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THE MEMOIRS

OF

MR. C. J. YELLOWPLUSH,

SOMETIME FOOTMAN IN

WAS born in the year one of the present or Christian hera,

and am, in consquints, Seven-and-thirty years old. My
mammacalled me Charles James Harrington Fitzroy Yellowplush,
in compliment to several noble familics, and to a sellybrated
coachmin whom she knew, who wore a yellow livry, and drove
the Lord Mayor of London.

Why she gev me this
the name of a part of his dress ; however, it’s stuck to me through
fife, in which I was, as it were, a footman by buth.

Praps he was my {ather—though on this subjict I can't speak
suttinly, for my ma wrapped up my buth in a mistry. . I may
be illygitmit, I may have been changed at nuss; but I've always
had genimnly tastes through life, and have no doubt that I come
of a genlmnly origum.

The less. I say about my. parint the better, for the dear old
creatur was very good to me, and, I fear, had very little other
goodness in her. Why, I can't say ; but I always passed as her
nevyouw. We led a strange life ; sometimes ma was dressed in
sattn and rooge, and sometimes in rags and dutt; sometimes I
got kisses, and sometimes kix; sometimes gin, and sometimes
shampang ; law bless us! how she used to swear at me, and
cuddle me ; there we were, quarrelling and making up, sober
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and tipsy, starving and guttling by turns, just as ma got money
ar spent it. But let me draw a vail over the seen, and speak
of her no more—it's sfishant for the public to know, that her
name was Miss Montmorency, and we lived in the New Cut.

My poor mother died one morning, Hev'n bless her! and I
was left alone in this wide wicked wuld, without so much money
as yould buy me a penny roal for my brexfast. But there was
some amongst our naybours (and let me tell you there's more
kindness among them poor disrepettable creaturs than in half-a-
dozen lords or barrynets) who took: pity upon poor. Sal's orfin
{for they bust out laffin- when I called her Miss Montmorency);
and gev me bred and shelter., I'm afraid, in spite of their kind-
ness, that my worrils wouldn't have improved if 1'd stayed long
among 'em. Buta benny-violent gentlmn saw me and put me
to school. The academy which I went to was called the Free
School of Saint Barthiolomew's the Less—the young genlmn wore
green baize coats, yellow leather whatsisnames, a tin plate on
the left arm, and a cap about the size of a muffing. I stayed
there sicks years ; from sicks, that is to say, till my twelth year,
during three years of witch 1 distinguished myself not a little in
the musicle way, for I bloo the bellus of“the church horgin, and
very fine tunes'we played too.

Well, it's not worth récounting my jewvenile follies (what trix
we used to play the applewoman ! and how we put snuff in the
old clark’s Prayer-book—my-€ye !}; but one day a genlmn entered
the school-room—it was on the very day when I went to sub-
traxion—and asked the master for a young lad for a servant.
They pitched upon me glad enough; and next day found me
sleeping in the sculry, close under the sink, at Mr. Bago's country-
house at Pentonwille.

Bago kep a shop in Smithfield Market, and drov a taring
good trade in the hoil and Italian way. TI've heard him say,
that he cleared no less than fifty pounds every year by letting
his front room at hanging time. « His winders looked right opsit
Newgit, and many and many dozen chaps has he seen hanging
there. Laws was laws in the year ten, and they screwed chaps'
nex for nex to nothink. But my bisniss was at his country-house,
where T made my first oxéray into fashnabl life, T was knife,
errint, and stable-boy then, and an't ashamed to own it ; for my
merrits have raised me to what I am—two livries, forty pound a
year, malt-licker, washin, silk-stocking, and wax candles—not
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counting wails, which is somethink pretty considerable at ows
house, I can tell you.

I didn't stay long here, for a suckmstance happened which
got me a very different situation. A handsome young genlmn,
who kep a tilbry and a ridin hoss at livry, wanted a tiger. 1 bid
at once for the place; and, being a neat tidy-looking lad, he
took me. Bago gave me a character, and he my first livry ;
proud enough I was of it, as you may fancy.

My new master had some business in the City, for he went in
every morning at ten, got out of his tilbry at the Citty Road,

and had it waiting for him at six; when, if it was summer, he
spanked round into the Park, and drove one of the neatest
turnouts there. Wery proud I was in'a gold-laced hat, a drab
coat and a red weskit, to sit by his side, when he drove. I
already began to ogle the gals in the carridges, and to feel that
longing for fashionabl life which I've had ever since. When he
was at the oppera, or the play, down I went to skittles, or to
White Condick Gardens; and Mr. Frederic Altamont’s young
man was somebody, I warrant: to be sure there is very few
man-servants at Pentonwille, the poppylation being mostly gals
Az
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of all work ; and so, though only fourteen, I was as much a man
down there, as if I had been as old as Jerusalem.

But the most singular thing was, that my master, who was
such a gay chap, should live in suchia hole. He had only a
ground-floor-in John Street—a p and a bedroom. T slep
over the way, and only came in with his boots and brexfast of a
maorning.

The house he lodged in belonged to Mr. and Mrs. Shum.
They were a poor but prolifiic co who had rented the place
for many years; and they and their family were squeezed in it
pretty tight, T can tell yow

and so he had. He had
been a sub-deputy assistant vice-c 7, or some such think ;
and, as I heerd afterwards, had been obliged to leave on account
of his nervousness. Hewas such a coward, the fact is, that he
was considered dangerous to the harmy, and sent home.

He had married a widow Buckmaster, who had been a Miss
Slamcoe.. She wasa Bristol gal; and her father being a bankrup
in the tallow-chandlering way, left; in course, a pretty little sum
of money. A thousand pound was settled on her : and she was
as high and mighty asif it had been a millium.

Buckmastér. died, leaving nothink ; nothink except four ugly
daughters by Miss Slamcoe: and her forty pound a year was
rayther a narrow income for one of her appytite and pretensions.
In an unlucky hour for Shum she met him. He was a widower
with a little daughter of three years old, a little house at
Pentonwille, and a little income about as big-as her own. T
believe she bullyd the poor creature into marridge ; and it was
agreed that he should let his ground-floor at John Street, and so
add somethink to their means.

They married ; and the widow Buckmaster was the grey mare,
Icantell you. Shewas always talking and blustering about her
famly, the celebrity of the Buckmasters, and the antickety of the
Slamcoes. . They had a six-roomed house (not counting kitching
and sculry), and\now twelve daughters in all ; whizz.—a Miss
Buckmasters: Miss Betsy, Miss Dosy, M Biddy, and Miss
Winny; z Miss Shum, Mary by name, Shum's daughter, and
seven others, who shall be nameless. Mrs. Shum was a fat red-
haired woman, at least a foot taller than S:, who was but a yard
and a half high, pale-faced, red-nosed, knock-kneed, bald-headed,
his nose and shut-frill all brown with snuff.

MISS SHUM’S HUSBAND. II

3ofore the honse tuor little ¢ } t
. Before the house was a little garden, where the washin of the
:‘Lmly vas all ways hanging, There was so many of 'em that
it was obliged to be done by relays. There was sixrailsand a
s(f)ckzng on each, ﬁ“d four small goosbry bushes, always coverad
with some bit of linning or other. The hall was aregular puddle :
: s & g tregula idle :
wet dabs of dishclouts fiapped in your face ; soapy smoking bits
r X ) g &7 S
of flanning went nigh to choke you ; and while youn were looking
upito prevent hanging yourself with the ropeswhich were strung
across 'V:d about, slap came the hedge of a pail against your
till one was like to be drove mad with hagony. The
rre: clatt 15 r] 53 3
zreat slattnly doddling girls was always on the stairs, poking
¢ 1 v w s Tige v =iy . 2
bout \.u_h nasty flower-pots, a-cooking something, or sprawling
n the window-seats with gr curl-papers, reading sy
ading 18

novls. An infernal pianna was jingling from morning till night
—two eldest Miss Buckmasters, ** Pattle of Prag "—six u;u:g‘
est Miss Shums, “In my Cottage,” il T knew every note
in lh::' ‘“Battle of Prag,” and cussed the day when “In my Cot-
tage™ was rote. The younger girls, too, were always bol;x:cing
and thumping about the house, with torn pinnyfores, and dogs-

eard grammars, and Iarge pieces of bread and treacle, 1 never
see such a house,

As for Mrs. Shum, she was such a fine lady, that she did
nothink but lay on the drawing-room sophy, read novels, drink
scold, seream, and go into hystarrix. Little S um kep re:zdiné
an old‘newspaper from week's end to week's end, when he was
not engaged in teaching the children, or goin for the beer, or
dmnin the shoes: for they kep no servant. This house in John
Street was in short a regular Pandymony,

What could have brought Mr. Frederic Altamont to duel in
sucha place?. Thereasonis hobvius! he adoared the fust Miss
Shum.

And suttnly he did not show a bad taste ; for though the other
daughters were as ugly as their hideots ma, Mary Shum was a
pretty little pink modest creatur, with gloss black hair and
tender blue eyes, and a neck as white as plaster of Parish. She
wore a dismal old black gownd, which had grown too short for
her, and too tight ; but it only served to show her pretty angles
and feet, and bewchus figger. Master, though he had Iooked
ratherlow for the gal of his art, had certainly looked in the right
place. Never was one more pretty or more hamiable, I ;:av
ber always the buttered toast left from our brexfast, and a cup
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of tea or chocklate, as Altamont might fancy: and the poor
thing was glad enough of it, I can vouch ; for they had precious
short commons upstairs, and the least of all.

For it seemed as if which of the Shum family should try to
snub'the poor thing most:-. There was the four Buckmaster girls
always at her. | It was, Mary, git the coal-skittle ; Mary, run
down to the public-house for the beer ; Mary, I intend to wear
your clean stockens out:walking, or your new bonnet to church.
Only her poor father was kind to her; and he, poor old muff!
his kindness was of no use.. Mary bore/all the scolding like a
hangel, /as she'was: no; not if she had a pair of wings and ¢
goold trumpet, could she-have been a greater hangel.

I'never shall forgit one seen that took place. It was when
Master was in-the City ;and so, having nothink earthly to do, I
happened to be listening on the stairs. The old scolding was
a-going on, and' the old. tune of that hojus * Battle of Prag.’
Old Shum made some remark’; and Miss Buckmaster cried out,
**Law, pa! whata fool youare!”  All the gals began laffin,
and so did Mrs. Shum ; all, that is, excep Mary, who turned as
red as flams, and going up to Miss Betsy Buckmaster, give her
two such wyax on her great red ears as made them tingle again.

Old Mrs.'Shum screamed, and ran at her like a Bengal tiger.
Her great arms vent veeling. about like a vinmill, as she cuffed
and thumped poor Mary for taking her pa's part, Mary Shum,
who was always a-crying before, didn’t shed a tear now. “I
will do it again,” she said, **if Betsy insults my father.” New
thumps; new shreex ! and the old horridan went on beatin the
poor girl till she was quite exosted, and fell down on the sog
puffin like a poppus.

‘' For shame, Mary,” began old Shum': ¢ for shame, you
naughty gal, you ! for hurting the feelings of your dear mamma,
and beating your kind sister! ”

** Why, it was because she called youa”

“Ifshe did, you pert-miss,” said Shum, lpokin
dignitified, ** I could correct her, and not you."”

““You correct me, indeed!"” said Miss Betsy,
nose, if possible, higher than before;
crect me! Imperenc

and she began to pour in /%zr wolly. Fust she called Muary
names, then Shum.

MISS SHUM'S HUSBAND.

*“Oh, why,” screeched she, *“why did I ever leave a genteel
famly, where I ad every ellyzance and Tucksry, to m:
creatur like this?  He is unfit to be called a man, heis unwaorthy
to marry a gentlewoman ; and as for that hussy, F disown her.
Thank Heaven she an'ta Slamcoe ; sheis only fittobea Shum ! *

*"That’s true, mamma,” said all the gals; for their mother
had taught them this pretty picce of manners, and they despised
their father heartily: indeed, I have always remarked that; in

mlies where the wife is internally talking about the merits of
her branch, the husband is invariably a spooney.

Well, when she was exosted again, down she fell on the sofy,
at her old trix—more screeching—more convulshuns: and she
wouldn't stop, this time, till Shum bad got her half-a-pint of her
old remedy from the “Blue Lion” over the way. She grew
more easy as she finished the gin ; but Mary was sent out of the
room, and told not to come back agin all day.

*“Miss Mary," says I,—for my heart yurned to the poor gal,
as she came sobbing and erable downstairs : ** Miss Mary,"”
says I, “if T might make so bold, here's master’s room empty,
and I know where the cold bif and picklesis.” **O Charles!”
said she, nodding her head sadly, ** I'm too retched to have any
happytite.” And she flung herself on a chair, and beganto cry
fit to bust,

At this moment, who should come in but my master. 1 had
taken hold of Miss Mary's hand, somehow, and do believe 1
should havekist it, when, as I said, Haltamont made his appear-
ance.  “What's this?"” cries he, lookin at me as black as
thunder, or as Mr. Phillips as Hickit, in the new tragedy of Mac
Buff,

“*Tt's only Miss Mary, sir,” answered L.

* Get out, sir,” says he, as fierce as poshil; and T felt some-
think (I think it was the tip of his to) touching me behind, and
found myself, nex minit, sprawling among the wet flannings and
buckets and things.

The people from upstairs came to seé what was the matter, as
I'was cussin and crying out. ** It's only Charles, ma,” screamed

ut Miss Betsy.

*“Where's Mary?” says Mrs. Shum, from the sofy.

** She's in master's room, mis said L.

*“She’s in' the lodger's room, ma,"” cries Miss Shum, ‘hecko-

ing me.
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*Very good ; tell her to stay there till he comes back."” And
then Miss Shum we bouncing up the stairs again, little
knowing of Haltamont's return,

. . . » . . . .

I'd long before observed that my master had an anchoring
after Mary Shum ; indeed, as/T Have said, it was purely for her
sake that he took and kep his lodgings at Pentonwille, Excep
for the'sake of Tove, which is above being mersnary, fourteen

shillings'a wick was a Zi#Z too strong for two such'rat-holes as
be lived in, 1 doblieve the famly had nothing else but their
lodger to live on - they brekfisted off his tea-leaves, théy cut away
pounds and pounds' of meat from his jints\ (he'always dined at
home), and his baker's bill was at least enoughforsix. But that
wasi’t my business. I saw him grin, sometimes, when I laid
down the cold bif of a morning, to see how-dittle was left of
yesterday’s sirline’; but he never said a syllabub : for true Jove
don't mind a pound of meat or so hextra,

At first, he was very kind and attentive to'all the gals; Miss

»+in partickler, grew mighty fond of him : they sat, for
wicle evenings, playing cribbitch, he taking/'his pipeand glas,
she her tea-and muffing; but as it was improper for her to come

she brought one of her sisters; and this was genrally
¥,—for he made a pint of asking her, too,—and one day,
when one'of the others came instead, he told her, very quitely,
that be hadn't invited her; and N Buckmaster was too fond
of muffings to try this game on again : besides, she was jealous
of-her three grown sisters; and considered Mary as only a cliild.
Lawblessus! how she used to ogle him, and quot bitsof pottry,
and play ' Meet Me by Moonlike,” on an old gitter : she re
fiung herself at his head s but he wouldn't have it, bein better
ockypied elsewhere.

One night, as genteel as possible; he brought home tickets
for ““Ashley’s," and proposed to take the two young ladies
Miss Betsy and Miss Mary, in course, I recklect he call
aside that afternoon, assuming a solamon and mist
*‘Charles," said he, **are you up fo snufe"

“Why, sir," said T, ““I'm genrally considered tolerab

“Well," says he, “Tll give you half-a-suffering if you can
manage this bisness for me; I've chose a rainy night on purpus,
When the theatre is over, you must be waitin with two um-
brellows ; give me one, and hold the other over Miss Buck-
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master: and, hark ye, sir, furn % the right when you leave the
theater, and say the coach is ordered to stand a little way up the
street, in order to‘get rid of the crowd.”

We went (in a fly hired by Mr. A.), and never shall T forgit
Cartliche’s hacting on that memrable night. Talk of Kimble!
talk of Magreedy ! Ashley's for my money; with Cartlitch in the
principal part.  But this is nothink to the porpus. When the
play was over, I was at the door with the umbrellos, It was
raining cats and dogs, sure enough.

Mr. Altamont came out presently, Miss Mary under his arm,
and Miss Betsy following behind, rayther sulky. “This way,

,' cries 1, pushin forward ; and 1 threw a great cloak over

, fit to smother her, Mr., A. and M Mary skipped
s out of sight when Miss Betsy's cloak was settled,
yout may be sure.

“They're only gone to the fly, miss, . It’s a little way up the
street, away from the crowd of carridges.”| And off we tarned
20 the 7ight, and no mistake,

After marchin alittle throngh the plash and mud, * Has any-
body seen Coxy’s fly?” cries I, with the most innocent haxent
in the werld.

“Cox’s fly!" hollows out one chap. “Isit the vaggin you
want?™ says another. ‘I see the blackin wan pass,” giggles
out another genlmn ; and there was sucha hinterchange of com-
pliments as you never heerd. T pass them over though, because
sonie of 'em were not very genteel.

“Taw, miss," said T, “what shall' T do? My master will
never forgive me; and I haven't a single sixpence to pay a
coach.” | Miss Betsy was just going to call one when T'said
that; but the coachman wouldn't have it at that priee, he said,
and I knew very well that sk hadn't four or five shillings to pay
for a wehicle. So, in the midst of that tarin rain, at midnight,
we had to walk four miles, from Westminster Bridge 1o Penton-
wille§ and what was wuss, / didn't happen' to know the way.
very nice walk it-‘was; and no mistake.

Atabout half-past two, we got safe to John Street. MX master
was at the garden gate. Miss Mary flew into Miss l_%ct.sy's. arms,
while master began cussin and swearing at me for disobeying his
orders, and Zurning to the right instead of fo the left!  Law bless
me ! his hacting of hanger was very near as natral and as terrybl
as Mr. Cartlich's in the play.
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They had waited half-an-hour, he said, in the fly, in the little
street at the left of the theater; they had drove up and down in
the greatest fright possible; and at last came home, thinking it
was in vain to wait any more. They gave her ‘ot rum-and-water
and roast oysters for supper, and this consoled her a little.

I hope nobody-will cast an imputation on Miss Mary for 4er
share in this adventer, for she was as honest a gal as ever lived,
and T do believe is hignorant to this day of our little strattygim.
Besides; all’s fair in Jove ; and, as my master could never get to
see her alone, on acconnt of her infernal eleven sisters and ma,
he took this.opportunity of expressin his attachment to her.

If he was in love with her before, you may be sure she paid it
him back again now. Ever after the night at Ashley's, they
were as tender as‘two tuttle-doves—which fully accounts for the
axdent what happencd to me, in being kicked out of the room :
and in course I bore no-mallis.

I don't know whether Miss Betsy still fancied that my master
was in love with her, but she loved muffings and tea, and kem
down to his parlor as much as ever.

Now comes the sing'lar part of my history.

—p——

CHAPTER II.

BuT who was this genlmn with a fine name—Mr. Frederic
Altamont 2 or what was he? The most mysterus genlmn that
ever I knew. OnceI said to him on a wery rainy day, ““ Sir,
shall I bring the gig down to your office ? ' and he gave me one
of his biack looks and one of his loudest hoaths, and told mae to
mind my own bizziness, and attend to my orders. Another day,
—it was on the day when Miss Mary slapped Miss Betsy's face—
Miss M., who adoared him, as I have said already, kep on asking
him what was his buth, parentidg, and ediccation. **Dear
Frederic,” says'she, *“why this mistry about yourself and your
hactions? why hide from your little Mary "—they were as tender
as this, I can tell you—** your buth and your professin?"

I spose Mr. Frederic looked black, for I was only listening,
and he said, in a voice hagitated by emotion, ** Mary," said he,
*“if you love me, ask me this no more : let it be sfishnt for you
10 know that T am 2 honest man, and that a secret, what it
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ry for you to larn, must hang over all my actions—
hat is, from ten o'clock till six.

They went on chaffinand talking in this melumcolly and mys-
terus way, and I didn't lose a word of what they said ; for them
houses in Pentonwille have only walls made of pasteboard, and
you hear rayther better outside the room than in. But, though
he kep up his secret, he swore to her his affektion this day pint
blank. Nothing should prevent him, he said, from leading her
to the halter, from makin her his adoarable wife:  After this was

a slight silence. “ Dearest Frederic,” mummered out Miss,
speakin as if she was chokin, I am yours—yours for ever.
And then silence agen, and one or two smax, asif there was

sin going on. Here T thought it best to give arattle at ll}c
door-lock ; for, as I live, there was old Mrs. Shum a-walkin
down the stairs! .

It appears that one of the younger gals, a-looking out of }i:c
bed-rum window, had seen my master come in, and coming

down to tea half-an-hour afterwards, said so in a cussary way.
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Old Mrs. Shum, who was a dragon of vertyou, cam bus
down the panting and frowning, as fat and as fierce as .1
old sow at feedin time;

L \\’i‘wrc’x‘ the lOd"c‘ fellow?” says s‘\« to me,

me, and opening
th(. p..rlor»ﬂoor sees master ,ooldng \\Ary qt.(c » and Miss Mary
a-drooping down her head like a pale Iily,

‘“Did |you come into my famly,” says she, ““to ‘corrupt my
daughters, and to dQ:Lu\ the mm
Did you come here, sir, as
sir, speak ! "—and she fn
like Mrs. Siddums in the "

“I came here, Mrs, Shur

daughter, or I never would have condescendec

beggarlyhole. T have treated her in every re spect likea

and she is as innocent now, ma’m, as she was when

born, | If shelll marry me, T am ready ; if she'll leave you, she
shall havea homewhere she shall be neither bullyd nor starved :
no hangry fromps of si no cross'mother-in-layw, only an

kshnat ]msmnl and .x” the pure pleasures of Hyming,”

Mary flung herselfinto his arms “DL‘A , dear Frederic,” says

he, ““ T'll never leave you.

“Miss," says Mrs. Shum, ““you ain't a Slamcoe nor yet a
Buckmaster, thank God. You'may marry this person if your pa
thinks proper, and he may insu e—braveme—trample on my
feelinxin my own house—and there's no-o-0-obedy by to defend

i
me.

agen, and she echi 1d roarin like Down
comes of course the eleven gals 1 n. There wasa
preity rows | ‘f Look here, /si ys:she, “at the conduck of
your precious trull of a daughter—alone mth this man, kissing
and dandlin, and Lawd knows what besid

““What, he?" cries Miss Betsy—** he in love with Mary, Oh,
the wretch, the monster, the deceiver ! "—and she falls down too,
screeching away as loud as her mamma ; for the silly creature
fancied still that Altamont had a fondness for her.

“Silence these women !” shouts out Altamont, thunderis g

*1 love your da T
ut a penny, and can afford to keep her. If you don’t give h
¢'ll come of her own will. hat enough?—may
4 \\ e'l I talk of this matter, s
igh and mighty as an ¢ Iu.rm'u,
dear mamma."—And they
skrimmage ended.
You may be sure that old Shum was .‘oL very sorry to get a
ushand for m- danghter Mary, for the ol¢ ir loved her
i 1 to
y, when he came
< of \uxl ments mul so forth, n word would my. m
He said he made fi I "
ldn't tell how—but Mary
all that he had.and ask no questions ;-only:this-he would
asihe'd said before, that he was a honest man.
They were married in a few days, and took a
house at Islington ; but still my master w t:-.'.'.'n_\'
and nobody knew where.  Who could he be?

CHAPTER HI.

Ir ever a young kipple in the middlin cl
ce of happiness, it was Mr. and Mrs,

r house at Cannon Row, Islington, was as comfortable
house could be. = Carpited from topto to; pore’s rates small :
furnitur elygant ; and three deomestix ; of which'T,in course, was
one. My life wasn't so easy asin Mr. A.'s bachelor days; but,
whatthen? The three W's is my maxum : ple o, work, rncm}
of wittles, and plenty of wages. Altamontkep hi :
but went to the City in an omlibuster.

One would' have thought, I say, that Mrs:
effeckshnut husband, might have been as happy
majisty. Nothing of the sort. For the fust six months it was
all very well ; but then she grew gloomier and gloomier, though
A did everythink in life to please

Old Shum used to come reglarly four times a wick to Cannon
Row, where he lunched, and dined, and teed, and supd. The
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pore little man was a thought too fond of wine and spirits ;-and
many and many's the n at I've had to support him home.
And you may be sure tl ss Betsy did not now desert her
sister : she was at our place mornink, noon, and night; not
much to-my mayster’s liking, though he was too good-natured
towex his wife in trifies

But Betsy never had forgotten the recollection of old days,
and hated Altamont like the foulfeind. She put all kind of bad
things inta the head of poor innocent missis : who, from t ng
all gaiety andcheerfulness, grew to be quite melumcolly and
pale, and retchid, just as if she had been the most misrable
woman in the world,

In three months more; a baby comes; in course, and with it
old Mrs. Shum, who stuck to Mr as close as a wampire,
and made her retchider and retchider. She used to bust into
tears when ' Altamont came home ; she used to i and wheep

over the pore child, and say, *‘My child, my child, vour father
is false to me;; " or, “* Your father dece me ;" or, * What will
you do when your porg mother is no more?” or such like senti-
mental stoff,

It all came‘from Mother Shum, and her old trix, as I soon
fo:mrl out. TI t-is, when tI.LrL is a mmr\ of this’kind in

ten I did, one
Y Shum a sittin
lin }w,r. as she L’L]A. dit: lh(u!gh, Heaven knows, she cnly
grew wuss and wuss for the consolation.

Well, Tlistened'; Mrs. Shum was 2-rockin the ba aby, and missi

1g as yousual,

“I’orcdv.nrnmocmi saysMrs. heavina greatsj
the child of 2 unknown father and a misrable mothe :

“Don't speak ill of Frederic, mamma,” says missis; * he is
all kindness to me

“ All kindness, ind

‘fyou’re

es, he gives you a fine house, and a
y whenever you please ;. but z/eze

y
fir .d gownd, and a rx(ic ma

25 all kis money come from ? “Who is he—what is he?  Who
I~:n<>\\> that he mayn't be a murderer, or a housebreaker, or a
utterer of forged notes? How can he make his money honestly,
when he won't say where he gets it? Why does he leave you

ht hours every blessid day, and won't say where he goes to?

10
QO Mary, Mary, you are the most injured of women!"

And with this: Mrs, Shum began sobbin; and Miss Betsy
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g likeacatina
—tears is so remarkable infec

“ Perhaps, mamma,” wimpered out she; *“ Fredericis a shap-
boy, and don't like me to know that he is not a gentleman.

“ Ashop-boy,"” says Betsy ; *‘heashop-boy! Ohno, no;

ore liI:r:“\' \ wretched willain of a murd
mbmg all day, and fee you with the fruits of his i
games!"
" Mor cr\"n and screechin here took place, in which'the baby
joined, and made a very pre! tty consort, I can tell you.
" s He can't be a robber,” cries missis; *“he's too good, ‘100
kind, for that : besides, murdering is done at night, and Frederic
is 11 1ome at eight.”

« But he can be a forger,” says Betsy, “*a wicked wicked

rgzr.  Why does he goaway e \--v_\ day? to forge notes, to Le

‘sure. Why does he go'to the City? tobe near banks and plz
and so do it niore:at his convenience.”

¢ But he brings home a sum of money every day—about t
shillings—sometimes fifty : and then he -.-'mﬂw, and says it's a
good day’'s work. ‘Thisiis not like a forger," said pore ?\.I_rc_ Al

‘T have it—I have it!'"screams out Mrs. S. **The \‘111;111.‘1—-
the sneaking double-faced Jonas! he’s married to som_cboc'!:\' else,
he is, and that’s why he Ieaves you, the base b'zggym}ﬁ !

At this, Mrs. Altamont, struck all of a heap, fainted c‘.eqn
away. “A dreadful business it was—hystarrix; then .hysmr. X, in
course, from Mrs, Shum; b ringin, child 591}:\1;:1, Su v;}n S
tearin up 'md down stairs with: hot water ! : Ii. ever there is
noosance in the world, it's a ¢ where faintin is always gt
on: 1 wouldn’t liveiin-one,—no; not to be groom of the cham-
bers, and git two hundred a year. )

It was eight o’clock in the evenin when this row tool.s' place;
and such a row it was, that nobody but me heard master’s knoek.
He came in, and heard the hooping, and screeching, 1nd IO "
ing: He seemed very much frightened at first, and said, *“What
i9ig2” : :

** Mrs, Shum's here,” says T, ‘“and Mrs. in astarn

Altamont looked as black as thunder, and growled outaword

which I don't like to name—let it suffice that it begins witha &
and ends with a zafion ; and he tore upstairs like n_mn.

He bust open t bc(‘room door ; missis lay quite p:'..-;1 :'v]
stony on the sofy ; the babby was screechin from the craddle ;
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Miss Betsy was sprawlin over missis ; and Mrs. Shum half on
the bed and half on the ground: all howlin and squeelin, like
S0 many dogs at the moond,

When A. came in, the mott and daughter stopped all of :
sudding. There had been one or two tiffs before between them,
and they feared him as if he had been a hogre,

““What's this infernal screeching and erying about?” savs he,
*“Qli, Mr. Altamont,” ¢ the old woman, “you know too
well ; it’s about you that this darling child is misrabble |

““And why abont me, pray, madam 2"

‘¢ Why, sir, dare you ask why? Because you deceive her, sir .
because you are a {alse cowardly traitor, sir ;| because Jou kave
@ wife elsewhere, sir/” And the old lady and Miss Betsy began
toroar again as loud as ever,

Altamont pawsed for a minnit, and then flung the door wide
open ; nex-hesseized Miss Bet ¥ as if his hand were a vice, and
he world herout of the room ; then up he goes to Mrs. S) Get
up," says he, thundering loud, you lazy, trellopping, mischicf-
making, lying old fool | Get up, and get out of this house, Vou
haye been the cuss and bain of my happyniss since you entered
it. | With yotr d—d lies; and nowvle reading, and histerris, you
have perwerted Mary, and made her almost asmad as yourself.”

*“My child? my child ! " shriex out Mrs, Shum, and clings
round missis. - But' Altamont ran between them, and griping
the old‘lady by Her arm, drs gged her to the door. * Follow
your daughter, ma’'m;’" says he, and down she went, « Chawls,
see thiose lndies 1o th Zoor, hollows out, ““and never let them
passit agam,” 2d down together, and off they went :
and master locked and double-locked the bedroom door after
him, intendin, of course, to have a Zetor-tator (as they'say) with
his wife. ' You may be sure that T followed Upstairs again pretty

» to hear the result of their confidence,

ey say at St. Steveneses, it was rayther a stormy debate.

"' says master, “you're no longer the merry gratefiil
gal I knew and loved at Pentonwill ; there's some se ret a
pressin on you—there’s no smilin welcom for me now, as there
used formly to be! Vour mother and sister-in-law haye per-
werted you, Mary: and that's why I've drove them from this
house, which they shall not re-enter in my life.”

*“O Frederic! it's you is the cause, and not I.  'Why do you
haye any mistry from me? Where do you spend your days?
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Why did you leave me, even on the of your marridge, for
cigh.l hours, and continue to do so every ‘Lf"'?” ] :

*“Because," says he, ““I makes my livelihood byit. Ileave
you, and don't tell you Zow I make it: for it would make you
none the happier to know.""

It was in this way the convysation ren on—more tears and
questions on my missises part, more sturmness and sﬂn;x?ce on
my master's : it ended, for the first time since their marridge, in
a .;cg]ar quarrel. Wery difrent, I can tell you, frorp gll the hanz~
merous billing and kewing which had proceeded their nupshuls,

amming the door in a fury; as well he
might. he, “If T can't ha\'cln. comforable life, I can haye
a jolly one ;"' ‘and so he went off to lh(_: hed tavern, and C?.l"l?
home that evening beesly intawsicated. When lngh. W(')l'd:'
begin in a family drink generally follows on Lh-': genlman's side ;
and then, fearwell to all conjubial ha.ppym-“! Thcs‘:’ two
pipple, so fond and loving, were now sirly, silent, and. lul.lh ox
il wil. Master went out earlier, and came home later ; missis
cried more, and locked even paler than before,
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Well, U)vngw went on in this uncomfortable way, master still
in the mopes, missis tempted by the deamons of jellosy and
curosity ; until a singlar axident L;rou”hl to light all the goings
on of Mr, .-\!tamont.

It was the tenth of January ; T recklect the day, for old Shum
gev me half-a-crownd (the fust an ] ast of his money 1 ever
see, by the way): he was dining a ong with master, and they
were making merry together.

Master said, as he was mixing his fifth tumler of punch and
little Shum his twelfth: or! so—master said, ** I see you twice in
the City to-day, 'Mr, Shum."

“* Well, that's curous!” says Shum. T zwes in the City.
To-day's the day when the di wydins (God bless 'em) is paid
and me and Mrs. S. went for our half-year's inkem. But we
only got out of the coach, crossed the street to the Bank, took
our znonc;.. and got in\agen, How could yout see me twice "

Altamont stuttered and stammered and hemd, ‘and: hawd.
“Oh!” says he, *I'was p: ng—passing as you went in and
out.” 'And he instantly turned the conversation, and began
talking about pollytix, or the weather, or'some such stuff.

*¥es, my dear,” said my m *but how could you see
papa zice 2" Master didn't dn\\.u, but talked pollytix more
than ever.  Still she would continy on. *“ Where was you, my
dear, when you saw pa? | What were you doing, my love, to
see pa-twice? " and so forth. - Master looked angrier and angrier,
and his wife only pressed him wuss and wuss.

This was, :15 I said, little Shum'’s twelfth tumler ; and I knew
pritty well that he could git very little further; for as n
as the unrteunh came, Shum was drunk. ‘The thirteenth did
come, and its consquinzes. I was obliged to leed him home to
John Street, where I left him in the hangry arms of Mrs, Shum

‘“How the d—," sayd he all the way, “'how the d-d-d—the
deddy—deddy—devil—could he have seen me #

—_—

CHAPTER 1V.

IT was a sad slip on Altamont's part, for no sooner did he go out

the next morning than missis went out too. She tor down the
street, and never stoppec > came to her pa's house at
Pentonwill. She was closi ) hour with her ma, and
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when she left her she drove straight to the City. She walked
before the Bank, and behind the Bank, and round the Bank:
she came home disperryted, having learned nothink. :

And it was now an extraordinary thing that from Shum's
house for the next ten days there was nothing but expyditions
into the City. Mrs. S., tho her dropsicle legs had never carred
her half so fur before, was eternally on the Zzy veve, as the
French say. If she didn’t go, Miss Betsy did, or missis did:
they seemed to have an attrackshun to the Bank, and went there
as natral as an om

At last one day, old Mrs. Shum comes to our house—{she
wasn't admitted when master was there, but came still in his
absintsj—and she wore a hair of tryumph, as slfm entered.
““Mary," says she, *‘ where is the money your husbind brought
1o you' ycs(e;day 2" My master used always to give it to m
when he returned. :

* The money, ma !" says Mary, **why, here!"” And pulling
out her puss, she showed a sovrin, a good heap of silver, and an
odd-looking Iittle coin. :

“THAT'S IT! t'sit!” cried Mrs. S. **A Queene Anne’s
sixpence, isn't it, dear—dated seventeen hundred and thre
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1t was so sure enough: a Queen Ans sixpence of that very
date,

““Now, my love,” says she, * I have found him! Come with
me to-morrow, and you shall KNow ALL!"

And now comes the end of my story.

The ladies nex morning set out for the City, and T walked

bmmd, deoing the f’echI thing, with a nosegy and a goold

We w .JLLd down the \cw Road—we walked down the

City Road—we walked to the Bank.  We were crossing from

that heddyfiz to the other side of Cornhill, when J.h of a sudden
nissis shreeked, and fainted spontaceously awa

I rushed forrard, ‘and raised her to my arms, s'nlmw thereby a

new weskit and a pair of erimson smalcloes. I rushed forrard,

7, very neatly knocking down the old sweeper who was

1g away as fast as posi We took her to Birche's; we

provided her with a hackney-coach and every lucksury, and

carried her home to Islington.

That night master never came home: Nor the nex night, nor
the nex. On. the fourth day an octioneer arrived ; he took an
infantry of the furnitur, and placed a bill in the \-.-ndu\\.

At'the end of the wick Altamont made his appearance. He
was haggard and pale ; not so haggard, however, not so pale;as
his miserable wife.

He looked at her very tendrilly. I may say, it's from.him
that I coppied my look to Miss He looked at her very
tendrilly and held out his arms. She.gey a suﬁ_vc;».mxg shreek,
and rusht into his-umbraces,

““Mary," sayshe, “you know all now. I havesold my place ;
I have got three thousand pounds for it, and saved two more.
I've sold my house and furnitur, and that brings me another.
We'll go abroad and loye each other, has formly.”

And now you ask ‘me, Who he was? I shudder to relate.
—Mr. Haltamont SWEP THE CROSSING FROM THE BANK TO
CORNHILL | !

Of cors, 7 left his servis. I met him, few years after, at
Badden-Badden, where he and Mrs. A. were much respectid,
and pass for pipple of propaty.

THE AMOURS OF MR. DEUCEACE.

—_——

DIMOND CUT DIMOND.

HE name of my nex master was, '[ osbil, still more ellygan
and youfonious than m::L of my I now found m
boddy servant to the Honrabble Halgernon Percy Deuc
youngest and F th son of

I

in Pump C
a \\h.b’.l‘ n )"O()d \\Jld) pr.‘ sJmy readers don't no,
, it's on the confines of th Citty, and the choasen
aboad of the lawyers of this metrappoli

When I say that Mr, Deuceace was a barrystir, T don't mean
that he went sesshums or surcoats (as they call 'em), but simply
that he kep chambers, lived in Pump Cort, and looked out for a
commitionarship, or a revisinship, or any other place that the
Wig guvvyment could give him. His father was a Wi ig pi
the landriss told me), and had been a Toary pier, The fack
his Lordship was so poar, that he would be anythink or nothink,
to get provisions for his sons and an inkum for himself,

T'phansy that he aloud Halgernon two hundred
it would have been a very comfor
paid him.

Owever, the young genlmn' was a genlmn, and no mis
he got his allowents of nothing a year, and spent it in the most
honrabble and fashnabble manner. He kep a kab—he went
to Holmax—and Crockfud's—he moved in the most Xq
suckles and trubbld/ the law boox very little, I can' tell y
Those' fashnabble ‘gents have ways 'of getten money, witch
comman pipple doan’t understand.

Though he only had a therd floar in Pump Cort, he lived as i
he had the welth of Cresas. The tenpun notes flop abowt as
common as haypince—clarrit and shampang was at his house as
vulgaras gin; and verry glad I was, to be sure, tobea valley
to & zion of the nobillaty.
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Deucery:.cc had, in his sittin-room, a large pictur on a sheet of
paper. The names of his family was wrote on it - it was wrote
in the shape of a tree, a-groin out of a man-in-armet’s stomicek,
:n.xd the Dbames were on little plates among the bows. The
pictur said that the Denceaces kem into England in the year
1065, along with William Conqueruns. My tmaster called it his
podygree. I do bleev it was because he had this pictur, and
L?ec:mse he was the Honrabple Deuceace, that he mannitched to
live'as'he did., - If he had been a common man, you'd have said
he was no better than a swinler. It's only rank and buth that
can warrant such singularities as my master show'd, Forit's no
use disgysing it—the Honrabble Halgernon was a GAMBLER.
¥or a man of wulgar family, it's the wust trade that can be—for
a man of common feeliny of honesty, this profession is quit
imposbil ;. but for a real thoroughbread ge:ﬁmn, it's the esiest
and most prophetable line he can take.

It may praps appear curious that such a fashnabble man
should live in the Temple ; hut it must be reckle , that it’s
not only lawyers who live in what's called the Insof Cort.
Many batchylers, who have nothink to do with ler, have here
their loginx; and many sham barrysters, who never put on 2
wig and gownd twise in their lives, kipapartments in the ‘Temple,
instead of Bon Street, Pickledilly, or other fashnabble places.

Frinstance, on our stairkis (so these houses are called), there
was 8 sets.of .chamberses, and only 3 lawyers, 'J‘hc.‘c,c was
bottom floar, Screwson, Hewson, and I(:\vso(n, attorneys ; fust

oar; Mr. Sergeant Flabber—opsite, Mr. ‘Counslor Braffy ; and
secknd pair, Mr. Haggerstony, an Irish counslor, pr:xi-:li'sing at
the Old Baly, and lickwise what they call reporter to the Morning
Post nyouspapper, | Opsite him was wrote g

MR. RICHARD BLEWITT ;

and on the thud floar, with my master; lived one Mr. Dawkins.

This young fellow was a new comer into the Temple, and un-
Iucky it was for him too—he’d better have never been born ; for
it's my firm apinion that the Temple ruined him—that is, with
the help of my master and Mr. Dick Blewitt : as you shall hear.

Mr. Dawkins, as T was gave to understand by his young man,
had jest left the Universary of Oxford, and had a pretty little
fortn of his own—six thousand pound, or so—in thestox. He
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was jest of age, an orfin who had lost his father and mother ; an
hz kywished h at Collitch, where he gained seffral
prices, was come to town to push his fortn, and study the
barryster's bisness.

Not bein of a very high fammly hisselfi—indeed, I've heard
say his er was a chismonger, or somethink of that Ic
Dawkins was glad to find his old Oxford frend, Mr. B

TOONIS SO
Now, e was a considdrable intimacy between me an¢
Mr. Blewitt's gentleman, there was scarcely any betwixt our
masters,—mine being too much of the aristoxy to associate with
one of Mr. Blewitt's sort. Blewitt was what they cill a bettin
man ; he went reglar to Tattlesall's, kep a pony, wore a white
hat, a blue berd's-eye handkercher, and a cutaway coat. In
his manners he was the very contrary of my master, who was a
slim ellygant man as ever I sée—he had very white hands,

rayther a sallow face, with sharp dark ise, and small wis
neatly trimmed and as black as Warren's jet—he spoke very low
and soft—he seemed to be watchin the person with whom he was
in convysation, and always flatterd everybody. As for Blewitt,
he was quite of an sort.. He was alw swearin, singing.
and slappin people on the back, as hearty as posbillk He
seemed a merry, careless, honest cretur, whom one would trust
with life and soul. - So thought Dawkins, at least; who, though
a quiet young ‘man, fond of his boox, novvles, Byron's poems,
floot-playing, and such like scientafic amusemints; grew hand
in glove with honest Dick Blewitt, and soon after with my
master, the Honrabble Halgernon. . Poor Dayw | he thought he
was makin good connexions and real friends—he had fallen
with a couple of the most etrocious swinlers that ever lived.

Before Mr. Dawkins's arrival at our house, Mr. Deuceace had
barely condysended to speak to Mr, Blewitt; it was only about
a month after that suckumstance that my master, all of a
sudding, grew very friendly with him. . The reason was pretty
clear,—Deuceace 72 d kim. Dawkins had not been an hour
in master’s company before he knew that he had a pidgin to
pluck.

Blewitt knew this too : and
to keep this one entirely to himself.
Honrabble Halgernon manuvring to get this poor bird out of
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witt's: clause, who thought he had it safe, 1In fact,-he'd
brought Dawkins to these chambers for that \'cry porpos, think-
ing to have him under his eye, and strip him at leisure,

My master very soon found out what was Mr. Blewitt's
Gamblers know gamblers; if not by instink, at least by
tion ; and though Mr. Blewitt mioved in a much lower
than Mz, I_)(u(.CClCL, they knew each other's de
puffickly well.

““Charles, you, scoundrel, " says Deuceace to me one da (
always spoak 'in that kind wa ‘y ““who is this person that 1
taken the opsit chamber ys the flute so industrusly?

“#It’s Mr. Dawkins, young gentleman from Oxford,
and a great friend of Mr. B'i-:\\'!h:‘.s, sir,” says I; “they seem
to live in each other’s rooms,’

Master said nothink, but he £&rin'd—my eye, nm\ he ¢
Not the fowl find himself could snear mor

I knew what he meant :

Imprimish. ‘A man who p plays the floot is a

Secknly. Mr, Blewi

Thirdmo. 'When ] impleton is always together,
and when the simpleton is 77¢%, one knows pretty well what will
come of it.

I'was buta lad in them days, but I knew what was what, as
We my master; it’s not an:h'uf n only that's up to snough,
Law bless us!/there was four of uson this stairkes, four as nice
young men as you ever see: Mr. Broffy's young man, Mr.
Dawkinses, Mzr. Blewitt! 5, “nd mt’—:md we Me'\’ what our
masters was about as w s the weirselfs. Frinstance, T
can say this for m =1 K
or drawer, not a bill, 2 note, or mima ndum, Wwhich I’ hadn't
read as well as he: with Blewitt" t was the same—me and hi
young man used to read 'em all. There wasn't a bottle of wine
that we didn't get a g out of, nora pound of sugar that we
didn’t have some lumps of it,. 'Wehad ke eys 1o all the cubbards
—We pipped into all the letters that kem and went—we ~pored
over all the bill-files—we'd the best pickens out of the din
the livvers of the fowls, the farcemit balls out of the soup, the
egs from the sallit. As for the coals and candles, we left them
to the landrisses. You may call this robr nce—it's only
our rights—a suvvant's purquizzits is as d asthe laws of
Hengland,
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'ell, the long and short ofitisthis. Richard Bl
nated as follows: He'd an incum of thres hunderd a
s father. OQut of thi had to pay one hunderd
and r-mu.v for money borrowed by him at collidge, seventy for
s, seventy more for his hoss,; a r his suvvant on bord
and about three hunderd and fift ty { 2
ment in the Rcy ney l‘m'h. besides th

rchant’s bill, about
id by a pretty hand-

some sum at the end of the year.
My master was diffrent ; and being a more fas le man
than Mr. B., in course he owed a deal more mony. There was

these in mo:t cases)
21 tailors’ lulli inall

) 00

Sundries . . %

w |

I
fashnabble life is carried onj and to know even what a
: - . . - o 1
gnlmn ozees is somethink instructif and agreeable. 1
But to my tail. The very day after my mnsxcr‘md m:u,'-._
inquiries concerning Mr. Dawkins, witch T mentioned alre
he met Mr. Blewitt on the stairs ; and byoutiffie it was to
how this|gnlmn, who had before

give this as a curosity—pipple doan't kiiow how in many

been almost cut by my master,
was now received by him. One of the swectest smiles T ever saw
Wwas now vizzable on Mr, Deuceace's countenance. I_{c held out
his hand, covered with a white kid glove, and .said, in lthc most
frenly tone of vice posbill, “ What? Mr. Blewitt? Ttisanage
since we met.) What a shame that such near naybors should se
each other so seldom ! .

Mr. Blewitt, who was standing at his-doc-r. in a mr—f"rc'r_n
dressing-gown, smoaking a segar, and \'inqx?.g a hunting coarus,
looked surprised, flattered, a ‘md then s

*“Why, yes,” says he, C

‘* Not, 1 think, since we dined at
the-bye, what a




32 THE MEMOIRS OF MR. C. J. YELLOWPLUSH.

wine | what capital songs! I recollect your * May-day in the
Morning "—cuss me, the best comick song I ever heard. I was
speaking to the Duke of Doncaster about it only yesterday. You
know the Duke, I.think?"

Mr. Blewitt said, quite surly, ! No, I don't."’

“Not know him!" cries master ; ‘! why, hang it, Blewitt! he
knows you ;. as every sporting man in England does, I should
think.. Why, man, your good things arein everybody's mouth
at Newmarket.”

And so master went on chaffin Mr. Blewitt. That genlmn at
fust answered him quite short and angry : but, after a little mor
flummery, he grew as pleased as posbill, took in all Deuceace's
flatry, and bleeved all'his lies, At last the'door shut, and they
both went into Mr, Blewitt's chambers together.

Of course I can't say what past there ; but'in an hour mas
kem up to his own room as yaller as mustard;and smellin sadly

; genlmn more sick than hewas

tin seagars along with Blewitt, I said nothink,
in course, tho I'd often heard him xpress his horrow of backo,
and knew verywell he would as soonswallow pizon as smoke.
But he wasn't a chap to do a thing without a reason: if he'd
been smoakin, Twarrant he had smoked to some porpus.

n't hear the convysation betwean ‘em ; but Mr. Blewitt's
man did :it was,—** Well, Mr. Blewitt, what capital seagars!
Have you one for :nd to smoak?” (The old fox, it wasn't
onl ¢ smoakin !) ** Walk in,” says Mr.
B ey began a-chaffin together ; master very ank-
shous about the young gintleman who had come to live in our
chambers, Mr. Dawkins, and always coming back to that subs
ject,—saying that people on the same stairkis ot to be frenly
how glad he'd be part, to know Mr. Dick Blewitt, and
any friend of kis, and so on. Mr. Dick, howsever, seamed
quite aware of the trap laid for him: ““T really don’t know this
Dawkins," says he: '*he's a chismonger's son, I hear ; and tho
I've exchanged visits with him, I dean’t intend to continyon the
acquaintance,—not wishin to assoshate with that kind of pipple.”
So they went on, master fishin, and Mr. Blewitt not wishin to
take the hook at no price.

‘* Confound the vulgar thief ! muttard my master, as he was
laying on his sophy, after being so very ill ; “T've poisoned
myself w yis infernal tobacco, and he has foiled me, The
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cursed swindling boor! he
monger, doeshe? Tlls

I thought I should bust a-laffin, when he talked in this st
I ‘kv W Ery \\'?-Il what his ““ warning " meant,—lockin the stable-
door but stealin the hoss fust.

.\c.:\"z day, hi;_~7 strattygam for becoming acquainted with Mr.
Dawkins we exicated ; and very pritty it wi
: Besides potry and the flute, Mr. Dawkins, T must tell you
ey <3 R 2 = Y
ad some f;ll!\‘_x. P —wiz., he was very fond of good
1 .u.xd drinkin. er ¢ ling over his music and boox all
this young genlmn u: ly out of evenings, dine sump-

n, drinkin all sots of wine along with his friend
He was ¢ young fellow enough at fi

s 100 much overnight, wants a bottle of
s_oc'.n-\?'.ucr, anc in the mornitig. Such was Mr.
I.)Q.'-VkH}S‘;'S das 14 most as twelve o'clock came, the

‘aiter from ** Dix/Coffy-House " was to be Seen on our stairkis
bringing up Mr. D’s hot break ’
\o man would have thought there was anythink in such a
l}'rﬂmg ciskumstance ; master did, though, ;md'pouncud upon it
like a'cock.on 2 batlycorn.
I_‘Ic seat me out to Mr. Morell's in Pickledilly, for wot's called
a Strasbug-pie—in French, a ** patty defan gt:xw." He takesa
card, and nails it on the outside case (n:r.uv\du:':m' graws, come
generallyin:a round wobden box, like a drumb)- a;d v.-ln: d»5
you think he writes on it? why, as follos -—** I-lvr; Hmw;"
ernon, Percy Dewceace, & i6¢. & With Prince Ta
nd's compliments,”
= Tallyram’s complimints, indeed ! I laff when I think
till, the old surpint. He was a surpint, that Deuceace,
and no mistake.
extrornary piece of ill-luck, the
awkinses: brexfasqvas coming up the stairs,

most
Mr. Ds

Mr. Halgernon Percy Deuceace was going down, He wasas
gayasa lark, hummin Oppra tune, and twizzting round his
head his hevy gold-headed cane. Down he went very fast, and
by 2 most uniucky axdent struck his cane against the waiter's
tray, and away went Mr. Dawkinses gril, kayann, kitchup,
soda-waterand all! I can't think how my master should h:r'.'u




34 THE MEMOIRS OF MR. C. J- YELLOWPLUSH.

choas such an exact time; to be sure, his windo Jooked upon
the cort, and he could see every one who came into our door.

As soon as the axdent had took place, master was in such a
rage as, to be'sure, no man ever was in befor ; he swoar at the
waiter in the most dreddfie way ; he threatened him with his
stick, and it was only when he see that the waiter was rayther a
bigger man than hisself that he was in the least pazzyfied, He
returned to his own chambres; and John, the waiter, went off
for more gril to Dixes Coffy-house,

““Thi o b » Charles," says
master tome, after a few minits paws, during witch he had been
and wrote a note, put it into an anyelope; and sealed it with his
big seal of arms. ‘‘But stay—a thought strikes me—take this
note to Mr. Dawkins, and that pye you brought yesterday ; and
hearkye, you scoundrel, if you say where you got it I will break
every bone in your skin!"

These kind of prommises were among the few which T knew
him to keep: and as T loved boath my skinn and my boans, I
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carried the noat, and of cors said nothink. Waiting in Mr,

Dawkinses chambus for a few minnits, T returned to my master
vith an anser. I'may as well give both of these docun;cnce, of
Bich T happen to have taken coppies :—

> Hon. A, P.

egrets for the

hich has jost t
y Mr. Deuceace be
dy the evil he occasioned to ¢
ins will do him the favour to partake
panying case (from Strashoury direct, g 3
t a gourmand Mr, D, ns I ely erha 1l find tha
bad substitute for the pla# which ) X s awkward:
lestroyed.
It will also, Mr, Deuceacs no small gratification to the
original donor of the #4ff, w s that it has fallen into the
hands of so celebrated a dox o s Mr. Da

“CTIS. Daw

Hon, A. P. Des

his gratefal compliments to
est: pleasure Mr,

“TemrLe, Tuesday.”

Many and many a time, I say, have I gri
which I had wrote from the o ginal by Mr. Bruffy's copyin
clark. ) Deuceace's 'flam’ about Prince Tallyram was puffickly
successful. . T saw young Dawkins: blush'with delite as he red
the note ; he toar up for or five sheets before he composed the
answer to it, which was as you red abuff, and roat in a hand
quite trembling v leasyer. If you could but have seen the
look of triumph in Deuceace’s wicked black eyes, when he read
the noat! T never see a deamin yet, but I can phansy 1, a
holding a writhing soal on his pitchfrock, and smilin like Deuce-
ace, He dressed himself in his very best clothes, and in he
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went, after sending me over to say, that he would xcept with
pleasyour Mr. Dawkins's invite.

The pie was cut up, and a most frenly conversation begun
betwixt the two, genlmin.. Deuceace was quite captivating.
He spoke ‘to Mr. Dawkins it the most respeckful and flatri
manner,—agread in everythink he said,—prazed his taste, his
furniter, his coat, his classick nolledge, and his playin on the
floot ; you'd have thought; to hear him, that such a polygon of
exlens as Dawkins did not breath,—that such a modist, s
honrabble genlmn as Deuceace was to be seen nowhere xcey
in Pump Cort. Poor Daw was complitly taken in. My master
said he'd introduce him to the Duke of Doncaster, and Heaven
knows how many nobs more, till Dawkins was quite intawsicated
with pleasyour. - I know as a fac (and it pretty well shows the
young genlmn’s carryter), that he went that very day
ordered 2 new coats, on porpos to be introjuiced to theilords

But the best joak of all was at last. “Singin, swagrin, and
swarink—up stares came Mr. Dick Blewitt. He flung open
Mr. Dawkins's door, shouting out, “*Daw, my old buck, how
are you?” when, all of a sudden, he sees Mr. Deuceace: his
jor dropt, he turned chocky white, and then burnin red, and
looked as if a stror would knock him down. My dear Mr.

Slawitt,” says my mmaster, smilin and offring his hand, * how
glad I am to see you.  Mr. Dawkins and I were just talking
about your pony ! Pray sit down.”

Blewitt did; and now was the-question; who should sit the
other out ; but law bless you! Mr. Blewitt was no match for
my master : all the time he was fidgetty, silent, and sulky; on
the contry, master was ‘charmin. 1 mever herd such a fio of
conversatin, OF so many wittacisms as he uttered. At last,
completely beat, Mr. Blewitt took his leaf ; that instant master
followed him, and passin his arm through that of Mr. Dick,
led Bimn int6 our chambers, and began talkinto him in the most
affabl and affeckshnat manner.

But Dick was too angry to listen; at last, when master was
telling him some long story about the Duke of Doncaster, Blewitt
burst out—

“ A plague on the Duke of Doncaster! Come, come, Mr.
Deuceace, don't you be running your rigs uponme; I ain’t the
man to be bamboozl'd by long-winded stories about dukes and
duchesses. You think I don’t know you; every man knows you

THE AMOURS OF MR. DEUCEACE. 37

and your line of country. Yes, you're after young Dawkins
there, and think to pluck him; but you shan't,—no, by

you shan't."” (The reader must recklect that the oaths which
interspussed Mr. B.'s convysation I have left out.) 'Well, after
he'd fired a wolley of 'em, Mr. Deuceace spoke as cool as
posshill :

* Heark ye, Blewitt. I know you to be one of the most
infernal thieves and scoundrels unhung. If you attempt to
hector with me, I will cane you; if you want more, I'll shoot
you ; if you meddle between me and Dawkins, T'will do both.
I know your whole life, you miserable swindler and coward.
1 know you have already won two hundred pounds of this lad,
and wantall. I will have half, or you never shall have a penny.™
It's quite true that master knew things; but how was the
wonder.

I couldn't see Mr. B.'s face during this dialogue, bein on the
wrong side of the door; but there was a considdrable paws
after thuse complymints had passed between the two genlmn,—
one walkin quickly up and down the room,—tother, angry and
stupid, sittin down, and stampin with his foot.

““Now listen to this, Mr. Blewitt,” continues master at last.
If you're quiet, you shall half this fellow's money : but venture
to win:a shilling from him in myabsence, orwithout my consent,
and youdo it at your peril.”

“ \Well, well, Mr.. Deuceace,” cries Dick, “it's very hard, and
1 must say, not fair; the game was of my startin, and you've no
right to'interfere with my friend.” ‘

“Mr. Blewitt, you are a fool! You pro yesterday not
to know this man, and I was obliged to find him out for myself.
I should like to know by what law of honour I am bound to
give him up to you?"

It was charmin to hear this pair of raskles talking about
Jonowr, 1 declare I could have found it in my heart to warn
young Dawkins of the precious way in which these chaps were
going to serve him.  But if #key didn't know what honour was,
7 did; and never never did I tell tails about my masters when
in their sarvice—o#?, in cors, the hobligation is no longer
binding.

Well, the nex day there was a gran dinner at our chambers.
White soop, turbit, and lobstir sos; saddil of Scoch muttn,
grous; and M'Arony ; wines, shampang, hock, mad

C
eria, a bottle
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of poart, and ever so many of clarrit. The compny presint
was three; wiz., the Honrabble A. P. Deuceace; R, Blewitt,
and Mr. Dawkins, Exquires, My 1, how we genlmn in the
kitehin did enjyit. Mr. Blewittes man eat so much grous (when
it was brot out of the patlor), that I reely thought he would be
sik; Mr, Dawkinses genlm (who was only abowt I3 years of
age)-grew so il with M'Arony and plumb-puddn, as to be
obleeged to take sefral of Mr. D.’s pils, which 4 kild him, But
this is all promiscuous: I an't talkin of the survants now, but
the masters.

Would you bleeve it? After dinner .and praps 8 bottles 6f
wine between the 3, the genlm sat down to Zarty. It's a game
where only 2 plays, and where, in coarse, when there's only g
one looks on,

Fust, they playd crown pints, and a pound the bett.* At this
game they were wonderful equill ; and about supper-time (when
grilled am; more shampang, devld biskits, and other things,
was brot iin) the play stood thus: Mr. Dawkins had won 2
poiinds ; Mr. Blewitt, 3o shillings ; the Honrabble Mr. Deuceace
having lost. £3, 10s. After the devvle and the shampang the

lay was a little higher.. Now it was pound pints, and five
pound the bett. I thought, to be sure, after hearing the comply-
mints between Blewitt and master in the morning, that now poor
Dawkins's time was come,

Not so+ Dawkins won always, Mr. B. betting on his play,
and giving him the very best of advice. At the end of the
evening (which was abowt five o'clock the nex.morning) they
stopt. Master was counting up the skore on a card,

““Blewitt," says he, “I've been unlucky. I owe you—iet me
See—jyes, five-and-forty pounds? "

*Five-and-forty,"'says Blewitt, “and no mistake ! "

I will give you a cheque," says the honrabble genlmn.

“Oh ! don't mention it, my dear sir!" But master got a
grate sheet of paper, and drew him a check on Messeers. Pump;,
Algit and Co, his bankers,

* Now," says master, “T've got to settle with you, my dear
Mr. Dawkins, If you had backd your luck, I should have owed
you a very handsome sum of money. Poyons, thirteen points at
A pound—it is easy to calculate ; and drawin out his puss, he
clinked over the table 13 goolden suverings, which shon till they
made my eyes wink,
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So did pore Dawkinses, as he put out his hand, all trembling,
and drew them in. ‘ : :
* Let me say,” added master, ** let me say (and I've had some
et me say,"" addec | AaEEuceiad sox
little experience), tt you are the very best dear?é player with
whom I ever sat down : W
i s he put the money np, and s
Dawkinses eyes g as he put the money uj ;
Flatter him! 1 should think he did. It was the very think
which master ment. = -yl
““ But mind you, Dawkins,"” continyoud he, * T must have my
b, e = 1. "
revenge ; for I'm ruined—positively ruined—by your luck.
¥ = ¥ % ith T i s pleased
" \?"CU well,” says Mr. mas Smith Dawkins, as pleased
as if he had gained a millium, *“shall it be to-morrow? Blewitt,
as if he had gaine
what say you? T
Mr. Blewitt agreed, in course. My master, after a little
demurring, consented too. ““We'll meet,” says he, “at your
chambers. But mind, my dear fello, not too much wine ; Ican't
I ers. Bu d, my dearie] e ing s Scan
stand it at any time, especially when 1 have to play &ar# with
yon.” : ” o
Pore Dawkins left our rooms as happy asa prins. ere,
1 s fo - | >
Charles,” says he, and flung me a sovring. = Pore fellow! pore
1 T ~ in!
fellow! I knew what was a-comin ! _ : o
3ut the best of it was, that these 13 sovrings which Dawkins
won, master had borrowed them from Mr. Blewiit! 1 brought
- =
‘em, with' 7 more, from that young genlmn's chambcxjs t;;a;
very morning: for, since his interview with master, Blewitt hac
nothing to refuse him.

Well, shall I continue the tail? If Mr. Dn_.wkins had: been
the least bit wiser; it would have taken him six mnn'ths b}‘:foar
he Jost his money; as it was, he was sucha cpnfunch ninny,
that it took him a very short time to part with it. Y 0

Nex day (it was Thursday, and master’s acquaintance ‘\Ymr
Mr. Dawkins had only cémmenced on 'I‘ucsday).er. Dawkins,
as 1 said, gev his party,—dinner at 7. / Mr: B_Ie\s_nl and the two
Mr. D.'s as befoar. Play beginsat rx. This time Iknew the
bisness was pretty serious, for we suvvants was packed off to bed
at 2 o'clock. On Friday, I went to chambers—no master—he
kem in for 5 minutes at about 12, made a little toilit, ordered fno.r‘e
devvles and soda-water, and back again he went to Mr. Dawkins's,

They had dinner there at 7 again, but nobody seamed to eat,
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for all the vittles came out 10 us genlmn: they had in more wine
though, and must have drunk at least two dozen in the 36 hours.

At ten o'clock, however, on Friday night, back my master
eame 1o his chambers. T saw him as I never saw him before,
namly reglar drunk. . He staggered about the room, he danced,
he hickipd, he swoar, be fiung me a heap of silver, and, finely,
he sunk’ down exosted on his bed ; I pullin off his boots and
close, and making him comfrabble,

When T'had removed his garmints, I did what it's the duty of
every servant to do—I ‘emtied his pockits, and looked at his
pockit-book and all his letters: a number of axdents have been
prevented that way.

I found there, among a heap of things, the following pretty
dockyment :—

as SyrrH Daws NS,

Friday, 16tk Jaruary.

There was another bit of paper of the same kind—'*1. ©, U.
four hundred pounds: Richard Blewitt:" but this, in corse,
ment nothink.

Nex mornin, at nine, master was up, and as sober as a
He drest, and was off to Mr. Dawkins. At ten, he ordered a
€ab, and the two gentimn went together.

** Where shall he drive, sir?"” says L.

**Oh, tell him to drive to THE BANK."

Pore Dawkins! his eyes red with remors and
kenniss, gave a

wehicle ; and they drove on.

That day he sold out every hapny he was worth, xcept five
hundred pounds,

Abowt 12 master had returned, and Mr. Dick Blewitt came
stridin up the stairs with a sollum and important hair,
“Is your master at home?" says he.
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" Ves, sir,” says I; and in bhe walks. I, in coars, with my
ear to the ke _\'hollc. listning with all my mite.

“Well,” says Blewitt, ‘‘we maid a pretty good ni
Mr, Deuceace. Yu've settled, I see, with Dawkin

“*Settled ! * says master. ‘‘Oh, yes—yes—I've settled with
him."

*t Four thousand seven hundred, I think?2"

** About that—yes

*That makes my share—let me see—two thousand three hun-
dred and fifty ; which' T'll thank you to fork out.”

* U pon my word—why—Mr. Blewitt,” says master, ** T.don't
really understand what you mean.”

«« You don't know what I mean!" says Blewitt, in an axent
such as I never before heard. *“ You don’t know what I mean !
Did you not promise me that we were to go shares? Did.'}'t I
lend you twenty sovereigns the other night to pay our losings
to0 Dawkins? Didn't you swear, on your honour as a gentle-
man, to give me half of all that might be won in this affair?”

* Agreed, sir,” says Deuceace ; *‘agreed.”

r, and now what have you to say2"

“\Why, that I don't intend to keep my promise! You infernal

fool and ninny! do you suppase I was labouring for you? Do
you fancy 1 was going to the expense of giving a dinner to that
jackass 'yonder, that you should profit by it? Get away, sir!
Ieave the room, sir!. Or, stop—here—I will give you four hun-
dred pounds—your own note of hand, sir, for that sum, if you
will consent to forget-ail that has passed between us, and that
you have ever known Mr, Algernon Deuceace.”
" Tveseen pipple angery before now, but neverany iik_c Blewitt,
He stormed, groaned, belloed, swoar ! At last, he f;urljv began
blubbring ; nowrcnssing and nashing his teeth, now praying dear
Mr. Deuceace to grant him mercy. .

At last, master flung open the door (Heaven bless uslits well T
didn’'t tumble hed over eels into theroom !); and said, ** Ch:xr!«-«.
show the gentleman downstairs!" /My master looked at him
quite stedc Blewitt slunk down, as misrabble as any man I

e. As for Dawkins, Heaven knows where he was!
ays my master to me, about an hour nftv:zj.\ards,
aris ; you may come, too, if you please.’

B2
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FORING PARTS.

was a singular proof of mymaster’s modesty, that though
hc Had won this andsome sum of Dawkins, and was
d ‘to be as extravygant and o ious as any man I
d, )et \\hux he Qul- rmmul on m, g to P';rh, he didn't
mu“'l

his tradesmin, and p i ittl r ;mm:ro.
On the contry, Un\\'} said he to mie, ‘“stick a piece of
paper on my door,” W hich is t! 7 that lawyers-do; & 'md
write ‘ Back at seven’-upon it.” a t seven I wrote, a
stuck it on our outer oak. And so mistearns was Deuceace about
his ‘continental tour (to all'e n_‘:;/l me), that when the landriss
fo

brought him her account for the last:month (amountain; at the
very least; to £2, 10s.), master told he it till Monday
morning, when it should be properly sett} It's extrodny how
xd.ononnc al'2'man becomes, when he's got five thousand 1bs. in
his pockit,

Backat zindeed! At 7 we were a-roalin on the Dover Road, in
the Reglator Coach—master inside, me out. ge company
of people there was, too, in that wehicle,— ; an Italyin
with his music-box and munky ; ionary, going to convert
the heathf:ns i') l-'r e; s (th ‘em figure-: 'wn:s)

i chmin, with ging
bred capsand must; i gi attering, and jestickl ...lm" in
the most vonderful va Such lim between
them and the figure- -aunts | such a mu of biskits and sippin
of brandy ! such *O'mong Jews,” and * O'sacrrrés,” and " kill
fay frwaws 1" T didn't understand their languidge at that time,
so of course can't igsplain much of their conwersation ; but it
pleased me, nevertheless, for now I felt that I wasreely going into
foring parts : which, ever sins I had had a ication at all, was
al\vﬂ"s my fondest wish., Heavin bless us! thought I, if these
are specimeens of all Frenchmien, what a set they must be, The
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pr‘x'e Ltalyin’s monky, sittin mopin and meluncolly on his box,
as not half so ugly, and seamed quite as rmzo*mbbk
\\ ell, we arrived at Dover—** Ship Hotel "—weal cutlets half-
a-ginny, glas of ale a shilling, glas of neagush half-a -a-crownd, a
hapnyworth of wax-lites four sk .u.“";, and'so on. But master
1id without grumbling ; as long as it was for himself he never
minded the expens : Rnd ne '.-,c embarked in the packit for
Balong-sir-mare—which means in French, the town of Balong
sityouated on the sea. ], who Lm' heard of foring wonders,
expected this to be the greatest: r}nmy then, my
disapintment, when we gci there, to find this Balong, not situated
on the sea, but on the s
Butoh ! the gettin there ws / How I did wish for
Pump Court agin, as we were tawsing abowt in the Channel !
Gentle reader, av you ever been on the otion ?—** The sea, the
sea, the open sea!” as Barry Cromwell says. As soon as we
entered our little wessel, and 1'd looked to master's luggitch and
mine (mmc was rapt up in a very small hankercher), as soon, I
ed our little wessel, as soon as I saw the waives,
L and frothy, like fresh-drawn porter, a-dashin against the
s of our galliant bark, the keal like a wedge, splittin: the
billoes in two, the sales a-flaffin in the hair, the standard of
Hengland floating at the mask-head, the steward a-getting ready
the basins and things, t! & proudly tredding the uu_cL and
giving <orders-to the sale > rox of Albany and the
bathin-masheens disappearing in ti istans—then; then I felt,
for the first time, the mite, the madgisty of cv"<l»hcc. “Yellow-
plush, my boy,"” said T, in a dialogue with myself, ‘“your life is
now about fo commens—your carear, as a man, dates from your
entrans on board this packit, Be wise, be manly, be cautious,
he follies of your youth. You are nolongera boy now,
but a FOOTM! "hrow VI your tops, your marbles, your
yyish your childish habbits with your inky
t—throw, up. your "
. : . . b . .
Here, T recklect, T was obleeged to stopp. A fealin, in the
fust place singlar, in the next place painful, and at last com-
pleatly overpowering, had come upon me while I was making
thc :1")uﬂ' speach, and now I found miysel If in a sityouation which
llixy for Bids me to describe. Suf say, that now I dix-
co‘.crul what basins was made for—that for many many hours,
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I'lay in a hagony of exostion, dead to all intense and porposes,
therain pattering in my face, the salers tramplink over my body
—the panes of purgatory going on inside. When we'd been
about four hours in this sityouation (it seam’d to me four s}
the steward comes-to that part of the deck where we servants
were all huddled upitogether, and calls out ** Charles !

“Well,” says I, gurgling out a faint ** yes, what's the miatter?"

““You're w

“Where? "

says he, with a grin.

““ Master bie hanged ! I, wirning '\ round, more misrable
than ever. I'woodn't have moved that day for twenty thousand
masters—no, not for the Empror of Russia or the Pop of Room.

Well, to cut this sad subjik short, many and many a voyitch
haye I sins had upon what Shakspur calls the wasty dip,” but
never stich a retched one as that from Dover to Balong, in the
year Anna Domino 1818, Steemers were scarce in those days ;
and our journey was made in a smack, At last, when I was in
a stage of despare and exostion, as reely to phansy myself at
Death's ‘doar, we got to the end of our journey. Latein the
evening we hailed the Gaelic shoars, and hankered in the arbour
of Balong-sir-mare,

It wvas the entrans of Parrowdice to me and master: and as
weentered the calm water, and saw the comfrabble lights gleam-
ing in the houses, and felt the roal of the vessel degreasing,
never was two mortials gladder, T warrant, than we were. At
length our.capting drew up-at the key, and our journey was
down.  But such a bustle and clatter, such jabbering, such
shrieking and swaring, such wollies of oafs and axicrations as
saluted us on landing, I ney 2w ! "We were boarded, in the
fust place, by custom-house officers in cock-hats, who seased our
luggiteh, and called for our passpots: then a crowd of inn-waiters
came tumbling and screaming on deck—** Dis way, sare,” cries
one; ‘‘Hotel Meurice,” says ancther; *Hbtel 'de Bang”
screeches:another chap—the tower of Babyle was nothink to it.
The fust thing that struck me on landing was a big fellow with
ear-rings, who very nigh knock me down, in wrenching master’s
carpet-bag out of my hand, as I was carrying it to the hotsll.
But we got to it safe at last; and, for the fust time in my life, I
slep in a foring country.

I shan't describe this town of Balong, which, as it has been
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ss (on an avaridg) than two milliums of English
I fust saw it twenty years ago, is tolr bbly well known
ready. It's a dingy, mellumcolly place, to my mind ; the ondy
g moving in the streets is the gutter which runs down ‘em.
As for'wooden shoes, I saw few of 'em ; and for frogs, upon my
gle Frenchman swallow one, which I
had been led to beleave was their reg’lar, though beastly, custom.
One thing which amazed me was the singlar name which they
give to thistown of Balong. It's divided, as everyboddy knows,
into an upper town (sitc 2 0n a mounting, and surrounded by
1, which ision the Tevel of
3 the upper town
7, and the ot 2 Veal, which ison contry

good in France, though the b it must be co

It was in the Base Veal that Deuceace took his lodgian, at

the Hotel de Bang, in a very crooked street called the Rue del

: and if he'd been the Archbishop of Devonshire, or the

ary, he could not have given himself greater

hairs, T can tell you. Nothink was too fine for us now ; we had

reet of rooms on the first floor which ‘belonged to the prime
minister of France (at least the landlord said they w

not paid his land ind came to Dover in a coach, seamed

now-to think that goold was too vulgar for him, and a carridge
and six would break down with a man of his weight. Shampar g
flew about like ginger-pop, ‘besidés bordo, clarit, burgundy,
burgong and other wines, anc :
kitchins. ' We, stopped a. fortnit” at this dull place, ‘and did
nothing from morning till ‘night excep walk on/ the beach, and
watch the ships going in and out of arber, with one of them long
sliding opra-g es, which they call, T don't know why, tallow-
scoops. Qur amusements for the fortnit we stopped here were
boath numerous and daliteful ; nothink, in fact, could be more
ickong, as theysay.. In the morning before breakfast we boath

both provided with long sliding opra-gl
called as I'said (I don’t know Y, but I suppose it's a scientafick
term) tallow-scoops, With these we igsamined, very attentively,
otion, the sea-weed, the pebbles, the dead cats, the fish-
wimmin, and the waives (like little children playing at leap-frog),
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which came tumbling over 1 another on to the shoar. Itseemed
to me as if they were scrambling to get there, as well they might,
being sick of the sea, and anxious for the blessid peaceable Zz27y
Jirmy.

After brexfast, down we-went again (that is, master‘on his
beat, and me on mine,—for my place in this foring town was a
complete séinycure), and puttink our tally-scoops again in our
eyes, we egsamined a little more the otion, pebbils, dead cats,
and so on; and this lasted till dinner; and dinner till bed-time,
and bed-time lasted fill nex day, when came brexfast, and dinner,

HI o png

and tally-scooping, as before. This is the way with all people
of this town, of which, as I've heard say, there is ten thousand
happy English, who lead this ples from year's end to
year's end.

