
VOL UME III

CHAP TER 3

HO GAN’S AF FAIRS seemed al most to set tle them selves, so
smooth and clear had the path been laid down for him. He had called, on
the day af ter his ar rival in Lon don,— the first day of his Par lia men tary
ca reer; for he had only taken the oaths, and his seat among the Lib eral
mem bers, the night be fore—on the stock bro kers in Cole Al ley, and had
been re ceived with great cour tesy as the friend of Mr. Saltasche. Mr.
Stier, the se nior mem ber of the firm, had shaken hands very warmly
with him. He was a Ham burger, with a broad fair face and yel low hair
and eye-brows; and spoke with a very elab o rate care ful ness as to ac cent
and gram mar. Bruen, the other part ner, had made all his money in Cal i -
for nia. He was a quiet man; si lent of man ner, and cour te ous, but very ob -
ser vant.

“And how is our friend Mr. Saltasche?” be gan the se nior part ner in
a purr ing tone of voice. “Ah, we are al ways so glad to meet his ac quain -
tances. You know Mr. Saltasche very well, Mr. Ho gan?”

“Yes, very well—we are fast friends. He wrote to you?” Ho gan
wanted to get to busi ness at once; but the Ham burger was not to be hur -
ried.

“Ah! I have known him for years years. In Vi enna—he was once set -
tled in Vi enna—Prince Metternich was a very good friend of his; but,
ah!” and Mr. Stier purred a sigh as he opened an enor mous vol ume on his 
desk. “Bruen, too, knew him. Mr. Saltasche dealt enor mously one while
in Paris. He was splen didly set tled there; and what friends he makes ev -
ery where! Prince Gortschakoff, he says no body knows ev ery thing like
Mr. Saltasche; he cor re sponds with him. And the ex-Em peror of the
French,—he, too, re ceived Mr. Saltasche at the Tuileries; one time, I am
told, he could have mar ried a prin cess. Yes, in deed!”
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“Why did n’t he?” an swered Ho gan, be wil dered. He knew the stand -
ing and wealth of the speaker, and be cause of them he felt bound to be -
lieve him; he had be fore heard some wild talk of Mr. Saltasche’s
ac quain tance with the great ones of this earth, but had paid but scant at -
ten tion to it.

“Why did he not, you say, Mr. Ho gan? Well, my dear sir, prin cesses
are prin cesses; but to plain busi ness men they are some-thing
more—they are white el e phants. I would not like a white el e phant:
should you, Mr. Ho gan? Ah!”

The bar ris ter laughed. “I must be away to my work. Mr. Saltasche
wrote to you, did he not? And I have to set tle for the shares—the num ber
I mean to take. What are they to-day—the Patagonian, I mean?”

“Patagonians—whew!” said Mr. Stier, rais ing his eye brows in
pleased sur prise. “Bruen, where is that list?” His part ner looked at the
quo ta tion as he handed it, and then fixed his keen black eyes on Ho gan.

“Ten—ten shil lings: nearly the price of the pa per—ah!”

Two hun dred was the num ber he had orig i nally in tended to take,
but some greed sud denly seized upon him; he wanted to grasp with both
hands.

“I will take two hun dred. Stay—make it four,” he added hast ily:
“that will be the full amount of this cheque, two hun dred pounds.” He
handed a cheque for that amount, signed by Lord Brayhead, to Mr. Stier,
who, with his mouth drawn up as if he was go ing to whis tle, nod ded his
head as he looked at the writ ing.

“That is right,—quite right. Now look, Mr. Ho gan, will you touch
these?” And he handed over a sheet of pa pers, blue, pink, and green;
litho graphed chiefly, and highly dec o rated and got up. Ho gan glanced at
them, then at Mr. Stier, who was sit ting up in a high desk smil ing ami a -
bly over his spec ta cles, and look ing like noth ing but a great yel low cat.

“Well, not to-day, thank you, Mr. Stier.”

“Ah! I wish you would take some of those, Mr. Ho gan. I wish you
would, in deed. You see, ev ery thing Mr. Saltasche touches, it turns into
gold.”

“Luck ily for Mr. Saltasche. I did n’t know he had the gift of Mi das.”
Ho gan thought to him self that his friend’s gift lay rather in his skill in
watch ing other peo ple’s al chemy, and step ping in just at the mo ment the
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trans for ma tion be gan to work, and be fore the anx ious op er a tors be came
aware of it them selves.

Mr. Stier had never heard of Mi das.

