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dear little Bryan advanced in a thousand elegant accomplish-
ments which rendered him the delight of all who knew him.

I must not forget to mention here my last interview with my
good uncle, the Chevalier de Ballybarry, whom I left at Brussels
with strong intentions of making his sa/z?, as the phrase is, and
who had gone into retirement at a convent there. Since then he
had come into the world again, much to his annoyance and
repentance ; having fallen desperately in love in his old age with
a French actress, who had done, as most ladies of her character
do,—ruined him, left him, and laughed at him. His repentance
was very edifying. Under the guidance of Messieurs of the Irish
College, he once more turned his thoughts towards religion ; and
his only prayer to me when I saw him and asked in what I could
relieve him, was to pay a handsome fee o the convent into which
he proposed to enter.

This I could not, of course, do: my religious principles for-
bidding me to encourage superstition in any way; and the old
gentleman and I parted rather coolly, in consequence of my
refusal, as he said, to make his old days comfortable.

I was very poor at the time, that is the fact; and entre nous,
the Rosemont of the French Opera, an indifferent dancer, but a
charming figure and ankle, was ruining me in diamonds, equi-
pages, and furniture bills, added to which I had a run of ill-luck
at play, and was forced to meet my losses by the most shameful
sacrifices to the money-lenders, by pawning part of Lady Lyn-
don’s diamonds (that graceless little Rosemont wheedled me out
of some of them), and by a thousand other schemes for raising
money. - But when Honour is in the case, was I ever found
backward at her call : and what man can say that Barry Lyndon
lost a bet which he did not pay?

As for my ambitious hopes regarding the Irish peerage, I began,
on my return, to find out that I had been led wildly astray by
that rascal Lord Crabs; who liked to take my money, but had
no more influence to get me a coronet than to procure for me
the Pope’s tiara. The Sovereign was not a whit more gracious
to me on returning from the Continent than he had been before
my departure ; and I had it from one of the aides-de-camp of the
Royal Dukes his brothers, that my conduct and amusements at
Paris had been odiously misrepresented by some spies there, and
had formed the subject of Royal comment ; and that the King
had, influenced by these calumnies, actually said I was the most
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disreputable man in the three kingdoms. I disreputable! Ta
dishonour to my name and country! When I heard these false-
hoods, I was in such a rage that I went off to Lord North at
once to remonstrate with the Minister; to insist upon being
allowed to appear before His Majesty and clear myself of the
imputations against me, to point out my services to the Govern-
ment in voting with them, and to ask when the reward that had
been promised to me—viz., the title held by my ancestors—was
again to be revived in my person?

There was a sleepy coolness in that fat Lord North which
was the most provoking thing that the Opposition had ever to
encounter from him, He heard me with half-shut eyes. When
I had finished a long violent speech—which I made striding
about his room in Downing Street, and gesticulating with all
the energy of an Irishman—he opened one eye, smiled, and
asked me gently if I had done. On my replying in the affirma-
tive, he said, * Well, Mr. Barry, I'll answer you, point by point.
The King is exceedingly averse to make peers, as you know.
Your claims, as you call them, %ave been laid before him, and
His Majesty’s gracious reply was, that you were the most impu-
dent man in his dominions, and merited a halter rather than a
coronet. As for withdrawing your support from us, you are
perfectly welcome to carry yourself and your vote whithersoever
you please. And now, as I have a great deal of occupation,
perhaps you will do me the favour to retire.” So saying, he
raised his hand lazily to the bell, and bowed me out; asking
blandly if there was any other thing in the world in which he
could oblige me.

I went home in a fury which can’t be described ; and having
Lord Crabs to dinner that day, assailed his Lordship by pulling
his wig off his head, and smothering it in his face, and by
attacking him in that part of the person where, according to
report, he had been formerly assaulted by Majesty. The whole
story was over the town the next day, and pictures of me were
hanging in the clubs and print-shops performing the operation
alluded to. All the town laughed at the picture of the lord and
the Irishman, and, I need not say, recognised both. As for me,
I was one of the most celebrated characters in London in those
days: my dress, style, and equipage being as well known as
those of any leader of the fashion; and my popularity, if not
great in the highest quarters, was at least considerable elsewhere.
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third of the family titles. My mother went almost mad with joy
at saluting her grandson as ““my Lord,” and I felt that all my
sufferings and privations were repaid by seeing this darling child
advanced to such a post of honour.