Besides this, there's billiards and gambling for the gentlemen,
a little dancing for the gals, and scandle for the dowygers. In
none of these amusements did we | . We werea Zittie too
good to play crown’ pints at cards, and never get paid when we
won ; or to go: dangling after ionless gals, or amuse
ourselves with slops and penny- long with the old la;
No, no; my master was 2 man of fortn now, and behayved him-
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self as sich /er he condysended to go into the public room
of the Hotel de Bang—the French (doubtless for reasons best
known to themselves) call this a sallymanjy—he swoar more and
lowder than any one there ; he abyoused the waiters, the wittles,
the wines. With his glas in his i, he staired at everybody. He
took always the place before the fire. He talked about ““my
carridge,” **my currier,” ‘“my servant;" and he did wright.
I've always found through life, that if you wish to be respected
by English people, you must be insalent to them, especially if
you are a sprig of nobiliaty. We Zike being insulted by noble-
hows they're familiar with us. Law bless us! TI've
y and many a genlmn about town who'd rather be
a lord than not be noticed by him ; they've even had
- becanse I was a lord's footman. While my master
at Balong, pretious airs I gave
he kitching, I can tell you; and the consequints was,
better served, and moar liked, than many pipple

with twice our merit.

Deuceace had some particklar plans, no doubt, which kep
him so long at Balong ; and it clearly was his wish toact the
man of fortune there for a little time before he tried the character

He pure d a carridge, he hireda currier, he rigged
me in a fine new livry blazin with lace, and he past through the
Balong bank a thousand pounds of the money he had won from
Dawkins, to his credit at a Paris house; showing the Balong
bankers, at the same time, that he’d plenty moar in his potfolie.
THis was killin two birds with one stone; the bankers' elerks
spread the nuse over the town, and in a day after master had
paid the money every old dowyger in Balong had looked out the
Crabs' family podigree in the Peeridge, and was quite’intimate
with the Denceace name and estates. If Sattn himself were a
lord, T do beleave there's many yurtuous English mothers would
be glad to have him for a son-in-law.

Noyw, though my master had thought fitt to leave town without
excommunicating with his father on the subject of his i tended
continental tripe, as soon as he was settled at Balong he roat my
Lord Crabbs a letter, of which I happen to have a copy. Itran
thus :—

“ BoULOGNE, January 2%.

“ My pear Fatuer,—I have long, in the course of my legal studies,
found the necessity of a knowledge of French, in which language all
the early history of our profession is written, and have determined to
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- can afford to be diskonest with a rogue. Four tho
red 'pu'.l'l o great cowp, to he sure.

i ch un,h feather, can you, dearest Alge
i . : lend me five hundred pounds? L'La\n my soul honour, I will re

£35 t\)l send me a Jetter of introductio you Your .;mmgr\ and sisters send you their I need not

" ador? y name and your old f ) Wi e . BE R fatl
4 at V' ays the b slessings of your affectd ).‘(u at n,..
?nm I know would secure me a reception at his house: but a pressing that you have al ‘ - |
u.t.e{ from. yourself would at onge be more courteous, and more effectual.
fay I also ask you for my las ' ttr\ salary? Iam not an ex-
pensive man, my dear father, as you _know; but we are no chameleons,
and fifty potinds (mzl' my lm : P profession) would vastly
add 1o the agrémens adin’t
““Present mth o all my 1,,(,“,”\ iz = | how T wish I needn’t : :
;h‘ hard portion of a y n had not been mine, .nd that I con l(‘ evedears, Lend his father sco pound, in

nfn_ “thhalu[ 'hv.l dml ecessity for Jabour, hs g the rural sce have lent him a box on the vear! In the fust place, he badn

of my s -t e a2 I{ 1 3
l,lhﬁ)\fq]: % Ui\rapld:;‘r[}l} ‘)Lv] Shgf:?l : "“'Jou“!- ”““,“” n old Crabs for se vears, as that nobleman remarked in

IP id all those beloved ones now dwelling under S vt > :
the dear U-d roof at Sizes, Sl his epistol ; in the secknd, he hated him, and they hated each

* Ever youraffectionate so r: and nex, if master had 10\'cd his father ever so much, he

loved somebody else better—his fz on, namely : and sooner
han mpmc that exlent young man of a penny, he'd have sean
r 1 all the fathers in the world hangin at \u\g'\t and all the “be-
) e shnat letter his Lordship replied, by re loved ones,” as he called his sisters, the Lady Deuceacisses, so

rabs, &,

many convix at Bottomy
The ne afs showed that, !0 vever secret e
: ished to keep the play transaction, the public knew it
1as one of the l,‘r‘ cooks in Europe. full well. Blewitt, as I found after, was the nuthor of the
all charmed 'with your warm remembrances of us, not i 1 1
z , not which appeared right and left :—
seven years. “We cannot but be ]ll(ﬂ::d at tn oS i
f time and abs still clings s
m selfish wo 11 1, and very who bave ente
can affo rd to )e:p t b vhic 1 , my o ; won_five
\ : : Ty L DN 4 o
l”x) you long r h fond father's earnest prayer.. Be e ~th D-wk-ns, Esq.; apd lost
ear Algemon, th ill be throug 7 ) .
mon, that | will be throug h life e your greatest ¢ s wo itk : s hundre; 1 I sq., of the ple. Mr. D.
as your best worldly ally \oln.g you in misf 3 t to the ]‘G“’”‘“U‘ whist-
1 depression, aiding ar g yox 10 exertion 4
Iam sorry, truly sorry, t yac at Coutts’s is so low, just
NIOW, as to render @ payme nce for the present impossible.
I see by my book t 3 now rters, or £450. Depend
on it, my dear boy, ey shall be faithf Lover to you on
st opportunity. i

“ Gampring iy Hic
—This celeb: rate ol

very honourably f
player, but we hay
D-ugc—ce paid /i

Nex came a

: ay, from the
i Lh may lnzL"C‘l'\Qu . ..nﬂ AVEQ A very strange lLuCr from a
Mz, B!u\m. about a play transaction, which, 1 suppos
alluded to in these prints.” He you worl £4700 from one Dawkir ns 2 . : '
:SL e lad paid it ; x}"mt he, Blewitt, was to go what he cal { They didn't apry however ; but, on the contry, the very
'\\m n t the : f busif 10
my dear boy gqu?:":d ‘;:1”;10211:: Lﬁ:gr\};&:)‘aclﬁoﬁ‘e 5 same newspeper, which had been ?n::nn_: so abusiff of Deuceace,
way open to their attacks ? T have played myself a ¢ good deal, and there was now loud in his praise. It said :—
15 no man living who can accuse me of a dou xu(ul You should :
Llh"L’f have shot this Blewitt or paid him. \w.\, as the matter stands,
late to' do tt e formc" id, perhaps, it would be Quixotic to
he latter. t boy! recollect through lifé that sox

y ad mit ed into our paper H..m week,
er of a <vcnllc'n.m of high bhirth and
ith scorn

Y ———

———




This'was satisfactory, and no/mi and much pleased we
were at the denial of this conshentions editor.  So much pleased
that master sent him a ten-pound noat, and his complymints,
He'd sent another to'the ‘same. addr, efore this parrowgraff
Was printerd ; 24y, T can't think ; for I woodn't suppose anything
musnaryin a littery m

Well, after this bis was concluded, the' currier hired, the
carridge smartened a little; and me set up in my new livries, we
bade ojey to Bulong in the grandest state poshbill. What a
figure we cut! and, my i; what a figger the postillion cut! A
cock-hat, a jackit made out of 2 cow' n (it was in cold
weather), a pig-tale about 3 fit in length, and a pair of boots !
Oh, sich a pare! A bishop might almost have pr
One, or a modrat-sized famly s D/ In it.
shhnaps, the currier, sate
i the inside; as grand asa
Off we ‘sett, howing gracefly to the ¢
Jinglin, the great white hosses s I
the postilium crackin his v *d been drivin her
majesty the quean.

. . .
Well, T shan't describe our voyi I
itches, and metrappolishes: sleeping:the fust night at Amiens,
witch, as everyboddy knows, is famous ever since the year 1802
for what's called the Pease of Amiens. We had some, very
good, done with sugar and brown sos, in the Amiens way. But
all the boasting about them, T think I like our marrowphats
oetter.

Speaking of wedgytables, another singler axdent happened
here concarning them. Master, who was brexfasting before
going away, told me to go and get him his fur travling-shoes.
I went and toald the waiter of the inn, who stared, grinned (as
t ch lways do), said “ Bong" (which means, very well),
and presently came back,

Ly blest didn’t bring master a plate of cabbitch t Would
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: 3 senith contry. wi
you bleave it, that now, in the nineteer sentry, when )
there's schoolmasters abroad, these stewpid French jackas

=0 extonishingly ignorant astocalla ¢
so extonishingly ign Ne
i s thatthese Bermivhte erstition

1ever let it be said, after this, that these benighted, soup«.'rBrimm
ill, 1 S C & oTea sh

vidges, are equill, in any respex, to 1}1;. great Br
The moor I trayvle, the moor I see of the world, and
T natitms, I am proud of my own, and despise and deplore

eoft 2st of Yourup.

. .

} 1 arly opportunity.
rremarks on Parris you shall have by an early opportunity

Deuceace played some curious pranx there, I can tell
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MR. DEUCEACE AT PARIS.
—_——
CHAPTER 1
be Tewa Bundles of Hay,
LIT[ TENANT-GENERAL SIR GEORGE GRIFFIN,

K.C.B., was a

fre s about ears old when he left this
life, and-the East Inf'nw he was a distinguished
ST i ‘wasa guished
, r George's f al‘r-‘.lr:’.r;cc in Injar was in the

ter of a cabbin ‘)ln)\ to a vessel ; from which he rose to
i i et sl ; i from which he rose to be
< ers at Calcutta, which he became all of a
aa capting in the Company’s service ; and so rose and
, until he rose to bea | o

: ] enant-general, when he stoppec
ising altogether—hopping the i

twig of this life, as dr S
TR I his life, as drummers
austmen, and emperors must do. :
r George did not leave
~F Irifi 1ol
ot Griffin. | A 'widow of
ritching twenty-three, v
re his proppaty.

I to perpetuate the name
wenty-seven, and a daughter
d to deploar his Iu::, and
's (ktu, hi .ntxrv«t'r‘(f
l'nmc—mgd ]«"ru("\ for a }L.. months;, did not 1L<, t, A fl
resolved on a trip to Paris; where very small London “);":;'?I-
become very great ones, if they’ve money, as these Gri < F
“The intelligent read '
1e daughter of La
tolrabbly ea
all that: the {
need scarcelya
his fust marr
Miss Leo'xr)m K
out to Cal

in was not

are made

ashoos as

rge’s second wife, |1

.\Iau.da Griffin wos the offspring of

ansum h\(_‘ Islington gal, taken
his other goods, very comfo'ml Iy
ting I\lL]nL\', Wwas one-and-twenty
ne ; and the 13 Miss
‘ = ; 3 4SS
of whom kep a school at Islington (the other
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being married variously in the City), were not a little envius
of my Lady’s luck, and not a little proud of their relationship to
her. One of "em, Miss Jemima Kicksey, the oldest, and by no
means the least ugly of the sett, was staying with her Ladyship,
and gev me all the partecklars. Of the rest of the famly, being
of a lo sort, I in course no nothink ; »y acquaintance, thank
my stars, don't lie among them, or the likes of them.

\\ 311, this Mi ima livec I\mh her youngerand more fortnat

i Poar thing ! I'd
e '7 lno life si‘c did! E ur\bou
in the house despised her ; h er Ladyship insulted her; the very
kitching gals scorned and flouted her. She roat the notes, s ”'w
kep the bills, she made the tea, she whipped the chocklate, s he
cleaned the canary birds, and gev out lhv: linning for the wash.
She was my Lady’s walking pocket, or rettycule ; and fetched
and carried her handkercher, or her smell-bottle, like a well-
bred spaniel.  All night, at her Ladyship'sswarries, she thumped
Kidrills (nobody. ever thought of asking ker to dance!); when
Miss Griffing sung, she played the piano, and was scolded because
the singer was out of tune;; abommanating dogs, she never drove
out without her Ladyship's puddle in her lap; and, reglarly
unwell in a carriage, she never got anything but the back seat,
Poh. Jemima! I can see her now in my Lady’s secknd-dest old
othes (the ladies’-maids always got the prime leavings) : a liloc
tn gown, crumpled, blotched, and greasy; a pair of white
tn shoes, of the colour of Injer rubber ; a faded yellow velvet
t:with a Wwreath of hartifishl flowers run to sead, and a-bird of
1’*rr0\\dxc‘_ perched on the top of it, melumcolly and moulting,
with only a couplé of feathers left in his nnfortunate ta ail.

Basides this ornyment to their saloon, Lady and Miss Griffin
kept a number of other servants in the kitching: 2 ladies’-
maids; 2 footmin, six feet high each, erimson coats, goolrl
knots, and white cassymear pantyloons; a coachmin to match
page : 'and a Shassure, a kind of servant only known among for-
riners, and who looks more like 2 major-ge: .neral than any other
miortial, wearing a cock-hat, a unicorn covered with silver lace,
mustashos, eplets, and a sword by his side. All these to wait
upon two ladies ; not counting a host of the fair sex, such
cooks, scullion, housekeepers, and so forth.

My Lady Griffin’s lodging was at forty pounds a week, in &
grand sweet of rooms in the Plas Vandome at Paris. And,

1t
1t
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having thus described their house, and their servants’ hall, T may
give a few words of description concerning the ladies themselves,
In the fust place, and in coarse, they hated each other, My
Lady was twenty-seven—a widdo oft\*.ou"ars—ﬁt fair, and rosy;
A \Io‘\' quiet, cold- looking woman, as those fair-haired gals gene
rally are; it seemed dlm\.Lll to rouse her either into likes or dis-
likes ; to'the former, at least. Shenever loved ¢ anybody but ore,
and that was hers She hated, ‘in her calm quiet w; ay, almost
€very one else who came near her—eévery one, from her neighbour
the duke, whohad slighted her at dinner, downto John the foot-
man, who had torn.a hole in her train. I think this woman'’s
heart was like one of them lithograffic stones, you can't yub oué
aaything when once it's drawn or wrote on it ; nor could you
out of her Iad 1ip's stone—heart, I mean—in the shape of an
affront, a slight, or real or pl { She boar an exlen
irreprotchable character, agai ch the tongue of scan
neverwagged. She wasallowed to be the best wife poshill—
soshewas ; but she killed her old husband in two years
as ever Mr. Thurtell killed Mr. William Weare. e never g-')t
Into a passion, not she ver said a.rude word ; but she'd
4 genius—a genius which many women have—of m.zl\m" & hell
of a bouse; and tort'ring the poor creatures of her family, until
they were wellnigh drove mad,
Miss Matilda Griffin was a good deal uglie
amiable as her mother-ir St
my Lady, to do her ju
way with heri’s, S
mental, as her Lad
passion—Miss Matilda alivay
used to pass-between these 2 women,
quarls which took place it
was the mistry. Not r
it would surely have been e
detested each other at a dista
As for the fortune which old mr George had left, that, it was
clear, was very cons Irabble—300 thousand 1b. at the least, as
I have heard say. But nobody knew how it was disposed of.
Some said that her Ladyship w of it, others
that it was divided, others that ife inkum, and
that the momv wasall to go (as was natral) to Miss Mati
These ar which are not praps very interesting to the

t, and looked the same
nd my Lady was fair—senti-
My Lady was never in a

ating each other like pw»on,

to remain seprat, and so have
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British [‘m)LL, but were mighty important to my master, the
Honrable ‘Algernon Percy Deuceace, esquire, barrister-at-law,
etsettler; etsettler, .

For I've forgot to inform you that my master was very intimat
in this house ; and that we were now comfortably settled at th
Hotel Mirabew (pronounced Marobo in French), in the Rl "W
delly Pay, at Paris. 'We had our cab, and two riding-horses; our
banker's hook, and a thousand pound for'a balantz at L\.mt S;
our club at the corner of the Rew Gramong; our share in a
box at the oppras; our apartments, spacious and elygant; our
swarries at Court ; our dinner llency Lord Bobtail's
and elsewhere, Thanks to pe
We were as comp l::'.c gentlemen as .m;.' in Paris,

Now my master,
the h
debts could not bo 1er lmn determined to giveup fur the pr
everythink like'gambling—at Teast, high ‘play; as fur. lo
winning a ralow of Napoleums at whist or ecarty,
matter : it looks like money to do such things, an
of respectabilaty. “ But as for play, he wouldn't—oh no' not
for worlds !—do such a thing," He /ad played, like other young
men.of fashn, and won and lost [old fox ! he didn't say he had
pazd] ; but he bad given up the amusement, and was now deter-
- Jine 1, hesaid, tolive on his inkum. ﬂ.-: fact is, my masterwas
doing his very best to act the respe ble man : anda \(.r:' good
game it is, 100 ; but it requires a precious great roag to play it

Ih, made. his appearans reglar a urd‘—nu c.m) ng a
ha me large black marocky Pray ?(x k-and Bible, with the
psalms and lessons marked out with red r.bbxng:, and you'd
have thought, as T graivly laid the volloms down before- }..m.
and as he be m»x! his head in his nicely brushed hat, before
service beg such s, proper, morl young nobleman
was not to be found in the whole of the peeridge. It was a
comfort to look at him., Efry old tabby and f.lov.'yg&f at my
Lord Bobtail's turned up the wights of their i's when they s 'xgkc
of him, and vowed they had never seen such a dear, dal 1:],‘
exlent young man. What a good son he must be, they said ;
and oh, what a good son-in-law! He had the pick of all the
English gals at IMari before we had been mcrc 3 months. But,
unfortunately, most of them were poar ; and love and 2 cottidge
was not quite in master's way of thinking.

i
t
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Well, about this time my Lady Griffin and Miss G. made
their appearants at Parris, and master, who was up to snough;
very soon changed his noat. He sate near them at c'nnm\ﬁle,
and sung hims with my Lady: he danced with. em at the
embassy balls ; he road with them in the Boy de Balong and
the Shandeleasies (which'is the French Hig't; Park); he roat
potryin Miss Griffin’s halbim, and sang jewets alox;g with her
and Lady Griffin ; he brought sweetmeats for the puddle-dog ; he
gave money {0 the footmin, kissis and gloves to the sniggering
ladies™-maids 3 ‘he was sivvle even to poar Miss Kicksey ; there

wasn't a single soal at the Griffinses that didn't adoar this goo®
young man.

The ladies, if they hated befoar, you may be sure detested
each other now wuss than ever. There had been always a
jallowsy between them: miss jellows of her mother-in-law’s
bewty ; madam of miss’s espree : miss taunting my Lady about
the school at Islington, and my Lady snearing at miss for her
squint and her crookid back. And now came a stronger caws.
They both fell in love with: Mr. Deuceace—my Lady, that is to
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say, as much as she could, with her cold selfish temper. She
liked Deuceace, who amused her and made her laff. She liked
his manners, his riding, and his good loox; and being a per-
winew herself had a dubble respect for real aristocratick fie
and blood. Miss’s love, on the contry, was all flams and fury.
She'd always been at this work from the time she had beenat
school, where she very nigh run away with a Frentch master ;
next with a footman (which I may say, in confidence, is by no
means unnatral or unusyouall, as I could show if 1 liked); and
so had been going on sins fifteen. She reglarly flung herself
at Deuceace’s head—such sighing, erying, and ogling, 1 never
spe. Often was I ready to bust out laffin, as I brought master
skoars of rose-coloured &illydoos, folded up like cock-hats, and
smellin like barber's shops, which this very tender young lady
used to address to him, Now, though master was a scoundill
and no mistake, he was a gentlemin, and a man of good bread-
ing; and miss came a Fittle loo Strong (pardon the wulgarity of
the xpression) with her hardor and attachmint, for one of his
taste. Besides, she hada crookid spine, and a squint ; so that
{supposing their fortns tolrabbly equal) Deuceace reely preferred
the mother-in-law.

Now, then, it was his bisness to find out which had the most
money: With an English famly this would have been easy:
a look at a will at Doctor Commons'es would settle the matter
at once. But this India naybob's'will was at Caleutty, or some
outlandish place ; and there was no getting sight of a coppy of
it. L.will.do Mr. Algernon Deuceace the justass to say, that
he was so little musnary in his love for Lady Griffin, that he
would have married her gladly, even if she had ten thousand
pounds less than'Miss Matilda. ' In the meantime, his plan was
to keep 'em both in play, until he could strike the best fish of
the two—not a difficult matter for 2 man of his genus: besides,
Miss was hooked for certain.

——
CHAPTER IL
< Honour iy Fatber.”
{ sAID that my master was adoared by every person in my Lady

Griffin's establishmint. I should have said by every person
excep one,—a young French gnlmg, that is, who, before our
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appearants, had been mighty partiklar with my Lady, ockupying
by her side exackly the same pasition which the Honrable Mr.
Dez}cmcc now held. It was bewtifie and headifying to see ho\':'
coolly that young nobleman k the poar Shevalliay de I'Oroe
out of his shoes, and how gracefully he himself stept into 'ele.'
‘\.Iunsecr de l'Or.ge Wwas a smart young French jém!cman, of
about my master's age and good looks, but not possest of half
my master’s impidince. = Not that that quallaty is uncommon in
France ; but few; very few, had it to such a d«;grce as my exlent
em.pfr.?ycr, Mr. Deuceace, Besides, De 1'Orge was I'C"]P:Tl)' and
reely in love with Lady Griffin, and master only prctux?di:w: he
had, of {coars; an advantitch, which the poor l':ri.’.ntchmanbne‘.'c"
could git. ( He was all smiles and g;z‘tv, while Delorge \m;
oc.l:'.\'ard and melumeolly, My master had said twentvaprcu';'
things to Lady Griffin, befor the Shevalier had finished
snxoqthing his hat, staring at her, and sighing fit to bust his
weskit, | O luv, luy! Z%isisn’t the way to win 2 woman, or m\-‘
name’s not Fitzroy Yellowplush ! Myself, when I begun my
garear among the fair six; 1 was always sighing and glopin«'
1’1kc this ‘poar Frenchman. What was the consquints? 'lgc’
foar fu_s( women I adoaréd lafit at me; and left me for something
more lively.  Withthe restT have edopted a diffrent game :m:.i
with tolerable suxess, I'can tell you, But this is egeatism \;’hic'h
I aboar. ° . L &
Well, the long and the short of it is, that Munseer Ferdinand
Hyppolite Xavier Stanislas, Shevalier de I'Orge, was reglar cut
out by Munseer Algernon Percy Deuccace? Exquire.b Poar
Ferdinand did not leave the house—he hadn't the heart to do
that—nor had my Lady the desire to-dismiss him. He was
}xsc.ﬂe .in a thousand- different ways, gitting' oppra-boxes, and
invitations to French swarri bying gloves, and O de Colong,
I like. Alwayslet me recommend

an I;n_g1 h famly, going to Paris, to have at least one young
man of the sort about them, Never mind how old your Lud;
ship is, he will make love to ¥ou ; never mind what errints yo'u
s -Jz}d him tipon, he'll trot off and do them. Besides, he's always
quite and well-dresst, and never drinx moar than a pint of wiI‘!;t
at dancr, which (as T say) is a pint to consider. Such a
conveniants of a man was Munseer de I'Orge—the greatest use
and com.fo:j to my Lady posbill ; if it was but to Iar"? at his bad
pronunciatium of English, it was somethink amusink ; the fun
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was to pit him against poar Miss Kicksey, she speakin French,
and he our naytif British tong.

My master, to do him justace, was perfickly sivv
young Frenchman; and having kicked him out of the place
which he occupied, sertingly treated his fallen anymy with every
respect and consideration. Poar modist down-hearted little
Ferdinand adoared my lady as a goddice! and so he was very
polite, likewise, to my master—never venturing once to be
Jellows of him, or to question my Lady Griffin's right to change
her lover, if she choase to do so.

Thus, then, matters stood ; master had two strinx to his bo,
and'might take either the widdo or the orfn, as he preferred :
com bong lwee somblay, as the Frentch say. His only pint was
to discover how the money was disposed off, which evidently
belonged to one or other, or boath. At any rate he was sure of
one; as sure as any mortal man can be in this sublimary spear,
where nothink is suttin except unsertnty.

. . : . . . . .

A very unixpected insident here took place, which in a good
deal changed my master's calkylations,

One night, after conducting the two ladies to the oppra, after
suppink of white soop, sammy-deperdrow, and shampsz
(which means, eyced), at their house in the Plas V:
and master droav hoam in the cab, as happy as posshill,

*“ Chawls, you d——d scoundrel," says he to me (for he was in
an exlent humer), “when I'm marzied, I'll dubbil your wagis.”

This he might do, to be sure, without injaring himself, seing
that he had as yet never paid me any. But, what then? Law
bless us! thingswould be at a pretty pass if we suvvants only
lived on our swagis, our puckwisits is the thing, and no mistake.

I ixprest my gratitude as best I could; swoar that it wasn't
for wagis I served him—that I would as leaf weight upon him
for nothink ; and that never never, so long as I livd, would I, of
my own accord, part from such an exlent master. By the time
these two spitches had been made—my spitch and his—we
arrived at the ‘“Hotel Mirabeu ;" which, as everybody knows,
ain't very distant from the Plas Vandome. Up we marched
to our apartmince, me carrying the light and the cloax, master
hummink a hair out of the oppra, as merry as a lark.

I opened the door of our salong. There was lights already
in the room; an empty shampang bottle roalin on the floar,
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stowt, burly, red-faced, bald-headed nobleman, whose nose
seemed blushing at what his mouth was continually swallowing ;
whose hand, praps, trembled a little; and whose thy and legg
was not quite so full or as steddy as they had been in former
days. Buthewasa respecktabble, fine-looking old nobleman ;
and though it must be confest, 1 drunk when we fust made our
appearance in the salong, yet by no means moor so thana reel
noblemin ought to be.

+What, Algy my boy ! " shouts out his Lordship, advancing
and seasing master by the haad, * doan’t you know your own
father?”’

Master seemed anythink but overhappy. * My Lord,” s
he, looking very pail, and speakin rayther slow, 1 didnt—I
confess—the nnexpected pleasure—of seeing you in Paris. The
fact is, sir,” said he, rec ing himself a little, **the fact is,
there was such a confounded smoke of tobacco in the room, that
I really could not se¢ who the stranger was who had paid me
such an unexpected visit.”

' A bad habit, Algernon ; a bad habit,” said my Lord,
ing anotherseagar: *'a disgusting and filthy practice, which you,
my dear child, will do well toavoid. Itisatbest, dear Algerne
but a nasty idle pastime, unfitting a man as well for mental
exertion as for respectable society; sacrificing, at once, the
vigour of the intellect and the graces of the person. By-the-bye,
what infernal bad tobacco they have, o0, in this hotel. Could
not you send your servant to get mea few seagars at the Café

de Paris! Give him a five-franc piece, and let hiim go at'once,
that's a good fellow.”

Here his Lordship hiccupt, and drank off a fresh tumbler of
shampang, Very sulkily, master drew out the coin, and sent
me on the errint.

Knowing the Café de Paris to be shut at that hour, I didn't
sayaword, but quietly establisht myself in the ante-room; where,
as it happened by a singler coins lints, I could hear every word
of the conversation between this exlent pair of relatifs.

« Help yourself, and get another bottle,” says my Lord, after
a sollum paws. My poar master, the king of all other compnies
in which he moved, seamed here but to play secknd fiddill, and
went to the cubbard, from which his father had already igstracted
two bottils of his prime Sillary

He put it down before his father, coft, spit, opened the windows,
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from you a single affectionate feeling? Did we orany other of
your friends or intimates, ever know )ou to be guilty of a single
honest or generous action? Did we ever pretend any love for
you, or you for us? Algernon Deuceace, you don't want a father
to tell you that you are a swindler and a spendthyift! I have
paid thousands for the debts of yourself and your brothers; and,
if you pay nobody else, I am determined you shall repay me,
You would not do it by fair means, when I wrote to you and
asked you for a loan of money. I knew you would not, Had 1
written again to warn you of my coming, you would have given
me the slip ; and so I came, uninvited, to force you to repay
me. Zhkat'swhy I am here, Mr. Algernon ; and so help yourself
and pass the bottle.”

After this speach, the old genlmn sunk n on the sofa, and
puffed as much smoke out of his mouth as if he'd been the chim-
ley of a steam-injian. T was pleased, I cor ﬂ.,g. with the sean,
and liked to see this venrabble and virtuous old man a-nocking
his son about the hed ; just as Deu e had done with Mr.
Richard Blewitt, as I've before shown. Master's face was fust,
red-hot = next, chawk-white; and the blew. He looked,
for all the world, like Mr. Tippy Cooke in the tragady of Fran-
Rinstang. At last, he nmnmdgcd to's

““My Lord,” says he, “Ie
such scheme was' on foot. £ er and s hrift as I.am,
at least'it is but a family failing ; and I am indebted for my
virtues to my father’s precious example. Your lordship has, I
perceive, added drunkenness to the list of youraccomplishments';
and, I suppose, under the influence of that gentlemanly ex
ment, you have come to make these preposterous propesitions
to me. - When you are sober, you will, perhaps, be wise enough
to know, that, fool as I may be, I am not such a fool as you
think me ; and that if I have got money I intend to keep it—
every farthing of it, though you were to be times as drunk,

and ten times'as mrcaumnb as you are now.

“Well, well, my boy,” said Lord Crabs, who seemed to have
been half-asleep during his son’s oratium, and received all his
sneers and surcasms with the most complete good-humour ;
“well, well, if you will resist, fan# gis pour foi. I've no desire
to ruin you, recollect, and am not in the slightest degree angry ;
but T must and will have a thousand pounds. You had better
give me the money at once ; it will cost you more if you don't.”
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“Sir,” says Mr. Deuceace, *I will be equally candid. I
would not give you a farthing to save you from"——

Here I thought proper to open the doar, and, touching my
hat, said, **1 have been to the Café de Paris, my Lord, but the
house is shut,”

“Bop: there's'a good lad; you may keep the five francs.
And now get me a candle and show me downstairs.”

But my master seized the wax taper. ** Pardonme, my Lord,”
says he, “*What! a servant do-it, when your son is in the
room? Ah, parexemple, my dear father,” said he, laughing,
‘ you think there is no politeness left among us.” And ke led
the way out.

‘“ Good-night, my dear bey,” said Lord Crabs.

‘“God bless you, sir,” says he. ‘‘ Are you wrapped warm?
Mind the step !

And so this affeckshnate pair parted.

CHAPTER HI:
Mineworing.

MASTER rose the nex morning with a dismal countinants—he
seamed to think that his pa's visit boded him no good. I heard
him muttering-at his brexfast, and fumbling among his hundred-
pound notes; once he had laid a parsle of them aside (I knew
what he'meant), to send 'em to his father. “But no,” says he
at last, clutching them all up together again, and throwing them
into his escritaw, ** what harmcan he do me? | If helis a knave,
I know another who's full as sharp. Let's see if we cannot
beat him at his own weapons.” With that Mr. Deuceace drest
himself in his best clothes, and marched off to the Plas Vandom,
to pay his cort to the fair widdo and the intresting orfn.

It was' abowt ten o'clock, and: he propoased to. the ladies,
on seeing: them, 2 number of planns for the day's rackryation.
Riding in the Body Balong, going to the Twillaries to see King
Looy Disweet (who was then the raining sufferin of the French
crownd) go to chapple, and, finely, a dinner at 3 o'clock at the
Caffy de Parry ; whents they were all to adjourn, to see a new
peace at the theatre of the Pot St. Martin, called ** Sussannar
and the Elders."”
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The gals agread to everythink, exsep the two last preposi-
tiums. ‘“We have an engagement, my dear Mr. Algernon,”
said my Lady. *‘Look—a very kind letter from Lady Bobtail,”
And she handed over a pafewmd noat from that exolted lady.
It ran thus:—

“Fuc. St. HonorE, Thursday, Feb. 13, 1817,

“Mv peAr LApy GrieFiN,—It is an age we 1 %
public duties occupy so much myself and Lord Bobtail, that we
scarce time to see our private friends mg whom, I hope, my dear
Lady Griffin will allow me to rank her. Will you excuse so very

10nioUS an \invitation, line with us at the embassy to-day?
| be en getite comis nd shall have the pleasure of hearing, I
, some of your charming daunghter’s singing in the evening., |
ought, perhaps; to ha dressed a separate note to dear Miss Gnffin ;
but I hope she will pardon a poor diglomate who has so many letters to
ite, you know.

i bo Ever,

BoaTtar,”

Such a letter from the ambassdriss, brot by the ambasdor’s
Shassure, and sealed with his seal of arms, would affect any-
body in the middling ranx of life. It droav Lady Griffin mad
with delight ; and, long before my master’s arrivle, she'd sent
Mortimer and Fitzclarence, her two footmin, along with a polite
reply in the affammatiff,

Master read the noat with mo such fealinx of joy. He'felt
that there was somethink a-going on behind the seans; and,
though' he could not tell how, was sure that some danger was
near him. That old fox of a father of his had begun his
M'Inations pretty early !

Deuceace handed back the letter ; sneared, and poohd, and
hinted that such an invitation was an insult at best (what he
called a gees afly); and, the ladies might depend’ upon-it, was
only sent because Lady Bobtail wanted to fill up two spare
places at her table. But Lady Griffin and Miss would not
have his insinwations ; they knew too fu lords ever to refuse
an invitatium from any one of them. Go they would ; and poor
Deuceace must dine alone. - After they had been on their ride,
and had had their other amusemince, master came back with
them, chatted, and laft; he was mighty sarkastix with my
Lady; tender and sentrymentle with Miss; and left them both
in high sperrits to perform their twollet, before dinner.

As T came to the door (for I was as famillyer as a servant

1e house), as I came into the drawing-room to announts his
€
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cab, I saw master very quietly taking his pocket-book (or fof
fool, as the French call it) and thrusting it under one of the
cushinx of the sofa. What game is this? thinx L

Why, this was the game. In about two howrs, when he knew
the ladies were gon, he pretends to be vastly anxious abowt the
lossof his potfolio ; and back he goes to Lady Griffinses to seek
for it there.

** Pray," says he, on going in, ‘“ask Miss Kicksey if I may
see her for a single moment.” And down comes Miss Kicksey,
quite smiling, and happy to see him,

*TLaw, Mr. Deuceace!” says she, trying to blush as hard as
ever she could, *“ you quite surprissme! I don't know whether
I ought, really, being alone, to admit a gentleman.”

“ Nay, don't say so, dear Miss :sey ! for do you know,
I came here for a double purpose—ta ask about a pocket-book
which I have lost, and may, perhaps, have left here ; and then,
1o ask you if you will have the great goodness to pity a solitary
bachelor, and give him a cup of your nice tea?"
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Nice fzal 1 thot I should have split ; for I'm blest if master
had eaten a morsle of dinner.

Never mind: down to tea they sat. *Do you take cream
and sugar, dear sir? " says poar Kicksey, with a voice as tender
asa tuttle-duffl

“* Both, dearest Miss'Kicksey ! answers master ; who stowed
in a power of sashong and muffinx which would have done
honour to a washawoman.

I shan't describe the conversation that took place betwigst
master and this young lady. The reader, praps, knows y
Deuceace took the trouble to talk to her for an hour, and to
swallow all her tea. He wanted to find out from her all she
knew about the famly money matters, and settle at once which
of the two Griffinses he should marry.

The poar thing, of cors, was no match for such a man as
my master. Inaquarter of an hour, he had, if I may use the
igspression, *‘ turned her inside out.”™ He knew everything that
she knew ; and that, poar creature, was very little. There was
nine thousand a year, she had heard say, in money, in houses,
in banks in Injar, and what not. Boath the ladies signed
papers for selling or buying, and the money seemed equilly
divided betwigst them.

Nine thowsand ‘@ year! Deuceace went away, his cheex
tingling, his heart beating. He, without a penny, could‘nex
morning; if he liked, be master of five thousand per Rannum !

Yes. But how? Which had the money, the mother or the
daughter? Al the tea-drinking had not taught him this piece
of nollidge ; and Deuceace thought it a pity that he could not
marry both.

. ’ o .t s . . . .

The ladies came back at night, mightaly pleased with their
reception at the ambasdor's; and, stepping out of their
carridge, bid coachmin drive on with a gentlemin who had
handed them out—a stout old gentlemin, who shook hands most
tenderly at parting, and promised to call often upon my Lady
Griffin, He was so polite, that he wanted to mount the stairs
with her Ladyship; butno, she would not sufferit. * Edward,”
says she to the coachmin, quite loud, and pleased that all the
people in the hotel should hear her, *“ you will take the carriage,
and drive A#s Lordskip home.” Now, can you guess who his
Lordship was? The Right Hon, the Earl of Crabs, to be sure;
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the very old genlmn whom I had seen on such charming terms
with his son the day before. Master knew this the nex day, and
began to think he had been a fool to deny his pa the thousand
pound.

Now, though-the suckmstansies of the dinner at the am-
basdor’s- only came to my years some time after, I may as well
relate ‘em here, word for word, as they was told me by the very
genimn who waited behind Lord Crabseses chair.

There was only a “ petty comity " at dinner, as Lady Bobtail
said ; and my Lord Crabs was placed betsy igst the two Griffinses,
being mighty ellygant and palite to both. **Allow me,"” sayshe
to Lady G. (between the soop and the fish), *“my dear madam,
to thank you—fervently thank yon—for your goodness to my poor
boy. ¥our Ladyship is too young to experience, but, I am sure,
far too tender not to understand the gratitude which must fill a
fond parent's heart for kindness shown to his ¢hild. Believe me,"’
says my Lord, looking her full and tenderly in the face, “that
the favours you hayve done to another have been done equally to
myself, and awaken in my bosom the same gratefuland affectionate
feelings with which you have already inspired my son Algernon."

Lady Griffin blusht, and droopt Her head till her ringlets fell
into her fish-plate:: and she swallowed Lord Crabs's flumry just
as she would so many musharuins. My Lord (whose powers of
slack-jaw was notoarious) nex addrast another spitch to Miss
Griffin.  He said he'd heard how Deuceace was sifwafed. Miss
blusht—what 2 happy dog he was—Miss blusht crimson, and
then he sighed deeply, and began eating his-turbat-and lobster
sos. Master was a good un at flumry, but, law bless you! he
Was, no moar equill to the old: man than ‘a molehill is to. a
mounting.  Before the night was ever, he had made as much
progress as another man would in a ear. One almost forgot his
red nose and his big stomick, and his wicked leering i's, in his
gentle insiniwating woice, his fund of annygoats, and, above all,
the bewtifle, morl, religious; and honrabble toan of his genral
conversation, . Praps you will say that these ladies were, for such
rich pipple, mightaly esaly captivated ; but recklect, my dear sir,
that they were fresh from Injar,—that they'd not sean many
fords—that they adoared the peeridge, as every honest woman
does in England who has proper feelinx, and has read the
fashnabble novvles,—and that here at Paris was their fust step
into fashnabble sosiaty.
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Well; after dinner, while Miss Matilda was' singing “Die
antie,” or ‘'Dip your chair,"” or some of them sellabrated
Italyian hairs (when she began this squall, hang me if she'd ever
stop), my Lord gets hold of Lady Griffin again, and gradgaly
begins to talk to her in a very different strane. s

**What a blessing it is for us all,” says he, *that Algernon
has found a friend so respectable as your Ladyshi

‘“Indeed, my Lord ; and why? I suppose I am not the enly
respectable friend that Mr. Deuceace has?"

*“No, surely ; not the only one he kas %Zad ; his birth, and,
permit me to say, his relationship to myself, have procured him
many. But"—— (here my Lord heaved a very affecting and
large sigh).

**But what?" says my Lady, laffing on of his
dismal face. “You don’t mean that Mr. Deuceace has lost
them or is unworthy of them?2"

‘“T trust not, my dear madam, I trust not; but he is wild,
thoughtless, extravagant, and embarrassed: and you know a
man under these circumstances is not very particular as to his
associates,”

Embarrassed ? Good heavens! He says he has two
thousand a year left him by a godmother ; and he does not seem
even to spend his income—a very handsome independence, too,
for a bachelor.”

My Lord nodded his head sadly, and said,—*“Will your
L:ldj."ship give me your word of honour to be secret?
has but a thousand a year, which T allow hir is he: in
debt. He has played, 1 1, 1 fear ; and for thisreason I am
s0 glad to hear that he isin a respectable domestic circle, where
he may learn, in the presence of far greater and ptrer attrac-
tions, to forget the dice-box, and the low company which has
been his bane."

My Lady Griffin looked very grave indeed. Was it true?
‘Was Deuceace sincere in his professions of love, or was he only
& sharper wooing her for her money? Could she doubt her
informer? his own father, and, what's more, a real flesh and
blood pear of parlyment? She determined she would try hirr{.
Praps she did not know she had liked Deuceace so much, until
she kem to feel how much she should Ae# him if she found he'd
been playing her false.

The evening was oyer, and back they came, as wee've seen,—
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my Lord driving home in my Lady’s carridge, her Ladyship and
Miss walking upstairs to their own apartmince.

Here, for a wonder, was poar Miss Kicksey quite happy and
smiling, and evidently full of a secret,—something mighty
pleasant, to judge from herloox. She did not long keepit. As
she was making tea for the ladies (for in that house they took a
cupregular before bedtime), *“ Well, my Lady,"” says she, *““who
do yon think has been to drink tea with me?” Poar thing, a
frendly face was an eventin her life—a tea-party quite a hera !

*Why, perhaps, Lenoir my maid,” saysimy Lady, looking
grave. ‘*Twish, Miss Kicksey, you would not demean yourself
by mixing with:my domestics. = Recollect, madam, that you are
sister to Lady Griffin.”!

¢ No, my Lady, it was not Lenoir ; it wasa gentleman, and a
handsome gentleman; too.”

'Oh, it was Monsieur de I'Orge, then,” says Miss; “he
promised to bring me some guitar-strings.”

*No, nor yet M. de 1'Orge. ' He came, but was not so polite
as to ask for me. 'What do you think of your own beau, the
Honourable Mr. Algernon” Deuceace?™ and, so saying, pear
Kicksey clapped her hands together, and looked as joyfle as if
she'd come into:a fortin,

**Mr. Deuceace here ; and why, pray?" says my Lady, who
recklected all that his exlent pa had been saying to her.

““Why, in the first p he had left his pocket-book, and in
the second, he wanted, he said, a dish of my nice tea ; which he
took, and stayed with mean hour, or moar.”

*“And pray, Miss Kicksey,” said' Miss Matilda, quite con-
tempshusly, ““what may have been the subject of your conversa-
tion with Mr. Algernon? 'Did you talk politics, or music, or fine
arts, or metaphysics?” Miss M. being what was called a #ue
(as most hump-backed women in sosiaty are), always made a
pint to speak on these grand subjects.

““No, indeed ; he talked of no such awful matters, - Ifhe had,
you know, Matilda, T should never have understood him. = First
we talked about the weather, next about muffins and crumpets,
Crumpets, he said, he liked best; and then we talked" (here
Miss Kicksey's voice fell) *““about poor dear Sir George in
heaven! what a good husband he was, and "——

*“What a good fortune he left,—eh, Miss Kicksey?" says my
Lady, with a hard snearing voice. and a diabollicle grin,
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“Yes, dear Leonora, he spoke so respectfully of your blessed
husband, and seemed 50 anxious about you and Matilda, it was
quite charming to hear him, dear man !"

* And pray, Miss Kicksey, what did you teil him?"

**Oh, I told him that you and Leonora had nine thousand a
year, and "—

“What then?"

*“Why, nothing ; that is all I know. I am sure I wish I had

¥y poor Kicksey, her eyes turning to heaven.

“ Ninety fiddlesticks! Did not Mr. Deuceace ask how the
money was left, and to which of us?"

“Yes ; but I could not tell him,"

«1 knew it ! " says my Lady, slapping down her tea-cup,—*1I
knew it 1"

““Well | says Miss Matilda, ““and why not, Lady Griffin2
There is no reason you should break your tea-cup, because
Algernon asks a harmless question. e is not mercenary; he
is all candour, innocence, generosity! He is himself blessed
with a sufficient portion of the world’s goods to be content ;
and often and often has he told me he hoped the woman of his
choice might come to him without a penny, that he might show
the purity of his affection.”

“I've no doubt,” says my Lady. “Perhaps the lady of his
choice is Miss Matilda Griffin | " and she flung out of the room,
slamming the door, and leaving Miss Matilda to bust into tears,
as was her reglar custom, and pour her loves and woas into the
buzzom of Miss Kicksey.

—e—

CHAPTER IV,
‘¢ Hitting the Nale on the Hedd.”

THE nex morning, down came me and master to Lady Grif-
finses,—1 amusing myself with the gals in the anty-room, he
paying 'his /devours' to: the ladies in the salong. Miss was
thrumming on her gitter; my Lady was before a great box
of papers, busy with accounts, bankers' books, lawyers' letters,
and what not. Law bless us ! it's a kind of bisniss I should like
well enuff; especially when my hannual account was seven or
eight thousand on the right side, like my Lady's. My Lady in
this house kep all these matters to herself. Miss was avast deal
too sentrimentle to mind business,
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datilda’s eyes sparkled as master came in; she pinted
gracefully to a place on the sofy beside her, which Deuceace
My Lady only looked up for a moment, smiled very
kindly, and down went her head among ‘the papers agen, as
busy as a B. 1

“*Lady Griffin ‘has had letters from London,” sa ;.s Miss,
*““from nasty lawyers and people:. Come hete and si t by me,
you naughty man you ! "

And down sat master, - Willingly," says he, ‘“my dear Miss
Griffin;; why, 1 declare, it is quite a téfe-g-réte."

*“Well," says Miss (after the prillininary flumries, in coarse),
*we met a friend of yours at the embassy, Mr. Deuceace."

** My father, doubtless; he isa great friend of the 1mt'nssador.
and surprised pie myself by a visit the night before last.”

““What a dear delightful old man! how he Ioves you, Mr,
Deuceace 17

*“ Oh, amazingly ! ” says master, throwing his i's to heaven.

*“ He spake of nothing but you, and such/ praises of you!"

Master breathed more freely. '« Heis/ very good, my dear
falhcr; but blind, asall fathersare, he is'so partial and attached
1o me;'

*“He spoke of you being his favourite child, and regretted
that you were mot his! eldest son,” ‘1 can but leave hlm the
small portion of a younger brother,” he said ; “but never mind,
he has talents, a noble name, and an independence of his
('.\\'n s

“An mdnpgm.u:c*? es, oh-yes; I amrquite independent of
my father,’

““Twoithousand' pounds a year left you by your godmother;
the very same you told us, youknow.”

“ Neither more nor less,” s master, bobbing his head ;
sufficiency, my dear Miss (;.1fﬁn —t0 a man of my mudemh_
habits an ample provision.”

** By-the-bye," | cries out Lady Griffin, interrupting the con-

on, *‘ you who are talking about money matters there. I
wish you would come to the aid of poor ne / Comc, naughty
boy, and help me out with this long long sum.’

Didn't he go—that's all! My i, how hlb i's shone, as he skipt
across the room, and seated himself by my Lady !

*“Look ! " said she, ““ my agents write me over that they have
received a remittanee of 7,200 rupees, at 2s. od, a rupee, Do
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tell me what the sum is, in pounds and s
did with great gravity.

‘“Nine hundred and ninety pounds. Good’; I dare say you
are right. I'm sure I can’t go through the fatigue to'see. And
now comes another question. Whese money is this, mine or
Matilda's? You see it is the interest of a sum in India, which
we have not had occasion to touch ; and, according to the terms
of poor Sir George's will, T really don’t know how to dispose

of the money exc spend it. Matilda, what shall we do
with it2"
**La, ma'am, I'wish youwould arrange the business \OU'~" f.
F“WWell, then, Algernon, yow tell me ;" and she laid her hand
on ms, andlocked him most pathetickly-in the face,
says he, I don't know how Sir George left his
money ; you must let me iis will, first.”
** Oh, willingly.”
M;b’(ur'ﬁ chair v-fl <.xm.mly to have got springs in the
cushns ; he was ob 3 2.
ok here, T have Lm'\ a copy, taken by my |
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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
mto action.” And she read, *“ ‘I, George Griffin," &c. &e.—
you know how these things begin—* being now of sane mind '—
um, um, um,—*leave to my friends, Thomas Abraham Hicks,
a colonél in‘the H. E, I. Company’s Seryice, and to John Monro
Mackirkincroft (of the hounse 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 stuff. But now you know the whole business, tell us
what is to be done with the'money?"

* Why, the-money, unquestionably; should be divided between
you.”

“ZTanz micux, say 1; I really’ thought it had been all

fatilda’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 v , and
then came round to-the place where Miss Matilda-was seated.
At last he said, in alow, trembling voice,—

“I‘am almost sorry, my dear Lady Griffin, that you have
read that will to me ; foran attachment such as mine must seem,
I fear, mercenary, when the object of it is so greatly favoured hy
worldly fortune. Miss G,zmn—.\L‘tzlda ! 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 ¢, 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 e)cs abont, and fell
on master’s neck, whispering hodibly, 7 a0/’

My Laov looked at the pair for a moment with her teeth
gri g, her i's glaring, her busm throbbing, and her face chock
whi t'.:; 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, \\u}.ouf.’n word,
knocking down poar me; who happened to be very near the dor,
and leaving my master along with his crook-back mistn S

T've repotted the spe he made to her pr etty well.  The
fact is, I got it in a ruff copy ; onlyon the copy it's wrote “Lady
Gr v Leonora 1" instead of ** Miss Gri iffire, Ma ,"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.

WELL, master had hit the righ on the head this time:

thanx to Tuck—the crooked >e sure, but then it had the

Soold nobé, which w

should ; be
metals, and much pre
battered iron like my Lad

And 50, in spite of his father (at which old nobleman Mt
Deuceace now snapt his , in spite of his detts (which, to
do him Justas, had never stood much in his way), and in s
of his povatty, idleness, extra vagans, swindling, and debotcheries
of all kinds (which an't g nerally very favorable to a young man
who has to make his way in the world); in spite of all, there he
was, I say, at the topp of the trea, the fe weher 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 Commiins:
Heaven knows what! and not a poar footman, who only
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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 Commiins:
Heaven knows what! and not a poar footman, who only
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scribes what he's seen, and can't, in cors, pennytrate into the

rs and the busms of men.

You may be shore that the three-cornered noats came pretty
thick now from the Griffinses. Miss was alway writing them
befoar ; and now, nite, noon, and mornink, breakfast, dinner,
and .o"er inthey came, till my pantry (for master never read
‘emy, and I carried 'em out) was puffickly intolrabble from the
odor of musk, ambygrease, bargymot, and other sense with
vhich 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 ! T can smel 'em at this very minit, as I am
copying them down.

BiLLY Doo. No. L

‘“*Tis the witchi h')ur Of nwh.
falls gpon'my s 1 B

to thee, my Al

shall the time

the blessed day? ! d
and the guart sve ink :‘ husband. \Xv adored

Percy, pardon the girlish ¢ 3 -E h 3 letter at this
1 Will thy lips press it t 1ain for on the spot
which has been iy “NMaTioa?”

This was the. fus# letter, and was brot to our house by one of
the poar footmin, Fitzclarenee, at sicks o c‘ou\ in the morning.
I thot it'was forlife.and death, and woak master at that extra-
ornary hour, and gave it to him. I shall never forgit him, when
he red ity 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 hi: nOst wcq a collection ‘of epitafs as I'seldum
hered, except at, Billi The fact is thiss: for a fust letter,
Miss's noat v r too strong and sentymentle. But that
was her way ; she was always reading melancholy stoary books
—*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. IL
ige madnesses will passion lead one! Lady
Griffin, ¢ your avowal yesterday, has not spoken a word to your
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poor Matilda; has declared that she will admit
even you, my \lngon); and has lacked herself
m. lco believe that she 1 s, and {Z’...'\Clt\ m.u ~cu W
s with her! Ha, ha!
Adicu, adieu, adien! A thousar

* 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

arence grin'd at me, as muchas
1o '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 ou
father, Lord Crabs, who was x\'.u’ving his hand to Miss Kicksey,
and saying /e siould be back fo dinner at 7, just as me and master
came up the stares, There was no admittns for us though.
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& Bnh ! bah! never mind,” says my Lord, taking his son
affeckshnately by the hand.  *“What, two strings to \:'.our bc;\\' 5
ay, Algernon? The dowager a little jealous, miss a little Iove:
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.” ' u |

:\fxd so'saying, my Lord walked master down stares, looking
at hin as tender and affeckshnat, and speaking to him as swx-cbl
as. posbilll | Master did not know what to thinJ:ofit. H; nc\.'er
new what game his old father was at; only he somehow felt
I‘hnz he had got his head in a net, in spite of his suxess on
Sunday. T knew it—I knew it quite well, as soon as I s:l\:.' the
o¥d gealmn igsammin him, by a kind of smile \\'hich' came O\"L;I'
:;::Llr;olrllhi](i:c and was-somethink betwigst the angellic and the

Sut _m:Lster's dowts were cleared up nex day, and everything
Was bright again, " At brexfast, in comies a note with inc'lo'gie;
boath of witch I here copy :— —

No. IX. 7
1| " Thursda 2111
I CTOR s ctnasa | 1 i
I 1 ORIA, \’ma-m ded at last; not her con:
0 our union; but her conser u as before ; and has pron
= : £ ‘ 2 2 a5 C, ar 1as €
to urz:; {.‘Puul {:h‘.zll Silly w ¥ uld she ever think of you as
fop }mssi 2 ;Yhi}rg of delicious
thinking of thee, my e bl st
e , Ty he blissful hour of
“Come ! “M.GR

This is the inclosier from my Lady :—

7 o : G
Lwiir not tell you that your:behaviour on Sunday did not deeply

;‘mck me. I had been foolish. enough to think of other plans, and to
‘;‘xh(;zc);g:{xgeg;r;u(lt you had ) was fixed elsewhere than on.one at
foibl v = - i o] 9 3
Ieast cannot haye charmet PTG 2 e TR
“My step-daughter wil
through the ceremony o g 1
Have I not reason to doubt wheth.
to vou?
) ?:x\tl she is I(; e, :Lm: e right to receive in her own housa ail
who may greeakle 't rer—certainly you, who are likely to'k
one day so nearly con: ith her, : Stk
that your love for Mi is si
you yourself are still de
fu{thgr obstacles in your way.
el 3mc,flh'c§15 to return to-our hotel. 1 cannot promise to
e b d }? old: you " id d_c-»pzse me if Id I can pro-
e however, to thi o more of all that has passed between us, and
yield up my own ha > of the danght f my dear husband.
“L. E.G”

marry without at least go
3 L cannat; as yet, give it,
be happy in trusting herself
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‘Well, now, an't this a manly, straitforard letter enough, and
natral from a woman whom we had, to confess the truth, treated
most scuvvily? Master thought so, and went and made atender
respeckful speach to Lady Griffin (alittle flumry costs nothink).
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 fiumry of the kind, with dark sollum glansis of the
eyes, and plenty of white pockit-hankercher.

He thought he'd make all safe. Poar fool! he wasin a net
—sich a net as I never yet see set to ketch a roag in.

e

CHAPTER. VI.
The Jewd.
THE Shevalier de 1'Orge, the young Frenchmin whom I wrote
of in my last, who had been rather shy of his visits while master
was coming it so very strong, now eame back to his old place
by the side of Lady Griffin: there was no love now, though,
betwigst Him and master, although the Shevalier had got his
lady back agin; Deuceace being compleatly devoted to his
crookid-Veanus:

The Shevalier 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 1 see putty
well,‘after a week, from his manner of going on—of speakin at
master, and lookin at him, and olding his lips tight when
Deuceace came into the room, and glaring at him with his i's,
that he hated the Honrabble Algernon Percy.

Shall T tell'you why? | Because ‘my Lady Griffin hated him :
hated him wuss than pison, 'or the devvle, or even wuss than her
daughter-in-law. Praps you phansy that the letter you have juss
red was honest ; praps you amadgin that the sean of the read-
ing of the will came on by mere chans, and in the reglar cors of
suckmstansies : it was all a gume, I tell you—a reglar trap ; and
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 1'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

I've alteady said how, in the fust part of their acquaintance,
master used to laff at De 1'Orge’s bad, Inglish, and funny ways
The little creature had a thowsnd of these ; and being small,
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 intelligent 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 quar
etwigst master and Lady Griffin ; when that lady took care to
rn the tables, Whenever master and’'miss were not present
s I've heard the servants say), she used to laff at Shevalliay
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 behayiour from another
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
was angry or pleased, gentle or quarlsum, igsactly as my Lady
liked. Theregot to be frequint rows betwigst him and master :
sharp words flung at each other across the dinner-table ; ispewts
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 oneof
hese tiffs, say, pail, and the tears trembling in her i's, *do, do
s¢ calm, Mr. Deuceace. Monsieur de I'Orge, I beseech you to
forgive him. You are, both of you, so esteemed, lovid, 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

I
tu
(2
I
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ever forgit poar little De 1'Orge's eyes; when my Lady
‘“both of you." He stair'd at my Lady for a momint,
urned 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 Sheyalliay sate down to his soop-plate, and wus so
happy, that I'm blest if he wasn't crying! He thought the
widdow had made her declyration, and would have him’; and
o thought Deuceace, who look'd at her for some time mighty
bitter and contempshus, and then fell a-talking with Mis

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 clse ; 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,
hisicloven foot the very instnt you tread on it. At least, this
is what young roags do ; it requires very cool blood and long
practis 1o 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
bim would know it, from the bewtifle smiling igspreshn of his
face. Young master hadn't got so farin 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 themsel and
the slightest thing which comes in the way of thir belove
objects sets them fewrions, 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 zoz5 in a pashn, a more
insalent, insuffrable, overbearing broot didn't Iiy
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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 5o faras to make them hate each other profowndly :
but somehow or other, the 2 cox wouldn't Jight,

I doan't think Deuceace ever suspected any game on the part
of her Ladyship, for she catried-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 'ye just shown in the tiff
which took place at the door of the Sally Mangy. Besides, the
2 Yyoung men, though reddy enough €6 snarl, were natrally
unwilling'to cum to bloes. ' I'll tell you why : being friends,
and idle, they spent their mornins as young fashnabbles genrally
f]"-" at billiads, fensing, riding, pistle-shooting, or some such
Improoving study.  In billiads, master beat the Frenchmn hollow
(aad had won a pretious sight of money from him; but that's
neither here nor there, or, as the French say, oniry nod),; at
pistle-shooting, master could knock down eight immidges out of
ten, and De 1'Orge 'seven ; and in fensing, the Frenchman eould
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
s0: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
exparrymence 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. Tsaid that he walked away from the Shevalliay, who
bad given him his hand in his sudden bust of joyﬂc.goocl-
humour ; and who, T do bleave, would have hugd a she-bear,
so very happy was he. . Master walked away from him pale
and hotty, and, taking his seat at table, no moor mindid the
br.'nndish(nents of Miss Griffin, but only replied to them with a
pshaw, or a dam at one of us servnts, or abuse of the $00p, or
the wine; cussing and swea g 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 bashymail, ** allow me to help you?"
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7 thank 11 no; but T will trouble Monsicur de 1'Orge.”
And towards that gnlmn she turned, with a most tender and
fasnating smile.

** Your Ladyship has taken a very sudden admiration for Mr.
de 'Orge’s carving. - You used to like mine once.”

“‘ You are very skilful; but to-day, if you will allow me, T
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 to master's
chick, and myandrewd down his shert-collar and virging-white

Confound you!" 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.

My Lady bust into a fit of laffin, peel upon peel, as if it was
the best joak in the world. De 1'Orge giggled and grin'd too.
*Pardong,"” says he; ‘“meal pardong, mong share munseer."*
Aund be looked as if he would have done it again for a penny.

The little Frenchman was quite in extasis ; he found himself
all of asuddn 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 be, 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, T must confess, as much of a blaggard asany:
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," -

* In the long dialogues,
peculiar spelling of our friend
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after a little chaffing (in which she only worked him up mo
and moar), **may I trouble you for a few of those grapes? they
ook 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 Heaven knows what.

** Monsieur de 1'Orge,” , shouting out at the top of his
voice, ‘‘have the goodness to help Lady Griffin. > wanted
7ty grapes long ago, and has found out they are sour!"”

There was a dead paws of a moment or so.

**Ah!"™ says my Lady, ‘‘vous osez m'insulter, devant mes

ns, dans ma propre maisan—c'est par trop fort, num>xcu.."
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. " Be I'Orge
would not have under ker else; as it was he heard quite
enough ; and as the door clikt too, in the ents of me, and
Messeers' Mortimer and Fitzclarence, the ni:;. footmen, he
wvalksround to my master, and 1 im a slap on the face, and
says, ‘! Prends g¢a; menteur et Jache!" which means, ‘ Take
that, you liar and coward ! "—rayther strong igspreshns for one
genimn 10 use to another.

Master staggered 1 and looked bewildered ; and then he
gave a kind of a scream, and then he made 2 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

itzclarence a luydor each. 1 will i give you five more to-
morrow,” sayshe, *if yon 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 aking very slow (in cors
we were 2ll 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.” - i
My Ladv bowed, and said she didn't wish for explanations.
Mr. Deuceace was her daughter's .xc:t. and not hers ; but she
certainly would never demean 1'“ if by sitting again at table
with him. And so saying, out she boltid xgaxn
5 are tHwhat §
*Oh! Algernon! Algernon ! says Miss, in teers, \hh‘q'" ;
this dreadful mystery—th earful shocking quarrels? Te

ior2 "
me, has anything t Where, where is the Chevalier?
e, has anything

Master smiled, and
Matilda.  De 'Orge did not unc 'md a w ord of the db,
he was too much in love for that. He is but gone away ( ot
half-an-iour, 1 believe ; and will return to coffee.
I knew what master's game was, for if Miss had got a hink-
ling of the quarrel betwigst him and the Frenchman, we should
" he ** Hotel Mirabeu,' and the juice
ave had her wrgu‘\ ng at the ““ Hote irabeun," a

all to pay. ¢ only t for a few minnits and cumfitted
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her, and then drove off to his friend, Captain Bullseye, of the
Rifies; with whom, 1 spose, he talked over this unplesnt bis
We fownd, at our hotel, a note
his secknd was to be seen.

‘Two mornings after there was a parrowgraf in Gallynanny's
.Uu.r.flzgur, which'T hear beg-leaf to transcribe :

from De 1'Orge, saying where

e (/u" Die, .—\u ¥ morning,.at six k, a meeting took
place, in'the Bois de Boulogne, between the Hon. A, P.
younger son of the Earl of Cr-bs, ‘and the Chevalior de I' O0—.

Chevalier was ’lzt'.mrd by Major de M—, “of the Royal Guay
the Hon, Mr. D— by ( pt.un B-lls-y

As far as we have 1
affair, the dispute originated in the hou
most Lnlh:mt omaments of our embassy),

D—ce—ce

this deplo
:1 lovely Indy (m'l
nd the duefl took pl:

1 party, and the most accomplished
his right of choosing the weay
\[0;\
d at forty paces, with dmcno’u to
e to 4 barrier which ¢ ated them L’l{) eight paces
d with two pistols, ) ir de ]O— fireg i
ately, and lht. L.dl t S in the left wiist of his anta onist, who
g I i x{«. fired, howuar_.
! r'aln “uundtd s entered above his lu; -joi
very little hope that h' can recover,

“We have heard
which the (,‘".\aher
same reason for the unys
was fought,

““Mr. Dcu—-
the I\'i‘:h: Hon

e of this uL~")(1“l!’
= to r‘ 1e Hm

s excellent father,
1ed on hearing of the
affectionate parental
3 \ulc'an) ..t nm 0
fast with
rl fainted or

And so he did. “T " says my
Lord to me, after seei f down in
our salong, e y ny segars in the housé? ' And, hark
¥e, send me up a bottle 'of wine and some luncheon, " I can
certainly not leave th rhood of my dea boy.”™
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CHAPTER VII.
The Consguinsies.
THE Shevalliay did not die, for the ball came out of its own
accord, in the midst of a viclent fever and inflamayshn which
= : ; i he 5 weeks
was brot on by the wound. He was kept in bed for 6 weeks
: 7 1 e afie
thongh, and did not recover for a long time after. e SV

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

Iy : )y were ake of
ugly story short, they 1 to take
the rist.

l He bore it, in cors, , and in 2 month he too was
ore it, 048

well, and his wound } ; but T never see a man look so like

v o3 . ' 2 1. P

a devvle as he used sometimes, when he looked down at the
stump ! L o o3 :

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 _l
donowhat. I've kep some of the noatsas T tell you, .;nr.'l. curi-

y sentimentle they are, beatir sorrows of MacWhirter

11
all l(a nothing —

i us yme offe ) @ Consum & power of wine

Old C nbs us c(l to com n, and con ed a power of wine
'md seagars at our house. I I-‘\ ave he was at Paris because there
. A land « hiz = TGS

s an exycution in hlau\‘. n hot nd ; and m:. Son-was

ire find (as they
to the old Qg ‘ 4
8 - ' t.o0 any more
at Lady Griffin’s ; where, as master wz , I didn't gu 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 fi r, after they had been talki ng
about Lady Grifin: *‘s% ¢ you yet, 1 tell you
fairly.”

*¢ Carse her,” says mas
—** eurse her.! but I will
of Matilda: Ttook
The girl must marr

ter, in a fury, lifting up his maim'd arm
4 - )
be even with her one d:

Y 'S £ fa3l
care to put that beyond the reach of a fail
ry me, for her own sake.” i i
¢ For her own sake! 0 ho! Good, good !" My Lord lifted
2 ' -
his i's; and s.ud gravely, *‘ I understand, my dear boy: it isan
1 { P8
excellent plan." R
“Well,” says master, grinning fearcely and knowingly at his
4, say: aster, grinmir 3
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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. I saw 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, 1 never shall see again.

His Tordship 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, sf somebody hadn't put her up toit. Who did? If you
red the above/passidge, and saw how a venrabble old genlmn
took his hat, and sauntered down the Plas Vandome {looking
hard and kind at all the nussary-maids—buns they call them in
France—in the way), I leave you to guess who was the author
of the nex scheam : 4 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. Th
bills'amountid to four thowsnd moar.

Now, the lor is in France, that if a genlmn gives these i
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 faet—labouring
under a very common mistak, that, when onst out of England,
he might wissle at all the debts he 16ft 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 totake 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 conple of gen-
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darmes, who i5 asking for your master—a-t-il des dettes par

hasard?" -
I was struck all of a heap—the truth flasht on my mind’s

* Toinétte,” says I, for that was the gal's 1 .mu.—“_'l'oiuun':,'

says I, giving ber a kiss, ** keep them for two mx.nmls. as you

valyou my affeckshn ;" and then 1 gave her another

mn. up stares to our chambers. Master imx? now pretty

recovered of his wound, and was alond to drive abow

lucky for him that he had the strength to move. *“Sin

=

e

says I, ‘“the bailiffs are u, and you must run for your

life." :
“Bailiffs?" says he: ' nonsense! I don't, thank Hez
owe a shilling to any man,” ]

“ Stuff, sir,” says I, forgetting my respeck; *don't },uu ?\\
money in England? I tell you the bailiffs are here, and wiil be
on you in a moment."” L

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 bailif —two jondarms with him—
Toinette, and an old waiter.  'When Toinette sees master, she
Smiles, and says: !'Dis donc, Charles ! ot est donc ton maltre?
Chez lui, n'est-ce pas? ¢ jeune homme & monsieur," says
she, curtsying to the bailiff.

The old waiter was just a-going to blurt out, *ais ce n'est
pas }"when Toinette stops him, and says, ‘¢ Laissez donc passe:
ces messienrs, vieux béte;"” and in they walk, the 2 jon d'arms
taking their postin the hall.

Master throws open the salong doar very gravely, and touching
y 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 (having had
plenty of English customers), and says in French, as master goes
out, *‘I think, sir, you had better let your servant geta coach,

for T am under the painful necessity of arresting you, au nom de
IaToi, for thesttm of ninety-eight thousand seven hundred francs,

Francois Lebrun, of Paris;
s, with master’s acceptances on
them sure enough.

**'Take-a chair, sir,” says I; and down he sits; and T began
to chaff him, as well as I could, about the weather, my illness,
my sad axdent, baving: lost one of my hands; which was stuck
into my busum, and so on.

At last, after 2 minnit or two, I could contane no longer, and
bust out in a horse Iaff,

The old fellow turned quite pail, and began to suspect some-
think. “Hola!™ sayshe; ‘' gendarmes! & moi! & moi! Je
suis flou¢, yolé," which means, in English, that he was regiar
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 rerd. out
laffing; and so did Charles Yellowplush, Esquire, I can tell
you. Old Grippard the bailiff looked as if he would faint in his

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

CHAPTER VIII.
The End of Mr. Deuczace’s History—Limbo.

My tail is droring rabidly to a close: my suvvice with Mr,
Deticeace 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 servats, 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
I woar, and in dixcovering a fipun note in one of the pockets,—
beyond this, I say, there was to poar master very little adyantich
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
T arm, is pretty easly known, and caught, too; as I cantelliyou.

Such was the case with master. He coodn leave Paris,
mbarover, if he would. -~ What was'to become, in that case;of
his bride—his unchbacked hairis? He knew that young lady's
temprimonyg (as the Parishers say) too wellito let her long out of
Ris site. She had nine thousand a yer, She'd beenin love &
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. Heawn
bless s, it was & marycle’ she wasn't earlier mamried! 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 T 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
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night, like a howl out of a hivy-bush, and returning in the da
time to his roast.  For it's a maxum in lrmu_ {and T \\oo‘(‘i)-
\\.erc followed in Ingland), that after dark no man is lible w)E
: r
h}l: etts ; and in any of the Royal gardens—the Tyillaries, the
ally Roil, or the Lucksimbug, for example—a man may wander
from| sunrise to evening; and hear nothing' of the ojus dunnsU
lhc_\'. an’t admitted into these places of public enjyment and
rondyvoo any more than dogs ; the centuries at the garden-gate
having orders to shuit all such, 3 -
Master, then, was in this uncomfrable situation—neither liking
10.go-nor So stay-!-peeping out at nights to have an interview
with his miss ; ableagd to shuffle off her repeated questions as to
the reason of all this d isgeise, and to talk of his two thowsnd a
year jest as if he had it and didn't owe lling in the wor>1!1
maﬁ)é(zgtirsc, now, he began to grow mighty eager for the
' ?*Ie roat as:many noats as she had done befor ; swoar against
r‘mlay»and cerymony ; talked of the pleasures of Hyming s h
ardship that the ardor of two arts should be allowed to ige ""L
the folly of waiting for the consent of Lady Griffin. Qxélto\lx:c
it a stcp»{nomu, and an unkind one. Miss was (he- snic')h';
major, might marry whom she liked ; and :mmlv had p'u;l
I..:m_v G. quite as much attention as she ht, by paying h
the compliment to ask herat all. ks S
And so théy went on. The curious thing was, that when
master was pressed about his cause for not coming out till night-
time, he was misterus ; and Miss Griffin, when ?14:0" why Q;]f‘
wooden marry, igsprest, or rather, didn'¢ igspress, 1 simlar
secrasy. | Wasn't it hard ?/ the cup seemed to Be at the lip of
both of em, and yet somehow, th ey could not mani tch tota fm a
drink, '
But one morning, in reply to a most desprat epistol wrote by
my master over night, Deuceace, delighted, gits an answer from
his soal's beluffd, which ran thu [

Miss Grifiin {0 the Hon. A. P. Deuceace.

“Pe
Dearest,—You say you would with me; there is
s Juckily, for that? You plead the Sir f your s i":l at
L:yc:] \;mo'l. Beloved, do you think sy o
on? You bid me disregard the re usal of :
sal of Lad
me l\x at 1 owe her no funhe.r t‘u { kady Gothn; il!\d i
dor m A il
dor Izgmon I was willing not to
innatural step-mother.
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Respect for the memory of my sainted father bid me do all in my power

to gain her ﬁ"‘w&nl to my union with you ; nay, shall I own it? prude
m s .uuhl ,hu leave thc ~h are of mu

urucd to her by my f'\{h'*

“ But there are bounds ln.\ond “hx- h no forbe

thank Heaven, we have no need of looking to Ls
realths we i.n:. a competency without her.
Algernon?

“Be it as
Matilda has y 3
to keep back her name.  Name the hour, and I w ) 0 1
seek for refuge in your arms from the contumely and m\ult which meet

me ever here. MATILDA.

.)'
Is it not s0, dearest

did but know what a noble part ¥

oxm his best endeavours o (urhur

-ﬁ' n I..u y Grifin! It is not Ass fault that ~hc i
wd you a note sent by her to Lord Crabs;

pas?’

I can u..l\ rqn
g to you—that I nlu not
uce

favour of
before ha
believe a union with a person of Mr. Daucc character would cond

o my step-daughter’s happiness d therefore »efuse my conses 1
ite the cor S is note to Mr. Deuc 5
ect which you must be

\nu beg you to commul
and implore you no more to touch
aware 15 deeply painful t

1 remain ble s

. GRIFFIN.
Fon, the Earl of Crabs
s my master, **what care Iffor
\ .o afishous in his kindness
and advice, master recknsiled that pru'[l\' well, with thinking
5 knew he was going to marry ten thougand a
[ it; for he roat back
following letter to Ius father, as well as a flaming one to
Miss :—
ss in that 1.\'.1;»\':\:‘1
situated just now, and can
3 A marnage with
5 make me the ha st of -men, The
s, .md l..ug}\\ at the fool P ien% of her mother-m:
To tell you the truth, I wonder she yielded to them so lo C

vour kindness a step furthe d find for us a parson, 2 ki
\ both n Jor you know; so that the

“TraNK you, my

““Your affectionate
“ ArceErnoN DEUCEAC

some time b !

now, and <hall be more i & LT
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I knew what my master

l‘ord ti?e money after he was married : and as it w

]m'a:] miss would see the letter he roat, he mad:.\ :

e .].ti.z'oic;]tiriolectlfrrly?x:iti) hl\ present uncomfrable situation,

e .in ,C';urcn uvb with the tender one for Miss, re
2 ourse, by

- way. Mis ing he
5 vy ay. Miss, on getting hers, o

_ able look with the white of her i's
prest it to her busm. L Cral 1 his.

ST, ord Crabs read his qu;

then' they fell a-talkin ol rie o

and T should git an an

After a deal of cour

tation, my Lori
and there was simply we \ l

] rook
d brought out a card,

I X\ e/ ) ‘%A—;;Jj

L oy thhe

: Carry that back to your master, Ch " says he, “and
him not to fail.”" B

You may be sure I stept bac
him the card and the messinee

- 2

bothy; but suttnly not over happy
marridge; much more his marri
though she be.

Well, /as he w i !
» yas he Was a-going to depart this bachel
what every-man in suc 5
his will, —that is, he mad
wrote letters to his creditors
and that after hi ]

4, pretty quick; and gave
Master looked sattasfied with
i ?m {n;m is the day before his
ige with a humpback, Harriss

or life, he did
ought 10 do: he made
iSpasition of his property, and
telling }hum of his lucky chance -
he ]\\.u:xhl sutanly pay them' every
TR ; St v his povvaty well enoush to be
sure'that paymint was out of RN TR LS
To do him justas S i :
i }nm justas, he seam'd to be inclined to do th
1at was right, now that it didr i
do so.

the ques

1t put him to any inkinver

“Chawls,” says he, handing ¥
:ITVJ;:E.;?’:, 'm}t]l lhalnk you for getting me out of the <¢r1nl,l:\,-1(t"?
o ‘:m; i"]\l‘ €N We are married, you shall be my valci out .f

) treble your salary,” i .

His vallit! praps his butler]
—a vallit to ten thousand a
him, and read his notes, and

me over a tenpun-note, **}

Y es,vthough{ I, here's a chance
%

4\ox‘nfng to do but to shave

my whiskers grow ; to dress in

reant,—that he would give the olg
1t was probble
1t such as not to

ading
gave
, kist the letter,

s Ly e calm, and
g together ; and told me to wait awhile
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spick 4nd span black, and a'clean shut per day ; muffings every
night in the housekeeper's room; the pick of the gals in the
servants hall ; a chap to clean my boots for me, and my master's
opera bone reglar once a week. 7 knew what a vallit was as
well as any genlmn in service ;. and this T can tell you, he's
genrally a hapier, idler, handsomer, mor genlmnly man than his
master, He has more money to spend, for genlmn z0##/ leave
their silver in their waiscoat pockets; more suxess among the
gals; as good dinners, and as good wine t is, if he's friends
with the butler: and friends in corse they will be if they know
which way their interest lic

But these are only s in the air, what the French call
shutter @’Espang. Tt wasn't roat in the book of fate that I was
to be Mr. Deuceace’s vallit.

