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In "The Story of Abraham Lincoln: The Children's Heroes Series," Mary A. Hamilton presents an engaging and accessible account of one of America's most revered leaders, aimed specifically at young readers. The book employs a clear and captivating narrative style, intertwining biographical elements with moral lessons that reflect both the historical context of Lincoln's life and the universal themes of resilience, courage, and integrity. The literary context places this work within a growing genre that endeavors to inspire youth through the lives of historical figures, making complex ideas approachable and enjoyable for children. Mary A. Hamilton, an esteemed author and educator, has dedicated her career to creating literature that both informs and entertains. Her passion for history and its role in shaping identity has undoubtedly influenced her decision to write about Abraham Lincoln, a figure whose ideals continue to resonate. Through meticulous research and a deep understanding of her audience, Hamilton crafts a narrative that not only recounts Lincoln's achievements but also encourages the values of empathy and social justice. This book is highly recommended for parents, educators, and young readers alike, as it seamlessly blends history with impactful life lessons. Hamilton's commitment to instilling the principles of hard work and ethical leadership in children makes this title an essential addition to any young reader's library, sparking curiosity about both the past and the moral choices that shape our future. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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In "Twenty-one Days in India," George Robert Aberigh-Mackay offers an incisive travelogue that combines vivid observation with a critical exploration of the social, cultural, and political landscapes of India during the late 19th century. This work, characterized by its engaging narrative style and rich descriptive passages, serves both as an invitation to the reader and a lens through which the complexities of colonial India can be understood. Aberigh-Mackay's keen eye for detail and his ability to weave personal anecdotes with broader socio-historical insights make his documentation both accessible and illuminating for its contemporary audience and beyond. Aberigh-Mackay, a Scot with a keen interest in travel and social commentary, was shaped by his experiences in British India, where he witnessed the nuanced dynamics between colonizers and the indigenous population. His adventurous spirit and critical engagement with imperialist values reflect his broader philosophical inquiries into ethics and identity. The work draws from his diverse background as an author, educator, and social reformer, providing a foundation for his passionate expressions of both admiration and critique seen throughout the text. This book is essential for anyone interested in colonial narratives, travel literature, or the history of British India. Aberigh-Mackay'Äôs thoughtful reflections elevate it beyond mere travelogue, inviting readers to consider the intricacies of cultural exchange and the impact of imperialism. Whether you are a scholar, a student, or an inquisitive traveler, "Twenty-one Days in India" promises to enrich your understanding of a pivotal era in history.
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Excellent Women, a seminal work in the canon of 20th-century British literature, artfully intertwines elements of social commentary and character study within its narrative. Set in the post-World War II era, the novel delves into the lives of women navigating a patriarchal society, exploring themes of independence, societal expectation, and personal identity. Written in a sharp, observational style characteristic of its literary context, the book juxtaposes the mundane with the profound, often using wit and irony to critique the status quo. The protagonist, Millicent, embodies the tensions of 'excellent women''Äîthose who excel in their roles yet grapple with their own desires for fulfillment beyond domestic spheres. Authored by Barbara Pym, a notable figure in English literature, Excellent Women reflects her own experiences and observations as a single woman in a male-dominated literary world. Pym'Äôs keen insights were shaped by her extensive academic background, particularly her studies in anthropology, which equipped her with a profound understanding of human relationships. Throughout her life, Pym drew inspiration from her encounters with various social circles, infusing her narrative with authenticity and depth. This novel is highly recommended for those seeking to explore the complexities of gender roles and societal standards in mid-20th century Britain. Pym'Äôs deft characterizations and subtle humor invite readers to reflect on the nuances of everyday life, making Excellent Women a compelling read for scholars and casual readers alike.
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In 'The Man in the Queue,' Josephine Tey introduces readers to a compelling mystery imbued with rich characterization and an exploration of societal norms in early 20th-century England. The narrative unfolds when a man is murdered in a queue outside a theater, thrusting Inspector Alan Grant into a labyrinthine investigation where the public's perceptions and prejudices become critical to solving the crime. Tey's skilled use of dialogue and vivid descriptions paints a lively backdrop, while her innovative plotting invites readers to grapple with themes of justice and morality, establishing this work as a trailblazer in the detective fiction genre. Josephine Tey, a prominent figure in the crime literature sphere, was known for her keen psychological insight and ability to weave historical context into her narratives. Her background as an accomplished playwright undoubtedly contributed to her narrative flair, while her personal experiences with social dynamics would have sharpened her understanding of human behavior. 'The Man in the Queue' showcases her ability to comment on the intricate web of social interactions, revealing the interplay between individual motives and collective assumptions. This novel is recommended for readers who appreciate intricate plots laced with social commentary and character depth. Tey's debut not only engages with suspenseful storytelling but also provides a fascinating lens through which to examine societal constructs of her era. A must-read for mystery aficionados and scholars of literature alike.
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In "A Writer's Diary," Virginia Woolf presents a rich tapestry of her reflections on the writing process, weaving together personal insights and literary musings that illuminate the struggles and joys of the creative endeavor. Written with her characteristic stream-of-consciousness style, this collection showcases Woolf's profound understanding of the artistic psyche and the intricacies of literary craftsmanship. Set against the backdrop of early 20th-century modernism, the diary entries reveal Woolf's engagement with contemporary thought, as she grapples with themes of identity, gender, and the complexities of narrative form. Virginia Woolf, a central figure in modernist literature, was not only an accomplished novelist but also a keen observer of her own creative journey. The diary entries span a period of significant literary evolution, offering readers a glimpse into the mind of a writer who sought to challenge societal norms and elevate the voice of women in literature. Her own struggles with mental health and the constraints of her time shaped her perspectives, providing depth to her reflections on both the art of writing and its implications for personal and societal truth. "A Writer's Diary" is an essential read for anyone interested in the mechanics of writing and the inner workings of a literary genius. Woolf's poignant observations resonate with both aspiring writers and seasoned professionals, making this work a timeless exploration of creativity that encourages readers to ponder their own artistic journeys. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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    A restless observer moves through nineteenth-century Hindostan, tracing the comedy, peril, and moral ambiguity of colonial life, where curiosity about people and places collides with the routines of power and the oddities of everyday survival, and where travel, gossip, courtrooms, bazaars, and cantonments together form a shifting stage on which characters negotiate status, desire, danger, and dignity under the bright light of scrutiny and the darker shadow of empire, yielding a portrait that is at once animated by incident, quick with satire, and alert to the uneasy thresholds that divide familiarity from estrangement and confidence from misadventure.