T

CHAPTER XIX,
Coiclusion.

Ir the world were not composed of a race of ungrateful
scoundrels, who share your prosperity while it lasts, and, even
when gorged with your venison and Burgundy, abuse the gene-
rous giver of the feast, I am sure I merit a good name and
a high reputation: in Ireland, at least, where my generosity
was unbounded, and the splendour of my mansion and enter-
fainments unequalled by any other nobleman of my time. As
long as my magnificence lasted, all the country was free to par-
take of it; I had hunters sufficient in my stables to mount a
regiment of dragoons, and butts of wine in my cellar which
would have made whole counties drunk for years, Castle
Lyndon became the headquarters of scores of needy gentlemen,
and I never rode a-hunting but I had a dozen you'ng fellows of
the best blood of the country riding as my squires and gentle-
men of the horse. My son, little Castle Lyndon, was a prince ;
his breeding and manners, even at his early age, showed him to
be worthy of the two noble families from whom he was de-
scended : I don’t know what high hopes I had for the boy, and
indulged in a thousand fond anticipations as to his future suc-
cess and figure in the world. But stern Fate had determined
that I should leave none of my race behind me, and ordained
that T should finish my career, as I see it closing now—poor,
lonely, and childless. I may have had my faults ; but no man
shall dare to say of me that I was not a good and tender father.
I lovefi that boy passionately; perhaps with a blind partiality :
I_demed him nothing. Gladly, gladly, I swear, would I have
died that his premature doom might have been averted. T think
there is not a day since I lost him but his bricht face and
beautiful smiles look down on me out of hcaven,bwhere he is,
anfi that my heart does not yearn towards him. That sweet
child was taken from me at the age of nine years, when he was
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full of beauty and promise: and so powerful is the hold his
memory has of me that I have never been able to forget him ;
his little spirit haunts me of nights on my restless solitary pillow ;
many a time, in the wildest and maddest company, as the bottle
is going round, and the song and laugh roaring about, I am
thinking of him. I have got a lock of his soft brown hair hang-
ing round my breast now: it will accompany me to the dis-
honoured pauper's grave ; where soon, no doubt, Barry Lyndon’s
worn-out old bones will be laid.

My Bryan was a boy of amazing high spirit (indeed how,
coming from such a stock, could he be otherwise?), impatient
even of my control, against which the dear little rogue would
often rebel gallantly ; how much more, then, of his mother's and
the women's, whose attempts to direct him he would laugh to
scorn. Even my own mother (*“ Mrs. Barry of Lyndon” the
good soul now called herself, in compliment to my new family)
was quite unable to check him ; and hence you may fancy what
a will he had of his own. If it had not been for that, he might
have lived to this day: he might—but why repine? Is he not
in a better place? would the heritage of a beggar do any service
to him? It is best as it is—Heaven be good tous!—Alas! that
1, his father, should be left to deplore him.

It was in the month of October I had been to Dublin, in order
to see a lawyer and a moneyed man who had come over to Ire-
land to consult with me about some sales of mine and the cut of
Hackton timber ; of which, as I hated the place and was greatly
in want of money, I was determined to cut down every stick.
There had been some difficulty in the matter. It was said I
had no right to touch the timber. The brute peasantry about

‘the estate had been roused to such a pitch of hatred against me,

that the rascals actually refused to lay an axe to the trees; and
my agent (that scoundrel Larkins) declared that his life was in
danger among them if he attempted any further despoilment (as
they called it) of the property. Every article of the splendid
furniture was sold by this time, as I need not say; and as for
the plate, I had taken good care to bring it off to Ireland, where
it now was in the best of keeping—my banker’s, who had
advanced six thousand pounds on it: which sum I soon bad
occasion for.