Days will pass at last—even days before a wedding (the longist
and unpleasantist day in the whole of a man’s life, I can tell you,
excep; may be, the day before his hanging); and at length
Aroarer dawned on the suspicious morning which was to unite
in‘the bonds of Hyming the Honrable Algernon Percy Deuceace,
Exquire, and Miss Matilda: Griffin. My master's wardrobe
wasn't so rich as it had been; for he'd left the whole of his
nicknax and trumpry of dressing-cases and rob dy shams, his
bewtific musetm of varnished boots, his curous colleckshn of
Stulz and Staub coats, w eaged to quit 0
sudnly our pore dear loc Mirabew ; and being
incog at a friend’s house,
coople of shoots of cloves from a common tailor, with a sufi
quantaty of linning.

Well, hie put on the best of his coats—a blue; and I'thonght
it my duty 1o ask him whether he'd want his frock again':'he
was good-natured and said, *“Take it and be hanged to you."
Half-past eleven o'clock came, and 1 was sent to look out at the
door, if there were any sus 15 charicters (a precious good
nose I have to find a bailiff I can tell you, and an i which
will almost s¢e one round a corner); and presenly a very modest
green glass-coach droave up, and in master stept. I didn't, in
corse, appear on the box; because, being known, my appearnints
might have compromised master. But 1 took a short cut, and
walked as quick as posbil down to the Rue de Foburg St.
Honoré, where his exInsy the English ambasdor lives, and where
marridges are always performed betwigst English folk at Paris.
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. . . . . . » .

There is, almost nex door to the ambasdor's hotel, anather
hotel, of that Jo kind which the French call cabbyrays, or wine-
houses; and jest as master's green glass-coach pulled up,
another coach drove off, out of which came two ladies, whom I
knew' pretty well,—suffiz, that one had a humpback, and the
ingenious reader will know why ske came there ; the other was
poor: Miss Kicksey, who came to see her turned off,

Well, master's glass-coach droay up, jest as I got within a few
yards of ithe daor our carridge, I say, droay up, and stopt,
Down gits coachmin to open ' the door, and comes 1 to give Mr.

Deuceace an arm, when—out of the cabaray shoot four fellows,
and draw-up) betwigst the coach and embassy-doar ; two other
chaps go to the other doar of the carridge, and, opening it, one
says—*'“Rendez-vous, Monsieur ceace!  Je vous arréte an
nom dela loi ! (which means, “* Get out of that, Mr. D.; you
are nabbed, and no mistake.”) Master turned gashly pail, and
sprung to-the other side of the by as if a serpint had stung
him. He flung open the door, and was for making off that
way ;. but he saw the four chaps stan gt igst libbarty and
him. He slams down the front window, and screams out,
‘! Fonettez, cochier ! ” (which means; *“G coachmin ! ") in a
despert loud voice; but ‘coachmin wooden go it, and besides
was off his box.

‘The long and short of the matter was, that jest as T came up
to the door twoof the t umped into the carrid I saw
all; T knew my duty, and so v ry mornfly I got up behind.

““Tiens, s one of the chaps in reet ; ‘“c'est ce ¢
qui nous a floué l'autre jour.” I knew 'em, but was too melum-
colly to smile.

“ Ot irons-nous donc?" says coachmin to the genlnin who
had got inside.

A deep woice from the intearor shouted out, in reply to the
coachmin, ** A SAINTE PELAGIE !

And now, praps, T ot to dixcribe to you the humours of the
prizn of Sainte Pelagie, which is the French for Fleat, or Queen's
Bentch : but on this subject I'm rather shy of writing, partly
because the admiral Boz has, in the history of Mr. Pickwick,
made such a dixcripshun of a prizn, that mine wooden read very

amyousingly afterwids ; and, also, because, to tell vou the truth,
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I didn't stay long in it, being not in 2 humv-cr‘to waist my
igsistance by passing away the ears of my youth in such a dull
place.

My fust errint now was, as you may phansy, to carry a noat
from master to his destined bride. The poar thing was sa
taken aback, as I can tell you, when she found, after remnining
two hours at the Embassy, that her husband didn't make ﬂlns
appearance. -And so, after staying on and on, and yet seeing
no husband, she was forsed at last to trudge dishconslit home,
where I was already waiting for her with a letter from my master.

There was no use now denying the fact of his arrest, and so
he confest it at onst; but he made a cock-and-bull story of
treachery of a friend;, infimous fodgery, and Heaven knows
what. | However, it didn’t matter much ; if he had told her that
he had been betrayed by the man in the moon, she would have
bleavd him. 1]

Lady Griffin never used to appear now at any of my visits.
She kep one drawing-room, and Miss dined and lived alone in
another; they quarld so much that praps it was best they should

live apart ; only my Lord Crabs used to see both, comfgrting
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each with that wir and innsnt way he had. He came in
as :\hss, in tears, wa ing to my account of master's seazure,
and hoping that t t a horrid place, 1 4 nasty
horrid dunjeon, | ailer, and nasty horrid bread
and water. -Law bless.us ! sh 1 borrod her ideers from the
novvlesshe had be

0 my Lord,
fatal story 2”

““Dearest Mat

el Nhat—v, 3 y s L
me! What—yes s 1 Speak !
my Lord,. seizing
happened to my bo

says

’}):.' the choler of my coat. *“ What has
Please you, my Lord,” says I, 1e's at this moment in
prisn, no wuss,—having been incarserated about tyo hours

“In prison! Algernon in prison! ‘tis impossible !
prisoned, for wh m? Mention it, and I will pay to the
utmost farthing in my power.” .

“I'm sure your Lordshi d,”” says T (recklecting
the sean betw im and master, whom he wanted to diddici
oul_ox' a thows: Ib.) ; “and you'll be happy to hear he's only
in fora trifle. . Five thousand pound is, 1 think, pretty near the
mark." 1

*“Five thousand pounds !'—confusion ! savs my Lord, clasp-
ing his hands, and looking up to Heaven, ““and I have not five
hundred !/ Dearest Matilda, how shall we help him?*'

*“Alas, my Lord, I have but three guinca;, and you know
bow Lady Griffin has the "——

**Yes, my sweet d, I know what you would say ; but be
of g?.od cheer—Algernon, you know, has ample funds of his
OWIL

Thinking my Lord meant Dawkins's five thousand, of which,
to be sure, a good lump was left, T held my tung ; but I cooden
help wondering at Lord Crabs' igstream compashn for his son,
and Miss, with her £10,000 a year, having only 3/ guineas 'in
her pockit.

I took home (bless us, what a home 1) a-long and very inflam-
ble letter from Miss, in which she dixscribed her own Sorror at
th.e disappointment ; swoar she lov'd him only the moar for his
misfortns ; made light of them; as a pusson for a paltry sum
of five thousand pognc.l ought never to be cast down, ‘specially
as he had a certain independence in view ; and vowed that
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nothing, nothing, should ever injuice her to part from him,
etsettler, etsettler,

I told master of the conversati
me and my Lord,
at hearing of his son's being taken; and likewis ioned
how strange it was that Miss should only have 3 guin and
with such a fortn : bless us, I should have thot that she would
dlways have carried a hundred thowsnd Ib. in her pockit !

At this master only said Pshaw! But the rest of the story

it his father med to dixquiet him a good deal, and he

made me repeat it over agin.

He walked up and down the room ated, and it seam'd as
if a new lite was breaking in upon him.

says he, *‘did you observe—did A

ss—did my
em particularly intimate with Miss G
says L

““Did Lord Crabs appear very fond of Miss Gr

“*He was suttnly very kind to ,

** Come, sir, speak at once: iss Griffi >m very fond
of his Lordship?"

“Why, to tell the'truth, sir, L say she seemed wery fond
of him."

“What did he call her?”

*“ He called her his dea

' Did he take her hand ?"

**Yes, and he"

*“And he what?"

“ He kist her, and told her not to be so wery down-hearted
about the misfortn which had hapnd to youw."

“J have it now!"” says he, clinching his fist, and growing
gashly pail—** I have it now—the infernal old hoary scoundrel !
the wicked unnatural wretch! He would take her from me!™
And he poured out a volley of oaves which are impossbill to be
repeatid here.

I thot as much long ago = and when my Lord kem with his
vizits so pretious affeckshnt at my Lady Griffinses, I expected
some such game was in the wind. Indeed, I'd heard a some-
think of it from the Griffinses servnts, that my Lord was mighty
tender with the ladies,

One thing, however, was evident to a man of his intleckshal
capassaties : he must either marry the gal at onst, or he stood
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very small chance of having her. He must get out of limbo
immediantly, or his respectid father might be stepping into his
vaykint shoes. OR! he saw it all now—the fust attempt at
arest, the marridge fixt at 12 o'clock, and the bayliffs fixt to come
and intarup the marridge !—the jewel, praps, betwigst him and
De I'Orge: but'no, it was the woman who did that—a mazn don't
deal such fowl blows, igspecially a father to his son : a woman
may, poar thing !—she's no other means of reventch, and is used
to-fight with underband wepns all her life through.

Well, whatever the pint might be, this Deuceace saw pretty
clear-that he'd been beat by his father at his own game—a trapp
set for him onst, which had been defitted by my presnts of mind
—another trap set afterwids, in which my Lord had been
suxesfle., Now, my Lord, roag as he was, was much too good-
natured to do an unkind ackshn mearly for the sake of doing it,
He'd got to that pich that he didn't mind injaries—they were
all fair play to him—he gave 'em, and reseav'd them, without a
thought of miallis. If he wanted to injer his son, it was to
benefick himself. And how was this to be done? By getting
the hairiss to himself, to be sure. The Honrabble Mr. D.
didn't say se; but 1 knew his feelinx well enongh—he regretted
that he had not given the old genlmn the money he askt for.

Pgar fello ! he'thought he had hit it ; but he was wide of the
mark after all.

Well, but what was to be done? It was clear that he must
marry the gal at any rate—coot%y coo?, as the French say: that
is; marry her, and hang the igspence.

To do'so he must first git out of prisn—to get out of prisn he
must pay his debts—and to pay his debts, he must give every
shilling he wasworth. Never'mind: four thousand pounds isa
small stake to a reglar gambler, igspecially when he must play
it, or rot for life in prisn ; and when, if he plays it well, it will
give him ten thousand a year.

So, seeing there wasno help for it, he-maid up his mind, and
accordingly wrote the follying letter to Miss Griffin i—

*‘ My Aporep MATILDA,—Your letter has indeed been a comfort toa

1 fellow, who had hoped that this night would have been the most
lessed in his life, and now finds himself condemned to spend it within a
prison walll You know the accursed conspiracy which has brought
these liabilities upon me, and the foolish friendship which has cost me
so much. But what matters! We have, as you say, enough, even
though I must pay this shameful demand upon me; and five thousand
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wthing, compared to th iness which I lose in being

: night fromthee! Courag wever! If I make a sacrifice

is for you; and I were heartless inde I aliowed my own losses to
balance for a moment against your happiness. |

“Is it not so, beloved one? 7s not your hap s bound up with
nine, m a union with me? I am hink so—proud, too, to
offer such 2 humble proof as this of t urity of my affection.

“Tell me that you will still be mine at you will be mine
to-morrow ; and to-morrow these vile ¢ s shall be removed, and I
will be free once more—or-if bound, only bound to you! My adorabls
Matilda, my betrothed bride ! write e ere 1g closes, for I
shall never be able to shut my ber upon my prison couch,
until they have been first blessed few words from thee !
Write to me, Jove! write to me! Zuis ) which is to
make or mar me for ever. affectionate

AP. D"

Having polisht off t master i it to me to
carry, and bade me at the s try and give it into Miss
Griffin's hand alone. I ran with it to Lady Griffinses. I found
Miss, as I desired, in a sollatary.condition ; and I presented her
with master's pafewmed Billy.

She read it, and the number of size to which she gave vint,
and the téars which she shed, beggar digscription. She wep
and sighed until Tthought she would bust. ~She even claspt my
handin ber's, and said, ** O Charles ! is he very very miserable?"

““He is, ma'am,” says I; **very miserable indeed—nobody,
upon my honour, could be miserablerer.”

On hearing this pethetic remark, her mind was made up at
onst:" and sitting down to her eskrewtaw, she immediantly
ableaged master with ar ¢ Here it is in black and
white :—

“SMy. prisoned’ bin I 5 o home to its nest in
these arms ! ored Algemnor -morTow, at the same
place; at the same hour. - Then, 3, impossible for aught but
death to divide us.” “M.G”

This kind of flumry style comes, you see, of reading noyvles,
and cultivating littery purshuits-in'a small way. < How much
better is it o be puffickly ignorant of the hart of writing, and
to trust to the writing of the hear I y style: artyfiz I
despise, and trust compleatly to natur: but reznong @ 20 mootong,
as our continential friends remark: to that nice white sheep,

Algernon Percy Deuceace, juire ; that wenrabble old ram,
my Lord Crabs his father ; and that tender and dellygit young
lamb, Miss Matilda Griffin.
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She had just foalded up into its proper triangular shape the
noat transcribed abuff, and I was just on the point of sayi
according to my n r's orders, ‘‘Miss, if you please,
Honrabble Mr. Deuceace would be very much ableaged to you
to keep the Seminary which is to take place to-morrow a pro-
found  se . \when my ‘master's father entered, and I fell
back to the door. || Miss, without a word, rusht into his arms,
burst into teers agin, as was her reglar way (it must be confest
she was of a very mist constitution}, and showing to him his son’s
note, cried, *''Look, my dear Lord, how nobly your Algernon,
our: Algernon; writestome. W 0 can doubt, after this, of the
purity of his matchl ess affection?"

My Lord took the letter, read it, scamed a good deal amyoused,
and returning it to \ much to my surp :
** My dear Miss Griffin, he cert eem In e ;7 and
if you choose to make this m::[;h without the consent of your
mother-in-law, you know the consequences, and are of course
your own mistress."”

*“Consequences !—for shame, my Lord! Alittle money, more
or less, what matters it to two hearts like ours?™

** Hearts are very pretty things, my sweet young lady,
Three-per-Cents, are better.”

“‘Nay, have we no' an ample income of our own, without the
aid of Lady Griffin?’

My Lord shrugged his shoulders. *‘Be it so, my love,” says
he. “TI'm sure l can haye no ot ‘ eason to prevent a union
which is founded upon such d m:rested affection.”

And here the conversation dropt. Miss retired, clasping her
hands, and making play with the whites of her i's; ' My Lord
began trotting up and down the room, with his fat hands stuck
in his britchis pockits, his wm.nmw lighted up with igstream
joy, and singing, to my inordnit igstonishment,—

¢ See the conquering hero comes !
Tiddy diddy doll—tiddydoll, doll, dolL”

He began singing this song, and tearing up and down the room
ike mad. I stood amazd—a new light broke in upon me. He
wasn't going, then, to make love to Miss Griffin! Master might
marry her! Had she not got the for

Isay, I was just standing stock still, my eyes fixt, my hands

puppindicklar, my mouf wide open and these igstrordinary
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thoughts passing in my mind, when my Lord .g got to the
last “* doll™ of his song, just as I came to lhn_ jlible *“for" of
my ventriloquism, or inward spee jad eatch jest reached
the pint digscribed, when the meditations of both were sudnly
stopt, by my Lord, in the 'ni(’\i o{' his S n and lrolt in match,

ning boll one end
of the room, h.nbdt ﬂ_\mg back to the other: it was.only
after considrabble agitation that we wer :ngth restored to
anything like a liquilibrium.

* What, \ere, you infernal ra

*Your Lordship's very kind to notus me,"”
here.” And I gave him a look.

He saw I knew the whole game.

And after whis a bit, as was habit when puzzled (I
bleave he'd have only whisled if 1 been told he was to be
'n:mgc in five minits), after whisling a bit, he stops sudnly, and

8¢ Hear arriage must take place to-morrow. ™

“ Must i , for my part, I don't think™

#Stop, my good fellow ; s not t place, what do

xye
it

you gain?

This stagger'd me. Ifit didn't take place I only los
tion, for master had I money to pay his uu!s.
and it wooden soot my book to serve him in prisn or starying.

“ Well,” says my Lord, ‘* yousee the force u:' my argument.
\0\\, Iotn. hm,' :mc' he h'm 2Tisp, tmng. snowy

tc»morro“. }ou shall hav ; and I \'.1” MOTeover,
into.my serviee, and give you double your pr L \\agx.s. .

Flesh and blood cooden bear it. ¢ My Lord,"” says T, laying
my hand upon my busm, ** only give me security, and I'm yours
for ever."”

The old noblemin grin’d, and pattid me on the shoulder.
#Right, my lad,” says he;* n"!n —you're a nice promi ing
youth. Here is the best security.” /And he pulls out his p kit-
book, returns the hundred-pun bill, and takes out one for nfzv
* Here is half to-day ; to-morrow you shall have the remainde

My fingers trembled a little as I took the pretty fluttering bit
of paper, about five times as big as any sum of money I had
ever had in my life. I castmy i upon the amount : it was afitty
sure enough—abank poss-bill, made payable to Legnora Emilia
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Grifin, and indorsed by her. The cat was out of the bag,
Now, gentle reader, I spose you begin to see the game.

* Recollect, from this day you are in my service.”

** My Lord, you overpoar me with your faviours.”

*Go to the devil, sir,” says he; **do your duty and hold
your-tongue,”

And thus T went from the service of the Honorabble Algernon
Deuceace to that of his exinsy the Right Honorabble Earl of
Crabs.

On going back to prisn, T found Deuceace locked up in that
oajus place to which his igstravygansies had deservedly led him ;
and felt for him, I'must say, a great deal of contemp. A raskle
such as he—a swindler, who had robbed poar Dawkins of the
means of igsistance; who had cheated his fellow-roag, Mr.
Richard Blewitt, and who was making a musnary marridge with
a disgusting creacher like Miss Griffin, didn mexit any compashn
on my purt ; and T determined quite to keep secret the suckm-
stansies of my privit intervew with his/exinsy my present master.

I gev him Miss Griffinses trianglar, which he read with a
satasfied air. Then, turning to me, says he: **You gave this to
Miss Griffin alone?”

** Yes, si,"”

*“You gave her my message 1™

“Yes, sir,”

““And you are quite sure Lord Crabs was not there when you
gave either the message or the note?™

*“Not there, upon my honour,"” says I.

‘“Hang your honour, sir! Brush my hat and coat, and go
cail & coach—do you hear?”

I'did as T was ordered ; and on coming back found master in
what's called, I think, the grefe of the prisn. . The officer in
waiting had out a great register, and was talking to master in
the French tongue, in coarse ; a number of poar prisners were
looking eagerly on.

““Let us see, my lor,” says he; *“the debt is 98,700 francs;
there are capture expenses, interest so much ; and the whole sum
amounts to a hundred thousand francs, moins 13."

Deuceace, in a very myjestic way, takes out of his pocket-book
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four thowsnd pun notes. *‘This is not French money, but I
presume that you know it, Monsieur Greffier,” says he.

The greffier turned rotind to old Solomon, a money-changer,
who had one or two clients in the prisn, and hapnd luckily to be
there. ‘ Leshbillets sont bons,"” sayshe, **Je les prendrai pour
cent mille deux cents francs, et j'espére, my lor, de vous revoir,**

“Good," says the greffier; ‘I know them to be good, and I
will give my lor the difference, and make out his release.”

Which was done. The poar debtors gave a feeble cheer, as
the great dubble iron gates swung open and clang to again, and
Deuceace stept out, and me after him, to breathe the fresh hair.

He had been in the place but six hours, and was now free
again—free, and to be married to ten thousand a year nex day.
But, forall that, he lookt very faint and pale. He kad put down
his great stake ; and when he came out of Sainte Pelagie, he had
but fifty pounds left in the world !

Never mind—when onst the money’s down, make your mind
easy; and so Deuceace did. He drove back to the Hotel
Mirabew, where he ordered apartmince infinately more splendid
than befor : and I pretty soon told Toinette, and the rest of the
suvvants, how nobly he behayved, and how he valyoud four
thousnd pound no more than ditch water. And such was the
consquincies of my g , and the poplarity I got for us boath,
that the delighted landlady immediantly charged him dubble
what she would have done, if it hadn been for my stoaries.

He ordered splendid apartmince, then, for the nex week; a
carridge-and-four for Fontainebleau to-morrow at 12 precisely ;
and having settled all these things, went quietly to the “ Roshy
de Cancale,”” where he dined ; as well he might, for/it was now
eight o'clock, 1 didn't spare the shompang neither that night, I
can tell you; for when I carried the note he gave me for Miss
Griffin in the evening, informing her of his freedom, that young
lady remarked my hagitated manner of walking and speaking,
and said, ¥ Honest Charles ! be is flusht with the events of the
day. ‘Here, Charles, is'a napoleon; take it and drink to your
mistress. "

I pockitid it ; but, I must say, I didn’t like the money—it went
against my stomick to take it. y
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CHAPTER IX.
The Marriage.
\\r‘gLI.. the nex day came: at 12 the carridge-and-four was
\\31 g at theambasdor's doar ; and Miss Griffin and the faithfle
Kickseywere punctial'to the apintment,
] I' don’t \ns.h to digseribe the marridge seminary—how the
embasy chapling jined the hands of this loving young couple—

how one of the embasy footmin was called in to witness
the marridge—how Miss wep and fainted, as usial—and how
Dcuc.cace carried her, fainting, to the brisky, and drove off to
Fontingblo; where theywere to pass the fust weak of the honey-
moon. - They took no serynts, because they wisht, they-said
to be privit. And so, when I had shut up the steps, and biL:l
the postilion drive on, I bid ajew to the Honrabhle Algemon
and went off strait to his exlent father. :
““Is it all oyer, Chawls?" said he.

“1 saw them turned off at igsackl
. y & quarter past 12, m
Lord,” says I . ! € -
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* Did youn give Miss Griffin the paper; as I told you, before
her marriage?"

“1 did, my Lord, in the presents of Mr. Brown, Lord
Bobtail's man ; who can swear to her havi

1 must tell you that my Lord had made me read a paper

give in the manner menshnd abuff. It ran to this effect :—
t of my late dear
iage of Miss G 1 with the Honourable
If Miss Griffin 5 he union I wam
Jjuenc

y read it contel
tiously, and said, ‘I I ts of Lady Griffin ;
she toar the paper in two, and W ning on'the arm
of the faithful and oble:

1 picked up the paper for fear of a
Lord. Not that there was any nec
and made me and
read them both, befor s way,

*“Good ! s he; and he i from his' potfolio the
fello of that fif note, which he'd given me
yesterday. **I keep my promise, you see, Charles," says he.
“‘You are now in Lady Griffin's e, in the place of Mr.
Fitzclarence, who re , and get a Tivery.”

“But, my Lord,"” says T, ‘“I was not to go-into Lady
Griffinses service, according to the bargain, but into "——

*“It's all the same thing," says he; and he/walked off. I
went to Mr. Frojé's, and ordered a new livry; and found, lik-
wise, that our coachmin and Munseer Mortimer had been there
too. My Lady's livery was changed, and was now of the same
color as my old coat at Mr. Deuceace's; and I'm blest if there
wasn't a tremenjlous great earl’s corronit on the butins, instid
of the Griffin rampint, which was worn befoar,

I asked no questions, however, but had myself measured ;
and slep that night at the Plas Vandome. I didn't go out with
the carridge for a day or two, though; my Lady only taking
one footmin, she said, until /ey zew carridge was turned out.

1 think you can guess what's in the wind now/




108 THE MEMOIRS OF MR. C. J- YELLOWPLUSH.

I'bot myself a dressing-case, a box of Ody colong, a few duzen
lawn sherts and neckcloths, and other things which were necessary
for a genlmn in my rank. Silk stockings was provided by the
rules of the house. And I completed the bisniss by writing the
follying ginteel Ietter to my late master :—

Charles Yellowplusk, Esquire, to the Hon. A. P. Denceace.

“Sur,—Suckmstansies have acurd sins Ilast had the honner of wating
on you, which render it impossbil that I should remane any longer in
your suvyice.  I'll thank you!to leave out my thinx, when they come
home on Sattady from the wash.—Your obeajnt servnt,

- JLRLL * CHARLES YELLOWPLUSH.

“Pras VENDOME.

The athography of the abuv noat, 1 confess, is atrocious ; but
%2 goolywoo ?. 1was only eighteen, and hadn then the expearane
- .y - = k =
in writing which I've enjide sins.

Haying thus done my jewty in evry way, I shall prosead, in
the nexichapter, to say what hapnd in my new place.

—_——

CHAPTER X.
The Honeymoon,
THE weak at Fontingblow past quickly away ; and at the end of
it, our son and daughter-in-law—a pare of nice young tuttle-
duvs—returned | to their nest, at the Hétel Mirabew. T sus:
peck that the coc turtle-dove was preshos sick of his barging.
When they arriv'd, the fust thing they found on their table was
a large parsle wrapt up in silver paper, and a newspaper, and a
couple of cards, tied up with a peace of white ribbing. = In the
parsle was a hansume piece of plum-cake, with a deal of sugar.
On the cards was wrote, in Goffick characters,

XEatl of Crabs,

==

And, in very small Italian,

Countess of Crabs.
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And in the paper was the following parrowgraff :—

“ MARRIAGE 1IN HicH Lire.—VYesterday, at the British Embassy, the
Right Honourable John Augustus Altamont Plantagenet, Earl of Crabs,
to Leonora Emilia, widow of the late Licutenant-General Sir George
Grifiin, K.C.B. An elegant d&jeuner was given to the happy couple by
his Excellency Lord Bobtail, who gave away the bride. The éife of
the foreign diplomacy, the Prince Talleyrand and Marshal the Duke of
Dalmatin on behalf of H.M. the King of France, honoured the banquet
and the marriage ceremony. Lord and Lady Crabs intend passing a few
weeks at Saint Cloud.”

The above dockyments, along with my own triffling billy, of
which T have also givn a copy, greated Mr. and Mrs. Deuceace
on their arrivle from Fontingblo. Not being present; I can't say
what Deuceace said: but I can fancy how he Zok#, and how
poor Mrs, Deuceace lookt. They weren't much inclined to rest
after the fiteeg of the junny; for, in } an hour after their
arrival at Paris, the hosses were put to the carridge agen, and
down they came thundering to our country-house at St. Cloud
(pronounst by those absud Frenchmin Sing Kloo), to interrup
our chaste loves and delishs marridge injyments.

My Lord was sittn in a crimson satan dressing-gown, lolling
on a sofa at an open windy, smoaking seagars, as ushle; her
Ladyship, who, to du her justice, didn mind the smell, occupied
another end of the room, and was working; in wusted, a pare of
slippers, or an umbrellore case, or a coal-skittle, or some Such
nonsints, Youwould have thought to have sean'em that they
had been married a sentry, at least. Well, I bust in upon this
conjugal fafor-fator, and said, very much alarmed; ** My Lord,
here's your son and daughter-in-law."

Well," says my Lord, quite calm; ‘*and what then?"

“Mr. Deuceace !" says my Lady, starting up and looking
fritened.

““Yes, my love, my son ; but you need not be alarmed. Pray,
Charles, say that Lady Crabs and I will be very happy to see
Mr. and Mrs. Deuceace ; and that they must excuse us receiving
them en famille. ' Sit still, my blessing—take things coolly.
Have you got the box with the papers?"

My Lady pointed to a great green box—the same from which
she had taken the papers, when Deuceace fust saw them,—
and handed over to my Lord a fine gold key. Iwent out, met
Deuceace and his wife on the stepps, gave my messinge, and
bowed them palitely in.
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My Lord didn't rise, but smoaked away asusual (praps a little
quicker, but I can’t say); my Lady sat upright, Tooking han
sum and strong. Deuceace walked in, his left arm tied to his
breast, his wife and hat on the other. He looked very pale and
frightened ; his.wife, poar thing ! had her head berried in her
handkerchiief, and sobd fit to break her heart.

Miss Kicksey; who was 'in the room (but I didn't mention
her, she was Jess than nothink in ‘our house), went up to Mrs.
Deuceace at onst, and held out her arms—she had a heart, that
old Kicksey, and I respect her for it The poor hunehback
flung herselfiinto Miss's arms, with a kind of whooping screech,
and kep there for some time, sobbing in quite a historical
manner. I'saw there was going to be a sean, and so, in cors,
left the door ajar.

“Welcome to Saint Cloud, Algy my boy ! " says my Lord, ina
loud hearty voice. * You thought you would give us the slip,
eh, you rogue? But we knew it, my dear fellow : we knew the
whole affair—did we not, my soul >—and you see, kept our secret
better than you did yours.”

*I must confess, sir,"” says Deuceace, bowing, “that I had
0o idea of the happiness which awaited me in the shape of a
mother-in-layw.

*No, youdog; no, no;” my Lord, gi g : ““old birds,
you know, not-to be caught with chaff, 1 young ones. But
here we are, all spliced ‘and happy, . Sitdown, Algernon ;
let us smoke a segar, and talk over the perils and adventures of
the last month. My love,” says my Lord, turning. to his Jady;
“you have no malice against poor Algernon, I trust? Pray
shake Ais kand." (A grin.)

But my Lady rose and said, ‘T have told Mr. Deuceace that
I never wished to see him, or speak to him more. I see no
reason now to change myopinion.” And herewith she sailed
out of the room, by the door through which Kicksey had carried
poor Mrs. Deuceace.

“ Well, well," says my Lord, as Lady Crabs swept by, I
was in hopes she had forgiven you ; but I know the whole story,
and 1 must confess you used her cruelly il. Two strings to your
bow :—that was your game, was it, you rogue?"”

“Do you mean, my Lord, that you know all that past between
me and Lady Grif—Lady Crabs, before our quarrel?”

““ Perfectly—you made love to her, and she was almost in Iove
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with you'; you jilted her for money, she got 2 man to shoot your
band off in revenge: no more dice-boxes, now, Deuceace ; no
more sauter la coupe. 1 can't think how the deuce you will
manage to live without them."

“Your Lordship is very kind; but I have given up play
altogether,” says Deuceace, locking mighty black and uneasy.

“ Oh, indeed! Benedick has turned a moral man, bas he?
This is better and better.  Are you thinking of going into the
church, Deuceace?"

My Lord, may I ask you to be a little more serious

““Serious! @ guoi don ¥ 1 am' serious—serious in my surprise
that, when you niight have had either of these women, you
should have preferred that hideous wife of yours.”

“May I ask you, in turn, how you came to be so little
squeamish about a wife, as to choose a woman who had j}lsl
been making love to your own' son? ™ says Deuceace, growing
fierce.

“ How can youask sich a question? Iowe forty thousand
pounds—there is an execution at Sizes Hall—every acre I have
is in the hands'of my creditors; and that's why [ married her.
Do you think there was any love? Lady Crabs is adevlish fine
\\'orr'mn, but she's not a fool—she married me for my coronet,
and'I married her for her money.” .

« Well, my Lord, you need not ask me, I think, why T married
the daughter-in-law.”

“Ves, but T do, my dear boy. How the deuce are your to
live2: Dawkins's five thousand pounds won't last for ever.  And
afterwards?” Y

«Youdon't mean, my Lord—you don’t—I mean, you can't—
D——1!" says he, sm}ting up, and losing all patience, *‘you
don't dare to say that Miss Griffin had not a fortune of ten
thousand a year?"”

My Lord was rolling up, and wetting betwigst his lips, another
segar ; he lookt up, after he had lighted it, and said quietly— -

“Certainly, Miss Griffin had a fortune of ten thousand a year.

< Well, sir, and has she not got it now? Has she spentitin
aweek?"

WShe has not gof a sixpence now: she married without her

mother's consent 1"
Deuceace sank down in a chair; and 1 never see such a
dréadful picture of despair as there was in the face of that
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retchid man !—he writhed, and nasht his teeth, he tore open his
<oat, and wriggled madly the stump of his left hand, until, fairly
beat, he threw it over his livid pale face, and sinking backwards,
fairly wept alowd.

Bah! it's a dreddfie thing to heara man crying! his pashn
torn'up.from the very roots of his heart, as it must be before it
can git such a vent. My Lord, meanwhile, rolled his segar,
lighted it, and went on.

** My dear boy, the girl has not a shilling. I wished to have
left you alone in peace, with your four thousand pounds you
might have lived decently upon it in Germany, where money is
at s per cent., where your duns would not find you, and a couple
of hundred a year would have kept you and your wife in comfort.
But, you see, Lady Crabs would not listen to it. You had
injured her; and, after she had tried to kill you and failed, she
determined o ruin you, and succeeded. I must own to you
that I directed the arresting business, and put her up to buying
your protested bills: she got them for a trifle, and as you have
paid them, has made a good two thousand pounds by her
bargain, It was a painful thing, to be sure, for a father to get
bis son arrested ; but gue voxles-vous 2 1 did not appear in the
transaction : she would have you ruined ; and it was absolutely
necessary that yox should marry before I could, so I pleaded
your cause with Miss Griffin, and made you the happy man yon
are. - You rogue, you rogue! you thought to match your old
father, did you?: But, never mind ; lunch will be ready soon.
In the meantime, have a segar, and drink a glass of Sauterne,”

Deuceace, who had been listening to this speech, sprung up
wildly.

" F1l not believe it,” he said; “‘it's a lie, an infernal lie!
forged by you, you hoary. villain, and by the murderess and
Strumpet you have married. I'll not believe it: show me the
will.  Matilda ! Matilda !"” shouted he, screaming hoarsely, and
flinging open the door by which she had gone out.

“Keep your temper, my boy. = You azz vexed, and 1 feel for
you: but don't use such bad language : it is quite needless,
believe me.,”

“Matilda!"” shouted out Deuceace again; and the poor
crooked thing came trembling in, followed by Miss Kicksey.

“Is this true, woman?” says he, clutching hold of her hand,

““ What, dear Algernon?” says she.
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“What?" screams out Deuceace,—*“what? Why, that you
are a beggar, for marrying without your mother’s consent—that
you basely lied to me, in order to bring about this match—that
you are a swindler, in conspiracy with that old fiend yonder and
the she-devil his wife2" - =

It is true,” sobbed the poor woman, *‘ that I have nothing ;
but "'— e

“*Nothing but what? Why don’t you speak, you drivelling

“1 have nothing !—but you, dearest, have two tf'xo;x?\gdn'::
year. Isthat not enough for us? You love me for my <L .qt? (c;
you, Algernon? You have told me soa thousand 1me3— )\ ,;d
;\ga.in, dear husband, and do not, do not .be so un Frrd.m c:m_.h
here she sank on her knees, and clung to him, and trie
his hand, and kiss it.

** How much did you say?" says my Lord. ; 1

“Two thousand a year, sir; he has told us so a thousan

times."
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“Two thousand! Two thou—ho, ho, ho!—haw! haw!
haw " roars my Lord. **That is, I vow, the best thing I ever
heard in'my life. My dear creature, he has not a shilling—not
2 single maravedi, by all the gods and goddesses,” And this
exInt noblemin began laffin louder than ever: a very kind and
feeling genlnin he was, ‘as all must confess.

There was a paws: and Mrs. Deuceace didn begin cussing
and syearing at her husband as he had done at her ! she only
said, *“O Algernon ! is this true?" and got up, and wenttoa
chair and wep in quiet.

My Lord opened the great box, *If you or your lawyers
would Tike to examine Sir George's will, it is quite at your service ;
you will see here. the proviso which I mentioned, that gives the
entire fortune to Lady Griffin—Lady Crabs that is: and here,
my dear boy, you 'see the danger of hasty conclusions. Her
Ladyship only showed you the Jerst page of the will, of course ;
she wanted to try you. You th ught you made a great stroke in
at once proposing to Miss Griffin—do not mind it, my love, he
really loves you now very sincerely !—when, in fact, you would
have done much better to have read the rest of the will. You
Were completely bitten, my boy—humbugged, bamboozled—ay,
and by your old father; you dog. 1T told you I would, you know,
when you refused to lend me a portion of your Dawkins money.
L'told 'you Twould; and I 4iZ. I had you the very next day.
Let this be a lesson  to you, Percy my boy; don’t try your Inck
again against'such old hands: look deuced well before you leap :
audi alteram paréem, my lad, which means, read both sides of
the will. I think lunch is ready; but I see you don't smol
Shall we go in?”

*/Stop, my Lord,” says Mr. Deuceace, very humble: “* I shall
not share your hospitality—but—but you know my condition ; I
am penniless—you know the manner in which my wife has been
brought up "——

*“The Honourable Mrs, Deuceace, sir, shall always find a
home here, as if nothing had occurred to interrupt the friendship
between her dear mother and herself.”

*“And for me, sir,” says Deuceace, speaking faint, and very
slow ; I hope—I trust—I think, my Lord, you will not forget
me?"

““Forget you, sir; certainly not."”

**And that you will make some provision "——
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C i ' o~
“ Algernon Deuceace,"” s _ord, getting up from the
sophy, and looking at him with sich a jolly malignity, as Znever
see, 1 declare, before Heaven, that I will not give you a
enny ! | :
L He)'curon my Lord held out his hand to Mrs. Deuceace, and
said, *“ My dear, will you join your mother and me? Weshall
said, ** My dear, 3 3
always, as I
“My Lor
home is with Z&im /™
2 3 L8 . ; R
About three months after, wh n was Lf‘g,nn}x‘g' t
i S 3 my Lady
Paris, and theautumn leafs gr{mn‘d,m‘) {.om), )‘ ; h
me and Mortimer, were taking a stroal in the Boddy Balong, the

carridge driving on slowly ahead, and us py as possbill,
admiring the pleasant woods and the goldn sunset. 5
My Lord was expayshating to my Lady upon dc exquizit
Beauty of the sean, and po 7 forth a host of butifie and vir-
fuous sentaments sootable to the hour. It was : tefle to hc?r
hint. . “Ah!" said he, *black must be 11.1}' caft, my 10.'-':.
which does not feel the influence of a scene like this ;Agatn;cr_-lpg
as it were, from those sunlit skies, a pvvr'tlon ol: their Cit‘ncsll.l}
gold, and gaining someswhat of heaven with cach pure draught
f this delicious air ! "
= Ilf:tsifk‘,mhs did not speak, but prest his arm ard ‘.ookcd. up-
\mrds.' Mortimer and 1, too, felt some of ":‘f mm\\'m_u_: ol‘u:?
sean, and lent on our goold sticks in silence. The S'u'r'r;o r:lre
upclose tous;and myLord and my Lady :«}umcrcd's._ox'._iy tor: ~SK1L-
Jest at the place was a bench, and on the bench sate a'poor )‘
drest woman, and by her, le g against a trec, ‘;\':15 1:11.1
whom I thought I'd sean befor. He was drestina s.xap?f) tc}\i
coat, with white seems and copper In:ltfms: a torn hat was on ‘12
head; and great quantaties of matted hair and \vhxskers_dlsnggarc
his countnints. He was not shaved, and as pnlcgs stone. 1
My Lord and Lady didn tak the s gh.tc:'t m_)l‘xce.f;f hm:;. but
past’on to the carridge. Me and Mornmcr_ lickwise 1(?0 our
places. As we past, the man had got a grp .Of thv? “O\:ﬂnn:
choulder, who was holding down her head sobbing hxt'tcrly, .
No sooner were my Lord and Lady seated, than 1.1?' boL;L.1
withigstream dellixy and good-natur, bust intoaror of lafter, pe:
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upon peal, whooping and screachin
€vening silents.

DEUCEACE tumed round.
devvle of hell !

g enough to frighten the

Do romnd I see his face now—the face of a
fust, he lookt towards the carridge, inted
RS belll F !l ge, and pinted
10 it with his m:fxmcd arm ; then he raised the olher' and I;!ruck
vhe womas &y iis side. . She fell, screaming. l

Poor thing |  Poor thing ! o

MR. YELLOWPLUSH’S A¥EW.

HE end of Mr. Deuceace’s history is going to be the end of

my corrispondince. I wish the public was as sory to part

with me as I am with the public; ws 1 fansy reely that

we've become frends, and feal for my part a becoming greaf at
saying ajew.

1t's imposhbill for me to continyow, however, a-writin, as I have
done—violetting the rules of authography, and trampling upon
the fust princepills of English grammar.  When I'began, 1 knew
no better: when I'd carrid on these papers a little further, and
grew accustmd to writin, I began to smel out somethink quear in
my style. Within the last sex weaks I have been learning to
spell: and when all the world was rejoicing at the festivvaties of
our youthful Quean*—when all i's were fixt upon her long sweet
of ambasdors and princes, following the splendid carridge of
Marshle the Duke of Damlatiar, and blinking at the pearls and
dimince of Prince Oystereasy—Yellowplush was in his loanly
pantry—#is eyes were fixt upon the spelling-book—his heart was
bent upon mastring. the diffickleties of the littery professhn, I
have been, in fact, convertid.

Vou shall here how. Ours, you, know, is.a Wig house ; and
ever sins his third son has gota placein the Treasury, his secknd
a captingsy in the Guards, his fust, the secretary of embasy at
Pekin, with a prospick of being appinted ambasdorat Loo Choo
—ever sins master's sons have reseaved these attentions, and
master himself has had the promis of a pearitch, he has been
the most Teglar, consistnt, honrabble Libbaral, in or out of the
House of Commins,

Well, being 2 Whig, it's the fashn, as you know, to reseave
littery pipple; and accordingly, at dinner, tother day, whose
name do you think I had to hollar out on the fust landing-place
about a wick ago? After several dukes and markises had been

# This was written in 1838.
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enounced, a very gentell fly drives up to our doar, and out steps
‘0 ventleme ne wae o n . alett 3

tw o‘l?ez.uldn.l, n. ‘().;L,’\.'-_b pail, and wor spektickles, a wig, and
& white neckcloth, The other was slim, with a hook nose, a
pail fase, a small waist, a pare of falling shoulders, a tight coat,
;mc% a catarack of black satting tumbling out of his busm, and
a._lhng intoa gilt velvct' weskit. . The little genlmn settled his
Wigg, and pulled out his ribbins ; the younger one fluffed the
dust of his shoos, looked at his

wiskers in a little pockit-glas
settled his crevatt ; and they botl 1

irs,

* What name, sir?” says I, toithe old genlmn.

“Name !—a! now, you thief o' the wurrld,” says he, ‘“do
you pretind nat to know me? Say it's the Cabinet Cyclopa—
no, I mane the Litherary Chran—psha |—bluthanowns!—say
it'’s DoCTHOR DIOCLESIAN LARNER—I think he'll know me
now—ay, Nid?" But the genlmn called Nid was at the botm
of the stare, and pretended to be very busy with his shoo-string.
So the little gemimn went upstares alone.

MR. YELLOWPLUSH'S AJEW.

«DocTor DIOLESIUS LARNER ! " says L

“+DoCTOR ATHANASIUS LARDNER ! " says Greville Fitz-Roy,
our secknd footman, on

« Boctor Fonatius Toypolal” says the groom of the chambers,
who pretends to be a schollar; and in the little genlmn went.
When safely housed, the other chap came ; and when I asked
him his name, said, in a thick, gobbling kind of voice,—

¢« Sawedwadgeorgeearllittnbulwig."

*Sirwhat? " says I, quite agast at the name.

« Sawedwad—no, I mean Mistawedwad Lyttn Bulwig.

My neas trembled under me, my i's fild with tiers, my voice
shook, as 1 past up the venrabble name to the other footman,
and saw this fust of English writers go up to the drawing-room!

1t’s needless to mention the names of the rest of the compny,
or to dixcribe the suckmstansies of the dinner. Suffiz to say that
the two littery genlmn behaved very well, and seamed to have
good appytights; igspecially the little Trishman in the whig,
who et, drunk, and talked as much as 4 a duzn. He told how
he'd been presented at cort by his: friend, Mr. Bulwig, and how
the Quean had received ‘em both, with a dignity undigseribable;
and how her blessid Majisty asked what was the bony fidy sale
of the Cabinit Cyclopzdy, and how he (Doctor Larner) told her
that, on his honner, it was under ten thowsnd.

You may guess that the Doctor, when he made this speach,
was pretty far gone. ‘The fact is, that whether itiwas the
coronation, or the goodness of the wine (cappitle it is in our
house; / can tell you), or the natral propensaties.of the.gests
assembled, which made them so igspecially jolly, I don't know;
but they hadjkep up the meating pretty late, and, our poar
butler was quite. tired with the perpechual baskits of elarrit
which he'd been called upon to bring up. So that about 1x
o'clock, if I were to say they were merry, I should use a mild
term ; if T wer to say they were intawsicated, I should use an
igspresshn: more: near. to the truth, but less rispeckiul in one
of my situashn,

The cumpany reseaved this annountsmint with mute extonish-
ment.

* Pray, Doctor Larnder," says a spiteful genlmn, willing to
kesp up the littery conversation, ‘‘what is the Cabinet
Cyclopzdia?”

“It's the littherary wontherr of the wurrld,” says he; "and
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sure your Lordship must have seen it; the latther numbers
ispicially—cheap as durrt, bound in gleezed calico, six shillines
2 vollum. The illusthrious néems of Walther Scott, Thomae
Moore, Docther Southey, Sir James Mackintosh, Docther
Donovan, and meself, are to be found in the list of conthributors.
It's the Phaynix of Cyclopajies—a litherary Bacon.”

‘“Alwhat?" says the genlmn nex to him.

‘A Bacon, shining in the darkness of our age; fild wid the
pure end lambent flame of science; burning with the gorrgeous
scintillations of divine litherature—a monumintum in fact, are
perinnius, bound in pink calico, six shillings a vollum.”

*“This wigmawole,” said Mr. Bulwig (who seemied rather
disgusted that his'friend should take up so much of the con-
vassation), “ this wigmawole is all vewy well ; but it's cuwious
that you don’t wemember, in chawactewi ng the litewawy mewits
of the vawious magazines, cwonicles, weviews, and encyclépmdias,
the existence of a cwitical weview and litewawy chwonicle, which,
though ‘the zewa of its appeawance is ‘dated only at a vewy few
months pwevious to the pwesent pewiod, is, nevertheless, so
wemarkable for its intwinsic mewits'as to be wead, not in the
metwopolis alone, but in the countiwy—not in Fwance merely,
but in the west of Euwope—whewever our pure Wenglish is
spoken, it stwetches its peaceful sceptre—pewused in Amewica
fwom New York to Niagawa—wepwinted in Canada, fron;
Montweal to Towonto—and, as I am gwatified to hear fivom
my fivend the governor of Cape Coast Castle, wegularly weceived
m.Af\vica. and twanslated into the Mandingo langu.:ige by the
missionawies and the bushwangers. I need not say, gentlemen
—sir—that is, Mr. Speaker—I mean; Sir John=—that I allude to
the Litewawy Chwonicle, of which I have the honour to be
pwincipal contwibutor.”

*“Very true, my dear Mr. Bullwig," says my master: ““you
and I being Whigs, must of course stand by our own friends ;
and I will agree; without:a moment's hesitation, that the Literar);
what-d'ye-call-'em is the prince of periodicals,”

““The Pwince of pewiodicals?” says Bullwig ; *“my dear Sir
John, it's the empewow of the pwess.”

- ._S‘az'!,—let it be the emperor of the press, as you poetically
cal'l it: but, between ourselves, confess it,—Do not the Tory
writers beat your Whigs hollow? You talk about magazines.
Look at""— 5
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“Look at hwat?” shouts out Larder. *‘There's none, Sir
Jan, compared to ourrs."

** Pardon me, T think that "—

«Jsit * Bentley's Mislany ' youmane?” says Ignatius, assharp
as a niddle.

“Why, no; but"—

O thin, it'’s Co'burn, sure; and that divvle Thayodor—a
pretty paper, sir, but light—thrashy, milk-and-wathery—not
sthrong, like the Litherary Chran—good luck to it."

“Why, Doctor Larnder, I was going to tell at once the name
of the periodical,—it is FRASER'S MAGAZINE."

“FRrESER !" says the Doctor. **O thunder and turf!"”

“FwASER!" says Bullwig. *‘O—ah—hum—haw—yes—no
—why,—that is, weally—no, weally, upon myweputation, I never
before hieard the name of the pewiodical. By-the-bye, Sir John,
whatwemarkable good clawet thisis ; is it Lawose or Laff"—

Laff, indeed ! hé cooden git beyond laff; and I'm blest if I
could'kip it neither,—for hearing him pretend ignumnts, and
being behind the skreend, settlin sumthink for the genlmn, 1
bust into such a raw of laffing as never was igseeded.

“Hullo ! says Bullwig, turning red. ** Have I'said anything
impwobable aw widiculous ? for, weally, I never befaw W i*col‘..cc'.
to have heard in society such a twemendous peal of cachinnation
—that which the twagic bard who fought at Mawathon has
called an anéwithmon gelasma."

“Why, be the holy piper,” says Larder, ‘I think you are
dthrawing a little’ on. your imagination. Not read 1"nz.fc{'./
Don't believe him, my Lord Duke ; he reads every word of it,
the rogue ! The boys about that magazine baste him as if he was
a sack of catmale, My reason for crying out,” Sir Jan, was
because you mintioned Fraser at all. Bullwighasevery syllable
of it be heart—from the paillitix down to the* Yellowplush

Correspondence.' ™

“Ha, ha | saysBullwig, affecting to laff (you may be suremy
years prickt up when I heard the name of the  Yellowplush
Correspondence ). **Ha, ha! why, to tell twuth, T ave wead
the cowespondence to which you allude: it's a gweat fa.\"ownc
at Court. 1 was talking with Spwing Wice and John Wussell
about it the other day." :

*Well, and what do you think of it?" says Sir John, locking
mity waggish—for he knew it was me who roat it.
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“Why, weally and twuly, there’s considewable cleverness
about the cweature ; but it's low, disgustingly low : it violates
pwobability, and the orthogwaphy is so carefully inaccuwate,
that it requires a positive study to compwehend it.”

“Yes, faith,” says Larner: “the arthag 1y is detestibles
it's as bad for a marn to write bad spillin as it is for 'em to speak
wid a brrogue. Tducation furst, and ganius afterwards, Your
health, my Lord, and good luck to you.”

““Yaw wemark,” says Bullwig; “‘is verya pwopwiate.  You
will wecollect, Sir Johin, in Hewodotus (as for you, Doctor, you
know more about Twish than about Giweek),—you will wecollect,
without doubt, a stowy nawwated by that cwedulous though
fascinating chwaonicler, of a certain kind of sheep which is known
only in a certain distwict of Awabia, and of which the tail is so
enormous, that iteither dwaggles on the gwound, or is bound up
by the shepherds of the country into a'small wheelbawwow, or
cart, which makes the chwonicler sneewins ly wemark that thus
‘the sheep of Awabia have their own chawiots.,” T have often
thought, sir (this clawet is weally nectaweous)—I have often, I
say, thought that the wace of man may be compawed to these
Awabian sheep—genius isour tail, education our wheelbawwow.
Without art-and education to PWOp it, this genius dwops on the
gwound, and is polluted by the mud, or injured by the wocks
upon ‘the way: with the wheelbawwow it is stwengthened,
incweased, and supported—a pwide to the owner, a blessing to
mankind.”

*“ A very appropriate simile,"” says Sir John'; “and I am afraid
that the ‘genius of our friend Yellowplush has need of some
such support,”

! 4 progos,” said Bullwig, ** who #s ¥ llowplush? Twas given
to understand that the name was only 2 fictitious one, and that
the papers were written by the author of the *Diary of a
Physician ;" if so, the man has wonderfully improved in style,
and there is some hope of him.”

““Bah !'" says the Duke of Doubiejowl; **everybody knows
it’s Barnard, the celebrated author of * Sam Slick.’ "

“Pardon, my dear duke," says Lord Bagwig; *'it's the
authoress of *High Life,! ‘Almack’s,’ and other fashionable
novel

*“ Fiddlestick'send ! ” says Doctor Larner ; *“ don’t be blushing
and pretinding to ask questions: don’t se know you, Bullwig?
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he world : we smok
; to reply, when Sir John, inter-

ust correct you all, gentlemen:;

y Mr. Yell

5 not going to call up

g, ' the pwactice is
ar, and indecowous ; I weally don’t see how the
/ > " . 3 7 1 "
y can be in any way pw le. 1 ) ] .
But the vices of the company went against the two littery
3 ! 3 5 0! )
men, and everybody excep them was for having up %0”-‘: me.
sell b 'Se pC >s,” says
Tlm'l was wrung; butler came. * Send up L,.h;.\m ;\ ,;
: ‘ iing behind the skreand,
master ; and Charles, who was standing behind the s
was persnly abliged to.come in
*Charles,” says master, *'I have
men who is the author of the * Yellov
Fraser's Magasine." - o
“ Tt'3 the best magazine in Europe,” says the Duke,
*“ And nomistake,” says my Lord. .
“Hwhat " says Lamner ; ‘‘and where's the Lithe !
I-said myself nothink, but made a bough, and blusht
sickle-cabbitch
ickle-cabbitch, h b . vl .
I *Mr; Vellowplush,” says his Grace, / will you,-in tne
place, drink a glass of wine?"
I boughed agin. s
i fer, si le | DeTi
* And what wine do you prefer, sir,—humble port or impezi

been telling these gentle-
sh Correspondence” in

rary Chran?"
like

first

Burgundy 2"

* Why, your Grace,”
above kitchin wines.. T'w !
to the health of this honrabble compny. v 2o

When I'd swigged off the bumper, \\'m‘ch his 131 "L;l';u:' (;r
did me the honour to pour out for me, there was asili

minnit ; when my master said :— v A
) 3(’};‘1:;1(:5 Yellowplush, I have perused your memoirs in Fraser's

1051 ave s igh opinion
Magazine with so much cur 10sity, and have so hla‘l an opir
Magazin

says<I, 1 know my place, :md_:un}
il take a glass of port, and drink it




124 THE MEMOIRS OF MR, C. J- YELLOWPLUSH.
of your talents as'a writer, that I really cannot keep you as a
footman any longer, or allow you to discharge duties for which
you are now quite unfit. With all my admiration for your
talents, Mr. Yellowplush, I still am confident that many of your
friends in the-servants' hall will clean my boots a great deal
better than a gentleman of your genius can ever be expected to
do—it is for this purpose I employ footmen, and not that they
may be writing articles in magazines. But—you need not look
so red, my good fellow, and had better take another glass of
port—I don't wish to throw you upon the wide world without
the means of a livelihood, and have made interest for a little
place which you will have under Government, and which will
give you an income of eighty pounds per annum ; which you
can double, I presume, by your literary Iabours."

“Sir,” says I, clasping my hands, and busting into tears,
**do not—for Heaven's sake, do not !—think of any such think,
or drive me from your suvvice, because I have been fool enough
to writein magaseens. Glans but one moment at your honour's
plate—every spoon is as bright as'a mirror; condysend to
igsamine your shoes—your honour may see reflected in them
the fases of .every-one in the company. /[ blacked them shoes,
Z cleaned that there plate. If occasionally T've forgot the foot-
man i the litterary man, and committed to paper my remin-
dicences of fashnabble life, /it was from a sincere desire to do
good, and promote nollitch: and I appeal to your honour;=I
lay my hand on my busm, and in the fase of this noble company
beg. you.to say, When you rung your bell, who ‘came’to you
fust? When you stopt out at Brooks's till morning, who sat
ap foryou? ‘When you was ill, who forgot the natral dignities
of his station, and answered the two-pair bell2. Oh, sir,” says
I, ““I'know what's what ; don't send me away. I know them
littery chaps, and, beleave me, 1'd rather be a footman. The
work’s not so hard—the pay is better: the vittels incompyrably
supearor. | I have but to clean my things, and run my errints,
and you put clothes on my back, and meat in my mouth. - Sir!
Mr. Bullwig! ain’t I right? shall T quit my station and sink—
that is to say, rise—to yours 2"

Bullwig was violently affected ; a tear stood in his glistening
i. “Yellowplush.” says he, seizing my hand, *“you aze right.
Quit not your present occupation ; black boots, clean knives,
wear plush, all your life, but don't turn literary man., Look at
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me. I am the first novelist in Iiu‘ro_yx: I have ranged with
eagle wing over the wide regions of lzlcm.turc.. and p‘.rx.hcfl on
every eminence in its turn. I have gazed with Ac:xg'lc c}caAon
the sun of philosophy, and fathomed lh,L.‘, mysterious depths of
the human mind.  All languages are familiar to me, all thoughts
are known to me, all men understood by me. I have gashercd
wisdom from the honeved lips of Plato, as we wandered in the
gardens of Academes—wisdom, too, from lh'-': mou'?h of Job
Johnson, as we smoked our 'backy in Seven I)K.l)ﬁ. hth must
be the studies, and such is the mission, in this wor_lcx. of the
Poet-Philosopher. But the knowledge is only emptiness ; u}e
initiation is but misery ; the initiated, a man shunncd :md.bann d
by his fellows. Oh," said I"»ullx\':g{, cl;as;'w.ng his h;zn_d_i; énu thro‘\\-
ing his fine i's up to the chandelier, ** the curse of I \\omcl}mrus
descends upon his wace. Wath and punishment pursue them
from genewation to genewation! Wo to genius, _1hc hea
scaler, the fire-stealer! Wo and thrice bitter r!esolnuoq ! lh..nh
is the wock on which Zeus, wemorseless, stwetches his withing
victim—men, the vultures that feed and fatten on‘hxmA Ad, Ail
it is agony eternal—gwoaning and solitawy .dcspmr ! And wu
Vellowplush, would penetwate these mystewies : you \\'rzuld W ;u-sc
theawful veil, and stand in the twemendous Pwesence. ) Beware '
as you value your peace, beware;! 'Withdwaw, wash Neophyte!
For Heaven's sake—O for Heaven's sake!''—here he looked
round with agony—"** give me a glass of bwandy-and-water, for
this clawet is beginning to disagwee with me.” :
Bullwig having concluded this spitch, very much to-hisown
sattasfackshn, looked round to the compny f(?r.z'.plaws, and t!.len
swigged off the glass of brandy-and-water, giving; a sollum sigh
as he took the last gulpk ; and then/Doctor Ignatius, who longed
for a.chans, and, in order to show his independence, began flatly
contradicting his friend, addressed me, and the restof the genlmn
ent, in the following manner :—
pr?‘s"}rl‘nrlxz ye," says hc.b “*my gossoon; doan’t bo led asthray by
the nonsinse of that divil of a Bullwig.  He's jillous of ye, my
bhoy : that's the rale undoubted thruth ; and it's c?nly w© keep
you out of litherary life that he'’s palavering you in this way.
T tell you what—Plush ye bhckguard.—‘my honourable frind
the mimber there has told me a hunder times by the smallest
computation, of his intense admiration of your talents, :u'md m;:
wonderful sthir they were making in the world.  He can't bear
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arival. He's mad w
at him, Plush, and look at me, My father was not a juke
exactly, nor aven a markis, and see, nevertheliss, to what a
pitch I am come. T spare no ixpinse ; I'm: the iditor of 2 cople
of pariodicals ;. I ‘dthrive about in me carridee: I dine wid

]

the
Jords of the land); ‘and why—in the name of the piper that pleed
befare Mosus, hwy? | Bécause I'm a litherary man. - Because T
know how to play me cards. ) Because I'm Docther Larner, in
fact, and mimber of every society in and out of Europe. I
might have re d all my life in Thrinity Colledge, and never
made such'an incom as that offered you by Sir Jan ; but T came
to London—to London, my boy, and now see! Look again at
me friend Bullwig. ' He 75 a gentleman, to be sure, and bad
Tuck to 'im, say T ; and what has been the result of his lithera
Iabour? Tl tell ‘you what; and TIl tell this gintale society,
by the shade of Saint Patrick, they're! going to make him A
BARINET.”

‘“ A BARNET, Doctor!" says I you don't mean to say
they’re going to make him a barnet 1"

“As sure as I've made meself a docthor,” says Larner,

*“What, a baronet, like Sir John?""

**The divle a bit else.”

*“And pray what for?"

‘*What faw?” says Bullwig. ‘¢ Ask the histowy of litwatuwe
what faw? ' Ask Colburn, ask Bentley, ask Saunders and Otley,
ask the gweat Bwitish nation, what faw? The blood in my veins
comes puwified. thwough ten thousand years of chivalwous an-
cestwy ; but that is neither here nor there : my political pwinciples
—the equal wights which I have advocated—the gweat cause of
fweedom that I have celebwated, are known to'all, But this, I
confess, has nothing to do with the question. No, the question
is this—on the thwone of litewature I stand unwivalled, pwe-
eminent; and the Bwitish government, honowing genius in me,
compliments the Bwitish nation by lifting into the bosom of the
heweditawy nobility, the most gifted ‘member' of the democ-
wacy." (The honrabble genlmn here sunk down amidst repeated
cheers.)

““Sir John," says I, *“and my Lord Duke, the words of my
rivrint frend Ignatius, and the remarks of the honrabble genlmn
who has just sate down, have made me change the detummina-
tion which I had the honor of igspressing just now.
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1 igsept the eighty pound a year; knowing that I s:h.ﬁ.ll}m.ve
plenty of time for pursuing my littery career, ;‘:I?d ‘.’lopl!‘lg; :O.mE
day t6 set on that same bentch of Imrzaml;-s. which'is deckarated

; the presnts of my honrabble friend.
b,\“ﬂ\!;}r"?gf]\;)gln 12 It's trew I ain't done anythink as yeZ to
deserve such an honour; and it's very prol'):x.l sle that T neyer shall,
But what then?—y long, as our friends 5:.1)'? I'd muc!x

ér have a coat of arms than a coat of I_!\:r‘\:. _Id much
rayther have my blud-red hand s Ii:*k. in the middle of a st
than underneath a tea-tray. Ab
siquints, must cease to be a t’<,~fnnin. :

“ As to my politticle princepills, these
they are, I know, necessary ; but they s
for ; besides, I reglar read the Sattari
Tince on this pint would be inigscusable.

« But if one man can git to be a doctor, and another a bar-
ranit, and anothera c: in the navy, and :molh.er‘ a cou'n:css.
and another the wife of a governor of th:- F‘np:.:m (_;c»ocll dopc,.
I begin to perseave that the littery trade ain Lsuc::f\gi? ui‘;d 1‘.1131:
igspecially if you're up 10 snoug b, :m’d know what's o clock. 1
learn to make myself usefle, in the fust place; then I'il mr.n‘ t‘o
spell; and, I trust, by reading the novvles of the honrabble
treatiseses of the reverend doctor,
ess, and git a litell for my own share,
I've sevral frends in the press, having. paid for fnnny“:ofht'n{‘,s'tz
chaps' drink, and given them other treets; and.=01 think T've
got all the emilents-of ‘suxess; therefore; I am uc'tummmcd..as
I said, to igsept your kind offer, and beg to *.ﬂ}htzmw the wuds
which, I made yous'of when I refyoused your hoxpatable offer.

yeve |

: I‘D‘UIS:;_I‘O;EM.L(;’ withdraw yourself,” said Sir John, bursting into
a most igstrorinary rage, *‘and not interrupt th'c cox:npan)k\\'xthl
your infernal talk! Go down and get us coffee! and, hqu \)c f
hold your impertinent, tongue, or I'll brgk every bone in ‘)fn'xr
body. You shall have the place, as I'said j and w?nlc you're in
my service, you shall be my servant ; but you don't stavy in my
service after to-morrow. Go downstairs, sir; and don't stand
staring here!"

member, and the scie

: e e
In this abrupt way, my evening ended: it's \nl}‘f 1'm...-a_
regret that I think what came of it. T dom't wear
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plush any more. 1 am an altered, a wiser, and, I tmst, a
better man.

I'm about a novvle (having made great progriss in spelling),
in the style of my friend Bullwig ; and preparing for publigation,
in the Doctor’s Cyclopedear, * The Lives of Eminent Brittish
and Foring Wosherwomen.”

SKIMMINGS FROM “THE DAIRY OF
GEORGE IV.”

CHARLES YELLOWPLUSH, EsSQ., TO OLIVER YORKE, Esq.*

DE;\R WHY,—Takin advantage of the Crismiss holydays,

Sir John and me (who is a member of parlyment) had
gone down to our place in Yorkshire for six wicks, to shoot grows
and woodcox, and enjoy old English hospitalaty. This ugly
Canady bisniss unluckaly put an end to our sports in the country,
and brot us up to Buckly Square as fast as four post-erses could
gallip. When there, I found your parcel, containing the two
vollumes of 2 new book ; witch, as I have been away from the
literary world, and emplied solely in athlatic exoreises, have been
laying neglected in my pantry, among my knife-cloaths, and
dekanters, and blacking-bottles, and bedroom candles, and
things.

This will, I'm sure, account for my delay in notussing the
work. 1 see sefral of the papers and magazeens have been
befoarhand with me, and have given their apinions:conceming
it : specially the Quotly Revew, which has most mussilessly cut
to peases the author of this Dairy of the Times of George V.t

That it's a woman who wrote it is evydent from the style of
the writing; as well as from certain prcofs in the book itselfi
Most suttnly a femail wrote this Dadry ; but who this Dairy-maid
may be, I, in coarse, can't conjecter: and indeed, common
galliantry forbids me to ask. I can only judge of the book
itself ; which, it appears to me, is clearly trenching upon my

* These Memoirs were originally published in Fraser’s Magazine, and
it may be stated for the benefit of the unlearned in such matters that
“Oliver Yorke" is the assumed name of the editor of that periodical.

t Diary illustrative of the Times of George the Fourth, inferspersed
swith Original Letiers from the late Queen Caroline, and from variows
other distinguished Persons.

“T8t ou tard, tout se scait."—MAINTEXON.

Ina2vols. London, 1838, Henry Colburn.
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ground and ff'.‘:Tf[[: sabjicks, viz. fashnabble life, as igsibited in
the hous‘cs of the nobility, gentry, and rile fammly. -

But I bare no mallis—infamation is infamation, and it doesn't
matter \\'Z:mre the infamy comes from ; and whether the Daiy:
be from that distinguished pen to witch it is ornarily allribuzeﬁ
—whether, T say, it-comes from a lady of lzoxzour’ to the late
Que{m, or a scullion to that diffunct majisty, no matter: all we
ask is nollidge ; never ‘mind how we have it. Nollidee, as our
cook says, is like trikel-pos it's always good, t.houl;;1 ':‘ou was
to drink it out of an oid shoo. . i

W e]l..zlfcn. although this Daiz) ly searusly to injur my
pusio!:i:‘.l intrests, by fourstalling a deal of what I had to say i;l
my private memoars—though many many guineas is taken from
my pockit, by cuttin short the tail of my narratif—though much
that I had to say in souperior lzxnguidgc, greased \\'ili all the
ellygance of my orytory, the benefick of my classcle reading, the
chawms of my agreble wit, is thus abrupi':' brot befor the wbrld
by ‘an-inferior genus, neither knowing nor writing English; yet
I say, that nevertheless T must say, what I am pufﬁcklval')rep:;h"ed
tosay, to gainsay which no man can say a \\'ord~vet' I sm;, that
I say T.consider this publication welkom. Far from viewing it
with enfy, I greet it with applaws ; because it increases that n;)st
exlent specious of nollidge, I mean ‘* FASHNABBLE NOLLIDGE ;"
compayred to witch all other nollidge is nonsince—a bag ;)f
goold to a pare of snuffe N

Lot.sld I:ord Broom, on the Canady question, say moar? or
say what he had tu say better? We are marters, both.of us
to prinsple; and everybody who knows eather knows: that wé
would sacrafice anythink rather than that.. Fashion: is the
goddiss I adoar, ' This/ delightful work is an offring on her
srine } and as sich all her wushippers are bound to hail Tx Here
1s not a question of trumpry lords and honrabbles; generals and
bnr.ronites, but the crown itself, and the king and queen's
actions; witch _may be considered as the crown jewels,  Here's
princes; and .grand«iukes and airsparent, and. Heayen knows
what ; all with blood-royal in their veins, and their names
mentioned in the very fust page of the peeridge. In this book
you become so intmate with the Prince of Wales, that you may
fol.low him, if you please, to his marridge-bed ; or, if you p'rcfcr the
Princiss Charlotte, you may have with her an hour's tator-tator. *

i ~
Our estimable correspondent means, we presume, 242-3-282.—0. Y.
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Now, though most of the remarkable extrax from this book
have been given already (the cream of the Dairy, as I wittily
say), I shall trouble you, nevertheless, withafew ; partly because
they can't be repeated too often, and because the toan of obsyva-
tion with which they have been 'gen received by the press,

I think they merit. How, indeed, can
paper pipple know anythink
of fashnabble life, le

Conseaving, t I ion of the Dazry has done
r, and o yrobly do a deal moor, 1 shall

reel good on this scoar, 2
look through it, for the porpus of selecting the most ellygant
passidges, and which I think may be peculiarly adapted to the

reader’s benefick.

For you see, my dear Mr. Yorke, in the fust place, that th
no common catchpny book, like that of most autho
authoresses who write
you! the Dairy-maid is abov

;, and no mistake: 2
common or valgar action as I am sup
dinner with my cheese. She proves tha
we See in the following passidge :—

me to me, and h
all

J—'s dismissal ; his su n glect of the Princ
the acquittal of her sup ilt, signed by the Duke of
at the time b Id h
against her, it certa i
the disgrace of all partu
in general, was not
publicly condemned or
to have these letters publish
for a greal " At first
i iness), I thought of ling my
5, I turned from this ides al
3 ouring to serv

at leas ves, not from any sordid views:
The Princess commands me, and I will obey her, whatever may be the
issué : but not for fare or fee. 1 own I tremble, not so much for myself,
% for the idea that she is not taking the best.and most dignified way of
having these papers published. Why make a secret of it at all? If
wrong, it .a}muxvl not be e ; if right, it should be ¢ openly and in
the face of her enemies. F 1 Highne se, as in that of
wronged pri in g y do they shrink from straightforw;
deali ather have recourse to crooked policy? 1 wash, in this
narticalar instance, I could make Her Royal Highness feel thus: but she
1s naturally indig t eing falsely accused, and will not condescend
to an avowed explanat
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Can anythink be more just and honrabble than this? The
Dairy-lady is quite fair and abovebored. A clear stage, says she,
and no faviour! “I won't do behind my back what I am
ashamed of before my face: not I!” No more she does; for
you see that, ‘though she was offered this manyscrip by the
Prmce~sfor nothink, though she knew that she could actially get
for it a large sum of money, she was above it, like an honest,
noble, grateful, fashnabble woman, as she was. She aboars
secrecy, and never will have recors to disguise or crookid polacy.
This ought to be an ansure to them Radicle sneerers, who pretend
that they are the equ of fashnabble pepple; whereas it's a
well-known fact, that the vulgar roagues have no notion of
honour.

And after this positif declaration, which reflex honor on her
Ladyship (long life to her ! I've often waited behind her chair 1)
—after this positif declaration, that, even for the porpus of
defending her missis, she was so hi-minded as to refuse anythink
like'a peculiarly consideration, it is actially asserted in the public
prints by a booxeller, that he has given her a #kousand pound
for the Dairy. A thousand pound ! nonsince !—it's a phigment !
a base lible ! This woman take a thousand pound, in a matter
where her dear mistriss, friend, and benyfactriss was concerned !
Never! A thousand baggonits would be more prefrabble to a
woman of her xqizzit feelins and fashion.

But to proseed. It's been objected to me, when I wrote some
of my expearunces in fashnabble life, that my languidge was
occasionally vulgar, and not such as is generally used in those
exquizzit famlies which I frequent. Now, I'll lay a wager that
there is in this book, wrote as all the world knows by a rele
lady, and speakin of kings and queens asif they were as common
as sand-boys—there is in this book more wulgarity than ever
I displayed, more nastiness than ever I would dare % #ink oz,
and more bad grammar than ever I wrote since I was a boy at
school. | As for authografy, evry genlmn has his own : never
mind spellin, I say, so long as the sence is right.

