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What was the result of their interview is not at all necessary
to the progress of this history. Having made her, however,
acquainted with the particulars of his visit to his father, he went
to his mother’s, and related to her all that had occurred.

Poor thing, she was very differently interested in the issue
of it!

—r—

CHAPTER X.

Showing bow Galgenstein and Mrs. Cat recognise each other in
Marylebone Gardens—and how the Count drives ber bome in
his Carriage.

ABOUT a month after the touching conversation above related,

there was given, at Marylebone Gardens, a grand concert and

entertainment, at which the celebrated Madame Aménaide, a

dancer of the theatre at Paris, was to perform, under the patron-

age of several English and foreign noblemen ; among whom was
his Excellency the Bavarian Envoy. Madame Aménaide was, in
fact, no other than the maitresse en titre of the Monsieur de

Galgenstein, who had her a great bargain from the Duke de

Rohan-Chabot at Paris.

It is not our purpose to make a great and learned display here,
otherwise the costumes of the company assembled at this Jéte
might afford scope for at least half-a-dozen pages of fine writing ;
and we might give, if need were, specimens of the VETY songs
and music sung on the oceasion.  Does not the Burney collection
of music, at the British Museum, afford one an ample store of
songs from which to choose? Are there not the memoirs of
Colley Cibber? those of Mrs. Clark, the daughter of Colley ?
Is there not Congreve, and Farquhar,—nay, and at a pinch, the
** Dramatic Biography,” or even the Specfator, from which the
observant genius might borrow passages, and construct pretty
antiquarian figments? Leave we these trifles to meaner souls !
Our business is not with the breeches and periwigs, with the
hoops and patches, but with the divine hearts of men, and the
passions which agitate them. What need, therefore, have weto
say that on this evening, after the dancing, the music, and the
fireworks, Monsieur de Galgenstein felt the strange and welcome
pangs of appetite, and was picking a cold chicken, along with
some other friends in an arbour—a cold chicken, with an
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accompaniment of a bottle of champagne—when _he was led to
remark that a very handsome plump little person, in a gorgeous
stiff damask gown and petticoat, was sauntering up and @wn the
walk running opposite his supping-place’, and bestowing con-
tinual glances towards his Excellency. The lady, who;ver she
was, was in a mask, such as ladies of high and low fasl'{mn wore
at public places in those days, and had a male companion. He
was a lad of only seventeen, marvellously well drcssf,e(‘l—mdeed,
no other than the Count’s own son, Mr. Thomas B1}lmg5; who
had at length received from his mother the silver-hL}ted sxvqrd,
and the wig, which that affectionate parent had prqmlsed lo_hnn_
In the course of the month which had elapsed since the inter-
view that has been described in the former chapter, Mr. Billings
had several times'had occasion to wait on his father ; but though
he had, according to her wishes, frequently alluded fo _the
existence of his mother, the Count had never at any time
expressed the slightest wish to renew his acquaintance with that
lady’; who, if she had seen him, had only seen him by stealtl-:.
The fact is, that after Billings had related to her the particu-
lars of his first meeting with his Excellency ; which ended, like
many of the latfer visits, in nothing at :111_: Mrs. Hayes had
found some pressing business, which continually took her to
Whitehall, and had been prowling from day to ‘day ‘about
Monsieur’ de Galgenstein's lodgings. F.our or five times in thre
week, as his Excellenty stepped into his coach, he might hﬂ,m
remarked, had he chosen, a woman in a black hood, who was
looking most eagerly into his eyes: but those eyes had _lon'g 5-!'11?;:
left off the practice of observing ; and Madam Catherine's visits
far gone for nothing. .
hag:j this rJnight, however, inspired by gaiety- and dm]-('gm‘;
Count had been amazingly stricken by the gait and oghnb-.c;
the lady in the mask. The Reverend O'Flaherty, who \\'gsedu-it h
him, and had observed the figure in the black cloak, recodgms‘ - 211:
thought he recognised, her. **1It is the woman who Dgl‘:. -y?qd
Excellency every day,” said he, ‘' She is wnh’th.at t:In or lad
who loves to see people hanged—your Excellency's son, me::mé
And he was just about to warn the Count of 2 dCO'[Ij‘lSPli'iltY
evidently made against him, and that the son hﬂh foug_ ;
most likely, the mother to play her arts upon him—he mls Juif
about, T say, to show to the Count the folly and d(i“»ﬂareil‘bed
renewing an old Zigison with a woman such as he had desc
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Mrs. Cat to be, when his Excellency, starting up, and interrupting
his ghostly adviser at the very beginning of his sentence, said,
““Egad, I'Abbé, you are right—it 75 my son, and a mighty
smart-looking creature with him. Hey ! Mr. ‘What's-your-name
—Tom, you rogue, don’t you know your own father?” And
so saying, and cocking his beaver on one side, Monsieur de
Galgenstein strutted jauntily after Mr. Billings and the lady.

