 
with hor, to wait on her, to compliment 
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her, and only escaped from my enslave
ment at the dead hour of midnight. 

CHAPTER II. 

I DON'T think I slept well on gaining the 
refuge of my couch. I had horrid dreams, 
I know. Whether they were due to lobster-
patties, whipped creams, or Hannah Maria, 
I won't at this distance of time decide. The 
morning brought something so delightful 
that I have every right to forget. I t was 
my appointment to a post in India for which 
I had made anxious application, but which 
I had had scarcely a hope of attaining. I t 
was a good thing ; a full thousand a year, 
with little to do for it. I had no disin
clination to the change of country and 
climate. 

As it was chiefly due to Mr. Holder, and to 
some powerful interest which he had used 
in my behalf, that I had been a successful 
candidate, I felt myself bound to set out at 
once, and announce my good fortune to 
that gentleman. 

Arriving at his residence, I was shown 
into the drawing-room, of which the sole 
present occupant was Hannah Maria. 

She rose bashfully, held my hand linger-
ingly ; but I was too full of my own rising 
prospects to succumb to sentiment, or the 
fear of it. 

I told her joyously of my impending de
parture ; and, to my delight, she congra
tulated me heartily upon it. 

" She's not such a bad old girl, after 
all," I murmured to myself. " She is a 
well-wisher, no jealous inamorata." 

" The only thing was the climate," she 
ventured, with a soul of sympathy in her 
eyes. " Did I not dread it ? " 

" O h no," I said. "Everything is 
arranged too well there to suffer incon
venience now. Many ladies even enjoy 
it. Pow would you like India, Hannah 
Maria ? " 

She blushed violently, or was it the 
remains of the paint which had fitful 
flashes still ? 

At the moment I espied her father from 
the window, pacing the rounds of his 
garden, and, making some excuse to the 
fair damsel, I hurried out to him. I was 
really indebted to the gentleman, and felt 
anxious to see him and thank him. 

On hearing my news he grew pressingly 
hospitable, and insisted on my staying for 
luncheon, when, he said, we should aU have 
a talk over my prospects together. As we 
were re-entering the house he recollected 
some message to the gardener, but begged 

me to go into the drawing-room, and he 
would be with me in a minute or two. 

I advanced rather tremulously to the 
apartment; but, to my reUef, Hannah 
Maria was gone; Mrs. Holder had taken 
her place, and was there alone. 

Instantly I had the warmest grasp of the 
hand I had received yet, and words of 
eager congratulation were literally out
poured upon me. 

" Thank you so much, Mrs. Holder," I 
stammered out, trying to extricate myself 
from the avalanche of felicitations. "I 
knew you would be glad of my success. 
You and Mr. Holder have invariably been 
such kind friends." 

" Yes, yes. Yon did not mistake us, 
Dick. We were anxious for this—always 
anxious for it." < 

" I t is very good of you to say so." 
" Say it ? but I feel it, my dear feUow;" 

and she drew me fondly on to the sofa. 
" W h o m would I like better? I often 
thought what kept you back. But every
thing is smooth now. There need be no 
more delays. You have made my dear 
girl—indeed, all of us very happy." 

A dreadful terror crept over me as she 
spoke. StUl she had not been so explicit 
as yet, that I could lay hold of anything, 
and I let her run on. 

" The only drawback is the climate," 
she pursued glibly in the wake of Hannah 
Maria. " B u t one can't have everything; 
and possibly it may agree with her." 

" My dear Mrs. Holder," I broke* in 
desperately now, " you are under some 
misapprehension. I am going out alone."^ 

" No, no, we won't hear of that, Dick. 
I know what you would say—that you 
must make the home ready first. But 
you have no right to bear all the burden; 
she shall accompany you." 

At these awful words I absolutely 
sprang from my seat. I believe 1 caught 
distractedly at my hair. I have a faint 
remembrance of all but falling on my 
knees, in a vain supplication for release. 
Every token was but accepted as deeper 
proof of my passion and devotion, and 
ere I could utter a syllable, Mr. Holder 
and Hannah Maria were on the scene.. 

I was led up to the former for a paternal 
benediction, and Hannah sunk into my 
arms. She had on some floating, well-
furbelowed gown; her hair had escaped 
in wild ringlets on her neck; and, lost in 
the involutions of her dress and herself, 
it would be difficult to decide whence the 
embrace came. 
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" Dear girl 1 " ejaculated Mrs. Holder, 
in a pose over ns, her hands uplifted and 
her eyes watery; " dear, darling Hannah 
Idaria! I beUeve she would follow him 
anywhere!" 

