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George's own manuscript.  Soldiers, you know, do not employ

lawyers much, and this was written on the night before going

into action.” And she read, * ‘I, George Griffin," &c. &c.—
you know how these things begin—* being now of sane mind '—
um, um, um,—*leave to my friends, Thomas Abraham Hicks,
a colonel in the H. E. I. Company's Seryice, and to John Monro
Mackirkincroft (of the house of Huffle, Mackirkincroft, and
Dobbs, at Calcutta), the whole of my property, to be realised
as speedily as they may (consistently with the interests of the
property), in trust for my wife, Leonora Emilia Griffin (born L.
E. Kicksey), and my only legitimate child, Matilda Griffin.
The interest resulting from such property to be paid to them,
share and share alike; the principal to remain untouched, in the
names of the said T. A. Hicks and J. M. Mackirkincroft, until
the death of my wife, Leonora Emilia Griffin, when it shall be
paid to my daughter, Matilda Griffin, her heirs, executors, or
assigns.'”

“ There," said my Lady, “we won't read any more ; all the
rest is stufft. But now you know the whole business, tell us
what is to be done with the money 2"

‘* Why, the money, unquestionably, should be divided between
you."”

““ Tant mieux, say 1; 1 really thought it had been all
Matilda's.”

There was a paws for a minit or two after the will had been
read. Master left the desk at which he had been seated with
her Ladyship, paced up and down the room for a while, and
then came round to the place where Miss Matilda was seated.
At last he said, in a low, trembling voice,—

I am almost sorry, my dear Lady Griffin, that you have
read that will to me ; for an attachment such as mine must seem,
I fear, mercenary, when the object of it is so greatly favoured by
worldly fortune. Miss Griffin—Matilda ! I know I may say the
word ; your dear eyes grant me the permission. I need not tell
you, or you, dear mother-in-law, how long, how fondly; I have
adored you. My tender, my beautiful Matilda, I will not affect
to say I have not read your heart ere this, and that I have not
known the preference with which you have honoured me.
Speak it, dear girl ! from your own sweet lips : in the presence
of an affectionate parent, utter the sentence which is to seal my
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happiness for life. Matilda, dearest Matilda ! say, oh say, that
you love me ! "

Miss M. shivered, turned pail, rowled her eyes about, and fell
©n master’s neck, whispering hodibly, 7 do /"

My Lady looked at the pair for 2 moment with her teeth
grinding, her i's glaring, her busm throbbing, and her face chock
white; for all the world like Madam Pasty, in the oppra of
““Mydear " (when she's goin to mudder her childring, you reck-
lect); and out she flounced from the room, without a word,
knocking down poar me, who happened to be very near the dor,
and leaving my master along with his crook-back mistress,

T've repotted the speech he made to her pretty well. ‘The
fact is, I got it in a ruff copy ; onlyon the copy it's wrote ** Zady
Griffin, Leonora 1" instead of ** Miss Grifin, Matildz,” as in the
abuff, and so on.

Master had hit the right nail on the head this time, he
thought : but his adventors an’t over yet.

CHAPTER V.
The Griffin’s Claws.
WELL, master had hit the right nail on the head this time :
thanx to luck—the crooked one, to be sure, but then it had the
LZoold nobk, which was the part Deuceace most valued, as well he
should ; being a connyshure as to the relletiff valyou of pretious
metals, and much preferring virging goold like this to poor old
battered iron like my Lady Griffin.

And so, in spite of his father (at which old nobleman Mr.
Deuceace now snapt his fingers), in spite of his detts (which, to
do him Justas, had never stood much in his way), and in spite
of his povatty, idleness, extravagans, swindling, and debotcheries
of all kinds (which an't generally very favorable to a young man
Wwho has to make his way in the world) ; in spite of all, there he
was, I say, at the topp of the trea, the fewcher master of a per-
fect fortun, the defianced husband of a, fool of a wife. What
can mortial man want more? Vishns of ambishn now occupied
his soal. Shooting boxes, oppra boxes, money boxes always
full ; hunters at Melton:; a seat in the House of Comnrins :
Heaven knows what! and not a poar footman, who only
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describes what he's seen, and can't, in cors, pennytrate into the
idears and the busms of men.

You may be shore that the three-cornered noats came pretty
thick now from the Griffinses. Miss was always a-writing them
befoar ; and now, nite, noon, and mornink, breakfast, dinner,
and sopper, in they came, till my pantry (for master never read
'em, and I carried 'em out) was puffickly intolrabble from the
odor of musk, ambygrease, bargymot, and other sense with
which they were impregniated. Here's the contense of three
on ‘em, which I've kep in my dex these twenty years as skeew-
riosities. Faw! I can smel 'em at this very minit, as I am
copying them down.