It was the first time that the Count had formally recognised
his son.

““Tom, you rogue,” stopped at this, and the Count came up.
He had a white velvet suit, covered over with stars and orders,
a neat modest wig and bag, and peach-coloured silk-stockings
with silver elasps. The lady in the mask gave a start as his
Excellency came forward. *“Law, mother, don’t squeege so,"”
said Tom. The poor woman was trembling in every limb ; but
she had presence of mind to “squeege” Tom a great deal
harder ; and’the latter took the hint, I suppose, and was silent.

The splendid Count came up. Ye gods, how his embroidery
glittered in the lamps! What a royal exhalation of musk and
bergamot came from his wig, his handkerchief, and his grand
lace ruffles and frills! A broad yellow riband passed across
his breast, and ended at his hip in a shining diamond cross—a
diamond cross, and a diamond sword-hilt! Was anything ever
seen so beautiful?> And might not a poor woman tremble when
such a noble creature drew near to her, and deigned, from the
height of his rank and splendour, to look down upon her? As
Jove came down to Semele in state, in his habits of ceremony,
with all the grand cordons of his orders blazing about his
imperial person—thus dazzling, magnificent, triumphant, the
great Galgenstein descended towards Mrs. Catherine, Her
cheeks glowed red-hot under her coy velvet mask, her heart
thumped against the whalebone prison of her stays. What a
delicious storm of vanity was raging in her bosom! What a
rush of long-pent recollections burst forth at the sound of that
enchanting voice !

As you wind up a hundred-guinea chronometer with a two-
penny watch-key—as by means of a dirty wooden plug you set
all the waters of Versailles a-raging, and splashing, and stormin g
—in like manner, and by like humble agents, were Mrs.
Catherine’s tumultuous passions set going. = The Count, we have
said, slipped up to his son, and merely saying, ** How do, Tom 2"
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cut the young gentleman altogether, a_nd pass‘ing round to t}|1<3
ladv's side, said, “ Madam, 'tis a charming evening—egad itis!
She almost fainted ; it was' the old \'oi.::e. There he was, after
i n years, once more at her side !
sm;l;:iel );cnov.: what I could have done. I‘ can turn out a
quotation from Sophocles: (by looking to the mdcx)_ as wel_l as
another : T can throw off a bit of fine \\-Titing.too, with passion,
similes, and a moral at the end. What, pray, is the last sentenc?
but one but the very finest writing? Suppose, t:or exz}rnple. :
had made Maximilian, as he stood by the s_idc of Catherine, 100!
up towards the clouds, and exclaim, in the words of the
voluptuous Cornelius Nepos,—
*Aévoor vepédar
‘Apbaper Gavepat
Apogepay Pl evEynToL, K. T, A
Or suppose, again, I had said, in a stylj: still more popular':t
The Count advanced towards the maiden. They‘both were
mute for a while ; and only the beating of her heart mterrupt_eg
that thrilling and passionate si!cnce._ Ah, what years of burlr-:‘_
joys and fears, hopes and disappointments, arose ‘{rom their
araves in the far past, and in those brief moments flitted before
l:h:: united ones! How sad was that delicious retrospect, and
oh, how sweet ! The tears that rolled down the cheek nt_’ cac}f
were bubbles from the choked and moss-grown \‘rells of ;.m?.th‘.
the sigh that heaved each bosom had some lurking odours_m it
— memories of the fragrance of boyhood, echoes of the hymns
of the young heart ! Thus is it ever—for }hcsg blesscc} recollec-
tions the soul always has a place ; and \_vhnle crime perishes, and
sorrow is forgotten, the bmutiful_ alone is ‘?tcn:,a\l. ek
‘0 golden legends, written in the skies! rflused; le ,:, -
genstein, *“ ye shine as ye did in the old?n .c’t:l)'% ! .c’c ‘;Tae’l
but ye speak ever the same language. Gazing in your abysma
depths, the feeble ratioci—"

. . .