Let me here quot a letter from a corryspondent of this charm-
ing lady of honour; and a very nice corryspondent ke is, too,
without any mistake :—

“Lady O—, poor Lady O—! knows the mlc:ofpmdcnce, fear

me, as imperfectly as she doth those of the Greek and Latin Grammars:
or she hath let her brother, who is a sad swine, bv.coxm. master of her
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secrets, and then contrived to quarrel with him. You would see the
f the meéla in the newspapers; but not the report that Mr.
about to publis amphl s an addition to the Harleian
Tracts, setting forth the amatory adventures of his sister. 'We shall
break our necks in haste to buy it, of course crying ‘ Shameful all the
while; and it is sud that Lady O— is to be cut, which I cannot
entirely believe, Let her tell two or t old women about town that
they are young and handsome, nm. ¢ some well-t umd parties, and
she may still keep the society which hath been used to. The times
are not $o ha e were a woman could not cons
Magna Chart au; i} 7. P ¢
/ n my lord-protecto:
to go a love-making to Mrs,

¥
of the commonwealt ‘\ of England
Fleetwood, with the Bi )
“And so Miss Sor £ ' { with a hushand at last,
She and Lord Stair
As to Miss Gordon,
thing but money,

h.

couple is to
b«. pubu-nu.l full of sad scandal 3 which you m: ay be sure
scarcely a word is true ul \'.. .\—>
made use othc s¢ elegant epis rl -5

here, whh n ¥
more 5o than
\l;k)'l crymson
d his “elle’
se, but seem
d 1 believe,
ms a genuine
form a comfort-
many strange
Hanoverian c\xl
ever get to the end of
have I had ;
b T was of
dy giving us all

Tlc

2 supper after our prow
f Much ado v
She would 1
10t seem to-require it 3 and
¥ gh not only tolhave melted all the ice
lowed, but hislown hard heart into the bargain, The
ime, Miss Long hath becomé quite cruel
ivides } yur equally between Lords Killeen
and l\lh\ V‘h two e @ ver gave birth toa bull. 1
wish to H\mm that she were fairly jed, for all this pother gives one
o4 uli"\hu" = pr icture of human ImlurL

A disgusting pi Cl\h of buman m‘\um, x.:dmd—:mu isn't he

g

who moralises a
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3:“{1\22;3;?: ;r:ﬁ tt}v’]e same plx ece? ‘Which, Mr. Yorke, is the wust,
e f‘LX scandle-mongers? See what it is to be a
e ct>1 li.:,m Fust, he scrapes togither all the bad
ut all the people of his achem;mce—hc goes toa
ball, and laffs or snears at every body there—he is asked to a
dinner, and brings away,.along \\—i:h meat and wine to his he arl:
content, a sour ki'{;nnc}\ lled with nasty stoaries of all the people
e has such a squeamish a L t
worl.d seems 1o dzsagree with him. _'\ndnmirt))‘}: hih:[)t“tli SL,;L
to his dellicate female frend? Why: that - i ’
ing to publishindescent stoaries about Lady

Nex. ‘That Miss ¢ is i t
ki s going lto be cloathed with an
5 : at all their matrimonial corryspondins is
published too. ' ot
3. That Lord H:'is going to be married ; but there’s some-
thing rong in his wi blood. )
4. Miss Long has cut Mr. W, 1
. Wellesley, and i X e
& I,o. 5 Vs is gone after two
Wooden you phancy, now, tlnt thﬂ author of such a letter,
:mmd of in 'HJ(:u' , was du“vnmr;
linegar Yard? yuld yo g
i - d? Would you beleave mnt the }s..r’.y he was a-ritin
3 /-- 4 enased, modist lady of honour, and mother of a famly?
yumpery? O morris{ as Homn i st
z r.”,m'; i otas) as Iiom«frﬁ S is a higeous pictur
uanners, such as I 'weap to think of, as evry morl' man must
weap. i
The above i AT
x 7 1:. above is one prm\ pictur of mearly fashnabble life:- what
fo OWs 15 about families even higher situated than the most
ash :
s nn_mng‘ Here we have the Princess regient, her daughter the
\1:13615' t;anoL, her grandmamma the old Qumn and Her
iadpisty's daughters the two prin 3
cesses. ife
I don’t know where it is to lI fi e s
i cL\smw = Oe found; and it’s pleasing to see
e O i < uc
and harmny rains in such an exolted spear.
“«
S .y 17 b th =
Cha 'eiléa—“z.;\t b !'LAdz:\; ae Princess went to meet the Princess
8 1 Y told me that, when the latter
€ rushed up to h-.v m:'har and said, ¢ For God’s sake, be civil
s of L m.d{ who followed her. Lady
) but when the Princess f\\ Tked
he < icess of Wales talke
y ;};‘: O(im bef"\,rm. so free and easy, that one could not have any
jbim out 1?rﬁ¢ lings. Princess (,n.xrlu'ze I was told, was looking
g cé very p..lq. but her head more t Lgommvh dreved that is to
Sl rn." d than wsual. Her figure is of that full round shape
10w in its prime; but she disfigures herself | by wearing her
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Gretty ; 50 7
l her head. H\, Cmmlc' ance
to play upon it ; and 1 o
so_many powerful and ¥
Charlotte talked toh
determined

d her mothier
Lhc (\w en wd tk
ght from her own p
sS.
mit, but
{1 it was a com-
ight of the two

ses, who were <5 l\m 'ht was the

on they wish
Il h 1s been

u:\m,hu.r' s > ¥
down and sent to Mr. Brougham »e

See what discord will creaj
famlies. Here are six of "em—viz.,
daughters, her son, and his wife and ¢
in which they hz

The Pri

Princess
Princess of W
The old Quean, by their squobb
and her tivo jewtiful danghters are delighted at the news. What
a happy, fashnabble, Christian famly | O Mr. Yorke, Mr. Yorks,
if this is the way in the drawin-rooms, I'm quite content to live
below, in pease and charaty with all men writin, as I am now,
in'my pantry, or els havin a quite gameat cards in the servants-
all.  With %5 there's no bitter wicked quarling of this sort.
e don't hate our children, or bully our mothers, or wish
‘em ded when they're sick, as this Dairy-woman sg kings and
quun‘; do. When we're writing to our friends or “sweethearts,
- don’t fill our letters with nasty stoaries, takin away the
c:Lmulcr of our fellow-servants, as this maid of honour’s amusin’
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;:Lc:::if?eng does, But, in coarse, it's not foras to judge of our
comp:[»‘h x ;((;L:l:j—r(“; people are a supeerur race, and we can't
Do you recklect—;
princess died in g
nation of Henglanc
Sweet woman and ¢}
one of us, and of v

it's twenty years ago now—how a bewtifile
1 buth to a poar baby, and how the whole
wep, as though it was one man, over that
Ald, in \t'hich Wwere sentered the hopes of every
B> Do o e ch ().‘C’l was'as X[‘Jroud as of !}is.own wife or
ey m: - t_ 10W. pore fellows spent their last shillin
Lo i ,{ De for their hats, .:md clergymen cried in the
§i~ P ifn ...l k’\\ 10‘,-: country through was no better than a great
‘h;rtna' uneral? ,Du you recklect, Mr. Yorke, who was the person
simr]&co?li\!:j)ff(- (’Jn“sc?v ai?out? \\"e_ colled her the Prineis
=i 1. ol 3“ nd we valyoud a single drop of her blood
: than the whole heartless body of her father. Well, we
(ggi«\;: Iup o h‘cr : nd of saint or angle, and blest God (.such
Senll»u)ﬂgo_s\_\?;lecL;r;:gi:;,' ] .g;;?lc as we ware in those days)who had
S ady 1o rule over us. But Heaven bless you! it
was onlysouperstition. She wasno better than she should be, as
li turns out—or at least the Dairy-maid says so. No beuer'"r'——
ihmy daughters or yours was } so bad, we'd as leaf be dead
s; and-they hanged. | But listen i e itabl
story, and-a trace to rggzsél’m};su:lﬁbm‘ to i prity TS
i Sunday, January g, 3
went to Princess Charl
Dizzi ; wasasked tor

t

ccording to appointment, I

iick House the harp-player,
o his performance, but was talked
which completely prevented all possibility of
Duct ss of Leeds and her daughter werein
Next arrived Mi ght, who remained all
15 very gracious—showedime

alled them—pictures, and cases
desultory way, and it would be
hermother wasin very low spirits.

e could be otherwise? Thi estioning
—i.¢. avolds

hung in the

the room, but left it
ime I was

her donn &

jewels, e talk 'An

what, = She ot

€r saves a great d

nmitting oneself, or
apartment one p it,

Iiukc m"il‘)m—uporltra?x. iongst others, that very much resembled the

; . Miss Knight whom it represented. ' She said

ad been supposed a likeness of the Pretender

er suited my thoughts so comically I could

did at Courts anything but the contrary of

a very great variety of expression i
- T 3 sion in her
X w'd: plaaf f’f tures, and a force of muscle, rarely seen in
dilf-xll- bzllzci :gi‘l'hrb shadeless colouring. Her hands and arms
E v nk her figure is already i n be
i e T -g?urexls.alrum) gone, and will soon be
fAcr mother's ; mshort, it isthe very picture of her, and no¢
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i miniature. 1 could not help analysing my own sensat
time I ywas with her, and thought more of them than I did of her. Why
was I at all fiattered, at all more amused, at all more supple to this young
sncess. than to her who is only the same sort of person set in the shade
circumstances and of y It is that youth, and the ;;.fpmach of
power, and the latent i of self-interest, sway the heart an dazzle the
understanding. If this is so with a heart not, I trust, corrupt, and a
head not particularly formed for interested lations, effect must
not the same causes produce on the generality mankind ?

“1n the course of the conversation, the Princess Charlotte contrived
to edge in a good deal of fum-de and would, if 1 had entered into
the thing, have gone on with it, while ] ing at a little picture of her-
self, which had about thirty or forty erent dresses to put over it,
done on Fsinelass, and which allowed the general colouring of the
picture to be see h it It was, I thought, 2 pretty
enough conce hough rathe g up a doll. ‘“Ah!’ said
Miss Knight, * I am not content' though, mad: —for I yet should have
liked one more dress—that of the favourite S a."

“¢No, no!'said the princess, ‘1 ne £ ourite, and neéver
ean be one '—looking at a picture which she 1s her father's, but
which I do not believ, done for the regent any more than for me,
but represented a young man in a hussar’s dress—probably a former
fayourite.

&The Princess Charlotte saemed much hurt at the little notice that
was taken of her birthday. After keeping me for two hours and a half
she dismissed me ; and I am sure I could say what she said, except
that it was an olic of décowsus and heterogeneous things, partaking of
the characteristics of her mother grafted on a younger scion, 1 dined
13te-a-téte with my dear old aunt ; hets is always a sweet and soothing
society to me."”

There'sa pleasing, lady-like, moral extract for you! An inno-
cent young thing of fifteen bas picturs of Z00 lovers in her room,
and expex a good number more. This dellygate young crea-
ture edges in a good deal of fumdedy (1 can’t find it in Johason's
Dixonary), and would have gone on with the thing (ellygence of
Janguidge); if the dairy-lady would have let her,

Now, to, tell you the truth, Mr. Yorke, I doan't beleave a
single syllible of this story. This lady of honner says, in the
fust place, that the Princess would have talked a good deal of
fumdedy » which means, I suppose, indeasnsy, if she, the lady
of honner, wowld iave let-ker. This s a good one! Why, she
Jets everybody else talk tumdedy to, their hearts' content ; she
lets her friends wrife tumdedy, and after keeping it for a
quarter of a sentry, she prinés it. Why then be so squeamish
about Zearing a little? And, then, there's the stoary of the
two portricks. This woman has the honner to be received in
the frendlyest manner by a British princess; and what does the
grateful loyal creature do? 2 picturs of the Princess'’s relations

E2
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are hanging in her room, and the Dairy-woman swears away
the poor young Princess's carrickter, by swearing they are
pzctur§ of her overs. For shame, oh, for shame! you slar;dcrin
backbitin dairy-woman you! If you told all them things to
your ““dearoid aunt,” on going to dine with her, you must
have had very “ sweet and soothing society” indeed.

I. had marked out many more extrax, which T intended to
write about; but I think I have said enough about this Dairy;

in fack, the butler, s in the servants’-hall, are not

well pleased that 1 should go on reading this naughty book ; so

we il 1.mvc no more of it, only one passidge about Pollytics
witch is sertnly quite new :— :

“No one was so likely to be able to defeat Bonaparte as the Crow
Prince, from the intimate knowledge he possessed of h?s chm'tc;\
Bernadotte was also instigated against Bonaparte by one who 'ml‘ only
owed him a personal hatred, but who possessedia mind equal to his ‘m)I
who gave the Crown Prince both information and advice how t;, Z‘.L‘;

This was no less a person than Madame de Staél. It was not, s some
, 85 S

39

have M;cmd, that she stas in love with Bernadeite; for, at the time
of their intimacy, Madame de swas in love with Ko But she
used her influence (which was not small) mx}_\ the Crown Prince to
make him fight against Bonaparte, and to her wisdom may be attributed
much of the success which accompanied his attack upon him. Berna-
dotte has raised the flame of liberty, which seems fortunately to blaze
all around.. May it liberate Europe; and from the ashes of the faure]
may olive branches spring up, and overshadow the earth !"

There's a discuvery | that the oyerthrow of Boneypart is owing
to Madame de Sk What nonsince for Colonel Southey or
Doctor Napier to write histories of the war with that Capsi
can hupstart and murderer, when here we have the whole afiair
explaned by the lady of honour!

every hour

2 ; but allowed

: S e i s
1

selected for his ignomi treat. £ £ 1 ref t
arms to her banished sovereign. Tt i 5 imgged Louis
XVI. to the scaffold are nting rs to the Emp

restorer of their legitima 'y tupendous f o

to expatiate in! What an 1for thought ! What hu

tion to the pride of mere hu v i

Of zll that was great in N

usurped power, he sinks to

ness in the m “he meteor d: )

for ever. But the | which: rests i S
nations from t ower that is delegate m fro aven ;
and the manner in which haw 2 is a g ntee for its continu-
ance. The Duke of Wellington has g i laurels unstained by any
ussless flowof blood. He has done more than conquer others—he has
conguersd himself : and in the midst of the bl nd fiush of victory,
surrounded by the homage of nations, he hz <

commission of any act of crul 1 s-ascool and
self-possessed under the b 2 common man would
be under the st . the hearth of his home. But
the tyrant who kept Europe in awe 1s now a pitiable t for scorn to
point the finger of derisi : ‘and humanity shud 1

e with which X was permitted to devastate

And now, after this sublime passidge, as of awile reflec-
tions and |pious Sentyments as those of Mrs. Cole in the play,
I shall only guot one little extrak more :—

“ All goes ily with the poor Princess, Lady Charlotte Cam
told me she regrets not seeing all these curious personages but she says,
the more the Princess is forsaken, the more happy she isat having offered
to attend her at this time, 7 is very ansiable in her; and cannot fail
to be gratifying to the Princess.”

So it is—wery amiable, wery kind and considerate in her,
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indeed. Poor Princess ! how lucky you was to find a frend who
loved you for your own sake, and when all the rest of the wuld
turned its back kep steady to you. As for believing that Lady
Sharlot had any hand in this book,* Heaven forbid ! she is all
gratitude; pure gratitude, depend upon it. Ske would not go
for to blacken her old frend and patron's carrickter, after having
been so outrageously faithful to her; ske wouldn't do it, at no
price, depend upon it. How sorry she must be that others an't
quite so squemish, and show up in this indesent way the follies
of her kind, genrus, foolish bennyfactris!

* The ( "ar sment, in the Jokn Bull newspaper, sets

this gt n declare t her Ladyship is not the writer
of the Diary.—

EPISTLES TO THE LITERATL.

CH-s Y-LIL-WPL-SH, EsQ., T0 SIR EDWARD LYTTON
SULWER, BT.
Jony TuoMAS SMITH, EsQ., TO C—s Y H, ESQ.
NOTUS.
HE suckmstansies of the following b are as follos i —
Me and my friend, the sellabrated Mr. Smith, reckonised
each other in the “Haymarket Theatre, during the performints of
the new play.~I'was settn inthe gallery, and sung out to him
(he was in the pit), to jine us after the play, over a glass ol bear
and a cold hoyster, in my pantry, the far
Smith came as appinted. 'We descors
comady ; and, after sefral glases, we eacl s agr reed (o“.\‘rixc
a letter to the other, giving ‘our notiums he p X ’apor
was brought that momint ; and Smi ing his Cross
the knife-bord, I dasht off mine on the ser.
QOur agreement was, that I (being rnnm}n'rl.lﬂ for my s
of riting) should cretasize the languidge, whilst he should
up with the plot of the play ; and the c ied reader will pz
255 rrf my lette

bjick of the

directed it to Sir Eds
H's remarks in the midst of my own :—

Honr ABBLE B\A\IT‘—\
forrards again ; fur T was content with my re of reputation,
and pmporbd to add nothink to those immortial wWux w
haye rendered this Magaseen so sallybrated.

Shall T'tell you the reazn of my re-a
t'n benefick of my fellow-creatures? ;

mth with which my busm laboured, and which I must bring
h.nh or die? .\onsun.'.-—huﬁ' mon 's the secret, my <nr
Here
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coming, and I’ i y my landk
haniﬁr?iﬂ__l}y toI ::‘b}it,::l can pay my landlud, unless T can ad
This is, however, betwigs
5 il e s it et e B
Fitzroy Y.ll-wplsh is sho , 'f l L e
e ;h.«l\' S 1urt of money, or that the sallybrated
T g vmu i Papers is in peskewniary diffickities, or is
Al S -l..pe.rhu:z.ﬁn littery labors, or by his famly
ansies, or by any other/pusnal matter : my maxim, dear

1at

B, is on these pintst as quiet as i
Joicn bl_p 0 be as quiet as posbile. What the juice
; public. care for you or me? Why must we always, in
pre zz'cs and what not, be a-talking about ourselves and :')ur
1)gsrrodn:1ryvmermts, woas, and injaries? Tt is on this subjick
1Amt I porpies, my dear Barnet, to speak to you in a frendly
\\a‘;\v, 1:;.nr} praps you'll find my advise to]mbb]y.holcsum -
‘ell, then,—if you care e apini . i
ik Su,v i x nbom: the apinions, fur good or eyil,
vants, I tell you, in the most candied way, I like

you e 'y y fli i
you, Barnet. T've had my fling at you in my day (for, entry nou
- - e 2
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that last stoary I roat about you and Larnder was as biga
bownsir as ever was)—I've had my fiing at you; but Llike you.
One may objeck to an immence deal of your writings, which,
betwigst you and me, contain more sham scentiment, sham
morallaty, sham poatry, than you'd like to own ; but, in spite of
this, there's the séuf in you: you've a kind and loyal heart in
you, Barnet—a trifie deboshed, perhaps; a kean i, igspecially
for what's comic (as for your tradgady, it's mighty flatchulent),
and aready plesnt pen. The man who says you are an Asisan
As himself, Don't believe him, Barnet ! not that I suppose you
wil,—for, if T've formed a correck apinion of you from your
wucks, you think your small-beear as good as most men’s:
every man does,—and why not? We brew, and we love our
own tap—amen; but the pint betwigst us, is this stewpid, absudd
way of crying out, because the public don't like it too. Why
shood they, my dear Barnet? You may VoW that they are fools ;
or that the critix are your enemies ; or that the wuld should
judge your poams by your critticle rules, and not their own : you
may beat your breast, and vow you are a marter, and you won't
mend the matter. Take heart, man! youre not so misrabble
after'all : your spirits need not be so we7y cast down ; you are
not so wery badly paid. Td lay a wager that you make, with
one thing or another—plays, novvles, pamphlicks, and little odd
jobbs here and there—your three thowsnd ayear. There's many
a man, dear Bullwig, that works for less, and lives content.
Why shouldn't you? Three thowsnd a year is no such bad
thing,—let alone the barnetcy: it must be a great comfort to
have that bloody hand in your skitching.

But don't you sea, that in a wuld naturally envins, wickid, and
fond of a joak, this very barnetcy, these very cumplaints,—this
ceaseless groning, and moning, and wining of yours, is igsackly
the thing which makes people laff and snear more? If you were
ever at a great school, you must recklect who was the boy most
bullid; and buffitid, and purshewd—hc who minded it most.
He who ‘could take a basting got but few; he who rord and wep
because the knotty boys called him nicknames, was nicknamed
wuss and wuss, I recklect there was at our school, in Smith-
field, a chap of this milksop spoony sort, who appeared among
the romping, ragged fellers in a fine flanning dressing-gownd,
that his mama had given him. That pore boy was beaten in 2
way that his dear ma and aunts didn’t know him; his fine
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fianning dressing-gownd was torn all to ribbings, and he got no
pease in the school ever after, but was abliged to be taken to
some other saminary, where, I make no doubt, he wis paid off
igsactly in the same \\'.1)'.

Do you take the halligory, my dear Barnet? Mutayto nominy
—you knowwhat I mean. \ ou are the boy, and your barnetey
is the dressing-gownd. | Yeu dress yourself out finer than other
chaps and they all begin to ault and hustle you; it's human
nature, Barnet. Vou show weakness, think of your dear ma,
mayhap, and begin to cry: it’s all over with you; the whole
school is at' you— r bo ami under, big and litile; the
dirtjest little i aee will pipe out blaggerd names at
you, and take ewny tug at your tail,

The only way to avoid such consperracies is to put a pair of
stowt shoalc X d bust through the crowd of raggy-
muffins; - A'\good bold fellow dubls his fistt, and cries, “ Wha
dares meddle wi' me? ’hen Scott got /s barnetey, for
instans, did any one of us cry out? No, by the laws, he was
our master ; and wo betide the chap that say neig ¢h to him!
But there's barnets and 1 s.. Do you n\_l\lwt that fine
chapter in‘“Squinti 1," about the too fellos and cups,
at the siege of the hishop’s tle?” One of them wasa brave
warrier, and kep #zs _cup ;. they strangled the other chap—
strangled him, and laffed at him too.

With: respeck, L".c.;. to-the barnetey pint, this is my advices:
brazen it out.  Us litteryr e to be like a pack of school-
boys—childish, greedy holding bv our friends, and always
ready to fight. What mus man's conduck among such?
He must either take no notis, and pass on myjastick; or else turn
round and pummle soundly—one, two, right and left, ding dong
over the face and eyes; above all, never acknowledge that he is
hurt.  Years ago, for instans (we've no ill-blood, but only men-
tion this by way or igsample), you began a sparring with this
Magaseen. Law bless you, such a ridicklus gaym I never see :
a mian so belaybord, beflustered, bewalloped, was never known ;
it was the Jaff of the whole town. ur intelackshal natur, re-
spected Barnet, is not fizzickly adapted, so to speak, for en-
counters of this sort. You must not indulge in combats with us
course bullies of the pre you have not the steminy for a reglar
set-to. 'What, then, is your plan? In the midst of the mob to
Ppass as quiet as you can : you won't be undistubbed. Who is?
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Some stray kix and buffits will fall to you—mortial man is subjick
to such; but if you begin to wins and cry out, and set up for a
marter, wo betide you !

These rema pusnal as T confess them to be, are yet, T assure
you, written in perfick good-mmr, :md h:}\ been mm;rul by
'your play of the ‘* Sea Capting," and Ijrrh' toit; which 1j11x‘_,r
is on matters intirely pusnal, and will, therefore, I trust, :g»cfizc
this kind of ad %o 4 t ay) diskcushion. I ;‘:ropwc.
honrabble Barnit, to cumsider calmly this p'z:"s)' and prep 1;1(1
to speak of both with that honisty which, in the pantry ur. :ulx.m j...
T've been always phamous for. Letu L , listen
to the opening of the ** Preface to the Fourth I
than T am of t} r fanlts :x'n"t gﬁ’
ciencies to msidered
how very rar :
that good acting plays
either i»- ctors themselyes

rous, :md ll. S5
an author ac
b ya alarge pro
“Tris
of two k
the mnhm:\m of his ar
Iargely in the mrmmc st
the effects of a noyel
perhaps; the
spirits, which r
been some
it l’nC i

the ~~)hlc wrun

/ , to check
dowon,

that 1 may. x.l(m ately do bett
(which nothing but z

bring some li

humble, o

to do),

tions whu_h h..\v.

Now, my dear sir, look what a pretty number of ple
put forrards hr_re, why your play shouldn't be good.

First Good plays are almost always written by actors.

Secknd. You are a novice to the style of composition. =
e & novels

Third, You may be mistaken in your effects, being & no

by trade, and not a play-writer,
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Fourthly. Yourin such bad helth and sperrits.

Fifthly. Yoursoafraid of the critix, that they damp your arder,

For shame, for shame, man! What confeshns is these,—w hat
painful pewling and piping! Your not a babby. I take you to
be some sevenor eight and thutty years old—** in the morning of
youth," as the flosofer says. Don't let any such nonsince tbike
yourreazn prisoner. What ! you, an old hand amongst us,—an
old soljer of our sovring quean the press,—you, who have had
the best pay, have held the topmost rank (ay, and deserzed them
too I—I gif you lef to quot me in sasiaty, and say, ““I ez a man
of genius 2 V-Il-wpl-sh says so "'},—you: to Jose heart, and cry
pickavy, and begin to howl, because little boys fling stones at
youl Fie, man! take courage; and, bearing ‘l‘e terrows of your
blood-red hand, as the poet says, punish us, if we've ofended you <
punish us like 2 man, or bear your own punishment like a r'nzm-
Don't try to come off with such misrabble lodgic as that abovc:

=3

What do you? You give four satisfackary reazns that the
play is bad (the secknd is naught,—for your no such chicking at
play-writing, this being theforth). You show that the play must
be bad, and #kez begin to deal with the critix for finding folt )

Was there ever/wuss generalship?  The play 75 bad, —your
right,—a wuss I never see or read. - But why kneed yoz say so?
1f it was so :'er;,' bad, why publish it? Becauss you wisk to seroe
the dramall O fie! don't lay that flattering function to your
sole, as Milton observes. Do you believe that this * Sea Cap-
ting "' can serve the drama? Did you never intend that it should
serve anything, or anybody e/se 2 Of cors you did'! You wrote
it for money,—money from the maniger, money from the book-
seller,—for the same reason that I write this; Sir, Shakspeare
wrote for the yery same reasons, and I never heard that he
hj'tgng about serving the drama, Away with this canting
about great motifs! Let us not be too prowd, my dear Barnet,
:m'd fansy ourselves marters of the truth, marters or apostels,
We are but tradesmen, working. for bread, and not for righte-
cusness' sake. Let's try and “ork honestly ; but don't let us be
pray ting pompisly about our ** sacred calling.” The taylor who
makes your coats (and very well they are made too, with the best
ot velvit collars)—I say Stulze, or \u"em might cry out that #eir
motifs were but to assert the eturnle truth of tayloring, with just
as much reazn ; and who would believe them? '

Well; after thisacknollitchment that the playisbad, comesefral
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pages of attack on the eritix, and the folt those gentry have found
with it. With these I shan’t middle for the presnt. You defend
all the characters x by 1, and conclude yourremarks asfollows :—

“T must be pardoned for this disquisitior y OWD designs. When
every m is e-mpln\. ¢ istep pf_rm , allowable
to explain. Andif I dor Its asa ummaue author
are to be fuun[. in the stu n' of character, it is precisely
becaus the ch 'dl my previous pursuits in literature
and i rould 1 ost likely to prese e from the ervors I own
elsewhere, whether of misjudgy or In
“ 1 have now only to .u_;(‘ my 2 tors for the zeal and
talent with which they intrusted to them.
i it embellished the part
cetch, is most necessary to the colour-
s the more pleasing to the
g which induced her to take
a part so far inferior to he splause which. attends the
performance of Mrs. Wamer a attests lhur Success in
'?'.:. acters of unusual 1 uty and nobleness,
her of conception or exe i the greatest of living
levated the pa so totally different from his
of character), is < Ox m\\:.r\-uh ﬂnd accom-
plishment in all that belongs to
to conclude these rem-nks without exp
that generous and indu 1
tical differences in a literar vl xn.\ppm\u'h
audientes—from hostile critics it is this w ‘. lone encourages
me to hope that, - 1dd to mc dramatic literature of
find, perh Almost as many fru."ds in
cof th 3 r to find enemies in this.”

See: now, what a good comfrabble vanaty is! Pepple have
quarld with the dramatic characters of your play. * No," says
you; “if T am remarkabble for anythink, it's for my study-and
delineation of character; #katis presizely the pint to which-my
littery, purshuits have led me.” Have you read ** Jil Blaw,"! my
dear sir? Have you pirouzed that exlent tragady, the Critic""?
There's something so like this in Sir I‘ut!’ul Plaguy, and the
Archbishop of Granadiers, that I'm blest if T can't Iaff till my
sides ake. Think of the critix fixing on the very pint for which
you are famus !—the Toags ! 'And spose they had said the plot
was'absudd, or the langwitch absudder still, don't you think you
would have had a word in defens of them too—you who hope to
find frends for your dramatic wux in the nex x age? Poo! I tell
thee, Barnet, that the nexage will be wiser and bule: than this ;
and do you think that it will imply itself a reading of your
trajadies? This is misantrofy, Barnet—reglar Byronism ; and
you ot to have a better apinian of human natur.
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e i y
T'n\e?-u:nﬁii:iiln;?Conuttf--[im {aczors I s‘nan'tv }:e.rc meddle with.
e e e ly as far as my _humblle Jjudgement goes,
ey giving them all possible prays. But let's con-
sider the last sentence of the prefiz, my dear Barnet, and see
whata prétty set of apiniuns you lay down. e
1.| The eritix are your inymi in this age.
2, In thc nex, however, you hope to ﬁxi! newmrous frends.
3 And it's a satisfackshn to think that, in spite of politticle
mﬁ”{zmces. you have found frendly aujences here. r
}\ow, my dear Barnet, for 2 man who begins so humbly with
what'myfriend Father Prout calls an argmmhz;z!.’w: ad misericor-
Jam, \_vho ignowledges that his play is.'}md, that his pore dear
;:_ullh xls bad,rrmd those cussid eritix have played t};c juice \\'i:t;
im—I say, for aman who beginns in such a_ bi n, it
= M” 2 (8_1111]?)1\1\\:1)3 :I;ifmh in such a humbill toan, it’s
b g o, T e et bl B
e ppie against yox? What are your politix? Wig,
I prc>un}c~so are mine, onéyy noo. - And what if they arz \\'ia
or Raddiccle, or Cumsuvvative?  Does any mortial man in Engi
hlnq care a [:)hig for your'palitix? Do yo-u think yourself su;h
& muty gan in parlymint, that critix are to be anérv with you
and anjences to be cumsidered magnanamous bcc:’.us'e they l'reﬁ;
you fnu:l_v? y Sherridn, he who roat the ** fiiﬁc';::
and * School for (I saw the ** Rifles” after your ‘”;\'
and, O Ba’rnet, if you Zzew what a relief it was!)—there Ips:{;"
vas Sherridn—he was a politticle character, if you plc:"se—{lé
conld make a'spitch or two—do you spose that Pitt, l"ursé\'\'nll
C'sthmg old George the Third himself, wooden go to see 1.11».;
(“i:—ief “—217\ n'n)d clap hands too, and 1.:1ff and ror, for all
40) ; {Sgn;r) ? /Do you spose .(hc critix wouldn't applaud
©0? For shame, Barnet ! what ninnis, what hartless raskles
you must beleave them to be,—in the fust plase, to fancy 1!11;
youare a politticle genus ; in the secknd, to let your poiitix'ime}:
fear with their notinms about littery meri i i
-“ I)l:lt that nonsince out of your head, " as Fox said to Bonypart.
}'\ :ur?t 1.1 that great genus, Dennis, that wrote in S\vir:f and
oop's time, who fan that the French king wooden make
1;.Li}<c u'nlc.\s Dennis was delivered up to him? Upon my wud,
* doan’t think he carrid his diddlusion much further than a
scrlmg honrabble barnet of my aquentance.
And then for the nex age.- Respected sir, this is another
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diddlusion; 2 gross misteak on your part, or my name is not
Y sh. ‘These plays immortial? Ah, parzrysempe, as the
French say, this is too strong—the small-beer of the ' Sea
Capting,” or_of any suxessor of the **Sea Capting,” to keep
sweet for sentries and sentrie: Barnet, Barnet! do you know
the natur of bear? Six weeks is not past, and here your last
casque is sour—the publick won't even now dyink it ; and I lay
a wager that, betwigs day (the thuttieth November) and
the end of the year, the barl will be off the stox altogether, never

never to return.
I've notted down a few frazes here and there, which you will

do well to igsamin :(—

“The eternal Flora
estern wind
from the boughs,
yous birds,

NORMAN.
“ And these the lips
Where, till this hour, the sad and holy kiss
Of parting linger'd, as the fragrance left
By angels when they touch the earth and vanish."™

NORMAN.

¢ Hark! she has blessed her son! T'bid ye witness
Ye listening heavens—thou circumambient air 2
The ocean sighs it back—and with the murmur
Rustle the happy lez All Nature breathes
Aloud—aloft—to the Great Parent’s ear,

The blessing of the mother on her child.”

AN.
enduring faith, a heart
e—a deathless heritage,
Which I can take unsullied to the sfars,
When the Great Eather calls his children home.™

¢ The blue air, breathless in the sfarry peace,
After long sifence hushed as heaven, but filled

With happy thoughts as heaven with angels. %

NORMAN.

il one calm night, when over earth and wave
Heaven looked its love from all its numberless sfars.
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NO N.
et rulie - o o
Those eyes, the guiding séa7s by which I steered.”

NORMAN.

y “ That great mother
(The'only parent T have known), whose face

Is bright with gazing ever on the stars—

The mother-sea.

L “'-
5 My bark shall be our home ;
The sZars that light the ange/ palaces [
Of air, our lamps,” )

"" A name that glitters, like a s#a7, amidst
laxy of England's loftiest born.”

LADY ARUNDEL,
““ And see him princeliest of the'lion tribe
pe 4 BTN Y v .4
}\ hose Swords and coronals gleam around the thron
Lhe guardian sfars;of the imperial isle,” i

The fust spissymen n:u’i}c'on going the round of all the papers,
as real reglar poatry.  Those wicked critix! they must h'w:
been laffing in the fswhen they quotedit. Malody sckling

ckling
hangs in the air, and from invizable pl . h%pp)' SO relcaced)

he air, and m invizable plumes shakes sweetness
down. = Mighty fine, truly ! but let mortial man tell the meanink
of ‘the ‘passidge. | Is it musickle sweetniss that Malody \mke\\
down. from its plumes—its wings, that is, or taii—;)r-s‘ome
pekewliar scent that proceeds from happy souls released, and
which they shake down from the trees when they are.;uc,klin
round and uppards? /s this poatry, Barnet? I:ay your I"mg
on your busm, and speak out boldly: Is it pomr): or sAIler
windy humbugg, that sounds a litle melojous, and v."on't bear
the commanest test of comman sence? ‘

round and uppards from the bo

) In passidge number 2, the same bisniss is going on, though
in a more comprehensable way : the air, the lca\';zs, the otioc;l,
are fild 'wn‘h emocean at Capting Norman's ' happin Pore
;\aturc 15 dragged in to partisapate in his joys, just as she has
been befor. Once in a poem, this universle éimﬁlh\' is very
}\'cll ; but once is enuff, my dear Barnet; and that once :;f'mu.igi
be in some great suckmstans, surely,—such as the meeting of
Adam and Eve, in ** Paradice Lost,” or Jewpeter and Icwnr: in
Hoamer, where there seems, as it were, a reasn for it 1"%ut
sea-captings should not be eternly spowting and in\'okiné gods,
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hevns, starrs, angels, and other silestial influences: 'We can all
do it, Barnet ; nothing in life is esier. Tcan compare my livry
buttons to the stars, or the clouds of my backopipe to the dark
vollums that ishew from Mount Hetna ; or I can say that angels
are looking down from them, and the tobacco silf; like a happy
sole released, is circling round and upwa and shaking sweet-
ness down. All this is-as esy as drink; but it'’s not poatry,
Barnet, nor natural. Pe , when their mothers reckonise them,
don't howl about the suckumambient air, and paws to think of
the happy leaves a-rustling—at least, one mistrusts them if they
do, Take another instans out of your own play. Capting Nor-
lack-jaw /) meets the gal of his art:—

0 thee to the seas,
t thou no voice but blushes?
y—From 3 »t me, like the bee,
Drag forth the s

¢ Oh what thoughts
¢ more should meet,
I feel

Very right, Miss Violet—the scentiment is natral, affeckshnit,
pleas simple (it ve been in more grammaticle
languidge, and no harm done); but never mind, the feeling is
pritty; and I can fancy, 3 pritty, smiling,
weeping lass, looking upin a mar nd saying it. But the
capting !—oh, this capti —this windy spouting' captain, with
his prittinesses, and conseated apollogies for the hardness of his
busm, and his old, stale, vapid simalies, and his wishes to be‘a
bee! Pish! men don't make love in this finniking way. It's
the part of a sentymentle; poeticle taylor, not a galliant gentle-
man, in command of one of Her Madjisty's vessels of war.

Look at the remaining extrac, honored Barnet, and acknollidge
that Capting Norman is eturnly repeating himself, with' his
endless jabber about stars and'angels. Look at the neat gram-
maticle twist of Lady Arundel's spitch, too, who, in the corse of
three lines, has made her son a prince, a lion, with 2 sword and
coronal, and a star, Why jumble and sheak up metafors in
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this way? Barnet, one simily is quite enuff in the best of
sentenses (and I preshume T kneedn't tell you that it's as well to
have it Zize, when you are about it). Take my advise hon-
rabble sir—listen to a humble footmin: it's génrally };cst in
poatry to understand puffickly what you mean yourself, and to
IgSpress your meaning clearly afterwoods—in the simpler words
f‘.he better; praps. ~ You may, forinstans, call a coronet a coronal
{an “ancestral coronal,” p. 74)if you like, as you might call a
hat a '*swart sombrero,” ‘* a_glossy four-and-nine,” g silken
helm; to storm impermeable, and lightsome as the breezy gos-
samer ;“ but, in the long run, it's as well to call it a hat. ?t is
a hat; and that name is quite as poetticle as another, T think
it's Playto, or els Harrystottle, who observes that what we call
a rose by any other name would smell as sweet. Confess, now
dear Barnet, don't you long to call it a Polyanthus? i
I'neversee a play more carelessly written. Insuch a hurry

you seam to have bean, that you have actially in some sentences
forgot to put in the sence. = What is this, for instance ?—

RN *This thrice precious one

Smiled to my eyes—drew being from my breast—

Slept in-my e very tears I shed

Above my treasures were to men and angels
Alike such holy sweetness! "

/ In .the name of all the angels that ever you invoked—Raphael,
Gabriel, Uriel, Zadkiel, Azrael,—what does this **holy sweet-
ness " mean? ‘We're not spinxes to read such dark conandrims.
If you knew my state sins I came is passi ; i
> v m:\ S.‘A}L ans I came upon this passidg—I've neither
slep nor eton ; I've neglected my pantry; I've been wandring
from house to house with this riddl in my hand, and nobody
can understand it. Al Mr. Frazier'’s men are wild, looking
gloomy at one another, and ‘asking what this may be. ~ All the
cumtributors have been spoak to. The Doctor, who knows
every languitch, has tried and giv'n up; we've sent to Docter
Pettigruel, who reads horyglifics a deal ezier than my way of
spellin'—no anser. Quick! quick with a fifth edition, honored
Barnet, and set us at rest! “While your about it please, too
! ; ¢ ) ) , too,
to igsplain the two last lines :—
““His merry bark with England’s flag to crown her.”
See what dellexy of igspreshn, ““a flag to crown her "

: y bark with England’s flag to crown her,
Fame for my hopes; and woman in my cares.”
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Likewise the following :—
“ Girl, beware,
THE LOVE THAT TRIFLES ROUND THE CHARMS IT GILDS
OFT RUINS WHILE IT SHIN

Igsplane this, men and angels! I've tried every way; back-
ards, forards, and in all sorts of trancepositions, as thus (—

The love that ruins round the charms it shines,
Gilds while it trifles oft ;

The charm that gilds around the love it ruins,
Oft trifles while 1t shines;

The ruins that lo
Oft trifles where it

Love, while it ch
The trifles that it gil

The love that trifles, gil
While round the charz

All which are as sensable as th

And with this I'll alow my friend < , wh s been silent
all this time, to say a few words. tten near so
miuch as me (being an infearor genus, betwigst ourselves), but he
says he never had such mortial diffickity with anything as with

the dixeripshn of the plott of your pease. Here his letter:—

vpl-sk, Esq., & {
30tk Now. 1839,
:,—1 have the pleasure of ng before
you the following description of the plot, and a few remarks upon the
style of the piece called *‘ The Sea Captain.”

in Lord Arundel had a daughter,
oor cousin, Sir Maurice Beevor

(being next in successio rthur Le Mesnil by name.

The daughter took a fancy for the page, and the young persons were
married tnknown to his Lordship.

Three before her confinement (thinking, no doubt, that period
favourable for tras , the young couple had agreed to run away
together, and had a chapel near on the sea-coast, from which
Arundel abruptly put a stop to their

pirate, to murder the page.
del House, and, in three days,
ip knew of this birth I cannot

they were to embark; w

proceedings by causing
His daughte 1
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say ; the infant, however, acknowledged, but carried by Sir
Maurice Beevor to a priest, Onslow by name, who educated the lad and
kept him for twelve yearsin profound ignorance of his birth. The bay
went by the namé of Norman,

Lady Arundel meanwhile married again, again became a widow, but
had a second son, who was the acknowledged heir, and called Lord
Ashdale.. Old Lord Arundel died, and her Ladyship became countess
in her own right,

When Norman v !
to “zua /% young Arthur to a dista
\\"bo -ahoull the cap

| : orphan
niece of Lady Arundel’s ! 3 weeks with
her Ladyship. She ! i come from /oy and had been
saved from a wicked Algerine by an English sea captain. This sea
no other than Norman, who had been picked up off his

b 1 ¥ I iss Violet.
after Violet's arr } unt’s the captain came to
, his ship an d orin near Lady Anindel's
rogue Gaussen's ship
anchored m the ha knew his man, for he
had **tracked ” him (after drow rmed Sir Maurice
Beevor that young Norman wa

Sir Maurice Beevor informed he How should she get rid
ofhim? In this wi e was i h Vi iolet, let }xm T her
and beoff; for Lord Ashdale v ve with his cousin too: and, of

. CL',»_,]“] not m 1‘.:\ a young wor in her station of life. “\ou
2 chaplain on board,” says her Ladyship to Captain Norr B
“flet him attend to-n r the ruined cl : Cn); :;;\limj:&
. 2. - 2
away with you to sea, Jy this means ped to be/quit of him
for eyer.

But anfortunately the rheard by Beevor,
and reported to Ashdale. ined to be at the chapel and
carry off Vi iolet ; as for Beevor, he sent Gaussen to the chapel to kill both
Ashdale and Norman : thus ¢ would only be Lady Arundel between
him and the title,

: Norman, in'the meanwhile; whohad be 1z near the chapel, had
just seen }us worthy old friend, the priest, most ba harously murdered
there, Sir A\I.:uricc Bee upon him 3 his reverence
was coming with the papers concerning Norman's birth, which Beevor
wanted in ordur to extort money from the Countess. Gaussen was,
however, ‘obliged 1 before he got the papers; and the clergyman

had time, before he died, to tell Norman the story, and give him the
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documents, with which Norman sped off to the castle to have an inter-
view with his mother,

He lays his white cl oak 'u‘r: l"-_ on mc ubl
with her Ladyship. L surlil qu::a it;
but; \,cm" out, cunningly puts on \lmzn 0 It will L-. i L o

down at the chapel; Violet

run off with her.”

Norman has his interview.
cannot helpit; but will not embr
dowith him.

ay he goes tothe chapel. His chaplain was there waiting to marry

hun to Violet, his boat was there to carry him on board his ship, and
Violet was there, too.

“No ' says 2 dar jear Norman, I knew you by
your white cloak ; here I 2 d sh i the man in a cloak gooff

to the inner chapel to 1
There waits Master G
crew, and is just ::?‘om to murder the man !
SrIRan ru;Y'Cf-in and cuts hl n do.vn. mt urprise of Miss,
{ come, as we |

d very nearly pa u" f\,r his masquerad
As!‘.c,...:: is very grateful; but, when N 3
Violet, he says—no, he shan't. He 1t s he is a coward if
doesn't fight. Norman flings down his sword, and says he o't fight
and—
Lady Arundel, who A s all this time, rushing in, says,
“ Hold! this r bro - n 8 i 1" Here is

restiveness

pan burnsall t ers; VOW: vill neve 3 r~:~:onci':‘
himself with h1< mother
ship to “ veer " round to the ch
will pass the honeymoon at Am\
ot have been pleased to ask my. opinion, it strikes me that t
are one or two very good notions in this plot. But the author does not
fail, as he would modestly have us ‘iv‘li“\‘c from ignorance of stage-
business: he seems to know too much, rather than too little, about the
stage; to be too anxious to cram in effects, incidents, prr‘x‘c“n'\
There & the perplexity concerning Ashdale’s murder, and Norman's
murder, and the priest’s murder, and the page's murder, and Gaussen’s
murder., There is the perplexity about the p:\.pcr.\, and that about the
hat and cloak [a silly foolish obstacle), which only tantalise the spectator,
and retard the march of the drama’s action: it is as if the author had
said, “I must have a new incident in every act, I must keep tickling
the spectator perpetually, and never let him off until the fall of the
curtain.”
The same disagreeable bustle and petty complication of intrigue you

ain, for he

here




X36 THE MEMOIRS OF MR. C. J. YELLOWPLUSH.

may remark in the author’s drama of *‘ Richelien.” *‘The Lady of
Lyons™ was a much simpler and better wrought plot; the incidents
following each other not too swiftly or startlingly. In *Richelien,” it
ﬂ\\m’,’ seemed to me as if one heard doors perpetually clapping and
bn.ngmg; one was puzzled to follow the train of conversation, in the
midst of the perpetual'small noises that distracted one right and left.
Nor is the list of characters of “The Sea Captain” to be despised.
The outlines of all of them are good. A mother, for whom one feels a
proper tragic mixture of hatred and pity; a gallant single-hearted son,
whom she disdains, and who conquers her at last by his noble conduct 3
a dashing haughty Tybalt of a brother ; a wicked poor cousin, a pretty
maid, and a fierce buccanier. These people might pass three hours very
well on the stage, and interest the ience hugely ; but the author fai
in filling up the outlines. His lan i surdly stilted, frequently
careless; the reader or spectator hears a-number of loud speeches, but
searce a dozen lines that se o of nature to the speakers.
Nothing can be more fuls r loathsome to my mind than the
continual sham-religiou r which the author has put into the
mough of hl'a hero; nothing mor sailorlike than his namby-pamby
e has, T see, alluded to.
eyes my haven,” cries the gallant
how loosely the sentence is constructed, likea
tain is to cast anchor with the
I er image might pass by itself, but
!o,\uh:r ce the ¢ upeds of K % 1hq devour each othef.
The Captain tells h~ lzuv ar bid kis bark veer vound to a_pomt
in the harbour. ives Sir Maurice
3 thousand pounds to n_r’.‘ hux; her son) to som it shore. Non-
sense, sheer nonsense ; and, what'is worse, affec S
Look at the comedy of the poor coust There great deal of
of Sparrows, which
a penny a hundreds

(S/lmc,{u'v u": v
I can sell #o:2ke
But I am very poor—a very
Is this wit or nature? It is a kind of sham wit ¢ it reads as if it were
wit, but it is not. 'What poor poor uuu. bout the little blackguard
boys! what flimsy ecstasies and silly *“ smacking of lips" about the
plovers! Is this the man who writes for the next .:;c? Ofie! Hereis
anaother jok:
SIR MAURICE,
“Mice ! zounds, how can I
Keepmice? Ican'tafiordit! They were starved
To death an age ago. The last was foun
Come Christmas three years, stretched beside a bone
In that same larder, <o consumed and worn
By pious fast, twas awful to behold it |
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I canonised its corpse in spirits of wine,
And set it in the porch—a solemn warning
Ta thieves and beggars!®”

Is not this rare wit? ““Zounds! how can I keep mice?” is well
enough for a miser ; not too new, or brilliant either; but this miserable
n of a thin joke, this wretched hunting down of the poor mouse |
It is humiliating to think of a man of esgr7¢ harping so long on such a
mean pitiful string. A man who aspires to immortality, too! I doubt
whether it is to be gained thus; whether our author's words are not teo
loosely built to make ““starry-pointing 1\r ids" of. Horace clipped
and squared his blocks x \arg u"x.lull'. before he »:ud tl’m monument which
imber edax, or agn ail in vain,
Even old Ovid, \\th T‘u rals hulf'en temple, had
placed some columns in it, and hewn out a .uu-: or two which deserved
the immortality that he prophesied (somewhat am tly) for himself.
But let not all be looking forward to a future, and fancying that, “smcerts
spatizom dum finiat @vi,” our books are to be immortal. Alas! the way
to mlmortml) is not so easy, nor will our  Sea Captain™ be permitted
such an unconscionable cru If all the immortalities were really to
have their wish, what a work would our descendants have to study
them all !

Not yet, in my humble opinion, has the honourable. baronet achieved
this deathless consumn here will come a day (may it be long
distant ) when the very best of his novels will be forgotten; and it is
reasonable to suppose that his dramas will pass out of existence, some
time or other, in the lapse of the secwla seculorsn. In the meantime,
my dear Plush, if you ask me what the great obstacle is towards the
dramatic fame and merit of our friend, I “ould say that it does not lie
so much in hostile critics or feeble health, as in a careless habit of writ-
ing, and-a peevish vanity which causes him to shut his eyes to his faults,
The question of orig sapacity I will not moot ; one may think very
highly of the honourable baronet’s talent, wi thout rating it quite so
high as he seems disposed to do.

And to'conclude & as he has chosen to combat the criticsin person, the
critics are surely justified in being allowed to address him directly.

W uh best compliments to Mrs, Yellowplush, I have the honour to
be, dear Sir,

Your most faithful and obliged humble servant,
Jonx THoMAS SMITH.

And now, Smith having finisht his letter, I think I can't do
better than clothes mine lickwise ; for though I'should never be
tired of talking, praps the public may of hearing, and therefore
it's best to shut up shopp.

What TI've said, respected Barnit, T hoap you woan't take
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A play, you see, is public property for every one to

y his say on; and I think, if you read your prefez over agin,

you'll see that it ax as a direct incouridgment to us critix to

come forrard apd notice you. But don't fansy, I besitch you,

that we are actiated by hostillaty : fust write a good' play, and

you'll see we'll prays it fast enuff. Waiting which;, Agray,
Munseer le Chevaleer, lashurance de ma kot cumsideratun,
Voter distangy,

Y.

END OF THE MEMOIRS OF MR. C. J. YELLOWPLUSH,

CATHERINE: A StorYy

BY

IkEY Soromoxs, Esq., JuNior




THE MEMOIRS OF MR. C. J. YELLOWPLUSH,

A play, you see, is public property for every one to

y his say on; and I think, if you read your prefez over agin,

you'll see that it ax as a direct incouridgment to us critix to

come forrard apd notice you. But don't fansy, I besitch you,

that we are actiated by hostillaty : fust write a good' play, and

you'll see we'll prays it fast enuff. Waiting which;, Agray,
Munseer le Chevaleer, lashurance de ma kot cumsideratun,
Voter distangy,

Y.

END OF THE MEMOIRS OF MR. C. J. YELLOWPLUSH,

CATHERINE: A StorYy

BY

IkEY Soromoxs, Esq., JuNior




ADVERTISEMENT.

THE story of *“ C
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criminal.
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CATHERINE:

4 STORY.

CHAPTER I.

Introducing to the Reader the Chief Pers of this Narrative.

T that famous period of history, when ‘the seventeenth cen-
tury (after a deal of quarrelling, king-killing, reforming,
republicanising, restoring, re-réstoring, play-writing, sermon-
writing, Oliver-Cromwellising, Stuartising, and Oran ng, to be
sure)had sunk into its grave, giving place to the lusty eighteenth ;
when Mr, Isaac Newton was a tutor of Trinity, and Mr, Joseph
Addison Commissioner of Appeals; when the presi ing genius
that watched over the destinies of the French nation had played
out all the best cards in his hand, and his adversaries began to
pour in their trumps; when there were two kings in Spain
employed perpetually in running away from-one another ; when
there was a queen in England, with such rogues for Ministers
as have never been seen, no, not in our own day ; and a'General,
of whom it may be severely argued, whether he was the meanest
miser or the greatest hero in the world ; when Mrs. Masham had
not yet put Madam Marlborough's nose out of joint ; when
people bad their ears cut off for writing very meek political pam-
phiets ; and. very large full-bottomed wigs were just beginning to
be worn with powder ; and the face of Lonis the Great, as his
wis handed in to him behind the bed-curtains, was, when
issuing thence, observed to look longer, older, and more dismal
daily. . . .

About the year One thousand seven hundred and five, that is,
in the glorious reign of Queen Anne, there existed certain
characters, and befell a series of adventures, which, since they
are strictly in accordance with the present fashionable style and
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taste; since they have i already partly described in the
“Newgate Calendar ;" since they are (as shall be seen anon)
agreeably low, delightfully disgusting, and at the same time
eminently pleasing and pathetic, may properly be set down
here.

And though' it may be said, with some considerable show of
reason, ithat agreeably low and delightfully disgusting characters
have already been treated, both copiously and ably, by some
eminent writers of the present (and, indeed, of future) ages ;
though to tread in the footsteps of the immortal FAGIN requires
a genius of mordinate stride, and to go a-robbing after the late
though deathless TURPIN, the renowned JACK SHEPPARD, or
the embryo DUVAL, may be impossible, and not an infringement,
but a wasteful indication of ill-will towards the eighth command-
ment ; though it may, on; the one hand, be asserted that onlyv
vain coxcombs would dare to write on subjects ¢ cady described
by men really and deservedly eminent ; on the other hand, that
these subjeets have been described so fully, that nothing more
can be said about them ; on the third hand allowing, for the
sake of argument, three bands to one figure of speech), that the
public has heard so much of them, as to be quite tired of TOgues,
thieves, cut-throats, and Newgate alt ier ;—though all these
objections may be urged, and each is excellent, yet we intend
to take a 'few more pages from the ““ Old Jailey Calendar,” to
bless the public with one more draught from the Stone Jug s *—
yet awhile tolisten, hurdle-mounted, and riding down the Oxford
Road, to the blan
with him round tt 2 *nt, at the end of our and his
history. We give the fair notice, that we shall-tickle him
with'a/few such scenes of villamy, throat-eutting, and bodily
suffering in'general, as areniot to be found, no, not in—— ; never
mind comparisons, for such are odious,

In the year 1703, then, ‘whether it was that the Queen of
England did feel seriously alarmed at the notion that a French
prince should occupy the Spanish 'throne ! or whether she was
tenderly attached to the Emperor of Germany ; or whether she
was obliged to fight out the guarrel of William of Orange, who
made us pay and fight for his Dutch provinces ; or whether poor
old Louis Quatorze did really frighten. her ; or whether Sarah

* This, as your Ladyship is aware, isthe polite name for Her Majesty’s
prison of Newgate.

CAPTAIN PLUME AND SERGEANT KITE. 6;

Jennings and her husband wanted to makea fight, knowing how
miuch they should gain by it ;—whatever the reason was, it was
evident that the war was to continue, and there was almost as
much soldiering and recruiting, parading, pikeand gun exercising,
flag-filying, drum-beating, powder-blazing, and military enthu-
siasm, as we can all remember in the year 1801, what time the
Corsican upstart menaced our shores, A recruiting-party and
captain of Cutts's regiment (which had been so mangled at
Blenheim the year before) were now in Warwickshire; and
having their depot at Warwick, the captain and his attendant,
the corporal, were used to travel through the country, seeking
for heroes to fill up the gapsin Cutts's corps,—and for adven-
tures to pass away the weary time of a country life,

Our Captain Plume and Sergeant Kite (it was at this time, by
the way, that those famous recruiting-officers were playing their
pranks in Shrewsbury) were occupied very much in the same
manner with Farquhar's heroes. They roamed from Warwick
to Stratford, and from Stratford to Birmingham, persuading
the swains of Warwickshire to leave the plough for the pike, and
despatching, from time to time, small detachments of recruits
to extend Marlborough'slines, and toact as food for the hungry
cannon at Ramillies and Malplaquet.

Of those two gentlemen who are about to act a very important
part inour history, one only was prot ive of Britain,—
We say probably, because the individual ir stion was himself
quite uncertain, and it must be added, entirely indifferent about

« His'birthplace ; but speaking the English language, and having
been during the course of his life pretty generally engaged in the
British service, he had a tolerably fair claim to the majestic title
of Briton. His name was Peter Brock, otherwise Corporal
Brock, of Lord Cutts's regiment of dragoons ; he was of age
about fifty-seven (even that point has never been ascertained) ; in
height about five feet six inches ; in weight, nearly thirteenstone ;
with a chest that the celebrated Leitch himself might envy; an
arm that was like an opera: dancer’s leg; a stomach so elastic
that it would accommodate itself to any given or stolen quantity
of food ; a great aptitude for strong liquors; a considerable
skill in singing chansons de table of not the most delicate kind ;
he was a lover of jokes, of which he made many, and passably
bad ; when pleased, simply coarse, boisterous, and jovial ; when
angry, a perfect demon ; bullying, cursing, storming, fighting,
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as is s_omctimes the wont with gentlemen of his cloth and
education.

Itl‘r. Brock was strictly, what the Marquis of Rodil styled him-
self in a proclamation to his soldiers after running a\v;y a kijo
de /_u guerra—a child of war, Not seven cities, l?ut one'or two
regiments miglit contend for the honour of giving him birth’;
for his mother, whose name he took, had acted as camp-fol!ower'
tog Royalist regiment ; had then obeyed the Parliamentarians ;
died'in Scotland when Monk was con;mmlding in that country :
and the first appearance of Mr. Brock in'a public capacity (gs’
played him-as a fifer in the General's own regiment‘ of Cold-
streamers, when they marched from Scotland to London, and
from a republic at once into a monarchy. Since that pe'riod
Brock Ivlad been‘always with the army ; he had had, too somt;
promotion, for he spake of having a command at ll:,e ba‘ule of
the Boyne ; though probably (as he never mentioned. the fact)
upon the losing side. The very year before this narrative
2ommencc's, he had been one of Mordaunt's forlorn hope at
;;(c::h]e;zntll)ig, f‘(:(r) :.Lh‘x;l-) <;;:}1ce hf was pAromiscd a pair of colours ;

0 n, er, was almost shot (but fate did not
ordain that his career should close in that way) for drunkenness
and insubordination immediately after the battle ; but having 11:1
some measure reinstated himself by a display of much galla;lry
at Blenheim, it was found advisable to send him to England for
the ‘purpose of recruiting, and remove him altogether from the
r-egimcm where his gallantry only rendered the example of his
Tiot more dangerous.

M. Brock's commander was a slim young gentleman of tiventy-
six; about whom there was likewise a history, if one would take
the trouble to inquire.  He was a Bavarian by birth (his mother
being an English lady), and enjoyed along with a dozen other
brothers the title of count : eleven of these, of course, were pen-
niless; one or two were priests, one 2 monk, six or seven in
various military services, and the elder at home at Schloss Gal-
gcpstoin breeding horses, hunting wild boars, swindling tenants,
living in a great house with small means; obliged to be sordid
at !}nme all the year, to be splendid for a month at the capital,
as is the way with many other noblemen. Our young count,
Fnum Gustavus Adolphus Maximilian von Ga!qens{cin, had been
in the §en'icc of the French as page to a anleman; then of
His Majesty's gardes du corps; then a lientenant and captain in
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the Bavarian service ; and when, after the battle of Blenheim, two

regiments of Germans came over to the winning side, Gustavus

Adolphus Maximilian found himself among them; and at the

epoch when this story commences, had enjoyed English pay for

a year or more. It is unnecessary to say how he exchanged into

his present regiment ; how it appeared that, before her marriage,

handsome John Churchill had known the young gentleman’s

mother, when they were both penniless hangers-on at Charles

the Second's court :—it is, we say, quite useless to repeat all the

scandal of which we are perfectly masters, and to trace step by
step the events of his history. Here, however, was Gustavus

Adolphus, in'a small inn, in a small village of Wanwickshire,

on an autumn evening in the year 1705 ; and at the very moment
when this history begins, he and Mr. Brock, his corporal and

friend, were seated at a round table before the kitchen-fire while
a small groom of the establishment was leading up and down on
the village green, before the inn doar, two black, glossyylong-
tailed, barrel-bellied, thick-flanked, arch-necked, Roman-nosed
Flanders horses, which were the property of the two gentlemen
now taking their ease atthe ** Bugle Inn.” ' The two gentlemen
were seated at their ease at the inn table, drinking mountain-
wine; and if the reader fancies from the sketch which we have
given of their lives, or from his own blindness and belief in
the perfectibility of human nature, that the sun of that autumn
evening shone upon any two men in county or cityy at desk or
harvest, at Court or at Newgate, drunk or sober, who were
greater rascals' than Count Gustavus Galgenstein and Corporal
Peter Brock, he is egregiously mistaken, and his knowledge of
human nature is not worth a fig.  If they had not been two
prominent scoundrels, what earthly business should we have in
detailing their histories? What would the public care for them 2
Who would meddle with dull virtue, humdrum sentiment, or
stupid innocence, when vice, agreeable vice, is the only thing
which the readers of romances care to hear?

The little horse-boy, who was leading the two black Flanders
horses up and down the green, might have put themin the stable
for any good that the horses got by the gentle exercise which
they were now taking in the cool evening air, as their owners had
not ridden very far or very hard, and there was nota hair turned
of their sleek shining coats; but the lad had been especially
ordered so to walk the horses about until he received further
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commands from the gentlemen r sing in the *“ Bugle " kitchen;
and the idlers of the village seemed so pleased with the beasts,
and their saddles and shining bridles, that it would have
been ai pity to deprive them of the pleasure of contemplating
such an innocent spectacle. Over the Count's horse was thrown
1 fine red cloth, richly)embroidered in yellow worsted, a very
large count’s coronet and a cypher at the four corners of the
ering ;| and under this might beseen a pair of gorgeous silver
stirrups, and aboveit, a couple of silver-mounted pistols reposing
in bearskin holsters’; the bit y vertoo, and the horse's head
Wwas decorated with many smart ribbons. Of the Corpora
suffice it 18 say, that the ornaments ‘ere in brass, as bright,
though not perhaps so valuable, as those which decorated the
Captain’s animal. ' The boys, who had been at play on the green,
first pansed and entered- into conversation with the horse
then the village matrons followed ; and afterwards, saun
By on&s and’ twos, came the village maidens, who love soldiers
as flies love treacle ; presently the males began to arrive, and
lo! the parson of the parish, taking his evening walk with Mrs
Dobbs, and the four children his of ring, at length joined him-
self to his flock,

To this audience the little ostler explained that the animals
belonged to two gentlemen now reposing at the ¢ Bugle:" one
young with ‘gold hair, the other old with grizzled locks; both
. red .coats/; both in jack-boots ; putting the house into a
bustle, and calling for the best. He then discoursed to some
- of his own companions regarding the merits of the horses ; and
the parson, a' Tearned man, explained to the villagers, that one
of the travellers must be a count, or at least had a.count’s horse-
cloth ; pronounced that the stirrups were of real silver, and
checked the impetuosity of his son, William Nassau Dobbs,
who was for mounting the animals, and who expressed a longing
to fire off one of the pistols in the holsters,

As this family di on was taking place,. the gentlemen
whose appearance had created so much attention came to the
door of the inn, and ¢ elder and stouter was seen to smile
at his companion; after which he strolled leisurely over the
green, and seemed to.examine with much beneyolent satisfaction
the assemblage of villagers: who were staring at him and the
quadrupeds.

Mr, Brock, when he saw the parson'’s band and cassock, took
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off his beaver reverently, and saluted the divine: ** I hope._\'our
reverence won't balk the little fellow,” said he; “I ler\lf.l
heard him calling out for a ride, and whether h_c s.hou!d like
my horse, or his Lordship’s horse, T am sure it is all one.
Don't be afraid, sir! the horses are not tired; we have only
come seventy mile to-day, and Prince Eugcnc.oncc.roac a
matter of ﬁ('i_;’-l\\'o leagues (a hundred and fifty miles), sir, upon

at horse, between sunrise and st R
‘h?‘t (_Lz:wxous powers ] on which horse?"”said Dr. Dobbs, very

lemn .
50"‘:'8'1;1.‘ kis, sif,—on mine, Corporal Brock of Cu?L\"s black
gelding, * William of Nassaw.' The Pnncg, sir, gave it me after
Blenheim fight, for I had my own legs carried away bya cannon-
ball, just as I cut down two of Sauerkrauter's regiment, who
had made the Prince prisoner.” vl

*“Your own-legs, sir!" said:the-Doctorss ** Gracious good-
ness ! this is more and more astonishing } "' ‘

' No, no, not my own legs, my horse's I mean, sir; and the
Prince gave me * William sau’ that very day.’

To this no direct reply was made ; but the Doctor looked' at
Mrs. Dobbs, and Mrs. Dobbs and the rest of the chil_drr:n at' her
eldest son, who grinned and'said, *“ Isn't it '\\'qndun‘ul?" I'he
Corporal to this answered nothing, imvt,‘ Tesuming I.us account,
pointed to the other horse and said, * Z/ka# hL)l'm. six —-good as
mine is—that horse, with the silver stirrups, is his Excellency’s

, Captain Count Maximilian Gusm\us. Adolphus von Gq]

ein, captain of horse and of ‘the Holy: Roman Empire
(l:c lifted here his hat with much gravity, and §Jl th:: crowd,
eéven' to the parson, did likewise). **We cail‘him {George (:)f
Denmark;" sir, in compliment to Her Majesty's husband ! he is
Blenheim too, sir; Marshal Tallard rode him on that day, and
you know how /e was taken prisoner by the C’(.).u'm." L
: ** George of Denmark, Marshal Tallard, \’\‘flhzzm.o[ >:lssau!
Thisiis strange indeed, most (wonderfull Why, sir, little are
you aware that there are before you, af 2kis moment, two other
iiving beings who bear these venerated names ! My boys ! s}nnti
forward ! Lookhere, sir: these children have been respectively
named after our late sovereign and the husband of our present
Queen." .

*“And very good names too, sir; ay, and very noble little
fellows too ; and I propose that, with your reverence :12(10)'011:
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ladyship’s leave, William Nassau here shall ride on George of
Denmark, and George of Denmark shall ride ¢n William of
Nassau."

When this speech of the Corporal’s was made, the whole
crowd set up a loyal hurrah'y and, with much gravity, the two
little boys were lifted up into the saddles; and the Corporal
leading one, intrusted the other to the horse-boy, and so together
marched stately up and down the green,

The popularity which Mr. Brock gained by this manceuvre
was very great ; but with regard to the names of the horses and
children, which coincided so extraordinarily, it is but fair to
state, that the christening of the quadrupeds had only taken
place about two minutes before the dragoon's appearance on the
green. For if the fact must be confessed, he, while seated near
the inn window, had kept a pretty wistful eye upon all going on
without ; and the horses marching thus to and fro for the
wonderment of the village, were only placards or advertisements
for the riders.

There was, besides the boy now occupied with' the horses, and
the landlerd and landlady of the ** Bugle Inn,” another person
connected with that establishment—a very smart, handsome,
vain, giggling servant-girl, about the age of sixteen, who went
by the familiar name of Cat, and attended upon the gentlemen
in the parlour, while the landlady was employed in cooking their
supper in the kitchen. “This young person had been educated
in the village poor-house, and having been pronounced by
Doctor Dobbs and the schoolmaster the idlest, dirtiest, and most
passionate little minx with whom either had ever had to do, she
was, after receiving a very small portion of literary instruction
(indeed, it must be stated that the young lady did not know her
letters), bound apprentice at the age of nine years to Mrs. Score,
her relative, and landlady of the ** Bugle Inn."

If Miss Cat, or Catherine Hall, was a slattern and a minx,
Mrs. Score was a far superior shrew ; and for the seven years of
her apprenticeship the girl 'was completely at her mistress's
mercy. Yet though wondrously stingy,.jealous, and violent,
while her maid was idle and extravagant, and her husband
seemed to abet the girl, Mrs. Score put up with the wench's airs,
idleness and caprices, without ever wishing to dismiss her from
the *‘Bugle." The fact is, that Miss Catherine was a great
beauty, and for about two years, since her fame had begun to
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spread, the custom of the inn had also increased vastly. When
there was a debate whether the farmers, on their way from
market, would take t'other pot, Catherine, by appearing with it,
would straightway cause the liquor to be swallowed and paid
for ; and when the traveller who proposed riding that night and
sleeping at Coventryor Birmingham, was asked by Miss Catherine
whether he would like a fire in his bedroom, he generally was
induced to occupy it, although he might before have vowed to
Mrs. Score that he would not for a thousand guineas be absent
from home that night. The girl had, too, half-a-dozen lovers in
the village; and these were bound in honour to spend their
pence at the alehouse she inhabited. O woman, lovely woman !
what strong resolves canst thou twist round thy little finger!
what gunpowder passions canst thou kindle with a single sparkle
of thine eye ! what lies and fribble nonsense canst thou make us
listen to, as they were gospel' truth or splendid wit ! above all,
what bad liquor canst thou make us swallow when thou puttest
a kiss within the cup—and we are content to call the poison
wine!

The mountain-wine at the ** Bugle" was, in fact, execrable;
but Mrs. Cat, who served it to the two soldiers, made it so
agreeable to them, that they found it a passable, even a pleasant
task, to swallow the contents of a second bottle. The miracle
had been wrought instantaneously on her appearance: for
whereas at that very moment the Count was employed in cursing
the wine, the landlady, the wine-grower, and the English nation
generally, when the young woman entered and (choosing so to
interpret the oaths) said, '* Coming, your honour; I'think your
honour ealled "—Gustavus Adolphus whistled, stared at her very
hard, and seeming quite dumb-stricken by ber appearance,
contented himself by swallowing a whole glass of mountain by
way of reply.

Mr. Brock was, however, by no means so confounded as his
captain: he was thirty years older than the latter, and in the
course of fifty years: of military life had learned to look on the
most dangerous enemy, or the most beautiful woman, with the
like daring, devil-may-care determination to conquer,

My dear Mary,” then said that gentleman, **his honour isa
lord ; as good as a lord, that is ; for all he allows such humble
fellows as I am to drink with him.”

Catherine dropped a low curisey, and said, *“Well, T don't
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know if you are joking a poor country gitl, as all you soldier
gentlemen do ; ‘but his honour Zvks like a lord ; though:I never
see one, to be sure.”

“‘Then," said the Captain, gathering courage, ‘““how do you
know I look like one, pretty Mary?""

** Pretty, Catherine: I mean Catherine, if you please, sir."

Here Mr, Brock burst jnto a roar of laughter, and shouting
with many oaths that she was right at first, invited her to give
him what he called a buss.

Pretty Cathering turned away from him at. this request, and
muttered something about ‘“Keep your distance, low fellow !
buss indeed ; poor country girl,” &e. &c., placing herself, as if
for protection, on the side of the Captain. . That gentleman
looked also very angry ; but whether at the sight of innocence
S0 outraged, or the insolence of the Corporal for daring to help
himself first; we cannot say. . ¢ Hark ye, Mr, Brock," he cried
very fiercely, I will suffer no such liberties in my presence:
remember, it is only my condescension which  permits yon to
share my bottle in this way ; take care I don't give you instead
a taste of mycane.” So saying, he, in'a protecting manner,
placed one hand round Mrs. Catherine's waist, holding the other
clenched very near to the Corporal’s nose.

Mis. Catherine, for /er share of this action of the Count's,
dropped. another curtsey and said, * Thank you, my Lord."
But Galgenstein's threat did not appear to make any impression
on Mr. Brock, as indeed there was no reason that it should ;
for-the Corporal, at-a combat of fisticuffs, could have pounded
his commander into a jelly in ten minutes; so he contented
himself by saying, “ Well, noble Captain, there's no harm done;
it #'an henour for poor old Peter Brock to be at table with you,
and I am sorry, sure enough.”

“In truth, Peter, T believe thou art ; thou hast good reason,
eh, Peter?  But never fear, man ; had I struck thee, I never
would have hurt thee.”

I Znow you would not,” replied Brock, laying his hand on
his heart with much gravity; and so peace was made, and
healths were drunk. Miss Catherine condescended to put her
lips to the Captain’s glass; who swore that the wine was thus
converted into nectar ; and although the girl had not previously
heard of that liquor, she received the compliment as a compli-
ment, and smiled and simpered in return.
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The poor thing had never before seen-anybody so handsome,
or so finely dressed as the Count ; and, in the simplicity of her
coquetry, allowed her satisfaction to be quite visible. Nothing
could be more clumsy than the gentleman'’s mode of compliment-
ing her ; but for this, perhaps, his speeches were more effective
than others more delicate would have been; and though she
said to each, *“Oh, now, my Lord,” and *La, Captain, how
can you flatter one s0?" and ‘‘ Your honour's laughing at me,"
and made such polite speeches as are used on these oceasions,
it was manifest from the flutter and blush, and the grin of
satisfaction which lighted up the buxom features of the little
country beauty, that the Count’s first operations had been highly
successful. 'When, following up his attack, he produced from
his neck a small locket (which had been given him by a Dutch
lady at the Brill), and begged Miss Catherine to wear it for his
sake, and chucked her under the chin and' called her his little
rosebud, it was prefty clear how things would go: anybody
who could see the expression of Mr. Brock’s countenance at this
event might judge of the progress of the irresistible High-Dutch
COngueror.

Being of a very vain communicative turn, our fair barmaid
gave her two companions not only a pretty long account of
herself, but of many other persons in the village, whom she
could perceive from the window opposite to which she stood.
*“Yes, your honour,” said she “my Lord, I mean; sixteen
last March; though there's a many girl in'the village that at my

5 quite chits. There's Polly Randall now, that red-haired
girl along with Thomas Curtis : she's seventéen if she'sa day,
though he is| the very first sweetheart she has had.” Well, as
I am saying, I was bred up here in the village—father and
mothier died very young, and 1 was left a poor orphan—well,
bless us! if Thomas haven't kissed her !—to the care of Mrs.
Score, my aunt, who has been a mother to me—a stepmother,
you'know;—and I've been to Stratford fair, and to Warwick
many a time ; and there's two people who have offered to marry
me, and ever so many who want to, and I swon't have none—
only a gentleman, as I've always said ; not a poar clodpole, like
“Tom there with the red waistcoat (he was one that asked me),
nor a drunken fellow like Sam Blacksmith yonder, him whose
wife has got the black eye, but a real gentleman, like "——

* Like whom, my dear?" said the Captain, encouraged.
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*“La, sir, how can you? Why, like our squire, Sir John, who
rides in such a mortal fine gold coach ; or, at least, like the
parson, Doctor Dobbs—that's he, in the black gown, walking
with Madam Dobbs in red.”

‘* And are those his children?”

*“¥Yes: two. girls and two boys; and only think, he calls one
William Nassau, and one George Denmark—isn't it odd?” And
from the parson; ‘Mrs. Catherine went on to speak of seyeral
humble personages of the village community, who, as they are
not necessary to our story, need not be described at full length.
It was when, from the windoy, Corporal Brock saw the alterca-
tion between the worthy divine and his son, respecting the
latter's ride, that he judged it a fitting time to step out on the
green, and to bestow on the two horses those famous historical
names which we have just heard applied to them.

Mr. Brock’s diplomacy was, as we have stated, quite suc-
cessful; for, when the parson’s boys had ridden and retired
along with their mamma and papa, other young gentlemen of
humbler. rank in the village were placed upon * George of
Denmark ™ and “ William of Nassau;” the Corporal joking
and laughing with all the grown-up people. The women, in
spite of Mr. Brock's age, his red nose, and a certain squint of
his eye, vowed, the Corporal wasa jewel of a man ; and among
the men his popularity was equally great.

“How much dost thee get, Thomas Clodpole?” said Mr.
Brock to a countryman (he was the man whom Mrs. Catherine
had described as her suitor), who had langhed loudest at some
of his jokes: “how much dost thee get for a week’s work, now?2"

M. Clodpole, whose name was really Bullock, stated that his
wages amounted to ** three shillings and a puddn.”

*“Three shillings and a puddn !—monstrous !—and for this
you toil like a galley-slave, as I have seen them in Turkey and
America,—ay, gentlemen, and in'the country of Prester John!
You shiver out of bed on icy winter mornings, tobreak the ice
for Ball and Dapple to drink.”

*“Yes, indeed,” said the person addressed, who seemed as-
tounded at the extent of the Corporal’s information.

“Or you clean pigsty, and take dung down to meadow ; or
you act watchdog and tend sheep; or you sweep a scythe over
a great field of grass; and when the sun has scorched the eyes
out of your head, and sweated the flesh off your bones, and
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well-nigh fried the soul out of your body, you go home, to what?
—three shillings a week and a puddn! Do you get pudding
every day?”

“No; only Sundays."

““Do you get money enough?”

*“No, sure.”

‘“Do you get beer enough?’’

*“Oh no, NEVER !" said Mr. Bullock, quite resolutely.

““Worthy Clodpole, give us thy hand: it shall have beer
enough this day, or my name’s not Corporal Brock. Here's
the money, boy ! there are twenty pieces in this purse : and how
do you think I got'em? and how do you think I'shall get others
when these are gone?—by serving Her Sacred Majesty, to be
sure: long life to her, and down with the French King 1"

Bullock, a few of the men, and two or three of the boys, piped
out an hurrah, in compliment to this. speech of the Corporal’s :
but it was remarked that the greater part of the crowd drew back
—the woman whispering ominously to them and looking at the
Corporal,

“1 see, ladies, what it is,” said he. *!You are frightened,
and'think T am a crimp come to steal 'your sweethearts away.
What! call Peter Brock a double-dealer? I tell you what, boys,
Jack Churchill himself has shaken this hand, and drunk a pot
withme; do you think he'd shake hands with a rogue? Here's
Tummas Clodpole has never had beer enough, and here am I
will stand treat to him and any other gentleman: am I good
enough company for him? I have money, look you, and like
to spend it: what should 7 be doing dirty actions for—hey,
Tummas?"

A satisfactory reply to this query was not, of course, expected
by the Corporal nor uttered by Mz, Bullock; and the end-of
the dispute was, that he and three or four of the rustic bystanders
were quite convinced of the good intentions of their new friend,
and accompanied him back to the {* Bugle,” to regale upon the
promised beer. Among the Corporal's guests was one young
fellow whose dress would show that he was somewhat better to
do in the world than Clodpole and the rest of the sunburnt

agged troop, who were marching towards the alehouse. This
man was the only one of his hearers who, perhaps, was sceptical
as to the truth of his stories ; but as soon as Bullock accepted
the invitation to drink, John Hayes, the carpenter (for such was
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his name and profession), said, * Well, Thomas, if thou goest,
I will go too.™

“I know thee wilt," said Thomas: *thoult goo .anywhere

Catty Hall is, provided thou éanst goo for nothing.”

““Nay, I havea penny.to spend as good as the Corporal
here.”

A penny to Zezp, you mean ; forall your love for the lass at
the “Bugle,’ did thee ever spend a shilling in the house? The
wouldn't gomow; but that I am going too, and the Captain here
stands treat.”

*Come, come,; gentlemen; no quarrelling,” said Mr. Brock.
‘1€ this pretty fellow will join us, amen say I: there's lots of
liquor, and plenty of money to pay the score, Comrade Tum-
mas, give us thy arm.  Mr. Hayes, you're a hearty cock, 1 make
1o doubt, and all such are welcome, | Come along, my gentle-
man farmers, Mr. Brock shall have the honour to payfor you alL.”
And with this, Corporal Brock, accompanied by Messrs. Hayes,
Bullock, Blacksmith, Baker's-boy, Butcher, jand one or two
others, adjourned to the inn ; the horses being; at the same time,
condueted to the stable.