BiLry Doo. No. L

Monday morning, 2 o'clock.
“’Tis the witching hour of night. Luna illumines my chamber, and
falls upon my sleepless pillow. By her light I am inditing these words
to thee, my Algernon. My brave and beautiful, my soul’s lord ! when
shall the time come when the tedious night shall not separate us, nor
the blessed day? Twelve! one! two! I have heard the bells chime,
and the quarters, and never cease to think of my husband. My adored
Percy, pardon the girlish confession,—I have kissed the letter at this
place. Will thy lips press it too, and remain for a moment on the spot

which has been equally saluted by your “MaTiLpa?”®

This was the fus? letter, and was brot to our house by one of
the poar footmin, Fitzclarence, at sicks o'clock in the morning.
I thot it was for life and death, and woak master at that extra-
arnary hour, and gave it to him. I shall never forgit him, when
he red it; he cramped it up, and he cust and swoar, applying
to the lady who roat, the genlmn that brought it, and me who
introjuiced it to his notice such a collection of epitafs as I seldum
hered, except at Billinxgit. The fact is thiss: for a fast letter,
Miss's noat was razker too strong and sentymentle. But that
was her way ; she was always reading melancholy stoary boocks
—*“Thaduse of Wawsaw,” the ** Sorrows of MacWhirter,” and
such like.

After about 6 of them, master never yoused to read them ; but
handid them over to me, to see if there was anythink in them
which must be answered, in order to kip up appearuntses, The
next letter is—

No. II.

“ BELOVED ! to what strange madnesses will passion lead one! Lady
Griffin, since your avowal yesterday, has not spoken a word to your
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poor Matilda; has declared that she will admit no one (heigho! not
even you, my Algernon) ; and has locked herself in her own dressing-
room. I do believe that she is jealows, and fancies that you were in
love with ker! Ha, ha! T could have told her arother tale—n'est ce
pas? Adien, adieu, adien! A thousand thousand million kis‘s‘eit! 3

 Monday afternoon, 2 o'clock.”

There was another letter kem before bedtime ; for though me
and master called at the Griffinses, we wairnt aloud to enter at

no price. Mortimer and Fitzclarence grin'd at me, as much as
to say we were going to be relations $ but I don't spose master
was very sorry when he was obleached to come back without
seeing the fair objict of his affeckshns.

Well, on Chewsdy there was the same game ; ditto on Wens-
day ; only, when we called there, who should we see but our
father, Lord Crabs, who was waiving his hand to Miss Kicksey,
and saying /e should de back fo dinmer at 7, just as me and master
came up the stares. There was no admittns for us though,
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“Bah! bah! never mind,” says my Lord, taking his son
affeckshnately by the hand, What, two strings to your bow 5
ay, Algernon? The dowager a little jealous, miss a little love-
sick. But my Lady's fit of anger will vanish, and T promise you,
my boy, that you shall see your fair one to-morrow.”

And so saying, my Lord walked master down stares, locking
at himn as tender and affeckshnat, and speaking to him as sweet
as posbill.  Master did not know what to think of it. He never
new what game his old father was at; only he somehow felt
that he had got his head in 2 net, in spite of his suxess on
Sunday. I knew it—I knew it quite well, as soon as I saw the
old genlmn igsammin him, by a kind of smile which came over

his old face, and was somethink betwigst the angellic and the
direbollicle,

But master's dowts were cleared up nex day, and everything
was bright again, At brexfast, in comes 2 note with inclosier,
boath of witch I here copy :—

Ho el “ Thursday w0y ning.

“* VICTOR1A, Victoria | Mamma has vielded at last: not her consent
1o our union, but her consent to receive you as before ; and has promised
to forget the past. Silly woman, how ‘could she ever think of you as
anything but the lover of your Matilda? Iam in 2 whirl of delicious
joy and passionate excitement. I have been awake all this long night,
thinking of thee, my Algernon, and longing for the blissful hour of
meeting,

““Come! M. G

This 15 the inclosier from my Lady ;:—

“IWILL not tell you that your behaviour on Sunday did not deeply
shock me. I had been foolish ¢nough to think of other plans, and to
fancy your heart (if you had any) was fixed elsewhere than on one at
whose foibles you have often laughed with me, and whose person at
least cannot have charmed you.

“ My step-daughter v 10t, I presume, marry without at least going
through the ceremony of asking my consent ; I cannot, as yet, give it
Have I?not reason to doubt whether she will be happy in trusting herself
to you ?

“ But she is of age, and has the right to receive in her own house all
those who may be agreeable to her—certainly you, who are likely to be
one day so nearly connected with her. If T have honest reason to believe
that your love for Miss Griffin is sincere ; if I find in a few months that
you yourself are still desirous to marry her, I can, of course, place no
further obstacles in your way.