There, now, are six columns* of the best writing to be found

* There zvere six columns, as mentioned by the ::ccur:;tc Mr. S?]ﬁﬁfg?sﬁ
but we have withdrawn two pages and three-guarters, JeCatss, a > an
our correspondent has been excessively Eloqucnt, according to custom,

ious to © t cts of the story.
we were anxious to come to the facts of ¥ ; 3
we?\lr S;)lnmons, by sending to_our office, may have the cancelled

passages.—O. Y.
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in this or any other book. Galgenstein has quoted Euripid
thrice, P.lato once, Lycophron nine times, besides e\'tractsp; -
the _Laim syntax and the minor Greek poets. ‘Cathen‘rm'n
passionate embreathings are of the most fashionable order : Zes
I call upon the ingenious critic of the X—— newspaper tlo .
whethe:: they do not possess the real impress of the gia[::s of iﬁy
oldcn_ time—the real Platonic smack, in.a word? Not that i
want in the least to show off; but it is as well, everh no
then, to show the public what one caz do, 1 T
Ins_tead, however, of all this rant and nonsense how much
finer is the speech that the Count really did mal;e" Sl :
very fine evening—egad it is!” The ‘‘egad” dicl- the \'1115 Ia
b11]1511ness; Mrs. Cat was as much in Jove with him now as‘c\c"e:
;ss :1 mé been; and, gat.hennlg up all her energies, she said, * It
readful hot too, I think ;” and with this she made a curtsey.

“Stiﬁ[iing, split me'!” added his Excellency. *“ What do you
say, madam, to a rest i ] i
L st in an arbour, and a drink of som:

“Sir!"” said the lady, drawing back.
Oh, a drink—a drink by all means,” exclaimed Mr. Billings

ething

who was troubled with a perpetual thirst. * Come, mo——
Mrs, Jones, I mean: you're fond of a glass of cold ;mch :
know ; and the rum here is prime, I can tell you." 13 s
The Jady in the mask consented with some difficulty to th
E;og:;gfl rof )]Ir. Bil}lin gs, and was led by the two gemler};en ints
an a , where she was seat :
candles being lighted, punsch \igsbl‘j:::;:;}hcm s
She d.‘mnk one or two glasses very eagerly, and so did her tw:
companions ; although it was evident to sc:a, from the ﬂe;sb:;g

looks of both of them, that they had little need of

stimulus. e

S ln'(TlhE J(,ount, m the mi_dst of his champagne, it must
» Bad been amazingly stricken and scandalised by the
appearance c!f such a youth as Billings in a public place \-;!;ll :
{ady uqder his arm. He was, the reader will therefore und] =
stand, in the moral stage of liquor ; and when he issued o 161;
was not merely with the intention of examining Mr BilIiE ’1

femaie‘companiou. but of administering to hti'm CE;me S gbc’st
correction IAor venturing, at his early peri;d of life 1u|:: for: G2

such acquaintances. On joining Billings, his E\:(;elleuc = gny’
s_tei? was naturally to examine the lady. After -the 11'3-;151) -
sitting for 2 while over their punch, he bethought Yhin‘l of eifilsl
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original purpose, and began to address a number of moral
remarks to his son.

We have already given some specimens of Monsieur de Gal-
genstein's sober conversation ; anditis hardly necessary to trouble
the reader with any further reports of his speeches, They were
intolerably stupid and dull ; as egotistical as his morning lecture
had been, and a hundred times more rambling and prosy. If
Cat had been in the possession of her sober senses, she would
have seen in five minutes that her ancient lover was a ninny, and
have left him with scorn ; but she was under the charm of old
recollections, and the sound of that silly voice was to her magical.
As for Mr. Billings, he allowed his Excellency to continue his
prattle; only frowning, yawning, cursing occasionally, but
drinking continually.