Wanderings in India, and Other Sketches of Life in Hindostan is a collection by John Lang, an Australian-born novelist and journalist who spent many years in British India. Best approached as literary nonfiction and short narrative sketches, it inhabits the geographies of the subcontinent as encountered by a peripatetic, Anglophone writer of the mid-nineteenth century. The settings range across stations, hill retreats, roadside encampments, city streets, and improvised interiors where commerce, administration, and leisure intersect. Written within the era’s Anglo-Indian print culture, the book reflects contemporary tastes for anecdote, travel observation, and character study, presenting India as lived environment rather than as mere backdrop.

The premise is simple yet fertile: a writer-reporter moves from place to place, assembling episodes that reveal the habits of soldiers and civilians, the rhythm of officialdom, and the unpredictable dramas of the road. The voice is brisk, conversational, and often sardonic, balancing showman’s flourish with a quick eye for telling detail. Readers can expect energetic scene-setting, sharp portraits, and a preference for momentum over grand theory. The mood shifts from comic to tense to reflective, inviting the audience to enjoy the pleasures of anecdote while remaining mindful of the social forces that shape who speaks, who listens, and who is seen.

As sketches, these pieces prize encounter over plot, drawing out the friction and fascination of cross-cultural contact. They dwell on the protocols of rank, the economies of favors, the tangle of law and custom, and the improvisations demanded by distance and climate. Moments of miscommunication and bravado sit alongside glimpses of kindness and resilience. Lang’s stance is recognizably that of a colonial observer, yet the writing frequently exposes the pretensions and self-deceptions of his own milieu, turning satire inward as well as outward. The result is a gallery of situations where decorum, desire, and duty press against one another in illuminating ways.

For contemporary readers, the book matters as a vivid artifact of Anglo-Indian literature and as a case study in how narrative frames give shape to place. It raises questions about who gets to describe, categorize, and judge, and how humor can clarify or obscure power. At the same time, it preserves street-level textures—sounds, itineraries, routines—that help reconstruct the lived experience of colonial modernity. Reading it today can foster a double awareness: the allure of spirited storytelling and the need to examine its vantage point, encouraging a more attentive engagement with travel writing and with the histories that inform it.

The stylistic appeal lies in variety and pace. Scenes open swiftly, characters arrive fully mannered, and the prose favors quick turns that keep the sketches nimble. Landscapes feel traversed rather than merely surveyed, and institutions—courts, mess rooms, commercial houses—appear as theaters where small decisions reveal larger currents. The collection accommodates both dipping in and sustained reading: each piece stands on its own while contributing to a composite map of social types, voices, and itineraries. Readers attuned to tone will notice how irony, sympathy, and performance interweave, creating a lively surface that still leaves room for reflection and critique.