" The deuce she would I " I groaned 
I almost audibly. " This is too terrible !" and 
I clenched my teeth till I think she was half 
afraid of me. I know I shook her off 
with more ease than I had hoped for, and 
in the same instant I bolted from the 
house. I said I must go; I was not able to 
stay for luncheon; and I looked, indeed, 
heated and excited to that degree, that 

•Nl; some jungle fever seemed on me already. 
Safe at home; but why use the phrase ? 

There was no security for me anywhere 
now. In despair at home, I began to 
bethink me what had passed—what had 
I said ?—what had I done ? A few fatal 
words had, indeed, escaped me. I had 

ibjf asked her, "Would you like India ? " My 
brain seemed reeUng, burning, bursting, 
and I could not properly estimate the sig
nificance of that query. Was it, indeed, a 
bouBrfide offer—a proposal which bound 
me hand and foot as her prize ? I t must 
be so. Not she alone, but father and 
mother had viewed it in this light. And, 
three against one: what could I do ? I t 
had all come of those infernal theatricals, 
that idiotic love-making. Entangled in 
one way, I was involved for ever; and 
the murmur of " Dearest Dick ! " which 
had beset me on the fatal boards, kept 
rising to a perfect shriek in my ears. 

^^ There was but one way of escape—to give 
np my appointment, my friendship with 
the Holders; to let them sue me for 
damages, renounce me, ruin me. But 
this was too much to consume on the 
shrine of Hannah Maria; and I shrank 
from such a sacrifice. 

As I pondered in awful abstraction, my 
hair rumpled, and my face fallen prostrate 
on the table, a thought struck me. I raised 
my head, and brought my hand down with 
an emphatic pound on the board. I had 
it at last. I would sell her! Yes, if she 
were mine, however the strange owner
ship came, I claimed at least the rights of 
possession—and I would seU her. 

I had a friend—a man in need, a poor 
devU of a doctor, just fresh with his 
diplomas—who could get nothing to do 
for want, as he had hinted to me, of a 
wife. Why he could not get the wife 
was another matter. He was bashful, 
awkward, homeless, and having been ham
mering at his profession for years, eking 

h 

out his fees by night-work as a copyist, he 
was an outcast from all civiUsed society. 
Hannah Maria, I knew, would have a 
couple of thousand pounds dowry; I would 
add five hundred of my own, which would 
buy him a practice. True, in this way, 
the process of sale would have to be 
reversed. The money must be given with 
her—not for her. But if I didn't mind 
that, the purchaser need not, and in the 
case of my friend there was little chance 
of an objection. In everything there is 
the positive as well as superlative degree. 
The bargain would be a good one for him, 
even if I had the best of it. My freedom 
would make his fortune, and Hannah 
Maria was presentable stUl. She would 
be capital at the head of a medical table, 
carving a joint with that grim energy for 
which her bony wrists and angular elbows 
so especially fitted her. For me she did 
not care a straw. I knew that well. She 
only wanted to be married; and a man 
with a profession at home, and who could 
get up a show of love, would naturally be 
preferred to myself, if I only manipulated 
the matter deftly and delicately. 

The plan laid, I was not slow to proceed 
to action. " Luckless Lewis," as I always 
called him, was within reach. He had 
been with me only the day before with a 
tale of his struggles, and had taken up his 
abode in our town, pending the settlement 
of an action brought against the neigh
bouring railway company for damages. 
He was medical attendant to the injured 
party, having come in for this piece of 
luck owing to a breakdown in his purse 
which had brought him in rapid flight on 
a line of rail where there was a providential 
breakdown for him, and, unharjned him
self, he had been able to bandage up the 
broken limbs of a fellow-traveller. It was 
almost the only fee he had ever bagged, 
and, as in this instance, physician and 
patient were equally anxious to make a 
bad job of the case, and to prolong the 
date of cure, there was a chance of his 
distinguishing himself. If he got talked 
a little about, and his name appeared in 
the papers, the Holders would be sure to 
take him up warmly, and I determined to 
introduce him at once, as a man of travelled 
experience and notoriety. 