“He has gifts; yes, he has many gifts. But then, he is over-bold; sails
very close to the wind some times, and some times he misses great
coups,—ah, great coups” (pro nounced “goups”).

“Now, Mr. Ho gan, we shall see you of ten in the City; is it not so? We
shall work much to gether. Some new com pa nies, di rec tor ships—ah, yes.
This rail road, Bruen; Lord Brayhead’s rail way. You know the ground.”

Then Mr. Bruen came for ward, and Ho gan was made to re late in a
very short time all that he knew of the pro jected rail way: the line of the
coun try, the dis tance from the coast rail way, the pop u la tion of the dis -
trict it was to tra verse. Mr. Bruen asked ques tions very rap idly in deed,
and his keen eyes seemed al most to an tic i pate the an swers. Ho gan
found they knew ev ery thing about the Par lia men tary busi ness, and
their ob ject in ques tion ing him was to see what chance of ul ti mate suc -
cess the rail way as a bonâ-fide ven ture might have. Mr. Stier ut tered a
great many “ah’s” dur ing the pro cess; but from nei ther of the gen tle men
could Ho gan in the least di vine his real opin ion.

When the great sub ject of the news pa per was mooted, Mr. Bruen
knew just the man to man age the busi ness. His an te ced ents were not
sat is fac tory; he had been dis missed from some half-dozen of fices for ev -
ery fault save in com pe tence. It would never do to have this man’s name
ap pear, so Ho gan agreed to be nom i nal ed i tor; and the City ar ti cle was to
be writ ten in Stier and Bruen’s of fices, un der the su per vi sion of those
gen tle men. The City ar ti cle, as it was nom i nally called, was in re al ity the 
leader. A well-writ ten, spicy—po lit i cal or Par lia men tary, ac cord ing to
the sea son—es say cer tainly filled the first col umn or two. Then came the 
résumé of the fi nan cial op er a tions of the day, the heads of which were
col lected, and handed to Ho gan, who rough-hewed them into shape, and
sub mit ted the crude sketch to the real ed i tor for the fi nal touch ing-up.
This fi nan cial ar ti cle, which was os ten si bly de voted to ex pos ing the
snares of the “long firms” and bub ble com pa nies with which the City
swarms, was a per fect study of art. Saltasche and Co. were adepts in the
sci ence of throw ing wa ter on drown ing rats. Pe ru vian Mines, Tammany
Rings, Pan ama ca nals, and hoc ge nus omne were slashed with a bit ter -
ness and per son al ity that never failed to at tract read ers. A sort of re cord
was kept of the an te ced ents of prom i nent op er a tors; and at a crit i cal mo -
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ment this dos sier would be pub lished and sent broad-cast over the coun -
try. The ef fect on the pub lic may be imag ined. Of course the beau ti fully
pure and dis in ter ested mo tives of the Bea con were plain on the face of it.
Cato, the cen sor, was a school boy com pared to Saltasche, whose di a -
tribes against ma nip u la tors were as ed i fy ing as any pul pit or a cle. How
the in for ma tion was ob tained, where the queer sto ries came from, no -
body knew. The ex penses of the Bea con were very large; for in spite of a
good cir cu la tion and plenty of ad ver tise ments, the re turns were lit tle
more than the out lay. It was a pe cu liar style of pa per al to gether, and
rather a nov elty in Brit ish jour nal ism. Mr. Saltasche might be cred ited
with hav ing in vented it; in re al ity, that ver sa tile gen tle man had only
bor rowed from Amer ica one or two of the worst fea tures of its Fourth Es -
tate.

Ho gan un der took the po lit i cal ar ti cle on con di tion that his name
was not di vulged. He had al ready had some prac tice in this line, and pos -
sessed a fine gift of lit er ary im i ta tion. He could re pro duce the style of the 
Times or the Tele graph to per fec tion; and when ever his cruse was ex -
hausted, there was al ways some clever hack, who for a con sid er ation
would dash off a bright, gos sipy sketch, to fall back upon. Thrice a week a 
se rial story from the gifted pen of Mrs. Stryper ap peared. Po etry, save of
the Pasquin genre, was es chewed. There were no for eign cor re spon dents. 
The Press and Reuter’s agency sup plied a broad-sheet of tele grams to
com pen sate for this de fi ciency. There was a first-rate the at ri cal critic,
who blamed and praised to or der. There was no lit er ary critic: that de -
part ment was un der the man age ment of the printer’s fore man, who re -
served a hall-col umn for hire, and who had charge of all advertisements.

 

 

304

Ho gan, M.P.