Approached with curiosity and care, Wanderings in India, and Other Sketches of Life in Hindostan offers the pleasures of movement and encounter while inviting inquiry into how stories travel and what they carry. It rewards attention to nuance—how a gesture, a rumor, or a change in weather recalibrates relations—and to the ways observation is shaped by position. Without requiring specialized knowledge, it opens onto broader conversations about representation, mobility, and the everyday mechanics of empire. To enter its pages is to follow a restless pen across roads and rooms, and to consider what it means to look closely without looking away.
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    John Lang’s Wanderings in India, and Other Sketches of Life in Hindostan presents a series of travel sketches, anecdotes, and brief narratives drawn from his years in British India. Written in the first person but organized as discrete episodes, the book follows a broad path from coastal entry points into the interior, pausing to observe cities, cantonments, courts, and bazaars. Lang records daily routines and social scenes alongside incidents from the road, allowing readers to see administrative practices and local customs without extended argument or theory. The result is a compact portrait of mid-century Hindostan assembled from on-the-spot notes. Though individual pieces stand alone, their succession creates a continuous journey.

Opening chapters address first impressions of a colonial capital set on a broad river, where shipping, government offices, and merchant houses shape the rhythm of work. Lang notes the arrangements of domestic life, from servants and supplies to the challenges of heat and damp. Streets and quays lead to crowded markets, print shops, and court precincts, establishing the book’s attention to both commerce and law. Descriptions of lodging houses, club rooms, and public gardens introduce the routines followed by recent arrivals, or griffins, who learn quickly how to navigate etiquette, transport, and the climate’s seasonal extremes.

Moving inland, the narrative follows stages of overland travel by river boat, mail cart, and palanquin, with halts at dak bungalows that provide sparse but essential shelter. Lang remarks on the logistics of baggage, the slow pace of bullock trains, and the repeated negotiations required at ferries and tolls. Landscape details shift from tidal flats to cultivated plains and scrub, with roadside shrines, wells, and serais marking distance. Encounters with police chokis and village headmen offer glimpses of rural administration. Along the way, delays, night marches, and sudden storms supply the incidents that structure the traveler’s progress between stations.

In military and civil stations, Lang surveys the daily order that governs colonial establishments. Parade grounds, mess dinners, and race meetings define leisure, while offices, courts, and treasury rooms represent work. The sketches note relations between European officials and Indian subordinates, from orderlies and clerks to contractors and artisans. Housing arrangements, medical precautions, and pay schedules receive practical attention, as do the routines of posting, leave, and promotion. Gossip, visiting lists, and occasional theatricals show the social fabric of small communities that replicate metropolitan habits within new surroundings. Through these vignettes, the book outlines how cantonment society sustains itself.

Several sections record excursions into jungle and plain for sport and survey. Lang outlines preparations for pig-sticking, deer drives, and occasional tiger or bear hunts, noting the roles played by shikaris, mahouts, and village beaters. Equipment, mounts, and camp arrangements are described with emphasis on method rather than sensation. The terrain—riverine grass, sal forest, and rocky nullahs—dictates tactics and hazards, including heat, insects, and the risk of accidents. These accounts accompany more routine rides to outlying villages on revenue business, joining recreation and duty. Together, they illustrate how mobility, local knowledge, and cooperation support movement beyond the station.

Urban chapters return to the bustle of bazaars, workshops, and caravanserais, where disputes over debt, property, and contract make their way into the courts. Lang records hearings in which interpreters, pleaders, and magistrates negotiate evidence across languages and legal traditions. Sample cases involve forged documents, contested sales, and misunderstandings of custom, chosen to display procedures rather than to dramatize outcomes. Attention falls on paperwork, testimony, and the press, with newspapers connecting distant readers to local decisions. By tracing a case from complaint through judgment, the book offers a practical view of law as experienced by traders, artisans, and officials.

Further wanderings lead to hill stations and older urban centers, contrasted for climate and architecture. In the hills, cooler air, narrow roads, and temporary settlements shape a distinct season of promenades, small theatres, and improvised houses. In the plains, ancient ramparts, river ghats, and palace precincts present layers of dynastic and imperial history. Lang records processions, festivals, and temple or mosque courtyards alongside museums and cemeteries, noting how ritual calendars structure movement through the city. These segments broaden the canvas beyond offices and camps, situating contemporary habits within landscapes marked by earlier sovereignties, trade routes, and long-standing patterns of worship.

Interwoven accounts address hazards that condition routine: outbreaks of fever, monsoon floods, fires, and the ever-present problem of distance. Lang remarks on cholera precautions, quarantine measures, and the organization of relief when roads wash out or supplies fail. He also sketches measures taken against banditry and smuggling, from patrols on highways to village watch systems. Rumor, correspondence delays, and misunderstandings across language lines repeatedly complicate simple tasks. Rather than isolate crises, the book places them within everyday administration, showing how officials, merchants, and villagers adapt with improvisation, written orders, and informal agreements to restore predictability after disruption.