So the Count descanted at length upon the enormity of young
Billings's eatly Ziazsons; and then he told his own, in the year
four, with a burgomaster's daughter at Ratisbon, when he was
in the Elector of Bavaria's service—then, after Blenheim, when
he had come over to the Duke of Marlborough, when a phy-
sician’s wife at Bonn poisoned herself for him, &ec. &ec.; of a
piece with the story of the canoness, which has been recorded
before. All the tales were true. A clever, ugly man every now
and then is successfut with the ladies ; but a handsome fool is
irresistible.  Mrs. Cat listened and listened. Good heavens!
che had heard all these tales before, and recollected the place
and the time—how she was hemming a handkerchief for Max;
who came round and kissed her, vowing that the physician’s wife

was nothing compared to her—how he was tired, and lying on
the sofa, just come home from shooting. How handsome he
Jooked ! Cat thought he was only the handsomer now ; and
looked more grave and thoughtful, the dear fellow !

The garden was filled with a vast deal of company of all kinds,
and parties were passing every moment before the arbour where
our triosat. About half-an-hour after his Excellency had quitted
his own box and party, the Rev. Mr. O’Flaherty came discreetly
round, to examine the proceedings of his diplomaticalckef. The
lady in the mask was listening with all her might ; Mr. Billings
was drawing figures on the table with punch; and the Count
talking incessantly. The Father Confessor listened for a
moment ; and then, with something resembling an oath, walked
away to the entry of the gardens, where his Excellency’s gilt
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coach, with three footmen, was waiting to carry him back to
London. ‘“Getme a chair, Joseph,” said his Reverence, who
infinitely prcferred a seat gratis in the coach. “That fool,”
muttered he, **will not move for this hour.” The reverer;d
gentleman knew that when the Count was on the subject of the
physician’s wife, his discourses were intolerably long ; and took
upon himself, therefore, to disappear, along with the rest of the
Count's party ; who procured other conveyances, and returned
to their homes.

After this quiet shadow had passed before the Count's box,
many groups of persons passed and repassed ; and among them
was no other than Mrs, Polly Briggs, to whom we have been
already introduced. Mrs. Polly was in company with one or
two other ladies, and leaning on the arm of a (r;_mlennn with
large shoulders and calves, a fierce cock to his hat, and a shabby-
genteel air. His name was Mr. Moffat, and his present occu-
pation was that of doorkeeper at a gambling-house in Covent
Garden ; where, though he saw many thousands pass daily
under hln eyes, his own salary amounted to no more than four-
and-sixpence weekly,—a sum quite insufficient to maintain him
in the rank which he held.

Mr. Moffat had, however, received some funds—amounting,
indeed, to a matter of twelve guineas—within the last month,
and was treating Mrs. Briggs very generously to the concert.
It may be as well to say that every one of the twelve guineas had
come out of Mrs. Polly’s own pocket; who, in return, had
received them from Mr. Billings. And as the reader may remem-
ber that, on the day of Tommy’s first interview with his father, he
had previously paid a visit to Mrs. Briggs, having under his arm
a pair of breeches, which Mrs. Briggs coveted—he should now
be informed that she desired these breeches, not for pincushions,
but for Mr. Moffat, who had long been in want of a pair.

Having thus episodically narrated Mr. Moffat's history, let us
state that he, his lady, and their friends, passed before the
Count's arbour, joining in a melodious chorus to a song which
one of the society, an actor of Betterton's, was singing :—

#"Tis m) will, when I m dead, that no tear shall be shed,
No ‘Hic ]"LCC‘.t ? be graved on my stone;
But pour o’er my ashes a bottle of red,
And say a good fellow is gone,
My brave boys |
And say a good fellow is gone.”
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My brave boys” was given with vast emphasis by the party;
Mr. Moffat growling it in a rich bass, and Mrs. Briggs in a
soaring treble. As to the notes, when quavering up to the skies,
they excited various emotions among the people in the gardens.
+¢ Silence them blackguards ! " shouted a barber, who was taking
a pint of small beer along with his lady. ‘“Stop that there
infernal screeching 1" said a couple of ladies, who were sipping
ratafia in company with two pretty fellows.

* Dang it, it's Polly !” said Mr. Tom Billings, bolting out of
the box, and rushing towards the sweet-voiced Mrs. Briggs.
‘When he reached her, which he did quickly, and made his
arrival known by tipping Mrs. Briggs slightly on the waist, and
suddenly bouncing down before her and her friend, both of the
latter drew back somewhat startled.