Although we have, in this quiet way, and without any flourish-
ing of trumpets, or beginning of chapters; introduced Mr, Hayes
tothe public; and although, at first sight, a sneaking carpenter's
boy may seem hardly worthy of the notice of an intelligent reader,
who looks for.a good cut-throat or highwayman for a hero, or a
pickpocket at the very least : this gentleman's'words and actions
should. be carefully studied by the public; as he is destined to
appear before them under very polite and curious circumstances
during the course of this history. | The speech of the rustic
Juvenal, Mr. Clodpole, had seemed to infer that Hayes was at
once careful of his money and a warm admirer of Mrs, Catherine
of the “Bugle:" and both the charges were perfectly true.
Hayes's father was reported 'to be a man of some substance ;
and young John; who was performing his apprenticeship, in the
village, did not fail to talk very big of his pretensions to fortune
—of his entering, at the close of his indentures, into partnership
with his father—and of the comfortable farm and house over

which Mrs. John Hayes, whoever she might be, would one day
preside. Thus, next to the barber and butcher, and above even
his own master, Mr. Hayes took rankin the village : and it must
not be concealed that his representation of wealth had made
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some impression upon Mrs. Hall, towards whom the young
gentleman had cast the eyes of affection. If he had been
tolerably well-locking, and not pale, rickety, and feeble as he
was ; if even he had been ugly, but withal a man of spirit, it is
probable the girl's kindness for him would have beén much more
decided. But he was ‘a poor weak creature, not to compare
with honest Thomas Bullock, by at least nine inches; and so
notoriously timid, selfish, and stingy, that there was a kind of
shame in receiving his addresses openly ; and what encourage-
ment Mrs. Catherine gave him could only be in secret.

But no mortal is wise at all times: and the fact was, that
Hayes, who cared for himself intensely, had set his heart upon
winning  Catherine ; and loved her with a desperate greedy
cagerness and desire of possession, which makes passions for
women often so fierce and unreasonable among very cold and
selfish men.  His parents (whose frugality he-had-inherited) had
tried in vain to wean him from this passion, and had made many
fruitless attempts to'engage him with women who possessed
money and desired husbands; but Hayes was, for a wonder,
quite proof against their attractions; and, though quite'ready to
acknowledge the absurdity of his love for a penniless ale-house
servant-girl, nevertheless persisted in it doggedly. *“1know I'm
a fool," said he ; “and what's more, the girl does not care'for
me ; but'marry her I must, or I think I shall just die ; andmarry
her I wil." For, very much to the credit of Miss Catherine's
modesty, she had declared that marriage was with her a sine gua
non, and had dismissed, with the loudest scorn and indignation,
all propositions of a proper nature.

Poor Thomas Bullock was another of her admirers, and had
offered to marry her ; but three shillings a week and a2 puddn
was not to the girl's taste, and Thomas had been scornfully re-
jected. Hayes had also made her a direct proposal.  Catherine
did not say no: she was too prudent : but she was young and
-could wait ; she did'not care for Mr. Hayes yef enough to marry
him—(it did not seem, indeed, in the young woman's nature to
care for anybodv)—and she gave her adorer flatteringly to under-
stand that, if nobody better appeared in the course of a few years,
she might be induced to become Mrs. Hayes. It wasa dismal
prospect for the poor fellow to live upon the hope of being one
day Mrs. Catherine's pis-aller.

In the meantime she considered herself free as the wind, and
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permitted herself all the innocent gaieties which that *“ chartered
libertine," a coquette, can take. She flirted withall the bachelors,
widowers, and married men, in a manner which did extraordinary
credit to her years: and let not the reader fancy such pastimes
unnatural at-herearlyage. The ladies—Heaven bless them !—
are; as a general rule, coguettes from babyhood upwards. Little
She's of three: years old play little airs and graces upon small
heroes of five ; simpering misses of nine make attacks upon
young-gentleman of twelve ; and at sixteen, a well-grown girl,
under encouraging circumstances,—say, she is pretty, ina family
of ugly elder sisters, or an only child and heiress, or a humble
wench at a country inn, like our fair Catherine—is at the very
pink and prime of her coquetry : they will jilt you at that age
with an ease and arch infantine simplicity that never can be
surpassed in maturer years,

Miss Catherine, then, was a Jranche coguetts, and Mr. John
Hayes was miserable. His life was passed in a storm of mean
passions and bitter jealousies; and desperate attacks upon the
mdifference-rock of Mrs, Catherine's heart, which not all his
tempest of love could beat down. O cruel cruel pangs of love
unrequited | Mean rogues feel them as well as great heroes.
Lives there the man in Europe who has not felt them many
times ?—who has not knelt, and fawned, and supplicated, and
wept, and cursed; and raved, all in vain: and passed long
wakeful nights with ghosts of dead hopes for company ; shadows
of buried remembrances that glide out of their graves of nights,
and whisper, * We are dead now, but we were ‘once; and we
made you happy, and we come now to mock you :—despair, O
lover, despair, and die”?—0 cruel pangs/!—dismal nights!—
Now,a sly demon creeps under your nightcap, .and drops into
your.ear those soft hope-breathing sweet words, uttered on the
well-remembered evening : there, in the drawer of your dressing-
table (along with the razors, and Macassar oil), lies the dead
flower that Lady Amelia Wilhelmina wore in her bosom on the
night of a certain ball—the corpse of a glorious hope- that
seemed once as if it would live for ever, so strong was it, so full
of joy and sunshine: there, in your writing-desk, among a
crowd of unpaid bills, is the dirty scrap of paper, thimble-
sealed, which came in company with 2 pair of muffetees of her
knitting (she was a butcher's daughter, and did all she could,
poor thing 1), begging **you would ware them at collidge, and
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think of her who"—married a public-house three weeks after-
wards, and cares for you no more now than she does for the
pot-boy. But why multiply instances, or ~c::k to depict the
agony of poor mean-spirited John Hayes? ;\q mistake can be
greater than that of fancying such great emotions of. love are
only felt by virtuous or exalted men: depend upon it, Love,
like Death, plays havoc among the pauperum Ia.[vnms. and
sports with rich and poor, wicked and virtuous, alike, I have
often fancied, for instance, on seeing the haggard pale young
old-clothesman, who wakes the echoes of our street with his
nasal ery of * Clo’ ! "—1I have often, I said, fancied that, besides
the lO:l(i of exuvial coats and breeches under which he staggers,
there is another weight on him—an a#7o0r cura at his tail—and
while his unshorn I'ips and nose together are !)crfomlin% that
mocking, boisterous, Jack-indifferent cry of *“Clo', ¢lo! !. “:ho
knows what woful utterances are crying from the heart within?
There he is, chaffering with the footman at No. 7 about an old
dressing-gown : you think his whole soul is‘bcm only on the
contest about the garment. Psha! there is, perhaps, some
faithless girl in Holywell Street who fills up his heart ;.:m(l that
desultory Jew-boy is a peripatetic hell ! Take another instance :
—take the man in the beef-shop in Saint Martin’s Court.
There he is, to all appearances quite calm: before the same
round of beef—from morning till sundown—for hundreds of
years very likely. Perhaps when the shutters are closct'l. and
all the world tired and silent, there is HE silent, but untired—
cutting, cutting, cutting. You enter, you get your meat to your
liking, you depart ; and; quite unmoved, on, on he goes, reaping
ceaselessly the Great Harvest of Beef. You would fancy Lh.al
if Passion ever failed to conquer, it had’ in vaim assailed the
calm bosom of THAT MAN. I doubt it, and would give much
to know his history. Who knows what furious ;’Ema-ﬂgmes are
raging underneath the surface of that calm flesh-mountain—who
can tell me that that calmness itself is not DESPAIR? ®

The reader; if he does not now understand why it was that
Mr. Hayes agreed to drink the Corporal’s pr_och-red .bce.r. had
better just read the foregoing remarks over again, :erd if he does
not understand #kez, why, small praise to his brains, H:}ycs
could not bear that Mr. Bullock should have a chance of seeing,
and perhaps making love to Mrs. Catherine in his absence ; and
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though the young woman never diminished her coquetries, but,
on the contrary, rather increased them in his presence; it was
still a'kind of dismal satisfaction to be miserable in her company.

On this occasion, the disconsolate lover could be wretched to
tiis heart’s content ; for Catherine had not a word or a look for
him, bitt bestowed  all ‘her smiles upon the handsome stranger
who owned the black horse, As for poor Tummas Bullock, his
_passion Was never violent ; and he was content in the present
instanceto sigh and drink beer. He sighed and drank, sighed
and drank, and drank again, until he had swallowed so much of
the Corporal's liquor, 4516 be 'induced to accept a guinea from
his purse also; and found himself, on returning to reason and
sobriety, a soldier of Queen Anne’s,

But oh ! fancy the agonies of Mr. Hayes when, seated with
the Corporal's friends at one end of the kitchen, he saw the
Captain at the place of honour, and the smiles which the fair
maid bestowed upon him when, as she lightly whisked past
him with the Captain’s supper, she, pointing to the locket that
once reposed on the breast of the Dutch lady at the Brill, looked
archly on Hayes and said, ““See, John, what his Lordship has
given me;” and when John's face became green and purple with
rage and jealousy, Mrs. Catherine laughed ten times louder, and
ctied, ““Coming, my Lord," in'a voice of shrill triumph, that
bored through/the soul of Mr. John Hayes and left him gasping
for breath,

On Catherine's other lover, Mr. Thomas, this coquetry had no
effect s he; and “two comrades of his, ‘had by this time quite
fallen under the spell of the Corporal ; and hope, glory, strong
beer; Prince Eugene, pair of colours, more strong beer, her
blessed ‘Majesty, plenty more strong beer, and such subjects;
martial and bacchic, whirled through their dizzy brains at a
railroad pace,

And now, if there had been a couple of experienced reporters
present ‘at the ‘“Bugle Tnn™ they might have taken down a

conyersation on love and war—the two themes discussed by the *

tyo' parties occupying the kitchen—which, as the parts were
sung together, duet-wise, formed together some: very curious
harmonies. Thus, while the Captain was whispering the softest
nothings, the Corporal was shouting the fiercest combats of the
war ; and, like the gentleman at Penelope’s table, on it EXIgUO
Dinxit prelia fota bero, For example ;—
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Captain. What do you say to a silver trimming, pretty
Catherine? - Don't you think a searlet riding-cloak, handsomely
laced, would become you wonderfully well >—and a grey hat with
a blue feather—and a pretty nag to ride on—and all the soldiers
to present arms as you pass, and say, ‘‘ There goes the Captain's
lady”? What do you think of a side-box at Lincoln's Inn
playhouse, or of standing up to a minuet with my Lord Marquis
at:

Corporal. The ball, sir, ran right up his elbow, and was found
the next day by Surgeon Splinter of ours,—where do you think,
sir ?—upon my honour as a gentleman, it came out of the nape
of his

Captain. Necklace—and a sweet pair of diamond ear-rings,
mayhap—and a little shower of patches, which ornament a lady's
face wondrously—and a leetle rouge—though, egad ! such peach-
cheeks as yours don't want it ;—fiel Mrs. Catherine, I should
think the birds must come and peck at them as if they were
fruit:

Corgoral. Over the wall ; and three-and-twenty of our fellaws
Jjumped after me. By the Pope of Rome, friend Tummas, that
was a day !'—Had you seen how the Mounseers looked when
four-and-twenty rampaging he-devils, sword and pistol, cut and
thrust, pell-mell came tumbling into the redoubt! Why, sir; we
left in three minutes as many artillerymen’s heads as there were
cannon-balls. Tt was, “ Ah sacré |" ** D—— you, take that !
“O mon Dien!" *Run him thrc 1" **Ventreblen!" and it
2zas ventreblen with him, T warrant you ; for 4%, in the French
language, means * through ; " and ventre—why, you see, ventre
means

Captain. Waists, which are worn now excessive long ;—and
for the hoops, if you conld but se them—stap my vitals, my
dear, but there was a lady at Warwick’s Assembly (she came in
oneof my Lord’s coaches) who had a hoop as bigasatent: you
might bave dined under it.comfortably ;—ha ! ha ! "pon my faith
now——

Corporal, And there we found the Duke of Marlborough
seated along with Marshal Tallard, who was endeavouring to
drown his sorrow over a cup of Johannisberger wine; and a
good drink too, my lads, only not to compare to Warwick beer.
“Who was the man who has done this?" said our noble
General. T stepped up. *‘How many heads was it," says he,
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“that you cut off?" « Nineteen,” says T, “besides wounding
several" When he heard it (Mr. Hayes, you don't drink) I‘x:
blest if he didn’t burst into tears! * Noble noble fellow," says
he.  ““Marshal, you must excuse me if 1 am pleased to hear of
the destruction of your countrymen. Noble noble fellow |—
here's-a hundred guineas for you.” Which sum he placed in
my hand. ** Nay," says the Marshal, “the man has done his
duty: " and, pulling out a magnificent gold diamond-hilted
snuff-box, he gave me—

Ay, Bullock. What, a goold snuff-hox? Wauns, but thee
wast in luck, Corporal

Corporal. No, not the snuff-box, but—a ginck of snuff,—ha !
ha !—run me through the body if he didn’t. ~ Could you but have
seen the smile on Jack Churehill's grave face at this piece of
generosity ! So, beckoning' Colonel Cadogan up to him, he
pinched his ear and whispered

Captain. '*May 1 have the honour to dance a minuet with
your Ladyship?” The whole room was in titters at Jack's
blunder : for, as you know very well, poor Lady Susan fas o
wooden leg:- Ha |l ha fancy a minuet and a wooden leg, hey
my dear—— B i

Mrs. Catherine. Gigglehgigglc—gigglc: he! he! he! Oh
Captain, you rogue, you ;

Second table. Haw! haw | h w! "ell, you Ze g
S et aw! Well, you ¢ a foony mon,

This little specimen of the conversation must be sufficient, It

will show pretty clearly that each of the two military commanders
was conducting his operations. with perfect sticcess. Three of
the detachment of five attacked by the Corporal surrendered to
him: MF. Bullock, namely, who gave in at a very early stage of
the evening, and ignominiously laid down his ::nns unde\; the
table, after standing not more than a dozen volleys of beer: Mr.
Blacksmith's boy, and a labourer whose name we have not' been
abletolearn.  Mr. Butcher himself was on the point of yieldin;r

when he was rescued by the. furious charge of a demclmm:{
that marched to his reljef - his wife namely, who, with two
squalling children, rushed into the "Bugle,:‘ boxed Butcher's
€ars, and kept up such a tremendous fire of ocaths and screams
upon the Corporal, that he was obliged to retreat, Fixing then

her claws into Mr, Butcher's hair, she proceeded to dm::f him
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out of the premises; and thus Mr. Brock was overcome. His
attack upon John Hayes was a still greater failure ; for that
young man seemed to be invincible by drink, if not by love : and
at the end of the drinking-bout was a great deal more cool than
the Corporal himself; to whom he wished a very polite good-
evening, as calmly he took his hat to depart. He turned tolook
at Catherine, to besure, and then he was not quite so calm : but
Catherine did not give any reply to his good-night. She was
seated at the Captain's table playing at cribbage with him ; and
though Count Gustavus Maximilian lost every game, he won
more than he lost,—sly fellow !—and Mrs, Catherine was no
match for him.

It is to be presumed that Hayes gave some information to
Mrs. Score, the landlady : for, on leaving the kitchen, he was
seen to linger for a moment in the bar; and very soon after
Mrs. Catherine ‘was called away from her attendance on the
Count, who, when he asked for a sack and toast, was furnished
with those articles by the landlady herself: and, during the
half-hour in which he was.employed in consuming this drink,
Monsieur de Galgenstein looked very much disturbed and out
of humonr, and cast his eyes to the door perpetually ; but no
Catherine came. At last, very sulkily, he desired to be shown
to bed, and walked as well as he could (for, to say truth, the
noble Count was by this time somewhat unsteady.on his legs)
to his chamber. It was Mrs, Score who showed him to it, and
closed the curtains, and pointed triumphantly to the whiteness
of the sheets.

*“It's a very comfortable room,” said she, ““though-not the
best in the house; which belong' of right 'to your Lordship's
worship ; but our best room has two beds, and Mr. Corporal is
in that, locked and double-locked, with his three tipsy recruits.
But your honour will find this here bed comfortable and well-
aired; I've slept in it myself this eighteen years."

‘“/What, my good woman, you are going 1o sit up, eh? It's
cruel hard on you, madam."

““Sit up, my Lord? bless you, no! I shall have half of our
Cat’s bed ; as I always do when there’s company.” And with
this Mrs. Score curtseyed and retired,

Very early the next morning the active landlady and her
bustling attendant had prepared the ale and bacon for the
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Corporal and his three converts, and had set a nice white cloth
for the C'xpnin's breakfast. ' The young blacksmith did not eat
with much satisfaction ; but Mr. Bullock and his friend betrayed
no sign-of discontent, except: such as may be consequent upon
an evening's carouses  They.walked very contentedly to be
registered. before Doctor Dobbs; who 'was also justice of the
peace, and went in-search of th ender bundles; and took
leave of their féw acquaintances without much regret ; for thc
gentlemen had been bred in the workhouse, and had-not, ther
fore, alarge circle of friends.
y an hour of nbon; ‘and the noble Count had
& The men were waiting for Hhim; and spent
much of the Queen's money (earned by the sale of their bodies
overnight) while thus expecting him. | Perhaps Mrs. Catherine
expected him too,-for ‘she had offered 'many. times to run up—
with my Lord's boots— the hot yater—to show Mr. Brock
the way ;1 who sometimes condesceénded to officiate as barber.
But on all these occasions Mrs. Score had. prevented her; not
scolding, but with much gentleness and/smiling. At last, more
gentle'and smiling than. ever, she came downstairs and ‘said,
# Catherine darling, his honour the Count is mighty hungry this
morning, and vows hie could pick the wing ofa fowl. = Rundown,
Farmer Brigg's and get one: pluck it before you bring
u'know, and we will make his Lordship a pretty breakfast.”
ne took up her basket, and away she went by the back=
3 through the stables.  There she heard the little horse-boy
whistling and hissing after the manner c.f horse-boys; and there
she 1 hat Mrs, Score had been inventing an ingenious
story to have 'ner out of the way., The ostler said hemwas just
going to/lead ¢ round to the door.| The Corporal

had been, ::nd mcy were about to start on the instant for
Stratford.

The fact was that Count Gustayus Adolphus, far from wishing
to pick the wix‘g of a fowl, had' risen with a horrorjand loathing
for everything in the shape of food, and for any liguor stronger
than sm:\ll beer. Of this he had drunk a cup, and said he

> immediately to Stratford; and when, on ordering
ad asked politely of the landlady *“why the
came up, and why she did not send the gir
.+ informed the Count that her Catherine was gone
a u..lL. along with the young man to whom she was'to
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be married, and would not be visible that day. On hearing
this the Captain ordered his horses that moment; and abused
thevine, the bed,; the house; the landiady, and everything con-
nected with the *“ Bugle Inn.”

Qut the horses came: the little boys of the village gathered
round ; the recrnits, with bunches of ribands in their beavers,
appeared presently ; Cor ponl Brock came swaggering ont, and,
slapping the plu.;u! blacksmith on the back, bade him mount
his horse ; while tur- boys hurrah'd:;: Then the Captain came
out, gloomy and majestic; to' him Mr. Brock made a military
Saiuk‘., which Ll.mmll\ and with much Dxﬂ] ng, the recruits
imitated. T shall walk on with these brave fellows, your
honour, and meet you at Stratford,” said the Corporal.  *“ Good,"
said the Captain, as he mo e landlady curtseyed ; the
children hurrah'd more; the little horse-boy, who held the
bridle with one hand and the stirrup with the other, and ex-
pected a crown-piece from such.a noble.gentleman, got onlya
kick.and a curse, as Count von Galgenstein shouted, *‘ D
you all, get out of the \-.A_v'." and galloped off; and John
Hayes, who had been sneaking about the inn all the morning,
felt a weight off his heart \\h S ptain ride off
alone,

O foolish Mrs. Score! O dolt of 2 John Hayes! If the Xand-
o :

lady had allowed the Captain and the maid' to have their way,
and meet but for a minute before recruits, sergeant, and ;‘11 it
15 probable that no harm would h been done, and that this
history would never have been wr Y
When Count von G 5 had ridden half-a-mile on the
Stratford road, looking as.-black and dismal as Napoleon
"1]loping from the romantic ge of Waterloo, he espied, a
few score yards onwards, at the turn of the road, a certain
oo)c«.l which caused him to check his horse suddenly, brought
tmﬂl'nq red into his cheeks, and made his heart to go thump
thump | against hisside, A young lass was saunteringslowly
along the foo'.gmth, with a basket swinging from one hand, and
2 bunch of hedge-flowers in the other.' She stopped once or
twice to add a fresh one to her no , and might have seen
him, the Captain thought; but no, she never looked directly
towards him, and still walked on. Sweet innocent! she was

~
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singing as if none were near: her voice went soaring up to the
clear sky, and the Captain put his horse on the grass, that the
sound of the hoofs might not disturb the music. -

““When the kine had given a pailful,
And the sheep came bleating home,
Poll, who knew it would be healthful,
Went a-walking out with Tom.
Hand in hand, sir, on the land, sir,
As they walked to and fro,
Tom!made jolly love to Polly,
But was answered no, no, no.”

The Captain had put his horse on the grass, that the sound of
his hoofs might not disturb the music ; and now he pushed its
head on to the bank; where straightway ¢ George of Denmark ”
began chewing of such a salad as grew there. And now the
Captain slid off stealthily ; and smiling comically, and hitching
up his great jack-boots, and moving forward with a jerking tip-
toe step, he, just as she was trilling the last 0-0-0 of the last 7o
in the above poem of Tom D'Urfey, came up to her, and touch-
ing her lightly on the waist, said—

*“My dear, your very humble servant,*

Mrs. Catherine (you know you have found her out long ago !)
8ave a scream and a start, and would have turned pale if she
could. * As it was, she only shook all over, and said—

*“Oh, sir, how you did frighten me ! ”

“Frighten you, my rosebud ! why, run me through, T'd
die rather than frighten you. Gad, child, tell me now, am I so
ey frightful 2

“Oh no, your honour, I didn't mean that; only T wasn't
thinking to meet. you here, or that you would ride 'so early at
all: for, if you please, sir, I was going tofetch a chicken for
your Lordship’s breakfast, as my mistress said you would like
one; and I thought, instead of going to Farmer Brigg's, down
Birmingham way, as she told me, I'd g0 to Farmer Bird's, where
the chickens is better, sir,—my Lord, I mean,”

*Said I'dlikea chicken for breakfast, the old cat! why, I told
her I would not eat a morsel to save me—I was so dru—-I
mean I ate such a good supper last night—and I bade her to
send me a pot of small beer, and to tell you to bring it; and
the wretch said you were gone out with your sweetheart ™

““What! John Hayes, the creature? Oh, what a naughty
story-telling woman !
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*“*—You had walked out with your sweetheart, and I was not
to see you any more; and I was mad with rage, and ready to
kill myself; I was, my dear."

**Oh, sir! pray, pray don't.”

“ For your sake, my sweet angel?"

‘*¥Yes, for my sake, if such a poor girl as me can persuade
noble gentlemen.”

““Well, then, for your sake, T won't; no, T'll live; but why
live? Hell and fury, if I do live I'm miserable without you; I
am,—you know I am,—you adorable, beautiful, cruel, wicked
Catherine !"

Catherine’s reply to this was, ‘“La, bless me! I do believe
your horse is running away.” And so he was! for having
finished ‘his meal in the hedge, he first looked towards his
master and paused, as it were, irresolutely ; then, by a sudden
impulse, fiinging up his tail and his hind legs, he scampered
down the road.

Mrs. Hall ran lightly after the horse, and the Captain after
Mrs, Hall ; and the horse ran quicker and quicker every moment,
and might bave led them a long chase,—when lo! debouching
from a twist in the road, came the detachment of cavalry and
infantry under Mr, Brock, The moment he was out of sight of
the village, that gentleman had desired the blacksmith to dis-
mount, and had himself jumped into the saddle, maintaining
the subordination of his army by drawing a pistol and swearing
that he would blow out the brains of any person who attempted
to run. When the Captain's horse came near the detachment
he paused, and suffered himself to be caught by Tummas Bullock,
who held him until the owner and Mrs. Catherine came up.

Mr. Bullock looked comically grave when he saw the pair;
but the Corporal graciously saluted Mrs; Catherine, and said it
was a fine day for walking.

‘‘La, sir, and so it is,” said she, panting in a very pretty and
distressing way, '‘ but not for uuning. I do protest—ha !—and
vow that T really can scarcely stand. T'm so tired of running
after that naughty nanghty horse !

‘“How do, Cattern?™ said Thomas. ‘‘Zee, I be going a
zouldiering because thee wouldn't have me." And here Mr.
Bullock grinned. Mrs. Catherine made no sort of reply, but
protested once more she should die of running. If the truth
were told, she was somewhat vexed at the arrival of the Corporal’s
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detachment, and had had very seri houghts of finding Her-
self quite tired just as he came in sig

A sudden thought brought a smile of bright satisfaction in
the Captain's eyes. He mounted the horse which Tummas still
held. * Zired, Mrs: Catherine,” said he, ‘“and for my sake?
By heavens ! you shan't waik astep further. No, you shall ride
back with a guard of hononr | Back to the village, gentlemen !
—-Tightabout face ! Show those fellows, Corporal, how to right-

about face. Now, my dear, mount behind me on Snowball ;
-he's easy.asia sedan. Putyour dear little foot on the toe of my
boot. 'There now,—up '—jump !\ hurrah't ”

*“Zhat's not the way, Captain,” shouted out Thomas, still
holding: on to the rein as the horse began to move, *Thee
Woan't goo with him, will thee, Catty 2"

But Mrs.. Catherine, though she turned away her head, never
let goher hold round the Captain's waist ! and he, swearing a
dreadful cath at Thomas, struck him across the face and hﬂ.:db
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with his riding-whip. The poor fellow, who at the first cut still
heldon to the rein, dropped it at the second, and as the pair
galloped off, sat down on the roadside and fairly began to weep.

“* March, you dog! " shouted out the Corporal a minute after,
And so he did : and when next he saw Mrs. Catherine she was
the Captain’s lady sure enough, and wore a grey hat with a blue
feather, and red riding-coat trimmed with silver-lace. But
Thomas was then on a bare-backed horse, which Corporal Brock
was flanking round a ring, and he was so occupied looking
between his horse’s ears that he had no time to cry then, and at
length got the better of his attac

This being a good opportunity for closing Chapter 1., we
ought, perhaps, to make some apologies to the public for intro-
ducing them to characters that are so utterly worthless; as we

ess all our heroes, with the exception of Mr. Bullock, to be.
we have consulted nature and history, rather than the
prevailing taste and the general manner ofanthors. The amusing
novel of “ Ernest Maltravers,” for instance, opens with a seduc-
tion); but then it is performed by people of the strictest virtue
on both'sides: and there is so much religion and philosophy in
the heart of the seducer, so much tender innocence in the soul
of thesseduced, that—bless the little dears!—their VEry pecca-
dilloes make one interested in them; and their naughtiness
becomes quite sacred, so deliciously is it deseribed. Now, if we
are to be interested by rascally actions, let us have them with
plain fages, and Tet them be performed, not by virtious philoso-
phers, but by rascals. ' Another clever class of novelists adopt
he contrary system, and create interest by making their rascals
perform s actions. Against these popular plans we here
solemnly appeal. We say, let your rogues in novels act like
rogues, and your honest men like honest men ; don't let us have
any juggling and thimblerigging with virtue and vice, so that,
at theend of three volumes, the bewildered reader shall not know
which is which; don't let us find ourselves kindling at the gene-
rous qualities of thieves, and sympathising with the rascalities
of noble hearts. For our own part, we know what the public
likes, and have chosen rogues for our characters, and have taken
a story from the ** Newgate Calendar,” whick we hope to fi
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out to edification. Among the rogues, at least, we will have
nothing that shall be mistaken for virtues. .And if the British
public (after calling for three or four editions) shall give up, not
only our rascals, but the rascals of all other authors, we shall be
content :—we shall -apply to Government for a pension, and
think that our duty is done.

CHAPTER 1II.
I which are Depicted the Pleasures of a Sentimental Attachment.

It will not be necessary, for the purpose of this history, to follow
out very closely all  the 'adventures which occurred to Mrs.
Catherine from the period when she quitted the “ Bugle” and
became the Captain’s lady ; for although it would be just as
easy to show as not, that the young: woman, by following' the
man of her heart, had only yielded to an innocent impulse, and
by remaining with him for a certain period, had proved the
depth and strength of her affection for him,—although we might
make very tender and eloquent apologies'for the error of both
parties, the reader might possibly be disgusted at such descrip-
tions and . such arguments : which, besides, are already done to
his hand in the novel of *“Ernest Maltravers” before mentioned.

From'the gentleman’s, manner towards Mrs. Catherine, and
from his brilliant and immediate success, the reader will doubt-
less have concluded, in the first place, that Gustavus Adolphus
had not a very violent affection for Mrs. Cat; in the second
place; that he was a professional lady-killer, and therefore likely
at some period toresume his profession : thirdlyand to conclude,
that a connection <o begun; must, in the nature of things, be
likely to end speedi

And so, to do the Count justice, it would, if he had been
allowed to follow his own_inclination entirely; for (as many
young: gentlemen will, and yet no praise to them) in about a
week he began to be indifferent, in a month to be weary, in two
months to be angry, in three to proceed to blows and curses ;
and, in short, to repent most bitterly the hour when he had ever
been induced to present Mrs. Catherine the toe of his boot, for
the purpose of lifting her on to his horse.

““Egad | ™ said he to the Corporal one day; when confiding
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his griefs to Mr. Brock, ** I wish my toe hm.il been cut off before
ever it served as a ladder to this little vixen." :

**Or perhaps your honour would wish to kick her downstairs
with it 2" delicately suggested Mr. Brock.

“Kick her! why, the wench would hold so fast by the
banisters that I coxZd not kick her down, Mr. IZroFk. To tell
you a bit of a secret, 1 kave tried as much—not to kick hcf_fm'
no, not kick her certainly : that's ungemlcm‘an!_\'—l.)ul to induce
her to go back to that cursed pot-house where we fell in with
her. 1 have given her many hints" ;

 Oh, yes, I saw your honour give her one yesterday—with a
mug of beer. By the laws, as the ale run a.Il flgwn her face,
and she clutched a knife to run at you, I don't think I ever saw
such a she-devil! That woman will do for your honour some

v, if y rovoke her."
da:‘"];o)?glrr:ns ? No, hang it, Mr. Brock, never! She ]ovcs
every hair of my head, sir: she \\'orsths.mc, Corporal. l;g.'x.d,
yes | she worships me ; and would much fogncr.:.\ppiy a knife
to her own weasand than seratch my 1 inger !

* T think she does," said Mr. Brock,

“I'm sure of it,” said the Captain. ** \\'4-).17161?. 10}'>k you, are
like  dogs, they like to be ill-treated ; they like it, sir I 1;':.:'?':\:
they do.  I'mever had anything to do }'.uh a \"(21'113!) in my life
but 1 ill-treated her, and she liked me the better. "

* Mrs.-Hall ought to be very fond of you then, sure enough !

id Mr. Corporal.

&m'l'l'{fl:v(}og()lo +—ha, ha! Corporal, you wag you—and so:she
is very fond. Ye ay, after the knife-and-beer scene—no

« wyonder I threw the liquor in her face; it was so dev'lish fiat

that no gentleman could drink it 3 and I'told her never to draw
it till dinner-time "
- E]‘u()(}]:,ni]thns enough to put an angel ina fury ! " said Brock.
* —Well, yesterday, after the knife bu_sinc:‘s. when _\'o:u had
got the caryer out of her hand, off she fiings to her bc.uroum..
will not eat a 'bit of dinner forsooth, and remains locked u'p for
a couple of hours. At two o'clock _aflemoon (I was o-\u:.“:'z.
tankard), out comes the little she-devil, hf‘r facg pak?.‘ her ey ;
bleared, and the tip of her nose as red as fire with ‘snvx_mu'lg an
weeping. Making for my hand, ‘.\I.’?X says she, :\_13 ),Ou, _m;.
giveme?' ‘What!’says L. ‘Forgive % m_urderc:::. .\';\ vbh .
* No, curse me, never !’ * Your cruelty will kill me,’ sobbed she.
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*Cruelty be ged!” says I “didn’t you draw that beer an
hour before dinner?" She could sz y nothing to #is, you knoy,
and T swore that every time she did so, I'would fling it into her
face again. Wh cupon back she flounced to, her chamber,
where she wept and stormed until night-time."”

*When you forgave her2”

“ 1 did forgive her, that's positive.  You see I had supped at
the fRose’ along with Tom Trippet and half-a-dozen pretty
fellows ; and T had eased a great fat-headed Warwickshire land-
junker—what d’ye eall him #—squire, of forty pieces; and I'm
dev'lish good-humoured when I've won, and so Cat and I made
it up: but I've taught her never to bring me stale beer again—
ha, ha!"

This conversation will explain, a great deal better than any
description’ of ours, howeyer eloquent, the state of things as
between Count Maximilian and Mrs, Catherine, and the feel-
ings which they entertained for each other. The woman loved
him, that was the fact. And, as we shown in the pre-
ious chapter how John H & mean-spirited fellow as ever
breathed, in respect of all other passions a pigmy, was in the
passion of love a giant, and followed Mrs. Catherine with a
furions longing which might seem 4t the first to be foreign to
his nature ;' in the like manner, and playing at cross purposes,
Mis. Hall had become smitten of the Captain ; and, as he said
truly; only liked him the better for the bratality which she re:
ceived at his hands, For it is my opinion, madam, that love is
a bodily infirmity, from which humankind can no more escape
than from small-pox ; and which attacks every one of us, from
the first duke in the Peerage. down. to Jack| Ketch inclusive-
which has no respect for rank, virtue, or roguery in man, but
sets each in his turn in a fever : which breaks out the dence
knows how or why, and, raging its appointed time, fills each
individual of the one sex with a blind f y and longing for some
one of the other (who may be pure, gentle, blue-eyed, beauti-
ful, and good ; or vile, s rewish, squinting, hunchbacked, and
hideous, according to circumstances and Iuck); which dies
away, perhaps, in the natural course, if left to have its way, but
which contradiction causes to rfage more furiously than ever,
Is not history, from the T’ rojan war upwards and downwards,
full of instances of such strange inexplicable passions? Was
not Helen, by the most moderate calculation, ninety years of
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cellar, his Tinen, and such ‘matters as bachelors are delighted to
make oyer to active female hands. To do the poor wretch
justice, she actually kept the man's ménqge in the best order:
nor was there any point of extravagance with which she could
be charged, except a little extravagance of dress displayed on
the very few oceasions when he condescended 'to walk abroad
with her, and extravagance of hrv-nmg» and passion in the
frequent quarrels they ! € Perhaps in such a con-
nection as subsisted between this precious couple, these faults
are inevitable on the t of the woman.! | She must be silly and
vain, and will ‘pretty surely therefore be fond of dress ; and she
must, disguise it as she will, be perpetually miserable and
brooding over’her fall, which will ca her to be violent and
quarrelsome.

Such, at least, was Mrs. Hall; and very early did the poor
vain misguided wretch begin to reap what she had Sown.

For 2 man, remorse these circumstances is perhaps un-
common. Nostigma a on /uime for Betraying a woman ; ne
hitter pangs of n*crx‘ful vanity'; no insulting looks of sumr'-
ority from. his » and no sentence of contemptuous
banishment is x | him ; these all fall on the temptul
and not on the tempter, who is permitted to go free. The chi
thing that a man learns after h 'ng successfully practised on a
woman is'to/despise the poor wretch whom he has won. The
game, in fact, and the glory, \uch as it is, is all his, and the
punishment alone falls n her. Consider this, ladies, when
charming young gentlemen come to woo you with soft speeches:
You have nothing to win, except wretchedness, and scorn, and
desertion. - *Consider this, and be thankful to vour Solomions for
telling it

It came to pass then, that the Count had come to have a
perfect contempt and indifference for Mrs. Hall :—how should he
not for a young person who had given herself up to him so
easily?—and would ‘have been quite glad of a iny opportunity of
parting with her.  But there wasa certain lingering shame about
the man, which prevented him from saying at onceand a abruptly,
**Go ! ™ and the poor thing did not choose to take such hints as
fell out in the course of their conversation and quarrels. Andso
they kept on together, he treating her with simple insult, and she
hanging on desperately, by whatever feeble tw ig she could find,
fo the rock beyond which all was naught, or death, to her.
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Well, after the night with Tom Trippet and the pretty fellows
at the ““Rose," to which we have heard the Count allude ; in the
conversation just recorded, Fortune smiled on him a good deal ;
for the Warwickshire squire, who had lost f orty pieces on (hat
occasion, insisted on having his revenge the night after ; when,
strange to say, a hundred and fifty more f .u.d their way into
the pouch of his Excellency the Co
qu .te set the young nouluvnn Agair row’n backa
>een ‘a good deal
and in this, for
Dpiness to
share. He did not ¢ 'cr the style of his
consisted, as before, of herself and a small pe
scourer, kitchen- '.\urch and scullion, Mrs. rine alwa
pum.w h"" ha nd to "m princij < k r; but be
T, 10 '-PLGJ\
more corrLcUy mth <Lch hcn.r...d > brutﬂlu'\ as mz;:.hi expected
from aman ‘vr.c him to a wor in her condition, csides; a
i "n not u’uzsu:lliy oceurs
in circumsmnccs of th
soon to lie in

ired to provide a parent
for t‘\'- comm_, mfam. am! to thb end had opened:a négotia-
tion with our friend Mr. Thomas Bullock, decl ring that Mzrs.
Cat should have a fortune of twen ty guineas, and-reminding
“Tummas of his ancient flame for her : but Mr, Tumma \"hcn
this proposition was made to him, declin it, with manyeath
nd vowed that he was perfectly satisfied with 'his pnsrm
bachelor ‘condition. his dilen Mr. Brock st{-nr/_«j for-
ward, who decla 0
and her fortune : and might possibly have Sor
of both, had not Mrs, Cat,. the .-_ard of .hm pro-
posed arrangement, with fire in h c-_vcs :mri rage—oh, how

proceeding incontinently to t]*c first justice of the peace, and
there swearing before his worship who was the father of the
coming child.

bitter'l—in ‘her heart, p i ceess of the measure by

This proceeding, which she had expected would cause not a
little indignation on the part of her lord and master, was received
by him, strangely enough, with considerable good-humour : he
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swore that the wench had served him a good trick, and was
rather amused at the anger, the outbreak of fierce rage and
contumely, and the wretched wretched tears of heartsick despe-
ration, which followed her announcement of this step to him.
For Mr. Brock, she repelled his offer with scorn and loathing,
and treated the notion of a union with Mr. Bullock with 3
fiercer contempt. Marry him indeed ! a workhouse pauper car
ing a brown-bess ! she would have died sooner, she said, or
robbed on the highway. | And so, to do her justice, she would :
for the little minx was one of the vainest creatures in existence,
and vanity (as resime everybody knows) becomes #e prin-
ciple lin certain women's hearts—their moral spectacles, their
conscience, their meat and drink, their only rule of right and
wrong.

As for Mr. Tummas, he, as we have seen, was quite as un-
friendly to the proposition as she could- be; and the Corporal,
with 2 good deal of comical gravity, vowed that, as he could
niot be satisfied in his dearest wishes, he would take to drinking
for a consolation: which he straightway did.

Y Come, Tummas,”” said he to Mr. Bullock, * since we can's
have the girl of our hearts, why, hang it, Tummas, let’s drink
her health'!”’ To which Bullock had no objection.. And so
strongly did the disappointment ~h upon honest Corporal
Brocls, that even when, after unheard-of quantities of ‘beer, he
could scarcely utter a word, he was seen absolutely to weep,
and, in accents almost unintelligible, to curse his confounded
ill-huck at being deprived, not of a wife, but of a child's he
wanted one so, he said, to comfort him in his old age.

The time of Mrs. Catherine's coucke drew near, arrived, and
was' gone through safely. - She presented to the world a chop-
ping boy, who might use, if he liked, the Galgenstein arms
with a bar-sinister; and in her new cares and duties had not
so many opportunities as usual of quarrelling with the Count:
who, perhaps, respected her situation, or, at least,\was so pro-
perly aware of the necessity of quiet to her, that he absented
himself from home morning, noon, and night.

The Captain had, it must be con d, turned these con-
tinued absences to a considerable worldly profit, for he played
incessantly ; and, since his first victory over the Warwickshire
squtire, Fortune had been so favourable to him, that he had at
various intervals amassed a sum of nearly a thousand pounds,
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which he used to bring home as he won; and which he de-
posited in a strong iron chest, cunningly screwed down by him-
self under his own bed. This Mrs, Catherine regularly made,
and the treasure underneath it could be no secret to 1
However, the noble Count kept the key, and bound her by
many solemn: caths (that he discharged at her himself) not to
reveal to any other person the existence of the chest and its
contents,

But it is not in a woman's nature to keep such' secrets ; and
the Captain, who left her for days and days, did not reflect
that she would seek for confidants elsewhere. For want of a
female companion, she was compelled to bestow her sympa-
thies upon Mr. Brock ; who, as the Count's corporal, was much
in his lodgings, and who did manage to survive the disappoint-
ment which he had experienced by Mrs. Catherine’s refusal of
him.

About two months after the infant’s birth, the Captain, who
was annoyed by its squalling, put it abroad to nurse, and dis-
missed its attendant. Mrs. Catherine now resumed her house-
fiold duties, and was, as before, at once mistress and servant of
the establishment. As such, she had the keys of the beer, and
was pretty sure of the attentions of the Corporal ; who became,
aswe have said, in the Count’s absence, his lady's chief friend
and companion. After the manner of Jadies, she very.speedily
confided to him all'her domestic secrets | the causes of her former
discontent ; the Count’s ill-treatment of her ; the wicked names
he called ‘her; the prices that all hier gowns had cost her; how
he beat her ; how much money he won and lost at play; how
shethad once pawned a coat for him; how he had four new ones,
laced, and paid for; what was the best way of cleaning and
keeping gold-lace, of making cherry-brandy, pickling salmon,
&c. &e. Her confidences upon all these subjects used to follow
each other in rapid succession; and Mr. Brock became, ere
lang, guite as well acquainted with the Captain’s history for the
last year as the Count himself :—for he was' careless, and forgot
things ; women never do. They chronicle all the lover’s small
actions, his words, his headaches, the dresses he has warn, the
things he has liked for dinmer on certain days;—all which
circumstances commonly are expunged from the male brain
immediately after they have occurred, but remain fixed with the
female,
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To Brock, then, and to Brock only (for she knew no other
soul), Mrs. Cat breathed, in strictest confidence, the history of
the Count's winnings, and his way of disposing of them; how
he kept his money screwed down in an iron chest in their room ;
and a very lucky fellow did Broek consider his officer for having
such a-large sim. He and' Cat looked at the chest: it we
small, but' mighty strong, sureenough;-and would: defy picklocks
and thieves.  Well, if any man deserved money, the Captain did
(““thotgh he might bty me a few yardsoof that lace T love so,”

interrupted Cat),—if any man deserved money, he did, for he
spent it like a prince, and his hand was alwaysin-his pocket.
It must now be stated that Monsieur de ‘Galgenstein had,

i
¥

during Cat’s seclus st his eyes npon/a young lady of goord
fortune, who frequente sembly at Birmingham, and who
was not a little smitten by his title and person.. ‘The ** four new

coats, laced, and paid for,” .as Cat had been purchased,
most probably, by his Excellency for the purpose of dazzling the
heiress; and he and the coats had succeeded so far as to win
from the young woman an ‘actual 'profession’ of love, and a
promise of marriage led pa would consent. This was
obtained,—for pa was a-tradesman ; and 1 suppose every one of
my readers has remarked how great an effect a title has on'the
¥ hank Heaven! there is about a freehorn
seness, and lickspittle awe of rank, which
does not € mder any-tyranny in Europe, and is only to be
found here and in America.

All'these negotiations had  been going ‘on quite unknown to
Cat; and, as the Captain had determined, before two months
were out, to fling that young woman on the pavé, hewaskind to
herin the meanwhile : people always are when they are swindling
you, or meditating an injury against you.

The poor girl had much too high nion of her own charms
to suspect that the Count could be hful to them, and had
no notion of the plgt that was: formed against her.  But Mr
Brock had : for he had seen many times a gilt eoach with'a pair
of fat white horses ambling in the neighbourhood of the town,
and the Captain: on his black steed caracolling majestically by
its'side ; and he had remarked a fat, pudgy, pale-haired woman
treading heavily down the stairs of the Assembly, leaning on
the Captain's arm: all these Mr. Brock had seen, not without
reflection. Indeed, the Count one ds 1'g rood-humour,
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had slapped him on the shoulder and told him that he was about
speedily to purchase a regiment; when, by his great gods, Mr.
Brock should have a pair of colours. Perbaps. this promise
occasioned his silence to Mrs. Catherine hitherto; perhaps he
never would heve peached at all ; and perhaps, therefore, this
History would never have been written, but fora small circum-
stance which occurred at this period.
+» What can you want with'that drunken old Corporal always
about your quarters? 1 Mr. Trippet to the Count one day,
as L'nc_v‘ sat over their in the midst of a merry com
the Captain’s rooms.
““What!" said he- d Brock? The old thief has b
more useful to me than many a better man. Heis
2 row as a lion, as cunning in intrigue as a fox; he can nose:
dun at an inconceivable distance, and scent out a pretty won
be she behind ever so many stone walls. If a gentleman wants
agood rascal how, Tcan recommend him: - Iamgoing to reform
you know, and must turn him out of my service.”
#* And pretty Mrs. Cat?”
pretty Mrs. Cat! she may go too."”
**And the brat?"”
“Why, you have parishes, and what not, here in Eng
Erad ! ifa gentleman were called upon to ket 11 hi
there would be 1o living : no, stap my vitais! Creesus couldn’t
stand it."”
“No, indeed,” said Mr. Trippet: ** you are right; and when
a gentleman marries, he is bound in honour to give up such low
connections as useful when heis a bachelor.™
\.Of course; and give them up 1 will, when the sweet Mrs.
Dripping is mine. As for the girl, you can have her, Tom
Trippet, if you t: fancy to her; and as for the Corporal,
he may be h B y ~cessor in Cutts's:—for I will
have a regiment to mysel 5 poz; and to take with me
siteh & swindling, pimping, th g, brandy-faced: rascal as this
Brock will never do. Egad ! he's a disgrace tothe service. As
it is, I've often a mind to have the superannuated vagabond
drummed out of the corps.”
Although this »&ums of Mr. Brock’s character and accom-
t, it came perhaps with an ill grace from
vus Adolphus Maximilian, who had profited by afl
his qualities, and who certainly would never have given this
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opinion of them had he known that the door of his dining-parlour
was open, and that the gallant Corporal, who was in the passage,
could hear every syllable that fell from the lips of his command-
ing officer, "We shall not say, after the fashion of the story-
books, that Mr.-Brock listened with a flashing eye and a distended
nostril§ that this chest heaved tumultuously, and that his hand
fell'down mechanically to his side, whereit played with the brass
handle'of his sword. ~ Mr. Kean would have gone through most

of these bodily exercises had he been acting the part of a villain
enraged and disappointed like Corporal Brock ; but that gentle-
man walked away without any gestures of any kind, and as
gently as possible.  ““He'll turn me out of the regiment, will he?"
says he, quite piano ; and then added (con muoita espressione),
*“I'll'do for him.”

And itis to be remarked how generally, in cases of this nature,
gentlemen stick to their word.

MRS, CAT 15 JEALOUS.

CHAPTER III.

In which a Narcotic is adninistered, and a great deal of
Genteel Sociely depicted.

WHEN the Corporal, who had retreated to the street door im-
niediately on hearing the above conversation, eturned to. the
Captain's lodgings and paid his respects:to Mrs. Catherine, he
found that lady in higi
with her, she said, along with a
promised her twelve yards of tt ¢ she coveted so much ; had
vowed that the child should bave as I more for a cloak;
and had not left her until he had sat with her for an hour, or
more, over a bowl of punch, which he made on purpose for her.
Mr, Trippet stayed too. ‘* A mighty ple 1t man," said she ;
“ only not very wis ingly a good deal in !iqucr.".
A good dealindeed ! " said the'Corporal: ““Hewas 5o tipsy
t now that A d ’his honour were
: ¢ ; and she pulled
g off, for wanting to kiss her."

“Thenasty fellow! ” said Mrs. Cat, ‘“to demean himself with

such. low pcbp!u as Nan Fantail, indeed! Why, upon my

I, it was but an hour ago that Mr.

Trippet swore he never saw such a r of eyes as mine, and

would like to cut the Captain’s throat for the love of me. Nan
Fantail, indeed !

< Nan's an honest girl, Madam Catherine, and was a_great
ourite of the Captain's before some one else came in his way.
y one.can say 4 word against her—not a word.”

‘*“And pray, Corporal, who'ever did?"" said Mrs. Cat, rather
nded. **A nasty ugly slut! I wonder what the men can

see in her !"

*¢She has got a smart way with her, sure enough ; it's what
amuses the men, and "

“ And what? You don't mean to say that my Max is fond of

now?" said Mrs. Catherine, looking very fierce.

““Oh, no; not at all : not of ey, —thatis"

“ Notof fer /" screamed she, ' Of whom then?

**Oh, psha ! nonsense! Of you, my dear, to be sure; who
else should he care for? And, besides, what business is it of
mine?" And herewith the Corporal began whistling, as if he

G2
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would have no more of the conversation. But Mrs. Cat was not
to'be satisfied,—not she,—and carried on her cross-questions,

** Why, look you," said the Corporal, after parrying many of
these,—“ Why, Jook you, I'm an old fool, Catherine, and I
snst blab. That man has been the best friend I ever ha yand
so Iwas quiet ; but T can't keep it in any longer,—no, hang me
if I can! It's my belief he's acting like a rascal by you: he
deceives you, Catherine ; he's a scotmdrel, Mrs, Hall, that's the
truth on't."

Catherine prayed him to tell all he knew ; and he resumed,

*“He wants you off his hands; he's sick of you, and so
brought here that {ool Tom Trippet, who'has taken a fancy to
you. ' He has not the courage to turn you out of doors likea
man ; though indoors he can treat you like a beast. But I'll
tell you'what he'll do. In 2 month he will go to Coventry, or
pretend to' go' there; on recruiting b
Mrs. Hall ; he's going on marrizos business ; and he'll Teave
you without a farthing, to starve or to rot, for him. 3
arranged, 1 tell you : in a'month, you arée to be starved intec
becoming. Tom Trippet's mistress ; and his honour is to marry
rich Miss Dripping, the twenty-thousand-pounder from London :
and to purchase a regiment ;—and to get old Brock drummed
out of Cutts's too,” said the Corporal, under his breath. But he
might have spoken out, if he chose ; for the poor young woman
bad sunk on/the ground in a real honest fit.

“T thought T should give it her,” said Mr. Brock, as he pro-
cured a glass of water; and, lifting her on 16'a'sfa, sprinkied
the same overher.  **Hang it! how pretty she is."

When Mrs. ‘Catherine ca to herself again, 'Brock's tone
with her was kind, and almost feeling. Nor did the poor wench
herself indulge in any subsequent s} verings and hysterics, such
as usually follow the fainting-fits of persons of higher degree,
She pressed him for further explanations, which he gave, and to
which shelistened with a great ‘deal of calmness ; nor did many

tears, sobs, sighs, or exclamations of sorrow or anger escape
from her : only when the Corporal was taking his leave, and said
to her point-blank,—* Well, Mrs, Catherine, and what do you
intend to do?" she did not replyaword ; but gave a look which
made him exclaim, on leaving the room,— ¢

By heavens ! the woman means murder! T would not be
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the Holofernes to lie by the side of such a Judith as that—net
11" And he went his way, immersed in deep thought, When
the captain returned at night, she did not speak to him'; and
when he swore at her for being sulky, she only said she hada
headache, and was dreadfully ill ; with which excuse Gustavus
Adolphus seemed satisfied, and left her to herself.

He saw her the next morning for a moment: he was going
a-shooting.

Catherine had nofriénd, as is usual in tragédies and romances,
~—no mysterious sorceress of her acquaintance to whom she could
apply for poison,—so she went simply to the apothecaries, pre-
tending at.each that she had a dreadful toothache, and procuring
from them as much laudanum as she thought would suit her
purpose.

When she went home again she seemed almost gay. Mr
Brock complimented her upon the alteration in her appearance ;
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and she'was enabled to receive the Captain at his return from
shooting in such a manner as made him remark that she had got
rid of her sulks of the morning, and might sup with them, if she
c to keep her good-humour. The supper was got ready,
and the gentlemen had the punch-bowl when ‘the cloth was
cleared, —Mrs. Catherine, with her delicate hands, preparing
the liquor.

It is useless to deseribe the conversation that took place, or to
reckon the number of bowls thatwere emptied ; or to tell how
Mr. Trippet, who was one of the guests, and declined to play
it cards when some of the others began, chose to remain by
Mrs, Catherine’s side, and make violent love to her. All this
might be told, and the account, howeyer faithful, would not be
very pleasing. No, indeed! And here, though we are only in
the third chapter of this history

characters that appear in it, and vhich they are

2

called upon to go through. But how can we help ourselves?
The public will hear of nothing but rogues ; and the only way
in which poor authors, who must live, can act honestly by the

public and themselves; is to/paint such thieves as they are: not
dandy, poetical, rose-water t ; but real downright scour
drels, leading scoundrelly lives, drunken, profligate, dissolute,
low ;as scoundrels will be. . They don't quote Plato, like Eugene
Aram; or live like gentlemen, and sing the pleasantest ballads
in the world, like jolly Dick Turpin; or prate eternally about
70 kaldy, like that precious canting Maltravers, whom we all
of us have read -about and pitied ; or die ‘whitewashed saints;
like poor ** Biss Dad er Twist.” No, my dear
madam, you and your da aye no right to admire and
sympathise with any such' persons, fictitious or real: you ought
to be made cordially to detest, scorn, loathe, abhor, and abomi-
nate all people of this kidney. of genius like those whi
works we have above alluded to, > no business to make these
characters interesting or agreeable; to be feeding your morbid
fancies, ‘or indulging their own, with such monstrous'food. \ Fer
our parts, young ladies, we beg you'to bottle up your tears, and
not waste a single drop -of them on ‘any one of the heroes or
heroines in this history : they are all rascals, every soul of them,
and behave “as sich." Keep your sympathy for those who
deserve it : don't carry it, for preference, fo the Old Bailey, and
grow maudlin over the company mbled there,

:

A GAMBLING ORGIE.

Just, then, have the kindness to fancy that the conversation
which took place over the bowls of punch which Mrs. Catherine
prepared, was such as might be expected to take' place where
the host was a dissolute, dare-devil, libertine captain of dragoons,
the guests for the most part of the same class, and the hostessa
young woman originally from a country alehouse, and for the
present mistress to the entertainer of the society. They tatked,
and they drank, and they grew tipsy; and very little: worth
hearing occurred during the course of the whole evening. Mr.
Brock officiated, half as the servant, half as' the companion of
the society. Mr. Thomas Trippet made violent loveto Mrs.
Catherine, while her lord and master was playing at dice with
the other gentlemen: and on this night, strange to say, the
Captain’s fortune seemed to desert him. The Warwickshiré
squire, from whom he had won so much, had an amazing run
of good luck. The Captain called perpetually for more drink;
and higher stakes, and lost aimost every throw. Three hundred,
four hundred, six hundred—all his winnings of the previous
months were swallowed up in the course of a few hours. The
Corporal looked on ; and, to do him justice, seemed very grave
as, sam by sum, the Squire scored down the Count’s losses on
the paper before him.

Most of the company had taken their hats and staggered off.
The Squire and Mr. Trippet were the only two that remained,
the latter still lingering by Mrs. Catherine’s sofa and'table ; and
as she, as we have stated, had been employed all the evening in
mixing the liquor for the gamesters, he was at the headquarters
of love and drink, and had swallowed so much of each as hardly
to be able to speak.

The dice went rattling on; the candles: were burning dim,
with great long wicks, Mr. Trippet could hardly see the Cap-
tain, and thought, as far as his muzzy reason would let him,
that the Captain could not see him : so he rose from hischair as

¢ el ashe could, and: fell down on Mrs. Catherine's sefa. His

t‘c_ves were fixed, his face was pale, his jaw hung down ; and he
flung out his arms and said, in 2 maudlin voice; ** Oh, you byoo-
oo-oo-tiffie Cathrine, I must have a kick-kick-iss.”

“ Beast !” said Mrs. Catherine, and pushed him away. The
drunken wretch fell off the sofa, and on to the floor; where he
stayed ; and, after snorting out some unintelligible sounds, went
10 sleep.
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The dice went rattlingon ; the candles were burning dim, with
great long wicks.

**Seven's the main," cried the Count. “Four. Three to two
against the caster.”

““Ponies,” said the Warwickshire squire,

Rattle, rattle, rattle, rattle; clatter, nine, Clap, clap, clap,
elap, eleven. | Clutter, clutter, clatter, clutter: *Seven it is,”
says the Warwickshire squire. < “*That makes €ight hundred,
Count.

*One throw for two hundred,” said the Count. “ But stop !
Cat, give us:some more punch.”

Mrs. Cat came forward ; she looked a little pale, and her hand
trembled somewhat.  ** Here is the punch; Max,” said she. It
was steaming hot, in a ]:.rgc glass, “Don't drink it all,” said
she; 1(_1\& me some.’

“ How dark it is 1" said the Count, eyeing it.

““Tt's the brandy,” said Cat.

“Well, here goes! ‘Squire, curse you ! 'here's your health,
and bad luck to you!” and he gulped off more than half the
liguor at a draught. But presently he. put down the glass and
eried, **What'infernal poison is this, Cat?”

““Poison ! said she. **It's no poison. Give me the glass.”
And she pledged Max, and dmnk a little of it. * 'Tls good
punch; Max, and'of my brewing ; I don’t think youwill ever get
any better.” | And she went back to the sofa again, and sat
down, and looked at the players,

M. Brock looked at her white face and fixed eyes with a grim
kind of curiosity. The Lount sputtered, and cursed the horrid
taste of the punch still ; but he presently took the box, and made
his threatened throw.

As before, the Squire beat him; and having booked his
winnings, rose from table as well as he might and besought
Corporal Brock to lead him downstairs - : which M. Brock did.

Liquor had' evidently stupefied the Cournt: He sat with hl{’
head between his ]nn(k muttering wildly about ill-luck, seven’s
the main, bad punch, and 5o on. The street-door banged to;
and the steps of Brock and the Squire were heard, until they
could be heard no more.

“Max,"” said she; but he did not answer, Max," said she
again, laying her hand on his shoulder.

“Curse you,” said that gentleman, “keep off, and don't be

COMPUNCTION AND CONFESSION.

laying your pawsupon me. Go to bed, you ja
for what T care ; and give me first some more pung l\—.). gallon
more punch, do you hear?™ :

The ‘gentleman, by the curses at the commencement of this
little :p;x“:ch, and the request contained at the end of it ed
that his losses vexed him, and that he was anxious to, forget
them temporaril '

*“Q Max!" whimpered Mrs. Cat, “ you—don't—want—any
more punch?"

“Don’t! Shan't I be nk in my own house, you cursed
whimpering jade, you? Getout!"” and \\.'if.}: 1hi~; the Captain
proceeded to adn T a blow upon Mrs. ( ;ul_u:nn(: S c}lm_k,

Contrary to her custom, she did not avenge it, or seek to do
$0, as on the many former occasions when disputes of this nature
had arisen between the Count and her ; but now Mrs. Catherine
fell on her knees and, clasping her hands and looking p m:’u’ll\
in the Count's face, cried, **O Count, forgive me, forgive me

“Forgive you! What for? Because I slap pul your face?
Ha, ha! I'll forgive youagain, if you don't'mind."”

*“Oh, no, no, no!" said she, wringing her hands. “Itisn't
that.  Max, dear Max, will you forgive me? 1t isn't the blow
—Tdon’t mind that .

“Tt's what, you—maudlin fool?*

It's the punck "

The Count, who was more than half seas over, here assumed
an air of much tipsy gravity, ‘‘The punch! No, T never \vi.ll
forgive you that last glass of punch. Of all the foul, h.msh_v
drinks T ever tasted, that was the worst. No, T never will for-
give you that punch

*4Oh, it isn't that, it isn’t that!"" said she.

T tell you it is that, ——you ! That punch, T say that punch
was no better than paw—aw—oison.” And here the Count’s
head sank back, A.nri he fell to snore.

& J¥ was poison 1" said she. .

© What!™ screamed he, waking up/at once, and spurning her
away from him. ** What, you infernal murderess, have you killed
me?" :

“ 0 Max !'—don’t kill me, Max! It was laudanum—indeed
itwas. You were going to be married, and I was furious, and
I went and got™

“ Hold your tongue, you fiend,” roared out the Count; and
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with more presence of mind than politeness, he flung the re-
mainder of the liquor (and, indeed, the glass with it) at the head
of Mrs. Catherine. But the poisoned chalice missed its mark,
and fell right on the nose of Mr. Tom Trippet, who was left
asleep and unobserved under the table. I

Bleeding, ‘staggering, swearing, indeed a ghastly sight, up
sprang Mr. Trippet, and drew his rapier. ‘‘Come on," says he;
““never say die! What's the row? I'm ready for a dozen of
you." And he made many blind and furious passes about the
Toom.

““Curse you, we'll die together !” shouted the Count, as he
too pulled out his toledo, and ng at Mrs, Catherine.

"“Help ! murder! thieves!’ ed she. “‘Save me, Mr.
Trippet, sayve me!” and she placed that gentleman between
Berself and the Count, and then made for the door of the bed-
room, and gained it, and bolted it.

*“Qut of the way, Trippet,’ roared the' Count—‘*out of the

you drunken beast! I'll murder her; I will—I'll have the

5 life.”  And here he gave a swinging cut at Mr. Trippet's
Sword::. it sent the weapon whirling clean out of his hand, and
through a window into the street.

! Take my life, then," said Mr. Trippet: **I'm drunk, but
I'm @ man, and, damme ! will never say die.”

** I don't want your life, you stupid fool. Hark you, Trippet,
wakeand be'sober, if you can. ‘That woman has heard of my
marriage with Miss Dripping.”

** Twenty thousand pound,” ejaculated Trippet.

““She has been jealous, I tell you, and goisoned us. She has
put laudanum into the punch.”

“What, in 7y punch?'" said Trippet, growing quite sober
and losing his courage.  ““O'Lord! O Lord!"

**Don't stand howling there, but run for a doctor; "tis our
only chance.” And away ran Mr. Trippet, as if the deuce were
at his heels.

The Count had forgotten his murderous intentions regarding
his mistress, or had deferred them at least, under the conscious-
ness of his own pressing danger. And it must be said, in the
praise of a man who had fought for and against Marlborough
and Tallard, that his courage in this trying and novel predicament
never for a moment deserted him, but that he showed the greatest
daring, as well as ingenuity, in meeting and averting the danger,
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He flew to the sideboard, where were the relics of a supper, and
seizing the mustard and salt pots, and a bottle of oil, he emptied
them all into a jug, into which he further poured a vast quantity
of hot water. This pleasing mixture he then, without a moment's
hesitation, placed to his lips, and swallowed as much of it as
nature would allow him. But when he had imbibed about a
quart, the anticipated effect was produced, and he was enabled,
by the power of this ingenious extemporaneous emetic, to get
rid of much of the poison which Mrs, Catherine had administered
to him.

He was employed in these efforts when the doctor entered,
along with Mr. Brock and Mr. Trippet; who was not a little
pleased to hear that the poisoned punch had not in all proba-
bility been given to him. He was recommended to take some of
the Count’s mixture, as a precautionary measure; but this he
refused, and retired home, leaving the Count under charge of
the physician and his iful corporal.

It is not necessary to say what further remedies were employed
by them to restore the Captain to health; but af] some time
the dogtor, pronouncing that,the dapger was, he haped, averted,
recommended that his patient should be put to bed, and that
somebody should sit by him ; which Brock promised to do.

““That she-devil will murder me, if you don't,” gasped the
poor Count. *‘You must turn her out of the bedroom; or
break open.the doer, if she refuses to let you in'

And this step was found to be necessary ; for, after shouting
many times; and in vain, Mr. Brock found a smail iron bar
(indeed, he had the instrument for many days in his pocket),
and, forced the lock., ‘The room was empty, the window was
open : the prefty barmaid of the ** Bugle” had fled.

**“The chest,” said the Count—*'is the chest safe?"

The corporal flew to the bed, under which it was screwed,
and looked, and said, ‘* It is safe, thank Heayen !" The window
was closed. The Captain, who was too weak to stand without
help, was undressed and put to bed. | The Corporal sat down
by his side ; slumber stole over the eyes of the patient ; and his
wakeful nurse marked -with satisfaction the progress of the
beneficent restorer of health,

. . . . . . . .

When the Captain awoke, as he did some time afterwards, he
found, very much to his surprise, that a gag had been placed in




210 CATHERINE: A STORY,

his mouth, and that the Corporal was in the act of whesling his
bed to another part of the room. He attempted to n!r)\’e,h:v.r-zgl
gaveutterance to suchunintelligible sounds as could issue throuch
a silk handkerchicf, .

*“If your honour stirs or cries out in the least, T will cut your
honour's throat,” said the Corporal. )

And ‘then, having recourse to his iron bar (the reader will now
see why h_c Was provided with sichi an implement, for he had
been meditating ‘this eoup for some days), he proceeded first to
attempt to burst| the lock of the little iron chest in whichf the
Count kept his treasure, and, failing in this, to unscrew it fron;
the ground’; which operation he performed satisfactorily.

"\'{ou se¢, Count,” said he calmly, “when rogues “fall out
t’he?cs the deuce to pay. ' You'll have me drammed out of 1h("
regiment, will you? T'm going to leave it of my own accnrd>
look you, “f"d tolive like a gentleman for the rest of my (1.1;.' ‘
Sn’l/{/ % Sie wwohl, noble Captain : fon repos. The squire yill
be with you pretty early in the morning, to ask for the money
you owe him."” ‘

. . . . . . . .

With these s stic observations Mr. ‘Brock departed ; not
l')_\"thc window, as Mrs. Catherine had done, but by the door
quietly, and so into the street. And when, the next mominf*’
the. doctor came to ' visit his patient, he brought with himan'
story how, at the dead of night, Mr. Brock Lhnd roused tht:
ostler at the stables where the Captain’s horses were kept—had
told him that Mrs. Catherine had poisoned the Count, and !xr;d
Tun‘off with a thousand pounds ; and how he and all lovers of
justice ought to scour the country in pursuit of the criminal.
For this end Mr. Brock mounted the Count's best horse—that
very animal on which he had carried away Mrs. Catherine : and
t}}us, on a single night, Count M jan had lost his misxr('ssr
his money, his horse, ‘his corporal, and was very near lcsinr:r
his Tife. ‘ i

=l
CHAPTER 1V.
In whick Mrs. Catherine becomes an Honesi Woman again.
Ix this woful plight, moneyless, wifeless, horseless, corporal-less,

With a gag in his mouth and a rope round his body, are we
compelled to leave the gallant Galgenstein, until his friends and
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the progress of this history shall deliver him from his durance.
Mr. Brock's adventures on the Captain's horse must likewise be
pretermitted ; for it is our business to follow Mrs. Catherine
through the window by which she made her escape, and among
the various chances that befell her.

She had one cause to congratulate herself,—that she had
not her baby at her back; for the infant was safely housed
under the care of a nurse, to whom the Captain was answerable.
Beyond this her prospeets were but dismal : no home to fly to,
but a few shillings in her pocket, and a whole heap of injuries
and dark revengeful thoughts in her bosom: it wasa sad task
to her to look either backwards or forwards. Whither was she
to fly? How tolive! What good chance was to befriend her?
‘There was an angel watching over the steps of Mrs. Cat—not
a good one, I think, but one of those from that unnameable
place, who have their many subjects here on earth, and often
are pleased to extricate them from worse perplexities.

Mrs. Cat, now, had not committed murder, but as bad as
murder ; and as she felt not the smallest repentance in her heart
—as she had, in the course of her life and connection with the
Captain, performed and gloried in a number of wicked coquetries,
idlenesses, vanities, lies, fits of anger, slan foul abuses, and
what not—she was fairly bound over to this dark angel whom
we have alluded to; and he dealt with her, and aided her, as
one of his own children.

I do not mean to say that, in this strait, he appeared to her
in the likeness of a gentleman in black, and made her sign her
pame in blood to a document conveying over to him her soul,
in exchange for certain conditions to be performed by him.
Such diabolical bargains have alyays appeared to me unworthy
of the astute personage who is stipposed to be ‘one of the parties
to them ; and who would scarcely be fool enough to pay dearly
for that which he can have in a few years for nothing. Itis not,
then, to be supposed that a demon of darkness appeared to
Mrs. Cat, and led her into-a flaming chariot harnessed by
dragons, and careering through air at the rate of a thousand
leagues a minute. No such thing ; the vehicle that was sent to
aid her was one of a much more vulgar description.

The ¢ Liverpool carryvan,” then, which in the year 1706 used
to perform the journey between London and that placein ten
days, left Birmingham about an hour after Mrs, Catherine had
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quitted that town; and as she sat weeping on a hillside, and
plunged in bitter meditation, the lumbering, jingling vehicle
overtook her. ‘The coachman was marching by the side of his
horses, and encouraging them to maintain their pace of two
niles an hour; the passengers had some of themleft the vehicle,
in.order to walk up the hill ; and the carriage had arrived at the
top of it; and, meditating a brisk trot down the declivity, waited
there until the lagging passengers should arrive: when Jehy,
casting a good-natured glance upon Mrs. Catherine, asked the
pretty maid whence she was come; and whether she would like
a ride in his carriage. To the latter of which questions Mrs.
Catherine replied truly yes; to the former;, her answer was that
she had come from Stratford ; whereas, as we very well know,
she had Jately quitted Birmingham.

‘‘Hast thee seen 'a woman pass this way, on a black horse,
with a large bag of goold over the saddle?” said Jehu, pre-
paring to mount upon the roof of his coach,

‘4 No, indeed,” said Mrs, Cat.

*“ Nor'a trooper on another horse after her—no? Well, there
be a nfortal row down Birmingham way about sich aone. She

have killed, they say, nine gentlemen at supper, and hav
strangled a German prince in bed. She have robbed him of
twenty thousand guineas, and ‘have rode away on' a black

hors

“That can't be I,"” said Mrs. Cat naively, “for I have but
three shillings and a groat.”

“ No, it can’t be thee, truly, for where’s your bag of goold?
and, besides, thee hast got too pretty a face to do such wicked
things as to kill nine gentlemen and strangle a German prince.”

‘*Law, coachman,” said Mrs. Cat, blushing archly—**Law,
coachman, do you thinkso?” The girl would have been pleased
with a compliment even on her way to be hanged; and the
parley ended by Mrs. Catherine stepping into the carriage,
where there was room for eight people at least, and where two
or three individuals had already taken their places.

For these Mrs, Catherine had in the first place to make a
story, which she did; and a very glib one for a person of her
years and education. Being asked whither she was bound, and
how she came to be alone of 2 morning sitting by a roadside,
she invented a neat history suitable to the occasion, which
elicited much interest from her fellow-passengers: one in par-

1ger
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ticular, a young man, who had canght a glimpse of her face
under her hood, was very tender in his attentions to her.

But whether it was that she had been too much fatigued by
the ocenrrences of the past day and sleepless night, or whether
the little laudanum which she had drunk a few hours previously
now began to act upon her, certain it is that ..\‘Irs. Cat now sud
denly grew sick, feverish, and extraordinarily sl@p_\' i and in
this state she continued for many hours, to the pity of :‘.Il-hcr
fallow-travellers. At length the *“carryvan” reached the inn,
where horses and passengers were accustomed 'to rest for a few
hours, and to dine ; and Mrs. Catherine was somewhat n.\\'ak-;:_n(:d
by the stirof the passengers ndly voice of the inn-
servant welcoming them to dinner. The gentleman who had
been smitten by her beauty now urged her very politely to
descend ; \'.'hic'!':, taking the protection of his arm, she accord-
ingly did.

“He made some very gallant speeches to: her as she stepped
out: and she must have been very much occupied 'r)_\_lhc;n. or
wrapt up in het own thoughts, or stupefied by sicfsp, fever, and
opium, for she did not take any heed of the pl:xcg: into which she
was going : which, had she done, she would prqx)ab!y have pre-
ferred remaining in the coach, din ss and ill. Indeed, the
inn into which she was about to make her entrance was no other
than the ** Bugle,” from which she set forth at the commence-
ment of this history : and which then, as now, was kept by her
relative, the t]lrir’i}".\Irs. Score. That good landlady, seeing a
lady, in-a smatt hood and clo: ning, as if faint, upon the
arm of a gentleman of good apy ice, concluded them to be

man and wife, and folks of quality too; and with much c'.i.:u
erimination, as well as sympathy, led them through the public
Eitchen to her own private parlour, or bar, where she h;m.dv‘d
the lady an arm-chair, and asked what she would like to drink.
By this time, and indeed at the very moment she heard heraunt’s
voice, Mrs. Catherine was aware of her situation ; and when her
comparion retired, and the landlady, with much officiousness,
insisted on removing her hood, she was quite pru;mr».xl ff-vr
the screech of surprise which Mrs. Score gave on dropping it,
exclaiming, ** Why, law bless us, it’s‘our Catherine!" .

“T'm very ill, and tired, aunt,” said Cat; *““and would give
the world for a few hours" sleep."

A few hours and welcome, my love, and a sack-posset too.
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You do look sadly tired and poorly, sureenough. Ah, Cat, Cat!
you great ladies are sad rakes, I do believe. 1 wager now, that
with all your balls, and carriages, and fine clothes, you are
neither so happy nor so well as when you lived with your poor
old aunt, who used to love you so.” And with these gentle
words, and an embrace or two, which Mrs. Catherine wondered
at,and permitted, she was conducted to that very bed which the
Count had oceupied a year previously, and undress
in it, and affectionately tucked up, by her aunt, who marvelled
at the fineness of her clothes, as she remoy
and when she saw that in Mrs. Catherine's pocket there was only
the sum of three<and-fourpence, said archly, ** There was no need
of money; for the Captain took care of that.”"
Mrs. Cat did not undeceive her ; and deceived Mrs. Score
certainly was,—for she in 1 1 gentleman who
led Cat from the carriage was no other than the Count ; ‘and, as

she had heard, from time to time, ex ggerated reports of the

splendour of the establishment which he kept up, she was in-
duced to look upon her niece with the y, highest respect, and
to treat her as if she were a fine lady, “*And so she 7 a fine
lady,” Mrs, > had-said months ago, when some of these
flattering stories_reached her; and she had overcome her first
furyat Catherine’s elopement.  “ The girl was very cruel toleave
me; ‘but we must recollect that she is as good ‘as married to a
nobleman, and must all forget and forgive, you know.”

This speech had been m o Doctor Dobbs, who was in the
habit of taking a pipe and a tankard at the *“ Bugle,” and it had
been-roundly reprobated by the worthy divine ; who told Mrs,
Score, that the crime of Catherine was only the more heinous,

thad been committed from interested motives ; and protested
that, were she a, princess, he would never speak-to her again.
Mrs, Score thought and pronounced the Doctor’s opinion to be

goted ; indeed, one of those persons who have a
marvellous respect for prosperity, and a corresponding scorn for
ill-fortune.; Whehn, therefore, she returned to the public room,
she went graciously to the gentleman who had led “Mrs. Cathe-
rine from the carriage, and with a knowing curtsey welcomed
him to the * Bugle ;" told him that his lady would not come 1o
dinner, but bade her say, with her best love to his Lordship,
that the ride had fatigued her, and that she would lie in bed for
an hour or two.
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peech was received with much wonder byl?'Ls L-:an_LchSp 3
who was, indeed, no other than a Lx}'upr(_)l tailor gx:ng uz
London to learn fashions; but h_c only 'ff“‘l'-'fig x:ud did i1c1>‘
undeceive the landlady, who herself went off, smilingly, to bustle

1 11 o
ab(l)‘;iuf:gbi)r three hours allotted to that meal by Ehc 'hbcyml
coachmasters of those d passed away, and Mr..(,oac(l;ru_;'t‘nE
declaring that his horses were now nuc‘d .rnuulgn.'nn t..i\d
they had twelve miles to ride, put le.c steeds to, ':md sqn‘ungnl':s
the passengers. Mrs. Score, \vi}o had seen '\\“:lh mu.c.x...,;v...‘.
faction that her niece was really ill, and her fever more }:O'L’:,,'
and hoped to have her for many days an inmate in her _:1-(1)\1.&,
now came forward, and casting upon the I.n'_u:p?‘ol\lt..fx.lorg
look: of profound but respectful n}:»_..ncl'o‘.}',‘ said, . Ap)-,;t)rg«
{for I recollect your Lordship quite well), the 1'1"?}‘\_“"'1":'_"-' .1:].
so ill, that it would be a sin to move 1 d T not h“iffx k;
coachman to-take down your -Lorc p's trunks, and the lady’s,
and make you a bed in the next room?