As the journey closes, the discrete sketches resolve into a composite picture of life in Hindostan as lived at mid-century. Without advancing a thesis, the book emphasizes the variety of places, people, and occupations that meet a traveler who observes work as closely as spectacle. The central message is practical: institutions and habits are understood through repeated small encounters—in a bungalow ledger, a courtroom register, a market stall, or a camp list. By ending where it began, with preparations for departure and the routine of the port, the collection underlines continuity amid change, leaving readers with a measured inventory of experience.
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    Set in the 1840s and 1850s, Wanderings in India depicts the North Indian mofussil—the provincial towns, cantonments, courts, and hill stations—under the East India Company. John Lang’s sketches move between Calcutta, Agra, Meerut, the Doon valley, and Himalayan resorts such as Mussoorie and Simla, capturing a society ordered by district magistrates, Company regiments, and princely estates. The period saw intensive administrative consolidation, expanding transport and communication, and the sharpening of racial and legal hierarchies between presidency towns and the interior. Bazaar life, civil lines, and courtrooms illustrate how merchants, zamindars, sepoys, and clerks navigated the pressures of revenue demand, military rule, and anglicized law.

Company governance and law structured everyday life. The Governor-General’s administration under Lords Hardinge (1844–1848), Dalhousie (1848–1856), and Canning (1856–1858) relied on a dual legal system: Supreme Courts at Calcutta (1774), Madras (1801), and Bombay (1823) for presidency towns, and Sadr Adalats and zillah courts for the provinces. The first Code of Civil Procedure (1859) and the opening of civil service recruitment to competitive exams (1855) marked reforms. Lang practiced as a barrister-journalist in the mofussil and ran the newspaper The Mofussilite at Meerut, and his sketches of petitions, libel suits, and district trials mirror the procedural delays, jurisdictional conflicts, and discretionary power of magistrates in this system.

Annexation policies under Lord Dalhousie transformed the political map. The Doctrine of Lapse (1848–1856) voided adoptions for succession and absorbed states such as Satara (1848), Jaitpur and Sambalpur (1849), Jhansi (1854), and Nagpur (1854); Awadh was annexed in 1856 on grounds of misrule. These acts dispossessed courts, retainers, and landed elites, and flooded provincial tribunals with claims over stipends, jewels, and estates. Lang publicly criticized Company interference and, as an advocate, assisted high-profile litigants; he is closely associated with legal efforts by Rani Lakshmibai of Jhansi against confiscations following the 1854 annexation. The book’s portraits of petitioners and officials capture the frictions created by these seizures.

The Anglo-Sikh Wars reshaped the northwest frontier and the hill world Lang frequented. The First Anglo-Sikh War (1845–1846) saw Mudki and Ferozeshah, culminating at Sobraon and the Treaty of Lahore (1846); the Second (1848–1849) featured Multan, Chilianwala, and Gujarat, ending with annexation of the Punjab (1849). Administration passed to the Board of Administration led by Henry and John Lawrence, and garrisons expanded along the Sutlej and in hill stations. Lang’s sketches often portray officers on furlough and frontier veterans in Mussoorie and Simla, using their experiences to explore military culture, frontier governance, and the social effects of a rapidly militarized borderland.

Dalhousie’s program of communications revolutionized travel and news. The first passenger railway ran from Bombay to Thane in April 1853; the East Indian Railway reached Raniganj in 1855 and pushed toward the Ganges plain by the late 1850s. Electric telegraph lines began with Calcutta–Diamond Harbour (1851) and linked Calcutta to Agra by 1854, extending toward Lahore by 1857. The Post Office Act (1854) reorganized mails, while the Grand Trunk Road and dak bungalows standardized overland journeys. Lang’s travel pieces, with dak runners, post carts, and railheads under construction, register the dislocations and opportunities these networks created, including faster legal summonses, rapid rumor, and new forms of official surveillance.

Revenue and policing framed much of provincial conflict. The Permanent Settlement in Bengal (1793), the Ryotwari in Madras and Bombay (from the 1820s), and the Mahalwari in the North-Western Provinces (1830s–1840s) fixed demanding assessments that strained peasants and intermediaries. In Awadh after annexation (1856), taluqdars lost estates, provoking litigation and rural unrest. Policing reforms and the suppression of thuggee under William H. Sleeman in the 1830s–1840s altered criminal justice, while thanas and daroghas extended state reach. Lang’s courtroom narratives of rent disputes, forgery, and highway robbery echo these structures, exposing how revenue pressure, corrupt policing, and procedural law intersected in everyday colonial governance.