*“You are welcome, then, to return toonr hotel, T cannot promise to
receive you as I did of old - you would despise me if Idid. T can pro-
mise, however, to think no more of all that has passed between us, and
yield up my own happiness for that of the daughter of my dear huslc:;andq

ILEIGE
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‘Well, now, an't this 2 manly, straitforard letter enough, and
natral from a woman whom we had, to confess the truth, treated
most scuvvily? Master thought so, @d went and madea tep:fl'er
respeckful speach to Lady Griffin (alittle flumry co_sts_noth:r}k).
Grave and sorrofle he kist her hand: and, speakin in a very
low adgitayted voice, calld Hevn to witness how he deplord that
his conduct should ever have given rise to such an unfortnt
ideer : but if he might offer her esteem, respect, the warmest and
tenderest admiration, he trusted she would accept the same, and
a deal moar flumry of the kind, withL da.r;: sollum glansis of the

y lenty of white pockit-hankercher. !

2 ﬁjeazﬁgur_;ht }fe'd make l:3111 safe. Poar fool ! hfa was in a net
—sich a net as I never yet see set to ketch a roag in.

—_—

CHAPTER VI.
The Jewel.
THE Shevalier de 'Orge, the young Frcnchm_in_ \\'hoa:n I wrote
of in my last, who had been rather shy of his visits \th]e master
was cm:ning it so very strong, now came back to his old place
by the side of Lady Griffin: there was no ID\"t'l now, thougl?.
b::twigst him and master, although the Shevalier had got ElS
lady back agin; Deuceace being compleatly devoted to his
id Veanus. ;
cr?lln{;dSheva]ier was a little, pale, moddist, insinifishnt creature :
and I shoodn’t have thought, from his appearants, would have
the heart to do harm to a fli, much less to stand befor such a
tremendious tiger and fire-eater as my master. But I see putty
well, after a week, from his manner of going Gn.—afvspcakm at
master, and lookin at him, and olding his hps tight \.\.hen
Deuceace came into the room, and glaring at him with his i's,
at he hated the Honrabble Algernon Percy. : 7

mgha;}ll tell you why? Because my Lady Griffin hated him -
hated him wuss than pison, or the devvle, or even wuss lh:?.n .her
daughter-in-law. Praps you phansy that the letter you have ju;s
red was honest ; praps you amadgin that th'e sean of the rea ;
ing of the will came on by mere chans, and in the reglar c?rs 0
suckmstansies : it was all a game, I tell you—a reglar trap ; anfi
that extrodnar clever young man, my master, as neatly put his
foot into it, as ever a pocher did in fesnt preserve.
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The Shevalier had his q from Lady Griffin. When Deuceace
went off the feald, back came De I'Orge to her feet, not a witt
less tender than befor. Por fellow, por fellow ! he really loved
this woman. He might as well have foln in love with a bore-
constructor ! He was so blinded and beat by the power wich she
had got over him, that if she told him black was white he'd
beleave it, or if she ordered him to commit murder, he'd do it :
she wanted something very like it, T can tell you.

T've already said how, in the fust part of their acquaintance,
master used to laff at De I'Orge’s bad Inglish, and funny ways.
The little creature had a thowsnd of these ; and being smali,
and a Frenchman, master, in cors, looked on him with that
good-humoured kind of contemp which a good Brittn ot always
toshow. He rayther treated him like an in telligent munky than
a man, and ordered him about as if he'd bean my Lady’s foot-
man.

All this munseer took in very good part, until after the quarl
Dbetwigst master and Lady Griffin ; when that lady took care to
turn the tables. Whenever master and miss were not present
{as I've heard the servants say), she used to laff at Shevalliay for
his obedjance and sivillatty to master. For her part, she
wondered how a man of his birth could act a servnt : how any
man could submit to such contemsheous behaviour from another 3
and then she told him how Deuceace was always snearing at
him behind his back ; how, in fact, he ought to hate him corjaly,
and how it was suttnly time to show his sperrit,

Well, the poar little man beleaved all this from his hart, and
Wwas angry or pleased, gentle or quarlsum, igsactly as my Lady
liked. There got to be {frequint rows betwigst him and master ;
sharp words flung at each other across the dinner-table ; dispewts
about handing ladies their smeling-botls, or seeing them to their
carridge ; or going in and out of a roam fust, or any such non-
since.

“For hevn's sake,” I heerd my Lady, in the midl of one of
these tiffs, say, pail, and the tears trembling in her i's, ““ do, do
be calm, Mr. Deuceace. Monsieur de I'Orge, I beseech you to
forgive him.  You are, both of you, so esteemed, lov'd, by
members of this family, that for its peace as well as your own,
you should forbear to quarrel.”