“ Law, Mr. Billings!"” says Mrs. Polly, rather coolly, *“is it
you? Who thought of seeing you here?”

«YWho's this here young feller?" says towering Mr. Mofiat,
with his bass voice.

«Jt's Mr. Billings, cousin, a friend of mine,” said Mrs. Polly
beseechingly.

«Oh, cousin, if it's a friend of yours, he should know better
how to conduct himself, that's all. Har you a dancing-master,
young feller, that you cut them there capers before gentlemen?"
growled Mr. Moffat, who hated Mr. Billings, for the excellent
reason that he lived upon him.

¢ Dancing-master be hanged!” said Mr. Billings, with
becoming spirit: ‘“if you call me dancing-master, I'll pull your
nose.”

“What! " roared Mr. Moffat, “ pull my nose? Mynose/ Tl
tell you what, my lad, if you durst move me, I'll cut your throat,
curse me!"”

* Oh, Moffy—cousin, T mean—'tis a shame to treat the poor
boyso. Goaway, Tommy; do goaway; my cousin’sin liquor,”
whimpered Madam Briggs, who really thought that the great
doorkeeper would put his threat into execution.

“Tommy!"” said Mr. Moffat, frowning horribly; * Tommy
to me too? g, g
which Mr. Moffat intended to utter; but he was interrupted ;
for, to the astonishment of his friends and himself, Mr. Billings
did actually make a spring at the monster's nose, and caught it
so firmly, that the latter could not finish his sentence.
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The operation was performed with amazing celerity; and,
having concluded it, Mr. Billings sprang back, and whisked
from out its sheath that new silver-hilted sword which his
mamma had given him. ‘“Now,” said he, with a fierce kind
of calmness, *‘now for the throat-cutting, cousin: I'm your
man !"

How the brawl might have ended, no one can say, had the
two gentlemen actually crossed swords ; but Mrs. Polly, with a
wonderful presence of mind, restored peace by exclaiming,
* Hush, hush ! the beaks, the beaks!” Upon which, with one
common instinet, the whole party made a rush for the garden
gates, and disappeared into the fields. Mrs. Briggs knew her
company : there was something in the very name of a constable
which sent them all a-flying.

After running a reasonable time, Mr. Billings stopped. But
the great Moffat was nowhere to be seen, and Polly Briges had
likewise vanished, Then Tom bethought him that he would go
back to his mother ; but, arriving at the gate of the gardens,
was refused admittance, as he had not a shilling in his pocket.
“ I've left,” says Tommy, giving himself the airs of a gentleman,
‘*some friends in the gardens. I'm with his Excellency the
Bavarian henvy.”

*Then you had better go away with him,” said the gate
people.

“But I tell you I left him there, in the grand circle, with a
lady ; and, what's more, in the dark walk, I have left a silver-
hilted sword."”

“Oh, my Lord, I'll go and tell him then,” cried one of the
porters, ‘“if you will wait.”

Mr. Billings seated himself on a post near the gate, and
there consented to remain until the return of his messenger.
‘The latter went straight to the dark walk, and found the sword,
sure enough. But, instead of returning it to its owner, this
discourteous knight broke the trenchant blade at the hilt; and
flinging the steel away, pocketed the baser silver metal, and
lurked off by the private door consecrated to the waiters and
fiddlers.

In the meantime, Mr. Billings waited and waited. And what
was the conversation of his worthy parents inside the garden?
I cannot say ; but one of the waiters declared that he had served
the great foreign Count with two bowls of rack-punch, and some
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biscuits, in No. 3: that in the box with him were first a young
gentleman who went away, and a lady, splendidly dressed and
masked : that when the lady and his Lordship were alone, she
edged away to the further end of the table, and they had much
talk : that at last, when his Grace had pressed her very much,
she took off her mask and said, **Don’t you know me now,
Max?" that he cried out, ““ My own Catherine, thou art more
beautiful than ever ! ” and wanted to kneel down and vow eternal

Jove to her ; but she begged him not to do so in a place where
all the world would see : that then his Highness paid, and they
left the gardens, the lady putting on her mask again.