I found him in a small room of a dingy 
hotel, and when I intimated to him that a 
flourishing practice awaited his acceptance, 
together with the hand of a fair and weU-
dowered lady, he stared at me with all his 
eyes. If they did not increase in number 
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her, and only escaped from my enslave
ment at the dead hour of midnight. 

CHAPTER II. 

I DON'T think I slept well on gaining the 
refuge of my couch. I had horrid dreams, 
I know. Whether they were due to lobster-
patties, whipped creams, or Hannah Maria, 
I won't at this distance of time decide. The 
morning brought something so delightful 
that I have every right to forget. I t was 
my appointment to a post in India for which 
I had made anxious application, but which 
I had had scarcely a hope of attaining. I t 
was a good thing ; a full thousand a year, 
with little to do for it. I had no disin
clination to the change of country and 
climate. 

As it was chiefly due to Mr. Holder, and to 
some powerful interest which he had used 
in my behalf, that I had been a successful 
candidate, I felt myself bound to set out at 
once, and announce my good fortune to 
that gentleman. 

Arriving at his residence, I was shown 
into the drawing-room, of which the sole 
present occupant was Hannah Maria. 

She rose bashfully, held my hand linger-
ingly; but I was too full of my own rising 
prospects to succumb to sentiment, or the 
fear of iti 

I told her joyously of my impending de
parture ; and, to my delight, she congra
tulated me heartily upon it. 

" She's not such a bad old girl, after 
all," I murmured to myself. " She is a 
well-wisher, no jealous inamorata." 

" The only thing was the climate," she 
ventured, with a soul of sympathy in her 
eyes. " Did I not dread it ? " 

" O h no," I said. "Everything is 
arranged too well there to suffer incon
venience now. Many ladies even enjoy 
it. Pow would you like India, Hannah 
Maria ? " 

She blushed violently, or was it the 
remains of the paint which had fitful 
flashes still ? 

At the moment I espied her father from 
the window, pacing the rounds of his 
garden, and, making some excuse to the 
fair damsel, I hurried out to him. I was 
really indebted to the gentleman, and felt 
anxious to see him and thank him. 

On hearing my news he grew pressingly 
hospitable, and insisted on my staying for 
luncheon, when, he said, we should all have 
a talk over my prospects together. As we 
were re-entering the house he recollected 
some message to the gardener, but begged 

me to go into the drawing-room, and he 
would be with me in a minute or two. 

I advanced rather tremulously to the 
apartment; bnt, to my relief, Hannah 
Maria was gone; Mrs. Holder had taken 
her place, and was there alone. 

Instantly I had the warmest grasp of the 
hand I had received yet, and words of 
eager congratulation were literally out
poured npon me. 

" Thank you so much, Mrs. Holder," I 
stammered out, trying to extricate myself 
from the avalanche of felicitations. *'I 
knew you would be glad of my success. 
You and Mr. Holder have invariably been 
such kind friends." 

" Yes, yes. You did not mistake us, 
Dick. We were anxious for this—always 
anxious for it." » 

" I t is very good of you to say so." 
" Say i t? but I feel it, my dear fellow;" 

and she drew me fondly on to the sofa. 
" Whom would I like better ? I often 
thought what kept you back. But every
thing is smooth now. There need be no 
more delays. You have made my dear 
girl—indeed, all of us very happy." 

A dreadful terror crept over me as she 
spoke. StUl she had not been so explicit 
as yet, that I could lay hold of anything, 
and I let her run on. 

" The only drawback is the climate," 
she pursued glibly in the wake of Hannah 
Maria. " B u t one can't have everything; 
and possibly it may agree with her." 

" My dear Mrs. Holder," I broke' in 
desperately now, " you are under some 
misapprehension. I am going out alone."" 

" No, no, we won't hear of that, Dick. 
I know what you would say—that you 
must make the home ready first. But 
you have no right to bear all the burden; 
she shall accompany you." 

At these awful words I absolutely 
sprang from my seat. I believe 1 caught 
distractedly at my hair. I have a faint 
remembrance of all but falling on my 
knees, in a vain supplication for release. 
Every token was but accepted as deeper 
proof of my passion and devotion, and 
ere I could utter a syllable, Mr. Holder 
and Hannah Maria were on the scene.-

I was led up to the former for a paternal 
benediction, and Hannah sunk into my 
arms. She had on some floating, well-
furbelowed gown; her hair had escaped 
in wild ringlets on her neck; and, lost in 
the involutions of her dress and herself, 
it would be difficult to decide whence the 
embrace came. 
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" Dear girl! " ejaculated Mrs. Holder, 
in a pose over ns, her hands uplifted and 
her eyes watery; " dear, darling Hannah 

"'1. Haria! I beUeve she would follow him 
anywhere!" 