The Indian Rebellion of 1857, ignited at Meerut on 10 May 1857 and followed by the seizure of Delhi under Emperor Bahadur Shah II, was the pivotal convulsion of Lang’s world. Long-term causes included annexations under the Doctrine of Lapse, Awadh’s absorption (1856) and dispossession of taluqdars, sepoy grievances over pay, overseas service, and promotion, and immediate anger at the Enfield rifle cartridges rumored to be greased with cow and pig fat. Major theatres included Kanpur, where Nana Sahib presided over the June 1857 capitulation and massacres at Satichaura Ghat; Lucknow, besieged from June to November 1857 and relieved by Havelock and Outram; Delhi, retaken in September 1857 by forces under John Nicholson and Archdale Wilson; Jhansi, defended by Rani Lakshmibai, whose forces fought at the fort (March–June 1858) and who fell near Gwalior on 18 June 1858; and Central India, pacified by Sir Hugh Rose. The British exploited the new telegraph network to coordinate troops, and the ratio of Indian to European soldiers in the Bengal Army—about 5 to 1 in 1856—was drastically altered thereafter. The Government of India Act (1858) dissolved the Company, transferred sovereignty to the Crown, and led to the Queen’s Proclamation of 1 November 1858 promising non-interference in religion and princely rights, while reorganizing the army and abolishing most native artillery. Lang, long based at Meerut and the Himalayan stations, experienced the tense cantonment society that preceded the outbreak and chronicled the legal and social aftermath; his sketches register both the fears of Europeans in civil lines and the punitive retrenchments imposed on Indian elites after the conflict.

As social and political critique, the book exposes the discretionary power and racial hierarchy of Company rule, the inequities of the mofussil courts, and the moral hazards of annexation-era governance. By following petitioners, sepoys, and minor princes through corrupt policing and revenue exactions, it indicts a system that privileged official convenience over justice. Satire of cantonment leisure, civil lines snobbery, and libel-hunting officials reveals class divides among Europeans themselves, while portraits of dispossessed taluqdars and embattled widows illuminate the unequal burden on Indians. The work’s attention to procedural delay, selective enforcement, and press intimidation underscores how law and administration served imperial control rather than public right.
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The greater part of the Papers which form this Volume have appeared in "Household Words;" and the Author has to acknowledge his thanks to Mr. Dickens for sanctioning a reprint of them.
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It is some eighteen years since this institution was founded, at Mussoorie, one of the chief sanataria in the Himalaya mountains. Here all those who can obtain leave, and who can afford the additional expense, repair to escape the hot weather of the plains. The season begins about the end of April, and ends about the first week in October. The club is open to the members of the civil and military services, to the members of the bar, the clergy, and to such other private gentlemen as are on the Government House list, which signifies, "in society." The club-house is neither an expensive nor an elegant edifice, but it answers the purposes required of it. It has two large rooms, one on the ground-floor, and the other on the upper story. The lower room, which is some sixty feet long by twenty-five wide, is the dining-room, breakfast-room, and reception-room. The upper room is the reading and the ball-room. The club has also its billiard-room, which is built on the ledge of a precipice; and its stables, which would astonish most persons in Europe. No horses except those educated in India, would crawl into these holes cut out of the earth and rock.

Facing the side-door is a platform about forty yards long by fifteen feet wide; and from it, on a clear day, the eye commands one of the grandest scenes in the known world. In the distance are plainly visible the eternal snows; at your feet are a number of hills, covered with trees of luxuriant foliage. Amongst them is the rhododendron, which grows to an immense height and size, and is, when in bloom, literally covered with flowers. On every hill, on a level with the club, and within a mile of it, a house is to be seen, to which access would seem impossible. These houses are, for the most part, whitened without as well as within; and nothing can exceed in prettiness their aspect as they shine in the sun.

From the back of the club-house, from your bed-room windows (there are twenty-three sets of apartments) you have a view of Deyrah Dhoon. It appears about a mile off. It is seven miles distant. The plains that lie outstretched below the Simplon bear, in point of extent and beauty, to the Indian scene, nothing like the proportion which the comparatively pigmy Mont Blanc bears to the Dewalgiri. From an elevation of about seven thousand feet the eye embraces a plain containing millions of acres, intersected by broad streams to the left, and inclosed by a low belt of hills, called the Pass. The Dhoon, in various parts, is dotted with clumps of jungle, abounding with tigers, pheasants, and every species of game. In the broad tributaries to the Ganges and the Jumna, may be caught (with a fly) the mâhseer, the leviathan salmon. Beyond the Pass of which I have spoken, you see the plains of Hindoostan. While you are wrapped in a great coat, and are shivering with the cold, you may see the heat, and the steam it occasions. With us on the hills, the thermometer is at forty-five; with those poor fellows over there, it is at ninety-two degrees. We can scarcely keep ourselves warm, for the wind comes from the snowy range; they cannot breathe, except beneath a punkah. That steam is, as the crow flies, not more than forty miles from us.

We are all idlers at Mussoorie. We are all sick, or supposed to be so; or we have leave on private affairs. Some of us are up here for a month between musters. We are in the good graces of our colonel and our general—the general of our division, a very good old gentleman.