I went to Dublin, then, to meet the English man of business ;
and so far succeeded in persuading Mr. Splint, a great shipbuilder
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The people cheered me in the Gordon rows, at the time they
nearly killed my friend Jemmy Twitcher and burned Lord
Mansfield's house down. Indeed, I was known as a staunch
Protestant, and after my quarrel with Lord North veered right
round to the Opposition, and vexed him with all the means in
My pOwWer.

These were not, unluckily, very great, for I was a bad speaker,
and the House would not listen to me, and presently, in 1780,
after the Gordon disturbance, was dissolved, when a general
election took place. It came on me, as all my mishaps were
in the habit of coming, at a most unlucky time. I was obliged
to raise more money, at most ruinous rates, to face the con-
founded election, and had the Tiptoffs against me in the ficld
more active and virulent than ever.

My blood boils even now when I think of the rascally conduct
of my enemies in that scoundrelly election. I was held up as
the Irish Bluebeard, and libels of me were printed, and gross
caricatures drawn representing me flogging Lady Lyndon,
whipping Lord Bullingdon, turning him out of doors in a storm,
and I know not what. There were pictures of a pauper cabin
in Ireland, from which it was pretended I came ; others in which
I was represented as a lacquey and shoeblack. A flood of
calumny was let loose upon me, in which any man of less spirit
would have gone down.

But though I met my accusers boldly, though I lavished sums
of money in the election, though I flung open Hackton Hall
and kept champagne and Burgundy running there, and at ail
my inns in the town, as commonly as water, the election went
against me. The rascally gentry had all turned upon me and
joined the Tiptoff faction : it was even represented that I held
my wife by force ; and though I sent her into the town alone,
wearing my colours, with Bryan in her lap, and made her visit
the mayor’s lady and the chief women there, nothing would
persuade the people but that she lived in fear and trembling of
me ; and the brutal mob had the insolence to ask her why she
dared to go back, and how she liked horsewhip for supper.

I was thrown out of my election, and all the bills came down
upon me together—all the bills I had been contracting during
the years of my marriage, which the creditors, with a rascally
unanimity, sent in until they lay upon my table in heaps. I
won't cite their amount: it was frightful. My stewards and
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lawyers made matters worse. I was bound up in an inextricable
toil of bills and debts, of mortgages and insurances, and all the
horribleevilsattendant upon them. Lawyers upon lawyers posted
down from London ; composition after composition was made,
and Lady Lyndon's income hampered almost irretrievably to
satisfy these cormorants. To do her justice, she behaved with
tolerable kindness at this season of trouble; for whenever I
wanted money I had to coax her, and whenever I coaxed her I
was sure of bringing this weak and light-minded woman to good-
humour : who was of such a weak terrified nature, that to secure
an easy week with me she would sign away a thousand a year.
And when my troubles began at Hackton, and I determined on
the only chance left, viz. to retire to Ireland and retrench, assign-
ing over the best part of my income to the creditors until their
demands were met, my Lady was quite cheerful at the idea of
going, and said, if we would be quiet, she had no doubt all would
be well ; indeed, was glad to undergo the comparative poverty
in which we must now live for the sake of the retirement and the
chance of domestic quiet which she hoped to enjoy.

We went off to Bristol pretty suddenly, leaving the odious and
ungrateful wretches at Hackton to vilify us, no doubt, in our
absence, My stud and hounds were sold off immediately; the
harpies would have been glad to pounce upon my person ; but
that was out of their power. 1 had raised, by cleverness and
management, to the full as much on my mines and private estates
as they were worth ; so the scoundrels were disappointed in #/izs
instance ; and as for the plate and property in the London house,
they could not touch that, as it was the property of the heirs of
the house of Lyndon.

I passed over to Ireland, then, and took up my abode at
Castle Lyndon for a while ; all the world imagining that I was
an utterly ruined man, and that the famous and dashing Barry
Lyndon would never again appear in the circles of which he had
been an ornament. But it was not so. In the midst of my
perplexities, Fortune reserved a great consolation for me still.
Despatches came home from America announcing Lord Corn-
wallis’s defeat of General Gates in Carolina, and the death of
Lord Bullingdon, who was present as a volunteer.

For my own desires to possess a paltry Irish title I cared little.
My son was now heir to an English earldom, and I made him
assume forthwith the title of Lord Viscount Castle Lyndon, the