" The deuce she wou ld !" I groaned 
Pf almost audibly. " This is too terrible!" and 

I clenched my teeth till I think she was half 
M afraid of me. I know I shook her off 

. with more ease than I had hoped for, and 
the same instant I bolted from the 

m 
house. I said I must go; I was not able to 
stay for luncheon; and I looked, indeed, 
heated and excited to that degree, that 

^^ some jungle fever seemed on me already. 
Safie at home; but why use the phrase ? 

There was no security for me anywhere 
now. In despair at home, I began to 
bethink me what had passed—what had 

»! \ 1 said ?—what had I done ? A few fatal 
ffei words had, indeed, escaped me. I had 
ntij asked her, " Would you like India ? " My 

brain seemed reeling, burning, bursting, 
and I conld not properly estimate the sig-

Rî  nificance of that query. Was it, indeed, a 
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bona-fide offer—a proposal which bound 
me hand and foot as her prize ? I t must 

I
be so. Not she alone, but father and 
mother had viewed it in this light. And, 
three agrainst one: what could I do ? I t 
had all come of those infernal theatricals, 
that idiotic love-making. Entangled in 

It ; one way, I was involved for ever; and 
the murmur of " Dearest Dick ! " which 
had beset me on the fatal boards, kept 

,|i- rising to a perfect shriek in my ears. 
, There was but one way of escape—to give 

up my appointment, my friendship with 
the Holders; to let them sue me for 
damages, renounce me, ruin me. But 
this was too much to consume on the 
shrine of Hannah Maria; and I shrank 
from such a sacrifice. 

As I pondered in awful abstraction, my 
l&ir rumpled, and my face fallen prostrate 
on the table, a thought struck me. I raised 
my head, and brought my hand down with 
an emphatic pound on the board. I had 
it at last. I would sell her! Yes, if she 
were mine, however the strange owner
ship came, I claimed at least the rights of 
possession—and I would seU her. 

I had a friend—a man in need, a poor 
devU of a doctor, just fresh with his 
diplomas—who could get nothing to do 
for want, as he had hinted to me, of a 
wife. Why he conld not get the wife 
was another matter. He was bashful, 
awkward, homeless, and having been ham
mering at his profession for years, eking 

out his fees by night-work as a copyist, he 
was an outcast from all civiUsed society. 
Hannah Maria, I knew, would have a 
couple of thousand pounds dowry; I would 
add five hundred of my own, which would 
buy him a practice. True, in this way, 
the process of sale would have to be 
reversed. The money must be given with 
her—not for her. But if I didn't mind 
that, the purchaser need not, and in the 
case of my friend there was little chance 
of an objection. In everything there is 
the positive as well as superlative degree. 
The bargain would be a good one for him, 
even if I had the best of it. My freedom 
would make his fortune, and Hannah 
Maria was presentable still. She would 
be capital at the head of a medical table, 
carving a joint with that grim energy for 
which her bony wrists and angular elbows 
so especially fitted her. For me she did 
not care a straw. I knew that well. She 
only wanted to be married; and a man 
with a profession at home, and who could 
get up a show of love, would naturally be 
preferred to myself, if I only manipulated 
the matter deftly and delicately. 

The plan laid, I was not slow to proceed 
to action. " Luckless Lewis," as I always 
called him, was within reach. He had 
been with me only the day before with a 
tale of his struggles, and had taken up his 
abode in our town, pending the settlement 
of an action brought against the neigh
bouring railway company for damages. 
He was medical attendant to the injured 
party, having come in for this piece of 
luck owing to a breakdown in his purse 
which had brought him in rapid flight on 
a line of rail where there was a providential 
breakdown for him, and, unharjned him
self, he had been able to bandage up the 
broken limbs of a fellow-traveller. It was 
almost the only fee he had ever bagged, 
and, as in this instance, physician and 
patient were equally anxious to make a 
bad job of the case, and to prolong the 
date of cure, there was a chance of his 
distinguishing himself. If he got talked 
a little about, and his name appeared in 
the papers, the Holders would be sure to 
take him up warmly, and I determined to 
introduce him at once, as a man of travelled 
experience and notoriety. 