‘When they issued from the gardens, ‘“Ho! Joseph la Rose,
my coach!” shouted his Excellency, in rather a husky voice;
and the men who had been waiting came up with the carriage.
A young gentleman, who was dozing on one of the posts at the
entry, woke up suddenly at the blaze of the torches and the noise
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of the footmen. The Count gave his arm to the Jady in the
mask, who slipped in; and he was whispering La Ro_;,c. when
the Iad who had been sleeping hit his Excellency on the shoulder,
fmd. said, *‘I say, Count, you can give e a cast home too,” and
Jumped into the coach.

When Catherine saw her son, she threw herself into his arms
and kissed him with a burst of hysterical tears; of which Mr.,
_Bi_llings was at a loss to understand the meaning. The Count
Joined them, locking not a little disconcerted ; and the pair were
landed at their own door, where stood Mr, Hayes, in his night-
cap, ready to receive them, and astounded at the splendou:;- of
the equipage in which his wife returned to him.

————

CHAPTER XI.
Of some Domestic Quarrels, and the Cousequence thereof.

AN ingenious magazine-writer, who lived in the time of Mr.
Brocli; and the Duke of Marlborough, compared the latter gentle-
man's conduct in battle, when he

o In peaceful thought the field of death’surveyed,
T'o fainting squadrons lent the timely aid ;
Inspired repulsed battalions to engage,

And taught the doubtful battle where to rage "——

Mr. Joseph Addison, I say, compared the Duke of Marlborough
to an angel, who is sent by Divine command to chastise a guilty
people—
““ And pleased his Master's orders to perform,
Rides on the whirlwind, and directs the storm.”

The first four of these novel lines touch off the Duke's disposition
and genius to a tittle. He had a love for such scenes of strife -
in the midst of them his spirit rose calm and supreme, soaring
(like an angel or not, but anyway the compliment is a very pretty
one) on the battle-clouds majestic, and causing to ebb or to flow
the mighty tide of war,

But as this famous simile might apply with equal propriety to
a bad angel as to a good one, it may in like manner be emplc;\‘cd
to illustrate small quarrels as well as great—a little far;xily
squabble, in which two or three people are engaged, as well as
a vast national dispute, argued on each side by the roaring
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throats of five hundred angry cannon. The poet means, in fact,
that the Duke of Marlborough had an immense genius for
mischief.

. Our friend Brock or Wood (whose actions we love to illustrate
by the very handsomest similes), possessed this genius in common
with his Grace ; and was never so happy, or seen to so much
advantage, as when he was employed in setting people by the
ears. His spirits, usually dull, then rose into the utmost gaiety
and good-humour. When the doubtful battle flagged, he by
his art would instantly restore it. When, for instance, Tom's
repulsed battalions of rhetoric fled from his mamma’s fire, a few
words of apt sneer or encouragement on Wood's part would bring
the fight round again ; or when Mr. Hayes's fainting squadrons
of abuse broke upon the stubborn squares of Tom's bristling
obstinacy, it was Wood's delight to rally the former, and bring
him once more to the charge. A great share had this man in
making those bad people worse. Many fierce words and bad
passions, many falsehoods and knaveries on Tom's part, much
bitterness, scorn, and jealousy on the partof Hayesand Catherine,
might be attributed to this hoary old tempter, whose joy and
occupation it was to raise and direct the domestic storms and
whirlwinds of the family of which he was a member. And do
not let us be accused of an undue propensity to use sounding
words, because we compare three scoundrels in the Tyburn Road
o so many armies, and Mr. Wood to a mighty field-marshal.
My dear sir, when you have well studied the world—how supremely
great the meanest thing in this world is, and how infinitely mean
the greatest—I am mistaken if you do not make a strange and
proper jumble of the sublime and the ridiculous, the lofty and
the low. I have looked at the world, for my part, and come to
the conclusion that I know not which is which.

Well, then, on the night when Mrs Hayes, as recorded by us,
had been to the Marylebone Gardens, Mr. Wood had found the
sincerest enjoyment in plying her husband with drink ; so that,
when Catherine arrived at home, Mr. Hayes came forward to
meet her in 2 manner which showed he was not only surly, but
drunk. Tom stepped out of the coach first; and Hayes asked
him, with an ocath, where he had been? The oath Mr. Billings
sternly flung back again (with another in its company), and at
the same time refused fo give his stepfather any sort of answer to
his query.