Let us go into the public room, and have breakfast; for it is half-past nine o'clock, and the bell has rung. There are not more than half a dozen at the table. These are the early risers who walk or ride round the Camel's Back every morning: the Camel's Back being a huge mountain, encircled about its middle by a good road. The majority of the club's members are asleep, and will defer breakfast until tiffin time—half-past two. At that hour the gathering will be great. How these early risers eat, to be sure! There is the major, who, if you believe him, has every complaint mentioned in "Graham's Domestic Medicine," has just devoured two thighs (grilled) of a turkey, and is now asking Captain Blossom's opinion of the Irish stew, while he is cutting into a pigeon-pie.

Let us now while away the morning. Let us call on some of the grass widows. There are lots of them here, civil and military. Let us go first to Mrs. Merrydale, the wife of our old friend Charley, of the two hundredth and tenth regiment. Poor fellow! He could not get leave, and the doctors said another hot summer in the plains would be the death of his wife. They are seven hundred pounds in debt to the Agra bank, and are hard put to it to live and pay the monthly instalments of interest. Charley is only a lieutenant. What terrible infants are these little Merrydales! There is Lieutenant Maxwell's pony under the trees, and if these children had not shouted out, "Mamma! Mamma! here is Captain Wall, Sahib!" I should have been informed that Mrs. Merrydale was not at home, or was poorly, which I should have believed implicitly. (Maxwell, when a young ensign, was once engaged to be married to Julia Dacey, now Mrs. Merrydale, but her parents would not hear of it, for some reason or other.) As it is, we must be admitted. We will not stay long. Mrs. Merrydale is writing to her husband. Grass widows in the hills are always writing to their husbands, when you drop in upon them, and your presence is not actually delighted in. How beautiful she looks! now that the mountain breezes have chased from her cheeks the pallor which lately clung to them in the plains; and the fresh air has imparted to her spirits an elasticity, in lieu of that languor by which she was oppressed a fortnight ago.

Let us now go to Mrs. Hastings. She is the wife of a civilian, who has a salary of fifteen hundred rupees (one hundred and fifty pounds) per mensem, and who is a man of fortune independent of his pay. Mrs. Hastings has the best house in Mussoorie. She is surrounded by servants. She has no less than three Arab horses to ride. She is a great prude, is Mrs. Hastings. She has no patience with married women who flirt. She thinks that the dogma—


When lovely women go astray,

Their stars are more in fault than they—



is all nonsense. Mrs. Hastings has been a remarkably fine woman; she is now five-and-thirty, and still good looking, though disposed to embonpoint. She wearies one with her discourses on the duties of a wife. That simpering cornet, Stammersleigh, is announced, and we may bid her good morning.

The average rent for a furnished house is about five hundred rupees (fifty pounds) for the six months. Every house has its name. Yonder are Cocky Hall, Belvidere, Phœnix Lodge, the Cliffs, the Crags, the Vale, the Eagle's Nest, &c. The value of these properties ranges from five hundred to fifteen hundred pounds. The furniture is of the very plainest description, with one or two exceptions, and is manufactured chiefly at Bareilly, and carried here on men's shoulders the entire distance—ninety miles.

Where shall we go now, for it wants an hour to tiffin time? Oh! here comes a janpan! (a sort of sedan-chair carried by four hill men, dressed in loose black clothes, turned up with red, yellow, blue, green, or whatever colour the proprietor likes best). And in the janpan sits a lady—Mrs. Apsley, a very pretty, good-tempered, and well-bred little woman. She is the grand-daughter of an English peer, and is very fond of quoting her aunts and her uncles. "My aunt Lady Mary Culnerson," "my aunt the Countess of Tweedleford," "my uncle, Lord Charles Banbury Cross," &c. But that is her only weakness, I believe; and, perhaps, it is ungenerous to allude to it. Her husband is in the Dragoons.

"Well, Mrs. Apsley, whither art thou going? To pay visits?"

"No. I am going to Mrs. Ludlam's to buy a new bonnet, and not before I want one, you will say."

"May I accompany you?"

"Yes, and assist me in making a choice."

There is not a cloud to be seen. The air is soft and balmy. The wild flowers are in full bloom, and the butterfly is on the wing. The grasshopper is singing his ceaseless song, and the bees are humming a chorus thereto.

We are now at Mrs. Ludlam's. The janpan is placed upon the ground, and I assist Mrs. Apsley to step from it.

Mrs. Ludlam is the milliner and dressmaker of Upper India, and imports all her wares direct from London and Paris. Everybody in this part of the world knows Mrs. Ludlam, and everybody likes her. She has by industry, honesty of purpose, and economy, amassed a little fortune; and has brought up a large family in the most respectable and unpretending style. Some people say that she sometimes can afford to sell a poor ensign's wife a bonnet, or a silk dress, at a price which hardly pays. What I have always admired in Mrs. Ludlam is that she never importunes her customers to buy her goods; nor does she puff their quality.

The bonnet is bought; likewise a neck-scarf for Jack. And we are now returning: Mrs. Apsley to her home, and I to the club. Mrs. Apsley invites me to dine with them; but that is impossible. It is public night, and I have two guests. One of them is Jack, who does not belong to the club, because Mary does not wish it.