I found him in a small room of a dingy 
hotel, and when I intimated to him that a 
flourishing practice awaited his acceptance, 
together with the hand of a fair and weU-
dowered lady, he stared at me with all his 
eyes. If they did not increase in number 
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the eager they certainly did in size, as 
query broke out : 

" I s it a rise you're taking ont of ine ? 
Is that what you're np to, Rewitt ? " 

" Not a bit of it. I t ' s a rise I would 
give you, old fellow. Throw yourself into 
the business, and it's done. That's not 
much to ask yon, is it ? I'll manage all 
the rest." 

" B u t what is the business ? " he in
quired, dubiously. " Murder it must be, 
at the very least. Nothing else was ever 
paid for so well." 

I opened it to him as gingerly as I could, 
but I thought I saw symptoms of recoil. 

I t was the name, no doubt. Everyone 
always shrank from the sound of Hannah 
Maria. I must drown it with eulogies. 

" She is a most uncommon giri," I said. 
" One in a thousand. She has strong 
feelings, and is of a truly clinging nature. 
She would make a wife for any man." 

All this was true to the letter, and yet 
it sounded well; I saw that he was a little 
impressed. 

" B u t why give her up yourself, if she 
is what you say ? " he interposed, suddenly. 
" I don't understand the affair." 

"Well , you see, she took me up a 
little hastily, and I'm not quite prepared 
to marry and settle yet." 

" But then, her attachment to you ? " 
" Oh, she'U get over that. I'll steer off 

for a time—on sick-leave, you know—you'll 
step in meanwhile, and go it strong with 
the lady. I'll get a certificate of disease 
of the lungs, and forward it with a doleful 
letter lamenting the unavoidable inter
ruption of our happiness, and releasing 
her, as a matter of honour, from the 
engagement. Do you be there to console 
her with a prompt offer of your affections; 
and, as far as a matter of five hundred 
will settle you, why " 

" You are very flattering, Rewit t ; quite 
too generous." 

" Don't mention it, dear boy; I would 
do anything to advance your prospects." 

I believe he saw daylight at length. At 
all events it was " land at l a s t " for him, 
and he thought flt to fall in with my offer. 

I was to furnish the introduction to the 
Holder household, to avoid any more 
passages on my own account with Hannah 
Maria, and leave the coast clear for him. 

Lucklessly I began to wind up arrange
ments with a parting enlogium on Hannah 
Maria. 

" Oh, drop that, Rewitt," he broke in 
rather sharply. " What sort of a feUow 

are you in this case to leave the girlH It's 
not a certificate of weak lungs you should 
send in, but of a bad heart. I'll give it to 
you at once." 

" Well, take her," I said, " as a cross a 
chain, a charmer—what you will. I'll say 
nothing, only that neat place yon tell me 
of in Lincolnshire, with the sickly popula-
tion, can be yours as soon as she's "Won." 

" As soon as we're one, yon mean." 
" Well, that 's the climax, of course." 
Upon this we shook hands, and I pro

ceeded to further action in the letter-
writing department. 

CHAPTER III. 

IT was nine o'clock at night, and I was 
in apartments at Southampton preparing 
for embarkation for Bombay. My plans 
had succeeded, and "Luckless Lewis" had 
prospered. The last accounts from him 
were of a highly reassuring character, and 
he intimated to me that Hannah Maria 
but awaited my annulment of the engage-
ment to render her an involuntary accom
plice in the plot. 

" I have found her," he said, " of that 
tenderly clinging nature which you de
scribed, and I believe, with you, that she 
would make a wife for any man." If 
there were a little sarcasm in the admis
sion, he had surely a right to this much 
independence of feeling and expression, 
and I could not quarrel with him for it. 

I had written accordingly to Hannah 
Maria, furnishing a bUl of disabilities 
which I hoped would find acceptance, and 
I had my cheque signed for five hundred 
pounds, ready to hand over to the gentle
man the moment I obtained her release. 
The negotiations for the Lincolnshire prac
tice were all but completed, and everything 
seemed drawing to a close. 

On this particular evening I was await
ing the post and the expected missive 
from the lady, and I had made myself 
very cosy in celebration of the event. 

