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THE CITY OF DREADFUL NIGHT,

CHAFPTER L
A REAL LIVE CITY.

‘W are all backwoodsmen and barbarians to-
gether—we others dwelling beyond the Ditah,
in the outer darkness of the Mofuesil. There
are no such things as commissioners and heads
of departments in the world, and there is only
one city in India. Bombay is too green, too
pretty, and too stragglesome; and Madras died
ever so long ago. Let us take off our hats to
Calontts, the many-gided, the smoky, the mag-
nificent, aa we drive in over the Hugli Bridge
in the dawn of a still February moming. We
have left India behind us at Howrah Btation,
and now we enter foreign parts, No, not whelly
foreign. Bay rather too familiar,

All men of certain age know the feeling of
caged irritation—an illustration in the Graphis,
a bar of musio, or the light words of a friend
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from home may set it ablaze—that comes from
the knowledge of our lost heritage of London,
At home they, the other men, our equals, have
at their disposal all that town can supply—the
roar of the etreets, the lights, the musie, the
pleasant places, the millions of their own kind,
and a wilderness full of pretty, fresh-colored
Englishwomen, theatres, and restaurants. It
i their right. They accept it as such, and even
affect to look upon it with contempt. And wa,
we have nothing except the few amusements that
we painfully build up for ourselvea—the dolor-
ous dissipations of gymkhanas where every one
knows everybody else, or the chastened intozi-
cation of dances where all engagements are
booked, in ink, tem days shead, and where
everybody’s antecedents are s patent as his or
her method of waltzing. We have been de-
prived of our inheritance. The men at home
are enjoying it all, not knowing how fair and
rich it is, and we at the most can only fiy west-
ward for & few mentha and gorge what, properly
speaking, should take seven or eight or ten lux-
urious years., That is the lost heritage of Lon-
don; and the knowledge of the forfeiture, wilful
or forced, comes to most men at times and ses-
sons, and they get cross.

Caloutta holds out false hopes of some return,
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