Mrs. Apsley says she wants some pickles, and we must go into Ford's shop to purchase them. Ford sells everything; and he is a wine, beer, and spirit merchant. You may get anything at Ford's—guns, pistols, swords, whips, hats, clothes, tea, sugar, tobacco. What is this which Ford puts into my hand? A raffle paper! "To be raffled for, a single-barrelled rifle, by Purdey. The property of a gentleman hard-up for money, and in great difficulties. Twenty-five chances at one gold mohur (one pound twelve shillings) each."

"Yes, put my name down for a chance, Ford."

"And Captain Apsley's, please," says the lady.

After promising Mrs. Apsley most faithfully that I will not keep Jack later than half-past twelve, and taking another look into those sweet eyes of hers, I gallop away as fast as the pony can carry me. I am late; there is scarcely a vacant place at the long table. We have no private tables. The same board shelters the nether limbs of all of us. We are all intimate friends, and know exactly each other's circumstances. What a clatter of knives and forks! And what a lively conversation! It alludes chiefly to the doings of the past night. Almost every other man has a nickname. To account for many of them would indeed be a difficult, if not a hopeless task.

"Dickey Brown! Glass of beer?"

"I am your man," responds Major George, N. I. Fencibles.

At the other end of the table you hear the word "Shiney" shouted out, and responded to by Lieutenant Fenwick of the Horse Artillery.

"Billy! Sherry?"

Adolphus Bruce of the Lancers lifts his glass with immense alacrity.

It is a curious characteristic of Indian society that very little outward respect is in private shown to seniority. I once heard an ensign of twenty years of age address a civilian of sixty in the following terms: "Now then, old moonsiff, pass that claret, please."

The tiffin over, a gool, or lighted ball of charcoal, is passed round the table in a silver augdan (fire-holder). Every man present lights a cigar, and in a few minutes there is a general move. Some retire to the billiard-room, others cluster round the fireplace; others pace the platform; and two sets go up-stairs into the reading-room to have a quiet rubber—from three till five. Those four men seated at the table near the window have the reputation of being the best players in India. The four at the other table know very little of the game of whist. Mark the difference! The one set never speak, except when the cards are being dealt. The other set are finding fault with one another during the progress of the hand. The good players are playing high. Gold mohur points—five gold mohurs on the rub—give and take five to two after the first game. And sometimes, at game and game, they bet an extra five. Tellwell and Long, who are playing against Bean and Fickle, have just lost a bumper—twenty-seven gold mohurs—a matter of forty-three pounds four shillings.

In the billiard-room, there is a match going on between four officers who are famed for their skill, judgment, and execution. Heavy bets are pending. How cautiously and how well they play! No wonder, when we consider the number of hours they practise, and that they play every day of their lives. That tall man, now about to strike, makes a revenue out of billiards. I shall be greatly mistaken if that man does not come to grief some day. He preys upon every youngster in every station he goes to with his regiment. He is a captain in the Native Infantry. His name is Tom Locke. He has scored forty-seven off the red ball. His confederate, Bunyan, knows full well that luck has little to do with his success. He, too, will come to grief before long. Your clever villains are invariably tripped up sooner or later,[1q] and ignominiously stripped of their commissions and positions in society.

It is five o'clock. Some thirty horses and as many ponies are saddled and bridled, and led up and down in the vicinity of the club. Everybody will be on the mall presently. The mall is a part of the road round the Camel's Back. It is a level of about half a mile long and twelve feet broad. A slight fence stands between the riders and a deep khud (precipice). To gallop along this road is nothing when you are accustomed to it; but at first it makes one very nervous even to witness it. Serious and fatal accidents have happened; but, considering all things, they have been far fewer than might have been expected.

The mall is crowded. Ladies and gentlemen on horseback, and ladies in janpans—the janpanees dressed in every variety of livery. Men in the French grey coats, trimmed with white serge, are carrying Mrs. Hastings. Men in the brown clothes, trimmed with yellow serge, are carrying Mrs. Merrydale. Jack Apsley's wife is mounted on her husband's second charger. "Come along, Captain Wall," she calls out to me, and goes off at a canter, which soon becomes a hard gallop. I follow her of course. Jack remains behind, to have a quiet chat with Mrs. Flower, of his regiment; who thinks—and Jack agrees with her—that hard riding on the mall is a nuisance, and ought to be put a stop to. But, as we come back, we meet the hypocrite galloping with a Miss Pinkerton, a new importation, with whom—much to the amusement of his wife—he affects to be desperately in love. The mall, by the way, is a great place for flirtations.