It was on the way to the Sally Mangy that this brangling had
begun, and it ended jest as they were seating themselves. I
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shall never forgit poar little De 1'Orge's eyes, when my Lady
said *‘both of you.” He stair'd at my Lady for a momint,
turned pail, red, look’d wild, and then, going round to master,
shook his hand as if he would have wrung it off. Mr, Deuceace
only bow'd and grin'd, and turned away quite stately ; Miss
heaved a loud O from her busm, and looked up in his face with
an igspreshn jest as if she could have eat him up with love ; and
the little Shevalliay sate down to his soop-plate, and wus so
happy, that 1'm blest if he wasn't crying !  He thought the
widdow had made her declyration, and would have him; and
so thought Deuceace, who look'd at her for some time mighty
bitter and contempshus, and then fell a-talking with Miss.

Now, though master didn't choose to marry Lady Griffin, as
he might have done, he yet thought fit to be very angry at the
notion of her marrying anybody else ; and so, consquintly, was
in a fewry at this confision which she had made regarding her
parshaleaty for the French Shevaleer.

And this I've perseaved in the cors of my expearants through
life, that when you vex him, a roag’s no longer a roag : you find
him out at onst when he’s in a passion, for he shows, as it ware,
his cloven foot the very instnt you tread on it. At least, this
is what young roags do ; it requires very cool blood and long
practis to get over this pint, and not to show your pashn when
you feel it and snarl when you are angry. Old Crabs wouldn't
do it; being like another noblemin, of whom I heard the Duke
of Wellington say, while waiting behind his graci's chair, that
if you were kicking him from behind, no one standing before
him would know it, from the bewtifle smiling igspreshn of his
face. Young master hadn't got so far in the thief's grammer, and,
when he was angry, show'd it. And it's also to be remarked
(a very profownd observatin for a footmin, but we have i's
though we do wear plush britchis), it's to be remarked, I say,
that one of these chaps is much sooner maid angry than another,
because honest men yield to other people, roags never do;
honest men love other people, roags only themselves; and
the slightest thing which comes in the way of thir beloved
objects sets them fewrious. Master hadn't led a life of gambling,
swindling, and every kind of debotch to be good-tempered at
the end of it, I prommis you.

He was in a pashun, and when he as in a pashn, a more
insalent, insuffrable, overbearing broot didn't live.
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This was the very pint to which my Lady wished to bring
him; for T must tell you, that though she had been trying all
her might to set master and the Shevalliay by the years, she had
suxeaded only so far as to make them hate each other profowndly :
but somehow or other, the 2 cox wouldn't Jight.

1 doan’t think Deuceace ever suspected any game on the part
of her Ladyship, for she carried it on so admirally, that the
quarls which daily took place betwigst him and the Frenchman
never seemed to come from her ; on the contry, she acted as the
reglar pease-maker between them, as I've just shown in the tiff
which took place at the door of the Sally Mangy. Besides, the
2 young men, though reddy enough to snarl, were natrally
unwilling to cum to bloes. TI'll tell you why: being friends,
and idle, they spent their mornins as young fashnabbles genrally
do, at billiads, fensing, riding, pistle-shooting, or some such
improoving study. In billiads, master beat the Frenchmn hollow
(and had won a pretious sight of money from him; but that's
neither here nor there, or, as the French say, ontry noo): at
pistle-shooting, master could knock down eight immidges out of
ten, and De I'Orge seven ; and in fensing, the Frenchman could
pink the Honorable Algernon down evry one of his weskit
buttns.  They'd each of them been out more than onst, for
every Frenchman will fight, and master had been obleag’d to do
50 in the cors of his bisniss ; and knowing each other's curridg,
as well as the fact that either could put a hundrid bolls running
into a hat at 30 yards, they wairn’t very willing to try such
€xparrymence upon their own hats with their own heads in them,
So you see they kep quiet, and only grould at each other.

But to-day Deuceace was in one of his thundering black
humers ; and when in this way he wouldn't stop for man or
devvle. Isaid that he walked away from the Shevalliay, who
had given him his hand in his sudden bust of joyfle good-
humour ; and who, I do bleave, would have hugd a she-bear,

50 very happy was he. Master walked away from him pale
and hotty, and, taking his seat at table, no moor mindid the
brandishments of Miss Griffin, but only replied to them with a
pshaw, or a dam at one of us servats, or abuse of the s00p, or
the wine ; cussing and swearing like a trooper, and not like a
wel-bred son of a noble British peer. :

““Will your Ladyship,” says he, slivering off the wing of a
2ully ally bashymall, * allow me to help you?”
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T thank you! no ; but I will trouble Monsieur de 1'0rge.”
And towards that gnlmn she turned, with a most tender and
fasnating smile. e

“ Your Ladyship has taken a very sudden adm{fation for Mr.
de I'Orge’s carving. « You used to like mine once.