Very much to her surprise, thi
avoar of laughter. **Madam," s
not a lord, but a tailor and draper;
woman, before to-day I never set eyes on her.

“Wiat!" screamed out Mrs, Score. i Are oo
Count? Do you mean to say that you an’t Cat’s v & ;
you mean to say that you didn’t order h.cr b;-ui i mm}")':r:i
won't pay this here little bill?” {.»‘md with z:,x" j.u} pmfl):)r
a document, by which the Count's lady was made her debtc
inasu ialf-a-guinea.
”’;’11_1;-;5’: (;viriox;u.;c words excited more and more ":j:ught:;
““Pay it,;ymy Lord,” said the coachman; ":md‘ tliu.r‘. C(:ml
;1lonr;'. for time pre 4. Our respects to !?r:!' 1':;&g ) mo‘{;ﬂ ;
one passenger. *“Tell her my Lord can't \\.;ut-, . ;mé
and with much merriment one and all quitted the hotel, ente

¢ coact d rattled off. =
uni)(u?\i{»”—,izls with terror and rage—bill in lmnd,’_.\?rs'. \;orie
had followed the company ; but when the _conch mr:.if"q.k\l.(.}(‘,.
her senses returned. - Back she flew into the inn, ovcrturn:n:(';.t 5
ostler, not deigning to answer Doctor Dobbs (who, f.r_om.‘.xnfr?
soft tobacco-fumes, mildly asked the reason O.f hc:r. dl:\u,I mr:itr),;
and, bounding upstairs like a fury, she rushed into the roo
where Catherine lay.




216 CATHERINE ! A STORY.

“Well, madam!” said she, in her highest key, “do you
mean that you have come into this here house to swindle me?
Do you dare for to come with your airs here, and call yourself
& nobleman’s lady, and sleep in the best bed, when you're no
better nor a common tramper 2 I'll thank you, ma'am, to get
out, ma’am.  I'll 'have no sick paupers in this house, ma’am,
You know yotr ‘way to the workho » ma'am, and there I'll
trouble youfor'to go.”"  And here Mrs. Score proceeded quickly
to pull off the bedclothes ; and poor Cat arose, shivering with
fright and fever.

She had no, spirit to answer, as she‘wonld have done the day
before, when an oath from any human being would have Brought
half-a-dozen from her in return ; or a knife, or a plate, or a leg
of mutton, if such had been to her hand. She had no Spirit
left for such repartees: but in reply to the above words of Mrs.
Score, and @ great many more of the.same kind—which are
ot necessary for our history, but which that lady uttered with
inconceivable shrillness' and volubility, the poor wench could
say little,—only sob/and shiver, and gather up the clothes again,
ctying, ““ Oh, aunt, don’t speak unkind to me! Pm Very un-
happy, and veryill 1"

““HL, you strumpet ! ill, be hanged ! Tll is as ill doess and if
youare ill, it's only what you merit.” Get out.! dress yourself—
trampl, Get to the workhouse, and don't come to cheat me any
more! Tress you —do you hear? Satin petticoat forsooth,
and laceto.her smock 1"

Poor, wretched, chattering, burning, shivering Catherine
huddled on: her clothes as well she might : she seemed hardly
to know or see what she was doing, and did not reply a single
word to the many that the landlady let fall.\, Cat tottered down
the marrow stairs, and through the kitchen, and ‘to. the door;
which she caught hold of, and paused awhile, and looked into
Mrs. Score's face, as for one more chance. ““Get out, you
nasty trull 1" said that lady sternly, with arms akimbo: and
poor Catherine, with @ most piteots scream and outgush! of
tears, let goiof the door-post and staggered-away into the road.

“Why, no—yes—no—it is poor Catherine Hall, as I live! "
said somebody, starting up, shoving aside Mrs. Score very rudely,
and running into the road, wig off and pipe in hand. It was
honest Doctor Dobbs ; and the result of his interview with Mrs,
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e 3 is pipe at the
Cat was, that he gave up for ever smoking his p_xpc_' e
“Bugle ;" and that she lay sick of a fever for some weeks in his
house, i : .
Over this part of Mrs. Cat's history we shall be as b;p.-[" as
ssible: for, to tell the truth, nothing immoral occurred dur Dl
: e ety bt 's house ; i we are no
Eﬁr whole stay at the good Doctor’s .huufc, ﬁnu \\’.L, fm i:;\'
going to insult the reader by offering him Sl“}"{)‘lﬁ,ldfta qlkp d
:huur"ulncw oood sense, and simplicity ; which are milk-and-
rfulness, g sense, I

wal i o reli i n like a good
i S or all, and have no relish with then
qater virtues after ail, and Ao v i
strong vice, highly peppered. Well, to be short : Doctor Dob
£=3 =% < -

i S very Ssi > gentleman
though a profound theologian;, was a very :._mpl; g:ém; e
§ } 3 ne 1164 e na

and ‘before Mrs. Cat had been a month in the house,
Jearned to look upon her as one of LvihL o
s in the world ; and had, Mrs, bs,
entant characters in the world § 2, o
Se;olvcd many plans for the future welfare of l.l'u. )qungbl\!ar«)gggmr ;
-"M\'bc was but sixteen, my love, recollect,” said the :

most injured and re-
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*“she was carried off; not by her own wish either. The Count
swore he would marry her ; and, though she did not leave him
until that monster tried to poison her, yet think what a fine
Christian spirit the poor girl has shown ! she forgives him as
heartily—more heartily, T am sure, than I do Mrs. Score for
turning her adrift in that wicked way.” The reader will perceive
some difference in the Doctor’s statement and ours, which we
assure him is/the true one :' but the fact is, the honest rector had
had his tale from Mrs, Cat; and it was not in his nature to doubt,
if she had told him a history ten times'more wonderful,

The reverend gentleman and his wvife then laid their heads
together | and, récollecting something of John Hayes's former
attachment to Mrs. Cat, thought that it might be advanta-
geously renewed, should Hayes be still constant. Having very
adroitly sounded Catherine (so adroitly, indeed, as+to ask her
* whether she would like to marty John Hayes?"), that young
woman had replied, ““No. She had loved John Hayes—he had
been her early, only love ; but she was fallen now, and not good
enough for him.” And this made the Dobbs family admire her
more:and more, and cast about for means to bring the marriage
10 pass.

Hayes was away from.the village when Mrs. Cat had arrived
there ; but he did not fail to hear of her illness, and how her
aunt had deserted her, and the good Doctor taken herin, The
worthy Doctor himself met Mr., Hayes on the gxeen ; and, telling
him that some repairs were wanti g in his kitchen, begged him
10 step in and examine them. Hayes first said no, plump, and
then'no, gently*+ and then pished, and then psha'd; and then,
trembling very much, went in; and there sat Mrs, Catherine,
trembling very much too,

What passed between them? If your ‘Ladyship is anxious to
know, think of that morning when Sir John himself popped the
question. Could there be anything more stupid than the con-
versation which took place? Such staffis not worth repeating :
no, not when uttered by peaple in /the very genteelest of com-
pany: as for the amorous dialogue of a carpenter and an

ex-barmaid, it is worse still. Suffice it to say, that Mr. Hayes,
who had had a year to recover from his passion, and had, to all
appearances, quelled it, was over head and ears again the very
moment he saw Mrs. Cat, and had all his work to do again,

Whether the Doctor knew what was going on, T can't say;
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but this matter is certain, that every cx’cning Hayes \\'Vs::‘nc?:v‘ .n
the rectory kitchen, or else walking abroad “"fh Mrs. (,Zl-ul(f.XLK -
and whether she ran away with him, or h_c with ?k:r, I hhiﬁ.}x““ll
make it my business to inquire ; hut_ccrmfx?’.y at l:{c .cnfl of k.m-\u
months (which must be crowded up into this om:“utu_e.: .scr:tcrlxc:_ '
another elopement took place in the village. I :unu.u'l_ \,
prevented it, certainly,” said Doctor D(ll)h_i—‘-\h:‘l‘cf“ ﬁb ,\\1.?
smiled ; * but the young people kept the matter a‘:gcrg‘-t 1\!;)!:1
me.” And so he would; had he known it; but ..".uug-..l. 2 ‘r~
Dobhs had made several attempts to-acquaint hu}l ‘.\L‘\h the
precise hour and method of the intended (:}upv.:mr_*nt, he pe_'r::n'x.'pt
torily ordered her to hold her tongue. rh(: f;u:t is, l‘h‘t:. ku.
matter had been discussed by the rector's I;m;." m;uvx') '« “,'\|
“ Young Hayes,” would she say, ‘‘has a pretty little fo;ulH\;u
trade of his own ; he is an only son, and may marry a'\,,)}‘ g {_
and, though not specially handsome, generous, or nmm}:.a‘. .jho
an aindeniable love for Cat (who, you know, must 11(:1 ; [vu‘
ticular), and the sooner she marries him, I m:nk.. l.n:d;:t.u.
They can't be married at our church you kl?o.“,' m P
¢ Well,"' said the Doctor, ““if Un,‘)‘_:\n: m‘r-. l::d‘f:lr.t:\\}(l;rl.. .l.{]is
help it, and know nothing about !l,‘k.)().»:_ you. :\,‘n, vu\po-]:ﬁb] :
hint the elopement took place: whxc:}, indeed, was ’,xan.{.lrg
performed early one Sunday morning about a month alte ,.1.} =
Hall getting behind Mr. Hayes on-a n, and r}ll the chi urﬁrt
e parso iggling behind the window-blinds to seethe
of the parsonage giggling behind th
o
pml';;r(i)n(;*ﬂ:lhis month Mr. Hayes had cnu?cd LI}«: banns to h{c
published at the town of Worcester ; judgmg rsghFly ﬂmti'w;’ .
great town they would cause no such remark as in a so itary
:ilh e, and thither he conducted his lady. O ill-starred John
H:\lvis,! whither do the dark Fates lead you? - O fc\:oILsn'Do;ti:
Dobbs, to forget that young people ought to non‘o.m:ul'a‘(‘;:,;'
parents, and to yield to silly Mrs, Dobbs's ardent propensity &
making matches.
. . . » . . .
The London Gazette of the 15t -April; 1706, contains a pro;
clamation by the Queen for putting into execution an Act oi
Parliament for the encouragement and insrem;c of =e'}xmn,1m
for the petter and speedier manning of Her Majesty :t{t:d.
whieh authorises all justices to issue warrants to consta wz,
petty constables, headboroughs, and tything-men, to enter, and,

. -
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if need be, to break open the doors of any houses where they
shall believe deserting seamen to be ; and for the further increase
and encouragement of the navy, to take able-bodied landsmen
when seamen fail. This Act, which occupies four columns of
the Gazettz, and another of similar length and meaning for press-
ing men; into the army, need not be quoted at length here; but
Caused a mighty stir throughout the kingdom at the time when
it was in force.

As.one has seen or heard, after the march of a great army, a
number of rogues and loose characters bring up the rear ; in like
manner, at the tail of a great measure of State, follow many
Toguish personal interests, which are protected by the main
body. - The great measure of Reform, for instance, carried along
with it much private jobbing and swindling—as could be shown
were we not inclined to deal mildly with the Whigs ; and this
Enlistment Act, which, in order to maintain the British glories

Flanders, dealt most cruelly with-the British people in Eng-

ud (it is not the first time that 2 man has been pinched at home
10 make a fine appearance abroad), created a great company of
rascals and informers throughout the land, who lived upon it;
OF upoen extortion-from those who were subject to it, or not being
subject to it were frightened into the belief that they were,

When Mr. Hayes and his lady had gone rough the marriage
ceremony at Waorceester, the former, concluding that at such a
place lodging and food might be procured at a cheaper rate,
looked about carefully for the meanest public-house in the town,
where he might deposit his bride.

In the kitchen of this inn, a party of men were drinking ; and,
as Mrs. Hayes declined, with a proper sense of her superiority,
10 eat in company with such low fellows, the landlady showed
her and her husband 10 an inner apartment; where they might
be served in private,

The kitchen party seemed, indeed, not such as a lady would
choose to join. There was one huge lanky fellow, that looked
like 2 soldier, and *had’ ahalberd ; another was Habited in @
sailor's costume; with a fascinating patch over one eye ; anda
third, who seemed the leader of the gang, was a stout manina

ailor's frock and a horseman’s jack-boots, whom one might
fancy, if he were anything, to be a horse-marine, B

Of one of these worthies, Mrs. Hayes thought she knew the
figure and voice ; and she found her conjectures were true, when,

AT'S HUSBAND. 221

1 L 73 J cave i“ ",..
all of a sudden, three people, without * With you leave,” or " By :
<y '1"r + into the room into which she and her spouse
JUISL & ) -

At their head wasno other than her old friend, Mr.
At their hes ‘her ;4
ad his sword drawn, and his finger to h'L;.lllE‘L.
5% s Catherine. He with the
joini {lence, as it were, to Mrs. C e
enjoining silence, : ! ' - Eeawl It
;-' h m: his eve seized incontinently on Mr. Hn)::, the
PwC he halberd } he door; two or three heroes sup
i I srd kept the door ; two or _
an with the halberd kep ; Ot (IS0 @
= I‘Lm one-eved man; who, with a Joud voice, exclaimed
S R R i ce ! you are isoner, in
‘r:ODmvn with your arms—no resistance ! you are my prisonct,
the Queen’s name!” g
And here, at this lock, we s
\apter ;

your leave,” 1
had retired.
Peter Brack ; he'h

/e the whole company until
ssibly explain what they were.

CHAPTER V.

; ¥'s Autobiography, and-otber M
Contains My, Brock's Autol iography, a

i en?” s 5 S00n
“¥ou don't sure believe these mens sa

i i Mr. Brock and his
as the first alarm caused by the irruption of Mr. I’»xu:};.» Qs
i ons. i ‘These are ate’s men:
companions had subsided. ‘‘ These :mj no}m 2
it is but a trick to rob you of your monu’\ Jo -..;, e
R i : i fit!" screamed Hayes.

“1 sill never give up a farthing of it ! = e
«Yonder fellow,” continued Mrs, Catherine, .
oy 18 e+ | "- - o cm—
all his drawn sword and fierce 1091\ : hi 'zm\n]\t ;w-»ocp g
+« Wood, madam, at your service : said Mr. Bro 1 ke
is town: an't I, Tim:
ustice Gobble, of this town: &
follower to Mr. Justice Gobble, 0. &0 £
'01'1 Mr. Brock to the tall halberdman whowas ka.q?mg the ufo?
it \ . '.1d I im archly ; ' we're all followers of s
“ Yes, 1ndeec z
honour Just 3 X i
4 Certainly 1" said the one-eyed man. L
& ied tl in the nightcap.
= " cried the man in the nightcaf i 7
S .d now 2" continued Mr.
deny the testimony of gentle-
‘i to apprehend all able-

s 1 suppose, madam, you're
Brock, alias Wood. **You can’t deny
o fae gl e lour m:‘x‘:zlj:oo:o‘od account of themselves,

ied niale persons who can give 10 gOOC LU e
t::tl enrol th[;cm in the service c?f I-Ilcr ‘\-I,n"?{'\‘;) Iﬁ.élstm s
Mr. Hayes” (who stood trembling in -hqu;x\\.\'e'u sk o
be a bolder; properer, straighter gentleman ?

Sl T

f iier before the day's ove o

for a grenadier before et Lo R
+ Take heart, John—don't be frightened, Pshs
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he man,” cried out Mrs, Hayes: *“he is only here to
extort money."

“Oh, for that matter, T
me see; where was it?
Birmingham,—about
Count-Gar*'——

** Oh, sir 1" here ctied Madam Hayes, dropping her voice at
once from a tone of scorn to ane of gentlest enfreaty, '“what is
it you want with my husband? T know not, indeed, if ever I
SaW you before, | For 'what do you seize him? How much will
You take toirelease him, and let us’'go? Name the sim i heis
rich; and "'——

know t

do think T recollect the lady. T
At Birmingham, I think—ay,
the time when they tried to

£t
at
murder

{ Réck, Catherine!"” cried Ha ““Rich '—0O heavens!
Sit, T have nothing but my hands to Supportme: I ama poor
Carpenter, sir, working under my father't "

“He can give tventy guineas to be free
said Mrs, Cat,

“I have but a guinea to carry me home," sighed out Hayes.
® But you have twenty at home, John,” said his wife. ““Give
& brave gentlemen g Writing' to your mother, and she will
Pay; and you will let us free then, gentlemen—won't youz"
*“When the money’s paid, yes,"said
$O0b)in course,” echoed
“What's a thrifiing detinti

i I know he can1”

th

the leader, Mr. Brock.
the“tall man with the halberd.
on, my dear?” continued he, ad-
deessing | Hayes, “Well” amuse oy in your absence, and
drink to the heaith of your pretty v here, "

This promise, to do the } dier justice, he fulfilled. He
called upon the landlady to produce the desired liquor; and
when Mr. Hayes flung himself at that lady's feet, demanding
Succour from ther, and asking whether there was no law in the
land—

“There’s no law at the ‘ Three Rooks’ except #is/™ said
Mz. Brock in reply, holding up a horse-pistol. To which the
hostess, grinning, assented, and silently went her way.

After some further <o itations, John Ha rew out the
necessary letter to his father, stating that he was pressed, and
would not be set free under a sum of twenty guineas ; and that
it would be of no use to detain the bearer of the letter, inasmuch
as the gentlemen who had Possession of him vowed that they
would murder him should any h

arm befall their comrade. As
a further proof of the authenticity .of the letter, a token was
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LA and that his mother had given
added : a ring that Hayes wore, and
g issives were, after some consultation, intrusted 1(1.1:_1c
nv‘),m,bs'\t;‘l ]1‘,(“ who seemed to rank as S{‘:C()h(.\;.n
S S :3.1 ,1- 5 that marched under Corporal I'OK? i
R indifferently Ensign, Mr., or even
T':us g._-nr.lcm:'i]ﬂv\"‘:-f lx‘i; intimates occasionally ir} sport cml
C;\;nm'n Macs! 1....’..‘". ot ance of that foatire srihiz counies
him Nosey, fr.om the [j far: fhe very-redson i bioughties
mn: first = r\-:.m —~ 1;1(,-11:‘1('(1 on E s's horse ; l(?f'.\-mAg. a
quitted \\':;.L. '1’1h = Rooks’ not a little anxious for his return.
parties at the sz(;c exncoted il ext morning ; and d‘
This was not id Mr. Hayes pass. Dinner was served,
weary nuif de noces did Mr. Hayes pas 'ml this two friends en-

. - Pre
4 ing to promise, Mr. Brock ¢ s o
! ﬁclcordd‘b] ; Iolno with the bride and bridegroom. Punch
jove PNEQL IONEWILIL RS

joyed the 5

i 7; then came supper.
I d, and this w en in company ; then cm])u n“n.
o ¢ alone partook of this, the other two gmt' m__ p‘
... P}mld\ o 'r;‘ their pipes and landlady in the l\xlchan‘.
i the s o ~fees " said the ex-corporal
feTIfzis a sorry entertainment, I confess, mxi;ub:dnl mn;q',;,_:
. ba e h 1 2
«and a dismal way for a_gentleman to spend is br S
- Sl i v dears: for w < 5
y stay with, your, my dears: 1
but somebody must stay 3 e
1’13: you might take a fancy to scream out of windo \ s
lj}h r' '\'oul(i be murder, and the deuce and all to pn‘L e o
o I i is 1 i you must 3
‘Lmu‘st stay, and my friends love a pipe, SO you It I
us Ay, ar ynec
with my company until they can e it e T
er wil of course, expect that U - .
The reader will not, of 4 S
were to pass the night, however ur ingly, tOgC‘ltheiJ s,
b ald i ly, and without an)
id si re and moody, an
room, should sit there dumb < jl e e
personal ‘communication ; on the contr: 4 ..uu‘mq s Uy
old ‘soldier, entertained his prisoners with ;'_ = .C:“quor i
i "z s - 3 "o v the helr i and
: I that lay in his power, by the F -
and did all that lay i _ e i
:1; sersation, to render their durance tolerable. O Ry
ersation, to : Bt el
€O yom his atte ns werea good deal thrown 3.:):._\ : dc. s
A e u be made alk
2c;nsexmtc<l to drink copiously, but ccs.‘lc_l~ n—zzl e
ch ; and, in fact, the fright of the seizure, the i3 ; ndou}
mu and, , the frig e ;
over h’im should his parents refuse ara 1:om, n'xxdutlxdc Sl
3 rould take place sho they acce
outlay of money which “oddh' mi,}:d el wi
to it, weighed altogether on his s
e ? in her heart
: f“s for Mrs, Cat, I don’t think she was atall sorryinti
As for Mrs,
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to.see the old Corporal : for he had been a friend of old times—
dear times to her; she had had from him, too, and felt for him,
not a little kindn there was really a very tender, innocent
friendship subsisting between this pair of raseals, who relished
much a night's conversation together.

The Corporal, after treating his prisoners to punch i great
(uantities, proposed the amusement.of cards: over which Mr.
Hayes bad not been occupied more than an hour, when he found
himself soexcessively sleepy as to be persuaded to fiing: himself
down on' the bed dressed as he was; and there to snore away
until morning.

Mrs. ( ion for'sleep; and the Corporal,

equally wakeful, plied incess: xhc bottle, and held with her
& sleep, which was equivalent

restraint from their talk.
She explaine: d m D'ocL th circumstances of hér marriage, which
we have already described ; they wondered at the chanee which
had brought them together at the T} ook nar did

ock at all'l tell her at once that his calling was quite

illegal, and intention was simply to extort money. = The

worthy Corporal had not J:': slightest s hun\" r<'g:’.r<linqvhis own

profession,and cut many jok h'Mrs. € bout her late one ;

hier attempt to murder. the Connt, and‘her future prospeets as
a wife.

g brought him upon the sceéne again, we may

as well shortly narrate'some of the principal circumstances which

efell him after his sudden departure from Birmingham; and

ited wi h much' candour to Mrs. Catherine.

e to Oxford (having exchanged his

¥ dress for a civil costume on the road), and at Oxford he

disposed of ** George of Denmark," a great bargain, to 'one of

the Lc'uk of colleges. As soon as Mr. Brock, who took on

1 tain Wood, had sufficiently

ty, he proceeded at once

for a gentleman/of his fortune and

phical indifference,

ator, the Gasette, and

urnals of those d h he ntade a point of

examining at **Button's" and 'V , accurate description
person, his clothes, and the | e rode, and a promise
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of fifty guineas' reward to any person who would give an account
of him (so that he might be captured) to Captain Count Galgen-
stein at Birmingham, to Mr. Murfey at the ** Golden Ball" in
the Savoy, or Mr. Bates at the ** Blew Anchor in Pickadilly.”
But Captain Wood, in an enormous full-bottomed periwig that
cost him sixty pounds,® with high red heels to his shoes, a silver
sword, and a gold snuff-box, and a large wound ({obtained, he
said, at the siege of Barcelona), which disfigured much of his
countenance, and caused him to cover one eye, was in S

danger, he thought, of being mistaken for Corporal Broc

deserter of Cutts's ; and strutted along the Mall with as grave
an air as the very best nobleman who appeared there. He was
generally, indeed, voted to be very good company ; and as hi
expenses were unlimited (“A few convent candlesticks,
dear,” he used to whisper, “* melt into a vast number of doub-
loons "), he commanded as good society as he chose to ask for:
and it was speedily known as a fact throughout town, that
Captain Wood, who had served under His Majesty Charles 111
of Spain, had carried off the diamond petticoat of Our Lady of
Compestella, and lived upon the proceeds of the fraud. People
were good Protestants in those days, and many a one longed to
haye been his partner in the pious plunder,

All sarmises concerning his wealth, Captain Wood, with
much discretion, encouraged. He contradicted no report, but
was quite ready to confirm all; and when two different rumours
were positively put to him, I uked only to laugh, and say,
**My dear sir, 7don't make t but I'm not called upon
to deny them ; and I give you f ; g, that 1 shall assen
o ucr\ one of them ; so you may believe them or not, as you
please.” And so he had the reputation of being a gentleman,
not'only wealthy, but discreet. ‘In truth, it was almest a pity
that worthy Brock had not been a gentleman born ; in which
case, doubtless, he would have lived and died as became his
station ; for he spent his money like a gentleman, he loved
women like a gentleman, he would fight like a gentleman, he
gambled and got drunk like a gentleman. - What did he want
else? Only a matter of six descents, a little money, and an
estate, to render him the equal of St. John or Harley. “*Ah,
those were merry days ! " would Mr. Brock say,—for ‘he loved,

* In the ingenious contemporary history of Moll Flanders, a periwi
is mentioned as costing that sum.

3
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in a good old age, to recount the story of his London fashion-
able campaign ;—'“and when I think how near T was to become
a great man, and to die perhaps a general, I can't but marvel
at the wicked obstinacy of my ill-luck.”

."1 will tell .you what I did, my dear: T had lodgings in
Piccadilly as if I were a lord; I had two large periwigs, and
three suits of laced clothes ; T kept a little black dressed out like
a ’I"urk; I walked daily in the Mall; I dined at the politest
ordinary in Covent Garden; I frequented the best of coffee-

FAT
houses, and knew all the pretty fellows of the town ; T cracked
2 bottle with Mr. Addison, and lent many a piece to Dick Steele
(2 sad debauched rogue, my dear); and, above all, I'll tell you
what T did—the noblest stroke that sure evera gentleman [’JC']'-
formed in my situation,

*“One day, going into *Will's,' T saw a crowd of gentlemen
gathered together, and heard one of them say, * Cnpl;in Wood !
I d?'n'l know the man ; but there wasa Capxzajn Wood in South-
well's regiment.” Egad, it was my Lord Peterborough himself
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vho was talking about me. So, putting off my hat, I made a
most gracious congé to my Lord, and said I knew Aim, and
rode behind him at Barcelona on our entry into that town.

“4 No doubt you did, Captain Wood,' says my Lord, taking
my band ; “and no doubt you know me: for many more know
Tom Fool, than Tom Fool knows." And with this, at which
all of us laughed, my Lord called for a bottle, and he and I'sat

jown and drank it together.

“Well, he was in disgrace, as you know, but he grew mighty
fond of fae, and—would you believe it >—nothing would satisfy
him but presenting me at Court! Yes, to Her Sacred Majesty
the Queen, and my Lady Marlborough, who was in high
feather. Ay, truly, the sentinels on duty used to salute me as if
1 were Corporal John himself! I was on the high road to
fortune. Charley Mordaunt used to call me Jack, and drink
Canary at my chambers; I used to make one at my Lord
Treasurer’s levee ; I had even got Mr. Army-Secretary Walpole
t6 take a hundred guineas as a compliment : and he had promised
me @ majority : when bad luck turned, and all my fine hopes
were overthrown in'a twinkling.

" You see, my dear, that after we had left that gaby, Galgen-

stein;—ha, ha,—with 2 gag in his nx and twopence-half-
penny in his pocket, the honest Count was in the sorriest plight
in the world; owing money hereand there to tradesmen, a cool
thousand to the Warwickshire squire: and all this. on eighty
pounds a year! Well, for a little time the tradesmen held their
Hands 3 “while the jolly Count moved heaven and earth. to catch
hold of his dear Corporal and his dear money-bags over again,
and placarded every town from London to Liverpool with de-
scriptions of my pretty person. The bird was flown, however,—
the money clean gone,—and when there was no hope of regain-
ing it, what did the creditors do but clap my gay gentleman
into Shrewsbury gaol : where T wish he had rotted, for my part.

« But rio'such Tuck for honest Peter Brock, or Captain Wood,
as hewas in those days. One blessed Monday I went to wait
on Mr. Secretary, and he squeezed my hand and whispered to
me that Twas to be Major of a regiment in Virginia—the very
thing: for you see, my dear, I didn't care about joining my
Lord Duke in Flanders; being pretty well known to the army
there. The Secretary squeezed my hand (it had a fifty-pound
bill in it) and wished me joy and called me Major, and bowed
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me out of his closet into the ante-room ; and, as gay as may be,
I went off to the ‘ Tilt-yard Coffee-house ' in Whitehall, whicﬁ i;
much frequented by gentlemen of our profession, where I bragged
not a little of my good luck. i

‘“Amongst the company were several of my acquaintance, and
amongst them a gentleman I did not much care to see, look you !
I saw a uniform that 1 knew—red and yellow facings—Cutts's
my dear ; and the wearerof this was no other than hi: Excellenc;‘
Gustayus Adolphus Maximilian, whom we all know of !

*He stared me full in the face, right into my eye (U'other one
was patched, you know) ; and after standing stock-still with his
mouth open, gave a Step back, and' then a step forward, and
then screeched out, ‘ It's Brock !

¢« <1 beg your pardon, sir,’ says I} *did you speak to me?"

TN swearit's Brock,' cries Gal,as soon as he hears my
voice; and laid hold of my cuff (a pretty bit of Mechlin as ever
you saw, by the way).

“+Sirrah !’ says 1, drawing it back, and giving my Lord a
Tittle touch of the fist (just at the last button of the waistcoat
my dear,—a rare place if you wish to prevent a man from sr)mk:
ing too much: it sent him reeling to the other end of the réom).
*Ruffian!’ says I. ‘Dog!’ says I. “Insolent puppy and
coxcombl what do you mean by laying your hand on me?”

A ‘Faith, Major, you giv him his #:/yful,’ roared out a long
Ir_1sh unattached ensign, that I had treated with many a glass obf
Nantz at the tavern. And so, indeed, I had; for the wretch
could not speak for some minutes, and all the officers stood
laughing at him, as he writhed and wriggled hideously.

4 *Gentlemen; this is a monstrous scandal,’ says one officer.
 Men of rank and honour at fists like a parcel of carters |’ :

““ “Men of honour ! says the Count, who had fetched up his
breath by this time. (I made for the door, but Macshane held
me and said, ‘Major, you are not going to shirk him, sure?’
Whereupon 1 gripped his hand and vowed I would have the
dog’s life.) y

# *Men of honour !’ says the Count. ‘I tell you the man is
a deserter, a thief, and a swindler! He was m)-' corporal, and
ran away with a thou'—

“*Dog, you lie!" I roared out, and made another cutat him
with my cane; but the gentlemen rushed between us.

*¢+ O bluthanowns ! " says honest Macshane, * the lying scoun-
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threl this fellow is! Gentlemen, I swear be me honour that
Captain Wood was wounded at Barcelona ; and that T saw him
there: and that he and I ran away together at the battle ol
Almanza, and bad luck to us.'

‘“You see, my dear, that these Irish have the strongest imagi-
nations in the world ; and that I had actually persuaded poor
Mae that he and I were friends in Spain. Everybody knew
Mac, who was a character in his way, and believed him.

4 Strike agentleman ! ' says I “ I'll have your blood, Twill."

+¢ ©This instant,” says the Count, who was boiling with fury;
*and where you like.’

i+ * Montague House,’ says pod,’ says he. And off we
went. In good time too, for the constables came in at the
thought of such a disturbance, and wanted to take us in charge.

“ But the gentlemen present, being military men, would not
hear of this. Out came Mac's rapier, and that of half-a-dozen
Gthers ; and ‘the constables were: then told to do their duty if
they liked, or to take a crown-piece, and leave us to ourselves.
Off they went ; and presently, ina couple of coaches, the Co
and bis friends, I and mine, drove off to the fields b
Mantague House, Ohthat vile coffec-house ! why did L enter it?

«We came to the ground. = Honest Macshane was my second,
and much disappointed because the second on the other side
would not make a fight of it, and exchange a few passes with
him- but he was an old major, a cool old hand, as brave as
steal, and no fool. Well, the swords are measured, Galgenstei
strips off his doublet, and I my handsome cut-velvet, in like
fashion. Galgenstein flings off his hat, and 1 anded mine over
—the lace on it cost me twenty pounds. I longed to be at him,
for—eurse himi—I hate him, and know that he has noichance
with me at sword's-play.

o« You'll not fight in that periwig, sure?’ says Ma
« Of course not,’ says I, and took it off.

May all barbers be roasted in flames; may all periwigs,
bobwigs, scratchwigs, and Ramillies gock zle in purgatory
from this day forth to the end of time!" Mine was the ruin of
me’s what might I not have been now but for that wig!

s gave it oyer to Ensign Macshane, and with it went what I
had quite forgotten, the large patch which I wore over one
which popped out fierce, staring, and lively as was ever any eye

in the world.
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*“‘Comeon!’
sprang back (
old times

says I, and made a lunge at my Count : but he
the dog was as active as a hare, and knew, from
» that T was his master with the small-sword), and his
se?f)nd, \.\'omicring. struck up my blade. : 1
if 5“‘;\;'1‘1!1 n'ot fight that .nmn,i says he, looking mighty pale,
pon my honour that his name is Peter Brock he was

for two years my corpoml,-and deserted, running away with a
thousand pounds of my moneys, Look at the fellow! What
did he wear a patch over it?

is the matter with his eye? why
ViR eii i) r S
Bul]vsmp. says he, I ‘have more proof. Hand me my
%)ocfl-lxxyl':. And from it, sure enough, he produced the in-
ernal proclamation announci leserti ‘See i
Sl e ouncing) my, desertion!  *See if the
- il G scar -across left ear” (and I can't say, my dear,
Bl:;.\hml .I h.:xve: it was done by a cursed Dutchman at the
Jm\ I}«»). x Tull me if he bas not got C.R. in blue upon his right
ar > 1t ie 1 1 i
"1 (x ll)&l:u it is sure 1) “Yonder swaggering Irish-
HL.I‘IA may I.)c his accomplice for what I know ; but Lwill have no
dm:nzlgs with Mr. Brock, save with a constable for a second.’
TR 5
1S s an odd story, Captain Wi ' sai 3
' 0ad story, Captain Wood," said the old Maj
who acted for the Count. ' i
““A scounthrelly fal regardi
ey \1) _1:11 ood regarding me and my friend !’
i % i r.l_. acshane § ‘and the Count shall answer for it.’
Rtop, stop ! says the Major, ¢ Captain Wood is too gallant
o . P < jefy } F
isb;x?tle.nm‘n, I'am sure, not to satisfy the Count ; and will show
1at fie f1as no such mark on irm as only private soldiers
put there,
Captain Wood,' sax
Pll-fight that scoundrel G
like a man of honour ;
thief 1’
*“No, in'coorse,’ said Ma hane,
“*I must take my man off the ground.’ I j
T m;ul off the ground,” says the Major.
e “ WAKE AIm, sir,'says T, in a rage; “and just let me
ave the pleasure of telling him that he's : jar ;
s n[w e tell ng him Uu}k he's a coward and a liar ;
AR ¥ lodgings are jn Piccadilly, where; if ever he finds
courage to meet me, he may hear of me |*
(L ») :
Faugh! I shpit yeall,” cries
gh| on yeall,’ cries my y cshane,
o g ) ,' Cries my gallant :}Uw Macshane.
: Sf e kept bis word, or all but—suiting the action
to it at any rate. :
And so we gathered up our clott
Separate coaches, and no blood spilt.

s I, “will do no such thing, Major.

>nstein, or you, or any of you,
I won't submit to be searched like a

1es, and went back in our

CAPTAIN WOOD IN DIFFICULTIES.
u i And is it thrue now,’ said Mr. Macshane, when we were
g o . 2 S
alone—is it thrue now, all these divvles have been saying?
4+ Ensign,’ says I, “you're 3 man of the world !
g '3 ! % M 1 } o Twe s W 2 M
«'Deed and I am, and insign these Lyenty-tvo years.
¢+ Perhaps you'd like a few pieces?’ says L. " .
¢+ Faith and I should ; for, to tell you the secred thrut, T've
not tasted mate th :
« cWeil then, Ensign, 1t #
vou shall have some at the
stop until he b
my time was precious.
he laughed, and swor - of i
he ever heard on. When his belly was full, I took out a.couple
of guineas and gave them to him. Mr. Macshane began to cry
et S vore he never would desert me : as

e of _4;(‘:1:')".'/; hip

t this, and kissed me, and s

at this, and kissed me, ar :

1 't think | ill ; for we re bee :‘.b&'_\{

indeed, my dear, I don’t think he w ill ; for we have been the =

o y < \J 3 T "W N, o

of friends ever since, and he's the only man I ever could trust,

think. : :

A e ! ' e

] don't know what put it into my head, but I x.:u.! 17 SCE nrl of

<ome mischief in thewind ; so stopped the coach a little before

ing into a tavern, begged Macshane to g0
I got home, and, turning into a tavern, begged Macsh g

before me to my lodging, and see if the coast was clear : which
’.u: did ; and came back to me:as p death, saying that the
! ;'and came be ) i )52 S
house was full of constables. The > arrel at the %
1 s 11IDNON 1 . T etly swe
vard had, I suppo: the beaks upon me ; and a pretty Sw €I
they madeof it: Ah, my dear! five hundred pounds in money,
' i s e hecides Taced shirts
five suits of laced clothes igs, besides AQL]‘;d S ‘-v, l,l
i to g " he
swords, canes, and snufi-boxes ; all to go back to &
scoundrel Count. i A
i SaW. “ing 4 gentleman
v It was all.overwith me, I saw— morc‘ bcmi? g(imlln“ 7 A
i i be caugl ralc e betwee
for me; and if I remained to'be caught, only ac ?1c'n i
Tybur: d a file of grenadie: My love, undér such circum-
Tyburn and a file of grenadi y -
stances, a gentleman can't be particular, and 1'.1}1:1 be pmn;pu;
the livery-stable was hard by where 1 used to hire my l.io.;u
: 20 jas kn as a man of substance,
gotorCourt;—ha | ha !.—.’md was know X.]_ as s
Thither I went immediately.  “Mr. Warmmash,” says 1, ny
1 r a ride S °F 0
gallant friend here and I havea mind fora rideand a ;ukrl.)[x g
Twi 2 5 ir of y BS S¢S,
Twickenham, so you must lend usia pair oi your best hors:
Which he did in a twinkling, and off we rode, T
«We did not go into the Park, but turned off and canier

C3l T H the country,
smartly up towards Kilburn ; and, when we got into the country
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Iopc] as if li.:e deviliwere at our heels. Bless you, my love
u::f; rgfqizl;ckl?i lr:lir}u.t'e: and 'thnz Ensign and 1 found onr-
et bOnly {};;1]1\ uo(f) .snt:rc.)c:.d, before we knew where we were
B e i ?.xr l:{lul!lg you and your new husband at
S ml;m.n' u;flre 5 HOE a greater fence than the land-

y Y. was she that put us on

e T ouR hat zing your
e s 1;1, ‘_nsl introduced us to the other two gentlemen, whose
iames I don't know any more than the dead.”

*“And what became of the horse
Mzr. Brock, when his tale was finishe

We sold them at
o s for the two."
And—and—the 0y
sfe.
bl Whew!” whistled
s still 2 > sy 1 3 3
! 1'13 still?". My dear, he is off to Flanders with his ree
and, I' make no doubt, ther ounite

} Ty
= i ¢ have been twenty Countesses of
algenstein since your ti ¥ g ESSES RO
“I'don’t believe
I ieve a ' cnid : :
A said Mrs, Catherine
tarting up very a ;
“1If vou di - 4 by
W you did, I'suppose you'd laudanum him ; wouldn't you?"
eave the room; Tellow,” s e
berself speedily again ; g coliected

or
S

wretched. at 'Brock h
R Brock, at the floor, at
band (from whom- she viol
began to ery piteously :

her

' 1y her head), she

h tears the Corporal set up a

gentle accompaniment of whistli I il

g pamment of whistling, as theyv trick

tnother down her nose = T
I don’t think they were tea

the

{51 G .r\' olf r.cpcmancc; Jmt of'regret for
3 !4.1.1 & first love, and her fine clothes, and
e 16 olue fe Of the two, the Corporal’s
5 tm Was muci more innocent than the girl's sobbing : he was
m;:‘:f;c: i f)}xt ; ":;(..m(‘l-n:uur-'l ol I‘fullo\\‘ when his humour was
crossed. Surely our novel-writers make'a: great niistike i
ing their rascals of all gentle human q H es s

cuch—n 3 3 . : they have
such—and' the only sad point to think of ; g

: in all private
; o h 1 : : rvae
concerns of life, abstract feelings, and dealings with {ricndr; and
) . e - & s i g &
soon, how dreadfully like a rascal is to an honest man. T}
v, . d aones an. 1e
man who murdered the Italian boy, set him &

¢ rst to play with his
dren whom he loved, and w e e L

doubtless deplored his loss.

ON TRUTH IN HISTORY.

CHAPTER VL.
Adventures of the Ambassador, Mr. Magshane.

I¥ we had not been obliged to follow history in ail respects, it is

probable that we should have left out the last adventure of Mrs.

Catherine and her husband, at the inn at Worcester, altogether ;
for, in truth, very little came of it, and it is not very romantic or
striking. But we are bound to stick closely, above all, by THE
TRUTH—the truth, though it be not particularly pleasant to read
ofortotell. Asanybody may read in the ** Newgate Calendar,”
Mr. and Mrs. Hayes were taken at an inn at Worcester; were
confined there ; were swindled by persons who pretended to im-
press the bridegroom for military service. What is one to do
after that? Had we been writing novels instead of authentic his-
tories, we might have carried them anywhere else we chose : and
we had a greatmind to make Hayes philosophising with Boling-
broke, like a certain Devereux; and Mrs. Catherine maitresse
en titre 1o Mr. Alexander Pope, Doctor Sacheverel, Sir John
Reade the oculist, Dean Swift, or Marshal Tallard ; as the very
eommonest romancer would under such circumstances.  But alas
and alas! trath must be spoken, whatever else is in the wind ;
and the excellent ** Newgate Calendar,” which contains the
biographies and thanatographies of Hayes and his wife, does not
say a word of their connections with any of the leading literary
or military heroes of the timeof Her Majesty Queen Anne. The
« Galendar " says, in so many words, that Hayes was obliged to
send to his father in Warwickshire for money to get him out of
the scrape, and that the old gentleman came downtohisaid. By
this truth must we stick ; and not for the sake of the most brilliant
episode,—no, not fora bribe of twenty extra guineas, per sheet,
would we depart from it.

Mr. Brock's account of hisadventure in London has given the
reader some short notice of his friend, Mr. Macshane. Neither
the wits nor the principles of that worthy Ensignwere particularly
firm ¢ for drink, poverty; and a crackcon the skull at the battle
of Steenkirk had served to injure the former ; and the Ensign was
notin his best days possessed of any share of the latter. He had
really, at one period, held such a rank in the army, but pawned
his half-pay for drink and play: and for many years past had
lived, one of the hundred thousand miracles of our city, upon
nothing that anybody knew of, or of which he himself could give

H2
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any account. 'Who has not z catalogue of these men in his list?
who can tell whence comes the occasional clean shirt, who sup-
plies the continual means of drunkenness, who wards off the
daily-impending starvation? Their life is 2 wonder from day to
day : their breakfast a wonder ; their dinner a miracle ; their bed
an interposition-of Providence. If you and I, my dear sir, want
a shilling to-motrow, who will give it us? Will oxr butchers
give us mutton:chops? will oxr laundresses clothe us in clean
linen?—not a bone or a rag. Standing as we do(may it be ever
50) somewhat removed from want,* is there one of us who does
not shudder at the thought of descending into the lists to combat
with it, and expect anything but to be utterly crushed in the
eéncounter? )

Not a bit of it;'my dearsir, Tt takes'much more than you
think of to starve a man. Starvation is very little when you
are used toit. Some people I know even, who live on it quite
comfortably, and make their daily bread byrit. It had been our
friend Macshane's sole profession for many years; and he did
not fail to draw from it such a livelihood as was sufficient, and
perhaps too good, for him. He managed to dine upon it a
certain or rather uncertain number of days in the week; to sleep
somewhere, and to get drunk at least three hundred timesa year.
He was known to oneor two noblemen who occasionally helped
him with a few pieces, and whom he helped in turn—neyer mind
how. / He had other acquaintances whom he pestered undaunt-
edly ; and from whom he occasionally extracted a dinner, or a
crown, ormayhap, by mistake, a gold-headed cane, which found its
way. tothe pawnbroker's. - When fiush of cash-he would appearat
the coffee-house ; when low in funds the deuce knows into what
mystic eaves and dens he slunk for food and lodging. « Hewas
perfectly ready with his sword, and when sober, or better still, a
very little tipsy, was a compiete master of it ; in the artof boast-
ing and lying he had hardly any equals ; in shoes he stood six
feet five inches ; and here is his complete signalement. It was
a fact that he had been in Spain as a yolunteer, where he had
shownsome gallantry, had had a brain-fever, and wassent home
to starve as before.

Mr. Macshane had, however, like Mr. Conrad, the Corsair,
one virtue in the midst of a thousand ¢rimes,—he was faithful to

* The author, it must be remembered; has his lodgings and food
provided for him by the government of his country.
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his employer for the time being : and a story is told of him,
which may or may not be to his credit, viz. that being hired on
one occasion by a certain lord to inflict a punishment upon a
rolurier who had crossed his lordship in his amours, he, Mac-
shane, did actually refuse from the person to be belaboured, and
who entreated his forbearance, 2 larger sum of money than the
nobleman gave him for the beating ; which he performed punctu-
ally, as bound in honour and friendship, This tale would the
Ensign himself relate, with much self-satisfaction ; and when,
after the sudden flight from London, he and Brock took to their
roving occupation, he cheerfully submitted to the latter as his
commanding officer, called him always Major, and, bating
blunders and drunkeénness, was perfectly true to his leader. He
had a notion—and, indeed, I dont know that it was a wrong
one—that his profession was now, as before, strictly military,
and according to the rules of honour. Robbing he called plun-
dering the enemy ; and hanging was, in his idea, a dastardly
and cruel advantage that the latter took, and that called for the
sternest reprisals.

The other gentlemen concerned were strangers to Mr. Brock,
who felt little inclined to trust either of them upon such amessage,
orwith such a large sum to bring back. They had, strange to
say, a similar mistrust on their side ; but Mr, Brock lugged out
five guineas, which he placed in the landlady's hand as security
for his comrade's return ; and Ensign Macshane, being mounted
on poor Hayes's own horse, set off to visit the parents of that
unhappy young man: It was a gallantsight to bebold our thieves'
ambassador, in a faded sky-blue suit with orange facings, ina
pair of huge jack-boots unconscious of blacking, with & mighty
basket-hilted sword by h e, and a little shabby beaver cocked
over a large tow-periwig, ride out from the inn of the ** Three
Rooks” on his mission to Hayes's paternal village.

It was eighteen miles distant from Worcester ; but Mr. Mac-
shane performed the distance in safety, and in sobriety moreover
{for such had beeén his instructions), and had no difficulty in
discovering the house of old Hayes: towards which, indeed,
John's horse trotted incontinently. Mrs, Hayes, who was knit-
ting at the house-door, was not a little surprised at the appear-
ance of the well-known grey gelding, and of thestranger mounted
upon it.

Flinging himself off the steed with much agility, Mr. Macshane,
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as soonas his feet reached the ground, brought them rapidly
together, in order to make a profound and elegam bow to Mrs,
Hayes ; and slapping his greasy beaver against his heart, and
peking his periwig almost into the nose of the Gld lady, demanded
whether he had the ‘! shooprame honour of adthressing Misthriss
Hees2"

Having been answered in the affirmative, he then proceeded
0 ask- whether there was a blackguard boy in the house who
would take “* the horse to the steeble ;” whether *“ he could
have ‘a dthrink of small-beer or butthermilk, being, faith, un-
common' dthry ;™ and whether, finally, ** he could be feevored
with-a few minutes’ private conversation with her and Mr. Hees,
on a matther of consitherable impartance.”” All these prelimi-
naries were to be complied with bcfore Mr. Macshane would enter
at allinto the subject of hisvisit. The horse and man were cared
for; Mr. Hayes was called in ; and not a little anxious did Mrs,
Hayes grow in the meanwhile, with regard to the fate of her
darling son.” ** Where is he? How is he? Ishe dead?” said
the old lady. = *“Oh yes, I'm sure he's dead ! "

“‘Indeed, madam, and you're mistecken intirely : the young
man is perfectly well in heaith.”

**Oh, praised be Heaven ! ”

** But mighty cast'down in sperrits. ‘To misfortunes, madam,
lock you, the best of us are subject ; and 2 trifling one has fell
upon your son.”

And herewith Mr. Macshane produced a letter in the hand-
writing of young Hayes, of which we have had the good luck
to procure a copy. It ran thus:—

“Hoxorep. FaTuer axp Mors —Thc bearer of this is'a kind
gentleman, who has left me In a great deal of troub! \6'(!‘(‘..}, at
this towne, I fell in'with some gentlemen of the que: 55 after
drinking with whom, I accepted Her M y's mony to enliste. Repent-
ing l‘ltr“of I did endeavour to escape : and, in so doing, had the mis.
fortune to strike my superior officer, whereby I made myself liable to
Death, according to the rules of warr. If, however, f pay twenty
gmnya all will be wel.  You must giye the same to the harér, els 1
shall be shott without fail on Tewsday moming. And sono more from
your loving son, **JouN Haves.

 Fyom my prisor at Bristol, this

snkappy Monday."

When Mrs, Hayes read this pathetic missive, its success with
her was complete, and she was for going immediately to the
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cupboard, and producing the money necessary for her darling
son's release. But the carpentér Hayes was much more sus-
picious. **1 don't know you, sir,” said he to the ambassador.

% Do you doubt my honour, sir2" said the Ensign, very
fiercely.

5t \\"hy, sir,” replied Mr. Haves, “I know little about it one
way or other, but shall take it for granted, if you will explain a
little more of this b

AN cxldom condv’%md to ex

“ Pmy, will you tell me in what regiment my son isenlisted?"

“In coorse. In Colonel Wood's fut, my dear: and a gallant
corps it is.as any in the army.

*And you left him?2"

““On me soul, only three hours ago, having rid like a horse-
jockey ever since ; as in-the:sacred cause-of humanity, curse
me, every man should.”

As Hayes's house was seventy miles from Bristol, the old
gentleman thought this was marvellous quick riding, and so cut
the conversation short. ‘‘ You have said quite enough, sir,”
said he, *‘ to show me there is some roguery in the matter, and
that the whole story is false :'rcm yinning to end."

At this abrupt charge the Ensign looked somewhat puzzled,
and then spoke with much gravity. *‘Roguery” 'said he,

*Misthur Hees, is a sthrong term ; and which, in consideration
of my friendship for your family, I shall pass over. You doubt
your son's honour, as there wrote by him in black and white?

* You have forced him to write,” said Mr. Hayes.

““The sly old divvle’s right;” >d Mr. Maeshane, aside.
# Well, sir, to make a clean breast of it, he /asbeen forced to
write it. The story about the enlistment is a pretty fib, ift you
will, from beginning to end. And what then, my dear2 Bo
vou think your son's any better off for that2”

" <Oh, where is he?” screamed \Mrs. Hayes, plumping down
on her knees. ““We zi/f give him the money, won't we, John?™

] know: you will, madam, when I tell you where he is.
He is in the hands of some gentlemen of my acquaintance, who
are at war with the present government, and no more care about
cutting 2 man's throat than they do a chicken’s. He is.a
prisoner, madam, of our sword and spear. If you choose to
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ransom him, well and good ; if not, peace be with him! for
never more shall you see him.”

*“And how do I know you won't come back to-morrow for
more money ? " asked Mr, Hayes,

*“8ir, you have my honour; and I'd as lieve break my neck
as my word,” said Mr, Macshane gravely. ‘“Twenty g‘uinoas
is'the bargain, = Take ten minutes to talk of it—take it then, or
leave it ; it's all the same to me; my.dear.”” And it must be said
of our friend the Ensign, that he meant every word he said, and
that he considered the emb: y on which he had come as
perfectly honourable and regular,

‘“And pray, what prevents us," said Mr. Hayes, starting up
in a rage, “from taking hold of you, as a surety for him?"° ;

“You wouldn’t fire on a flag of truce, \\'0;1‘.(& ye, you dis-
honourable ould civilian?” replied Mr, Ma ne. * éesidcs."
says he, *“ there's more reasons to pr jou : the first is this,”
pf)iming to his sword ;' ‘“ here are two more"—and these were
pistols ; #*and the last and the best of all is, that you might hang
me and dthraw me and quar ne, and yet never see so much
as the tip of your son's .no: 1. Look you, sir, we run
mighty risks in our profession—it’s ot all play, I cantell you.
We're obliged to be punctual, too, or i up' with the thrade.
If T promise.that your son will die as sure as fate to-morrow
moming, unless T return home safe, our people must keep my
promise j or else what chance is there for me? You would be
down upon mein amoment with a posse of constables, and have
me swinging before Warwick gaol. Pooh, my dear ! you neyer
would sacrifice a darling boy like John Hayes, let alone his lady,
for the sake of my long carcass. One or two of our gcmlemén
have been taken that way already, becatise parents and guardians
would not believe them. "

* And what became of the foor children 2" said Mrs. Hayes,
who began to perceive the gist of the argument, and to g}ow
dreadfully frightened.

*“Don’t let’s talk of them, ma’'am ; humanity shudthers-at the
thought " And herewith Mr. Macshane drew his finger across
his throat in such a dreadful way as to make the two parents
tremble. *“It's the way of war, madam, look you. The service
T have the honour to belong to is not paid by the Queen ; and
S0 we're obliged to make our prisoners pay, according to estab-
lished military practice.” j

ENSIGN MACSHANE’S RETURN JOURNEY.

No lawyer could have argued his case better than
Macshane <o far; and he completely succeeded in convincing
Mr. and Mrs. Hayes of the necessity of ransoming their son.
Promising that the young man should be restored to them next
morning, along with his beautiful lady, he courteously took leave
of the old couple, and made the best of his way back to Worcester
again. The elder Hayes wondered who the lady could be of
whom the ambassador had spoken, for their son’s elopement
was altogether unknown to them ; but anger or doubt about this
subject was overwhelmed by their fears for their darling John's
safety. Away rode the gallant Macshane with the money
necessary to effect this; and it must be mentioned, as highly to
his credit, that he never once thought of appropriating the sum
to himself, or of deserting his comrades in any way.

His ride from Worcester had been a long one. He had left

that city at noon, but before his return thither the sun had gone
down ; ‘and the landscape, which “had been dressed like a
prodigal, in purple and gold, now appeared like a Quaker, in
dusky grey; and the trees by the road-side grew black as
undertakers or physicians, and, bending their solemn heads to
each other, whispered ominously among themselves; and the
mists hung on the common ; and the cottage lights went out
one by one; and the earth and heaven grew black, but for some
twinkling useless stars, which freckled the ebon countepance of
the latter ; and the air grew colder ; and about two o'clock the
moon appeared, a dismal pale-faced rake;, walking solitary
through the deserted sky ; and about four, mayhap, the Dawn
(wretched ‘prentice boy !) opened in the east the shutters of the
DPay:—in other words, more than a dozen hours had passed.
Corporal Brock had been relieved by Mr. Redeap, thelatter by
Mr. Sickiop, the one-eyed gentleman; Mrs. John Hayes, in
spite of her sorrows and bashfulness, had followed the example
of her husband, and fallen asleep by his side—slept for many
hours—and awakened, still under the guardianship of Mr. Brock's
troop; and all parties began anxiously to expect the return of
the ambassador, Mr. Macshane.

That officer, who had performed the first part of his journey
with such distinguished prudence and success, found the night,
on his journey homeywards, was growing mighty cold and dark ;
and as he was thirsty and hungry, had money in his purse, and
saw no cause to hurry, he determined to take refuge at an ale-
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house for the night, and to make for Worcester by dawn the
next morning. He accordingly alighted at the first inn on his
road, consigned his horse to the stable, and, entering the kitchen,
called for the best liquor in the house.

A small company was assembled at the inn, among whom Mr,
Macshane took his place with a great deal of dignity; and,
having'a considerable sum of money in his pocket, felt a mighty
contempt for his society, and soon let them know the contempt
he felt forthem.  After a third flagon of ale, he discovered that
the liquor \was sour, and emptied, with much spluttering and
grimaces, the remainder of the beer/into the fire. This process
so offended the parson of the partsh-(who in those good old
times did not disdain to take the post of honour in the chimney-
nook), that he left his corner, looking wrathfully at the offender;
who without any more ado instantly occupied it. It was a fine
thing to hear the jingling of the twenty pieces in his pocket, the
oaths which he distributed between the-landlord, the guests, and
the liquor—to remark the sprawl of his mighty jack-boots, before
the sweep of which the timid guests edged farther and farther
away.; and the languishing leers which/he cast on the landlady,
as with wide-spread arms he attempted to seize upon her.

When the ostler had done his duties in the stable, he entered
the inn, and whispered the landlord that *“the stranger was
riding ‘John Hayes's horse: " of which fact the host soon con-
vineed himself, and did not fail to have some suspicions of his
guest. Had he not thought that times were unquiet, horses
might be sold, and one man’s money was as good as another's,
e probably would have arrested the Ensign immediately, and
so lost all the profit of the score which the latter was causing
every moment to be enlarged.

In a couple of hours, with that happy facility which one may
have often’ remarked in men of the gallant Ensign’s nation,
he had managed to disgust every one of the landlord’s other
guests, and scare them from the kitchen. Frightened by his
addresses, the landlady too had taken flight ; and the host svas
the only person left in the apartment; who there stayed for
interest’s sake merely, and listened moodily to his tipsy guest’s
conversation. In an hour more, the whole house was awakened
by a violent noise of howling, curses, and pots clattering to.and
fro. Forth issued Mrs. Landlady in her night-gear, out came
John Ostler with his pitchfork, downstairs tumbled Mrs, Cook
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and one or two guests, and found the landlord and ensign on
the kitchen-floor—the wig of the latter lying, much singed and
emitting strange odours, in the fireplace, his face hideously dis-
torted, and a great quantity of his natural hair in the partial
occupation of the landlord ; who had drawn it and the head
down towards him, in order that he might have the benefit of
pummelling the latter more at his ease. In revenge, the land-
lord was undermost, and the Ensign's arms were working up
and down his face and body like the flaps of a paddle-wheel :
the man of war had clearly the best of it.

The combatants were separated as soon as possible ; but as
soon as the excitement of the fight'was over, Ensign Macshane
was found to have no further powers of speech, sense, or loco-
motion, and was carried by his late antagonist to bed. His
sword and pistols, which had been placed at his side at the com-
mencement of the evening, were carefully put by, and his pocket
visited. Twenty guineas ingold,a large knife—used, probably,
for the cutting' of bread-and-cheese—some crumbs of those
delicacies and a paper of tobacco found in the breeches-pockets,
and in the bosom of the sky-blue coat the leg of a cold fowl and
half of a raw onion, constituted his whole property.

These articles were not very suspicious; but the beating
which the landlord had received tended greatly to confirm his
own and his wife's doubts about their guest ; and it /was de-
termined to send off in the early morning to Mr. Hayes, inform-
ing him how a person had lain at their inn who had ridden
thither mounted upon young Hayes's horse, Off set John Ostler
at earliest dawn; but on his way he woke up Mr. Justice's
clerk, and communicated his suspicions to him; and Mr
Clerk consulted with the village baker, who was always up
earlyj-and the clerk, the baker; the butcher with his cleaver,
and two gentlemen who were going to work, all adjourned to
the inn.

Accordingly, when Ensign Macshane was in a truckle-bed,
plunged in that deep slumber which onlyinnocence and drunken-
ness'enjoy in this world, and charming the ears of morn by the
regular and melodious music of his nose, a vile plot was laid
against him ; and when about seven of the clock he woke, he
found, on sitting up in his bed, three gentlemen on each side of
it, armed, and looking ominous. One held a constable’s staff,
and albeit unprovided with a warrant, would take upon himself
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the responsibility of seizing Mr. Macshane, and of carrying him
before his worship at the kall.

*Taranouns, man!" said the Ensign, springing up in bed,
and abruptly breaking off a loud sonorous yawn, with which he
had opened the business of the day, **you won't deteena gentle-
man who's on life and death? 1 give ye my word, an affair of
honour."

“ How came you by that there horse?" said the baker.

“How came you by these here fiftecn guineas?" said the
landlord, in whose hands, by some’ process, five of the gold
pieces had disappeared.

“What is this here idolatrous’ string' of beads?™ said the
clerk.

Mr. Macshane, the fact is, was a Catholic, but did not care to
own it : for in thos ¥s his religion wasnot popular, *“ Baids?
Holy Mother of saints | giveme back them baids,” said Mr. Mac-
shane, clasping his hands. = ** They were blest, T teil you, by His
Holiness the Po——psha ! T mane they belong to a darling little
daughter T had that's in heaven now : and as for the money and
the horse, T should like to know how a gentleman is to travel in
this counthry without them,”

“'Why, you see, he may travel in the country to git'em,” here
shrewdly remarked the constable; “and it's our belief that
neither horse nor money is honestly come by. ~ If his worship is
satisfied, why so, in course, shall we be ; but there is highway-
men abroad, look you ; and, to our notion, you have very much
the cut of one.”

Further remonstrances or threats on the part of Mr. Macshane
were useless.  Although he vowed that he was first-cousin to the
Duke of Leinstér, an officer in Her Majesty’s service, and the
dearest friend Lord Marlborough had, his impudent captors
would not believe a word of his statement (which, further, was
garnished with a tremendous number of oaths); and he was,
about eight o'clock, carried up to the house of Squire Ballance,
the neighbonring justice of the peace.

Whien the worthy magistrate asked the crime of which the
prisoner had been guilty, the captors looked somewhat puzzled
f?r t_'m: moment ; since, in truth, it could not be shown that the
Ensign had committed any crime at all ; and if he had confined
hinxsFlf to simple silence, and thrown upon them the onus of
proving his misdemeanours, Justice Ballance must have let him
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loose, and soundly rated his clerk.and the landlord for detaining
an honest gentleman on so frivolous a charge.

But this caution was not:in the Ensign's disposition; and
though his accusers produced no satisfactory charge against
him, his own words were quite enough to show how suspicious
his character was. When asked his name, he gave it in as
Captain Geraldine, on his way to Ireland, by Bristol, on a visit
to his cousin the Duke of Leinster. He swore solemnly that
his friends, the Duke of Marlborough and Lord Peterborough,
under both of whom he had served, should hear of the manner
in which he had been treated ; and when the justice,—a sly oid
gentleman, and one that read the tes,—asked him at what
battles he had been present, the gallant Ensign pitched on a
couple in Spain and in Flanders, which 'had been fought within
a week of each other, and vowed that he had been desperately
wounded at both ; so that, at the end of his examination, which
had been taken down by the clerk; he had been made to acknow-
ledge as follows:—Captain Geraldine, six feet four inches in
height ; thin, with a very long red nose, and red hair ; grey.eyes.
and speaks with a strong Irish accent ; is the first-cousin of tk
Duke of Leinster, and in constant communieation with him : does
not know whether his Grace has any children ; does not know
whereabouts. he lives in London ; cannot say what sort of a
Iooking man hi§ Grace is: is acquainted with the Duke of Marl-
borough, and served in the dragoons at the battle of Ramillies ;
at which time he was with my Lord Peterborough before Barce-
lona.  Borrowed the horse which he rides from a friend in
London, three weeks since. Peter Hobbs, ostler, swears that
it was in his master’s stable four days ago, and is the property of
John Hayes, carpenter. ~Cannot account for the fifteen guineas
found on him by the landlord ; says there were twenty; says he
won them at cards, a fortnight since, at Edinburgh ; says he is
riding about the country for his amusement : afterwards says he
is on a matter of life and death, and going to Bristol ; declared
last might, in the hearing of several witnesses, that he was going
to York ; says he is a man of independent property, and has large
estates in Ireland, and a hundred thousand pounds in the Bank
of England. Has no shirt or stockings, and the coat he wears
is marked “S.S,” In his boots is written ** Thomas Rodgers,"”
and in his hat is the name of the ** Rev. Doctor Snofiler.”

Doctor Snoffler lived at Worcester, and had lately advertised
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b What! you know Captain Geraldine?” said Mr. Ballance
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> 1'1 coorse >nc.n)tx,~s.“ Hasn't she known me these tin years?
mi; we Péok related? }ndn t she give me the very harse shich T
(I. an l, to n‘llakc belave, tould you bought in London 2"

‘“Let‘her tell her own'story t

8 . ry.  Are you related to Captai

Geraldine, Mrs. Hayes?” N e
“ Yes—oh, yes!”
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did you, of your own free wil] 2"

““Oh yes! of my own will—T would

do, y nour, let hi is child!is/dyi
your h(_mou., let him go! His child is dying,” said the old
lady, bursting into tears. ** It may be dead be 1:) i} :
. may be dead before he gets
before he gets there, e e
don't detain him !"
The justice did not seer

And you gave him. the horse,

Oh, your honour, your honour, pray, pray,

1 to understand this excessive sym-
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pathy on the part of Mrs. Hayes; nor did the father himself
appear to be nearly so affected by his child's probable fate as
the honest woman who interested herself for him. On the con-
trary, when she made this passionate speech, Captain Geraldine
only grinned, and said, * Niver mind, my dear. If his honour
will keep an honest gentleman for doing nothing, why, let him
—the law must settle between us; and as for the child, poor
thing, the Lord deliverit!™

At this, Mrs. Hayes fell to entreating more loudly than ever ;
and as there was really no charge against him, Mr. Ballance was
constrained to let him go.

The landlord and his friends were making off, rather confused,
when Ensign Macshane called upon the former in a thundering
voice to stop, and refund the five guineas which he had stolen
from him. Again the host swore there were but fifteen in his
pocket. But when, on the Bible, the Ensign solemnly vowed
that he had twenty, and called upon Mrs. Hayes to say whether
yesterday, half-an-hour before he entered the inn, she had not
seen him with twenty guineas, and that lady expressed herself
ready to swear that she had, Mr. Landlord looked more crest.
fallen than ever, and said that he had not counted the money
when he took it ; and though he did in his soul believe that
there were only fifteen guineas, rather than be suspected of a
shabby action, he would pay the five guineas out of his own
pockets which he did, and with the Ensign’s, or rather Mrs.
Hayes's, own coin.

As soon as they were out of the justice's house, Mr. Macshane,
in the fulness of his gratitude, could not help bestowing an
embrace upon Mrs. Hayes. And when she implored him to let
her vide behind him to her darling son, he yielded witha very
good grace, and off the pair set on’ John Hayes's grey.

«Who has Nosey brought with him now?" said Mr. Sicklop,
Brock's one-eyed confederate, who, about three hours after the
above adventure, was lolling in the yard of the *“Three Rooks."
It was our Ensign, with the motherofhis captive. They had
not met with any accident in their ride.

« T shall now have the shooprame bliss,” said Mr. Macshane,
with much feeling, as he lifted Mrs. Hayes from the saddle—
v the shooprame bliss of intwining two harrts that are mead for
one another, Ours, my dear, is a dismal profession ; but ah!




246 CATHERINE: A STORY.

don't momeénts like this make aminds for years of pain? This
way, my dear. Turn to your right, then to your left—mind the
stip—and the third door round the corner.”

All these precautions were attended to; and after giving his
concerted knock, Mr. Macshane was admitted into an apartment,
which he entered holding his gold pieces in the one hand, and a
lady by the other.

We shall not describe the meeting which took place between
mother and son. The old/lady wept copiously; the young man
was really glad to see his rLI:mVu. for he deemed that his troubles
were over.. Mrs. Cat er lips, and stood aside, looking some-
What foolish; Mr. Brock counted the money ; and Mr, Macshane
took 2 large dose of strong waters, as a pleasing solace for his
fabours, dangers, and fatigue.

When the maternal feelings were somewhat calmed, the old

Tady had leisure to look about her, and really felt a kind of friend-
ship and goodwill for compux' of thieves in which she found
herself. It seemed to h g had conferred an actual
favour on her, in robbing her of twenty guineas, threatening her
son’s life, and finally letting him go.

*“Who. is that droll.old gentleman?” said she ; and being
told that it was Captain Wood, she dropped him a cunsc), .md
said, with-much respeet, ““ Captain, your very humble servant ;
which compnmuu M. Brock acknowledged by a gracious smile
and bow. | “‘And who is this pretty young lady?" continued

Mrs. Hayes

W h\—hum—oq-mo ber, you must give her your blessing,
She.is Mrs. John Hayes."” And hermnh Mr. Hayes brnu‘vﬁt
forward his interesting lady, to introduce her to, his mamma.

The: news;did not at ali please’ the old hrl\ ; who received
Mrs, /Catherine's, embrace with a very sour face indeed. . How-
ever, the mischief was done; and she .too glad to get mcL
her son to be, on such an occasion, very angry with hlm So,

after a proper rebuke, she told Mrs, To'm Hayes that though she
never approved of her son's attachment, and thought he married
below his condition, yetas the evil was done, it was their duty
to make the best of it; and she, for her part, would receive
her into ther house, and make her as comfortable there as she
could,

*“I wonder whether she has any more money in that house?”
whispered Mr., Sicklop to Mr. Redeap ; who, with the landlady,
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had come to the door of the room, and had been amusing thems
selves by the contemplation of this sentimental scene,

“YWhat a fool that wild Hirishman was not to bleed her for
more !” said the landlady; “ but he’s a poor ignorant Papist
I'm sure my man " (this gentleman had been hanged) **wouldn't
have come away with such a beggarly sum,”

** Suppose we have some more out of 'em?" said Mr. Redcap.
“What prevents us? We have got the old mare, and the colt
too,—ha ! ha!—and the pair of 'em ought to be worth at least
a hundred to us."”

This conversation was carried on soffo ; and T don't

now whether Mr. Brock had any notion of the plot which was
arranged by the three worthies. Thelandlady beganit. **Which
pu '1(,h madam, will you take?” says she. "\ou mu..t have
something for the good of the house, now you are in it."

“In coorse,” said the Ensign.

“‘Certainly,” said the other three. But the old lady said she
was anxious to'leave the place; and putfing” down a crown-
picce, requested the hostess to treat the gentlemen inher absence.
** Good-bye, Captain," said the old lady.

“Ajew !" cried the Ensign, ““and long life to you, my dear.
You got me out of a scrape at the justice's yonder ; and, split
me! but Insign Macshane will remimber it as long as he lives.”

And now Hayes and the two ladies made for the door; but
the landiady placed herself against it, and Mr. Sicklop said,
‘ No, no, my pretty madams, you ain’t a-going off so'cheap as
that neither; you are not going out for a beggarly twenty
guineas, look you,—we must have more,”

Mr. Hayes starting back, and cursing his fate, fairly burst
into tears; the two women screamed ; and. Mr. Lrou\ looked
as if the proposition both amused and had been expected by
him: but not so Ensign Macshane.

““Major!" said he, clawing fiercely hold of Brock's arms.

““Ensign ! " said Mr. Brock, sm

".\rr we; or.arr we not, men-of honour?"”

‘OB, in coorse,” said Brock, laughing; and using Macshane's
favourite expression.

**If we ar> men of honour, we are bound to stick to our
word ; and, hark ye, you dirty one-eyed scoundrel, if you don't
immadiately make way for these leedies, and this lily-livered
young jontleman who's crying so, the Megjor here and I will
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lug ont and force you." And so saying, he drew his great
swo.rd and made a pass at Mr. Sicklop; which that gcmlcbm-nn
avoided, and which caused him and his companion to retreat
fr?m the door. The landlady still kept her p.osiu'on at it, and
“:nh.a storm of oaths against the Ensign, and against two
Englishmen who ran away from a wild Hirishman, swore she
:jvould not budge a foot, and would stand there until her dying
ay.

‘*Faith, then, needs must,” said the Ensign, and made a

lunge at the hostess, which passed so near the wretch's throat
that she screamed, sank on her knees, and at last opened ‘th.‘
door,

Down the stairs, then, with great state, Mr. Macshane led
t!‘.c elder lady, the married couple following ; and having seen
them to the street, took an affectionate farewell of the party.
whom he vowed that he would come and see. ** You can wai};
the eighteen miles aisy, between this and nightfall," said be.

COUNT VON GALGENSTEIN'S CAREER. 249

o Walk!" exclaimed Mrs. Hayes. ' Why, haven't we got
Ball, and shall ride and tie all the way 2"

“Madam!"” cried Macshane, in a stem voice, “ honour
before everything.  Did you not, in the presence of his worship,
vow and declare that you gave me that horse, and now d'ye
talk of taking it back again? Let me tell you, madam, that
such paltry thricks ill become a person of your years and respect-
ability, and ought never 10 be played with Insign Timothy
Macshane.”

He waved his hat and strutted down the street; and Mrs.
Catherine Hayes, along with her bridegroom and mother-in-law,
made the best of their way homeward on foot.

CHAPTER VIIL.
Which Embraces o Period of Seven Years.

THE recovery of so consider: S from
the clutches of Brock v 1y be imagined, no trifling
source of joy to that excellent young man, Count Gustavus
Adolphus de Galgenstein j and he was often known to say, with
much archness, and a proper feeling of gratitude to the Fate
which had ordained things so, that the robbery was, in reality,
one of the best things that could have happened to himz for, in
event of Mr; Brock's #0¢ stealing the money; his Excellency the
Count would have had to pay the whole to the Warwickshire

ire who had won it from himat play. He was enabled, in

¢ present instance, 10 plead his notoriol S
and the Warwickshire conqueror got off w :
very badly written autograph of the Count's, simply acknowledg-
ing the debt.

This point his Excellency conceded with the greatest candOur §
but (as, doubtless, the reader may have remarked in the course
of his experienice) to'owe is not quite the same thing as to pay;
and from the day of his winning the money until the day of his
death the Warwickshire squire did never, by any chance, touch
a single bob, tizzy, tester, moidore, maravedi, doubloon, tomaun,
or rupee, of the sum which Monsieur de Galgenstein bad lost to
him.

That young nobleman was, as Mr. Brock hinted in the little
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shilling of her money without receiving for

did not allow him a
the same an accurate account.

How was it that he, the abject slave of Madam Silverkoop,
had been victorious over Mrs. Cat? The first blow is, I believe,
the decisive one in these cases, and the Countess had stricken it
a wesk after their marriage;—establishing a supremacy which
the Count never afterwards attempted to guestion.