Most steady-going people, like Mrs. Flower, not only think hard riding on the mall a nuisance, but make it the theme of letters to the editors of the papers; and sometimes the editors will take the matter up, and write leading articles thereon, and pointedly allude to the fact—as did the late Sir C. J. Napier in a general order—that beggars on horseback usually ride in the opposite direction to heaven. But these letters and leaders rarely have the desired effect; for what can a man do when a pretty woman like Mrs. Apsley says, "Come along; let us have a gallop."

Why are there so very many people on the mall this evening? A few evenings ago it was proposed at the club that a band should play twice a week. A paper was sent round at once, and every one subscribed a sum in accordance with his means. Next morning the required number of musicians was hunted up and engaged. Two cornets, two flutes, two violins, a clarionet, a fife, and several drums. It is the twenty-ninth of May—a day always celebrated in "this great military camp," as Lord Ellenborough described British India. At a given signal, the band strikes up "God save the Queen." We all flock round the band, which has taken up a position on a rock beetling over the road. The male portion of us raise our hats, and remain uncovered while the anthem is played. We are thousands of miles distant from our fatherland and our Queen, but our hearts are as true and as loyal as though she were in the midst of us.

This is the first time that the Himalaya mountains have listened to the joyous sound of music. We have danced to music within doors; but never, until this day, have we heard a band in the open air in the Himalaya mountains. How wonderful is the effect![2q] From valley to valley echo carries the sound, until at last it seems as though


Every mountain now had found a band.



Long after the strain has ceased with us, we can hear it penetrating into and reverberating amidst regions which the foot of man has never yet trodden, and probably will never tread. The sun has gone down, but his light is still with us.

Back to the club! Dinner is served. We sit down, seventy-five of us. The fare is excellent, and the champagne has been iced in the hail which fell the other night, during a storm. Jack Apsley is on my right, and I have thrice begged of him to remember that he must not stay later than half-past twelve; and he has thrice responded that Mary has given him an extension of leave until daylight. Jack and I were midshipmen together, some years ago, in a line-of-battle ship that went by the name of the House of Correction. And there is Wywell sitting opposite to us—Wywell who was in the frigate which belonged to our squadron—the squadron that went round the world, and buried the commodore, poor old Sir James! in Sydney churchyard. Fancy we three meeting again in the Himalaya mountains!

The cloth is removed, for the dinner is over. The president of the club—the gentleman who founded it—rises. He is a very little man of seventy years of age—fifty-three of which have been spent in India. He is far from feeble, and is in full possession of all his faculties. His voice is not loud, but it is very distinct, and pierces the ear.

They do not sit long after dinner at the club. It is only nine, and the members are already diminishing. Some are off to the billiard-room, to smoke, drink brandy-and-water, and look on at the play. The whist parties are now at work, and seven men are engaged at brag. A few remain; and, drawing their chairs to the fireplace, form a ring and chat cosily.

Halloa! what is this? The club-house is heaving and pitching like a ship at anchor in a gale of wind. Some of us feel qualmish. It is a shock of an earthquake; and a very violent shock. It is now midnight. A thunderstorm is about to sweep over Mussoorie. Only look at that lurid forked lightning striking yonder hill, and listen to that thunder! While the storm lasts, the thunder will never for a second cease roaring; for, long before the sound of one peal has died away, it will be succeeded by another more awful. And now, look at the Dhoon! Those millions of acres are illuminated by incessant sheet lightning. How plainly we discern the trees and the streams in the Dhoon, and the outline of the pass which divides the Dhoon from the plains. What a glorious panorama! We can see the black clouds descending rapidly towards the Dhoon, and it is not until they near that level land that they discharge the heavy showers with which they are laden. What a luxury would this storm be to the inhabitants of the plains; but it does not extend beyond the Dhoon. We shall hear the day after to-morrow that not a single drop of rain has fallen at Umballah, Meerut, or Saharunpore.

The party from the billiard-room has come up to have supper, now that the storm is over. They are rather noisy; but the card-players take no heed of them. They are too intent upon their play to be disturbed. Two or three of the brag party call for oyster-toast to be taken to the table, and they devour it savagely while the cards are dealt round, placing their lighted cheroots meanwhile on the edge of the table.

And now there is singing—comic and sentimental. "Isle of Beauty" is followed by the "Steam Leg," the "Steam Leg" by the "Queen of the May," the "Queen of the May" by the facetious version of "George Barnwell," and so on. Jack Apsley—who has ascertained that dear Mary is quite safe, and not at all alarmed—is still here, and is now singing "Rule, Britannia," with an energy and enthusiasm which are at once both pleasing and ridiculous to behold. He has been a soldier for upwards of sixteen years; but the sailor still predominates in his nature; while his similes have invariably reference to matters connected with ships and the sea. He told me just now, that when he first joined his regiment, he felt as much out of his element as a live dolphin in a sentry-box, and he has just described his present colonel as a man who is as touchy as a boatswain's kitten. Apsley's Christian name is Francis, but he has always been called Jack, and always will be.
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