““You are very skilful; but to-day; if you will allow me, I
will partake of something a little simpler.” : :

The Frenchman helped ; and, being so happy, in cors, spilt
the gravy. A great blob of brown sos spurted on fO. maste.r’s
chick, and myandrewd down his shert-collar and virging-white
weskit.

*“Confound you!" says he, *“* M. de 1'Orge, you have done
this on purpose.” And down went his knife and fork, over
went his tumbler of wine, a deal of it into poar Miss Griffinses
lap, who looked fritened and ready to cry. f

My Lady bust into a fit of laffin, peel upon peel, as if it was
the best joak in the world. De I'Orge giggled and grin'd too.
‘“ Pardong,” says he; ‘“meal pardong, mong share munseer."*
And he looked as if he would have done it again for a penny.

The little Frenchman was quite in extasis; he found himself
all of a suddn at the very top of the trea ; and the laff for onst
turned against his rivle : he actialy had the ordassaty to propose
to my Lady in English to take a glass of wine.

“Veal you,"” says he, in his jargin, ‘take a glas of Madére
viz me, mi Ladi?” And he looked round, as if he'd igsackly
hit the English manner and pronunciation.

“With the greatest pleasure,” says Lady G., most graciously
nodding at him, and gazing at him as she drank up the wine.
She'd refused master before, and s didn’t ‘increase his good
humer.

Well, they went on, master snarling, snapping, and swearing,
making himself, I must confess, as much of a blaggard as any:
I ever see ; and my Lady employing her time betwigst him and
the Shevalliay, doing everythink to irritate master, and flatter
the Frenchmn. Desert came: and by this time, Miss was
stock-still with fright, the Chevaleer half tipsy with pleasure
and gratafied vannaty, my Lady puffickly raygent with smiles,
and master bloo with rage.

“Mr. Deuceace,” says my Lady, in a most winning voice,

* In the long dialogues, we have generally ventured to change the
peculiar spelling of our friend Mr. Yellowplush,




8.]. THE MEMOIRS OF MR. C. J. YELLOWPLUSH.

after a little chaffing (in which she only worked him up moar
and moar), ‘‘ may I trouble you for a few of those grapes? they
lock delicious.”

For answer, master seas'd hold of the grayp dish, and sent
it sliding down the table to De 1'Orge ; upsetting, in his way,
fruit-plates, glasses, dickanters, and Heaven knows what.

“ Monsieur de I'Orge,” says he, shouting out at the top of his
voice, ‘* have the goodness to help Lady Griffin. She wanted
zzy grapes long ago, and has found out they are sour!”

a dead paws of a moment or so.

There was

‘““Ah!” says my Lady, ‘‘vous osez m'insulter, devant mes
gens, dans ma propre maison—c'est par trop fort, monsieur.”
And up she got, and flung out of the room. Miss followed her,
screeching out, ‘ Mamma—for God's sake—Lady Griffin ! and
here the door slammed on the pair.

Her Ladyship did very well to speak French. De I'Orgee
would not have understood her else; as it was he heard quite
enough ; and as the door clikt too, in the presents of me, and
Messeers Mortimer and Fitzclarence, the family footmen, he
walks round to my master, and hits him a slap on the face, and
says, ‘“Prends ¢a, menteur et liche!” which means, * Take
that, you liar and coward ! "—rayther strong igspreshns for one
genlmn to use to another.

Master staggered back and looked bewildered ; and then he
gave a kind of a scream, and then he made a run at the French-
man, and then me and Mortimer flung ourselves upon him,
whilst Fitzclarence embraced the Shevalliay.

““A demain! says he, clinching his little fist, and walking
away, not very sorry to git off.

When he was fairly down stares, we let go of master: who
swallowed a goblit of water, and then pawsing a little and
pulling ‘out his pus, he presented to Messeers Mortimer and
Fitzelarence a luydor each. *‘I will. give you five more to-
morrow,” says he, *“if you will promise to keep this secrit.”

And then he walked in to the ladies. *‘If you knew,” says
he, going up to Lady Griffin, and speaking very slow (in cors
we were all at the keyhole), ““ the pain I have endured in the
last minute, in consequence of the rudeness and insolence of
which I have been guilty to your Ladyship, you would think
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mv own remorse was punishment sufficient, and would grant
me pardon.” AR i
My Lady bowed, and said she didn't wish for explanations.
Mr. Denceace was her daughter's guest, and not her_s; but she
certainly would never demean herself by sitting again at table
with him. And so saying, out she boltid again. i
«Qh ! Algernon! Algernon !” says Miss, in teers, ";\'h:u is
this dreadful mystery—these fearful shocking quarrels? ‘Tﬁl.l.
me, has anything happened? Where, where is the Chevalier?