I t was the month of November; a good 
fire was Ughted in the polished grate of 
my sitting-room, an easy-chair was drawn 
towards it, in which I had thrown myself 
at f uU length; the gas burned cheerfully 
in a lustre overhead, and I had a round 
table at my side, well furnished with maga
zines and papers. I was deep in the pages 
of an exciting story, when there was aquick 
knock at the haU-door. 

Thinking only of the postman, I rushed 
impetuously out, and came, in collision 
with someone whom I almost knocked 
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over. A very vehement exclamation was 
the result, and ihe voice thus evoked sent 
a thriU through me. I started back in 
horror, and made a rush for escape! But 
in vain. I was collared fiercely, and held 
in a relentless grasp. 

"This is a nice business, s i r ! " broke 
forth the angry tones of Mr. Holder. " A 
nice business, indeed 1 " 

"What, what ?" I gasped, for I thought 
I saw my epistle to Hannah Maria 
flourished before me, and caught a glimpse 
of her avenging form behind. But con-
seience was more terrible to me than 
reaUty; neither letter nor lady was on the 
scene. I had enough to do, all the Same, 
with my present antagonist. He was 
literally crimson in the face, his brows 
met, and his seizure became tighter, 
almost throttling. 

"What is it, Mr. Holder? What's 
wrong ? " I cried at last, freeing myself 
forcibly from my position. 

" You scoundrel! how can you ask ? A 
nioe trick you've played ns ! A nice fellow 
yon introduced to us ! He has deceived 
us all, disgraced the family, and m n off 
with my daughter ! " 

At the words I felt a throb of relief. 
However he had managed it, it was done. 
My bonds were severed, my safety secured, 
—Haamah Maria was gone! The first 
prayer of thankfulness offered up, I began 
to put some eager questions to the gentle
man. 

" But how was this ? Why was this ? " 
I interposed rapidly. " Would you not 
have given your consent ? " 

" That's another matter, sir. I t wasn't 
asked. That's all you've got to know. 
Such, a thing never happened in our family 
before—never ! " And the old gentleman 
aU but blubbered. 

" And when was it ? Where are they 
gone to ? " I ventured. " Don't take it 
te hewt,. sir. Lewis is not a bad fellow. 
There's been some folly in the business, 
nothing more. He'U make her a good 
husband." 

"But he has got nothing—not a copper, 
I believe, to knock against another." 

"He has his profession. An appoint
ment awaits him—a capital thing—a 
rattling practice down in Lincolnshire.*' 

With these reassuring words I managed 
to draw Mr. Holder within my sitting-
room. 

The haU was rapidly becoming a gather
ing-place for the fuU strength of the 
establishment, and more than one pair 

of curious eyes was popping over the 
banisters. 

I 'pushed him gently into my big easy-
chair, and occupied a thin cane erection 
myself. 

" Tell me all, sir," I besought, with no 
affectation of interest. " I s she off? Is 
she really gone ? " 

"Ay, that she is, and beyond recaU. 
They fled by the express at four o'clock 
this morning, and we had a telegram at 
midday to say they were married in 
London." 

" Thank Heaven 1" I began. 
" You're glad of i t ! I do believe you're 

glad of it, Rewitt. Robbing a father of 
his child—a young thing like tha t ! " 

"Hannah Maria i s not so very young," 
I hazarded. 

" Hannah Maria! But it's Jessie! " he 
roared out at me, with an oath. 

" Jessie!'" and a terrible collapse followed 
the word. Whether the chair was weak, 
or I fell into the condition myself, some
thing failed me at the moment. As I 
would have sprung up, aU went down 
instead, and I came crash to the ground. 

I found a leg of the chair brandished in 
my hand as I rose, and I seemed intent on 
hurling it at somebody or something, to 
relieve the horrid pressure on my brain. 

" Sold ! " I broke out wildly. " Sold, 
sold ! And I thought I had sold her ! " 

Mr. Holder appeared half afraid of me, 
and he retreated as far as the door. 

" Good-bye ! " he said. " Good-bye, 
Rewitt! I see you know nothing, can do 
nothing. Bnt, Heaven be praised, I have 
a daughter left 1 Hannah Maria is mine, 
or rather yours, still. Her kit is bought, 
the banns are called, and you shall have 
her at once." 

If he thought of flight before, he cer
tainly took to it in earnest now. I saw 
nothing more of him but the tail of his 
coat, as it whisked through the door, and 
then, with a resounding clap of the lock, 
he was gone. 