We have alluded to his Excellency’s martiage, as in duty
bound, because it will be necessary to account for his appearance
hereafter in a more splendid fashion than that under which he
has hitherto been known to us; and just comforting the reade
by the knowledge that the union, though prosperous in 2 worldly
point of view, was, in reality, extremely unhappy, we must say
o more from this time forth of the fat and legitimate Madam
de Galgenstein, Our darling is Mrs. Catherine, who had
formerly acted in her stead; and only in so much as the fat
Countess did.influence in any way the destinies of our heroine,
or those wise and virtuous persons who have appeared and are
to follow her to her end, shall we in any degree allow her name
1o figure here. It is an awful thing to get a glimpse, as one
sometimes does, when the time i t, of some little Little wheel
which works the whole mighty machinery of FATE, and see how
our destinies turn on a minute's delay or advance, or on the
turning of a street, or on somebody els
on somebody else’s doing of something else in Downing Street
or ifi Timbtctoo, now or a thousand' years ago. Thus, for
s, in the year 1693, had néver been the

instance, if Miss Poo
lovely inmate of a Spielhaus at Amsterdam, Mr. Van Silverkoop

would never have seen her; if the day had not been extra-
ordinarily hot, the worthy merchant would neyer have gone
thither ;. if he had not been fond of Rhenish wine and sugar, he
never would have called for any such delicacies ; if he bad not
called for them, Miss Ottilia Poots would never have brought
them, and partaken of them ; if he had not been rich, she would
certainly have rejected all the/advances made to her by Silver-
koop; if he had not been so fend of Rhenish and sugar, he
never would have died ; and Mrs. Silverkoop would have been
neither rich nor a widow, nor a wife to Count von Galgenstein.
Nay, nor would this I have ever been written ; for if Count
Galgenstein had not married the rich widow, Mrs. Catherine

would never have
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and education are the causes of the distinctions and divisions
which afterwards unhappily take place among them. Not to
argue this question, which places Jack Howard and Jack
Thurtell on an exact leyel,—which would bave us 10 believe
that Lord Melbourne is by natural gifts and excellences a man
a5 honest, brave, and far-sighted as the Duke of Wellington,—
which would make out that Lord Lyndhurst is, in point of
principle, eloquence, and political honesty, no better than Mr.
O'Connell,—not, I say, arguing this doctrine, let us simply state
that Master Thomas Billings (for, having no other, be took the
name of the worthy people who adopted him) was in hislong-
coats fearfully passionate, screaming and roaring perpetually,
and showing all the il that he cox show. At the age of two,
when his strength enabled him to toddle abroad, his favourite
resort was the coal-hole orthe dung-heap : his roarings had not
diminished in the least, and he had added to former virtues
two new ofies,—a love of fighting and stealing ; both which
amiable qualities he had many opportunities of exercising every
day. He fought his little adoptive brothers and sisters ; he
Kicked and cuffed his father and mother ; he fought the cat,
stamped upon the kittens, was worsted in a severe battle with
the hen in the backyard; but, in revenge, nearly beat a little
sucking-pig to death, whom he caught alone and rambling near
his favourate haunt, the dunghill. As for stealing, he stole the
eggs, which ‘he perforated and emptied ; the butter, which he
ate with or without bread as he could find it; the sugar, which
he-cunningly secreted in the Jeaves of a ** Baker’s Chronicle,”
that nobody in the establishment could read ; and thus from the
pages of history he used to suck in all he knew—thieving and lying
namely ; in which, for his years, he made wonderful progress.
1f any followers of Miss Edgeworth and the philosophers. are
e this statement, or to set it down as over-

ured that just this very
world, taken from nature.
brother who could steal

inclined to disbeliev
charged and distorted, let them be
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beforehe conld walk (and thisniot from encouragement—for, if you
know the world, you must know that in families of our profession
the point of honour is sacred at home—but from pure nature}—
who could steal, I say, before he could walk, and lie before he
could speak ; and who, at four-and-a-half years of age; having
attacked my sister Rebeccaon some question of lollipops, had
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home. Afteracertain time his parents died, and by their demise
he succeeded to a small property, and the carpentering business,
which he for some time followed.

What, then, in the meanwhile, had become of Captain Wood,
or Brock, and Ensign Macshane?—the only persons now to be
accounted for in our catalogu For about six months after
their capture and release of Mr. Hayes, those noble gentlemen
had followed, with much prudence and success, that trade which
the celebrated and polite Duval, the ingenious Sheppard, the
dauntless Turpin, and indeed many other heroes of our most
popular novels, had pursued, or were purshing, in their time.
And so considerable were said to be Captain’ Wood's gains,
that reports were abroad of his having somewhere a buried
treasure; to which he might have added more, had not Fate
suddenly cut short his career as a prig. He and the Ensign
were—shame to say—transported for stealing three pewter-pots
Off a railing at Exeter ; and not being known in the town, which
they had only reached that morning, they were detained by no
further charges, but simply condemned on this one. For this
misdemeanour, Her Majesty's Government vindictively sent them
for seven years beyond the sea; and, as the fashion then was,
sold the use of their bodies to Virginian planters during that space
of time. 1t is thus, alas ! that the strong are always used to
deal with the weak, and many an honest feliow has beended to
rue his unfortunate difference with the law.

Thus, then, we have settled all scores. The Count is in
Holland, with his wife ; Mrs. Cat in Warwickshire along with
her excellent husband ; Master Thomas Billings with his adop-
tive parents in the same county ; and the two military gentlemen
watching the progress and cultivation of the tobacca and cotton
plant in the New World. - All these things having passed between
the acts, dingaring -a-dingaring-a- dingledingleding, the drop
draws up, and the next act begins. By the way, the play ends
with & drop: but that is neither here nor there.

. . . y . . . »
[Here. 1 a theatre, the orchestra is supposed to play some-
thing melodious. The people get up, shake themselves,

yawn, and settle down in their seats again, ‘‘Porter,
ale, ginger-beer, cider," comes round, squeczing through
the legs of the gentlemen in the pit. Nobody takes
anything, as usual; and lo: the curtain rises again.

« S, *sheh; "shshehhh! Hats off | * says everybody.]
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Mrs Hayes had now been for six years the adored wife of Mr.
Hayes, and no offspring had arisen to bless their loyes and
perpetuate their name. She had obtained a complete mastery
over her lord and master ; and having had, as far as was in that
gentleman’s power, every single wish gratified that she could
demand, in the way of dress, treats to Coventryand Birmingham,
drink, and what not—for, though a hard man, John Hayes had
learned to spend his money pretty freely on himself and her—
having had all her ‘wishes gratified, it was natural that she
should begin to find out some more ; and the next whim she hit
upon was to be restored to her child. It may be as well to state
that! she had never informed her ‘husband of the existence of
that phenomenon, although he was aware of his wife's former
connection with. the Count,—Mrs. Hayes, in their matrimonial
quarrels, invariably taunting him with accounts of her former
splendour and happiness, and with his own meanness of taste
in condescending to'take up with his Excellency’s leavings.

She determined, then (butas yet had not confided her deter-
mination to her husband), she would have her boy; although in
her seven years' residence within-twenty miles of him she had
never once thought of seeing him': and the kind reader knows
that when his excellent lady determines on a thing—a shawl, or
an‘opera box, or a new carriage, or twenty-four singing lessons
from Tamburini, or a night at the ‘* Eagle Tavern,” City Road,
or a ride in a 'bus to Richmond and tea and brandy-and-water
at ** Rose Cottage Hotel "—the reader, high or low, knows that
when Mrs. Reader desires a thing, have it she will ; you may
Just as well talk of avoiding her as of avoiding gout; bills, or
grey hairs—and that, you know, is impossible. 1, for my part,
have had all three—ay, and a wife too.

I say that when a woman is resolved on a thing, happen it
will ; if husbands refuse, Fate will interfere (fectere si negues,
&c, ; but quotations are odicus). And some hidden power was
working-in the' case of Mrs. Hayes, and, for its own awful
purposes, lending her its aid. [

Who has not felt how he works—the dreadful conquering
Spirit of 112 Who cannot see, in the circle of his own society,
the fated and foredoomed to woe and evil? Some call the
doctrine of destiny a dark creed ; but, for me, I would fain try

and think it ‘a consolatory one. It is better, with all one's sins
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upon one's head, to deem oneself in the hands of Fate, t':.mn ta
think—ywith our fierce passions and weak repentances ; with our
resolves so loud, so vain, so ludicrcusly, despicably wcak_ and
frail ; with our dim, wavering, wretched conceits about \'1r’tuc.
and our irresistible propen 1o wrong,—that we are the workers
of our future sorrow or happine Ifwe (le} nd on our s(rcn‘;;(h,
what is it against mighty circumstance ? If we loc.Jk to ou_.‘.sc.te:.
what hope have we? Look back at the w “o‘ of your lu-:;. and
see how Fate has mastered you and it. Think of your disap-
pointments and your successes. Has your str ving influenced
one or the other? A fit of indigestion puts itself between you
and honours and reputation; an apple plops on your nose,
and makes you a world’s wonder and glory ; a ﬁ'l of poverty
makes a rascal of you, who were, and are still, an nfm'.:wt man;
clubs, trumps, or six lucky-mains at dice, make an honest man
for life of )\;u. who ever were, will be, and art L rascal. \\. l'mv
sends the iliness? who ca the apple to fall? wi Jprives
you of your worldly goods? or who shuffles the L‘:‘.‘rdh. :\m{
i)rinqs trumps, honour, virtue, and prosperity back ng;n. ? \ i
call it chance ; ay, and so it is chance that when the ﬁ«)(_‘::‘ gives
way, and the rope stretches tight, the poor wretch before St
Senulehre's clock dies. Only with us, clear-sighted mortals as
\w.-I are, we.can't see the rope by which we hang, and know not
when or how the drop may fall
But zezenons & nos moutons » let us return to that sweet lamb
Master Thomas, and the milk-white ewe .\lri. (‘m: S:\‘e? 1}'£‘:\r>4
had passed away, and she | to ti hat st :10\:.4. w‘r_\
much like to her child once more. It was writtén that she
should ; and you shall hear how, soon after, without any great
exertions of hers, back he came to her.
in the'month of July; in year 1715, thére came downaroad
about ten miles from the city of Worcester, two gem.‘.unwn ; not
mounted, Templar-like, upon one horse, 1)1:(' having a lm'rs'f.
between them—a sorry bay, with a sorry saddie, :mr} a Im‘gr
pack behind it ; on which each by turn took a m»lv:. Of the two,
one was 2 man of excessive stature, with red hair, a very promi-
nent nose, and a faded military dress ; while the other, an old
her-beaten, sober-looking personage, wore the costume of 2
civilian—both man and dress appearing to have rmclixcd L?w.
autumnal, or scedy state. However, the pair scemed, in spite

of i

apparent poverty, to be passably merry. Il’:{; old
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gentleman rode the horse; and had, in the course of their
journey, ridden him two miles at least in every three. The tall
one walked with immense strides by his side: and seemed,
indeed, as if he could have quickly outstripped the four-footed
animal, had he chosen to exert his speed, or had not affection
for his comrade retained him at his stirrup.

A short time previously the horse had cast a shoe; and this
the tall man on foot had gathered up, and was holding in his
hand : it having been voted that the first blacksmith to whose
shop they should come should be called upon tofit it again upon
the bay horse.

“ Do you remimber this counthry, Meejor? " said the tall man,
who was looking about him very much pleased, and sucking a
flower. | *“T' think thim green cornfields is prettier looking at
than the d—— tobacky out yondther, and bad luck to it! *

“I recollect the place right well, and some queer pranks
we played here seven years agone,' responded-the gentleman
addressed as Major. *‘You remember that man and his wife,
whom we took in pawn at the * Three Rooks'?”

* And the landlady only hung last' Michaelmas?*® said the tall
man parenthetieally. 2

* Hang the landlady !—we'
you know. But about the
the chap’s mother, and, li
Well, the woman was that 1e that you've often heard me
talk about. T like the wench, — her, for T almost brought
her up ; and she was for a year or two along with that scoundrel
Galgenstein, who has been the cause of my ruin.”

**The inferrnal blackguard and ruffian 1" said .the tall man;
who, with his companion; has' no doubt béen recoguised by the
reader.

*Well, this Catheri a child by Galgenstein ; and some-
where here hard by the we lived to whom we carried the brat
to nurse, She was the wife of a blacksmith, one. Billings:, it
won't be out of the way to get our't shod at his house, if he
is alive still, and we may leam something about the little beast.
I should be glad to see the mother well enough.”

“ Do T remimber her?"” said the Ensign. *‘Do I remimber
whisky? Sure I do, and the snivelling sneak her husband, and
the stout old lady her mother-in-law, and the dirty one-eyed
ruffian who sold me the parson's hat that had so nearly brought
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me into trouble. Oh, but it was a rare rise we got out of them
chaps, and the old landlady that's banged too!™ And here
both Ensign Macshane and Major Brock, or Wood, grinned,
and showed much satisfaction.

Tt will be necessary to explain the reason of it. We gave the
British public to understand that the landlady of the * Three
Rooks," at Worcester, was a notorious fence, or banker of
thieves ; that is, a purchaser of their merchandise. In her
hands Mr. Brock and his companion had left property to the
amount of sixty or seventy pounds, which was secreted in a
cunning recess in a chamber of the *“Three Reooks " known only
to the landlady and the gentlemen who banked with her; and
in this place, Mr. Sicklop, the one-eyed man who had joined in
the Hayes adventure, his comrade, and one or two of the topping
prigs of the county, were free. Mr. Sicklop had been shot dead
in a night attack near Bath; the landlady had been suddenly
hanged, as an accomplice in another case of robbery ; and when,
on their return from Virginia, our two heroes, whose hopes of
livelihood depended upon it, had bent their steps towards
‘Worcester, they were not a little frightened to hear of the cruel
fate of the hostess and many of the a le frequenters of the
¢t Three Rooks." = All the goodly company
house was no longer an inn. Was the mo

determined to do.

The house being now a private one, Mr. Brock, with a genius
that was above his station, visited its owner, with a huge port-
folio under his arm, and, in the character of a painter, requested
permission to take a particular sketch from a particular window.
The Ensign followed with the artist’s materials (consisting simply
of a screwdriver and a crowbar); and it is hardly neécessary to
say that, when admission was granted to them, they opened the
well-known door, and to their inexpressible satisfaction dis-
covered, not their own peculiar savings exactly, for these had
been appropriated instantly on hearing of their transportation,
but stores of money and goods to the amount of near three hun-
dred pounds: to which Mr. Macshane said they had as just and
honourable a right as anybody else. And so they had as justa
right as anybody—except the original owners: but who was to
discover them? .

With this booty they set out on their journey—anywhere, for
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they knew not whither, and it so chanced that when their horsa's
shoe came off, they were within a few furlongs of the cottage of
Mr. Billings the blacksmith. As they came npear, they t\".'ere
saluted by tremendous roars issuing from the smithy. A small
boy was held across the bellows, two or three children of smaller
and larger growth were hoiding him down, and many others of
the village were gazing in at the window, while a ;'nan, half-
naked, was lashing the little boy with a whip, and occasioning
the cries hieard by the travellers. As the horse drew up, the
operator looked at the new-come r a moment, and then pro-
ceeded incontinently with his work ; belabouring the child more
fiercely than ever.

When he had done, he turned round to the new-comers and
asked how he could serve them? whereupon Mr. Wood (for such
was the name he adopted, and by such we shall call him to the
.end.! wittily remarked that however he might wish to serve Zhen:
he seemed mightily inclined to serve that young gentleman ﬁrsl.:

& It's no joking matter,” said the blacksmith ; **if I don't serve
him so now, he'll be worse off in his old age. He'll come to the
.grxllo\'.'s, as sure as his name is' Bill——never mind what his name
is." And so'saying, he gave the urchin another cut: swhich
elicited, of course, another scream.

Oh ! hisname is Bill? "’ said Captain Wood.

*“His name's #of Bill 1" said the blacksmith sulkily. * He's
no name; and no heart, neither. My wife took the brat in,
Seven years ago, from a beggarly French chap to nurse, and she
kept him, for she was a good soul ” (here his eyes began to wink)
*“and she's—she's gone now " (here he began fairly to blubber"':
““And d him, out of love for her, I kept him too, and lhlc
scoundrel is a liar and a thief. < This blessed day, merely to vex
me-and my boys here, he spoke ill of her, he did, and I'li—
cut—his life—out—I—will ! * and with each word honest
Mulciber applied a whack on the body of little Tom Billings ;
who, by shrill shrieks, and oaths; in treble, acknowledged the
receipt of the blows

““Come; come," said Mr. Wood, *“set the boy down, and the
bellows a-going ; my horse wants shoeing, and the poor lad has
had strapping enough.”

The blacksmith obeyed, and cast poor Master Thomas loose.
As he staggered away and looked back at his tormentor, his
countenance assumed an expression which made Mr. Wood say,
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grasping hold of Macshane's arm, *It's the boy, it's the boy !
When his mother gave Galgenstein the laudanum, she had the
self-same look with her !"

 Had she really, now?" said Mr. Macshane, *‘And pree,
Meejor, who zvas his mother?’

* Mrs. Cat, you fool ! answered Wood.

*Then, upon my secred word of honour, she has a mighty
fine fitten anyhow, my dear. Aha!"

“They don't drown such kittens,” said Mr. Wood archly;
and Macshane, taking the allusion, clapped his finger to his nose
in token of perfect approbation of his commander’s sentiment,

While the blacksmith was shoeing the horse, Mr. Wood asked
him many questions concerning the lad whom he had just been
chastising, and succeeded, beyond a doubt, in establishing his
identity-with the child whom Catherine Hall had brought into
the world seven yea: ice. Billings told him of all the virtues
of his wife,and the manifold crimes of the lad : how he stole,
and fought, and lied, and swore; and though the youngest
under his roof, exercised the most baneful influence over all the
rest of his family. He was determined at last, he said, to put
him to the parish, for he did not dare to keep him.

“ He's a fine whelp, and would fetch ten pieces in Virginny,”
sighed the Ensign.

* Crimp, of Bristol, would give five for him," said Mr. Wood,
ruminating.

*“Why not take him? id the EnSign.

* Faith, why not ? " said Mr. Wood. ‘' His keep, meanwhile,
will not be sixpence a day.” Then turning round to the black-
smith; ** Mr. Billings," said he, ““ you will be surprised, perhaps,
to Hear that Fknow everything regarding that poor lad’s history.

Hi§ mother was an unfortunate lady of high family, now no
more ; his father a German nobleman, Count de Galgensteinby
name."

‘¢ The very man ! " said Billings : ‘“a young, fair-haired man,
who came here with the child, and a4 dragoon sergeant.”

+*Count de Galgenstein by hame, who, on the point of death,
recommended the infant to me.”

“And did he pay you seven years' boarding?" said Mr.

Billings, who was quite alive at the very idea. 3

“ Alas, sir, not a jot! He died, sir, six hundred pounds in
my debt ; didn't he, Ensi;
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e v
. Sx.\' hunflred, upon my secred honour! I reme
c‘i;o)l into the house along with the poli "—

Psha ! what matters it > here broke out Mr.
fizrcely at the Ensign. S s he
was he 7y
: Isfbc, to pay you? But he told me to take charge of this

. qund hm_l ; and found him I have, and s, .
him, if you will hand him over.”

S - 7
Send our Tom ! cried. Billings. And when that youth

appcared.‘ scowling, and yet trembling,

ies:‘imdcdl for another castigation, his fnithcr. to his( surprise

= ‘:1 . ;m} xf‘ht? was \»\.'JIImg to go along with those gcntlcmen'
rether he would be a good lad and stay with him '

] Mr. Tom replied immediately, *‘I won’t bea "ood

I'd rathergo to than stay with you 1" y e

“Will v leave v : d sis eI cal 11 =
you leave your brothers ana sisie S i
looking very dismal sisters?” said Bxlung:,

and prepared, as it

mber when

b Wood, looking
Six hundred pounds he owes me : how
boy,
/I take charge of

THOMAS BILLINGS LEAVES HOME.

*¢ Hang my brothers and sisters—I hate 'em ; an
haven't got any ! "

« But you had a good mother, hadn't you, Tom?*

Tom paused for a moment.

« Mother's gone,”" said he, ** and you flog me, and I'll go with
these men. *

« Well, then, go thy ways,” said Billings, starting up in a
passion ; *‘ go thy ways for a graceless reprobate ; and if this
gentleman will take you, he may do so.

After some further parley, th sersation ended, and the
next morning Mr. Wood's party consisted of three: a little boy
being mounted upon the bay horse, in addition to the Ensignor
himself ; and the whole company went journeying towards BristoL.

We have said that Mrs. Hayes had, on'a sudden, taken a fit
of maternal affection, and was bent upon being restored to her
child ; and that benign desti ratched oyer the life of
this lucky lady, instantly set about gratifying her wish, and,
without cost to herself of coach-hire or saddle-horse, sent the
young  gentleman very quick her arms. The village in
which the Hayeses dwelt was but a very few miles out of the
road from Bristol; whither, on the benevolent mission above
hinted at, our party of worthies were bound : and coming,
towards the afternoon, in sight of the house of that very Justice
Ballance, who had be ) nearly the ruin of Ensign Macshane,
that officer narrated, for the hundredth time, and with much
glee, the circumstances which had then befallen him, and the
manner in which Mrs, Hayes the elder had come forward to
his rescue.

uppose we go and see the old girl? " suggested Mr. Wood.
' No harm can come to us now,”. And his comrade always
assenting, they wound their way towards the village, and reached
it as the evening came on. In the public-house where they
rested, Wood made inquiries concerning the Hayes family
informed of the death of the old couple, of the establishment
of John Hayes and his wife in their place; and of the kind of life
that these latter led together. When all these points had been
imparted to him, he ruminated much: an expression of sublime
triumph and exultation at length lighted up his features. ‘1
think, Tim,"” said he at last, *“ that we can make more than five
pieces of that boy.”




**Oh, in coorse I'* said Timothy Macshane, Esquire ;
agreed with ** Meegjor."

* 'n coorse, you fool! and how? I'll'tell you hoyw. This

Hayes is well-to-do in the world, and "— ’ 3

*‘And 'we'll nab him again—ha, ha!™ roared out M

aga

who

- > acshane,
my secred honour, Megjor, there never was a gineral like
as a gineral like
Lat a'str-*lyjam 1’
“Peace, you bellowi ing dwll\(\
The man is well-to. lo,

have no
.nldn 2. | Now, either she ry glad to have the boy

back again, and pay fot the finding of him, or else she has said
» and will pay r being or,
hmxscu will be ashamed at

'8 any one of the cases, or my name's not Peter U‘ock g
When' the Eunsic

Wl ¢ Losign understood this wondrous argument, ]

would fain have fallen on his knees

d worshipped hi i

: fa v : his friend
an le ! n erati

1 guide. * They began operations, almost immediately, by

4n attack on Mrs. Hayes. On hearing, as she did in private
SIview with the ex-corporal the next mo; ing, that her son

o e di“she wae 'A e~ Ly
ras found, was agitated ‘by both of the passions which
Wood attributed .

d to have the ) 1

i (\.;\-‘ '11 e boy back, and

g sum m see mm but she dreaded

Al; toa 1 How could she
the o <

upon expedi

e

?.n.d, IS not uncommon now <u<ix1~1 y
‘le'crczl that she had a dear brother md been- obliged to
fly the country in consequence of ha iving joined the Prctc 1d
and had died in F mnce' ind hxm an only son Il:v
boy her brother hac th, recomme: >nded to m‘?
o tion, and lmd conhrlul hiim to the che arge of a brother
.0. cer who was now in the countr 1d. would speedily m:;re
IS appearance ; and, to put the story beyond a donl))t \f:'
V_Vood wrote the letter from her brother ting all these '7A
ticulars, and Ensign Macshane recei full ir :rumom ho“‘.l:
erform the part of the * brother officer.”” What cov;i(’cralion
Mr. Wood received for his services, we cannot s y ru;lv it is
well known that Mr. Hayes caused to’be committed t-u MIOII;

young a o > in it o
young apprentice his service, charged with having broken
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open a cupboard in which Mr. Hayes had forty guineas in gold
and silver, and to which none but he and his ywife had acces:

Having made these arrangements, the Corporal and hi
party decamped to a short distance, and .\_Ir:s. C@.lhcfmc was left
to prepare her husband fora speedy addition to his famil
the shape of this darling nephew. John Hayes received the
news with anything but p‘ezbur". He had nevér heard of any
brother of Catherine's; she had been bred at the workbouse, and
obody ever hinted that she had relatives : but it is easy for a
lady of moderate genius to invent circumstances ; and with 1
ears, threats, coaxings, caths, and other blandishments, she
compelled him to submit,

‘Two days afterwards, as Mr. Hayes was working in his shop
with his Iady seated beside him, the trampling of a horse was
heard in his courtyard, and a gentleman, of huge stature,
descended from it, and strode into the shop. His figure was
wrapped in a large cloak ; but Mr. Hayes could not help fancy-
ing that he had somewhere seen his face before. .

“‘This, T preshoom,” said the g “1~ Misther Hayes
that 1 have come so many miles to ses amiable
lady! 1 was the most intimate frienc our: :
brother, who died n King Lewis's service, and WhosC &
touching letthers 1 despatched to you two vh\ 0. 1 have

with me a funlhr precious token of my de end, Captain

Hall—it is Aere.

And sosaying, the military man, with one.arf, removed
his cloak, and stretchi into Hayes's face
almost; “stretched  likewise forward a. litt ining and
sprawling in the air, and prevente »«d only
groind by-the hold which the f
his little coatand breech

“Isn't he a pretty boy?" said Mr;_
husband tenderly, and pressing one of 1

madam, of your laminted

‘\hnul the lad's b:“m.\ it is needless to say what the carp %
thought ; but that nd for many many nights after, the

lad stayed at Mr. I!
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CHAPTER VIIL.
Enumerates the Accomplishments of Master Thomas Billings—In-
troduces Brock as Doctor Wood—And announces the Execulion
of Ensign Macshane.

WE are obliged, in recording this history, to follow accurately
that great authority, the * Calendarium Newgaticum Roago-
rumque Registerium,” of which every lover of literature in the
present day knows the value; and as that remarkable work
totally discards all the unities in its: narratives, and reckons the
life. of its heroes only by their actions, and not by periods of
time, we must follow in the wake of this mighty ark—a humble
cock-boat. | When it pauses, we pause; when it runs ten knots
an hour, we run with the same celerity ; and as, in order to
carry thexeader from the penultimate chapter of this work unto
the last chapter, we were compelled to make him leap over a
gap of seven blank years, ten years more must likewis
granted to us before we are at liberty to resume our history.
During that period, Master Thomas Billings had been under
the especial care of his mother ; and, as may be imagined, he
rather increased than diminished the accomplishments for which
he had been remarkable while under the roof of his foster-father,
And with [this advantage, that while at the blacksmith’s, and
only three or four years of age, his virtues were necessarily
appreciated only in his family circle, ‘and among those few
acquaintances of his own time of life whom a youth of three
can be expected to meet in the alleys or over the gutters of a
small country hamlet,—in his mother's residence, his circle
extended with his own growth, and he began to give proofs of
those powers of which in fancy there had heen only encotrag-
ing indications. Thus it was nowise remarkable that a child
f four years should not know his letters, and should have had
4 great disinclination to learn them ; but when a young man
of fifteen showed the same creditable ignorance, 'the same
undeviating dislike, it. was easy to see that he possessed much
resolution and perseverance. When it was remarked, too, that,
in case of any difference, he not only Deat the usher, but by no
means disdained to torment and bully the very smallest boys of

the school, it was easy to see that his mind was comprehensive
and careful, as well as courageous and grasping. As it was
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said of the Duke of Wellington, in the Peninsula, that he had'a
thought for everybody—from Lord Hill to the smnllc's.t drumr{ler
in the army—in like manner Tom Billings bestowed 445 attention
on high and low; but in the shape of blows: he would fight
the strongest and kick the smallest, and was always at ‘f”rk
with one or the other. At thirteen, when he was removed from
the establishment whither he had been sent, he was the cock
of the school out of doors, and the very last boy in. Heused
to let the little boys and new-comers pass him by, and laugh;
but he always belaboured them unmercifully afterwards ; .:md
then it was, he said, /is turn to laugh. With sucha pugnacious
tarn, Tom Billings ought to have been made a sok}mr, and
might have died a marshal; but, by an unlucky grdmancc of
fate, he was made a tailor, and died a never mind what for
the present ; suffice it to say, that he was suddenly cut off, mf
a very early period of his existence, by a disease which bas
exercised considerable ravages among the British youthl

By consulting the authority above mentioned, we find that
Hayes did not confine himself to/the profession of a carpenter,
or remain long established in the country | b'.}t was induce: '
by: the eager spirit of Mrs. Catherine most probably, to try h‘.‘s
fortune in the metropolis; where he lived, flourished, and died.
Oxford Road, Saint Giles's, and Tottenham Court were, at
various periods of his residencein town, inhabited by him, At
one place he carried on the business of greengrocer and sm:}ll-
coalman; in-another, he was carpenter, undertaker; and lender
of money to the poor; finally, he was a lodging-house lfte.‘pcr
in the Oxford or Tyburn Road ; but continued to.exercise the
last-named charitable profession.

Lending as he did’ upon pledg nd cnrr;.-?ng on a p.rut.‘.):
large trade, it was not for him, 10 inq:.ur:‘. ml_o _1{1}_
pedigree of all the pieces of plate, the bales of cloth, 5\\?1;\?,
watches, wigs, ‘shoe-buckles, &ec., that were conndf:d i‘q. his
friends to his keeping ; but it is clear um‘t his friends had the
fequisite confidénce in him; and that he enjoyed the esteem of a
class of characters who still live in his and are ndmxrcvd unto
this very day. ‘The mind loves to think that, perhaps, in Mr,
Hayes's ba k-parlour the gallant Turpin might bave hob'ar}d-
nobbed with Mrs. Catherine; that here, perhaps, t_hc ‘nmﬂc
Sheppard might have cracked his joke, or_qu:u’fcd‘l_ns pint of
rum, Who knows but that Macheath and Paul Clifford may
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have crossed legs under Hayes's dinner-table? But why pause
to speculate on things that might have been? why desert reality
for fond imagination, or call up from their honoured graves the
sacred dead? I know not: and yet, in sooth, T can never pass
Cumberland Gate without a sigh, as I think of the gallant
cavaliers who traversed that road in old time. Pious priests
accompanied | their triumphs ; their chariots were surrounded
by hosts of glittering javelin-men. As the slave at the car of
the Roman conqueror shouted, ** Remember thou art mortal 1
before the eyes of the British warrior rode the undertaker and
his coffin, telling him that he toomust die! Mark well the spot!
A hundred years ago Albion Street (where comic Power dwelt,
Milesia’s darling son)}—Albion Street was a desert.  The square
of Connaught was without its penultimate, and, strictly speaking,
naught.  The Etgware Road was then a road, 'tis true; with
tinkling waggons passing now and then, and fragrant walls of
snowy hawthorn blossoms., The ploughman whistled over Nut-
ford Place; down the green solitudes of Sovereign Street the
merry milkmaid led the lowing kine; Here, then, in the midst
of green fields and sweet air—before ever omnibuses were, and
when Pineapple Turnpike and Terrace were alike unknown—
here stood Tyburn: and on the road towards it, perhaps to
enjoy the prospeet, stood, in the year 1723, the habitation of Mr.
John Hayes:

One fine morning in the year 1725, Mrs. Hayes, who had been
abroad in her best hat and riding-hood ; Mr. Hayes, who/for a
wonder had accompanied her; and Mrs. Springatt, a lodger,
who for a remuneration had the honour of sharing Mrs: Hayes's
friendship and table: all returned, smiling and rosy, at about
half-past. ten-o'clock, from a walk which they had \taken ‘to
Bayswater. Many thousands of people were likewise seen
flocking down the Oxford Road; and you would rather have
thought, from the smartness of thei appearance and the pleasure
depicted in their countenances, that they were just issuing from
a sermon; than quitting the, ceremony which they had been to
attend.

The fact is, that they had just been to see a gentleman
hanged,—a cheap pleasure; which the Hayes family never denied
themselyes ; and they returned home with a good appetite to
breakfast, braced by the walk, and tickled into hunger, as it

were, by the spectacle, I can recollect, when I was a gyp at
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Cambridge, that the *“men " used o have breakfast-partics 'fox;
the very ; me purpose ; and the exhibition of the morming actec

1o s
infallibly upon the stomach, and caused the young students t0

eat with m /Oracity.

mi\“:llln :::1(:23;3{,0, a !mnt]somc,, \\'ell-d.rcsscd, plump, '03\
woman of three or four and thirty (and shen, my ‘den..r‘, .h-“la
woman handsomer than at that age?), came in _qunc ‘.1.;;'1 1(y‘
from her walk, and entered the back-parlour, which looked into

i 3 > > St 'as shining very
a pleasant yard, or garden, whereon the sun was shining very

gaily ; and where, at a table covered “m_x a nice \t'xlmg ﬂc.l)o(t;,t
faid out with some silver mugs, too, and km'.'c_s, a?l with k; 1:0k_
crests and patterns, sat an old gcmleljnan reading in a’rll"o s

« Here we are at last, Doctor,” ls:m'! .\(S. Ha_\'(fs, . ..n'h;;h s
his speech.” She produced the little l'..mp_-nn‘y d:m;' \(';’ i s
this day is sold at the gallows-foot upo:lx tl-u_ (!Lgt\: { L hu)‘
offender. *'I've seen a many men turned off, to be t_lurs'_,d-"
I never did see one who bore it more like a man than he di
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“My dear," said the gentleman addressed as Doctor, “he
was as cool and as brave as steel, and no more minf‘éd ln’n 'n;
than tooth-drawing." ¥ e

L (2 was the drink that ruined him," said Mrs. Cat.

*“ Drink, and bad company. I warned him, my dear,—I
warned him years ago; and directly he got into \'\'iiii's.f:m:" I
knew that ‘he had not a year to run.. Ah, why, my \o?c T\z”l
men con}inue such dangerous: courses,” continued the Do.r*lo.;
with a sigh, ‘“and jeopardy their lives for a miserable \v;‘lcl;
or a snuff-box; of which Mr, Wild takes three-fourths of the
produce? But here comes the breakfast; and, egad, I am :~
hungry as a lad of twenty."” e

lndz'ft-:l. at this moment Mrs, Hayes's servant appeared with
a smoking dish of bacon and greens ; and Mz Hayes himself
as_cendi_-d from’ the cellar (of which he kept the ke\-')\).x‘ﬂr: g
with him a tolerably large jug of small-beer, Tc; this r'e ,a.;l ”1‘a
Doctor, Mrs. Springatt (the other lodger), and .\Ir: zml;l M‘r:‘
‘”uﬁtvn;oll)z: ‘;.\Ld with great al.lcrity.. A fifth cover was ]ma,
b ed; the company remarking that ** Tom had very
likely| found some acquaintances at' Tyburn, with whom 1!
mi’ght choose to pass-the morning.” : i
dlr,[]or;[::{s ?‘1\1. x_CNI ;ﬁ:n;.lrc}%lh:‘.gg‘ no'.»v of lhc' age of sixteen :

s o es in_height, handsome, sallow in
cc:mplcyon. black-eved and black-haired. Mr. Billings was
apprentice 10 a tailor;-of tolerable practice, who was to t:};c hi‘m
into partnership at the end of his term. It was :1:p173:‘r1 and
}vnl.l reason; that Tom would'not fail" to make "fommhc 1n ‘th]i 5
business ; of which the present head was one Bcixllllci;’cr ‘:.
(n-rqum. Beinkleider was skilful in his trade (after the m-:m;"
of his nation, which in breeches and nwmphs'<;cc~~'"1 m(\ 1;'-.T
sibles and incomprehiensibles—may instruct :\J'lnl"\:n'or“ )it : :lmh‘
1c-zif1 of his pleasure. Some pron;issorv notes O‘l‘ his 4 found
their way into Haj ands, and had -gi\'m him the means not
only of providing Master Billings with a cheap 111;>-rcntx:or'.q}\'
.7.11(1 a cheap partnership afterwards ; but x\-ou.ldlcmrx;\ hl::
» ” 7 < T : ¥
e e
L ardmt=iog fogeties, S0 that there was every prospect
that, when Mr. illings was twenty-one years of age, poor Beink-
leider would have to act, not as his master, but h:i‘s journeyman,
Tom was a very precocious youth'; was supplied by a Z‘Iot%nu
mother with plenty of pocket-money, and spcﬁt itwith 2 numbcbr
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of lively companions of both sexes, at plays, bull:baitings, fairs,
jolly parties on the river, and suchlike innocent amusements.
He could throw a main, t00, as well as his elders ; had pinked
his: man, in a row at Madam' King's in the Piazza ; and was
much respected at the Roundhouse.

Mr. Hayes was not very fond of this promising young gentle-
man; indeed, he had the baseness to bear malicé, because, in a
quarrel which occurred about tWo years preyiously, he, Hayes,
being desirous to chastise Mr. Billings, had found himself not
only guite incompetent, but actually at the mercy of the boy ;
who struck him over the head with a joint-stool, felled him to
the ground, and swore be would have his life. The Doctor,
who was then also a lodger at Mr. Hayes's, interposed, and re-
stored the combatants, not to friendship, but to peace. Hayes
never afterwards attempted to lift his hand to the young man,
but contented himself with hating him profoundly. In this
sentiment Mr. Billings participated cordiallys; and, quite unlike
Mz, Hayes, who never dared to show his dislike, used on every
occasion when they met, by actions, looks, wo sneers, and
curses, to let his stepfather know the opinion ¥
him.  Why did not Hayes discard the boy altogether?
catise, if he did so, he was really afraid of his life, and because
he trembled before Mrs. Hayes, his lady, as the leaf trembles
before the tempest in October. His breath was not his own,
but hers’; his'money; too, had been chiefly of her getting,—for
though he wasas stingy and mean as mortal man can be, and
<o likely to save much, he had not the genius for geiting which
Mrs. Hayes possessed. She kept his books (for she had learned
to read and write by’this time), she made his bargains, and she
directed the operations of the poor-spirited little capitalist.
When bills became due; and debtors pressed for time, then she
brought Hayes's own professional merits into play. The man
was as deaf and cold as a rock ; never did poor tradesmien gain
a penny from him j never were the bailiffs delayed one single

minute from their prey. The Beinkleider business, for instance,
showed pretty well the genius of the two. Hayes was for closing
with him at once ; but his wife saw the vast profits which might
be drawn out of him, and arranged the apprenticeship and the
partnership before alluded to. The woman heartily scorned
and spit upon her husband, who fawned upon her like a spaniel.
She loved good cheer ; she did not want for a certain kind of
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oer

generosity. The only feeling that Hayes had for any one except
himself was for his wife, whom he held in a cowardly awe and
attachment : he liked drink, too, which made him chirping and
memy, and accepted willingly any treats that his acquaintances
might offer -him; but he would suffer agonies when his wife
brought or ordered from the cellar a bottle of wine,

And now for the Doctar. He was about seventy years of age.
He had been'much abroad; he was of a sober, cheerful aspect;
be dressed handsomely and quietlyin a broad hat and cassock ;
biit saw no company except the few friends whom he met at the
coffee-house, 'He had an income of about one hundred pounds,
which he promised to leave to young Billings. He was amusec
with the Iad, and fond of his mother, and had boarded with them
for some years past. The Doctor, in fact, was our old friend
Corporal Brock, the Reverend Doctor Wood now, as he had
been Major Wood fifteen years back.

Anyone who has read the § rmer part of this history must have
seen that we have spoken throughont with invariable respect ‘of
Mt. Brock; and that in every circumstance in which he has
appeared, he has acted not only with prudence, but often with
genius. The early obstacle to Mr. Brock's success was want of
conduct simply. Drink, women, play—how many a brave fellow
have they ruined'—had pulled Brock down as often'as his m
had/ carried him up.  When a man's passion for play has
brought him to be a seoundrel, it at once ce to be hurtful to
Lim in a worldly. point of view ; he cheats, and wins. Tt is only
for the idle and luxurious that women retain their fascinations to
a very late period ; and Brock's passions had been whipped out
of him in Virginia; where much ill-health, illstreatment, hard
labour, and hard food, speedily put an end to them. He forgot
thiere even how to drink ; rum or wine made this poor declining
gentleman so ill that he could indulge in them no longer; and
s0 his three vices were cured,

Had he been ambitious, there is little doubt: buf that Mz
Brock, on bis return from transportation, might have risen in the
world ; but he was old and a philosopher : he did not care about
rising. Living was cheaper in those days, and interest for
money higher : when he had amassed about six hundred pounds,
he purchased an annuity of seventy-two pounds, and gave out—
why should he not?—that he had the capital as well as the
interest.  After leaving the Hayes family in the country, be
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. I he very name of father used to put Mr. Hayes i

I m not his father, thank Heaven ! " said he, !

*“ No, nor nobody else's,” said Tom.

Mr. .Ha_vus only muttered ** Base-born brat !

Hx; father was a gentleman,—that's moare yor eve:
\\'4:.1'?! screamed Mrs. Hayes. ‘' His father was :1);11; 9“-1;_
«SPIRt; no cowardly srieak of a carpenter, Mr, H-*-\'-:~j '> T ; nho
noble blood in his veins, for all he has a x;xi!or’shq. O-m -15
and if his mother had bad her right, <he WO =Ii : Plfeﬂm‘}tt‘-,
coach-and-six." bt o L T
po;lf 1\3‘,:? QI qco_uld f?l\(i’ n‘ly I’fulmfzr," said Tom; “for I think
Sl r’m:fgnI h?d I';\;)}ud look mighty well in a coach-and-six.*

: ancied. that if his father was a count a e time of his
birth, Il? must be a prince now; and, im]itcd t\\t'r;:t t'l:::ono: ’hl?
cr)ftxpamrons by the latter august title. i G
{omg‘];)" Tom, that you would,"” eried his mother, looking at him

“With a sword by my side, and a hat and feather, there’
never alord at St. James's would cut a finer figure.” e

After a Tittle more of ‘this talk, in which )frx' I:hve' let the
company know her high opinion of her son—wh; as u~;11 t IIL:
care to show his extreme contempt for his 5£epht'ber—.:h{-'l' it
retired to his occupations ; the loc Iger, Mrs. S')ﬁnmlt \‘.;v dlt‘le;
never said a word all this time, retired to her l:mw\x?t‘mc:m. : ;;llc‘
secotld floor; and, pulling out their pipes and .l(:b*«cco th!I lhi
gcm:.eman and the young one solaced themselyes :.\illx,ll'd'} an
hour s more talk and smoking ; while the thrifty Mrs oo
OppOSl.te to them, was busy with her books, f

-“‘.’\, hat's in the confessions?” said Mr. Billings to Doctor
Wood. ' * There were six of 'em besides Mac: t\:o for shee
four}r‘OUSebreakcrs; but nothing of consequence, I ﬁncv:' YT
S T{;:s the paper,"” said Wood archly. ““Read for your-

Mr. Tom looked at the same time very fierce and very foolish ;
fc;r, .lhf)ugh he could drink, swear, and fight as well as any I ld.
of his inches in England, reading was not :moxw his ”cco;n :;1
ments. *“T tell you what, Doctor," said he ‘b'—“vou 'plllls':
no bnntc'rliyng with me,—for I'm not the m:u; that will b.c:irai\tL
= mn};lge: and' he threw a tremendous swaggering look acros;

I want you to learn to read, Tommy dear. Look at your

Hayes,

THE END OF ENSIGN MACSHANE.

mother there over her books: she keeps them as neat as
serivener now, and at twenty she could make never a str 8

" Your godfather speaks for your good, child ; and for me,
thou knowest that I have promised thee a gold-headed cane and
periwig on the first day that thou canst read me a column of

the Flying Post.”

‘Hang the periwig!” said Mr. Tom testily. “ Let my god-
father read the paper himself, if he has a liking for it.”

Whereupon the old gentleman put on his spectacles, and
glanced over the sheet of s ity-brown paper, which, ornamented
with a picture of a gallows at the top, contained the biographies
of the seven unlucky individuals who had that morning suffered
the penalty of the law. With the six heroes who came first in
the list we have nothing to do; but have before us a copy of the
paper containing the life of No. 7, and which the Doctor read

in an audible voice.

<« (Captain fHlacshane.
“Tue seventh victim to Fayman,
Captain Macshane, so well

“The Captain came to the
nightcap ; and, being ist ir g
O'Flaherty, Popish prie ct T < an VA

#Captain Macshane w spectable parents, in the town of
i d from most of the kings in that
INtry. servi i ties King William
1 ({uecn Mary, and He sty Q ne, in Flandersand §

d obtained much credit from my Lord
for his valour, .

“ But being placed on half-pay at the end of the wax, Ensign Macshane
took to evil courses ; and, frequenting the bagnios and dice-houses, was
speedily brought to ri . ¥ e

¢t Being at this pass, he fell in’ with the notorious Captain Wood, and
i atrocious robberies inithe inland

d them, they went into the wi

wever, the day of retrib
r-pots from a public-houss, they,
eter, and transported for seven 5
wat Justice never sleeps; but, sooner

shirt and
by Father

they two togethér committed T
counties ; but these being too hot toh
where they were unknown. Here
arrived ; for, having stolen three
under false names, were tr
ond the sea. Thus it i
r later; is sure to overtake the criminal.

5 On their return from Virginia, a quarrel about booty arose between
these two, and Macshane killed Wood in a combat that took place
between them near to the town of Bristol; but a waggon coming up,
Macshane was obliged to fly without the ill-gotten wealth : so true is it,
that wickedness never prospers. )

“Two d. afterwards, <hane met the coach of Miss Macraw, a
Scotch lady and he: _ for lumbago and gout, to the Bath. He
at first would have is lady ; but such were his arts, that he
induced her toma nd they lived together for seven yearsin the
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town of Eddenboro, in Scotland,—he passing under the name of Colonel
Geraldine, The Jady dying, and Macshane having expended all her
wealth, he was ot 1 to resur s former evil courses, 1n order to save
himself from starvation ; whereupon he robbed a Scotch lord, by name
the Lord of Whistlebinkie, of a mull of snuff ; for which crime he was
condemned to the Tolbooth prison atEddenboro, in Scotland, and whipped
many times in publick.

**These deserved punishments did not at all alter Captain Macshane's
disposition ; and on the 17th of February last, he stopped the Bavarian
Envoy’s coach on “Blackheath, coming from Dover, and robbed h
Excellency and his chaplain; taking from the former his money, w2
star, a fur-cloak, his sword (a very valuat
Romish missal, out of which he was the

atches,
le one); and from the latter a
ing, and a case-bottle.”
*!'The; Bavarian Envoy !" said Tom parenthetically. ‘“My
master, Beinkleider, was his Lordship's regimental tailor in
Germany, and is now making a Court suit for him.
matter of a2 hundred pounds to him, T warrans.”
Doctor Wood resumed his reading. ‘Hum—hum! A
Romish missal, out of which he was reading, and a ¢

It will bea

ase-bottle.

Jy means o 10uS eriminal was

1ght to e se-ho g ssal have been restored to
Father O'Flahe

finement in Newgate, Mr. M ane could not be
any contrition for hiS ‘crimes ept that of having
anding officer. For this Wood he pretended an exces:

sorrow, and vowed that usquebaugh of his death,—

indeed, in prison he partook of no other liquor, and drunk a bottle of it

n the day before his death

** He was visited by ¢ al of the clergy and gentry in hiscell ; among

others, by the Popish priest whom he had robbed, Father O'Elaherty,

Before mentioned, who attended him likewise in his last moments (f

that idolatrous worship may be attention); and likewise by the

Father's patron, the assador, his Excellency Count
Maximilian de Galgenstein.”

As.old Wood came to these words, he paused to give them
utterance.

‘“What ! Max?"
fall over her ledgers.

screamed Mrs. Hayes, letting her ink-bottle

““Why, be hanged if it ben't my father ! " said Mr. Billings.

“* Your father, sure enough, unless there be others of his name,
and unless the scoundrel is hanged,” said the Doctor—sinking
his voice, however, at the end of the sentence.

Mr. Billings broke his pipe in anagony of joy. **I think we'll
have the coach now, mother,” says he; “‘and I'm blessed if Polly
Briggs shall not look as fine as a duchess.

“Polly Briggs is a low slut, Tom, and not fit for the likes of
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you, his Excellency’s son. - Oh, fie! \'ou_x must if a ge?xl‘crn?
now, sirrah; and I doubt w hclh‘r:r I”shxm t take you away from
ious tailor's shop altogether.
mi{lso()dlx{\)il: ;):lgz:ilionpi\lr. bBiHin‘js objected ai!ogct?lcl: ':‘ f('n';
besides Mrs. Briggs before alluded to, the young g»:mh,-m.z_:. \\’L
much attached to his master's daughter, Mrs. Margaret Gretel,
- ‘Gr\%‘l)c.n L:qf}: ‘Et,k‘ ':Fl"lxcx-c will be time to think of l'n.nt —hux
after, ma'am, If my pa makes 2 man of me, why.”ox CULQN\]
the shop may go to the deuce, for \-.-h:'.t.I care; thl, \,‘,‘vn
better wait, Jook you, for something certain before we give up
such a pretty bird in the h:mr.l as this.
« He speaks like Solomon," said the Doc_!»(.\r.‘} ey
« T always said he would be a cre to his old mo‘mf.r, m,;‘l
I, Brock?': eried Mrs. Cat, embracing her son very a'ﬁr, Lzori.ng\_\h:
< A credit to her; ay, I warrant, a real blessing! _\1'1(“ x:
thou want any money, Tom? for a*Jord's son m-lm.- m.t gl) ’m(l‘
without a few pieces in his pocket. And I'tell t{)cu,-‘on.l.rf'l.-
thou must go and see his Lor aip ; fmd thou s-h:m lj?l‘\.(_’ a)lzx'u'v
of brocade for a waistc thow shalt; :\')‘: and ll“.;' :h-'.‘c,r- 1L:
sword I told thee of; but oh, Tommy, Tommy .‘hm‘g n, e
and don't be a-drawingof it in naughty company at the gaming
at the"” _ I
hoﬁsf’(;);l:"h:g of fiddlesticks, mother !- If T go t;o :C:',_'.;X l
father, I must have a reason forit; n‘n_d \nslcm‘} gf ‘%O.I\b with ¢
sword in my hand, I shall take sometiing else in “f -
‘ “The lad #sa lad of nous,” crie:d Doctor W ood\, dm.r:mz:g...'
his mother does spoil him S0 m.—un;lll‘yi) 1};&?2:‘?21‘&%1(::“1“
id y hear what he said about Bemkleider and the ;
E}:gn‘u?:'\]\ox;ln]:: wait-on the Count with'hisfLordship’s breeches,

AN ear in e ing on of 4 yair o
A man-may learn a deal of news in the trying © 0 »
2 ne < | ¥

sechos :
brh\e;(;.\o it was agreed that in this ‘manner 1':1-;-- son SW«)‘UhL,;t.
first make I pearance bx:-‘[o.m: father. ‘\IT\T % :n % 'L o
the piece of brocade, which, in lh.c co'u 1(.;;14 .nt ::..,' v
fashioned into a smart waistcoat (xor‘ Jeir '-L'mub ‘..;;g:qbc:
close by, in Cavendish Square). ._\Irs. Gretel, with m:m'.'; 01 ;i;{'
tied a fine blue riband round h:‘s neck ; and, nvnB'llri 100‘,\:(:
stockings, with gold buckles to his shoes, Master Billings
a very proper young gentleman. - 4
. \'flxir}:l.,ugf';;:gz_\'.? 2\\.;(\ his mother, blu g and hesitating,
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““should Max—should his Lordship ask after your—want to
know if your mother is alive, you can she is, and well, and
often talks of old times. And, Tommy" (after another pause),
“you needn't say anything about Mr, Hayes; only say I'm
quite well."

Mrs. Hayes Tooked at-him as he marched down the street, a
long long way.  Tom was proud and gay in his new costume,
andwas not unlike his father. Asshe looked, lo! Oxford Street
disappeared, and she saw a green common, and a village, and a
little inn. | ‘There was a soldier leading a pair of horses about on
the green comwmon’; and in the inn sat'a cavalier, so young, so
merry,'so beautiful! O, what slim white hands he had ; and
winning words, and tender, gentle blue eyes! Was it not an
honour to a country lass that stich a noble gentleman should
look at her fora moment? Had he not some charm about him
that she must needs obey when he whispered in her ear, “Come,
followme!” Asshewalked ‘towards the lane that morning, how

Il she remembered. each spot as she 2d it, and the look it
wore for the last time! How the smoke was ris g from the
yastures, how the fish were jumping @and plashing in the mill-
stream | “There was the ¢hurch, with all its windows lighted up
with gold, and. yonder wete the reapers sweeping down the
brown corn.. She tried to sing as she went up the hill—what
was it? 'She could not remember; but oh, how well she re-
membered the sound of the horse’s hoofs, as they came quicker,
quicker—nearer, nearer! How noble he looked on his great
horse! Was he tt ng of her, or were they all silly words
which he spoke: jast night, merely to pass away the time and
deceive poor girls with?  Would he remember them—wvould he?

**Cat my dear,' here cried Mr. Brock, as Captain, ‘alias
Doctor Wood, “‘here’s the meat a-getting cold, and I am
longing for my breakfast.”

As they went in he looked her hard'in the face. “*'What, stzil

fa
at it, you silly girl?  've been watching you these five minutes,
Cat ; and be hanged but I think a word from Galgenstein; and
you would follow him as a fly does a treacle-pot!"
They went in to breakfast: but though there was a hot
shoulder of mutton and onion-sauce—Mrs. Catherine's favourite
e never touched a morsel of it.

¢ meanwhile Mr. Thomas Billings, in his new clothes
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which his mamma had given him, in his new riband wh.ir:h tl?c
fair Miss Beinkleider had tied round his nc.ck. ."..Fld .hav?ng. his
Excellency’s breeches wrapped in a silk h:mc;lkyrcmcf in his ng"l‘n
band, turned down in the direction of Whitehall, \\‘l}urc the
Bavarian Envoy lodged. But, before he waited on him, Mr.
Billings, being excessively pleased w hls_ pcrs.onal appearance,
made an early visit to Mrs. Briggs, who lived m‘x_hc ne:gnbo:xr-
hood of Swallow Street ; and who, after expressing hcrsclf \\1ch
much enthusiasm regarding her Tommy's good looks, imme-
diately asked him what he 11d stand to drink? Raspberry
gin bc:ing suggested, a pint of that 10T Was sent fm: ;_ n"' ‘—

Lre:u was the confidence and intimacy subsisting bct\\Ccﬂ Lcl-,ic
two young people, that the reader will be glad to hf,:‘u.r thi: ] :
Polly accepted every shilling of the money which Tom Bi T
had received from his mamma the day before ; nay, could !11
difficulty be prevented from seizing upon l'n_c cut-velyet hr'c'zc‘xfa
which he was carrying to the nobleman for whom me}»-r‘?tf
made. Having paid his adieux to Mrs, Polly, Mr. Billings
departed to visit his father.

—_—
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Interview between Count Galgenstein and Master Thomas Billi

uben be informs the Count of his Parenta Y i
I pont know-in all this miserabl v;orlfl a more mlscmnlvc
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or swapped during that period some two hx.m’dre.d horyﬁ»::. ) gu.][nE
played, say, fifteen thousand ga ?);111;1rqs; having ’LH
some six thousand bottles of having consumgd a rcm'o;p
able number of Nugee coats, s nany dozen pairs of hig 1-l
heeled Hoby boots, and read the e
duly, retire from the service when s attaine their eig ;0
lustre, and saunter through the world, trailing from Lor;uo_r_l
Cheltenham, and from Boulogne to Paris, 'and fro.m E‘:xn: 'ut
Baden, their idleness, their ill-health, and tthr (m:‘u_:. In ‘“:;f
morning of youth,” and when seen along with w Qle tr?ol?;h 3
their companions, these flowers look gaudy and brilliant enough §
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““should Max—should his Lordship ask after your—want to
know if your mother is alive, you can she is, and well, and
often talks of old times. And, Tommy" (after another pause),
“you needn't say anything about Mr, Hayes; only say I'm
quite well."

Mrs. Hayes Tooked at-him as he marched down the street, a
long long way.  Tom was proud and gay in his new costume,
andwas not unlike his father. Asshe looked, lo! Oxford Street
disappeared, and she saw a green common, and a village, and a
little inn. | ‘There was a soldier leading a pair of horses about on
the green comwmon’; and in the inn sat'a cavalier, so young, so
merry,'so beautiful! O, what slim white hands he had ; and
winning words, and tender, gentle blue eyes! Was it not an
honour to a country lass that stich a noble gentleman should
look at her fora moment? Had he not some charm about him
that she must needs obey when he whispered in her ear, “Come,
followme!” Asshewalked ‘towards the lane that morning, how

Il she remembered. each spot as she 2d it, and the look it
wore for the last time! How the smoke was ris g from the
yastures, how the fish were jumping @and plashing in the mill-
stream | “There was the ¢hurch, with all its windows lighted up
with gold, and. yonder wete the reapers sweeping down the
brown corn.. She tried to sing as she went up the hill—what
was it? 'She could not remember; but oh, how well she re-
membered the sound of the horse’s hoofs, as they came quicker,
quicker—nearer, nearer! How noble he looked on his great
horse! Was he tt ng of her, or were they all silly words
which he spoke: jast night, merely to pass away the time and
deceive poor girls with?  Would he remember them—wvould he?

**Cat my dear,' here cried Mr. Brock, as Captain, ‘alias
Doctor Wood, “‘here’s the meat a-getting cold, and I am
longing for my breakfast.”

As they went in he looked her hard'in the face. “*'What, stzil

fa
at it, you silly girl?  've been watching you these five minutes,
Cat ; and be hanged but I think a word from Galgenstein; and
you would follow him as a fly does a treacle-pot!"
They went in to breakfast: but though there was a hot
shoulder of mutton and onion-sauce—Mrs. Catherine's favourite
e never touched a morsel of it.

¢ meanwhile Mr. Thomas Billings, in his new clothes
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but there is no object more dismal than one of them alone, and
in its autumnal, or seedy state. My friend, Captain Popjoy,
is‘one who has arrived at this condition, and whom everybody
knows by his title of Father Pop. A kinder, simpler, more
empty-headed fellow does not exist. He is forty-seven years
old, and appears a young, good-looking man of sixty. At the
time of 'the Army of Occupation-he really was as good-looking
4 man 2s any in the Dragoons “He now uses all sorts of
stratagems to cover the ‘bald place on his head, by combing
certain thin grey side-locks over it. ~He has, in revenge, a pair
of enormous moustaches, which he dyes of the richest blue-black.
His nose is'a good deal larger and redder than it used to be;
his eyelids bave grown flat and heavy ; and'a little p.ur of red,
watery eyeballs float in the midst of them : it seems asif the light
whic'n was once in- those <iuk!_\' green pupi]s had extravasated
e white part of . | If Pop's legs are not so firm
and muscular as they used to Iv‘ in those days when he took
stich leaps into White’s buckskins, in revenge his waist is much
larger. He wears a very 1 coat, however, and a waistband,
which he lets out after dinner. Before ladies he blushes, and
is as silent ‘as a schoolboy. He calls them ‘“modest women."
His society is chiefly among young lads belonging to his former
profc':;qon. He knows the lku ie to be had at each tavern or
nd the waiters treat him with'much respectful familiarity.
He knows the names of every one of them; and shouts out,
*Send Markwell'here ! " or, ** Tell Cuttriss to give us a bottle
of ‘the yellow seal!” or, "Dl zy voo, Monsure Borrel, noo
donny shampang frappy,” &e. He always makes the salad or
the punch, and dines out three hundred days in the year: the
other days you see himi in a two-franc. eating-house’ at Paris,
or prowling about Rupert Street, or St. Martin's' Court, where
you get a capital cut of meat for eightpence. He has decent
lodgings and scrupulously clean linen ; his animal functions are
still tolerably well preserved, his spiritual have evaporated long
since ;' hie sleeps well, has no conscierice, believes himself ito'be
a respectable fellow, and is tolerably happy on the days when
he is asked out to dinner.

Poor Pop is not very high in the scale of created beings ; but,
if you fancy there is none lower, you are in egregious error.
There was once a man who had a mysterious exhibition of an
animal' quite unknown to naturalists, called *the wusser."”

COUNT GALGENSTE N'S DECAY.

Those curious individuals who desired to see the wusser were
introduced into an apartment where appeared before them
pothing more than a little lean shrivelled hideous blear-eyed
mangy pig. Every one cried out *“Swindle! 1" and “Shame!"
+ Patience, gentlemen, be heasy," said the showman: ** lock at
that there hanimal; it's a perfect phenomaly of hugliness: I
engage you never see such a pig.” Nobody ever had seen.
** Now, gentlemen," said he, " T'll keep my promm, has per
bill ; and bad as that there pig is, look at this here” (he showed
another). L«,ol‘ at this here, and you'll see at once that it's a
wusser.” In like manner the Popjoy breed is bad enough, but
it serves only to show off the Galgenstein race ; which is wusser.
Galgenstein had led a very gay life, as the saying is, for the
last fifteen years; such a gay one, that he had lost all capaci ity
of enjoyment by this time, and only possessed inclinations w
powers of "TJ.UfHIx them. He had grown to be exquisitely
curious and fastidious about meat and drink, for instance, and
a1l that he wanted was an appetite. He carried about with him
4 French cook, who could not make him eat; a doctor, who
could not make him well ; a mistress, of whom he was heartily
sick after two days; a priest; who bad been a favourite of the
exemplary Dubois, and by turns used to tickle him by the
imposition of penance, or by the repetition of a tale from the
yecueil of Nocé, or La Fare.  All his appetites were wasted and
worn ; only some monstrosity would galvanise them into monén-
ary action. Hewas in'that effete state to which many no
of his time had arrived ; who were ready to believe in ghost-
raising or in gold-making, or to retire into monasteries'and wear
ha <h1rls, ar to dabble in conspiracies, or to die in love with
little cook-maids of fifteen, or to pine for the smiles or 4t the
frowns of a prince of the blood, or t0.go mad at the refusal of a
chamberlain’s key. The last gratification he remembered o
have enjoyed was that of riding bare-headed in a soaking rain
for three i‘zours'by the side of his Grand Duke’s mistress's coach |
taking the pas of Cotint/ Kréhwinkel, who challenged him, and
was run through the body for this very dispute. Galgenstein
gained a rheumatic gout by it, which put him to tortures fu.r
many months ; and was further gratified with the post of English
Envoy. He hac lu"lunc he asked no salary, and could look
the enyoy very chI. ather O'Flaherty did all the duties, and
furt!u:m’iore acted as a spy over the ambassador—a sinecure
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post, for the man had no feeling, wishes, or opinions—absolutely
nane.

““ Upon my life, father," said this worthy man, I care for
nothing. You'have been talking for an hour about the Rvm"rus
death, the Duchess of l’rnl"rb and sly old I]gur),
what not; and T eare just as muchas if you told me that one of
my bauers at Galgenstein had killed a pig; or as if my lacquey,
La Rose, yonder, had made love to my mistress,"

*‘'He does ! said the reverend gentleman.

*Ah, Monsieur 1'Aht id La Rose, who was arrang
his master's enormous- Court periwig, ‘' yotr are, hélas ! w rong.
Monsieur le Comte will not be ax..’rv at my saying that T wish
the accusation were true.”

The Count did not take the slightest notice of La Rose’s v
but continved his own com

I fell you, Abb¢, T'care for nothing. I lost a thousand
guineas t'other'n: et ; L wish to my heart 1 could"have
been vexed about'it, Egad!'l remémber the day when to lose
a hundred ‘made me half mad for a month.. “Well, next day I
had my revenge at dice, and threw thirteen mains, There was
some delay; a call for fresh bones, 1 think; and—would you
believe it 7—I fell asleep withvthe box in my hand "

* A desperate e, indeed,” said the Abbé.

“If it had not been for Krihwinkel, I should have been a
dead man, tha i "hat pinking him saved me."

it,"” said the Abbé **Had your
Excellency not run him through, he, without a doubt, would
have done the same for you."

““Psha! you mistake my words, Monsieur I"Abbé ™ (yawning).
*“1 mean—what cursed'chocolate !—that I was dying for want
of excitement, Not ‘that I cared for dying; no, d——meif I
do!”

** When you do, your Excellency means,” said the Abbé, a
fat grey-haired Inﬁhnmn from the Iriandois Co

His Excellency did not laugh, ner understand jokes of any
kind; he was of an undeviating stupidity, and only repl *d,
** Sir, T mean what 1 say. I don’t care for living : no, nor
dying either; but I can speak as well as ;.notmr and 111
thank you not to be correcting my phrases as if 1 were one
of your cursed schoolboys, and not a gentleman of fortune and
blood.”

o
£

MR. BILLINGS INTRODUCED.

Hcm vith the Count, who had uttered four sentences about
f (he never spoke of anything else), sunk back on his
quite exhausted by his eloquence. The AbbE,

him
‘110\\3 :-.g:z.m,
{)\ho had a seat and a table by the bedside, resumed the labours
which had brought him into the room in the morning, and
busied himself with papers; which occasionally he handed over
to his <\.pcuor for appros
sieur la Rose appeared.
y with clothes from Mr. Beink
vour Excellency see him, or shall I bid him lc.u‘» the clotl
“ The Count was very much fatigued by s time;

signed three papers, and read the first half-a-dozen i

pair of them. - .
+ Bid the fellow come in, La Rose: and, hark ¥¢, give 2
wie - one must show one's self to be a gentleman before these
ig : or st sho i §
scoundrels.” And he there chestn 1‘0
s 3 "
coloured, orange-scented pyramid of was
awe the new-comer.
He was a lad of about st
a blue riband : our friend
under his arm the Count’s destine )
. however, by his I"\'cchencys appear:
ty and boldne
1.11! am, and then no

in the least awe

looked athim with a g

the same manner he st ¢

him with a kind look of recognition,
«Where have T seen the lad 1

it! My good friend, you were at the hanging yeste

12" said the father. “¢Qh; Thave
srcay, L

ant tiod with his head. “I

“What
or for bu 2 ot
** Busi ! what do you mean by Dusiness:

r, do you go for pleasure,

h, I did not know whether you might be brought up to

the trade, or your relations be undergoing the operatio

“My relations;” it
7 ST N l
ount full in the face, * was not made for no such ti Ning
tailor now, but I'm a gen - 5
is lordship + for you a'n't his lordship—you're the Popis
is Ic ! :
! > \vere Very near g ing you a touch of

d Mr. Billings proudly, and staring .hc
I'm
tleman’s son : as good a man, ay, as

h

a
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The Count began i
xegan to be a little amused : he w.
& o : amused : he was please
SW:A[EE Abbé look alarmed, or even foolish. e
- %ad,. Abbé," sai_d ke, **you turn as white as a sheet."
- on't fancy being murdered, my Lord," said Lhc. Abbé
.i;lly, and murdered for a good work, It was but t be
aseful to yonder poor Irishman, w . . i
: shman, who saved me asa pri i
o ; € as a prisoner in
) Marlborough would have ht i
Macshane himself was ycstZrday." i Al

““Aht" sai e i
= said the Count, bursting out with some energy 1
852

was thinking who the fellow could be, ever si

on th? Heath.: I recollect the s.cou.:éx,-ci‘;(‘)\i1 ?C?»hé s

'n a duel I had here in the year six.” O NS
“Along with Major Wood, be

Mr. Ij’mimgs. “Z've heard on it."

knowing than ever.

ind Montague House," sajd
<

And here he looked more

You cried the iCand o L el <
unt (& orised And
Co , Mo and mor sur
pray who the devil are you?

FATHER

<My name's Billings

“ Billings 2’ i the Count.

«T come out of Warwickshire,” said Mr. Billings.

“Ingeed!"

T was born at Birmingham town."

«Were you, really!”

“My mother's name was Hall," continued Billings, in' a
solemn voice. **Iwas put out to nurse along with John Billings,
2 blacksmith; and my father run away. New do you know
whoTam?"”

- Why, upon honour, now," said the Count, who was amused,
— ypon honour, Mr. Billings, I have not that advantage.”

“\Well, then, my Lord, you're my father!™

Mr. Billings when ‘he said this came forward to the Count
with a theatrical air ; and, flinging down the breeches of whi
he was the bearer, held out his arms and stared, having
little doubt but that his Lordship would forthwith-spring out of
bed and hug him to his'heart. A similar piece of nafvetd many
fathers of families have, I have no doubt, remarked in their
children; who, not caring for their parents a single doit, con-
cive, nevertheless, that the latter are bound to show all sorts of
affection for t . His lordship did moye, but backwards
towards the wall, and began pulling at the bell-rope with an
espression of the most intense alarm.

“ Keep back, sirrah ! —keep back! Suppose I am your father,
do you want to murder me? Good heavens! how the bay
smells of gin-and tobacco ! Don’t turn away, my lad ; sit down
there at a proper distance. And, la Rose, give him some
ean-de-Cologne, and get @ cup of coffee. Well, now, go on
with your story. “Egad, my dear Abbé, I think it/ is very ik
that what the lad says is true.”

«If it is a family conversation," said the Abbé, I had better
leave you."

1, for. Heaven's sake, no! I could not stand the boy
alone. | Now, Mister ah '—What's-your-name? Have the good-
ness to tell your story.”

Mr. Billings was wofully disconcerted ; for his mother and he
had agreed that as soon as his father saw him he would be
recognised at once, and, mayhap, made heir to the estates and
title : in which béing disappointed, he very sulkily went on ¥
his narrative, and detailed many of those events with which the
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eader has v |
reader has already been made acquainted
the boy’s mother's Christi in
at once returned to him,
“ YA hat! are v ittl !
; What! are you little Cat's son?" said his Excell ncy B
ieavens, mon cher Abhé i Hob b e
S, er Abbé, a charmi Te g 4 -
Dentinet e & ](: "rn‘ng creature, but a tigress—
A £ > )+ recollect the whole affair now.
e esh black-haired woman, a'n't she? with
fl,nl thick eyebrows, ay? Ah yes, yes!” \vem. on my Lord
i x y yes, yes! 1t on my Lord
s lexol]cc‘t her, Trecolleet her. It was at Birmingham I ﬁr :
net her @ she was my iy Trippet’ i yas’ she &
P T Wwas my L‘?.'u_» Trippet's woman, wasn't she?”
PHUE WRS N0 such thing," said Mr. Billines h .
aunt kept the “Bugle Tnn * on Waltt : C et L
: {4 I altham Green, : 7ol
N e Htham Ureen, and your Lord-
0 Q(, 1 i ¥ }
Seduced her! Op, * fid
L her | Oh, 'gad, so T did.
5 4 made Her jump on my
_—likc ZEneas bore his w
I'Abbé?”
*“'The events. w, i
o CYEmS were precisely similar,” sai
R ! recsely sumiar, said the Abb& “ Iti
b > e ADbé; S
wonderful what a memory you have 1 " 3

ke Count ask

I ¢ asked
s o : NG

an name, and being told it, his memory

She's
a sharp nose

o Stap ‘me, now, I did.
ack harse, and bore her off: like
away fr he siege o

ty from the siege of Rome ! hey

’

“* T'was dalwave 1o z n =
S t:um}s mIn:x.rL.a ble for it,” continued his Excellency.
-il, Waere was I,—at the black h ? Ves, at
RS hy A€ black -horse? Yes, at the black
ses Well, T mounted ‘her on the black horse i rod :
* croupe, egad—ha, ! Sirminigham T there iy
pe, e 13, ha *—to Birmingham ; and there we bill xd
and cooed together like a I ¥ e
we did 1

" An i se, is ti
said th fi th,s., I Suppose, is the end of some of the §iZZine: 2"
said the Abbé, pointing to Mr. Tom e

T - am —

. Billings ! what do youmean? Yes—oh—ah—a pun
embourg. Fi done, M. 'Abbé.” And then, aft, rl 15 % nm];’
o . 2ol € An 1en, aite e wont o
”t _v‘\slt\lxpxd people, M. de Galgenstein went on to.explain to

1€ Abbé his own p Ji A i
e 3 ;:)C his own.pun, “Well, ‘but to proceed,” eries he.
g ived together at Birmingham, and I was go; :
married to a rich 255, egad ! hat 'do et
parme S5, egad ! when what do v ink thi
g poar i heiress, egad ! wt do you think this
: ~atdoes? Shemurders me, egad ! and makes me mang
i St gad ! and makes me manguey
- martiage. - Twenty thousand, T think it was - and I wanted
he ney. i /S, v e 5
& money. in ‘those days.  Now, wasn't she an abominable
monste erof yi Vhat's-yor :

p SEU‘, that mother of yours, hey, Mr. a—What's-vour-name 2"
" Sheserved you right I said Mr, Billings, with a great oath
-..,rl;ng up out of all patience. i i

A P T AR

! ellow 1" said his Excellency, quite aghast,
o whom you speak 72— : venty

air of turtle-doves = yes—ha I—that

do you know
to a nobleman of seventy-eight descents :
»
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a count of the Holy Roman Empire; a representative of a
sovereign? Ha, egad! Don't stamp, fellow, if you hope for
my protection,”

*D—n your protection!" said Mr. Billings, in a fury.
*« Curse you and your protection too! I'm a free-born Briton,

and no » French Papist! And any man who insults my
mother—ay, or calls me feller—had better look to him

the two eyes in his head, I can tell him!” And with this Mr.
Billings put himself into the most approved attitude of the Cock-
pit, and invited his father, the reverend gentleman, and Monsieur
la Rose the valet, to engage with him in a pugilistic encounter.
The twolatter, the Abbé especially, seemed dreadfully frightened ;
but the Count now looked on with much interest ; and, giving
utterance to a feeble kind of chuckle, which lasted for about
half a minute, said,—

““ Paws off, Pompey ! You young hangdog, you—egad, y:
aha | "pon honour, you're a lad of spirit ; some of your father's
spunk in you, hey! I know him by that oath. ‘Why, sir, when
T was sixteen, I used to swear—to swear, egad, like a Thames
waterman, and exactly in this fellow's way!  Bussme, my lad;
no, kiss my hand. That will do"—and he held out a very lean
yellow hand, peering from a pair of yellow ruffies. It shook
very much, and the shaking made all the rings upon it shine
only the more.

«Well," says Mr, Billings, “if you wasn't a-going toabus
me tior mother, I'don’t care if I shake hands with you.
proud !"

The Abbé laughed with gr
sent off to his Court a most ipic
whole scene of meeting between this amiable father and child ;
in which he said that youn llings was the ¢léve favori of M.

Kitch, Ecuyer, & dourreau de Londres, and which made the
Duke’s mistress laugh so much that she vowed that the Abbé
should have a bishopric on his return : for, with such store of
jom, look you, miy son, was the.warld governed in those

ind that very evening
-y description: of the

The Count and his offspring meanwhile conversed with some
cordiality. The former informed the latter of all the diseases to
ch he was subject, his manner of curing them, his great con-
sideration as chamberlain to the Duke of Bavaria ; how he wore
his Court suits, and of a particular powder which he had invented
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for the hair; how, when he was seventeen, he had run away
with a canoness, egad : who was afterwards locked up ina con-
vent, and grew to be sixteen stane in weight ; how he remembered
the time when ladies did not wear patches ; and how the Duchess
of Marlborough boxed his ears when he was so high, because
he wanted 10 kiss her.

All these important anecdotes took some time in the telling,
and ‘were accom >d by many profound moral remarks; such
as, ‘*I can't abide garlic, nor white-wine, stap me ! nor Sauer-
kraut, though his Highness eats half a bushel per day. lateit
the first time at Conrt; but when they brought it me a second
time, I refused—refused; split me and grill me if I didn't! Every-
body stared ; his Highness looked as fierce as a Turk : and that
infernal Kriihwinkel (my dear, I did for him afterwards)—that
cursed Krihwinkel, 1 say, looked as pleased as possible, and
whispered to Countess Fritsch, * Blitzchen, Frau Grifinn,’ says
be, ‘it’s all over with Galgenstein.! Whatdid Ido? I had the
enéré, and demanded it. * Altesse,’ says1, falling on one knee,
‘1 ate no kraut at dinner to-day. You remarked it: I saw your
Highness remark it."

41 did, M. le Comte;" said his Highness gravely.

*“1 had almosttears in my eyes ; butit was necessary to come
to a resolution, you know. *Sir," said I, ‘I speak with! deep
grief to ‘your Highness, who are my benefactor, my friend, my
father; but of this I am resolved, I WILL NEVER EAT SAUER-
KRAUT MORE : it don't agree with me. After being laid up for
four weeks by the last dish of Sauerkraut of which I partook, I may
Say with confidence—7# don't agree with me. By Impairing my
health, it impairs my intellect, and weakens my strength ; and
both T would keep for your Highness's service.'

©*Tut, tut I" said his Highness. | *Tut] tut, tut!’ Those
were his very words.

“*Give me my sword or my pen,’ said I. “Give me my
sword or my pen, and with these Maximilian de Galgenstein i5
ready to'serve you; but sure,—sure, a great prince will pity the
weak health of a faithful subject, who does not know how to eat
Sauerkraut!' His Highness was walking about the room I
was still on my knees, and stretched forward my hand to seize
his coat. .