= Sy S

o T

Master smiled, and said, ‘ Be under no alarm, my sweetest
Matilda. De I'Orge did not understand a word of the dispute ;
he was too much in love for that. He is but gone away for
half-an-hour, I believe ; and will return to coffee. ;

1 knew what master's game was, for if Miss had got a hink-
ling of the quarrel betwigst him and the fF'_rcnchrr‘l::m, we sh.mi.id
have had her screeming at the ** Hotel Mxrabe}l. and the juice
and all to pay. He only stopt for a few minnits and cumfitted




86  THE MEMOIRS OF MR. c. J- YELLOWPLUSH.

Ilgr, and _thcn drove off to his friend, Captain Bullseye, of the
%{ﬁes i with whom, I spose, he talked over this unplesnt bisniss

Ve fownd, at our hotel, 2 note from De I'Orge, saying where
his secknd was to be seen.

Two mornings after ¢ 7 i
o 'gs aft there was a parrow graf in Gallynanny's
i #ger, which I hear beg leaf to transcribe :—

£
Learful Duel.—VYesterday 1 ix o
a A sterday morning, at six o’clock, s ing took
;f!ace, in -lhe, Bois de Boulogne, b{-_‘t‘“.egen 1h\e Hon.m.-}g.’ %mﬁﬁ% fOOL
%:%un:gtf_r son of the Earl of Cr-bs, and the Chevalier de ro— \_t%‘h:
the{:ﬁt‘;er ‘;‘FS I%;‘.tcnde}d 5&' Major de M—— of the Royal Guard, and
2. r. U— by Captain B-lls-ye, of the Britich R: or
As far as we have been’ able to the patiabe .
f 3 en able to learn the particulars of this 2
;iéltri:t%le' d]tspute ongln;z‘t_c:d mn the house of a lovgly ladyb((ifng;htb]j:
st bnlliant ornaments of our e ssy), a <
nl?{pfﬁg enﬁuimg. f mbassy), and the duel took place on the
e Chevalier (the challenged 1
: { : red party, and the most =
am&ateur swordsman in Paris) waived his rnght of choosing ::‘ﬁgo\l?glhheg
and }};e comb:ét took place with pistols, 2 e
1€ combatants were placed at forty pa 51 irecti
; 1 2 paces, with :
i'_;d\:y_ma.to 2 barrier which separated them only eight pacejlr%zglfs\v[o
ur?a'ahedl‘.\'zth two pistols, Monsieur de 'O fired alnio*:: immec‘.ﬂiS
:’itc Y, and the ball took effect in the left wrist of his antagonist, who
ﬁ;opp]ed t.]:u: pistol which he held in that hand. He fired, howey: "
;:;?S.li"\llégngisd rlgl{t: —.ﬁdj the Chevalier fell to the qroun:i, we fee;;
Ty wi €d. A ball has entered above his hip.io: e i
\'ez}-‘%ttig hcpi Sy ke bove his hip Joint, and there is
e have heard that the cause of this des
e u : esperat ras 7
E}-a];ich the C?evat]l;er ventured to give to the H;?{‘\Ercguellg !':éb :]116}:1:2?
some reason for sual ar i aniner in-which )
— iy € unusval and determined manner in which the duel
Mr. Deu—a-e returned to his h ith i
[ ! otel ; whither his excell
S;g E;Erht Egr}. EarIﬁ:f Cr-bs, lrmﬁediately hastened on hu}iﬁt'%i&ht?::
“=S,ang 15 now bestowing on his son the most affect; p
attention. The mews only reached his Lo L e
tte h i ly res yesterday T
Yﬁ:}i ;Lé] basakl_{'afr.g w!:ih his Excellency Lord Bublzai}l, our gnba':q::g%‘;j
e Ear] fainte receiving the intelligences: but in spite of the
shock to his own nerves and heal, sis T e e
e sm;.” es and health, persisted in passing last night by

And so id. “*This i i E
e w_ he c}zd nTm:, Isa sad business, Charles,” Says my
0. : me, atter seeing his son, and settling himself down in
s “ Have yi 7 S, in the 1
vu along. Have you any Segarsin the house? And, hark
¥e, send me up a bottle of wine and some luncheon, I can

certainly not leave the neighbourhood of my dear boy.”
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CHAPTER VIIL
The Consquinsies.

