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CHAPTER I.

Across the Western Ocean.

leaving the army—racing a failure—across the

western ocean.

I HAD sold out of the army in a hurry, as many another

fellow had done before me, to his sorrow. At first it seemed

as if I were but on leave for a time, so I gave the matter

but little thought. Gradually, however, I wearied of the

monotony of having no fixed occupation. I had written

inni jneral)le letters, and answered scores of advertisements,

in the vain hope of obtaining employment ; but the result

was invariably unfavourable. To add to my annoyance, my
cash—1 never possessed very much—was daily diminishing.

My affairs, which from the first wore a somewhat gloomy

aspect, finally became almost, desperate, and, from the want

of something be iter to do, ^yith; tft0,fQw, pounds saved from

the wreck oi mv commission, I wenVon* tl/e*.turf.
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At first Dame Fortune smiled on me, ahd the "Two Thou-
» ' »

hiind," ''I)e^]\y," and " Oaks," werp gQod bi^syjess for me. But

it was a case of -'easy come easy! go,.'\ai;d, '^i^pfead' of hoarding

my winnings for a rainy day, I foolishly spent them. " Ascot"

came round, and then " Goodwood," over which meetings I

had but indifferent luck. On the " St Leger " I was once more
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