GEHT zuM TEUFEL, sir!’ said he, ina loud voice (it means
*Go to the deuce,’ my dear),—* Geht zum Teufel, and eat what
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you like!” With this he went out of the room abruptly; leaving
in my hand one of his buttons, which 1 keep to this day. As
soon as I was alone, amazed by his great goodness and bounty,
1 sobbed aloud—ecried like a child " (the Count’s eyes filled fmd
winked at the very recollection), ‘‘and when I went back into
the card-room, stepping up to Krihwinkel, ‘Count,' says I,
“who looks foolish now?’—Hey there, La Rose, give me the
diamond—— Yes, that was the very pun I made, and very good
it was thought. *Krihwinkel,' says I, * who looks foolish now?’
and from that day to this I was never at a Court-day asked to
eat Sauerkraut—never /" ) _
* Hey, there, La Rose! Bring me that diamond snuff-boxin
the drawer of my secréfaive;” and the snuff-Box was brou
“ Look at it, my dear,” said the Count, ““for I saw you sccr_ngi
to doubt. There is the button—the very one that came off his
Grace's coat." . )
Mr. Billings received it, and twisted it about m;h a 'stupid
air. The story had quite mys d him; for he did not dare
yét to think his father was a fool—his respect for the aristocracy
prevented him. . -
When the Count’'s communications had ceased, which they
did as soon as the story of the Sauerkraut was finished, a silence
of some minutes ensued.  Mr. Billings was trying to comprehend
the circumstances above narrated; his Lordship was exhausted;
the chaplain had quitted the room directly the \\'orc! Sauerkmgt
was mentioned—he knew what was coming. His Inrds.l‘up
looked. for some time at his son ; who returned the gaze xx'}ux
his mouth wide open. ““ Well," said the L‘oum-—.“ well, sir 2
What are you sitting there for? If you have nothing to say,
sir, you had better go. I bad you here to amuse me—split.me
—and not 6 sit there staring !
Mr Billings rose in a fary. :
 Hark ye, my lad," said the Count, *“tell La Rcﬁc to give
thee five guineas, and, ah—come again some. morning. f\‘ nice
well-grown young lad,"” mused the Count,as )Ijxstz}r Tommy
walked wondering out of the apartment ; *‘a pretty fellow enough,
and intelligent t00."” I
' Well, he is an odd fellow, my father,” thought Mr. Billings,
as he walked out, having received the sum offered to him, And
he immediately went to call upon his friend Polly Briggs, from

whom he had separated in the morning. e
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\\:hm was the result of their interview is not at all neceseary
to the progress of this history. Having made her, ho“;z\'m:
acquainted with the particulars of his visit to his father, he \ven;
1o his mother's, and related to her all that had occurred.

rI?o;)r thing, she was very differently interested in the jssue
of itd .

—_———

CHAPTER: X.
Showing “ how  Galgenstein and Mrs. Cat recognise each other in
.\f{ar_}*lcbonc Gardens—and how the Count drives ber bome it
his Carriage.

ApouT a month after the touching conversation above related
there was given, at Marylebone Gardens, 2 grand concert 'm(i
entertainment; at which the celebrated Madame .--\mén:ﬁd:‘ a
dancer of the theatre at Paris, was to perform, under the [‘;mr(')n‘:
age of several English and foreign noblemen ; among whom was
his Excellency the Bavarian Envoy. Madame .-\méx:".fdc was m
fz}cl, no other than the maitresse en Zitre of the .\Ionsieurl'de
Galgenstein, who had her a/great bargain from the Duke u>
Rohan-Chabot at Pa (
Itis ot ourpurpose tomake a great and learned display here

ot?wr\\'msc the costumes of the company assembled at this "/"
might-afford scope for at least half:a-dozen pages of fine writ.igL :
and we might give, if need were, specimens of the very sonis'
and 1nl‘lSiC sungon the occasion. 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 t'h(‘:
"'Dmnmtic Biography,” or even the Spectator, from \'vhicb' the
observant genius might borrow passages, and construct pretty
antiquarian figments? Leave we these trifles to meaner <ouls)'

Our business is not with the bresches and periwigs; wi;h th(;

hoo;_)s and patches, but with the divine hearts of men, and the

Fasstx}c:ns which agitate them. What need, therefore, h'n.\'c weto

say that on this evening, afte e danci i

fireworks, Monsieur <;8A(_,in]:;;ui2ihn ;'(fa]:ut\;negs’tme U‘“L"C: e

: gens 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 & bottle of champagne—when he was led to
remark that a very handsome plump little person, in a gorgeous
stiff damask gown and petticoat, wassauntering up and down the
walk running opposite his supping-place, and bestowing con-
tinual glances towards his Excellency. The lady, whoever she
was, wasinar , such as ladies of high and low fashion wore
at public places in those days, and had a male companion. He
was a lad of only seventeen, marvellously well dressed—indeed,
no other than the Count's own son, Mr. Thomas Billings; who
had at length received from his mother the silver-hilted sword,
and the wig, which that affectionate parent had promised to him.

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 to 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 stealth.

The fact is, that after ings had related to her the particu-
lars of his first meeting with his Excellency; which ended, like
many. of the latter visits, in nothing at all: Mrs, Hayes had
found some pressing business, which continually took her to
Whitehall, and had been prowling from day to day about
Monsicur de Galgenstein’s lodgings. Four or'five times in the
week, as his Excellenicy stepped into his coach, he might have
remarked, had he chosen, 2 woman in a black hood, who was
looking most eagerly into his eyes: but those eyes had long since
left off the practice of observing ; and Madam Catherine’s visits
had so far gone for nothing:

On this night, however, inspired by gaiety and drink, the
Count had been amazingly stricken by the gait and ‘ogling of
the lady in the mask. The Reverend O' Flaherty, who was with
him, and had observed the figure in the black cloak, recognised, or
thought he recognised; her.. ‘“It is the woman who dogs your
Excellency every day,” said he. *“She is with that tailor lad
who loves to see people hanged—your Excellency’s son, I'mean.”
And he was just about to warn the Count of a conspiracy
evidently made against him, and that the son had brought,
most likely, the mother to play her arts upon him—he was just
about, I say, to show to the Count the folly and danger of
renewing an old Zizison with a woman such as he had described
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Mrs. Cat to be, when his Excelleney, starting up, and interrapting
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 creaturewith 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.

1t 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 clasps. The lady in the mask gave a start as his
Excellency came forward. *“Law, mothet, don't squeege so,"”
said Tom. The poor woman was trembling in every imb ; but
she had presence of mind to **squeege” Tom a great deal
harder ; and’the latter took the hint, T suppose, and was silent.

The splendid Count came up. Ve 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 ruffies and frills! A broad yellow riband passed across
his breast; and ended at-his hip in a shining diamond eross—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 Jook 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, trinmphant; 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
>nchanting 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 storming
—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 s 'ing, “ How do, Tom2"
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cut the young gentleman altogether, :l.nd p:;ss‘ing round to !lll::,
lady's side, said, * Madam, 'tisa chm‘m}ng C\"u.mng—cg:\q.xl 15{.‘
She almost fainted : it was the old \"ox'cc. There he was, after
sventeen years, once more at her side!
SL\.\L'Z::'LI 'know' what I could have done. I_ can turn 'mxlt,’nt
quotation from Sophocles (by Ioolfxxlg to .the zndcx)fh \\‘el as
another: 1 can throw off a bit of fine writing 100, with passion,
similes, and amoral at the end. 'What, pray, is the last sent‘cnc‘;
but one but the very finest writing? Sup‘ se, ff).* e.\'gmln‘c. .
had made Maximilian, as he stood by the side ,O: Lath‘:' .:ne;r.tx;,
up towards the clouds, and exclaim, in the words o the
voluptuous Cornelius Nepos,—
"Aévaoe vedédat :
"Apfpey davepal
Apogepay Guow edynrot, K. . A.
Or suppose, again, I had said, in a st)'l}-xstifl more popularA:)—’
The, Count advanced towards the maiden. 'Ih::_v}mlh \\u:;
mute for a while ; and only the beating of h;‘-r heart nm:’mxp't'x:'l
that thrilling and passionate si]um\-.. Ah, what y (o. bu;n::(.
joys and fears, hopes and disappom.‘;mvms, arose from 1.{1-, ir
gx;’.vcs in the far past, and in those brief moments flitted 1)«.-.01-":
the nnited ones ! How sad was that delicious l’i‘lr().\'vpt‘,ct, and
oh, how sweet ! The tears that rolled down the C]:.c:':c of L-.nclt
were bubbles from the choked and mus&gro’wn‘ E\'Cl.i of )'«3::11).,
the sigh that heaved each bosom had some lurking odours init
—memories of the fragrance of bo_\'ho_ot,i, r:choe.s of the h}T:‘.n\s
of the young heart | Thus is it ever—ior t -{Jh‘bnt‘.({!'.l”.l(.ruc\.(‘i
tions the soul always has a place ; and \.\'h:.c crime perishes, an
sorrow. is forgotten, the b;au:i‘.'ul_ alone is ev:r:z'a]. 5%
O golden legends, written in the skies! l’!lu&{‘d' 1e ‘:: -
genstein, **ye'shine as ye did in the olden ‘dny§! We c_x.?:\bei
but ye spmli ever the same language. Gazing in your abysma
dcpihs. the feeble ratioci

There, now, are six columns * of the best writing to be found
* There zwere six columns, asm
sspondent has 1
We Were anxious to come t
Mr. Solomons, by sen
passages.—0. Y.
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in _th:s or any other book. Galgenstein has quoted Euripides
t!mccr. l"llzno once, Lycophron nine times, besides eur';c!sIz ;
the .Lalm syntax and the minor Greek poets. .(';L'nez;rm‘n
passionate embreathings are of the most fashionable o;der ; lle;
I call upon the ingenious critic of the X newspaper l'oa*n

\\heLhe:: they domot possess the real impress of the gi"}r{.r of b;y
oldcu't!me~lhc réal Platonic smack, in a word? “‘\"oth th ﬂl !;
want in the least to show off ; but it is as well évc-x.' n .1«‘

then, to show the public what one caz do. i 1

Ins'tcad, however; of all this rant and nonsense, how muck
finer is the speech that the Count really did nm-k;' "It.l :u‘“
;;crv fine cvcn‘m;—cgnd it is1"  The % egad” did. the wl‘;ﬂi
51.;:1}13;.1 %2: >ﬂ(:az x\'asX '15 much in Jove with him now as evc;
pit pady iand, gathering up all her energies, she said, ** It
is dreadful hot too, T'think ;" ‘and with this si?c made a cm’*’ y

B i ing, split me:! "™ added his Excellency. “:\\'hlat doki'cgl;
COQ’]? adam, to 2 rest in an arbour, and-a drink.of something
L id the lady, drawing back:

X OI.X,"IL drink—a drink by all means," exclaimed Mr. Billings
\\\rho was troubled with a perpetual thirst. *“Come. moi'
Mrs nes » - . Yors ST ~F S| " ! ;
know_l:o q‘n;; [I["r»u:[r’l1 'lz(rm _.ri:o:;id of a glass of cold punch, you
W5 the rum here is prime, I can tell you."

The lady in the mask. consented with some difficult to th
propc')snl of Mr. Billings, and was led by the two "cmler)lrle ey
an n]mour,-\\'hv:-rc she was seated between them : ?md SOl - l'm'o
candles being lighted, punch was brought. o i

She drank o /0 glasses vi
I ne or tvo glasses very eagerly, and so did her two

companions; although it was evic
looks of both! of them, that they
stimulus, ~ The Cou i

nt to see, from the flushed
that ”!1:'.(] little need of any such
e ’m, xn the midst of his.champagne, it must
Rid, “ ybeen .m].x,'.n}gxy stricken and scandalised by the
appearance of such a youth as Billings in a public place with 2
lady under his arm. He was, the reader will lhcrct:or:‘ u:lld]ex:l

stand,in the 1
and, in the moral stage of liquor ;“and when he issued ont. it
)

el OE = - H
;\3; r'mt merely with the intention of examining Mr. Billings's
a & COt iar X f ini : . -
eémale companion, but of administering to hi 5

g um some sound

correction for venturing, ] g

1g, at his early per: .
: g, at lus early period of to A
such acquaintan life, to form any

Sl paguaniang On joining Billings, his Excellency’s first

Lep was naturally to examine the lady, After they had beer

S T o cani Y. er 1ad been

sitting for 2 while over their punch, he bethought him of his
>
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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 ; and it is 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 ; bu e 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 occasionaily; but
drinking continually.

So the Count descanted at length upon the enormity of young
Billings's early fiaisons ; 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, &c. &c.; of a
piece with the story of the. canoness, ¥ hich 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 heayens !
she had heard all these tales befo
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 shooti How handsome he
looked | 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'Elaherty came discreetly
round, to examine the proceedings of his diplomatical chef.. 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
_].ri’.(.']on. “Get me a chair, Joseph,” said his Reverence, who
infinitely preferred a seat gratis in the coach. *‘That fool,"
muttered he, ““will not move for this hour.” The rcrcrcx;d
gentleman knew that when the Count was on the subject of the
physician's wifé, his discotirses were intolerably long ; and took
uponhimself; therefore, to disappear, along with the rest of Vlhl.‘
Cm}m's party ; who procured other conveyances; and returned
to’their homes.

After this quiet shadow'had passed hefore 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 witli one or
two other ladies, and leaning on the arm of a g;::ntlemnn with
Iarge 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 his 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 mom;,
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
bad 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 :—

Il be shed,

But pour o'er my ash ottle 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.  Asito the notes, when quaveringup 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 ! 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?”

*Who's this here young feller?"'says towering Mr. Moffat,
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'sall. 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? My zose/ Tl
tell you what, my lad, if you durst move me, I'll cut/your throat,
curse me!”

*¢Oh, Moffy—cousin, I 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? Dog, get out of my ssss—" sigh? was the word
which Mr. Moffat intended to utter; but he was interrupted ;
for, to the astonishment of his friends and himself, Mr. Billings
did actually make a2 spring at the monster’s nose, and caught it

so firmly, that the latter could not finish his sentence.
K2
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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 intothe 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 Brigss 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.
“Tve 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 T tell you I left him there, in the grand circle, with a
lady ; and, what's ‘miore, in the dark walk, I have left a silver-
hilted sword."”

““Oh, my Lord, Tl 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

THE COUNT IS AMOROUS.

biscuits, in No. 3: that in the box with him were first 2 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 yott 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
id, an

all the world would see : that then his Highness paid, and they
left the gardens, the lady putting on hér'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 t‘hc
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 lady in the
mask, who slipped in; and he was whispering La Rose, when
the lr.d' who had been sleeping hit his Excellency on the shoulder,
:.znd said, ** I say, Count, yon can give e a cast home too,” and
Jumped into the coach.

When Catherine saw her son, she threw herself into his arms
and Lissed him with a burst of hysterical tears ; of which )I;'
_L‘vxllings Wwas at a loss to understand the meaning. The Conm.t
joined them, looking not a little disconcerted ; :u?d the pair \\'e';’:-.
landed at their own door, where stood Mr, Hayes, in his night-
cap, rmfiy to receive them, and astounded at the splcndol:' of
the equipage in which his wife returned to him.

e

CHAPTER XI.

Of sonie Domestic Quarrels, and the Conséquence thereaf.

AN ingenious magazine-writer, who lived in the time of Mr.

1o o he 3 3 1 e
BTO(,:A aud the Duke of Marlborough, compared the latter gentle-
man's conduct in battle, when he

““In peaceful thought the field of des
To fainting squac i
Inspired repulsed battalions to engage
And taught the doubtful battle where to rage

Mr. Joseph Addison, T say, compared the Duke of Marlborough
to an angel, who is sent by Divine command to chastise a guiﬁy
people—
oy leased his Master's orders to perform,
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 comp]imcm.isa very prett;
one) on the battle-clouds majestic, and causing to ebb or toflow
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 (:mp]r\.vud
to illustrate small quarrels as well as great—a little family
squabble, in which two or three people are engaged, as well ..
a vast national dispute, argued on: each side i,»)' 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.

QOur 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
hisart 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 squad
of abuse broke upon the stubborn squares of Tom's br
obstinacy, it was Wood’s delight to rally the former, and bri
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 part of Hayes and 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, becanse we compare three scoundrels in the Tyburn Read
to 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 bow 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 Iow. T have looked at the world, for my part, and come to
the conclusion that T know not which is which.

Well, then, on the night when Mrs Hayes, as recorded by us,
had been to the Mz bone 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 outof the coach first; and Hayes asked
him, with an cath, where he had been? The cath Mr. Billings
sternly flung back again (with another in its company), and at
the same time refused to give his stepfather any sort of answer to
his query.
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“ The old man is drunk, mother,” said he to Mrs, Hayes, as
he handed that lady out of the coach (before leaving which she
had to withdraw her hand rather violently from the grasp of the
Cf)uxxl who was inside). Hayes instantly showed the correctness
of his surmise by slamming the door courageously in Tom's face,
when he attempted to enter the house with his mother. And
when Mrs, Catherine rémonstrated, according to her wont, in a
very angry and supercilious tone, Mr. Hayes replied with equal
haughtiness, and a regular quarrel ensued.

People were aceustomed in those days to use much more simple
and expressive terms of language than are now thought polite ;
and it would be dangerous to give, in this present year 1840, the
exact words of reproach which passed between Hayes and his
wifeiin 1726. Mr. Wood sat near, laughing his sides out. Mr,
_Haycs sware that his wife should not go abroad to tea-gardens
in search of vile Popish noblemien ; to which Mrs. Hayesreplied,
that Mr. Hayes was a pitiful, lying, sneaking cur;-and that she
would go where she pleased,. Mr. Hayes rejoined that if she
s::iv:’. much more he would take a stick to her. Mr. Wood
whispered, “‘ And serve herright.”! Mrs. Hayes therettpon swore

she had stood his cowardly blows.once or twice before, but that
if ever he did so again,as sure.as she was born, she wonld stab
him. - Mr. Wood said, ““ Curse me, but I like her spirit.”
:\Ir. Hayes took another line of argument, and said, “ The
neighbours would talk, madam."”

*“ Ay, that they will, no doubt,” said Mr. Wood,

- Tlfcx} let them,"” said Catherine. ** What do.we.care about
the nugn‘?ou' Didn't the neighbours talk when you sent
T b e ey e
S mson ? n't mind Zken, Mr.

5 - e N TS T o A

Busz:;-: ma'am, is business ; and if I did distrain on Thom-
son]. and lock up Wilkins, I think you knew about it as much
as

““ I'faith, I believe you're 2 pair,!" said Mr; Wood:

* Pra\ sir, keep your tongue to yourself. Your opinion jsn't
asked anyhow—no, nor your company wanted neither,” cried
Mrs. Catherine, with proper spirit. [

At which remark Mr. Wood only whistled,

S T have asked this here gentleman to pass this evening along
with me. We've been drinking together, ma'am.” - -

A MATRIMONIAL FRACAS. 303

«That wé have,” said Mr. Wood, looking at Mrs. Cat with
the most perfect good-humour.

T say, ma’am, that we've been a-drinking together ; and
when we've been a-drinking together, I say that a man is my
friend. Doctor Wood is my friend, madam—the Reverend
Doctor Wood. We've passed the evening in company, talking
about politics, madam—politics and riddle-iddle-igion. We've
not been fiaunting in tea-gardens, and ogling the men,”

“Tt's a lie!" shrieked Mrs. Hayes. *'I went with Tom—
vou know I did : the boy wouldn't let me rest till I promised
to go."

* Hang him, I hate him,” said Mr. Hayes: “he's always in
my way."

“ Fie's the only friend 1 havein the world, and the only being
I care a pin for,” said Catherine.

s He's an impudent idle good-for-nothing scoundrel, and I
hope to seg him‘hanged ! "shouted Mr..Hayes. * And pray,
madam, whose carriage was that as youw came home in? I
warrant you paid something forthe ride—ha, ha!"

i Another lie!” sereamed Cat, and clutched hold of a supper-
knife, “*Say it again, John Hayes, and, by , I'll do for
you.”

" «Doforme? Hang me,”said Mr. Hayes, flourishing a stick,
and perfectly pot-valiant, ** doyou think 1 care for a bastard and
a 2"

He did not finish the sentence, for the woman ran at him like
a.savage, knife in hand. He bounded back, flinging his arms
about wildly, and struck her with his staff sharply across the
forehead. The woman went downinstantly. A lucky blow was
# for Hayes and her : it saved him from death, perhaps, and
her from murder.

All this scene—a very important one of our drama—might
have been described at much greater length ; but, in truth, th'e.
author has a mnatural: horror of dwelling too long upon such
hideous spectacles : nor would the reader be much edified by a
full and accurate knowledge of what took place. The quarrel,
however, though not more violent than many that had previously
taken place between Hayes and his wife, was about to cause vast
changes in the condition of this unbappy pair. :

Hayes was at the first moment of his victory very muci
alarmed ; he feared that he had killed the woman ; and Wood
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started up rather anxiously too, with the same fancy.  But she
soon began to recover. Water was brought ; her head was
raised and bound up ; and in a short time Mrs, Catherine gave
vent to a copious fit of tears, which relieved her somewhat.
These did not affect Hayes much—they rather pleased him, for
he saw he had got the better ; and although Cat fiercely turned
upon him when he made some small attempt towards reconcilia-
tion, he did not heed her anger, but smiled and winked ina self-
satisfied way at Wood. The coward was quite proud of his
victory ; and finding Catherine asleep; or apparently so, when
he followed her to bed, speedily gave himself up to slumber too,
and had some pleasant dreams to his portion.

Mr. Wood also went sniggering and. bappy upstairs to his
chamber. The quarrel had been a real treat to him i it excited
the old man—tickled him into good humour ; and he promised
himself a rare continuation of the fun when Tom should be made
acquainted with the circumstances of the dispute: As for his
Excellency the Count, the ride from Marylebone Gardens, and
2 tender squeeze of the hand, which Catherine permitted to him
on parting, had so inflamed the passions of the nobleman, that,
after sleeping for nine hours, and taking his chocolate as usual
the next morning, he actually delayed to read the newspaper,
and kept waiting a toy-shop lady from Cornhill (with the sweetest
bargain of Mechlin Iace), in order to discourse to his chaplain
on the charms'of Mrs. Hayes.

She, poor thing, never closed her lids except when she wonld
have had Mr. Hayes imagine that shé slumbered ; but lay beside
him, tossing and tumbling, with hot eyes wide open and heart
thumping, and pulse of a hundred and ten, and heard the heavy
hours tolling ; and at last the day came. peering, haggard,
through' the window-curtains, and found her still wakeful and
wretched.

Mrs. Hayes had never been, as we have seen, especially fond
of her lord, but now, as the day.-made visible to her the sleeping
figure and countenance of that gentieman, she looked at him
with a contempt and loathing such as she had never felt even in
all the years of her wedded life, Mr. Hayes was snoring pro-
foundly : by his bedside, on his ledger, stood a largé greasy tin
candlestick, containing a lank tallow-candle, turned down in the
shaft ; and in the lower part, his keys, purse, and tobacco-pipe ;
his feet were huddled up in his greasy thread-bare clothes; his
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head and half his sallow face muffied up in a red woollen night-
cap; his beard was of several days' growth ; his mouth was wide
open, and he was snoring profoundly: on a more despicable
little creature the sun never shone. And to this sordid wretch
was Catherine united for ever. What a pretty rascal history
might be read in yonder greasy day-book, which never left the
miser !—he never read in any other. Of what a treasure were
yonder keys and purse the keepers ! not a shilling they guarded
but was picked from the pocket of necessity, plundered from
needy wantonness, or pitilessly squeezed from starvation. ‘A
fool, a miser, andacoward! Why was I bound to this wretch ?"
thought Catherine : ‘“I who am high-spirited and beautiful (did
not Ze tell me so?) ; I who, born a beggar, have raised myself to
competence, and might have mounted—who knows whither 2—if
cursed Fortune had not balked me!”

As Mrs. Cat did not utter these sentiments, but only thought
them, we have a right to clothe heér thoughts in the genteelest
possible language; and, to the best of our power, havg done
s0. If the reader examines Mrs. Hayes's train of reasoning, he
will not, we should think, fail to perceive how ingeniously she
managed to fix all the wrong upon her busband, and yet to
twist out some consolatory arguments for her own vanity. This
perverse argumentation we have all of us, no doubt, emp]o.\_'cd
in our time. How often have we,—we posts, politicians, philo-
sophers, family-men,—found charming excuses for our own
rascalities in the monstrous wickedness of the world about us ;
how loudly have we abused the times and our neighbours? All
this devil's logic did Mrs. Catherine, lying wakeful iz? her bed
on the night of the Marylebone féZe, exert in gloomy. triumph.

It must, however, be confessed, that nothing could be more
just than Mrs. Hayes's sense of her husband's scoundrelism an.d
meanness ; for if we have not proved these in the course of this
history, we have proved nothing. Mrs. Cat had a shrewd
observing mind ; and-if she wanted for proofs against Hayes,
she had but to look before and about her to find them. This
amiable pair were lying in a large walnut bed, with faded silk
furniture, which had been taken from under a respectable old
invalid widow, who had become security for a prodigal son;
the room was hung round with an antique tapestry (representing
Rebecca at the Well, Bathsheba bathing, Judith and Holofernes,
and other subjects from Holy Writ), which had been many
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seore times eold for fifty pounds, and bought back by Mr.
Hayes for two, in those accommodating bargains ‘which he
made with young gentlemen, who received fifty pounds of money
and fifty of tapestry in consideration of their hundred-pound
bills. Apainst this: tapestry, and just cutting off Holofernes's
Tead, stood an'enormous omimous black clock, the spoil of some
other ustirious transaction.| | Some chairs, and a dismal old
black cabinet, completed the furniture of this apartment: it
wanted but a ghost to render its gloom complete.

Mrs. Hayes sat up in the bed sternly regarding her husband.
There is, be sure, @ strong magnetic influence in wakeful eyes
S0 examining a sleeping person (do not you, as'a boy, remember
waking of bright summer mornings and finding your mather
looking; over you? had not the gaze of her tender eyes stolen

long before you woke, and cast over your
slumbering spirit a sweet spell of peace, and love, and fresh-
springing joy?) -Some such influence had Catherine's looks
Busband : for, as he slept under them, the man began
10 writhe about uneasily, and to burrow his head in the pillow,
and to utter quick, strange-moans and cries, such as have often
jarred one’s ear while watching at the bed of the feverish slegper.
Tt was just upon six, and presently the clock began toutter those
dismal grinding sounds, which issue from clocks at such periods,
and which sound Tike the death-rattle of the departing hour
Then the bell struckthe knell of it; and with this Mr. Hayes
awoke, and looked up, and saw Catherine gazing at him.

Their eyes met-for an' instant; ‘and Catherine turned- away
burning red, and looking as if she had been caught in the com-
mission of 2 erime.

A kind of blank terror seized npon eold ‘Hayes's soult a
horrible icy fear, and presentiment of coming evil ; and yet the
woman had but looked at him. He thought rapidly over the
occurrences of the last night, the quarrel, and the end of it. He
had often struck her before when angry, and heaped all kinds of
bitter words upon her ; but, in the morning, she biore no malice,
and the previous quarrel was forgotten, or, at least, passed over.
Why should the last night's dispute not have thesame end?
Hayes calculated all this, and tried to smile.

1 hope we're friends, Cat?"" said he. “You know T was in
liquor' last night, and sadly put out by the loss of that fifty
pound. They'll ruin me, dear—I know they will
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Mrs. Hayes did not answer.

«T should like to see the country again, dear,” said he, in
his most wheedling way. *‘I'vea mind, do you know, tocall
in all our money? IUs you who've made every arthing of it,
that's sure; and it's 2 matter of two thousand pound by this
time. Suppose we go into Warwickshire, Cat, and buy a farm,
and live genteel. Shouldn't you like to live 2 lady in your own
county again? How they'd stare at Birmingham ! hey, Cat2"

And with this Mr. Hayes made a motion as if he would seize
his wife's hiand, but she flung his back again.

«Coward !"” said she, “*you want liquor to give you courage,
and then you've only heart enough to strike women."

« Tt was only in self-defence, my dear,” said Hayes, whose
courage had all gone. *' You tried, you know, to—to "——

“To stab you, and I wish I had!" said Mrs, Hayes, seting
her teeth, and glaring at him like a demon ; and so saying she
sprang out of bed.  There was a great stain of blood on her
pillow. “Look at it," said she. That blood's of your shed-
ding 1" and at this Hayes fairly began to weep, SO utterly down-
cast and frightened was the miserable man. The wretch's tears
only inspired his wife witha greater rage and loathing ; she
eared not so much for the blow, but she hated the man : the
man to whom she was tied for eyer—for ever ! The bar between
Her and wealth, happiness, love, rank perhaps. “If 1 weére
free,” thought Mrs. Hayes (the thought had been sitting @at her
pillow all night, and whispering ceaselessly into her ear)—*“if 1
were free; Max would marry me ; I know he would ;—hesaid so
yesterday!"

- - . . . . .

As if by a kind of intuition, old Wood seemed ta read all this
woman's thoughts ; for he said that day, with a sneer, that he
would wager she was thinking how much better it would ‘be to
be a Count's lady than a poor miser's wife. ‘“And faith," said
he, “*a Count and 2 chariot-and-six is better than an old skin-
flint with a.cudgel.” And then'he asked her if her head was
better, and supposed that she was used to beating; and cut
sundry other jokes, which made the poor wretcl('s wounds of
mind and body feel a thousand times sorer.

Tom, too, was made acquainted with the dispute, an
his accustomed vengeance against his stepfather.

‘Wood, with a dexterous malice, would never let rest; i
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joy, at first quite a disinterested one, to goad Catherine and to
frighten Hayes : though, in truth, that unfortunate creature had
1o occasion for incitements from without to keep up the dreadful
state of terror and depression into which he had fallen,

For, from the morning after the quarrel, the horrible words
and looks of Catherine never left Hayes's memory ; but a cold
fearfollowed him—a dreadful prescience. He strove to overcome
this fate as a coward would—to kneel to it for compassion—to
coax and wheedle it into forgiveness. He was slavishly gentle
to Catherine, and bore her fierce taunts with mean resignation.
He trembled before young Billings, who was now established in
the house (his mother said, to protect her against the violence of
her hushand), and ‘suffered his brutal language and conduct
without venturing to resist;

The young man and his mother lorded over the house : Hayes
hardly dared to speak in. their presence ; seldom sat with the
family except at meals ; but slipped away to' his chamber (he
slept apart now from his wif¢) or passed the evening at the public-
house, where he was constrained to drink—to spend some of his
beloved sixpences for drink |

And, of course, the neighbours began-to say, “John Hayes
neglects his wife.” " “He tyrannises over her, and beats her.”"
“ Always at the public-house, leaving an honest woman alone at
home !

The unfortunate!wretch did s07 hate his wife. He was used
to her—fond of her as ‘much as he could be fond—sighed to be
friends with her again—repeatedly would creep, whimpering, to
Wood's room, when the latter was alone, and begged him ta
bring about a reconciliation. They, were reconciled, as much as
ever they could be,  The woman looked at him, thought what
she might be but ‘for him, and scorned and loathed him with a
feeling that almost amounted to insanity. What nights she lay
awake, weeping, and cursing herself and him! His humility and
beseeching looks only made him more despicable and hateful
1o her.

If Hayes did not hate the mother, However, he hated the boy
—hated and feared him dreadfully. He would have poisoned
him if he bad had the courage; but he dared not : he dared not
even look at him as he sat there, the master of the house, in
insolent triumph.  O.God ! how the lad’s brutal laughter rung
in Hayes's ears ; and how the stare of his fierce bold black eyes
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pursued him! Of a truth, if Mr. Wood loved mischief, as he
y : i 3, sake > o e,
did, honestly and purely for mischief's sake, he had enough here
: i fierce' scorn, and. black revenge,
There was mean malice, and fierc Hang : o
and sinful desire, boiling up in the hearts of these \\n;_. 0
I b : Jood's gre: er himself.
people, enough to content Mr. Wood's great master him -
Hayes's }n}sincsi as we have said, was nominally that of a
S : e h Ided toi
carpenter ; but since, for the last few ) , he had added to'it
hat : £ ey, the carpenter's trade had been
that of a lender of money, the carp i e
} > Nis > i\ S
neglected altogether for one so much more profitable.
glecte

I i ch benefi er husband, in
Hayes had exerted herself, with much benefit to her husb: 3

his usurious business. She was a reso!ul::, clﬁa.r-%x:fhlml. ’r\:;;':
woman, that did not love money, but loved to be ncdl an.i[hpl.i.’c
her way in the world. She would h:}\'c nothing to o \;.' i
trade now, however, and told her husntﬂ.nd to manage ;t nzrlld (.,
She felt that she was separated from' him for ever, and "c:&. ; :u
more be brought to consider her interests as connected wit
D)s,rt‘:]\.;nr;lan was well fitted for the creeping and mg-g{ggh?f jzx;
dastardly trade; and gathered his moneys, and busie - ;:n;ml
with his lawyer, and acted as his own bogkkeep‘:r and c.'.r. ;»1; =
without satisfaction. Hiswife's spcc_ulalmns, wn‘en ti‘\c_& W o‘ ):i.;,
in concert, used often to frighten him. He never suzt zgmo‘.’
capital without a pang, and on!y because he darefl rn‘oo ‘;;n;j s
her superier judgment and will. He bgg:m ng\v:‘ }-iis o
more: he could not let the money out of his sight. 5 “co-um.
pleasure was to creep up into his room, and coz'mt ]:mr{ lr:"“n .
it. When Billings came into the house, Hr-.}.es m.h;;\: {o.r
room next 1o that of Wood. It was a protccuo"n. lm nd i)mh
Wood would often rebuke the lad for using Hayes il : ‘an.
Catherine and Tom treated the old man with deferendu;l .
At last—it was after he ‘had cql]ec@d :\‘ g(l).o{i“ c_ ciﬂd ,'_
money—Hayes began to rc;xsonh\\ztllx)ol‘un::;imd V;()I :}i:)m"p
7 ?—stay to be insulted by tha o y him 2
i;-'?is rcnd‘y for any crime.” He dct-:rmmcd trz {1\1[ f_:;n\‘\lz;xd
send Catherine money every y;ﬂr. N(l);(srhc ll).{x:" “»;i]d i "m].
her let lodgings—that would support her. ¢ would ,, C
{f\lc away, abroai in some cheap Yf‘l?c'f‘;'l";“\‘: -I:ZTTZ;};:, ;:)30‘1?2
is ible eats.  The idea of freedom was ag ¢
;ﬁ;oz‘(i:fztil fh:.;dl he began to wind up his affairs as quickly as

he could. PRy 0 eog B
Hayes would now allow no one to make his bed or enter
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room ; and Wood could hear him through the panels fidgeting
p{rpc!ua]iy to and fro, opening and shutting of Cht‘.sl: "mg
chn}&ing of coin. At the least sound he \vmid start ufw‘. 'md
wousc} goto Billings’s door and listen. Wood used to hear him
creeping through the passages, and returning stealthily to his
own chamber. 3 - v

One day the woman and herson had been angrily taunting

him i hoa SSONCe 3 - T ;
in the presence of a neighbour., The neighbour retired

soon ; and Hayes, who had gone with him to the door, heard
on rgtuming, the voice of Wood in the parlour. The c,ﬂd ‘m"r;
laughed in his usual saturnine way, and said, * Have a carc
Mrs, Cat; for if Hayes were to die sudd ' :
neighbours would accuse thee of his death.

H;}:\'es started as if he had been shot. * He too is in the
plgx, thought he., ¢ They are all Jeagued against me; they
:th.’l kill me; they are only biding their tim:.' Fear ;:izcd
him, and be thought of flying that instant and leaving all ; and

nly, by the laws, the

he stole into his room and

only 2 half of it was there : i

in. He had not the heart But that night Wood heard
Hayes pause at A&z door, before he went to listen at Mrs.
Catherine’s.  *“‘What is the man thinking of?" said Wood.
« He is gathering his money together. Has he a hoard yonder
unknown to us all?"

Wood thought he would watch him. There was a closet
between the two rooms: Wood bored a hole in the panel; and

eped through. Hayes had a brace of pistols, and four or five
little bags before him on the table. One of these he opened,
and placed, one by one, five-and-twenty guineas intoit. Such
a sum had been due that day—Catherine spoke of it only in the
morning ; for the debtor’s name had by chance been mentioned
in the conversation. Hayes commonly kept but a few guineas
in the house. For what was he amassing all these? The next
day; Wood ed for change for 2 twenty-pound bill. Hayes
caid he had but three guineas. And, when asked by Catherine
swwhere the money was that was paid the day before, said that it
was at the banker’s, ‘“The man is going t@ fly,” seid Wood ;
“ that is sure: if he does, I know him—he will leave his W
without/a shilling.”

He watched him for several days regularly’s twoor three more

vs were added ‘to the former number. They are pretty
{hings, guineas,” thought Wood, and tell no tales, like bank-
bills.” And he thought over the days when. he and Macshane
used to ride abroad in search of them.

T don't know what thoughts entered into Mr, Wood's brain ;
but the next day, after seeing young Billings, to whom he
actually made a present of @ guinea, that young man, in
conversing with his mother, said, '*Do you know, mother, that
if you were free, and married the Count, I chould be a lord?
It's the German law, Mr. Wood says; and yon know he was in
them countries with Marlborough.”

$Ay, that he would,"” said Mr. Wood; in Germany: but
Germany ist't England ; and it'sino use talking of such things.”

« Hush, child!” said Mrs. Hayes, quite eagerly: ‘“how can
7 marry the Count? Besid a'n't I married, and isn't he too
great a lord forme?" =

*'Too great a lord?—not a whit, mother. If it wasn't for
Hayes, 1 might be a Jord now. He gave me five guineas only




312 CATHERINE : A STORY.

last week ; but curse the skinflint who never will part with a
shilling.”

- I¥'s not so bad as his striking your mother, Tom. I had my
stick up, and was ready to fell him t'other night,” added Mr.
Wood. And herewith he smiled, and looked steadily in Mrs.
Catherine's face. ‘She dared not look again; but she felt that
the old man knew a secret that she had been trying to hide from
herself.  Fool ! he knew it ; and Hayes knew it dimly : and never,
never, since that day of the gala, had it left her, sleeping or
waking. | 'When Hayes, in his fear, had proposed to sleep away
from her, she started with joy : she had been afraid that she
might talk in her sleep, and so let slip her horrible confession.

Old Wood knew all her history since the period of the
Marylebone féZ. He had wormed it ott of her, day by da: r e
he had counselled her how to act; warned her not to yic:ld i to
procure, at least, a certain prowision for her son, and a hand-
some settlement for herself, if she determined on quitting: her
husband. | The old man looked on the business in a proper
philosophical light, told her biuntly that he saw she was bent
upon going off with the Count, and bade her take precautions :
else she might be left as she had been before.

Catherine denied all these charges; but she saw the Count
daily notywithstanding, and took all the measures which Wood
l}ad recommended to her.  They were very prudent ones,
Galgenstein grew hourly more in love: never had he felt such a
flame; not in the best days of his youth; not for the fairest
princess, countess, or actress, from Vienna to Paris.

At'length—it was the night after he had seen Hayes counting
his money-bags—old Wood spoke to Mrs. Hayes very seriously.
“That husband of yours, Cat,” said he, *meditates some
treason ; ay, and fancies we are about such. He listens nightly
at your door and at mine : he is going to leave you, be sure on't ;
and if he leaves you, he leaves you to starve.”

**T can be rich elsewhere,” said Mrs. Cat.

““What, with Max?"

** Ay, with Max: and why not?” said Mrs. Hayes.

*“* Why not, fool! Do you recollect Birmingham? Do you
think that Galgenstein, who is so tender now because he hasn'¢
won you, will be faithful because he sas? Psha, woman, men
are not made so! Don't go to him until you are sure - if you
werea widow now, he would marry you; but never leaye youxlsclf
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at his mercy: if you were to leave your husband to go to him,
he would desert you in a fortnight 1"

She might have been a Countess! she knew she might, bat for
this cursed barrier between her and her fortune.  Wood knew
what she was thinking of, and smiled grimly.

** Besides," he continued, *‘ remember Tom. As sure as you
leave Hayes without some security from Max, the boy's ruined :
he who might be a lord, if his mother had but Psha! never
mind : that boy will go on the road, as sure as my name's Wood.
He's a Turpin cock in his eye, my dear,—a regular Tyburn
look. He knows too many of that sort already ; and istoo fond
of a bottle and a girl to resist and be honest when it comes to
the pinch.”

#Tt's all true,” said Mrs. Hayes. ** Tom'’s a high mettlesome
fellow, and would no more mind a ride on Hounslow Heath
than he does a walk now in the Mall.”

** Do you want him hanged, my dear?2”” said Wood.

** Ah, Doctor!

‘L1t 75 a pity, and that's sure,"” concluded Mr. Wood, knocking
the ashes out of his pipe, and closing this interesting conversa-
tion. ‘‘Itisa pity that that old skinflint should be in the way
of both your fortanes ; and he about to fling you over, too !

Mrs. Catherine retired musing, as Mr. Billings bad previously
done ; @ sweet smile of contentment lighted up the venerable
features of Doctor Wood, and he walked abroad into the streets
as happy a fellow as any in London.

———

CHAPTER XNIIL
Treats of Love, and Prepi

AND to T
part of a letter from
Comtesse de X—— at Paris :—

* Mapas,—The little Arouet de Voltaire, who hath come ® hither to
take 2 turn in England," as I see by the Po S morT hu‘x.\
Brought me 2 charming pacquet from your Ladys ands, which ought
to render a re s but, alas | ¥ es your slave mise-
rable. I think more dear than all Paris,
which, Madam, I may —1 think of
Paris, and find myself re, when the fog
clears up; I can cawch s, and of that fatal
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your noble castle of s of England have been obliged to exchange for
Sl astle ant Germains, that stands so stc ely by silver
ambassadorial i F?;r my part, I would give my grand
e an i loons _h‘J}".&f-": tjc:L"\l::, valets, ambassadors
: 3 ¢ Thuilleries’ towers, or my little cell

a pretty notion of our Ambassador’s
ece of private ] respecting that
: figure. y X cell is in love;
L}:I:(le:::.', l:fm_l»:mg day and night about 2 certain fair one whom lLu:

ut of a gutter; who is well-nigh forty years old ; who was

public doings ; pow.fora pretty pi

"vv.-a;]xn;gn. Figure 10, yourself, Madam, his

act
hath pi

ixLL: mxsfrt%s when he was in England 2 captain of dra
Aoy }‘\'})‘:iah]l.[un{]"(‘:d years since ; who hath had
» & spnghtly lad, apprentice to a tailor of emi

e pright 1 I e to 2 riof eminence
Im‘. r of mﬁ.ng his Excellency’s breeches. SR
" Since one fatalinight when he met this fair
piace of publique resort; called M
beenan altered creature,
and his antics afford me

1 air creature at a certain
: arylebone Gardens, our Cyrus hath
{)n:; hath m:il«ind this brainless Ambassador,
I ood for perpetual mirth. He sits ite
o e : 3 X nirddy. € Sits now site
w}n‘zev.?c: ? tab[!; inditing a letter to his Catherine. and copying i??&ml“
b /;aléﬁ;';?:}; ; ink ? .u[:n the * Granc Tus.! T stwear, madam, 111"11111‘
s 7 e o ‘}ﬁ you Viis hand, as I have iy keart ong
¢S 30k 2o Ocar in mind this declaration. 1 have just

A CHAPLAIN'S GOSSIP OF THE EMBASSY. 31

dictated to him the above tender words; for our Envoy, I need not tell
you, i5 not strong at writing or thinking.

*“The fair Catherine, I must tell you, is no less than a carpenter’s
wife, a well-to-do bo living at the Tyburn, or Gallows Road.
She found out her ancie ver yery <oon after our arri hatha
marvellous hankering to be 's lady. A pretty litt i
this Madam Catherine. Billets kfasts, pretty walks, t
silks and satins, pass daily between the pair; but, strange to
lady is as virtuous as Diana, and hath resisted all my Count’s
hitherto, The poor fellow told me, with tears in his

believed he should have carried her by storm on the very !
their meeting, but that her son stepped into the way; and he or some-
body else hath been in 7 N m will never app
alone, I believe it is this won s chastity l;(i?' that has elicit
this wondrous stancy of the gentle She is holding ocut for a
settlement ; who w5 if not for a marmnage? er husbhand, she
is ailing ; her lover is fool ¢ gh, and st » conducts her negotia
tions, a5 1 must honestly own, with a pretty notion of diplomac o5

This is the only part of the reverend gentleman’s letter that
directly affects this history. The rest contains some scandal
concerning greater personages about the Court, a gr e of
abuse of the Elector of Hanover, and a pretty description of a
boxing-match at’ Mr. Figg's amphitheatre in Oxford Road,
where John Wells, of Edmund Bury (as by the papers may be
seen); master of the noble science of self-defence, did engage
with Edward Sutton, of Gravesend, master of the said science ;
and the issue of the combat.

Mr. Billings was, in fact, a frequent visitor at the Ambassador's
house; towhose presence he, Dy a general order, wé yays
admitted. < As for the connection between: Mrs. Catherine and
her former admirer, the A s history of it is perfectly correct;
nor can it be said that this wretched woman, whose tale now
begins to wear a darker hue, was, in anything but soul, faithless
to her husband. ~ But she hated him, longed to leave him, and
loved another; the end was coming quickly, and every one of
our unknowing actors and actresses were to be implicated, more
or less, in the catastrophe.

It will be seen that Mrs. Cat had followed pretty closely the
injunctions of Mr. Wood in regard to her dealingsw iththeCount;
who grew more heart-stricken and tender daily, as the completion
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of his wishes was delayed, and his desires goaded by contradic-
tion. The Abbé has quoted one portion of a letter written by
him ; here is the entire performance, extracted, as the holy
ather said, chiefly from the romance of the ** Grand Cyrus :"—

“* Unlappy Maxiniilian unto unjust Catherina.

M ust needs be that 1 lc pou_better than an
1c¢y notwithstanding your injustice in ing me perfic

love you no less than I-did re. On the contrary, my passion is ¢
violent, and your unjust aceusation makes me so sensible of it, th
you did but know the resentments of my soule; you would confess y
selfe the most: cruell and unjust woman in the world. You shall,
long, Madam, seée me at your feete : and as you were my first passion,
50 you will be my last,

“On my knees I will tell you, a rtunity, that
the grandure of my 1 can only be al] r Hty; it
hath” driven me 10 such : c H
misery which you have ca Sure, the hostil goddes have, to plague
me, ordayned that fatal dge, by which you are bound to one
infinitly below you in de; 1at bond of ill-omind Hymen ¢
in twayn witch binds you, I swear, Madam, that my happiniss woulg
be to offer you this hande, as I have my harte long agoe. And praye
jou to beare in minde this dec ion, which I here sign with my
?mnde, and witch I pray v > called upon to prove the
truth on. Beleave me e is fione in the world who
doth more honor to your vertue tt myselfe, nor who wist
happinesse with more zeal than “M

“ From my lodgings in Whitehall, this 25th of February.
@ scariet satfen petticont.

The Count had debated about the sentence promising mar-
riage-in event'of Hayes's death: but the honest Abbé cut these
scruples very short, by saying, justly, that, because he wrote
in that manner, there was no need for him to act so; that he had
better not sign and | address. the note in full; and that he pre-
sumed his Excellency was not quite so timid as to fancy
the woman would follow him all the way to Germany, when
diplomatic duties would be ended : ‘as they would soon.

The receipt: of this billet caused! sich a flush of joy and
exultation to unhappy happy Mrs. ‘Catherine, that Wood did
not fail to remark it, and speedily learned the contents of the
letter. 'Wood had no need to bid the poor wretch guard it very
carcfully : it never from that day forth left her; it was her title
of nobility,—her pass to rank, wealth, happiness. She began
to look down on her neighbours ; her manner to her husband
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grew more than ordinarily scornful ; t‘r'm poor \':z‘in \'\Tetch lqnglc;J
to tell her secret, and to take her place openly. in 1lhc. fxor‘« g
She a Countess, and Tom a Count’s son! She felt that she
d royally me the title!
g‘?\‘i;luioflijlsl)dg::iand Hayes was very much f; z'ig:'mo_x.wd1 at \.h‘e
prevalence of the rumour—it suddenly_beg;m to be b-u.rli;l about
in his quarter that he was going to quit the cc .unlr]_\.. = iuq:;r')lr
vas in everybody’s mouth ; people 1}.&4}{1 to sneer W 1 z_x :u. : .“:0
pale, and wept, and p:Lrsionntcl]?' ({enml_ it. "Il. \\j"a ..;.“.(‘,v;)mi:
that Mrs, Hayes was not his wife, 1‘;ul his “1hhe§b—~(\:i;"'~. ’;m)l
had this story—his mistress, who_m he treated ‘n;osll L]mfb"l\dh,-
was about to desert. The tale of the blow '\\hzcil 1at; : L: e‘hr;l
to the ground was known in all quarters. When he declare

3 3 abadye lHieved hi -
that the woman tried to stab him, nobody believed him: the
women said he would have been se %

ies 2 abroad?

How had these stories gone ¢ S0, BIK

I oz;x'// fly,” thought Hayes; ““and the world may say what it
u L > o v

sed right if she had done so.
 Three days more, and

ple‘\“sibx’.ool flv—away so swiftly that Fate cannot overtake }he(‘ -
os i y shall not find thy place of refuge!

hide so cunningly that Death st

CHAPTER XIIL
ion for the End.

THE reader, doubtless, doth now partly understand v:‘l‘x;; dwik
acts of conspiracy are beginning to gather around Mr. Hayes;
and possibly hath comprchcn?::l—
if the Tumour was uniy declare

"i \—Ii-l—]“(l‘{uﬂ:tl:: was only Hayes's mistrcss'. and nﬂot msA \\::;i
She might, if she so inclined, n}:trr); a?orhcr 'pLx:on -'mtmv
thereby not injure her fame and excite wonderment, but actually

ally credited which declared

add to her reputation. ] .
2. That if all theworld did steadfastly believe that Mr. Hay vz;i
im.u.ndvd to desert this woman, after having cruelly maltreate
her, " " : 5
The direction which his journey might take \-.o‘u‘l_d be of no
consequence : and he might go to Highgate, to Edinburgh, to
: Y L 1 - - e are
Constantinople, nay, down a well, and no soul would care to

ask whither he had gone.
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These points Mr. Hayes had not considered duly. The latter
case had been put to him, and annoyed him, a we have seen ;
the former had actually been pressed upon him by Mrs. Hayes

self ; who, in almost the only commumication she had had

1 him sinee their Jast quarrel, had asked him, angrily, in the
presence of Wood and her son, whether he had dared to utter
suelt lies, and how it came to pass that the neighbours looked
scornfully at her, and avoided her?

AN

To this charge Mr. Hayes pleaded, very -meekly; that he was
not guilty ; and young Billings, taking him by the collar, and
clinching his fist in his face, swore a dreadful oath that he would
have the life of him if he dared abuse his mother. Mrs. Hayes
then spoke of the general report abroad, that he was going to

esert her; which, if he attempted to do, Mr. Billings \'o‘:vcd
that he would follow him to Jerusalem and have his blood.
These threats, and the insolent Janguage of young Billings, rather
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calmed Hayes than agitated him: he longed to be on his journey;
but he began to hope that no obstacle would be placed in the
way ofit. For the first time since many days, he began to enjoy
a feeling something akin to security, and could look with tole-
rable confidence towards a comfortable completion of his own
schemes of treason.

These points being duly settled, we are now arrived, O public,
at a point for which the author’s soul hath been yearning ever
since this history commenced. We are now come, O critic, to 2
stage of the work when this tale begins to assume an appearance
so interestingly horrific, that you must have a heart of stone if
you are not interested by it. O candid and discerning reader,
who art sick of the hideous scenes of brutal bloodshed which
have of late come forth from pens of certain eminent wits,* if
you turn aw usted from the book, remember that this
passage hath not been written for you, or such as you, who have
taste to know and hate the styleinshich ithath ‘been composed ;
but for the public, which hath no such taste;—for the public,
whieh can patronise four different representations of Jack Shep-
pard,—for the public, whom its literary providers have gorged
with Blood and foul Newgate garbage,—and to whom we poor
creatures, humbly following at the tail of our great high-priests
and prophets of the press, may, as in duty bound, offer some
small gift of our own : a little mite truly, but given with good-
will._ Come up; then, fair Catherine and brave Count ;—appear,
gallant Brock, and- faultless Billings ;—hasten hither, honest
John Flayes.: the former chapters are but flowers in which we
have been decking you for the sacrifice. Ascend to the altar, ye
innocent lambs, and prepare for the final act: lo! the knife is
sharpened, and the sacrificer ready! Stretch your throats, sweet
ones,—for the public is thirsty, and must have blood!

CHAPTER THE LAST,
THAT Mr. Hayes had some notion of the attachment of Mon-
sieur de Galgenstein for his wife is very certain: the man could
not but perceive that she was more gaily dressed, and more

frequently absent than usual ; and must haye been quite aware

* This was written in 1840,
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that from the day of the quarrel until the present period, Cathe-
rine had never asked him for a shilling for the house expenses,
He had not the heart to offer, however ; nor, in truth, did she
seem to remember that money was due,

She received, in fnet, many sums from the tender Count.
Tom was likewise liberally provided by the same personage ;
who was, moreover, continually sending presents of various kinds
to the person on whom his affections were centred.

One of these gifts was a hamper of choice mountain-wine,
which had been some weeks in the house,and excited the longing
of Mr. Hayes; who loved wine very much. This liquor was
generally drunk by Wood and Billings, whoapplauded it greatly;
and many times, in passing through the back-parlour, which he
had to traverse in order to reach the stair, Hayesrhad cast a

ender eye towards the drink; of which, had he dared, he would
have partaken.

On the 15t of March, in the year 1726, Mr. Hayes had gathered
together almost the whole sum with which he intended to
decamp ; and having on that very day recovered the amount of
a bill which he thought almost hopeless, he returned home in
tolerable good-humour ; and feeling, so near was his period of
departure, something like security. Nobody had attempted the
least violence on him: besides, he-was armed with pistols, had
his-money in bills in a belt about his person, and really reasoned
with himself that there was no danger for him to apprehend.

He entered the house about dusk, at fiveo'clock. Mrs. Hayes
was-absent with. Mr. Billings; only Mr. Wood was smoking,
according to his wont, in the little back-parlour; and as Mr.

ayes passed; the old, gentleman addressed him in'a friendly
voice, and, wondering that he had been such a stranger, invited
him to sit and take a glass of wine. There was a light and a
foreman in the shop ; Mr. Hayes gave ! ons to thal
person, and saw no objection to Mr. Wood's invitation.

The-conversation, at first a little stiff. between the two gentle-
men, began speedily to grow more easy and confidential: and
so particularly bland and good-humoured was Mr. or Doctor
Wood, that his companion was quite caught, and softened by
the charm of his manner ; and the pair became as good friends
as in the former days of their intercourse.

“Iwish you would come down'sometimes of evenings,” quoth
Doctor Wood ; ** for, though no book-learned man, Mr. Hayes,
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look you, you area man of the world, and I can't abide the
society of boys. There's Tom, now, since this tff with Mrs.
Cat, the scoundrel plays the Grand Turk here! The pair of
‘em, betwixt them, have completely gotten the upper hand of
you. Confess that you are beaten, Master Hayes, and don't
like the boy 2" :

*No more I do,” said Hayes ; ““and that's the truth on't. A
man doth not like to have his wife's sins flung in his face, nor to
be perpetually bullied in his own house by such a fiery sprig as
that.” “ B

** Mischief, sir,—mischief only," said Wood : *’tis the fun of
youth, sir, and will go off as age comes to the lad. Bad as you
may think him—and he is as skittish and fierce, sure enough', as
a young colt—there is good stuff in him; and though he hath,
or fancies'he hath, the right to abuse every one, by the Lord he
will let none others do so! Last week, now, didn't he tell Mrs.
Cat that you served her right in the last beating matter? and
weren't they coming to knives, just as in your case? By my
faith, they were. Ay, and at the ¢ Sraund's. Head," when :'som;:
fellow said that you were a bloody Bluebeard, and would murder
your wife, stab me if Tom wasn't up in an instant and knocked
the fellow down for abusing of you!”

The first of these stories was quite true ; the second was only
a charitable invention of Mr. Wood, and employed, doubless,
for the amiable purpose of bringing the old and young mén to-
gether.. The scheme partially succeeded s for, though Hayes was
not so far mollified towards Tom as to entertain any affection for
a young man whom he had cordially detested ever since he
knew him, yet he felt more at ease and cheerful regarding him-
self and surely not without reason. While indulging in these
benevolent sentiments, Mrs, Catherine and her son arrived, and
found, somewhat to their astonishment, Mr. Hayes seated in the
back-parlour, as in former times ; and they were invited by Mr.
Wood to sit down and drink. ' ;

We have said that certain bottles of mountain-wine were pre-
sented by the Count to Mrs. Catherine: these were, at Mr.
Wood's suggestion, produced ; and Hayes, who had long been
coveting them, was charmed to have an opportunity to drink
hisfill. He forthwith began bragging of his great powers as a
drinker, and vowed that he could manage. eight bottles without
becoming intoxicated.
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Mr. Wood grinned strangely, and looked in a peculiar way at
Tom Billings, who grinned 100, Mrs. Cat's eyes were turned
towards the ground : but er fa yas deadly pale.

The party began drinkine. Hayes kept up his reputation as
a toper, and swallowed ons, two, three bottles without wincing.
He grew talkative and m nd began to sing songs and to

g SO
cut_jokes; at which Wood 1o sghed hugely, and B
hime. Mis, Cat could not laugh ; but s
her? ‘Was she thinking of the Count? She lvl been with Max
that day, and had promised !m\ for the next night ’1t ‘m. an
interview near Ins lodgings at Whitehall. Tt we
that she would see him alone.  They were 10 meet ( 10t a very
cheerful place for a'love-tryst) at St. Margaret’s Chur
Westminster Abbey.  Of no doubt, Cat was thin
what could she mean by whispering to Weod, *“No, no! for
God's sake, not to-night 1"
**She means we are to have no more liquor,” said Wood
to Mr, HJV s, who heard this sentence, and seemed rather
alarmed.

That's it,—no more liquor," spid Catherine eagerly ; *you
have had enough '0 night.” Go 1o bed, and lock your door, and

£ had enough drink !" screamed Hayes ;
tles more, and wager I will drink them

good for SI\L bot

“ Done, uinea '™ said Wood.

* Done, and done ! " said Billings.

“Be'you quiet 1™ grox\k Hnyus, scov.‘ling at the Iad.  “T
will drink what I pleas ask 1 1sel of yours.” And
he muttered some movn curses ag ,' ¢ Billings, which
showed what his feelings \vere toward ch ife's'son ; ‘and which
the latter, for a wonder, ¢ sceived with a scornful smile, and
a knowing look at Wood,

Well ! the five extra bottles were brought, and drunk by Mr.
Hayes; and seasoned by m son rom the recusil of Mr.
Thomas d'Urfey and othe h ef part-of the talk and
merriment was on Haye art ; indeed, was natural,—for,
while he drank bottle after bottle of wine, the other two gentle-
men confined themselves tg small beer,—both pleading illness
as an excuse for their sobriety.

And now might we depict, with much accuracy, the course of

MR. HAYES BECOMES INTOXICATED.

A
three-bottle point to the ma
us quarrelsomeness of tl

the seventh ; but we are

» and must pretermit all consideration of a
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Mr. Hayes's intoxication, as it rose from the merriment of the

ss of the four—from the uproari-
ixth bottle to the sickly stupidity of

rous.of bringing this tale to a con-

50 instructive, and so delightful. Suffice
matter of history, that Mr. Hayes did actually drink seven I

of mountain-wine ; and tha

; an

“ Braund's Head,'

which Hayes lik
*'That'll do,”

Hayes up to bed, wi

hin

Mr, Thomas Bill

and theyled
le to walk

, came down to ask 3
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from the country,” answered Mrs. Hayes; whereupon Springatt
retired, and the house was quiet

After they had seen Mr. Hayes to bed, Billings remembered
that he had a parcel to carry to some person in the neighbour-
hood of the Strand ; and, as the night was remarkably fine, he
and Mr. Wood agreed to walk together, and set forth accord-
ingly.

[Here follows a description of the TrameEs AT MIDNIGHT, in a fine
historical style; with an account of Lambeth, Westminster, the Savoy,
Baynard's Castle, Arundel House, the Temple ;. of Old London Bridge,
with its twenty arches, “‘on which be houses builded, so that it skemeth
rather a continuall street than a bridge ;" of Bankside, and the ** Globe "
and the * Fortune " Theatres ; of the ferries across the river, and of the
pirates who infest the same—namely, tinklermen, pétermen, hebbermen,
trawlermen ; of the fleet of barges that lay at the Savoy steps; and of
the long lines of slim wherries sleeping on the river banks and bas
and shining in the moonbeams. A combat on the river is described
that takes place between the crews of a tinklerman'’s boat and the water-
hailiff’'s,. Shouting his war-cry, * St. Mary Overy @ la »escousse!" the
water-bailiff sprung at thv throat of the tinklerman captain. The crews
of both vessels, as if aware that the struggle of their chiefs would decide
the contest, ceased ho, ties, and awaited on their respective poops the
issue of the deathshock. Tt was not long coming.  *“Yield, dogl?
said the water-bailiff. The tinklerman could not answer—for his throat
was grasped too tight in the iron clench of the city champion ; but draw-
g hzs »mckLr-.nec‘ he plunged it seven times in the bailiff’s chest : still
the latter fell not. The ('e ath- r-ulc gurgled in the throat of his
opponent ; his arms fell heavily to his side. Foot to foot, each standing
at the side of his boat, stood the braye men—they svere botk dead! ** In
the nameof St. Clement Danes,” said the master, * give way, my men ! 12
and, thrusting forward his halberd (seven feet long, richly decorated
with velyet and brass nails, and having the city arms, a 2 cross
gules, and in the first quarter a dagger displayed of the second), he
thrust the tinklerman's boat away from his own © and at once the bodies
of the captains plunged down, down, down, down in the unfathomable
waters,

After this follows another episode. Two masked I

; who is in the act of rea
5 .\mmhv:oz l"\hm,lr(:LL, and Pope.
g under a doorway; to one of them Tt
He little knew that the names of those two

ANOTHER LAST CHAPTER

MR. HAYES did not join the family the next ¢ 1y 3 and itappears
that the prev l()ha night's reconciliation was not very durable ;
for when Mrs. Springatt asked Wood for Hayes, Mr. Wood
stated that Hayes had gone away without saying whither he was
bound, or how long he might be absent. He onl;. said, in rather
2 sulky tone, that he should'probably passithe night ata friend’s
house. *‘For my part, 1 know of no friend he hath,” added
Mr. Wood; ‘‘and pray Heaven that he may not think uf(kscmn-'
his poor wife, whom he hath beaten and ill-used so alre ady !

In this prayer Mrs. Springatt joined ; and so these two worthy
people parted.

What business Billings was about cannot be said ; but he was
thisnight bound towards Marylebone Fields, as he was the night
before for the Strand and Westminster ; and, although the night
was very stormy and rainy, as the previous evening had been
fine, old Wood good-naturedly resolved upon accompanying
him ; and forth they sallied toge

Mrs. Catherine, too, had /er business, as we haye seen; but
this was of awery delicate nature. At nine o'cloc e had an
appomtment with the Count ; and faithfit byt hour, had
found her way to Saint Margaret's Churchyard, near Westminster
Abbey, where she awaited ..Iomx -ur de Galgenstein.

The spot was convenient, being very lonely, and at the same
time closeto the Count's 1(-(.51:::: at Whitehall. His I'..\‘n. ency
came, but somewhat after the s for y the truth, being
a freethinker, he had the most fi i d demons,
and did not care to pace a churchyard X IIL was comforted,
therefore, when he saw a woman mufiled in a cloak, who held
out her hand to him at the gate, and said, **Is that you?" He
200k her hand,—it was very clammy and cold ; and at her desire
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"1, 1o rmrL, md lca.c him tc h

The torch-bearer retired, and left them quite in darkness ; and
the pairentered the lit netery, cantiously threading their way
among the tombs. They down on one, underneath a tree it
kct—mr'd to ou thc wivm 7 1, and its piteous howling

nceof theplace. Catherine's

lr_‘.\h were c.):mcrmg, for :111 hcr wraps ; and when Max drew

her close to him, and encircled her waist with one arm, and

sed her hand, she'did not repulse himy, but rather came close

10 him, and with her 'own damp fingers feebly returned his
press

l'h': poor thing was very wretched and weepir She confided
10 Max the cause of her grief. 'She was alone in the world,—
alone and penniless. Her husband had left her ; she had that
very day received a letter from hnn ‘\m cvn.umu(l all that she
had sus pected so long.  He had 1 ail his
property, and would not return !

If we say that a selfish joy filled the bréast of Monsienr de
Galg n, the illnot be astonished. A heartless
libertine, he felt glad at the prospect of Catherine's ruin ; for he
hoped that n(u:.u{v would m } own. He clasped the
poor thing to his heart, and vo
husband she had Jost, and that his fortune «x.mh‘ be hers.

/il 1 2" said she.
but the 1“me, dear Catherine ; and
s of Galgenstein.”

“\

By everything that is most sacred : were you. free now, 1
would (and here he swore a terrific oath) ‘“at once make you
mine.”

We have seen before that it cost \Immu. de Galgenstein
nothing 10 make these vows. I vas unL’\ too, to live as
long as Catherir as | it's connection
with her; but 11

She took his hand a cdly, and bathed it in
her tears, and ]“ it “.\I".x," dn, said, “/

““What, is
* .\u. no, not u-.v.ul: but he never was my husband.”
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He let go her hand, and, interrupting her, said sharply,
*“Indeed, madam, if this carpenter never was your husband, T
see no cause why 7 shonld be. If a lady, who hath been for
Uyenty years the mistress of a miserable country boor, cannot
find it in her heart to put up with the protection of a nobleman—
asovere nrc'ncs-.mamc—;.m. may seeka husband elsewhere !

o { \\4\ no man's mis except yours,” sobbed Catherine,

wringing her hands and sobbing wildly; “but, O Heaven!'T
deserved this. Because I was a child, and you saw, and ruined,
and left me—because, in my sorrow and repentance, I wished to
repairmy-crime; and \\:blouchx‘dl:v thatman’s love, and married
hm—o«:f.a se he too deceivesand leaves me—because, afterloving
you—madly loving you for twenty years—I will not now forfeit
your respect, and degrade myself L_\- yielding to your will, you
too must scorn me! It is too much—too much—O Heaven !
And the wretched woman fell back almost fainting

Max was almost frightened by this burst of sorrow on her part,
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and was coming forward to support her ; but she motioned him
away, and, taking from her bosom a letter, said, “If it were
light, you could see, Max, how cruelly I have been betrayed by
that man who called himself my husband. Long before he
married me, he was-married to another. This woman is still
living; he says ; ‘and he says he leaves me for ever.”

At this moment  the moon, which had been hidden behind
Westminster Abbey, rose above the vast black mass of that
edifice, and poured a flood of silver light upon the little church
of St. Margaret's, and the spot where the lovers stood. Max
was at arlittle distance from Catherine, pacing gioomily up and
doyn-the flags. She remained at her old position at the tomb-
stone under the tree; or pillar, as it seemed to be, as the moon
gotup. She was leaning against the pillar, and holding out to
Max, with'an arm beautifully white and rounded, the letter she
had received from Hher husband: * Read it, Max," she said:
“T asked for light, and here is' Heaveh's own, by which you
may read.”

But Max did not come forward {o receive it. On a suciden
his face assumed a look of the most dreadful surprise and agony.
He stood still; and stared with 1wild eyes starting from their
sockets ; he stared upwards, at a point seemingly above Cathe-
rine's head. At last he raised up his finger slowly and said,
*“ Look, Cat—tke kead—the head /" Then uttering a horrible
laugh, he fell down grovelling among the stones, gibbering and
writhing in a fit of epilepsy.

Catherine started forward and looked up. She had been
standing against a post, not a tree—the moon was shining full
on it now ;-and on the summit, strangely distinet, and smiling
ghastly, was-a livid human head.

The wretched woman fled—she dared look no more. And
some hours afterwards, when, alarmed by the Count's continued
absence, his confidential servant came back to seek for him in
the churchyard, he was found sitting on the flags, staring full at
the head, and laughing, and talking to it wildly, and nodding at
it. He was taken up a hopeless idiot, and so lived for years and
years; clanking the chain, and moaning under the lash, and
howling through long nights when the moon peered through the
bars of his solitary cell, and he buried his face in the straw.

THE AUTHOR ADDRESSES HIS READERS.

There—the murder is out! And having indulged himself in
a chapter of the very finest writing, the author begs the attention
of the British public towards it; humbly conceiving that it
possesses some of those peculiar merits which have rendered
the fine writing in other chapters of the works of other authors
so famous.

Without bragging at all, let us just point out the chief claims
of the above pleasing piece of composition. In the first place,
it is perfectly stilted and unnatural; the dialogu d the
sentiments being artfully arranged, s as strong and
majestic as po e. Our dear is but a poor illiterate
country wench, who has come fromcutting her lmsband's throat :
and yet, see ! she talks and looks - incess, who

i oper
end of fiction, and one of the greatest triumphs that a novelist
can achieve: for to make people sympathise with virtue is a

trick that any common fellow can do; but it is not
everybody who can take a scoundrel, and eause us to weep and
whimper over him as though he were a very saint. Give a
young lady of five years old a skein of silk a brace of
netting-needles, and she will in a s ime you out ‘a
decent silk purse—anybody can; but try her with a sow’s ear,
and see whether she can make a silk purse out of ZkzZ. That
is the work for your real great artist; and pleasant it is to see
how many have succeeded in these latter days.

The subject is strictly historical, as any one may see by refer-
ring.to-the Daily Post of March 3, 1726, which contains the
following paragraph :—

““Yesterday morz A s he; shness of it

seemed to have been om ving its own hair.

on, was found by the river i

afterwards exposed to publ

thousands of peop

person was, much léss who committed such.a h

action. There aré various conjectures relating to the

the i I e omit them. The head was much hacked

The head which caused such an impression upon Monsieur
de Galgenstein was, indeed, once on the shoulders of Mr. John
Hayes, who lost it under the followin i
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have seen how Mr. Hayes was induced to drink. Mr. Hayes
having been encouraged in drinking the wine, and growing very
merry therewith, he sang and danccd about the room ; but his

fe, fearing the quantity he had drunk would not have the
wished-for effect-on him, she sent away for another bottle, of
which he drank-also., This effectually answered their expecta-
tions; and Mr. Hayes beecame thereby intoxicated, and deprived
of his understanding.

He, however, made shift to getinto the other room, and, throw.
ing h.msdfupon the bed, fc“ asleep’; upon which Mrs. rhw,b
reminded them of the affair in hand, and told them that was the
most proper juncture to finish the business. ®

. . . . . -

(iinu ding ! the, gloomy green curtain drops, the
sone are duly disposed of, ‘the nimble candle-snuffers
put out th<. 1 and the audience goeth pondering home, 1f
the crific take the pains why the '1uthor, who hath bscn
50| diffuse in describing tl rly and fabulous acts of N
Catherine's existence, should so Hurry off the catastrophe where
a deal of the very finest \mmv" might have been employed,
Solomons replies  that the *“or ary" narrative is far more
emphatic than any co“mm ion of his own could be, with all the
riietorical graces which he mwnt e m;mv Mr. Aram'’s trial, as
taken by the penny-a-lir la ad always interested
him more than the ler "ln'*ncu and poet report which an
eminent no\dm has given of the same. Mr. Turpin's adven-
tures are more instructive and agreeable to him in the aceount
of the Newgate Plutarch, than in the learned Ainsworth's Biogra-
phical Dxcx,ozmr). And he believes that the professional
gentlemen who are employed to invest such heroes with the
rewards that their gr cu'om mrr't \'.:ZI go er'uu«f'l Jh:
ceremony of
The des

which here

simply horrible,

ometimes gives a
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despatch than can be shown by the most distinguished amateur;;
in lik¢ manner he thinks that the history of such investitures
should be written by pe ectly concerned, and not by
admiring persons without, who must be ignorant of many of l"t
secrets of Ketcheraft. We very much (’oum if Milton himself
could make a description of an execution half so horrible as the
simple lines in the Daily Post of a hundred and ten years since,
that now lies before u werrlic am ersten Tag,""—as
bright and clean as on the d cation. Think of it! it
has been read by Belinda at her toilet, scanned at ‘“ Buttog's"
and ‘““Will's," sneered at by wits, talked of in palaces and
cottages, by a busy n wi mi heels, LO(-[:\ patches, 2
rags of all variety— h long since plunged
vanished in the mu.mzoma“h gulr towards which we march so
Lri:Li)’.

Where are they? ¢ Afflavit Deus”"—and t
Hark! is not the same wind roaring still that s
down? and yonder stands the compositor a
put up a pretty paragraph some day to say how, :
his house in Grosvenor Square,” or ** At Botany B..). univ
regretted,” died So-and-so. Imo wha
the paragraph conce ning \Ir. 1

A) mxl), .—mrl toh :

or two by way uf grace at its mnc?u i

thatitisover. It hasbeen thewriter's object c.m.lum' to exclude
from his drama (except in two very insignificant instances—mere
walking-gentlemen parts), any characters but those of scoundrel
of the very highest degree.. That he -has not altogether failed in
the object he had in view, is evident from some newspaper
critiques which he has had the gnud fortune to see; and which
abuse the tale of ** Catherine ™ ne of the dullest, most vulgar,
and immoral work aint, It is highly gratifying to the author
to find that such opinions-are abroad, as they convince him t.m\t
theitaste for Newgate literature is on/the wane, and that when
the public critic has right down undisguised m.nm)rﬁ 1"}" ‘S‘\_'l
before him, the honest creature is shocked at it, as he should be,
and can declare his indignation in good round terms of ab
The characters of the tale a7¢ immoral, and no d

the writer humbly hopes the end is not so. The public v




32 CATHERINE: A STORY.

practice, and it was necessary to administer some medicine that
would produce a wholesome nausea, and afterwards bring about
2 mare healthy habit.

And, thank Heaven, this effect /as been produced in very
many instances, and that the *“Catherine” cathartic has acted
most efficaciously. | The author has been pleased at the d gust
which his work has excited, and has watched with benevolent
carefulness the wry faces that have been made by many of the
patients who have swallowed the dose,. Solomons remembers,
at the establishment in Birchin Lane where he had the honour
of receiving his education, there used 16 be administered to the
bays a certain cough-medicine, which was so e ely agree-
able that all the lads 1onged to have colds in order to partake of
the remedy, Some of our popular novelists have compounded
their drugs in a similar way, and made them so palatable that a
public, once healthy and honest, has been well-nigh poisoned
by their wares. Solomons defies any ‘one to say the like of
himself—that his doses have been as pleasant as champagne,
and his pills as sweet as barley-sugar ;—it has been his attempt
to make vice to appear entirely vicious;.and in those instances
where he hath occasionally introditced something like virtue, to
make the sham as evidentas possible, and not allow the meanest
capacity a single chance to mistake it.

And what has been the consequence? That wholesome nausea
which it has been his good fortune to create wherever he has
been allowed to practise in his humble circle,

Has any one thrown away a halipennyworth. of sympathy
upon any person mentioned in this history? Surely no. But

bler and more famous men than Solomons have taken a different
plan; and it becomes every man in his vocation to cry out
against such; and expose théir errors as best he may.

Labouring under such ideas, Mr. Tsaac Solomons, junior,
produced the romance of Mrs. Cat, and confesses himself
completely happy to have brought it to a conclusion. . His poem
may be dull—ay, and probably is. . The great Blackmore, the
reat Dennis, the great Sprat, the great Ponfret, not to mention
reat men of our own time—have they not also been dull, and
had pretty reputations too? Be it granted, Solomons #s dull ;
but dor’t attack his morality; he humbly submits that, in his
poem, no man shall mistake virtue for vice, no man shall allow

single sentiment of pity or admiration to enter hi bosom for

o
S
o
&
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any character of the piece: it being, from beginning to end,
a scene of unmixed rascality performed by persons who never
deviate into good feeling. And although he (’.gzh not prcu-::"l
to equal the great modern authors, whom he hath mentioned, in
wit or descriptive power; yet, in the point of moral, he meekly
believes that he has been their superior; feeling Lh_e greatest
disgust for the characters he describes, and using his humble
endeavour to cause the public also to hate them.

HorsEMONGER LANE, Janwary 1840,

THE END.
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