THE Shevalliay did not die, for the ball came out of its own
accord, in the midst of a violent fever and inflamayshn which
was brot on by the wound. He was kept in bed for 6 weeks
though, and did not recover for a long time after.

As for master, his lot, I'm sorry to say, was wuss than that
of his advisary. Inflammation came on too ; and, to make an
ugly story short, they were obliged to take off his hand at
the rist.

He bore it, in cors, like a Trojin, and in a month he too was
well, and his wound heel'd ; but I never see a man look so like
a devvle as he used sometimes, when he looked down at the
stump !

To be sure, in Miss Griffinses eyes, this only indeerd him
the mor, She sent twenty noats a day to ask for him, calling
him her beloved, her unfortunat, her hero, her wictim, and I
dono what. I've kep some of the noats as I tell you, and curi-
ously sentimentle they are, beating the sorrows of MacWhirter
all to nothing.

Old Crabs used to come offen, and consumed a power of wine
and seagars at our house. I bleave he was at Paris because there
was an exycution in his own house in England ; and his son was
a sure find (as they say) during his illness, and couldn’t deny
himself to the old genlmn. His eveninx my Lord spent reglar
at Lady Griffin’s ; where, as master was ill, I didn’t go any more
now, and where the Shevalier wasn't there to disturb him.

““You see how that woman hates you, Deuceace,” says my
Lord, one day, in a fit of cander, after they had been talking
about Lady Griffin: ‘‘ske kas not done with you yet, 1 tell you
fairly.”

‘* Curse her," says master, in a fury, lifting up his maim'd arm
—*“curse her ! but I will be even with her one day. I am sure
of Matilda : I took care to put that beyond the reach of a failure.
The girl must marry me, for her own sake.”

“ For ker own sake! O ho! Good, good !"” My Lord lifted
his i's, and said gravely, ‘* I understand, my dear boy: it is an
excellent plan.”

*Well,” says master, grinning fearcely and knowingly at his
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exlent old father, ““as the girl is safe, what harm can I fear from
the fiend of a stepmother 2”

My Lord only gev a long whizzle, and, soon after, taking up
his hat, walked off. Isaw him sawnter down the Plas Vandome,
and go in quite calmly to the old door of Lady Griffinses hotel,
Bless his old face ! such a puffickly good-natured, kind-hearted,
merry, selfish old scoundrel, I never shall see again.

His Lordship was quite right in saying to master that * Lady
Griffin hadn't done with him.” No moar she had. But she
never would have thought of the nex game she was going to
play, #f somebody kadn't put her up fo it. Who did? If you
red the above passidge, and saw how a venrabble old genlmn
took his hat, and sauntered down the Plas Vandome (locking
hard and kind at all the nussary-maids—buazs they call them in
France—in the way), I leave you to guess who was the author
of the nex scheam : a woman, suttnly, never would have pitcht
on it.

In the fuss payper which I wrote concerning Mr. Deuceace's
adventers, and his kind behayviour to Messrs. Dawkins and
Blewitt, I had the honour of laying before the public a skidewl
of my master's detts, in witch was the following itim—

““Bills of xchange and L.O.U.’s, £4963, os. od.”

The 1.0.U.se were trifling, saying a thowsnd pound. The
bills amountid to four thowsnd moar.

Now, the lor is in France, that if a genlmn gives these in
England, and a French genlmn gits them in any way, he can
pursew the Englishman who has drawn them, even though he
should be in France. Master did not know this fact—labouring
under a very common mistak, that, when onst ont of England,
he might wissle at all the debts he left behind him.

My Lady Griffin sent over to her slissators in London, who
made arrangemints with the persons who possest the fine collec-
tion of ortografs on stampt paper which master had left behind
him ; and they were glad enuff to take any oppertunity of getting
back their money.

One fine morning, as I was looking about in the courtyard of
our hotel, talking to the servant-gals, as was my reglar custom,
in order to improve myself in the French languidge, one of them
comes up to me and says, “ Tenez, Monsieur Charles, down
below in the office there is a bailiff, with a couple of gen-
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darmes, who is asking for your master—a-t-il des dettes par
hasard?” oyl

I was struck all of a heap—the truth flasht on my mind's hi.
“Toinette,” says I, for that was the gal's name—* Toinette,
says I, giving her a kiss, ‘‘ keep them for two mi}'lmts..as you
valyou my affeckshn ;" and then I gave her another kiss, and
ran up stares to our chambers. Master had now pretty well
recovered of his wound, and was aloud to drive abowtﬁ:r it was
lucky for him that he had the strength to move. *'Sir, Sir,

says I, **the bailiffs are after you, and you must run for your
life.” : . 5

« Bailiffis?" says he: “‘nonsense! I don't, thank Heaven,
owe a shilling to any man.” o :

“* Stuff, sir,”" says I, forgetting my respeck; ‘‘don’t you owe
money in England? 1 tell you the bailiffs are here, and will be
on you in a2 moment.” 2!