Can anyone blame me if I tore up my 
ready-signed cheque, packed my papers 
and possessions, and was off to Paris that 
night ? Can any dweller in fragile tene
ments fling a parting stone at the fugitive 
from Hannah Maria ? I am safe to aver 
not ; even if I cast friendship to the winds, 
and committed myself to the mercy of the 
same element in embarking on board the 
Indiana at Marseilles. True, I owed the 
appointment which awaited me at the close 
of my voyage to the father of the deserted 
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damsel. But there are limits—^at least it 
seemed so to me—to gratitude, to magna
nimity, to indebtedness. 

CHAPTER IV. 

AN angry storm beset ns in the first 
days of our vovage, and, viewing myself 
as a sort of Jonah, I crept off, panic-
stricken, to my cabin. Some throes of 
conscience, or of an organ of more physical 
manufacture, must have begun to work 
amongst others of the passengers, for I 
did not see a lady's face for many a day. 
Would that the blessed breeze had lin
gered ! At the end of a week I was 
strutting about softly on a steadied deck, 
when a sound on the staircase, ascending 
from the ladies' saloon, caught my ear. 
I t was that of weak and stumbling foot
steps, and, moved by my innate gallantry, 
I rushed forward to give assistance. A 
lady was coming up. Her head was bent, 
but the figure was good; and I was offering 
her the tender support of my arm, when 
another form appeared behind. One glance, 
and I uttered a shriek which brought up 
the steward and two or three sailors. 
The form was that of Mrs. Holder, armed 
with a big book and a bag. With a 
thump I let my fair burden drop from 
me, and, as she fell heavily against the 
balustrade, I beheld the dingy face and 
well-worn features of Hknnah Maria. I t 
was she herself on board, and in the body— 
as much of her as was left after a sickness 
which had added ten years to her age. 
There she was, backed up by the maternal 
presence—ready to catch me, to claim me 
for her own ! At the thought an inner 
revulsion seized me anew. The waters 
were calm, but the qualm had come on. 
I literally reeled, and, beckoning frantically 
to the steward, he hauled me off to my 
cabin. 

" Throw me in the berth ! Lock the 
door ! I'm dead—dying ! " I gasped out. 
" Let no one come near me! " And, with 
a golden key shutting him and every 
intruder out, I sank shuddering on my 
pillow. 

Here was a catastrophe ! Hannah 
Maria was shipped along with me ! 
Backed up by parental approval, she had 
tracked my movements, pitched on my 
vessel (and didn't it pitch her weU in 
return 1), had embarked before me from 
the shores of Albion, and was ready now, 
as her mother had averred, to foUow me 

anywhere. My tale of failing lungs had 
failed me utterly. Diseased or dying, it 
was plain she would be the ministering 
angel to the last—she would effect a 
seizure of what was left. 

Would that the waves had swelled 
more ominously, that the wind had kept 
its force! If it had held ont a day OP 
two longer she might have given in, and 
been laid literally on the shelf. As it was, 
but one course remained. I must stay in' 
my quarters, since she wouldn't stay in 
hers, and if they were but as roomy as the 
wide berth I would gladly give her, I 
should have the range of a Serapis. 

Hours—days have gone by, and I am 
here still. But a hope is rising, if I am 
not. In penning during my imprison
ment this chapter of mishaps, and planning 
at the same time a plot of deliverance, I 
have recognised a fatal weakness in myself, 
a cowardly acquiescence in the force of 
circumstances. I t shall be trampled on 
forthwith. I will be bold and valorous. 
I will hold to my appointment, but not to 
the lady. I will stifle no longer in this 
Red-sea heat. I will sally on deck, and 
greet her with the distant smile of ac
quaintanceship. I will disclaim a tie which 
never was formed, and, if the worst comes 
to the worst, I will throw overboard every 
atom of prudence, every scruple of right-— 
and Hannah Maria along with them. 

NEXT WEEK WILL BE PUBLISHED 
THE OPENING CHAPTERS OF 

A NEW SERIAL STOBT, 
BY DUTTON COOK, 

Author of "Young Mr. Nightingale," "Hohsoa'8 
Choice," &c. &c., entitled 

"DOUBLEDAY'S OHILDREK." 

"WHEN THE SHIP COMES 
HOME," 

THE DOUBLE NUMBER 
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WILL BE REAUT ON 

FRIDAY, DECEMBER 1st, 1876, 
And may be had of all Booksellers, and at 

tlie Railway Bookstalls. 
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