As T spoke, cling cling, ling ling, goes the bell of the anty-
shamber, and there they were sure enough !
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What was to be done? Quick as litening, I throws off my
livry coat, claps my goold lace hat on master's head, and makes
him put on my livry. Then I wraps myself up in his dressing-
gown, and lolling down on the sofa, bids him open the dor.

There they were—the bailiff —two jondarms with him—
Toinette, and an old waiter. When Toinette sees master, she
smiles, and says: ‘‘ Dis done, Charles ! ol est donc ton maitre?
Chez Ini, n'est-ce pas? Cestle jeune homme & monsieur,” says
she, curtsying to the bailiff.

The old waiter was just a-going to blurt out, *“Mais ce n'est
pas ! " when Toinette stops him, and says, ‘¢ Laissez donc passer
ces messieurs, vieux béte;"” and in they walk, the 2 jon d'arms
taking their post in the hall,

Master throws open the salong doar very gravely, and touching
ey hat says, ‘* Have you any orders about the cab, sir?”

“Why, no, Chawls,” says I; *I shan't drive out to-day.”

The old bailiff grinned, for he understood English (havin'g had
plenty of English customers), and says in French, as master goes
out, ‘I think, sir, you had better let your servant get a coach,
for I am under the painful necessity of arresting you, au nom de
1a loi, for the sum of ninety-eight thousand seven hundred francs,
owed by you to the Sieur Jacques Francois Lebrun, of Paris ;"
and he pulls out a number of bills, with master’s acceptances on
them sure enough.

““Take a chair, sir,” saysI; and down he sits; and I began
to chaff him, as well as I could, about the weather, my illness,
my sad axdent, having lost one of my hands, which was stuck
into my busum, and so on.

At last, after a minnit or two, I could contane no longer, and
bust out in a horse laff.

‘The old fellow turned quite pail, and began to suspect some-
think. ““Hola!” says he; ‘““gendarmes! 4 moi! 4 moi! Je
suis floué, vol¢,” which means, in English, that he was rcgl—a.t‘
sold.

The jondarmes jumped into the room, and so did Toinette and
the waiter. Grasefly rising from my arm-chare, I took my hand
from my dressing-gownd, and, flinging it open, stuck up on the
chair one of the neatest legs ever seen.

I then pinted myjestickly—to what do you think?—to my
PLUSH TITES! these sellabrated inigspressables which have
rendered me famous in Yourope.
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Taking the hint, the jondarmes and the servnts rord out
laffing ; and so did Charles Yellowplush, Esquire, I can tell
you. Old Grippard the bailiff looked as if he would faint in his
chare.

1 heard a kab galloping like mad out of the hotel-gate, and
knew then that my master was safe.

CHAPTER VIIL
The End of Mr. Deuceace’s History—Limbo.

My tail is droring rabidly to a close: my suvvice with Mr.
Deuceace didn’t continyou very long after the last chapter, in
which I described my admiral strattyjam, and my singlar self-
devocean. There's very few servnts, I can tell you, who'd
have thought of such a contrivance, and very few moar would
have eggsycuted it when thought of.

But after all, beyond the trifling advantich to myself in selling
master’s roab de sham, which you, gentle reader, may remember
1 woar, and in dixcovering a fipun note in one of the pockets,—
beyond this, I say, there was to poar master very little advantich
in what had been done. It's true he had escaped. Very good.
But Frans is not like Great Brittin ; a man in a livry coat, with
1 arm, is pretty easly known, and caught, too, as I can tell you.

Such was the case with master. He coodn leave Paris,
moarover, if he would. What was to become, in that case, of
his bride—his unchbacked hairis? He knew that young lady’s
Zemprimong (as the Parishers say) too well to let her long out of
his site. She had nine thousand a yer. She'd been in love a
duzn times befor, and mite be agin. The Honrabble Algernon
Deuceace was a little too wide awake to trust much to the
constnsy of so very inflammable a young creacher. Heavn
bless us, it was 2 marycle she wasn't earlier married! I do
bleave (from suttn seans that past betwigst us) that she'd have
married me, if she hadn’t been sejuiced by the supearor rank and
indianuity of the genlmn in whose survace I was.

Well, to use a commin igspreshn, the beaks were after him.
How was he to manitch? "He coodn get away from his debts,
and he wooden quit the fare objict of his affeckshns. He was
ableejd, then, as the French say, to lie perdew,—going out at




